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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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The New Hucow’s Traininig Diary

Arrival At Bullwood Creamery


Chapter 1

Departure

Dinner dragged on in unbearable silence.

I absent-mindedly pushed my potatoes around the plate, my appetite long gone. Mother’s cooking was not the best but she did try her best on days when our maid wasn’t working. Normally I’d eat it and praise her skills, but today I wasn’t in the mood for flattery. Father chewed methodically, staring at nothing in particular. Mother was clamoring around us, already clearing up the table. Outside, the cold wind of late autumn whispered through the trees.

Father wiped away some stew lingering on his mustache and spoke.

“So, have you started packing already, Lilly?” he asked bluntly.

That topic again. I wish they’d just leave me alone.

“Father, we’ve been over this. I don’t want to go to the city. I’m perfectly happy here!” I tried to sound strong, determined. Instead I came off as a little girl moaning

Father continued, as if I hadn’t just spoken. “The carriage has been arranged. You’ll have plenty of trunk space but it might be best to travel light. You can buy the essentials once you get there. I’ve spoken to my banker friend, you’ll be able to withdraw a set sum from my account every week.” He continued, completely oblivious to my frowning face staring him daggers. “Transport is getting quite expensive, all with the war heating up. I hear the king is working on some secret weapon. Hopefully, we’ll be able to push back the beasts…”

I clenched my hands in my lap. “I don’t care. I don’t want to go!” I nearly shouted.

“Lilly, don’t be difficult.” I felt Mother’s  fingers on my shoulder, gentle yet firm.

“I’m not being difficult! I’ve been telling you for a year that I don’t want to go! You’re sending me away for no reason—” I pleaded.

“Lilly, we’ve been over this so many times.” Mother’s voice sounded exasperated. “Trovepond is no place for a young lady. You’re so lucky you have this opportunity. What wouldn’t I have given for this chance when I was your age. Education, the hustle and bustle of the capital. The suitors.”

I gritted my teeth. The suitors. That was what this was about, wasn’t it?

“The suitors?! So you are just going to disregard your daughter’s wishes and cart her off to be married like she’s…she’s…” I struggled to find the right word. “Prized cattle!” I finally exclaimed, shouting now. Feeling so small and helpless.

“Lillian!” my father cut in, his anger palpable. “Don’t use that word. Our daughter is not cattle. Prized or otherwise. We are doing what’s best for you. Trovepond isn’t what it used to be!” The vein on my father’s forehead looked like it was about to burst. He continued. “The war, the bad harvests! Think, girl! How many of your friends were carted off to Bullwood because their parents couldn’t pay their tithes just in the last two years. We are lucky enough to be able to shield you from that. And here you are spitting in the face of that.

I swallowed hard.

Bullwood Creamery.

The Dairy farm half a day's horse ride away from town. Operating by Royal Decree. Shrouded in mystery. No one in the village seemed to know exactly what went on there but every now and then a carriage carrying their sigil would arrive and cart off the daughter of some unfortunate farmer whose debts got the better of him. It really had been happening more and more frequently since the War heated up and the harvests got bad…

“Clarissa is still here,” I blurted, desperate to find a retort.

And it was true. As long as I had Clarissa, Trovepond was home. The daughter of a poor farmer, her beauty the talk of the town. My best friend. Clarissa.

For a second I saw a flash of sadness in my father’s eyes. He quickly regained his composure

“You’re leaving next week. It’s final.”

I couldn’t handle it anymore. I stood up from my seat abruptly.

“Thank you for the meal, Mother. Bland as always. Now If you'll excuse me.”

I stormed off, desperate to get away. Be anywhere but here. My feet instinctually took me in the direction of our little hiding spot. The crumbling stone mill next to the pond.

◆◆◆

I sat by the pond, leaning on the crumbling stone lost in thought when I heard the familiar voice.

“I knew I’d find you here.” It was Clarrisa’s warm tones.

She sat next to me, auburn hair spilling over her shoulders, her ample chest accentuated by her tight bodice. Her family didn’t really have money to get new clothes. How many farmboys had I had to protect her from.

“You okay, Lil? You seem troubled.”

“My parents are impossible.” I dropped my head on her shoulders with a deep sigh.

Clarissa let out a short laugh, tilting her head to look at me. She nudged me playfully. “You know, the city isn’t that bad. I’d love to see the capital someday.”

I scoffed. “I don’t care about fancy dresses and noblemen.”

“I bet you’d look great in fancy dresses,” she teased.

I rolled my eyes but smiled.

“Even if I go, I’ll come back. I’ll bring you souvenirs.”

Clarissa’s smile faltered. Her hands curled around the hem of her skirt. “Lilly…I’m leaving tomorrow.” She exhaled, her gaze flickering away. “My father… He signed me up for Bullwood Creamery.”

I stared at her, the name sinking like a stone in my gut.

Bullwood. Bullwood again.

“Clarissa!” I gasped. “You can’t be serious. We have to come up with something…Maybe we can run away together… We can move to the next city over, or just live off the land…” I blurted  out, panic setting over me. I couldn’t lose Clarissa.

She simply stood there.

“I can’t do that Lil, I don’t have a choice.” she said quietly.

“What do you mean you don’t have a choice? You can always run away. I can’t believe you would just take this lying down! Fight! Run! Do something!” I was screaming at her. Angry. Angry that she’d abandon me.

Clarissa’s fingers dug into her skirts.

Suddenly, she burst out in anger,  “We’re not all rich like you, Lilly. Bullwood is an opportunity! It’s under the direct jurisdiction of the Crown! My family needs this. The money from Bullwood will keep my brothers fed. I wouldn’t expect the spoiled daughter of a rich merchant to understand!”

Her words were sharp, cutting.

“Fine, be like that! I hope you enjoy getting milked or groped or…whatever the hell they do to girls there!” I screamed at her as I stormed off, tears streaking down my cheeks.

◆◆◆

The next four days were excruciating. I didn’t see her off. I never wanted to see her again.

Let her go and become a Bullwood girl, she can go to hell for all I care!

And then, the night before I was slated to leave, crying into my pillow it hit me.

I was never going to see Clarissa again.I wasn’t going to get a chance to apologize. Maybe she was right. Maybe I was just a spoiled little rich girl who had never known true desperation. But I wasn’t going to let that be the end of it.

I would show her.

I would go to Bullwood, drag her out, and show her how free and happy we could be.

Heart pounding, I crept out of bed and tiptoed down the stairs, my breath shallow as I slipped into my father’s study. The heavy iron chest sat against the wall, half-buried under stacks of ledgers. My fingers trembled as I worked the latch open, stuffing a purse full of gold and silver into my skirts.

One last look at my childhood home.

Then I was outside, rushing to the stables.

"Tilda," I whispered to my father’s old, slow donkey, stroking her muzzle.

She flicked her ears and let out a tired, wheezy bray.  She’d have to do. I didn’t want to part father of his best mare.

I clambered into the saddle and hesitated for a second. Where am I headed? Then the expressions I had heard since childhood flooded my mind:

That poor girl, she’s gone down south to Bullwood.

Carriage came and took Katya south.

South it is. I tightened the reins and set off, the cold night wind strangely invigorating.


Chapter 2

Arrival at Bullwood Creamery

This journey was supposed to take half a day. I had left in the dead of night and expected to be there. At Bullwood by the afternoon. But Tilda, my dad's old donkey, had other ideas. We had to stop and rest 3 times so that the poor girl could catch her breath.

When the meadows finally gave way to thick woods it was already night the next day. I was tired. Too tired to go on. I needed to find a place to rest and continue in the morning.

Why did I do this? I could have been in a comfy carriage taking me to the capital. Instead here I was, straddling a half-dead donkey, my buttocks sore from the ill-fitting saddle. I felt like crying.

Then suddenly, nestled in between some trees I saw the sign. A robust wooden sign that simply read:

Bullwood Creamery 1 mile ->

Underneath the  words there  was an insignia - a  bull’s head, regal and imposing, with an unwavering watchful gaze.  almost watchful. Its horns curved outward, framing a single shining star above its brow, as if marking it as something divine, chosen… or sacred.

I was close!

"Just a little bit more, Tilda!" I urged the poor tired Donkey forward. After another eternity Tilda came through. The forest path opened into a clearing and I found myself

As the path opened to a clearing, I gasped. A tall gate of sturdy wood was straddled on both sides by tall walls of white stone. The same insignia - the bull’s watchful gaze above everyone going through the gates. This wasn’t the entrance to a dairy farm.

It looked like the entrance to a castle.

I dismounted good ol’ Tilda and tied her to a nearby tree.

Now what?

The gate was obviously not an option and something told me this was not the kind of place you just knock on the front door of if you want to get it. I began circling the property, looking for any openings in the pristine walls. They seemed impenetrable. Going around the whole estate was out of the question- judging by how long the fence stretched in both directions the place was vast. Finally I saw my way in- a tree with a sturdy branch protruding above the fence, right next to the gate.

I steeled myself and began climbing.

What are you doing Lilly, girls spend their whole life trying to avoid coming into this place and here you are straddling its walls.

Ignoring my doubts I managed to nimbly make my way up the tree and straddled the fence taking care not to sit on the metal spikes protruding in intervals. I was about twenty feet off the ground. 

From this new vantage point I took stock of my surroundings. Beneath me stood Bullwood Creamery. The estate was vast, four imposing barns spread across immaculately kept grounds. Strange machines lined the buildings. Deep in the other direction stood a house… No, a mansion! An opulent structure of wood and stone three stories tall, its windows casting a warm glow into the night. The barns, polished and well-maintained, stood like silent sentinels in perfect rows. 


Great. So this is Bullwood. Now how the hell do I get  down? 

I realized, too late, that I had climbed the fence without a plan. Looking below, the fall was far greater than I had expected—too far to risk jumping. There was no one in sight, no way to call for help. Panic crept in. My heart pounded. I was stuck.

I took a deep breath. Think, Lilly. Think.

My dress—it was long, fine fabric, and there was a lot of it. I could use that.

With shaking fingers, I reached down and yanked at the seams. The fabric tore with a harsh rip. I worked fast, shredding it into long strips, twisting and knotting them together until I had fashioned a makeshift rope.

I tied one end securely to a metal spike protruding from the top of the fence, gave it a hard tug, and then—holding my breath—lowered myself down.

Four feet. That’s all I could manage before the fabric gave out.

I let go, bracing myself. The impact jolted through my legs, but I rolled with it, tumbling onto the grass in a graceless heap. My breath came in sharp, panicked gasps.

For a moment, I just lay there, staring up at the stars, trying to convince myself I had actually done it. Then I exhaled and sat up.

I was inside. Naked save for my tattered panties but at least I was inside. I felt my nipples perk up in the cold midnight air.

I took stock of my surroundings. Still not a soul in sight.

Think Lilly.

Where would Clarissa be?

Close to the mansion was a smaller, more modest building.

That must be the workers' quarters.

If Clarissa is anywhere she should be there. Right, the plan was clear: Sneak in. Find Clarissa. Get out. Find a spare set of clothes.

As I crept past the mansion in my panties, curiosity suddenly overwhelmed me.The lights from inside were so welcoming, so warm. And besides, this was my one chance to see what actually goes on inside. I just had to have a peek. I inched closer, my steps careful and silent. A warm, golden light spilled from inside, dancing over heavy tapestries and polished furniture. And there—seated at a lavish dining table—was a man.

He looked as old as my father, streaks of grey in his hair and laugh-lines betraying his years. Yet…Standing there nude outside of his window I remember thinking that this man, old enough  to be my father, was the most attractive man I had ever laid eyes upon in my eighteen years on Earth. His chiseled jawline, his muscular frame barely contained inside his expensive garb. I felt a longing I could not explain.

And standing next to him…Standing next to him was a girl. Her nude body and curves accentuated by the soft candlelight of the dining room.

She was young, perhaps my age. And she was pretty. But her breasts - my God! They hung heavy and full, each one larger than her head, yet impossibly perky. I watched, transfixed, as the man lifted up his goblet nonchalantly and mouthed a command.

She cupped her massive breast in her delicate hands, her fingers barely able to encompass their vast circumference. Kneading the flesh with a practiced touch, she coaxed forth streams of creamy white milk from her thick swollen nipples. The milk flowed from her like a faucet, thick and creamy, directly into the man’s goblet. The sight was mesmerizing - her massive areolas flushed and engorged, each squeeze releasing powerful spurts. Her face was serene, eyes half-lidded as she filled the goblet to the brim. The candlelight caught each pearly drop, her breasts glistening as if oiled to perfection. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the hypnotic rhythm of her milking, my own modest chest aching with a mixture of envy and arousal.

The man lifted the brimming goblet to his lips, his eyes closed as he drank deeply with an expression of deep aristocratic contentment. As if this was something natural. How things should be

Transfixed by the scene, I forgot where I was, my hand unconsciously moving to my own bare chest. I gripped the flesh, fingers kneading in a pale imitation of the milking motion I'd just witnessed. My nipple hardened beneath my palm as I imagined streams of milk flowing from my own modest tits, lost in an impossibly forbidden longing. A longing to be used - as sustenance, as cattle.

After what seemed like an eternity I snapped back to reality.

What the hell was that?

Clarissa!

I had to find her. Now.

I was about to turn and run—

And then—a rough, heavy hand seized my shoulder, stopping me cold.


Chapter 3

Cassius Bullwood

The grip on my arm was like iron. My breath hitched as I was yanked back, my feet nearly slipping in the soft dirt. The voice behind me was deep, unbothered.

"You're not one of our stock."

My heart pounded against my ribs. I twisted, eyes snapping up to the man holding me. He was huge—a mountain of muscle barely contained by the  dark shirt he was wearing. He towered over me, holding me in place with his gaze as much as he did with his strength. His face was chiseled, sharp, and handsome. But his eyes…He was staring me down like I was nothing but a piece of property. Stock.

Snapping out of my daze I tried to jerk back, but his hold didn’t loosen. Suddenly I was aware of my own nudity. My nipples perked up from the night’s cold and...Was he watching me watch them? Heat rushed to my face and I made a feeble attempt to conceal my breasts with my arms.

His gaze was unflinching, watching my shame with utter indifference.

"How did you get in here?" His voice was cold, calm.

My lips parted, but words refused to come out. Panic.

Say something, Lilly, goddammit.

Finally, I stammered—

"I... I’m Lilly Sells. From Trovepond Village." my shaky voice did nothing to conceal my fear at this moment. “I’m here…for Clarissa…”

The man, this bull of a man, just stared at me as if I had just told him I had dropped down from the sky and was here to give him a pot of gold. He stood there, eyes locked on mine, for what felt like an eternity.

Finally he let out a long heavy sigh, his muscular frame contracting.

"You’ll have to talk to the boss." It wasn’t a question.

Gently holding my shoulder, he ushered me nude into the mansion.

◆◆◆

The man’s firm grip guided me through the mansion's grand entrance. The foyer took my breath away - opulent furnishings and gleaming marble floors- unimaginable wealth. But it was the walls, or more specifically the artwork that adorned them, that truly captured my attention. 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. Their swollen udders hung heavy beneath them, milk pooling beneath them in the lush grass. In some of them they were led by handsome men in farming attire. In some they were posing, adorned in skintight outfits with cow patterns on them.

Before I could fully process the erotic imagery, my bull of a chaperon ushered me into the dining room. My stomach dropped - it was the very room I'd been spying on earlier.

The handsome older gentleman's eyes lit up as we entered.

"Vartek! An unexpected surprise!" the man exclaimed.

He turned to us and suddenly  his gaze was taking over my exposed flesh, lingering on my breasts that my hand struggled to conceal.

A wolfish grin spread across his face. "Not an unwelcome one, though."

The girl I'd seen was still there, now crawling next to the manlike an obedient pet, her massive tits swaying gently, heavy with cream.

I shivered under his hungry stare, acutely aware of my nakedness. I felt my nipples harden at his gaze. A warmth blooming low in my belly despite my fear.

His voice was rich, smooth, and too easy. Like I hadn’t just been dragged in against my will.

His gaze flicked lazily over my form, lingering on my torn skirts before he gestured casually to the lavish meal before him.

"Care to join me for supper? We have fresh bread, honeyed ham, and, of course, the finest cheese and wine pairings in the kingdom." he said casually, his fingers brushing against the rim of his goblet.

I stiffened.

Vartek, the bull-man still clasping my shoulder, cleared his throat. "Found this one sneaking onto the property."

I swallowed hard, my whole body shivering in nervousness and something deeper. Something more sinful. Cassius’s eyes met mine directly now, sharp with curiosity.

"Well?" His voice was almost playful. "Who are you, my dear?"

I forced myself to stand straight. "I... I’m Lilly Sells."

Cassius lifted a brow. "And pray tell, Miss Sells. What are you doing on my property?"

I steeled myself, my voice quavering as I spoke. "I'm here for my friend! Clarissa! There was a mistake—she was not supposed to be sent here!"

Cassius paused, his brow furrowing as he searched his memory. "Clarissa, Clarissa... oh. You mean the fresh stock. The one that arrived last week."

Stock? Stock? A dreadful understanding began to dawn upon me.

Cassius nodded, as if recalling something fond. "Yes, I remember her. Such a fine acquisition."

I inhaled sharply. "I'm here to... to pay for her release."

Cassius laughed, clearly amused. "Oh, girl." He shook his head, grinning. "Do you have any idea how valuable your little friend is?"

I stared at him, shaking.

Cassius sighed, tapping his fingers on the table. "Rarely do we get livestock this good. Her breasts were already massive when she came here. With the treatments... She's going to be perfect. In a few months, she'll be producing more than even my best girls. Ah, the cheeses we'll make..." He sounded genuinely excited.

I was shocked, unsure how to respond, Vartek's heavy hand still on my bare shoulder. This was wrong.

Cassius, still lost in his reverie, sighed pleasantly. "Besides... Your friend has really taken a liking to this place." My stomach dropped.

I opened my mouth—to scream, to demand, to do anything…

Cassius lifted a single finger. "Ah—ah—ah. Stop right there, my dear."

My breath caught. For a terrifying second, I thought he had just read my mind. He tilted his head. "You want to see her, don't you?"

"Yes!" I blurted it out before I could stop myself

Cassius's smile widened. "Very well. Then follow me if you please."

He gestured toward Vartek. "Take Leyla back to my chambers. She's earned the finest bed in the ranch tonight. Her milk was exquisite." He patted Leyla on the head. The girl cooed in contentment.

Vartek nodded and went deeper into the mansion, Leyla crawling behind him.

Cassius stood, stretching. "Now, Miss Sells. If you would be so kind as to follow me..."

Wordlessly, I followed.

"Vartek, my boy! Remind me which pen Clarissa was in?"

Vartek, already halfway down the hall, didn't miss a step. "Second building, pen seven, sir."

Pen? A pen? The word slammed into my skull like a hammer.My knees felt weak.

Cassius opened the front door for me, inviting me back into the chilly autumn night.


Chapter 4

The Pens

The night air pressed against my skin as I followed Cassius across the grounds of Bullwood Creamery. The gravel path crunched beneath our feet, the only sound piercing this unsettling unsettling silence. Still nude I felt so vulnerable and small. I wanted to run, to turn and run for the gates but I knew, I knew that was no longer an option.

Cassius walked ahead of me, unflappable. Bullwood Creamery was a kingdom. And he was its king.  His long coat fluttered as he walked forward confidently, with regal grace. He turned back for a moment, his eyes flickered downward, lingering on my exposed bosom. Hungry.

He stopped in front of one of the barns I saw before and paused. Turning to me with an almost polite smile, his voice smooth, measured, he said:

"Now, Miss Sells, I'll have to ask you just this one favor." He lifted a single finger, tapping it against his lips. "My cows are all fast asleep, so try not to wake them. This is the most pampered livestock in all the realm... we try to keep stressors to a minimum."

My stomach twisted. Cows?

The barn door creaked as he pushed it open. My freezing nude body immediately registered the change in temperature. The air was warm, far warmer than outside. The interior was all painted and fresh wooden walls. 20 pens, each one slightly larger than 10 square feet. Each pen was fenced off, with a leather harness built into the top around chest height.

Cassius walked deeper into the barn. Past the first pen…And then behind one of the fences…

I stopped in my tracks. I saw her. A girl, not much older than me.

Curled up like an animal, completely nude except for a red collar with a cow bell fastened around her neck. She lay curled on a plush bed of straw, breathing softly, blissfully asleep. Her breasts engorged, enormous, rising softly with each soft breath. She looked... peaceful.

"Now let’s see…Pen 7…Pen 7…" Cassius mumbled. “Ah, here she is.”

I followed Cassius. And sure enough- there she was. Clarissa.

Her auburn hair spilled over her shoulders, her delicate features slack with sleep. The same collar. The same bell. My stomach lurched as I took a step forward, my voice breaking.As beautiful as ever. But what took my breath away was her chest. Clarissa had matured early, I always had to swat away boys from her breasts. The men in the village would joke that when it came time for her to breastfeed she could feed the whole village. But now? They were enormous. Each one bigger than her head, impossibly engorged yet still keeping their perkiness. Her puffy pink nipples looked painfully swollen.

"Clarissa!" I let out a shrill whisper.

She stirred, groggily rubbing at her eyes. "Li... Lilly?" Her voice was thick with sleep. She blinked at me in confusion, then turned her head—and her expression softened. She saw Cassius. A warm, adoring smile spread across her lips.

"Hello, Master."

I felt my body go still. Cassius chuckled, resting his palm against the edge of the pen. "Ahhh. Good girl. Good girl."

Clarissa moved toward him, crawling forward to press her head against his arm, nuzzling him like a contented pet. I felt sick.

What was happening?

My mouth opened, but no words came. Clarissa turned back to me, her expression still warm, dreamy.

"But, Master, why is Lilly here?"

"She’s come here to bring you home."

Clarissa's pretty eyes widened, a flash of panic crossing her face. She shook her head vigorously, her udders swaying. "No! No, I don't want to go home. This is my home now." She exclaimed almost desperately.

I stared at her, struggling to comprehend. This couldn't be real. This couldn't be my friend.

Clarissa continued, her voice dreamy and distant. "Master treats me so well. The food is amazing, I love every day. And the milking, the release... it's pure bliss.”

She crawled closer to the pen's edge, her eyes shining with an unsettling fervor. Her massive udders swayed hypnotically as she moved, thick milk dripping steadily from her engorged nipples. She looked like a pampered pet, well-fed and cared for.

A strange heat bloomed in my core as I watched Cassius crouch and ruffle Clarissa's hair playfully. She leaned into his palm, softly mooing with pleasure.

Clarissa is now livestock.

“You should join too!” Clarissa said softly. “We’ll be so happy together. Much happier than  we were in Trovepond!”

"That's an interesting proposition," Cassius purred, his eyes locked on mine. "What say you, Ms. Sells?"

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. I imagined myself in Clarissa's place - my body swollen and heavy with milk, serving this handsome older gentleman. My life perfectly regimented...It sounded…

Wonderful.

"I... I don't know," I whispered, my voice trembling. My thighs pressed together unconsciously, a damp heat building between them.

Cassius's smile widened, "Perhaps a demonstration is in order," he suggested, his hand moving to Clarissa's udders. With practiced ease, he began to squeeze and pull at her teats.

Clarissa's eyes rolled back in ecstasy, a long, low moo escaping her lips. Milk sprayed from her nipples in thick streams, splattering against the straw-covered floor. The sight and sound of it made my own breasts ache with sympathetic need.

"You could have this too, Ms. Sells," Cassius murmured, his fingers still working Clarissa's udders. "All the pleasure, none of the worries. A life of pure, animal bliss.Want for nothing and live to please and be pleased. Bullwood Hucows are not the stock of some barbarian. Our girls are pampered."

I whimpered, arousal flooding my senses. It was wrong, so wrong... and yet, I couldn't look away.

"Would you like to try?" Cassius asked, his voice low and seductive. "Just a taste of what your future could be?"

I crouched down next to Clarissa’s engorged teat, my curiosity and arousal guiding me.

What the hell are you doing, Lilly?!

Clarissa smiled at me, gently squeezing her swollen teat, guiding it towards my mouth. I spread my lips cautiously.

A stream of warm, creamy milk splashed onto my tongue. The flavor was intoxicating. Sweet and rich milk, creamy. I hadn’t eaten in a day.

Overcome by some animal instinct, I latched onto my best friend’s breast and began to suckle greedily, squeezing more and more into my mouth.

I sucked on my friend's teat, hungrily devouring the sweet nourishment. Eventually, reason came flooding back and I pulled away with a gasp, shame washing over me. "I... I should go," I stammered, Clarissa’s sweet creamy essence still  dribbling down my chin.

"You're free to go, Ms. Sells. But I must inform you - Bullwood Creamery is under direct jurisdiction of His Majesty the King of Lactia. Trespassing on our grounds is tantamount to treason against the crown. You're free to return home, but I will have to inform the authorities of your transgression. I'm afraid your family will be in quite a lot of trouble."

My stomach dropped as I considered the implications. Going home would mean putting my parents at risk - imprisonment, or worse. Could I really do that to them? And for what? So I could return to my mundane life in Trovepond? A life without Clarissa.

I glanced at Clarissa, still contentedly kneeling in her pen. She looked... happy. Fulfilled. A part of me envied her simple existence.

"What if..." I began hesitantly, hardly believing the words coming out of my mouth. "What if I decide to stay?"

"Wonderful news!" Cassius exclaimed, as if we had just signed a business contract. Clarissa pressing herself against him, her face nuzzling his groin eagerly. The prominent bulge in his trousers was impossible to miss. A mix of curiosity and apprehension fluttered in my stomach.

Cassius gently pushed Clarissa back, his voice low and soothing. "Not tonight, my dear. It seems I have another induction to perform."

Clarissa's face fell for a moment, like a child denied dessert, but her disappointment was quickly overshadowed by excitement. She turned to me, her eyes shining with joy. "Oh Lilly, I'm so happy you're joining us! We'll be together again, just like old times!"

I smiled at her weakly, still unsure. What exactly had I agreed to?

Cassius led me out of the barn, "Come along, Ms. Sells. Your new life awaits."


Chapter 5

Induction

I trembled as I followed Cassius into a small building close to the barn, my mind a mess of unexplained arousal. The building was slightly bigger than a shed. Inside  stood a table clad in leather. Gleaming instruments and various vials lined the walls.

"Sit," Cassius commanded, gesturing to the leather table. I hesitated, but his stern gaze left no room for argument. Slowly, I lowered myself onto the cold leather, my heart pounding.

He produced a pair of scissors, cutting away my panties leaving me completely naked.

He moved to a nearby cabinet, retrieving two vials of liquid - one a deep crimson, the other a pale, milky white. "You have a choice, my dear Lilly," he said, his voice dripping with excitement. "Would you like the aphrodisiac first, or the milk-inducing serum?"

My mouth went dry. "I... I don't..."

"Come now," he chided, "This is the only choice you'll have for quite some time. Best make it count."

I stared at the vials unsure of how or why this choice mattered.

"The aphrodisiac," I whispered, hating myself for the choice.

Cassius smiled, a predator's grin. "Excellent choice. You'll find it makes the rest of the process so much more... enjoyable."

Cassius poured the contents of the vial into a syringe, tapping it gently. My breath caught as he swabbed my arm with an alcohol pad.

"Just a small pinch," he murmured, sliding the needle into my flesh with the practiced ease of a professional.

The initial sting of the prick faded quickly. Cassius depressed the plunger slowly and an odd warmth spread from the injection site, radiating across my whole body. My skin  pricked up, every nerve-ending suddenly alive, aware and craving…

I let out a gasp. My skin, now flushed crimson, began sweating profusely. My breath came in ragged gasps. "What... what was in that?" I managed to choke out, my voice husky and foreign to my own ears.

Cassius produced a gentle smile, gleaming in satisfaction. "Oh, my dear. It's wonderful, isn't it? My own special addition to the Bullwood Method. For centuries, we relied on more... traditional ways to induce arousal in new stock. It was a long process, making a girl into an obedient cow could take weeks. I still very much enjoy that process, but it takes so much time. Thankfully, the wizard down the road has been quite cooperative. This serum truly is a breakthrough. Our induction is now much smoother…and dare I say enjoyable." he chuckled softly.

He brushed his hand against my thigh. I cried out, the simple touch driving me mad. I wanted him to touch me, to squeeze me.. A moan escaped my lips, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"Excellent, excellent response," Cassius purred.

"Now, let's see what we're working with here."he murmured, his gaze raking over my body "My, my, you're beautiful."

His probing hands cupped my breasts, kneading the flesh gently, my nipples hardening against his palm. He pinched a nipple playfully and I let out a gasp.

"Beautiful breasts," he murmured approvingly. "The transformation will make them as full as your friend's, don't worry."

His fingers trailed lower, probing between my legs with practiced precision. I winced as he pushed against my entrance, feeling a sharp twinge of discomfort that quickly subsided.

Cassius's eyebrows rose in genuine surprise. "Oh my, a maiden! This is rare indeed! We'll have to preserve that."

Suddenly he turned his attention away from my body and I found him staring deeply into my eyes.

Gods, he is handsome!

His intense gaze pierced through the haze of arousal. Gently he brushed my golden locks away from my flushed face.

"You truly are a beauty, Lilly," he murmured, his voice low and husky. I felt myself melting under his admiring stare, captivated by this enigmatic older man. “Your perfect skin, those beautiful blonde locks…Not the usual stock of village girls we get. They make wonderful cows, don’t get me wrong. But you…truly a rarity to have something so pure, untouched.”

A desperate longing bloomed within me. I yearned for his touch, I wanted him to kiss me, to own me.

To make me his cow. The tide of desire was overwhelming.

As if reading my thoughts, Cassius leaned in close. My breath caught in my throat as his lips met mine in a searing kiss.

My very first kiss.

His coaxed my mouth open, his tongue hungrily exploring. I arched up against the restraints that held me to the table, moaning softly.

When Cassius’s lips finally broke away from  mine , I was left panting and dizzy with need. I stared up at him with wide, desperate eyes. "Please," I whimpered, hardly recognizing my own voice.

‘I don’t normally kiss cattle…” Cassius himself looked a little taken aback by what he had just done. “You truly are exceptional, Lilly.”

His hands continued to roam my body, exploring every curve. He produced a leatherbound notebook and took some notes.

“Yes…Hips pre-serum…33 inches…Chest…30 inches…” he murmured as I writhed beneath him, pulling against my restraints in a desperate attempt to get closer.

"Such a responsive little thing," Cassius murmured appreciatively. "Tell me, my dear Lilly, have you ever been touched like this before?" he asked as his hand applied deft pressure on my clit with his index finger.

All I could do in response was moan.

"Good," he said, his voice thick with desire. "It seems like Alaric’s serum worked like a charm. Letting him borrow some of the stock for his experiments was a good choice after all…” he seemed lost in thought for a second.

“And now for the second part of the transformation. Are you ready my dear?" he asked gently.

I nodded nervously. Whatever was happening, I just wanted it to continue. To escalate.

Cassius produced a second syringe, this one filled with a white liquid, almost glowing. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the inevitable, as Cassius gently lowered it into my needy flesh.

The syringe plunged into my flesh, its contents flooding my veins with liquid fire. Almost immediately, I felt a strange tingling in my chest, a warmth that spread outward from my core.

"Remarkable, isn't it?" Cassius mused, his eyes gleaming with fascination. "Our alchemist has managed to perfect this process as well. What once took hours now happens in mere minutes."

As if on cue, I felt a peculiar tightening in my breasts. Looking down, I watched in awe and horror as my tits began to swell, growing fuller and heavier with each passing second. Cassius's hands were upon me then, kneading and massaging my expanding flesh. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, drawing forth a moan that I barely recognized as my own.

"Excellent response," he purred, his fingers expertly working my sensitive skin. "You're well on your way to becoming the perfect hucow."

The pressure in my chest built and built as I gasped with each breath. My breasts, growing in front of my very eyes. Then finally, a bead of pearly white liquid formed on the tip of my left nipple.

Immediately, Cassius swooped down impatiently, his mouth latching onto my breast with predatory hunger. His tongue applied just enough pressure to coax more of my cream to flow, making me shiver in ecstatic bliss.

“Yes..Drink more…Please.”

As if following my command, Cassius continued suckling, squeezing my udder to force more milk out. He nodded approvingly as he alternated between my left and right tits. The stream of milk seemed endless, dripping down the rest of my body, soaking me.  My breasts were now engorged, impossibly large. In his excitement, Cassius grabbed one of them and presented it to my mouth.

“Taste yourself, Lilly.” he urged with fanatic excitement. “See how rich your milk is. A maiden’s milk. Truly a rare treat, even at Bullwood. This is your true purpose.”

Tentatively, I extended my tongue, tasting the warm liquid. My own milk... Like Clarissa it was sweet but there was something different, something richer.

I’m a better milk cow than Clarissa.

Cassius chuckled darkly. "Good girl. Drink deeply. This is the nectar of your transformation."

I latched on to my own breast eagerly, suckling and gulping down mouthful after mouthful. The milk flowed warm and sweet. It  dribbled down my chin and pooled between my legs, mixing with the juices from my crotch. I was  a complete mess.

Lost in the ecstasy of my own milk I didn’t notice when Cassius had taken off his trousers. When I came to my senses again his engorged cock stood thick and proud mere inches from my face. "Now, my dear," he commanded, "show me the devotion of a good hucow."

I stared at Cassius’s cock - pulsating veins and throbbing cockhead. All shame was gone. I craved it. I lived to serve it. The cocktail of alchemical mixes that he had injected me with had made me insatiable.

This is Master’s Cock.

The thought came,  traitorous yet feeling oddly right. Still restrained I waited for him impatiently to lower it to my face. When he finally did  I took him into my mouth, the taste of his pre-cum driving me mad like an animal in heat. I devoured him greedily, as he continued to knead my breasts, my body now a mess of sweat and milk.

Cassius gripped my head and groaned in pleasure. He thrust his girth deep down my throat, deeper and deeper with each thrust. I gagged, tears trailing down my cheeks as my tongue wriggled around his veiny shaft, feeling and savoring each ridge.

With a guttural groan, Cassius reached his climax. His thick semen flooded my mouth as I gasped, trying to devour every drop without gagging. He pulled his still-throbbing member out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air.

"Now, what do you say?" he asked, his tone expectant, looking down at me with a mixture of satisfaction and amusement.

Confusion clouded my mind for a moment before understanding dawned.

I belong to him now. I am his cow. And he is my…

"Thank you, Master," I murmured, the words feeling strangely natural on my tongue.

Still aching with unfulfilled desire, I spread my legs wider, silently pleading for more. Cassius stared at me, like a painter admiring his work.

“My, my…truly so eager...” he chuckled. "While I'd love nothing more than to claim your maidenhead," Cassius purred, his voice thick with desire, "business comes first. And a maiden’s milk is truly a rare commodity. But fear not, my little hucow - there are other ways to bring a good little hucow pleasure."

He removed the restraints at my wrists.

“Get on all fours, cow. On the table.” he commanded. There was an urgency in his voice. Master wanted this too.

With a nod, I obeyed and got  on all fours, my ass now high in the air for Master Cassius to see. I felt his hands caressing my cheeks, spreading them open. For a second he planted his tongue on my slit, tracing its length. Then his fingers moved, applying pressure to my clenched sphincter. I moaned, no- mooed in pleasure.

The cool touch of something slick and viscous made me shiver as he applied it liberally to my twitching asshole. The alchemical fluid tingled against my sensitive flesh.

"Another one of Alric’s inventions, it’s supposed to heighten your sensitivity in this hole," Cassius murmured, positioning himself behind me. "This may be intense at first, but I promise you'll soon be begging for more."

I tensed, feeling the blunt pressure of his cock against my tightest entrance. I had met his man less than an hour ago and here I was now, eagerly awaiting for him to penetrate me. Slowly, he pushed forward, his cock head greasy with the lubrication of the fluid stretching my inch by inch. A burning sensation - a mix of pain and pleasure hit me as he rammed his cockhead fully  inside.  My nipples leaked thick droplets of milk onto the table below.

"That's it," Cassius groaned as he sank deeper. "Take it all, my perfect little pet."

Inch by inch, he filled me completely. The alchemical lubricant worked its magic, transforming my discomfort into pure pleasure. I moaned, pushing my ass against his crotch, eager to devour him up to the root.

Master Cassius began moving at a steady rhythm, each thrust bringing me closer and closer to release. My engorged breasts swayed beneath me, droplets of milk splattering onto the table with every movement.

"Such a good girl," Cassius praised, his fingers digging into my hips. "You were made for this, weren't you? To be a Bullwood Cow!"

“Yes…Yes…Master! I am your cow. Milk me, breed me, use me! Just don’t stop.” I screamed desperately,  lost in a haze of sensation. Every nerve ending was on fire, building towards something monumental.

As if spurred by my words, Master increased his assault, plunging his thick throbbing cock violently into my tight asshole. I felt myself teetering on the edge of oblivion. The pressure built and built until finally, with a hoarse cry, I shattered. The orgasm reached every part of my body, my tits- massively  engorged spurted milk as my ass twitched feebly, eagerly devouring each thrust.

Cassius followed shortly after, his grip tightening as he spilled his second shot deep inside my ass. I collapsed onto the table, gasping. My body- a tangled mess of sweat milk and cum.

“Good girl…” Master Cassius panted as he slipped his cock out out of my gaping hole. “That completes your induction. You are now officially a Bullwood Creamery Cow!”

I saw him shuffling around in one of the cupboards. He produced a collar with a cowbell  on it- just the same as the one that  Clarissa and all  the other girls in the pens were wearing- and tightened it around my sweaty neck.

“Now, my girl, let’s get you to your pen. Your new life begins tomorrow. Get up.” He commanded.

On unsteady legs, I attempted to stand. Cassius tsked disapprovingly. "Now, now, that won't do. You remember what you are, correct?”

“A…a…cow?” I whimpered

“Correct. Now get on all fours. You are not to stand unless instructed. Is that clear, my little Lilly?” His voice was firm but kind.

“Yes…Yes…Master.”  Dazed and compliant, I dropped to my hands and knees. "Good girl," Cassius praised. "Now, follow me...I believe the pen next to your friend’s is open."

Master Cassius walked out of the building looking composed, regal. I crawled behind him obediently, my swollen breasts swaying beneath me, dripping droplets of my sweet nectar along the way.


Chapter 6

First Milking

I awoke the next day  when the first ray of dawn filtered through the barn windows. My mind, still in a  haze, reeled recalling the events of the night before.  I had slept surprisingly well. The pen- my pen- was lined with soft hay and plush pillows. My body shivered, remembering the night before. The serum.Cassius Bullwood. No. Master Cassius.

Glancing over, I saw Clarissa stirring in the adjacent pen.

"Lilly…” she said happily, still rubbing her pretty eyes “ You decided to stay! I’m so happy!”

"Yes, Clarissa...I guess I did." I sighed, still struggling to reconcile everything.

She peaked her head over the divider, her  eyes roaming over my body."Looks like Master’s potions worked as intended. Look at you! So big now! You're blooming into a perfect little hucow." she exclaimed with absolute sincerity. I looked down at my body.

God they are even bigger than last night.

I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the sticky residue coating my skin from yesterday's ordeal. Clarissa noticed my discomfort and smiled reassuringly.

"Don't worry, sweetie. They bathe us every morning - it feels so nice! They should come and take us to the baths soon." Clarissa hesitated for a second, biting her lip. "Hey Lil," she began, a slight blush coloring her cheeks, "can I... can I try your milk?"

“Clarissa..why?” I was shocked and excited by her request. "I'm still all sticky from Cassius’s…Master’s induction yesterday," I protested weakly.

"I don't mind," Clarissa assured me, her eyes gleaming with curiosity. "I just wonder what my best friend's milk tastes like... The Master won't get angry, I just want a taste." She said with a mischievous grin.

My heart raced as I considered her proposal. My udders were heavy, they needed release. And imagining Clarissa’s pretty face latched onto my teat…

I nodded. Standing up in my pen I leaned forward to offer my swollen breast over the divider. Clarissa's warm mouth enveloped my nipple without hesitation.  Her tongue  swirled around the sensitive flesh. I moaned softly as she began to suck, my milk gushing into my best friend’s mouth. After a few moments, Clarissa pulled away, licking her lips. "Oh Lilly, it's delicious! So sweet and creamy. You can try mine if you’re hungry!" Clarissa positioned herself, presenting her enormous breast to me.

I latched on, surprised by how natural it felt. The warm, rich milk flooded my mouth. We took turns tasting each other like that.

Completely lost in the sensation, we barely heard the barn’s door swing open and quickly separated, flushed and breathing heavily. Clarissa grinned at me, a conspiratorial gleam in her eye. "We'll have to do that again sometime," she whispered. “Now let’s enjoy the bathing.”

◆◆◆

The farmhands, all massive muscular men, released us from our pens and guided us outside towards another building. The sign read "BULLWOOD CREAMERY BATHING FACILITY" in large letters.

We crawled inside to find an enormous communal bath, easily large enough to accommodate our entire group.

"Against the wall, face forward," one of the men commanded.

Everyone obediently lined up. Methodically, the farm hands moved down the line, lathering each girl thoroughly. They paid special attention to our udders and intimate areas, eliciting soft moans of pleasure. I couldn't help but respond to their firm, knowing touch as well. Diligent farmers ensure top hygiene for their cows.

Once we were all soaped up and rinsed, a new order rang out: "Turn around and present! Asses up."

As one, we spun and bent forward, arching our backs to thrust our rears high. The cleaning continued, rough hands kneading the soap into every crevice and then rinsing us out. I gasped as a particularly strong farmhand gripped my buttocks, his fingers probing gently.

After the final rinse, I noticed one of the girls further down the line - her body language had changed. Glancing over, I saw she was being mounted by one of the bulls, his massive form dwarfing her as he rutted frantically.

"Clarissa," I whispered, "is that allowed?"

My friend nodded. "That's Melia. She's been here a while and has been bred thoroughly. For new girls like us the mating is highly regimented. But older cows eventually get designated for free use. The farmhands can use them however they please, as long as it doesn't interfere with milk production."

Mating is highly regimented.

I watched, mesmerized, as Melia's udders swung wildly beneath her, the bull's powerful thrusts making her whole body quiver. The raw animalism sent a jolt of arousal through me.

The bull finished with a roar, his massive frame shuddering as he emptied himself into Melia. As he dismounted, she remained bent over, legs trembling and juices dripping down her thighs, her eyes glazed. The bull quickly cleaned her again and called out another command.

"Alright cows, into the bath," one of the farmhands called out. "You've got half an hour to soak and relax before milking time."

We filed into the large communal tub, sighing contentedly as the warm water enveloped our bodies. The heat soothed our muscles and seemed to heighten the lingering effects of Master's potions. Soft moans and giggles filled the air as we enjoyed this brief period of indulgence.

◆◆◆

After the relaxing bath we were led back to the barn where Vartek and more farmhands stood waiting.

"Good morning , my beauties!" Vartek called out cheerfully. "I trust you had a good bath. Now it’s time for your morning milking."

The men began setting up elaborate pumping machines in front of each pen. All around us, girls eagerly assumed the  position, resting their torsos on the leather rest on top of the bars, letting their heavy udders swing freely

I watched, mesmerized, as Vartek connected Clarissa’s heavy breasts  to one of the machines.

Nervous, I assumed the same position, letting my heavy udders hang heavy and pendulous over the bars.

Cassius approached, tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. "Sleep well? Time for your first milking." He pulled up a chair beside my pen.

"But... the machine?" I asked, need evident in my voice.

“Don’t worry, we will hook  you soon enough.” he grinned, “But I like to do the first milking myself. It’s a Bullwood tradition!”

Without another word Master Cassius’'s hands began working on my swollen breasts, kneading them, teasing the milk out skillfully. This was nothing like yesterday. He was enjoying himself, yes. But he was extracting product, first and foremost. Each squeeze of his sent streams of warm milk forth, the sound of liquid hitting metal oddly satisfying. I moaned softly.

"That's it, my perfect little hucow," Master Cassius murmured encouragingly. "Let it flow freely."

Time blurred as Masterfilled bucket after bucket with my thick milk. The release of pressure was incredible. Master Cassius coaxed every last drop from my engorged breasts. I arched my back, presenting my breasts more fully. Master Cassius chuckled appreciatively, redoubling his efforts. As the milking continued, I found myself slipping into a trance-like state. The rhythmic squeezing, the warmth of Cassius's hands, the steady stream of milk - it all blended into a haze of pleasure and purpose. This was what I was made for, my true calling.

Finally, after what felt like hours, the flow began to taper off. Cassius gave my breasts a few final, thorough squeezes before stepping back to admire his handiwork.

"Magnificent," he declared, running a hand along my spine. "An amazing yield for a newcomer, my dear." he scratched me behind the ears appreciatively as I tingled in satisfaction. Finally I dismounted the bars of the pen and collapsed into the  pillows and  hey.

"Rest now, little Lilly," Cassius instructed. "You've more than earned it. This is your life now!"

I sank gratefully into the softness  of my pen, my body humming with residual pleasure, my lids heavy from the blissful exhaustion.

"Good job, my sweeties," Cassius praised. "Breakfast will be served soon."

◆◆◆

The rest of the day was relaxing. With our milk already given for the day, it was now the farmhand’s job to make sure every cow was happy, fed and content.

Our food  came in throughs mounted to our pens - grapes, pheasant, wines. Luxurious food for luxurious cows.

The farmhands let us out to enjoy the sunshine and get some exercise. Some of my fellow hucows were heavy with child and they were given a different regiment. The free use cows like Melia, were rarely free for long as eager farmhands took turns mounting them, filling the barn with a symphony of moans.

It was in the evening after all the cows were blissfully asleep that I was woken up by the soft footsteps of Master Cassius and Vartek walking into the barn.

Were they here for me?  I thought to myself excitedly only to be immediately disappointed when I saw them linger on Clarissa’s pen. Feigning sleep, I listened.

"Pen number 7. Clarissa was it? Lily's friend. She’s quite ripe. Seemed perfectly fertile at initial examination and induction… Have we started breeding her yet?" Cassius inquired.

"She’s not on the roster, sir. I’ve mated with her twice now but it  was purely recreational. All precautions taken, got a signature from you." Vartek replied.

“Oh...Yes, I remember now.” Master’s voice sounded mischievous, “And how was she?”

“Exceptional, sir.Tight and soft in all the right places. Receptive.” Vartek replied curtly.

"Let’s slot her in for later this week then. You can do the honors." Master said.

“Yes sir…Thank you, sir!” Vartek replied, a tinge of  excitement in his voice.


Chapter 7

Clarissa and Her Bull

The next day was spent pretty much like the first. It was easy to settle into the relaxing routine of being a cow at Bullwood Creamery, strange as it was. The morning bath, the milking, the beautiful outdoors…me and Clarissa’s secret little breastfeeding sessions. It was all a happy blur of a routine.

The conversation I had heard hung at the back of my mind though. Clarissa on the breeding roster. I had seen some girls be taken by the farmhands everywhere around the property. The free use cows, in particular, were always busy pleasing idle ranchers. But this…this was formal.

I didn’t tell Clarissa about it. I didn’t want her to worry. Then the last day of the week rolled around. It started off peculiar. First of all Master Cassius refused to  milk me. I stood with my breasts hanging over the bars, waiting for the familiar suction of the machines…But it never came.

“I’ll need you full for tonight my dear, you’ll have to endure.” he had said mysteriously.

Then later on, after all of the day’s routine was done and most cows were idly lounging or napping in their pens,  Vartek and Cassius came into the barn and approached Clarissa’s pen again.

"It's time, my dear," Cassius announced, his voice heavy with promise. "Your moment has arrived. The mate for your first breeding will be good Ol’ Vartek here." he urged the bull forward.

Clarissa's face lit up with. Vartek stepped inside a pen and that was all the instruction Clarissa needed.  With no hesitation she assumed the position - ass high in the air, back arched.

“Good girl,” master Cassius said encouragingly. “And now remember your manners…”

“Yes, sir.” she said, ass still high in the air.

“Mr. Vartek, please breed with this cow and impregnate her with your seed. Please Mr. Vartek, sir!” her voice was desperate but she managed to get the line out perfectly.

“Good girl…Good girl…You may commence, Vartek.” Master Cassius commanded.

Pretending to be asleep in my pen, I watched  transfixed through the gaps in the fence as Vartek unfastened his trousers. What emerged made my eyes widen in disbelief. How could any woman possibly accommodate such a monstrosity? Master Cassius was big but Vartek seemed enormous. More than human. Like a bull in heat.

Struggling to feign sleep, I observed through half-lidded eyes as Vartek positioned himself behind Clarissa and then plunged his monstrosity inside of her. The sound of flesh meeting flesh, Clarissa’s cries of ecstasy, echoed through the barn. Every cow that was sleeping was now surely awake. I felt myself growing slick with arousal as I imagined myself in her place.

Cassius's knowing chuckle broke through my reverie. "There's no need for shame, sweet Lilly," he said softly. "Seems like you want to watch your friend's breeding."

Wordlessly, he  unlocked my pen and guided me into Clarissa's.

“You want to watch, right, Little Cow?” his strong arms encircled me from behind. “Have your fill.”  He held me there,  as I watched Clarissa get mated, absolutely transfixed. Master began stroking and teasing me gently as I watched the scene unfold in front of us.

Vartek's massive cock plunged in and out of Clarissa at a punishing pace. Her udders swung wildly beneath her, spraying milk with each powerful thrust. Vartek- her bull was a mass of muscle slamming into her eager soft body.

"Look at her, Lilly," Cassius whispered in my ear. "See how she’s fulfilling her purpose?” The sensation of his breath on my ear was too much. I let out a moan as he continued: “She’ll be with child soon. Her womb belongs to Bullwood now. And so  does…” he rested his hand on my opening, applying soft pressure…

“Yours…” he finished as I let out a longing moan. "She’ll be bred and milked and bred and milked…And so will you. You want that, don’t you, my filthy little cow.”

“Yes…Master.” I moaned, feeling his cock harden against my back. Lost in the moment I began grinding back against him shamelessly.

"That's it, little cow," Cassius growled. "Let go. Show me how badly you want to be bred."

Clarissa's cries of pleasure mingled with the wet slapping sounds of Vartek's relentless pounding. Milk splattered the floor of the pen as her overfull udders leaked uncontrollably. With a guttural roar, Vartek reached his climax. I could almost feel the heat of his seed as it flooded Clarissa's womb. She lay there, panting and disheveled as I too finally came undone in Cassius's arms, my lips desperately pulsating against his skillful touch. Master held me in place to watch the next part of the process.

"On your back now, legs in the air," Vartek instructed, his voice still husky with exertion. Clarissa complied eagerly. Vartek bound her legs and secured them with chains to the ceiling of her pen, leaving them suspended.

"We can't risk losing a single drop," Cassius explained, a note of pride in his voice. "Every bit of seed must have the chance to take root."

As Vartek adjusted the restraints, ensuring Clarissa's hips remained elevated, Cassius turned his attention to me. His eyes gleamed with promise, and I felt a shiver run down my spine.

"Don't fret, my dear," he said, still hugging my nude body. "Your time will come soon enough. But tonight, you have a special duty to perform."

He turned to Vartek, who was wiping himself clean. "She's on rotation to be my private milkmaid this evening. Have her presentable and in front of the mansion by Eight in the evening."

I gulped. Nervous and excited.


Chapter 7

The Cheesemonger

There were no clocks in the barn so I had no way of knowing how much time had passed. Clarissa simply hung there, her legs suspended in the air, ensuring none of her bull’s seed spilled. Eventually she drifted off to bed.

Eventually, Vartek came back, carrying a set of clothes.

“Master  Cassius has instructed you wear this tonight. Its Bullwood ceremonial garb. Used in celebrations and such.” he handed me the fabric. I held it in front of me - it was a tight cow print suit, clinging to each curve, leaving nothing to the imagination. A huge hole in the chest left my udders completely exposed - a mercy considering how swollen my breasts were after skipping the morning milking.

“How do I look?” I asked Vartek playfully, hoping to elicit some response from this mountain of a man, my best friend’s bull.

“Like a Bullwood girl,” he replied drily. I smiled. That’s the most I’d ever gotten out of Vartek. He wasn’t one for words.

Silently he led me to the mansion. I was allowed to walk so that the suit would not be dirtied by the ground.

We arrived at the mansion's grand entrance. Vartek knocked, and Cassius appeared moments later."Thank you, Vartek. I'll take it from here," Cassius said. Vartek departed without a word, leaving me alone with the master of the estate.

Cassius ushered me into a lavish living room, settling himself on a plush sofa. I instinctively positioned myself on the floor beside him, awaiting further instructions.

"The uniform really suits you," he remarked, his eyes roaming over my body. I felt my cheeks flush as he admired how the cow print clung to my curves and framed my heavy, swollen tits. “This is an old tradition at Bullwood. The cows wear these when around guests of the estate.”

"And that’s why you’re here, We're expecting a distinguished guest - a renowned cheesemonger from Whitewater, the capital. One of my most trusted buyers. He supplies nobility and even royalty on occasion. He's here to discuss business." I looked up at Master Vartek, drinking in every bit of information about my new task.

But what was I expected to do?

As if reading my thoughts, Cassius added, "Just be your usual obedient self. You'll know what to do when the time comes."

His cryptic words did little to quell my nerves. As we waited for the guest to arrive, I found myself both dreading and eagerly anticipating whatever the evening might bring. The weight of my full udders served as a constant reminder of my new purpose, and I couldn't help but wonder how they might factor into tonight's "business discussion."

◆◆◆

I remained silent and still by Master’s side as we waited for the cheesemonger. Various servants hurried around the dining room, setting up a lavish  feast. Finally, through the window, I saw  the gates to the estate open and a carriage led by two white horses rode in. The Cheesemonger stepped out of it and I watched him approach the mansion as his servants hurried to lead the horses to our stable. He looked  to be about Master Cassius’s age but not nearly as handsome. The slight hint of a belly beneath his expensive clothes.

A man who knows his cheeses

Finally, a knock at the manor’s door.

Cassius went to open it himself and I crawled behind him obediently, my breasts swaying painfully swollen.

“Ahh...Carson, good friend!”  Cassius said warmly. “Welcome to Bullwood! How fares the capital?”

The Cheesemonger greeted Master Cassius back but completely disregarded my existence.

This is not his first time here. He knows what I am. Property.

They sat down on the dinner table and I remained kneeling by Master’s side as  instructed. Their conversation was the conversation of rich aristocrats. News of the War against the Minotaur tribes, court intrigue at Whitewater, sports and hunting.

Then eventually the conversation switched to “business”. Carson, the cheesemonger, was enthusiastically praising Bullwood's products.

"Truly Cassius, your work has been remarkable! We sold out immediately. As soon as people see the Bullwood wax seal on the wheel they’re ready to sell their house for a taste! " he remarked. "The war seems to have had no impact on your production."

Cassius accepted the compliments graciously.

“Last year we had really good intake. But recently I’ve been working on some new products. Would you care if I did a little presentation?” Cassius said as Vartek appeared with an exquisite platter with small bites of various cheeses.

"This variety," he said, pointing towards something on the plate, "comes from a farm girl in her second year here. We've kept her consistently bred - I find it enriches the flavor profile. A bit tangier." The merchant ate and nodded in approval.

“And this...We let the cultures bloom an extra two weeks this time. The result—creamier texture, just the right salt bite.” Cassius explained.

“I’ll take two wheels of this one…” The cheesemonger nodded approvingly.

Cassius smiled, a glint in his eye. "Truly a discerning gentleman. And now, something truly special. One of a kind, you might say."

Vartek presented another platter bearing a single bite of a small white cheese. Cassius continued, "A type of mozzarella, very simple production process. It’s the raw material here that makes it stand out. The milk comes from a pampered girl - a rare find indeed. And what's more- a maiden. The notes are exceptionally delicate, wouldn’t you say…" I gulped as the realization dawned upon me. He was talking about me.

The cheesemonger's eyebrows rose in surprise. "I wasn't aware Bullwood dabbled."

"This is more of a personal experiment," Cassius replied, his hand coming to rest on my head. "I don’t plan to keep this one a maiden for long. Isn't that right, Lilly?"

I felt my cheeks burn as both men turned their gazes upon me, suddenly very aware of my exposed state and the weight of my full udders. The implications of Cassius's words sent a shiver through me.

“Yes Master.”

The cheesemonger chewed slowly, deliberately. When he finally finished he exclaimed: “Cassius, this is exceptional! I’ll buy as much as you are willing to sell me!”

Master Cassius laughed, “I’m afraid it’s not that much, Carson. But we’ll make sure to load it onto your carriage!”

The merchant nodded enthusiastically.

“Pleasure doing business with you as always. As a trusted friend and partner of Bullwood Creamery, I would like to have you partake in this exquisite milk…directly from the source, if you’d so desire.” I felt my face flush.

“Cassius, you’re always so kind. You let my man play with the livestock, they’re ecstatic every time we visit!” He laughed. “Who am I to spit in the face of hospitality? If you insist I will  partake.”

“Lilly, stand up and go to Mister Carson. Give him a taste.” Master said without even looking at me.

I obeyed, acutely aware of the cheesemonger now staring at my swaying udders with hunger.. The tight cow print suit clung to my curves, somehow making me feel even more vulnerable than if I'd been entirely nude.

With trembling hands, I approached the merchant. His hungry gaze made my skin prickle as he held up his goblet.

“Fill her up, girl.” he said impatiently.

My udders were so heavy. I yearned for relief. As I began kneading the flesh a fast heavy stream immediately began to  fill the goblet. The room was quiet, the sound of my milk hitting trickling and hitting the metal the only sound. The flow from my unmilked udders became uncontrollable and I winced, sending the stream onto the man’s clothes.

“I’m..I’m…sorry sir!” I muttered pathetically. The merchant laughed a hearty laugh.

"No need to be sorry, girl," he chuckled, lifting the cup to his lips.”Now let’s see what you taste like.”  I watched, breath held, as he tasted my milk. His eyes widened with delight. "Absolutely incredible!" he exclaimed. "I’ve never had anything like this. Cassius! Where did you find this one?”

“She found me, actually.” Master chuckled.

Master’s right. I wanted this.

The man emptied the contents of his goblet in one gulp.

“Would you like a refill, sir?” I inquired trying to sound  polite and professional.

He laughed again. “I would like to get it on tap, actually. Is that alright with the man of the house?” He looked at Cassius.

“Of course old friend. Have your fill, I didn’t milk her today for a reason.” Master said playfully.

This was all the invitation the cheesemonger needed. He grabbed me and set me down on his lap burying his face in my teats, hungrily suckling on the nipples. I writhed and moaned in his arms from the sensation.  The release of all the pressure and the sense of being purely an accessory,  evening entertainment - it was driving me mad.

The cheesemonger was insatiable. I don’t know how long he was latched onto me. Sitting across, I would occasionally make eye contact with Cassius, who simply stood there, smiling, enjoying the view. Finally, after minutes he disconnected both my cowsuit and his suit now drenched in milk, his erection poking at my thighs through his pants.

"I'm sorry... I got carried away," he mumbled, wiping his mouth.

Cassius's chuckle broke the tension. "No need to apologize. Virgin Milk really is quite intoxicating." Cassius said calmly. “To me, Lilly.” I quietly returned crouching faithfully next to master’s side.

"I'll take the whole lot! Everything you've got. Duke Breston is holding a ball and wanted something impressive. Allow me to buy all dairy products from this particular cow! And everything we discussed earlier! The capital shall be talking about Bullwood’s this whole year!” he exclaimed, drunk on enthusiasm. “Marvelous, simply marvelous!"

Cassius laughed contentedly at the successful deal. The rest of the evening went on in more idle chit-chat. I sat there feeling a strange pride. I was livestock. Raw product that Master molded and sold. My milk - my body - all that belonged to Master.

Yet I wouldn’t have it any other way.

With a firm handshake, the merchant finally left. Through the window, I could see his men loading crates of cheese and milk onto his carriage - all produced from girls like me.

“You did splendidly, Lilly!” I heard Master Cassius behind me. “Now its time for your reward. Follow me.”

Like a good little cow, I obeyed wordlessly.


Chapter 8

The Reward

Master Cassius guided me to a room on the 3rd floor of the mansion. My mind filled with anticipation.

The room had pillowed walls and strange devices hung from the ceiling or mounted on the walls. A giant bed  stood in the center.

“This is the room where I bring my best cows, Lilly. Entirely for personal use.” he explained, “You being here is a great honor. Do you understand that?”

“Yes, Master!” I said beaming with pride.

“And do you know what we will be doing here?” he followed up.

“No…No Master…”

“I will be taking you…making you into a woman…” the words echoed in my head as I recalled my first night here and Clarissa’s breeding earlier today. I wanted this. More than anything.

“Is that clear, Lilly? If it is, I want you out of the suit. Naked like the cow you are.” his voice cut through my euphoria.

Wordlessly, in a flurry I got out of the tight cow suit standing in front of him naked except for the cowbell around my neck. Marking me as his property.

He produced another one of his vials."Another one of Alric’s aphrodisiac," he explained. "It will heighten every sensation. Drink." he commanded.

I gulped it down with no hesitation. True to his word, within moments  my body began quivering uncontrollably.

Desperate for touch and friction but without any orders to follow I simply straddled the edge of the bed and began rubbing myself against it like an animal. Master laughed.

“My poor little cow, it seems that the elixir worked a little too well…”

"Please, Master," I whimpered, "Your cow needs you." I managed to get out, my crotch now slick and wet rubbing against the bedsheets uncontrollably. My breasts swayed heavily, leaking milk with each movement. "Please Master," I begged, "squeeze me…milk me…breed me..."

"Good girl, it seems like you’re ready"  Master Cassius grunted approvingly. His praise sent a thrill through me, stoking my desire to please him further.

Suddenly he was on top of me, he repositioned me onto the bed pillows and staring deeply into my eyes the way he did that first night.

“Master…A ki..” I whispered feebly.

That was all the invitation he needed. He kissed me again, deeply. Passionately. I was melting under him, my breasts dribbling milk. My hands desperately searched for his bulge and began massaging it frantically.

“Please..Master…Your cow is ready…” I pleaded.

Master Cassius looked at me again, his usual cocksure facade gone. He wanted me just as badly now. He positioned himself between my trembling thighs. I gasped as I felt the thick head of his cock pressing against my dripping entrance. With a single powerful thrust, he sheathed his girth inside me, ripping through my hymen in one quick motion.

Tears of joy streaked down my face as Master began  to move. My body responded instinctively, hips rising to meet his thrusts. He latched onto one of my breasts, the taste of my milk invigorating his beastly thrusts.

"That's it, my perfect little hucow," Cassius grunted. "Take my cock, you fertile little hucow. You were made for this."

I moaned wantonly, lost in the dual sensations of being filled and emptied

"Master!" I cried out. "Your cow... she's... oh god!"

My pussy clenched around him as I climaxed, my body convulsing in ecstasy. Streams of milk arced from my nipples, coating us both in warm, sweet cream.Cassius's thrusts grew more urgent as he neared his peak. I wrapped my legs around him, urging him deeper. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he flooded my womb with his seed. The sensation triggered my own climax, my pussy clenching rhythmically around him as pleasure overwhelmed me. As we lay there panting, bodies entwined and sticky with sweat and milk, I felt a profound sense of rightness. This is where I was meant to  be

Cassius rose first, his gaze roaming appreciatively over my sweat-slicked form. He reached for something on a nearby table, then knelt beside me. In his hand was a small glass vial filled with a pale blue liquid.

"Drink this," he instructed, pressing it to my lips. I swallowed obediently, the slightly bitter taste lingering on my tongue.

“What is it, Master…”


“It will ensure you don't get with child." he said curtly. 

His next words cut deeper than I expected. " You truly are exceptional,  Lilly. But I don't breed with cattle." Seeing my crestfallen expression, Master  quickly added, "Don't worry my dear, we'll arrange for the finest bull for you quite soon. I am in talks of trading in a Bull from the Southern continent. A man from the tribes in the deep jungles. Someone who will fill you up and keep you bred." he said as he gently caressed my cheeks. “And we can keep having fun…just like tonight.”

This reassurance was somehow enough. I was never going to be bred by Master. But I was still Master’s, no matter who’s calves I carried.

Suddenly exhaustion from our vigorous coupling overtook me, I drifted off into a deep sleep, dreaming of my future role on Bullwood Farm.


Chapter 9

A Letter

Dearest Mom and Dad,

I hope this letter finds you well. I'm sorry it's taken me so long to write - my new life here has been quite demanding, in the most delightful ways.

First, I must apologize for my reckless behavior. Stealing that money and running away was foolish, and I can only imagine how worried you must have been. But now I see it was all meant to be.

I set out to find and "rescue" Clarissa, but I've discovered this place needs no rescuing from! Both Clarissa and I are thriving here at Bullwood Farm. We're showered with affection, praise, and the finest care imaginable.

Master Cassius ensures we want for nothing. The luxury here is beyond anything I could have dreamed - massages, scented baths, and... other pleasures I'm too shy to describe in detail. He says it all contributes to the quality of our milk. And oh, the milk! I never knew my body was capable of such production.

I have wonderful news to share - I'm with child! My belly has swollen beautifully, and Master says I'm quite far along now. Feeling the life growing inside me is indescribable. I eagerly await the day I'll birth my first calf.

Clarissa has already calved, and she's absolutely radiant. I must admit, I'm a bit envious! As my pregnancy progresses, it's becoming harder to move around, but Vartek is such a gentleman. He carries me everywhere and gives me special treatment. The bulls here are truly exceptional.

I couldn't ask for a better life. Bullwood Farm is paradise! I'm already thinking ahead to the next breeding season - I may request Vartek as my mounting mate. Master is wonderfully considerate of our preferences in these matters.

Please don't worry about me. I'm no prisoner here. Master has informed me that my contract is now fulfilled, and I'm free to leave at any time. But truthfully, I have no desire to go anywhere else. This is where I belong.

All my love,
Your Lilly

I handed my completed letter to Cassius, beaming with pride. I hadn’t held a pen or written anything in more than half a year. The constant elixirs and excitement of life on the farm made it harder to write but I thought I had done quite well.

"You're truly a wonderful and devoted daughter,"  I felt his eyes roaming appreciatively over my swollen body. “And soon you’ll be a wonderful mother…”

Gently, he cupped one of my heavy breasts, his touch causing a soft spray of milk to escape my engorged nipple. The sensation made me shiver with pleasure.

“Now, my sweet. Get into the position. The machine can’t wait all day.” he said, pocketing my letter. Eagerly I got into the usual position, my excitement growing in anticipation like it did every day. Master Cassius attached the suction cups to my swollen nipples and I waited in anticipation for him to turn the machine on.

Click!

The machine hummed to life, and I closed my eyes in ecstasy as the vacuum filled with my sweet essence. This was my purpose now - to be bred, to produce milk, to serve. And I couldn't be happier.

I am a Bullwood Girl, through and through.

END


The Magician’s Hucow Experiment

Transformed at the Magician's Estate


Chapter 1

Alaric - The King’s Task

I finally sat down in my workshop, surrounded by bubbling vials and arcane tomes, completely spent. Casting the correct psychic spells on that beast had taken hours of incantation, my magical powers completely drained. At my feet my obedient little Alisha cooed softly, swaying gently as she shifted on all fours. I gave her a gentle pat on the head and she licked my palm affectionately.

“We need results this year, Alric!” I’ve been funding your research long enough. Have the elixir you promised me by the end of this year or I’ll have your head displayed on a pike in the capital!” The king had roared during my last visitation.

King Udder, that damned fool! He doesn’t realize how hard this task is

He wanted supersoldiers, strong enough to take the hordes of Minotaurs and Chaos Beasts advancing from the East. Something to turn the increasingly desperate tides of the War.

I had been at it for years! Some progress here or there, sure! Heck, my research is what led to the mass production of that aphrodisiac that everyone in the empire seemed to be obsessed with recently. But the strength-enhancing serum? No luck. That is until my breakthrough. It was so simple. It was under my nose the entire time!

Bullwood Creamery. A short walk from my estate. The milk of the hucows had long been known to hold alchemical properties. Another round of royal funding later and they let me “lend” one of their prized cows. I looked down at my feet again. Alicia was nuzzling against my feet, such a gentle and affectionate creature! Bullwood sure knew how to raise them. I stroked her cheeks gently.

“You’re a fine specimen,” I said softly, doubting she even heard me. “But not quite enough for what I need.”

No, no. I had made great progress with Alicia. Learned how to care for her, how to make her udders as heavy as possible, how to drain them properly... I had enhanced her pleasure sensitivity with various potions and spells. And her milk…

I had studied her milk for all the properties it held. It had had some effect. Not quite super soldier elixir but I could tell the fundamentals were there. But something was lacking…

I had poured over old tomes and charted so much out. As good as a hucow’s milk was I needed something even more potent. Something purer. Something I would need to create from scratch.

It took a couple of months of searching and pleading with the King for another grant. Thankfully a way cheaper one- all I had to do was pay off a local farmer’s debts.

Penelope!

With a wave of my hand, I conjured her image through the scrying crystal on my table.

Gods, was she a sight! Young with curves in all the right places, innocent eyes, and that chest…Perfect for my purposes.

She had just turned eighteen and my agents in the village had guaranteed she was a maiden. I felt my cock harden against my robe as I stared at her image- Penelope- a simple farmer’s daughter and my future milk cow. The cornerstone of my experiment. She’d have to be transformed, of course. But I would make sure she enjoyed every step.

The bull was ready too. That massive beast the king's men had dragged in yesterday, now docile thanks to my spells. His mind was putty in my hands. They had truly brought me a virile specimen. Penelope was in for one hell of a ride.

My hard-on now unbearable, I shuffled my robes aside, revealing my throbbing member. Alicia glared at it with an innocent joy. Such a fine pet.

"Lick," I commanded. Alicia complied eagerly, her well-trained mouth immediately wrapping around my shaft as I stared at Penelope's ethereal form in the scrying crystal. Everything was coming along nicely.

As the hucow's mouth brought me to the edge, I stared at Penelope’s eyes, the innocent glint driving me mad.

I grinned. Soon, I'd have my perfect specimen. Penelope would be bred, milked, and molded into the ultimate hucow. And with her milk, I'd create an army that would make the king so happy I would never have to work again.

Alicia’s tongue tightened around my head and with a final thrust, I flooded the hucow's mouth with my seed. She gulped it down obediently, as was her training. I swiveled in my chair, cock still twitching from the release moments earlier. My eyes fell to the glass on the table, filled nearly to the brim with creamy milk I’d extracted earlier from obedient little Alicia. now purring content at my feet. She was still on all fours, her head bowed, her udders swaying slightly with every subtle movement.

I swirled the milk, watching how it clung to the sides before raising it to my lips. The rich, sweet aroma wafted up, teasing my senses. I took a long sip, letting the thick liquid coat my tongue as I closed my eyes to focus on its composition. It was creamy, decadent even—exactly what one would expect from a Bullwood Creamery girl.

“Mmm,” I hummed appreciatively, licking a stray drop from his lips. “Good girl,” I murmured, leaning down to run a hand through the hucow’s hair. She responded with a soft moo of contentment, tilting her head into his touch like the obedient creature she was. “You’ve done well.”

I set the glass back down on the table with a dull clink. The milk truly was excellent—perfect for common potions and elixirs—but it lacked that raw potency, that untamed energy required to create an elixir capable of granting superhuman strength.

My mind wandered back to Penelope—the farmer’s daughter who would be arriving any moment now. Untouched by any man or beast, pure in body and spirit… she was the key. Her transformation would yield milk unlike anything he’d ever worked with before. My lips curled into a wicked grin as anticipation coursed through me.

Soon, everything would fall into place: Penelope, the bull waiting in his enchanted daze, and his. Yes… soon enough, I’d have exactly what I needed to fulfill the king’s demands—and perhaps indulge in a few desires of my own along the way.

"Time for another round, my pet," I growled. The hucow mooed softly in response, arching her back invitingly. My fingers dug into her flesh as I lined myself up, ready to mount her like the animal she was.

My mind raced with possibilities as I prepared to plunge into her waiting heat. Soon, Penelope would be here, and I’d have a fresh canvas to work with. But for now, Alicia would do just fine. With a grunt, I thrust forward, losing myself in the primal act.


Chapter 2

Penelope - New Calling

The carriage lurched over another pothole, and I shuffled uncomfortably. My back ached from the hard wooden seat, and the musty smell of damp straw clung to the air.

They could have at least sent a nicer ride.

I gripped the edge of the seat, my fingers cold and stiff with nervousness.

Keep it together, Penny.

Alaric Thorne’s estate.

I had known about him all my life—everyone in our village had. The reclusive magician who lived in that creepy old mansion a few hours’ ride from town. They said he was a powerful mage, a potion master for the king, so wise and skilled that he had been kept on retainer his entire life.

His mansion, an old royal estate, sat just down the road from Bullwood Creamery.

Bullwood Creamery.

I shuddered at the thought. The wars to the East had made our village poorer, and that... that place was now one of the few profitable businesses in the region. Bullwood Creamery—the place where young maidens were sent to become... what, exactly? No one ever seemed to have a straight answer. Some unfortunate girls were sent there as soon as they came of age. The old women in the village whispered about it in hushed tones.

"Be careful, Penny. You don’t want to end up in Bullwood Creamery."

"Oh, that poor thing. They had to send her to Bullwood Creamery. The debt was too much!"

"At least Dad didn’t send me to Bullwood Creamery..." I told myself.

No, no. When our bad harvest ruined everything, he sat me down, his expression grim. I had dreaded his next words. "Penny, you’re off to Bullwood. It’s the only way to save this family." I imagined him saying it, steeling myself for the worst.

So imagine my surprise when he said he had struck a deal with Alaric Thorne. I would be his live-in assistant for a year. I breathed a sigh of relief. Sure, he was a cooky magician on the King’s payroll and no one knew what he was up to most of the time but…At least it wasn’t Bullwood Creamery. Living in a mansion for a year, helping him out with tasks, how bad could it be? Maybe he could teach me a little about magic and alchemy too!

Lost in thought, I barely noticed when the carriage finally crested a hill, revealing the imposing mansion ahead. Once, a place like this might have housed an entire noble family, generations living under one roof. Now, it belonged to a single eccentric magician.

At least I’ll have a nice room, I thought.

As the carriage rolled toward the front gates, my gaze flicked to a sign just beside them.

"Bullwood Creamery – 1 Mile ➝"

I swallowed hard. It really was close.

The yard was massive, bigger than my father’s whole house. It stretched beyond the mansion itself, where I glimpsed a shed and a barn in the distance before the carriage driver motioned for me to step down. My heart pounded as I approached the entrance.The driver knocked on the imposing wooden door, and after what felt like an eternity, it creaked open.

Alaric Thorne.

He was... not what I expected. I had heard stories about him since I was a child, but he didn’t look a day over forty. The result of some alchemy keeping his eternal youth, perhaps? He was handsome, sharply dressed in fine black robes.

His piercing gaze sized me up with a smile. “He’s lingering a little too long on my curves,” I thought.

"Ahh. Penelope, I presume," he said, his voice smooth, warm, inviting. His eyes continued to wander over my body. "A pleasure to meet you. You may call me Alaric."

"Just Penny is fine," I said quickly. "Everyone calls me Penny."

“Okay, Penny, Please step inside." Alaric said, urging me in and dismissing the carriage driver.

◆◆◆

The mansion looked old on the outside but the interior was immaculately preserved. The living room he led me to was adorned with old paintings and an ornate fireplace. It was hard not to gawk. Alaric motioned to a sofa covered in velvet, and I sank into it, feeling like I was being swallowed whole. He poured some kind of shimmering, gold-colored liquid into two glasses, handing one to me.


“This place is beautiful!” I exclaimed, unable to contain my enthusiasm. 

Alaric chuckled, “Thank you, my dear. I just try to keep it clean. It’s the previous owners that did all the interior decorating.”Do make yourself at home.”

Home. This was going to be my home for the next year. I found myself feeling more excited than scared for the first time. Living in this beautiful mansion, helping this handsome old gentleman with his studies. Not a punishment at all! 

"Now, my dear, let's talk about your job here," Alaric said, his eyes raking over my body like I was a prize cow at the county fair. "First things first, I hope you’ve been told what your contract here entails?"

“Not really. Dad told me I’m to be an assistant but I don’t know how a simple country girl like me can assist you in your studies.” I shrugged.

“Oh, in so many ways…” Alaric flashed a sly smile, “But first let’s get some things out of the way. My requirements for this “assistant” position are quite…specific. I’m just going to ask you some questions, I just ask you to answer them as truthfully as you can. Is that clear?” he leaned back in his chair, relaxed.

“Yes…Yes, sir.” I blurted

“No need for formality. Okay, first question. How old are you?” he asked while writing down something on a scroll on the table in front of him.

"Eighteen," I said immediately.

"Excellent,” His gaze intensified, and I felt like he was trying to look right through me. “And you’re a maiden?"

I felt my cheeks burning.

“Well I…” I began, hesitating. A flash of concern on Alric’s face. I was a maiden but how does one just answer such a question.”I kissed someone at the harvest festival last year…” I said, worried that this might disqualify me on the spot.

"Good, good," Alaric murmured. "Now, tell me about your moon’s blood. Regular? When was your last one?"

I shifted uncomfortably, twisting the glass in my hands. "I... I'd rather not..." Seems like that was enough of an answer for him

"Your libido, dear. High? Low?” there was a sudden note of excitement in his voice.

Excuse me? I thought this was an assistant position… Alaric continued, seemingly excited by his own line of reasoning.

Do you pleasure yourself often?"

"I don’t think—" I stammered, my face on fire. This was way too personal, way too fast.

Alaric held up a hand, cutting me off. "I owe you an explanation. “As you know the wars with the Minotaur tribe in the East have dragged on for decades now. Hell, you probably don’t remember a time before them do you?”

I nodded wearily. I did not.

Alaric continued, “And the King has tasked me with creating something that can turn the tides in this neverending stalemate. An Elixir. An Elixir that would grant his soldiers the strenght of a minotaur. This would allow us to turn the tides and finally secure victory, bringing peace to the land. And that’s where you come in!”

“Where I come in?”

“You see, my dear, I made a deal with Bullwood Creamery. They would lend me their…assets.” he began explaining.

I shuddered. That place again. I did not like the sound of it.

Alaric continued. “I made great progress on the Elixir. Made some important discoveries. The milk…” his eyes glistened with ambition “the milk is the key! But alas we need it to be pure. I don’t need just a regular hucow, as elite as that creamery is. I need a maiden. I need to turn her into a hucow. I need to mate her with a creature of strength. That is the milk that will complete the elixir”

I swallowed dryly. I did not fully comprehend what he was saying but it did not sound good at all. My blood ran cold. My dad hadn’t just gotten me a job. He had sold me to a fucking madman, and I had a sinking feeling I was about to become the main ingredient in his experiments.

“So I am to…” I barely managed to blurt out.

“Be bred and milked, yes.” he said calmly, matter-of-factly.

I wanted to run away, right then and there.

“Oh, don’t get me wrong. Even if the future of the realm depends on it I would not force a maiden to simply agree to this. I simply thought that working for me, becoming my cow and playing a role in saving the land might be preferable to your…other potential fate.” he said with a feigned impression of concern.

“So I can leave?” I asked sincerely.

“Of course you can, dear.” he said calmly, “But I’m afraid your father would have no other choice but to send you to Bullwood Creamery. That would truly be a waste and would set my research back but I’ve been there and trust me, they treat their cows incredibly well.

Cows?

“Now you have a choice, Penny. Work for me for a year or be sent to Bullwood Creamery. I hear that’s on a contract basis too but few girls want to leave. ”

My mind raced, trying to process everything Alaric had just told me. The fate he described was horrifying, yet the alternative seemed even worse. I shuddered, imagining life at Bullwood Creamery. At least here, I'd have some semblance of purpose beyond being... livestock.

"I... I need a moment," I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper.

Alaric nodded, his expression unreadable. "Of course, my dear. Take all the time you need."

I paced the room, my thoughts in complete chaos. Thanks, Dad! But what choice did I truly have? My family needed the money, and if I refused, I'd end up at Bullwood anyway. At least here, I might be contributing to something greater. And it was only a year. The fate of the realm, he'd said. It sounded absurd, but…

"One year," I finally said, my voice stronger than I felt. "Just one year, and then I'm free to go?"

Alaric's eyes gleamed. "Precisely. One year of service, and you'll have fulfilled your obligation and maybe helped save the realm."

I took a deep breath, steeling myself. "Then... I agree. I'll do it."

A triumphant smile spread across Alaric's face. He snapped his fingers, and a scroll materialized in his hand. "Excellent choice, my dear. Now, if you'll just sign here..."

I approached cautiously, taking the fine quill he offered me. The contract was a mess of arcane symbols and dense legalese, but I could make out the key points - one year of service…relinquish all autonomy of body…

My hand trembled as I signed my name at the bottom. As soon as the quill left the parchment, the contract glowed briefly before vanishing again in a puff of smoke.

"Welcome aboard, Penelope," Alaric purred, his gaze roaming over my body. "I think you'll find this arrangement quite... satisfying."

Satisfying? A part of me was getting curious. I noticed my body getting hot. What the hell was in that drink? Too late for second thoughts now. My fate was sealed, for better or worse.

Alaric’s demeanor shifted almost immediately. The polite facade melted away replaced by the grin of a hungry predator.

"The contract is effective immediately, pet," he announced, his eyes gleaming with barely contained excitement. "Now, strip off those clothes and get on all fours like a good little cow."

I hesitated, my cheeks burning with shame. With trembling hands, I removed my simple dress,  and my panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor, painfully aware of Alaric’s gaze rolling over my breasts and hips all the while.

“Yes, yes...Quite excellent.” he was murmuring. “Now get on all fours.” he commanded softly.

Swallowing my pride, I dropped to my hands and knees. The carpet felt nice on my skin, almost comforting.

"Good girl," Alaric said, patting my head lovingly. "Now, follow me."

He strode out of the room, not bothering to look back. I crawled after him, painfully exposed.

So this is how my life here would be.

We made our way through winding corridors until we reached his study.

"Up on the examination table, pet," Alaric commanded, patting the cold metal surface.

I climbed onto the table, feeling naked and vulnerable. The sensation of the cold metal brushing against my bare skin sent shivers. Alaric's eyes roamed over my body hungrily, drinking in every curve.

"Now," he said, rubbing his hands together eagerly, "let's begin your transformation, shall we?"

The Elixir you drank earlier. It should make your body extra sensitive to any…” he said, trailing a finger from my neck down to the middle of my chest “and all touch.” he concluded by pinching my nipple.

The sensation of his finger tracing my bare skin was enough to drive me wild. I let out a muffled moan.
“Only one way to test it out for sure though,” Alaric said as he leaned down and flicked his tongue across my nipples. The sensation was overwhelming. I was a moaning squirming mess. My back arched involuntarily and I found myself grabbing his head and pushing it towards my ample breasts.

"Good, good," Alaric murmured approvingly. "Seems like the elixir has had the desired effect."

His hands trailed down my body, parting my thighs. I whimpered as he spread my lower lips open, his touch sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me, nearly passing.

"Perfect," he said, satisfaction evident in his voice. "The hymen is in-tact, just as expected.Now, it's time to induce your milk production, pet."

Alaric produced a small vial filled with an iridescent liquid. "Drink this," he commanded.

With trembling hands, I took the vial and swallowed its contents. The liquid burned going down, spreading warmth throughout my body. Almost immediately, I felt a strange tingling sensation in my breasts.

"Excellent," Alaric purred, his eyes gleaming with anticipation. "Now, let's see how quickly you respond to the treatment."

I lay there, vulnerable and exposed, as the potion began to take effect. My breasts felt heavy and swollen, an unfamiliar pressure building within them. I gasped as an intense sensation spread through my chest. My breasts felt heavier by the second, swelling visibly before my eyes. The skin stretched taut, sensitive to even the slightest touch.

A dull ache built deep within my newly enlarged mounds, accompanied by a strange pressure I'd never experienced before. I whimpered, overwhelmed by the unfamiliar sensations coursing through my body.

"Fascinating," Alaric murmured, his eyes fixed on my rapidly changing form. "The transformation is progressing even faster than I anticipated."

I looked down at myself in awe and trepidation. My breasts had expanded, heavy and sloshing, straining against my skin. My nipples were two hard peaks where it felt like every nerve in my body had concentrated.

"How does it feel, pet?" Alaric asked, his voice thick with excitement.

"It's... intense," I managed to gasp out. "They're so heavy, and there's this pressure..."

As if on cue, a bead of white liquid appeared at the tip of one swollen nipple. I stared in disbelief as it grew, trembling on the verge of falling.

"Perfect," Alaric breathed, reaching out to catch the droplet on his finger. "Your transformation has begun, my little hucow. Soon, you'll be producing all the milk we need."

I shuddered, a mix of fear and unwanted arousal coursing through me. What else did Alaric have in store for me? And how much further would my body change before this ordeal was over?


Chapter 3

Alaric - The First training

I stood back, admiring the exquisite creature before me. Penelope's transformation was progressing beautifully - her breasts were already swelling, droplets of milk pooling on the tips of her nipples like sweet morning dew. My gaze traveled lower, drinking in the sight of her fertile young body, her juices making the bench glistening wet already.

My cock strained against my robes as I cupped one of Penny’s swollen breasts. A sharp gasp escaped from her parted lips. I gently kneaded the tender flesh, watching my new pet squirm at the slightest touch.

Finally I squeezed it firmly and a stream of milk sputtered out, splashing my face.

I licked my lips. Delicious. Already a cut above Alicia. But this was just the beginning.

Before I let myself get too carried away I picked up a vial to collect a milk sample, my fingers pushing down on her teat to induce the flow again. Penelope shuddered violently, a pleading cry escaping her throat.

“Oh god!” Penelope screamed.Her hips bucked against the examination table, seeking friction she didn't quite understand.

"Please," she whimpered again, her voice thick with need. "I feel so... empty. So hot. What's happening to me?"

I chuckled darkly, savoring her innocence and desperation. "It's the elixir, my pet. Your body is awakening to new sensations."

"Such a responsive little cow," I purred, trailing my hand down her quivering belly.

Soon that belly will be full as well.

My hand continued, reaching the apex of her thighs. Penelope's legs fell open wider, inviting my touch. I traced the slick folds of her pussy, as she shook her hips, desperately rubbing against them.

"My, my," I teased, circling her swollen clit. "So wet already. You're going to make truly wonderful stock."

"Please," she whimpered, her hips shaking against my fingers, desperate for the slightest friction. "I need... I don't know what I need, but please..."

I groaned, fighting the urge to claim her right then and there. But no - her maidenhead must remain intact for the breeding. The magic wouldn’t be as potent otherwise.

Still, the sight of her naked and dripping tits, her wet slit so ready. The look she was giving me, like an animal in heat. I had done my duty to the kingdom for today. It was time to have some fun.

"Don't worry, my pet," I purred, positioning myself behind her. "I'll take care of you."

I turned Penelope around, positioning her on all fours. Her round, supple ass was now fully exposed, two perfect globes begging for attention. She instinctively arched her back, presenting herself even more prominently.

"Such a lovely sight," I murmured, running my hands over the smooth curves of her buttocks. Penelope shivered at my touch, a soft moan escaping her lips.

I spread her cheeks, revealing her tight, pink asshole. Below it, her pussy was a dripping mess. The sight was intoxicating.

"Magnificent," I breathed, tracing a finger around her virgin hole. Penelope gasped, her body trembling with a mix of nervousness and desire.

Positioning myself behind her, I pressed the tip of my cock against her tight entrance. Penelope tensed, her muscles clenching involuntarily.

"Relax, my pet," I commanded, my voice low and soothing. "This may be uncomfortable at first, but I promise you'll soon be lost in pleasure."

I  slowly began to push forward,  savoring the incredible tightness as her body gradually yielded to my intrusion. Penelope whimpered, her fingers grasping at the examination table as she struggled to accommodate my girth.

"That's it," I encouraged, gripping her hips firmly. "Take it all like the good little cow you are."

I eased forward, savoring the exquisite tightness as Penelope's virgin hole stretched to accommodate me. She let out a strangled cry, her body trembling as I breached her most intimate entrance.

"Breathe, pet," I instructed, running my hands soothingly along her sides. "The discomfort will pass soon enough."

True to my words, Penelope's pained whimpers gradually transformed into breathy moans of pleasure. Her hips began to rock back against me, silently begging for more.

I obliged, setting a steady rhythm as I claimed her ass thoroughly. The sight of my cock disappearing into her tight pucker was mesmerizing. With each thrust, Penelope's plump cheeks quivered enticingly.

"Such a good little cow," I praised, giving her ass a firm slap. The resounding crack echoed through my study, followed by Penelope's wanton moan.

Her swollen breasts swayed beneath her, droplets of milk splattering onto the examination table with each forceful thrust. The combination of visual and physical stimulation was intoxicating.

I reached around, grasping her newly enlarged tits and squeezing firmly. Streams of milk spurted from her nipples as Penelope cried out in ecstasy.

"That's it," I growled, picking up the pace. "Let go. Embrace your new purpose."

Penelope's cries grew louder, her body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over her. I could feel her ass clenching around me rhythmically as she neared her peak.

"Come for me, my little hucow," I commanded, driving into her with renewed vigor. "Show me how much you love being bred."

I couldn't hold back any longer. With a guttural roar, I reached my climax, spilling deep inside Penelope's tight passage. She cried out, her body shuddering in ecstasy as her own orgasm washed over her.

For several long moments, we remained joined, both panting heavily as we came down from our shared high. Finally, I withdrew, admiring the sight of my seed leaking from her well-used hole.

Penelope collapsed onto the examination table, her enlarged breasts heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. I ran a possessive hand down her sweat-slicked back, savoring the afterglow of our coupling.

"You've done well, my pet," I murmured, already contemplating the next phase of her transformation. "Rest now. We have much work ahead of us."

As Penelope drifted into an exhausted slumber, I began preparing for the breeding ritual that would unlock the true magical potential of her milk. This was only the beginning of her journey as my prized hucow.

With a final appreciative glance, I turned and left the chamber, already plotting the next phase of her transformation. The possibilities were endless, and I intended to explore every single one.


Chapter 4

Penelope - The Bull

I shifted uncomfortably in my cage, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The events of yesterday played on repeat - the way Alric's hands felt on my skin, the intense pleasure that coursed through my body. I hated myself for enjoying it, but I couldn't deny the lingering ache of desire.

The barn door creaked open, and I instinctively shrank back. Alric's tall figure filled the doorway, a predatory smile on his face. Despite my fear, a part of me longed for his touch again.

"Good morning, my pet," he crooned, approaching the cage. "Did you sleep well?"

I nodded mutely, unable to meet his gaze.

"I have a special reward for you today," Alric continued, his voice filled with excitement. "Something to help you fulfill your true potential."

He stepped aside, revealing a massive creature behind him. My eyes widened in terror as I took in the hulking form of a minotaur. Its muscular body was covered in coarse fur, and sharp horns protruded from its bull-like head.

"Don't be afraid," Alric soothed, noticing my panic. "I've cast powerful spells to make him docile. He won't harm you."

The minotaur snorted softly, its dark eyes fixed on me with an intensity that made me shiver.

"You see, my dear Penelope," Alric explained, his tone casual as if discussing the weather, "for your milk to become truly potent for my potion, you need to breed with him."

My breath caught in my throat as the implications of his words sank in. "No," I whispered, shaking my head frantically. "Please, no."

But Alric's smile only widened. "Oh yes, my little hucow. This is your destiny. Embrace it."

As he moved to unlock my cage, I pressed myself against the far corner, trembling. The minotaur's nostrils flared, catching my scent. Despite Alric's assurances, I saw a glimmer of hunger in its eyes.

"Please," I begged one last time, my voice breaking. "I’m not ready."

Alric's only response was a dark chuckle as he swung the cage door open...

As the minotaur approached, its massive form looming over me, I couldn't help but tremble. The creature's eyes locked onto mine, a primal hunger evident despite Alric's supposed spells.It was already hard, it’s cock gigantic compared to the average human’s.

With surprising gentleness, the rough furry hands grasped my hips. I gasped as it positioned itself, the thick head of its cock pressing against my dripping virgin pussy. There was a moment of searing pain as it thrust forward, tearing through my innocence in one powerful movement.

I cried out, tears springing to my eyes. But as the minotaur began to move, something shifted inside me. The pain melted away, replaced by waves of intense pleasure unlike anything I'd ever experienced.

"Oh god," I moaned, my back arching as the creature's thick shaft hit places deep inside me that I never knew existed.

The minotaur snorted, picking up its pace. Its powerful hands found my breasts, squeezing roughly. To my shock and embarrassment, streams of milk spurted from my nipples, splattering across its chest and the barn floor.

"That's it," Alric encouraged from nearby, his voice thick with excitement. "Let nature take its course."

I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body responding eagerly to the minotaur's savage thrusts. Each squeeze of my breasts sent jolts of ecstasy through me, as my udders sprayed milk everywhere.

Wave after wave of orgasm crashed over me, as my walls clenched around the violent rhythm of the minotaur’s massive cock. I was a cow being bred. The thought was intoxicating.I screamed in ecstasy, no longer caring about anything but the intense pleasure consuming me.

As the minotaur's movements became more frantic, I knew what was coming. With a final, powerful thrust, it buried itself to the hilt inside me, the girth stretching me impossibly. Then suddenly I felt the hot rush of its seed flooding my womb, filling me up, breeding me.

With a final huff the minotaur disconnected. Without his support, I collapsed onto the hay-covered floor, feeling achingly empty. I lay there panting, covered in a mixture of sweat, milk, and cum.

Alric's satisfied chuckle broke through my post-orgasmic haze. "Well done, my pet," he praised, running a hand through my sweat-soaked hair. "You're one step closer to becoming the perfect hucow."

As the reality of what had just happened sank in, I felt a confusing mix of shame and longing. Part of me was horrified at how much I'd enjoyed being bred like an animal. But another part - a part that was growing stronger by the moment - craved more.

What was happening to me?


Alric lifted my limp body, his eyes gleaming with excitement. I was too exhausted to resist as he latched onto my breast, suckling greedily. 

"Brilliant!" he exclaimed, pulling away with milk dripping down his chin. "I can already sense a difference. The minotaur's seed works as quickly as expected."

His words sent a shiver through me - a mix of fear and shameful arousal. What was I becoming? And why did part of me crave more?

"You've done well, my pet," Alric praised, stroking my hair. "Rest now." he said gently, almost proudly.

As he laid me back down, I caught sight of the minotaur watching us. Its dark eyes held a promise of more to come. I felt a flutter of anticipation in my core. I wanted him. I wanted to be bred more. Again and again.

Alric's hands were on my breasts again, squeezing out milk and drinking it. Straight from my teat. Surely this was not for the experiment. I knew that but I didn’t care. His mouth hungrily suckling was intoxicating. Then he disconnected and began chanting in an arcane language, his hands glowing with ethereal energy. His hand was glowing and he ran it over my crotch, still dripping with seed. Suddenly the dripping stopped.

"Can't have any of that precious seed escaping," he explained with a wicked grin. "We need you bred and pregnant as soon as possible, my dear. This spell will ensure every drop stays right where it belongs."

The thought of carrying the minotaur's offspring sent a confusing mix of fear and arousal through me. Alric led the minotaur away, leaving me alone for a moment. When he returned, he was pushing a strange contraption. It looked like a complex system of tubes and suction cups, with a large collection tank at its center.

"Time to harvest that magical elixir," Alric declared, his eyes hungry. "This machine will milk you continuously, drawing out every last drop of your enhanced nectar. I need to see how the composition has changed now that you’ve been exposed and deflowered by a powerful warrior."

My body, forever changed by Alric's experiments and the minotaur's breeding, seemed to crave the stimulation the machine promised.

"Don't worry, my pet," Alric crooned, attaching the suction cups to my swollen breasts. "You'll come to love this. It's what you were made for, after all."

The machine whirred to life. I gasped at the intense sensation as the suction began milking me dry.

Alric left me alone in the barn, the machine whirring and milking me for hours. I realized there was no going back. This was my life now - Alric's prized hucow, bred and milked for his experiments.

And the most frightening part? A growing part of me was starting to embrace it.


Chapter 5

Alaric - The Experiment’s Diary

Entry 1 - Day 2 of Penelope's transformation
The breeding ritual exceeded all expectations. Penelope's enthusiasm was remarkable. Truly a specimen. The minotaur seems to have taken a liking to her. When I finally separated them, I swear the way she looked at him. I was thinking one breeding would be enough but she seems so eager. Perhaps allowing them to share space in the barn might be beneficial going forward? Need to examine this more.

Entry 2 - Day 7 of Penelope's transformation
Success! Penelope is with child. The hybrid's gestation period remains uncertain, but I anticipate accelerated development. Her milk's potency should increase exponentially now. More rigorous testing is imperative. Her appetite for her new life is also quite remarkable. She looks forward to the daily milking. Allows me to give her a “reward” after as well.

Entry 3 - Day 14 of Penelope's transformation
It seems that the pregnancy has intensified the milk’s alchemical properties dramatically. I must hasten production of the elixir to appease His Majesty. Penelope thrives in her new environment, she was born for this. She’s grown largely non-verbal in the last week, communicating mostly with moans and coos. Truly an amazing hucow. She was born for this.

Entry 4 - Day 30 of Penelope's transformation
THE ELIXIR WORKS!!! My strength was tenfold after imbibing. I could lift the boulder in front of the mansion with ease today. Duration is approximately 10 hours - ideal for prolonged combat. I’ve arranged to send the king a sample already. An unexpected side effect: heightened carnal desires. Penelope was busy with the minotaur, so I needed a different outlet. A quick trip to Bullwood Creamery provided ample diversion.

Entry 5 - Day 60 of Penelope's transformation
Pregnancy is progressing at an unprecedented rate. Penelope’s belly was already engorged. Her minotaur mate has grown fiercely protective, necessitating magical intervention for my examinations. His devotion is admirable, if inconvenient. The milk appears to grow more and more potent, new batches of the elixir can now last for days. A letter from his Majesty arrived. They are pleased with my progress.

Entry 6 - Day 90 of Penelope's transformation
The hybrid offspring has arrived. A baby boy. Initial assessments are promising. I’m letting Penelope take care of him.

Entry 7 - Day 120 of Penelope's transformation
His Majesty demands a demonstration of the extraction process. I must prepare a suitable display for him and his warriors. This could cement my place in history... or on the executioner's block.


Chapter 6

Penelope - The Spectacle

I stood before the ornate mirror, barely recognizing the woman staring back at me. My swollen breasts leaked a steady stream of milk, dripping down my belly. The changes Alric's experiments had wrought on my body were undeniable, but it was the hunger in my eyes that truly shocked me.

"Are you ready, my pet?" Alric's voice sent a shiver down my spine. “It’s your big day. Everyone’s here to see you and how we get your magical elixir today.”

I nodded, unable to form words as desire clouded my mind. He led me to the barn, where a nervous audience awaited. In the crowd of unfamiliar richly-dressed people I recognized one face - the face on every coin I’d seen all my life! The King. Sudden realization struck me. I was about to be bred and milked in front of the King himself. Why did I not feel any shame?

“As you can see, Penelope here has been the source of the elixir’s main ingredient. Her hucow milk is a cut above the rest. I took a regular farm girl and turned her into the ultimate Hucow.” I heard Alric explaining with excitement in his voice.

“How? You might ask? By harnessing the power of a truly magnificent Bull!” he nearly shouted the last part, with practiced showmanship. At his words the guards let in the minotaur.

The crowd gasped.

The Bull. My Bull. My breeder. My thighs shivered with excitement. He was already rock hard and ready to take me. I quivered with excitement. The minotaur's musk hit and I clenched in anticipation.

"Ladies and gentlemen," Alric announced, "Prepare to witness a true miracle of nature!"

He guided me to the milking stand, securing my wrists and ankles. The familiar suction of the milking machine made me moan shamelessly. I no longer cared about propriety or shame - I needed this. Let the King watch! Let all those nobles watch!              

I felt the minotaur approach behind me, his familiar furry hands grabbing my ample asscheeks . I wiggled my hips, presenting myself wantonly. "Please," I whimpered, "breed me!"

I moaned wantonly as the minotaur's massive cock pounded into my dripping pussy, each thrust driving me mad with lust. My swollen udders swayed heavily as my hands struggled against the restraints. A steady stream of milk flowing into the collection tubes. For a moment I met the King’s gaze. He was unreadable. I didn’t care.

"Fuck, breed me harder!" I cried out shamelessly, lost in ecstasy, my eyes still locked with the king’s. The beast's grunts and snorts filled my ears as he rutted into me with animalistic fervor.

I felt his cock swell impossibly larger, then explode inside me. Rope after rope of thick, hot cum painted my inner walls, filling me to the brim. My own orgasm crashed over me, milk spraying from my tits as I screamed in rapture.

When he finally pulled out, a torrent of mingled fluids gushed from my well-used hole, splattering onto the floor beneath us. The sight and smell of our coupling filled the air, driving the audience wild with lust.

I lay there panting, utterly spent yet craving more. My body sang with satisfaction, finally fulfilling its true purpose as a breeding cow.

As the minotaur withdrew, I felt Alric's hand on my cheek. "Beautiful," he murmured. "Are you ready for more, my little hucow?"

I nodded eagerly, already craving the next breeding. This was my purpose now, my calling. And I loved every depraved moment of it.

"Then let the games begin," Alric grinned, gesturing to the line of eager participants waiting their turn.

I moaned in anticipation, my body singing with need. Whatever Alric had in store, I was ready.

The nobles approached eagerly, their eyes gleaming with lust. One by one, they took their pleasure, using my willing body as Alric had trained me. I lost count of how many cocks filled me, how many loads of cum painted my skin and dripped from my well-used holes. Through it all, the milking machine continued its relentless suction, drawing out wave after wave of orgasms. My mind was hazy with pleasure, floating in a sea of bliss. When the last noble finished, I lay trembling and panting, covered in sweat and seed. The king gave a satisfied nod to Alric before departing with his entourage. As their footsteps faded, I basked in the afterglow. This was true happiness - being used, bred, milked. I never wanted it to end.

Alric approached, gently stroking my hair. "You've done well, my pet. But don't forget - you still have half your contract left to fulfill."

Through the fog of pleasure, confusion bloomed. "Contract?" I mumbled, struggling to focus on his face. "What contract?"

END


Shared Before My Eyes At The Hucow Tavern

Lust, Milk & Loss at the Bullwood Party


Chapter 1

Helen - The Rendez-vous

I stood before my mirror in my nightgown, brush in hand, struggling with a particularly stubborn tangle in my hair. The dim candle light flickered over my reflection, illuminating my modest bedroom. The girl—this woman looking at me in the mirror—I still struggled to accept her.

Gone was little Helen, the apple of my dad’s eye. My body had grown to that of a woman’s. The nightgown struggled to conceal my curves—fuller, inviting the sinful gazes of men on the street. And my chest… almost uncomfortably large now, inviting so much unwanted attention.

At least Trystan seems to like it.

I sighed, setting down the brush. I turned to the side, observing my profile in the mirror. The swell was undeniable; the silhouette was still alien and unfamiliar. Was that really me?

My father’s words rang in my head, heavy as iron:“

You’re a woman now, Helen. House Redford may have lost its riches, but it has not lost its name. I will marry you well, and with that marriage, restore what was taken from us.”

A transaction. When had I stopped being just Helen and become a bargaining piece? My father wasn’t always like this. I remembered the happy father carrying me on his shoulder as a child. But then we lost our estate in the Minotaur Wars. Our acres of farmland were now a desolate battlefield littered with the corpses of minotaurs and the King’s soldiers.

Mother fell ill and left us not long after. Now, a lord in little but name, he clung to old glory, scheming and planning about how to restore House Redford. And I—his little Helen, now a woman—was one of his few bargaining chips.

Trystan doesn’t see me like that.

When he had approached me in the tavern a couple of months back, I thought he would just be another cocksure suitor that I would have to swat away. I don’t know why I didn’t.

Nothing but a street urchin—a scoundrel. He carried no legacy on his shoulders, no ancestral duties weighing him down. He didn’t talk of titles or lost glory or banquets in the King’s court in Whitewater. With him, I wasn’t a bargaining piece or a noblewoman on display.I was just a girl.

He saw me as someone real—a woman, yes—and the way his eyes lingered on my curves made it clear he noticed that too. In his arms, I was not an heir-bearer or the future of House Redford to be traded for alliances. In his arms, I was just Helen.

But my father would never approve. No matter how much we had lost, Trystan would never be good enough for me in his eyes. He wouldn’t waste his one bargaining chip—his sweet little Helen—on a street urchin.

A sudden thud against the window startled me, breaking my train of thought. My breath caught in my throat. I turned sharply, but I already knew who it was.

Trystan.

Figures. My ever-persistent, ever-reckless boyfriend.

He perched on the sill, his grin devilish and mischief dancing in his eyes. “Miss me?” he whispered.

“Trystan! Not the window again!” I all but shouted as he was already swinging a leg inside.

The moment his boots hit the wooden floor, he closed the distance between us in three long strides. His hands framed my face, tilting it up as his lips crashed against mine.

I melted into him, my fingers curling into the fabric of his tunic. He smelled of the smoke and cheap liquor of the slums. A smell so alien to me I now associated it only with him. And had grown to adore.

“Had to pay my daily respects to royalty, my lady of Redmont,” he said, flashing me that cocky boyish smile of his.

“My dad should be home from the pub any minute now! I told you today wasn’t safe!” I protested weakly.

Trystan only chuckled, running a hand through his wind-tousled hair. “Scheming on ways to restore the Redford family name over one too many pints again? Not the most productive chap, is he? Leaving his prized maiden alone and vulnerable like this,” he chided.

“Trystan, stop it!“ I huffed, smacking his arm lightly, but I couldn’t help the way my lips twitched. He was impossible.

“Today, m’lady,” he teased, “I come with a gift. An offering fit for the fair maiden of House Redford,” he said, reaching into the pocket of his vest. He pulled out something small—a faint glint in the dim candlelight. “A treasure worthy of a noble.”

I gasped as he opened his palm.

A necklace. An elegant chain of silver upon which hung a single small ruby. Deep, rich red; the stone caught the light like fire trapped in a crystal. The chain gleamed—delicate yet sturdy—and for a moment, I could do nothing but stare.

“I thought it would look good on you. The ruby red to complement your hair…” he said, suddenly embarrassed.

“Trystan…” I breathed, my fingers hovering just above it. “This is beautiful! But… How could you… how could you afford this?”

“Let’s just say I had a very lucky draw of the cards tonight... Or rather my opponent was a noble with more money than wits.” he flashed a mischievous grin.

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Trystan—”

Before I could finish my protest, he was already behind me, his fingers brushing my neck as he fastened the clasp. The cool weight of the ruby settled just above my cleavage, the silver chain delicate yet firm against my skin.

I touched it lightly, watching as the deep red gem caught the light, smoldering like embers against my skin.

Trystan met my gaze in the mirror, his eyes lingering. A slow, knowing smile played on his lips. “Told you,” he murmured. “Perfect,” he said, brushing my hair behind my shoulders.

I stood transfixed in the mirror as his fingers brushed gently against my neck, his hands tracing the curves of my hips. Before I could react, he turned me in his arms as he captured my lips in a deep kiss.

My hands tangled in his hair, pulling him deeper into me as he backed me toward the bed—lips never leaving mine. His fingers were now moving frantically—deft and insistent—snaking under the fabric of my nightgown.

“Trystan, stop,” I whispered, catching his wrists.

He groaned softly—pressing his forehead to mine. “Helen, one of these days I’m going to ask for your hand.”

His words sent warmth curling deep in my stomach. His body pressed against mine—and I could feel him: his desire; his longing.

I wanted him too. Badly. But I wasn’t ready. I couldn’t do this to Father.

But instinct had taken over- my hands traced his frame pulling him closer towards me, desperate to feel all of him. His shoulders, his chest and then...lower.

I felt him: thick; hot; straining against the fabric ready to take me. I traced the outline; his grip on my waist tightened.

"Helen," he whispered, his voice rough. "You test my resolve, my lady. Good thing I promised to wait until our wedding night."

Just as I parted my lips to respond—perhaps to remind him he hadn't actually proposed yet—the sound of the front door creaking open downstairs sent ice through my veins.

“It’s my father! You have to go!” I hissed.

Trystan cursed under his breath: “Foiled yet again! Seems like Lord Redford is back from his banquet at the local pub.” he said, already moving toward the window. Before slipping out he turned back, his smirk playful despite the urgency: “Meet me at the market fair at noon tomorrow; I have another surprise for you.”

And then—with a final wink—he was gone; leaving me breathless—my pulse hammering—my skin still hot remembering his touch. With an exasperated sigh, I collapsed onto my bed—clutching the ruby and clenching my thighs around a pillow—still aching with the memory of his touch. As sleep claimed me only one thought remained: I’ll see him tomorrow.


Chapter 2

Trystan - The Invitation

I stood in the center of the bustling market, letting the excited crowds stream past me.

Moloko’s town center hadn’t been this lively since before the war. A chaotic mix of traders, nobles, and common folk alike—all here for the Market Fair. It happened once every five years. Merchants, artisans, and artists from all over Lactia gathered to showcase their goods and strike exclusive deals. In the hubbub and excitement, even the common folk got lost in the revelry. I leaned lazily against a wooden stall, arms crossed, watching the world go by as I waited for Helen. People must need their distractions now more than ever.

Luxuries unthinkable to the average denizen of the kingdom were everywhere—silks from the southern kingdoms, where sultans kept their harems of jewel-clad beauties, trinkets, and gold-threaded robes that cost more than I made in a year.

A stall next to me was lined with various little vials and potions. "Royal Elixirs from Lactia’s Capital,” the sign above read. I picked up a small vial, no bigger than my thumb, filled with a pink liquid that emitted a soft glow in the midday sun.

"Ah, a connoisseur, I see!" A round, jolly merchant noticed me looking and beamed. "What you’re holding there is the Minotaur’s Lust Elixir! Made to the exact specifications of Royal Alchemist Alaric. Bottled in His Majesty King Uder’s alchemical labs in Whitewater. Quality guaranteed! Not the shoddy counterfeits some amateur cooked up in their backyard cauldron. Only the finest! Five gold pieces a vial, what say you?"

"Five gold pieces? For this tiny vial? What does it do?" I decided to humor the merchant.

Five gold pieces a vial.

Enough to cover my rent for half a year. But I did have some coin to spare after fleecing that noble at the Cow’s Head.

"Why, my boy!" The merchant laughed, his belly jiggling beneath his embroidered vest. "It’s Minotaur’s Lust Elixir! Enhances carnal desire—turns you into an insatiable animal! Last year, when I first managed to get my hands on it, I decided to get a vial for m’self. Test the merchandise, you know… The missus was walking bowlegged for a week after… And now we have another mouth to feed!" He let out a hearty laugh.

"What say you? Five gold pieces for authentic Minotaur’s Lust. It’s a steal! You’re a handsome young lad. There must be some blushing wench who’d be delighted to share in the experience."

Helen’s image flashed through my mind—her bare shoulders bathed in candlelight, the soft curve of her lips, trembling, waiting for my kiss. The warmth of her breath on my face, the way her delicate fingers had wrapped around mine.

I eyed the vial again, rolling it between my thumb and forefinger. The top was sealed with intricate wax bearing King Uder’s insignia. The seal was impossible to forge. And I knew my forgeries.

An insatiable animal, you say.

I didn’t need Minotaur’s Lust for Helen. Gods, no. Just the thought of her set my loins ablaze. But when she decided she was ready, I wanted it to be perfect. Unforgettable. No hesitation, no nerves—just pure pleasure. For her.

"You know what? I’ll take it."

"Excellent choice, lad! Excellent choice!" the merchant exclaimed, his round face breaking into a broad, gleeful smile. His whole body seemed to shake with mirth. "Just don’t come crying back to me when you get half the tavern wenches in Moloko with child!"

I took out my gold purse and handed the merchant the coins, securing the small vial in my vest pocket.

Five gold coins for an elixir… And with the twenty I paid for the ruby necklace, I am almost broke again.

Easy come, easy go, I guess.

My mind flicked back to the night before at the Cow’s Head tavern.

A noble had wandered in—merry with mead and too full of himself after securing some profitable deal at the market fair. He thought coming to this part of town to drink with us yokels made him worldly. I smirked at the memory. A poverty tourist. Or, as I preferred to think of them—an opportunity. Three hours later, the pudgy noble was a sweaty mess, staring at an impossibly bad hand of cards. The pile of goods on the table in front of me had grown—a pouch of gold coins, his wedding ring, his ridiculous feathered hat.

“One last round, boy! I need that ring back!” the noble slurred, clinging to what little dignity he had left.

“Listen, I’m doing you a mercy here,” I had said, tapping the cards against the table. “What are you gonna bet on next? The family crest?”

The man hesitated, then fumbled inside his coat, producing a small letter. “I have… this.”

I barely glanced at it. “A letter? What is it, unpaid taxes?”

“This,” the noble declared, straightening up with whatever pride he could still muster, “is an exclusive invitation.”

My interest piqued. The wax seal bore the crown’s mark. The stamp next to it—a bull’s head with long, curved horns framing a single star—read: To Bullwood’s Chosen.

My gut told me it was real. The weight of the paper, the precision of the wax seal—these were details only someone well-versed in the trade would notice. I’d fenced too many forgeries in my time, studied too many desperate imitations to be fooled by one so meticulously crafted.

“Oh, an invitation,” I mused, pretending to inspect it with indifference. “And why would I want to bet everything I’ve won on a piece of parchment?”

“That invitation,” the noble slurred, “is worth more than everything on this table combined.”

“Oh? More than the engagement ring you bet three rounds ago?”

“Are you dealing or not, boy?”

Ten minutes later, the noble had stumbled out, empty-handed, face drained of all color. I had been kind enough to give him back the ring.

Most of the gold had gone towards buying that necklace for Helen. Sapphires, her favorite gemstone. Another five I had just dropped on this here elixir.

And as for the invitation…

Just as I was about to turn around, two delicate hands covered my vision, and I heard the familiar melody of her sweet voice.

"Guess who?"

Helen of House Redmont.

My Helen.

Gods, she was perfect, standing there nonchalantly in the middle of the market fair. Her auburn hair caught the light like molten copper, her full lips parted slightly in a delicate smile.

Around her neck—the ruby necklace. The gemstone rested just above the swell of her breasts, the pendant’s fiery gleam a striking contrast against her milky white skin. Each rise and fall of her breath made it shift ever so slightly, catching the light, teasing the eye, accentuating every curve in a way that felt almost deliberate.

I had wanted to take her. To ravage that delicate body of hers. Since that first night I met her at the tavern. But this was not the wanton tavern wench I was used to. No, Helen was a different sort of woman. For her, I would wait.

"My lady,” I greeted, catching her as she jumped into my arms. “Fashionably late, as always.”

“Oh, shush,” she giggled as I set her down. “Yesterday was a close call, you know. My father nearly caught us.”

I smirked. “Maybe next time we just wait for him to walk in, and I ask for your hand then and there.”

She blushed, smacking my arm lightly. “Stop it, Trystan.”

Helen’s eyes sparkled as she took in the market fair with childlike glee. “Trystan, look! It’s just like when I was little! So many merchants came this year!” She spun in place, drinking in the sights. “It’s almost as grand as it was before the war!”

She grabbed my arm. “See those?” She pointed at a stall where richly woven carpets hung. “They’re from Al-Laban—the oasis kingdom! We used to have one just like that in our living room—”

Her voice faltered, the joy fading from her face.

“Father had to sell it to pay our debts…”

I hated seeing her like this. Hated the reminder that no matter how much she tried to forget, we were still from two different worlds. That some part of her would always long for the life she lost—the riches, the comfort, the security.

A life I could never give her.

Helen must have sensed my silence because she forced a smile, shaking off the moment. “So…” She turned to me, playful again. “What’s this surprise you were on about yesterday? Another ruby necklace?”

“Do you think I would try impressing a noble by simply showering them in gemstones? I’m not that predictable, Lady Redford.” I pulled out the letter, carefully resealed, twirling it between his fingers. “How about an experience truly worthy of your standing?” I smirked while handing her the letter.

“The king’s seal?” Helen frowned, inspecting it. “Bullwood Creamery? What is this?”

“A certain Lord Buxley, bless his generous heart, insisted on rewarding me for my exceptional sportsmanship?”

Helen carefully opened the letter, reading aloud:

Esteemed Lord Buxley,

On the occasion of the Market Fair in Moloko City, Bullwood Creamery has set up its own temporary establishment in the city to showcase its goods to a select, distinguishing clientele.

As a patron of our products for years, I would like to cordially extend this invitation to an exclusive gathering on the 15th.

The party will be held in the vacant tavern on Sheepslope street that Bullwood has rented for this most esteemed of occasions.

Sincerely,

Cassius Bullwood, Royal Creawright, Master of Bullwood Creamery

Admission is granted upon presenting this letter. The password is "Heybale".

This invitation allows you to bring along a single guest of your choosing.

Helen looked up at me, her expression uncertain. “Trystan, this isn’t our invitation. And it sounds… exclusive. I don’t know if we’d fit in.”

“Oh, come on! When are we ever going to get a chance like this?” I grinned, taking her hands in mine. “It’s our shot at mingling with high society. Besides, it’s Bullwood. You know, the cheeses and creams that cost more than a herd of mules?” I insisted, excited.

"Bullwood...Bullwood Creamery..." Helen seemed lost in thought.

"I've heard the name!" she lit up suddenly, "I remember, back when I was a child...My grandfather would talk about Bullwood's cheeses. The finest in the land, he'd say" Helen continued, "Dad, these days...when he gets into his drink a bit too much he goes on about it...Bullwood Cheeses on our table every night, Helen. Now look at us..." her pretty face suddenly mixed with a tinge of sadness again.

I dropped to one knee dramatically, mimicking the nobles I’d seen stiffly dancing at courtly affairs. “Then, my Lady of Redford. Allow me the honor to take you to this most exclusive of gatherings.”

Helen giggled. “If Lord Trystan insists. Now let’s go see the market fair!”


Chapter 3

Helen - The Bullwood Party

I walked nervously down Sheepslope street, clad in my late mother’s finest dress. I had waited for my father to fall asleep with his drink in hand and rummaged through the few mementos of our old life he still kept. The dress was beautiful—deep red, embroidered with delicate filigree. It clung uncomfortably across my chest, framing my cleavage almost obscenely. The fabric strained against my chest in a way it never would have on my mother. She had been a slender woman, delicate in every way. I, however, had been blessed—or cursed—with far more to carry.

Why had I agreed to this? Trystan’s most harebrained scheme yet! He wanted to show me he was worthy of me, of a noble. I didn’t need that.

And there I was, at the end of Sheepslope Street, standing before the old abandoned tavern. The Startled Duck. Or at least that’s what it had been called in my childhood. Had we gotten the right address? Heavy curtains obscured the windows, the faintest glimmer of candlelight escaping into the street. The streets of Moloko were quiet now; night had fallen, and the excitement of the Market Fair had shrunk and condensed into the warm glow of the various taverns.

Was this really the place? It looked so unassuming.

And more importantly—where was Trystan? I huffed, crossing my arms.

As if on cue, I caught sight of him from the corner of my eye, approaching with his usual careless charm dressed in the finest tunic I had ever seen him wear.

“You look stunning, m’lady. Truly ready to mingle with high society,” he said, parodying a courteous bow.

“Trystan, you’re late. And I’m not so sure about this…” My eyes narrowed as I took in his attire. “Where did you get those clothes?”

He smirked, adjusting his cuffs. “Let’s just say I’ve helped Joffan the tailor get out of a few sticky situations over the years.” He chuckled. “Now shall we?” He gestured toward the door of the tavern.

Muffled sounds came from within—laughter, clinking glasses, the warm hum of a lively gathering. Trystan knocked twice. Deliberately.

Nothing.

“Maybe we got it wrong, Trystan. Let’s just—”

A gruff voice from behind the door interrupted me.

“Invitation and Password,” the voice asked.

“Heybale,” Trystan said confidently, sliding the parchment under the door.

A pause. Then, the door creaked open.

The moment we stepped inside, I nearly gasped. The Startled Duck was gone. The humble, dust-ridden tavern of my childhood had been transformed into a den of opulence. Heavy silk drapes covered the walls, muting the flickering glow of stained-glass lanterns. Plush, velvet-cushioned seats replaced the old wooden benches. The air was thick with the scent of spiced wine and something rich, heavy, almost sweet.

Then I saw them. The serving girls.

They moved between the tables with grace, balancing silver trays of drinks and delicacies. They wore skin tight cow-print silks that did little to conceal their ample curves. Their breasts, swollen and impossibly big, swayed with each motion. For the first time in years I looked down at my own ample bosom and felt inadequate.

The clientele, all lords and ladies, rich merchants and such by the look of their clothes were all lost in quiet conversation at their tables, their gazes only lifting up to follow the swaying curves of the serving girls busying around them.

We stood there, both Trystan and I,  unsure at what to do. One of the girls approached us with a wide, warm smile. Her skin glowed in the candlelight, her curves and impossible breasts hugged snugly in the same cow-print outfit. She looked so young. My age, perhaps?

“Esteemed guests,” she said, voice smooth as honey, “Welcome to Bullwood.” She bowed courteously, as if to present the deep valley of her chest. “Please, partake in our milk to your heart’s content tonight.”

Beside me, Trystan stood, his gaze locked on her impossibly large breasts. I nudged him with my elbow, hard.

The girl giggled, stepping closer with two small, glass cups in her hands. They were filled with a thick, white liquid.

She extended them toward us with a bow. “Please, partake in my milk.”

My milk?

The cup was warm to the touch. Hesitantly, I brought it to my lips and drank. The taste was intoxicating—creamier and richer than any milk I had ever tasted. I had to stop myself from not gulping down the contents then and there.

The girl led us to one of the few empty tables in the corner of the tavern.

Trystan swirled his drink. “Serving milk as a welcome drink...You nobles sure are weird.”

“You’re telling me…And those girls…What kind of gathering is this?” I nearly whispered the last part.

“Just relax, Helen. Let’s try to mingle. The cream of the crop of the Kingdom is here.” I swallowed. He wasn’t wrong. There were faces I recognized. Titans of industry, rich traders, nobles far more fortunate than I.

And then there was me and Trystan, just sat on the corner table, sipping our milk.

Some time went by. Trystan tried to mingle but the other guests seemed immune to his charms, lost in their own conversations. He came back to our table, sulking.

“I’m sorry, Helen,” he said, “This was not as fun as I thought it would be. Maybe we can…”

He was cut off when suddenly a tall, handsome man approached our table, dressed in fine, understated black and gold.

“Hope you are enjoying the evening,” he said with the effortless confidence of a ruler surveying his domain. “I’ve yet to introduce myself. I am Cassius Bullwood.”

“And who might you two be?” His gaze settled on me as he asked. My fingers clenched at the edge of my dress. He was older - as old as my father perhaps, but the lines on his face spoke of experience, of quiet certitude.

Trystan straightened. He didn’t miss a beat. “Ah—Lord Buxley’s cousin…Trevor Buxley” he said, slipping easily into his usual bravado.

“Lord Buxley’s cousin?” Cassius smiled. “How interesting. I was under the impression that Lord Buxley had no living relatives… not after the Minotaur Wars.”

Trystan froze.

He was on to us.

I hurried to recover the conversation. “Helen,” I said, my voice softer than I intended. “Helen Redford.”

Cassius turned to me, and for the first time, I felt his attention shift fully onto me.

“Now there’s a name I’ve heard before,” he said, tilting his head slightly. “Little Helen of House Redford. Your grandfather was one of our most devoted patrons back in the day.”

I opened my mouth, but I wasn’t sure what to say. He gave a slow, deliberate nod. “Please, enjoy the evening, Lady Redford and…” he gave Trystan a deep look, “Lord Buxley.”

And just like that, he was gone.

Trystan exhaled, rubbing a hand down his face. “We should go.”

We finished our glasses of milk quickly and made for the exit of the Tavern. Just as Trystan opened the door and stepped back outside, we heard a deep voice behind us.

“Master Cassius graciously requests that Lady Helen remains to experience the rest of tonight’s celebration.” It was a large, muscular man towering over us.

I stiffened, looking at Trystan. He squared his shoulders. “Then I stay too.”

The man didn’t even blink. “Lord Cassius also stated that whoever the imposter pretending to be related to Lord Buxley might be, he will be given the mercy of not being arrested for trespassing… if he leaves quietly.”

Trystan turned to me, hesitating. “Helen, let’s just…”

I swallowed. I should have said no. Instead, I looked past Trystan—toward the far end of the room, where Cassius sat watching.

“I will see you tomorrow, Trystan. Don’t worry about me.” I said, giving him the strongest nod I could muster. The man slammed the door shut.


Chapter 4

Helen - The Real Bullwood Party

The door shut on Trystan. I was alone. The mountain of a man didn’t speak; he simply motioned toward Cassius Bullwood, who stood next to the corner table where Trystan and I had sat, staring at me.

Waiting.

I moved stiffly, my body rigid with fear, while the server girls elegantly darted around me in their cow-print garments that barely contained their impossible curves. His gaze never lifted from me. He looked utterly at ease.

“Ah, Lady Redford," he said when I was finally in front of him, his fingers lazily swirling the thick, creamy liquid in his goblet. "So happy you decided to stay.”

I swallowed hard. "I—I didn't—"

Cassius held up a hand, stopping me with effortless command.

"And I must apologize about your... date. He seemed like a fine lad," he said, smiling with practiced sincerity. "But this is an exclusive affair. I have no idea how he got the invitation, but we cannot have just anyone join."

"You... threatened him," I protested weakly.

Cassius chuckled softly. "I simply ensured the integrity of the evening, is all."

“Now, please. Sit. Relax.”

He gestured to the seat beside him.

Meekly, I sank into the seat beside Cassius, my body tense, my breath shallow.

Cassius leaned back, exhaling contentedly as he surveyed the room. "I was just about to kick off the real celebration."

Gracefully, he rose to his feet and, with the slightest cough, sent the room into complete silence. Every eye in the tavern—every noble, every merchant, every cow-print-clad servant—was fixed on Cassius. He lifted his goblet.

"Esteemed patrons of Bullwood," he began, his tone smooth and effortless, "allow me to welcome you once again to tonight’s revelries. It’s always a pleasure to visit Moloko."

The small crowd hummed with approval.

Cassius continued, "You have dined on our finest delicacies, savored the rich offerings of our Creamery… but now—" his eyes gleamed—"now, my friends, for the moment you have all been waiting for."

A hush fell, heavy with anticipation. Cassius raised his goblet higher.

"Our poor cows have not been milked for two days… filling up, swelling for you! Tonight, you—our most prized patrons—may partake in the superior Bullwood product… directly from the source.” Drink deeply."

The room was deathly quiet, every soul waiting for Cassius’s next word.

He turned to the women in their silken, cow-print-clad garb, their swollen breasts swaying with each subtle undulation of their bodies.

And then, he gave the command.

"My sweeties, show them a Bullwood cow’s devotion."

A single beat of silence passed.

Then the guests—hungry, eager, impatient—began reaching for the girls, their hands greedily dragging them toward their tables, slipping away their thin garments and revealing ripe, fertile flesh.

This is what everyone is here for.

In an instant, the tavern had become a writhing altar of debauched ecstasy. I stood frozen, watching it all unfold:

On the table next to me, a nobleman had a young cow on his lap, greedily grasping at her swollen breasts, squeezing and kneading until thick, creamy milk spilled over his fingers. He laughed, licking it from his hand before burying his head in her breasts and suckling deeply.

Across the room, a finely dressed older gentleman (was that the mayor?) had already pulled one of the silken-clad heifers to her knees. Roughly, he guided her head toward his crotch. I could hear her muffled moans from across the room, his fingers tangled in her hair as she suckled like she’d been trained for nothing else.

At the bar, a particularly curvy Bullwood girl was splayed out as a noblewoman lapped greedily at the milk leaking from her stiffened nipples.

Obscene moans and the sounds of flesh colliding echoed through the room. Milk. Milk was everywhere. Milk flowed over lips. Milk dripped from quivering mouths. Milk sprayed from swollen nipples onto the creaky wooden floor of the tavern. Milk.

And I just stood there—my body rigid, frozen, my fingers clutching the arms of my seat like an anchor. My breath came shallow, quick, panicked—beneath the terror, something else coiled tight inside me, setting me ablaze: an ache, a pooling desire. I couldn’t look away.

"Does it shock you, Lady Redford?" The voice, calm and dignified, cut through the cacophony of moans. It was Cassius Bullwood.

A girl was following him…Not a girl…A cow. The same one that had greeted me and Trystan at the door. She was crawling on all fours, her swollen breasts swaying with each step forward. "Ah…I should correct myself. You seem more intrigued than shocked." I swallowed hard, suddenly conscious of how hard my thighs were pressing together.

Cassius lowered himself gracefully into the seat beside me, his fingers idly stroking the blonde girl’s hair. She mooed eagerly at his touch.

"Bullwood cows truly are a marvel. Take little Lilly here," he said, gently caressing the girl kneeling at our table. "A few months back she was but a regular village girl. But in our care…Look at her now.” His fingers traced the blonde girl’s jaw, tilting her face up. She shivered beneath his touch, a soft whimper slipping past her parted lips.

My eyes met the cow’s…Lilly’s for a second. “And… and she wants this?”

Cassius laughed—a low, knowing laugh. “Why don’t you ask her yourself. Tell her dear?”

Lilly arched her back proudly, her massive swollen breasts impossibly perky despite their obscene size.

“To be a Bullwood cow is to be cherished, to be adored…” She crawled closer, the tips of her straining, milk-laden nipples brushing against my knee, a wet trail of thick white milk on my crimson dress.

“…To be used, emptied, bred, and made whole again. It is the pinnacle of joy.” she finished,

Cassius chuckled, his eyes locked onto mine.

“Good girl, Lilly.” He stroked her hair lazily. “Well, Lady Redford, Does that answer your question?”

“But she’s…you’re a…” I began protesting.

"Still not convinced our cows are the happiest in all the realm?” Cassius chuckled. “Perhaps a taste would change your mind. Lilly, my dear, if you will…"

Obediently, Lilly cupped her ludicrously full, swollen breast in both hands, lifting them to me in offering. A bead of thick, pearlescent milk welled at her nipple, trembling, threatening to spill.

Cassius exhaled, watching my reaction closely. "She’s not been milked properly in two whole days. Her cream should be exquisitely thick," he murmured. "A rare treat indeed. And to have it straight from the source..."

Lilly licked her lips. "It’s so much better like this, my lady. So much sweeter...Please, my lady, I am so full…" Beads of thick white milk were pooling at her nipples now.

I was shaking. I wanted this.

"Drink, Lady Redford," I heard Cassius say, barely above a whisper. "Drink deeply."

My hands moved before my mind could stop them. I reached out, my trembling fingertips brushing the swollen flesh of her teat, teasing the nipples glistening with milk.

“Oh...Thank you, Mistress…” Lilly moaned at my slightest touch.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think anymore. I leaned in, parted my lips and took her nipple into my mouth. My tongue greedily devoured the droplets that had pooled at her tips. And then I suckled. The first pull. Sweet. Thick. So, so warm. The stream thick and steady, flooding my mouth. Instinctively, like a suckling babe I latched on and suckled greedily, letting the warmth slip down my throat. Lilly let out a long, shaky whimper. She arched into my mouth, offering more, moaning with each insatiable, sinful pull I took.

"That’s it," Cassius purred victoriously. "It seems like you have a taste for the Bullwood product. Just like your grandfather."

I could barely register his words. My mouth widened greedily, encompassing her whole areola, my tongue desperately flicking her swollen nipple to tease out the milk to flow faster. I felt dizzy, intoxicated. I moaned softly against her skin, my thighs pressing together as I drank, lost in the act, in the taste, in her creamy milk, liquid sin coating my tongue.

Cassius chuckled. "It seems like you truly understand what makes a Bullwood Hucow superior now?" He leaned back in his seat, watching me with something dangerously close to amusement.

After suckling on Lilly’s teats for what felt like a sweet eternity, I finally disconnected. My lips puckered and sore from the aggressive suction, gasping breathlessly. A thick trail of milk spilled over them and dribbled down my chin, sinking into the tight valley of my mother’s crimson dress. I should have felt ashamed. Instead, I licked my lips.

Cassius rose, adjusting the golden cuffs at his wrists.

"I’m so happy you took part in the festivities, Lady Redford. Your grandfather would have been proud. You are free to leave whenever you want but I urge you to stay. Today is Lilly’s big day." He leaned over to scratch the cow behind the ears. “Isn’t that right, my dear?”

“Yes, master,” she purred, excitedly. She followed behind him on all fours, her heavy breasts swaying as she crawled behind him and they disappeared into the back of the Tavern.

All around me the milky orgy continued at full steam. I just stood on my corner table, the taste of Lilly’s milk still lingering on my tongue, listening to the uneven moan of rhythm around me, watching. Taking it all in intently.

◆◆◆

After what seemed like an eternity, the doors of the backroom swung open again. Two burly men walked out, hauling an intricate contraption of wood and steel. A harness. Suspended in it, completely naked and glistening in oil was Lilly. The crowd fell silent, anticipation thick in the air.

"Esteemed guests, patrons of Bullwood," Cassius's voice boomed. "We hope you have enjoyed our cows to your heart’s content!” He looked around the tavern, now a mess of sweat and milk.” For tonight's main festivity, I wanted to share something truly special with you all."

He gestured to Lilly, suspended nude in her harness, her massive udders dribbling milk on the wooden floor. "Little Lilly here came to Bullwood a short while ago. A maiden."

The crowd erupted in laughter and jeers. Cassius raised a hand, silencing them with a smirk. "She's a maiden no more. But she's yet to experience the greatest honor for a Bullwood cow..."

Cassius continued, "Now, Lilly has been an exceptional cow since she joined. And an exceptional cow needs an exceptional bull. Allow me to introduce... Jaron."

A giant of a man emerged from the back room, his ebony skin glistening with oil, every muscle perfectly defined. Cassius grinned. "Jaron comes from the Oasis Kingdom of Al-Laban. Where bulls are bred and trained according to the Old Laws. Truly an exceptional specimen. Show them." Cassius nodded at Jaron.

As Jaron disrobed I let out an audible gasp. His cock hung thick, heavy, obscenely long, a beast of flesh ready to seed and penetrate.

"Now," Cassius declared, "let the mating begin!"

Jaron approached Lilly, hanging uselessly in her harness. He grabbed her buttocks, his muscular black hands digging deeply into the soft white flesh of her ass. With a savage grunt, he plunged inside her without a moment’s notice.

Lilly screamed in pleasure as he quickly increased his pace, his monstrous member plunging deeper and deeper inside her with each thrust. Her swollen tits bounced violently in rhythm with Jaron’s merciless efficient breeding. Milk sprayed from her nipples with each brutal thrust, splattering onto the floor and onlookers.

"Oh fuck! Breed me! Thank you, Master Cassius, for finally letting this cow be bred!" she cried out. Her eyes rolled back in pleasure.

"Look at that little cow-slut take it!" one of the patrons shouted. "A shame to let all that milk go to waste!"

And just like that, people started crowding around the harness, cups in hand, milking Lilly’s cream greedily as Jaron continued his relentless assault.

I stood transfixed, unable to look away. A traitorous heat bloomed between my thighs. I clenched them tightly.

She looks so happy…

All around, the patrons of Bullwood watched with gleeful abandon, shouting encouragement and lewd suggestions.

"Quite the sight, isn't it? Her first mating. Truly an honor to witness." I nearly jumped when I heard Cassius’s voice. Ever composed, he sat down next to me. I opened my mouth to protest, to say anything, but no words came.

"It seems like you are really enjoying the Bullwood experience, Lady Redford." Cassius said gently, his hand caressing my thigh. "Tell me, my dear, have you considered how exceptional a cow you could become?"

A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it. "What are you... Lord Bullwood? I have a…" I gasped, ashamed at how much I enjoyed his touch.

“A boyfriend? That little scoundrel? A lady of your standing can do so much better!” he whispered into my ear, “Yes, House Redford has fallen onto hard times, but I can change that. Become one of my stock, my dear. You’ll never want for anything ever again. Bullwood cows are property of the crown, more protected and pampered than any noble’s daughter…” His lips pressed softly against my cheek.

“You will be taken care of, your father will be saved from the poverty that befell the house name…” his deft hands moved on to my breasts, tight in my mother’s crimson dress, kneading them gently, “And you’ll experience the pleasures of being milked…and bred…Just like little Lilly there,” he pointed towards the harness where Lilly was writhing in ecstasy, spraying milk as Jaron pounded her dripping hole,

"“Do you want to become a Bullwood Girl, Lady Redford?”" Cassius whispered his final offer in my ear.

Trystan’s face flickered in my mind—his boyish grin, the reckless bravado, his hands always careful, restrained. He could never give me this—he would never treat me like an animal in heat, a commodity to be bred and milked. An insatiable animal that exists only to please and be used.

Cassius’s tongue traced my earlobe, his hands deftly caressing my chest. I was melting into him, into this older man’s devilish touch. It took the last of my willpower to mutter:

“I...I don’t..know…”

Just then, with a final grunt, Jaron exploded inside Lilly and the crowd erupted in gleeful jeers. Cassius stood up, disconnecting from me, my body suddenly craving his touch. I collapsed onto the tavern's worn couch, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Cassius moved towards the harness.

“Excellent, excellent! Well done, Jaron! She’s exceptionally fertile today; the seed should surely take!” he began explaining to the room. He adjusted a lever on the harness and Lilly’s hips jutted upwards towards the ceiling. He then produced a piece of parchment with some runes on it and positioned it on Lilly’s still-throbbing pussy.

"All precautions to make sure the seed takes,” he explained to the crowd casually," the seal was developed by the Royal alchemist and is supposed to keep and strengthen the virility of the bull’s seed inside. And the harness… well, best to make an ally of gravity too.”

I looked at Lilly and for a moment our eyes met. Her eyes were glazed, a euphoric smile on her lips as sweat and milk trickled down her thighs.

Around me, the raucous celebration was winding down. The Bullwood cows—now disheveled and glistening with sweat and milk—moved between tables, cleaning up spills and tending to the remaining patrons' needs.

I sat there catatonic, struggling to process everything I'd witnessed. My crotch throbbed with need, my breasts straining against the fabric of my dress. As the last stragglers began filtering out, I shakily got to my feet. My legs felt like jelly, my mind whirling with conflicting emotions. Just as I reached the door, a firm hand gripped my arm. The touch sent a jolt of electricity through my body.

"Lady Redford, thank you so much for your patronage today. It truly was an honor," Cassius said, his eyes boring into mine. "And if you’re curious about my offer...I will be residing in my house on Ivory Row until the end of the week. My doors are always open to you,” he said with a devilish grin.


Chapter 5

Helen - Transformation at the Estate

What are you doing Helen?

I should have just let yesterday slide. Forget it happened—just a strange fever dream.

I had promised Trystan we would go see the travelling bards from Gordberg today. But after I got home all I could think about was Lilly—the taste of her milk, the ring of her sweet moans echoing through the tavern. Cassius—his lips on my ear, his hands on my breasts, deftly exploring them. I had barely gotten any sleep after I got home. I tossed and turned, kneading my own breasts, desperate to coax the same sweet milk I had tasted off of Lilly’s enormous teats.

And here, walking down Ivory Row, the richest district in Moloko, off to meet him. Again. Trystan’s boyish grin flashed through my head again. A pang of immense guilt hit me in the gut. I shook my head frantically, trying to dismiss it.

I stood in front of the gate of the imposing house, holding the ornate door knocker—The golden bull’s head stared back at me, its narrowed eyes gleaming, the heavy ring hanging from its mouth like a silent challenge. My fingers trembled over the polished brass.

You’ve already come this far, Helen…

With a final deep breath, I knocked on the door.

After a long moment, the grand wooden door creaked open. And there he was—Cassius Bullwood. He stood in the doorway with a knowing smile on his face. A smile that said, “I knew you’d be back.”

"Lady Redford. Truly, a wonderful surprise. To what do I owe the pleasure?"

I hesitated, unsure what to say. What does one say? I’m here because I want to experience more of yesterday?

As if sensing my hesitation, Cassius interrupted the silence.

“I was just about to have lunch. I’d be honored if you joined me.”

He stepped aside, guiding me inside the manor.

“The Bullwood Manor in Moloko is a fairly humble affair compared to the grandeur of Bullwood Manor proper… I’d love to use it more but I’m always so busy at the ranch…”

Humble affair?!

The place screamed opulence. Oil paintings in gilded frames hung on intricate wallpaper as he led me down a hallway with numerous doors opening. He led me through one, and we entered a dining room.

The table was already set—a lavish feast of cheeses, meats, and exotic fruit.

“Please, have a seat,” Cassius beckoned as he sat in his chair. “We’ll prepare silverware for you too. Lilly, my dear,” he beckoned.

My heart skipped a beat. Lilly. The sweet taste of her cream still alive on my lips from yesterday. Obediently, she emerged from a back room, completely nude, carrying a plate and cutlery and setting it next to me.

“Usually, I have the cows dress when I get visitors…But since you attended the party yesterday, I now consider you a Bullwood confidante. You don’t mind, do you?” he asked, almost teasingly.

“No… Lord Bullwood.” I muttered, unable to take my eyes off of Lilly’s enormous udders.

“Thank you, Lilly,” Cassius said as she finished setting up the cutlery before me. “To me,” he commanded her and she obediently kneeled next to him.

“Now, Helen Redford, let’s eat,” he beckoned with a smile.

The food was divine—a luxurious feast unlike anything I had ever tasted. As we ate, Cassius made small talk, reminiscing.

“This was your grandfather’s favorite sort. This one is made from Lilly’s milk. “Isn’t that right, Lilly?” he said lovingly as he scratched the kneeling hucow behind the ears. She mooed contentedly.

The cheese was divine. All hesitation was gone. The cheese, the milk, Bullwood cows truly were exceptional.

“Your grandfather, I knew him well… I had just taken over the Bullwood estate when he first arrived, looking to buy his own Hucow. Did you know that?” he asked, fork in hand.

I shook my head. I barely remembered my grandfather. He wanted to buy a hucow? To own a woman?

“He was a big fan of our cheeses…and other pleasures that our girls offered. Unfortunately, Bullwood girls are not for sale and I had to tell him that. He bought five cheese wheels instead. A good sport, really. Shame what happened to your house…The minotaur wars took so much from so many…” Cassius lamented. A pause.

Cassius leaned forward, his gaze unwavering. “Now my dear, let’s cut to the chase. You’re here because you like what you saw. Because you want to experience it for yourself.”

"Becoming a Bullwood Hucow is a great honor, Lady Redford. One that many have begged for. Even now, there are noble families who willingly offer their daughters to the Creamery, knowing they will be cherished, worshipped, fulfilled."

I stiffened, my breath catching in my throat. An honor? To be owned, to be milked and bred and used as a commodity? How could that be an honor? And why did I crave it so?

"Of course, I would never force this upon you. But…" His lips curled into something almost benevolent. "I can offer you a taste."

"Our alchemist has perfected a truly remarkable serum—a temporary transformation." His voice was soft, knowing. "A single dose will allow you to experience the pleasure of fullness, the bliss of release. You will leak. You will be milked. You will understand what it means to be one of my cows. But by morning, it will fade."

Cassius leaned closer, his fingers grazing my wrist.

"I can grant you this experience. A single night of true indulgence. What say you, my dear?"

I exhaled shakily, my pulse pounding. I hesitated, Trystan’s face flashing in my mind. Suddenly he didn’t matter. I wanted to be engorged, milked, and handled like livestock.

"Yes." I almost moaned out.

Cassius’s face contorted in a hungry grin. “Very well, Lady Redford. If you’ll follow me.”

◆◆◆

Cassius led me through the mansion, to a dimly lit room in the back. I followed nervously behind him, and Lilly, ever the loyal hucow, crawled next to us. The room’s decor was stark compared to the grandeur of the rest of the mansion. A few cupboards and shelves holding various vials and instruments…And in the middle—a leather table.

“Lie down, my dear,” Cassius commanded.

Trembling, I obeyed. The cool leather of the examination table sent shivers down my spine as I lay back. Cassius rummaged through one of the shelves and emerged, looming over me with a small syringe.

“The serum should start acting almost immediately. Are you ready, my dear?”

There is no turning back now, Helen.

I nodded weakly. With the precision of a practiced healer, Cassius found a vein on my wrist.

“Now this will only hurt for a second…” he murmured, as he plunged the syringe inside. A sharp prick and then…nothing.

He pushed the liquid inside my bloodstream slowly, deliberately. Almost immediately, a warmth began to spread through my whole body, intensifying rapidly, concentrating at my chest. I gasped, my back arching.

"Oh god," I moaned, a mixture of pleasure and panic. "What's happening to me?"

"You're becoming what you were meant to be," Cassius murmured, his eyes gleaming with approval. “But it seems that your dress is becoming quite the inconvenience. Allow me to relieve you of it.”

He wasn’t wrong. My chest was swelling rapidly, straining painfully against the cotton fabric. Cassius produced a pair of scissors and began cutting from the valley of my chest downwards. My breasts sprang free from the fabric, massive and heavy, growing by the second in front of my very eyes.

“Truly beautiful, my little Helen…The serum is working wonders. Already so much bigger. Surely, the product will begin flowing too, any second now. Just some stimulation…” Cassius murmured.

Suddenly his hands were on my engorged breasts. Sinking into my soft flesh, kneading it greedily. His fingers deftly flicked my nipples, already obscenely puffy. His touch was skillful, purposeful. Nothing like Trystan’s eager caresses. I let out a soft moan.

“Oh Gods…”

“I can feel the cream building up inside you, my sweet.” Cassius murmured engrossed in the massage. Suddenly, a bead of milk foamed up on the tip of my hardened pink nipples, like a bead of morning dew.

“There it is, my dear! We’ll make a cow out of you yet,” he said excitedly as he swooped in to lick my nipple. He latched on, his beard rough against the skin of my breast. The suction was intoxicating. With each pull I could feel the milk flowing through my breasts…into his hungry mouth. I was moaning in pleasure.

“You taste wonderful, my dear. What say we give little Lilly a taste as well? She was so generous with her milk yesterday?”

“Yes…please…suckle more…” I barely managed to blurt out. Lilly approached with a knowing smile and eagerly attached her hungry full lips to my other nipple. I could only moan in response, lost in a haze of pleasure as master and servant both suckled my milk greedily.

Every pull was intoxicating. I felt so alive, being milked, used like simple livestock for nourishment. I squirmed against the leather of the operating table, my milk now overflowing from their mouths, dribbling down my belly and pooling between my legs, hot and thick. I lifted my hips involuntarily, seeking more stimulation.

"Please," I begged, my voice thick with need. "Please, I need more. I need... I need..." I trailed off, Trystan's face flashing in my mind again. What would he think if he could see me now?

Cassius chuckled, a deep, rich sound that made me shiver. "I know exactly what you need, my sweet little heifer." He unfastened his trousers, freeing his impressive manhood. "Show me a hucow’s devotion. Worship me with that pretty mouth of yours!"

I hesitated for a moment, guilt warring with desire. I had never even seen Trystan’s manhood. But here was this older man’s cock, veins throbbing. Expecting me to worship it. And I wanted it.

To hell with Trystan.

I leaned forward like a woman possessed, my tongue darting out to lap at his shaft. The taste of him, musky and masculine, only fueled my desire. I took him deeper, suckling hungrily as Lilly continued to milk my aching breasts.

"Such a natural," Cassius groaned, his hand tangling in my hair. "So sensitive, so eager. And without a drop of aphrodisiac. You were born for this, weren't you?"

I moaned around his cock, nodding as best I could. I'd never felt so alive, so consumed by desire. When Cassius finally pulled away, I whimpered at the loss.

"Please," I begged, spreading my legs wantonly. "Please…Lord Cassius…Master Cassius! I need you. Use me, breed me, make me yours!" The shameful words left my mouth before I could stop them. The ache between my legs now unbearable.

“Very well, Lady Redford. I am humbled by this honor you bestow upon me.” Cassius said, positioning himself in front of my entrance, “Tell me, am I your first?”

I could only nod weakly. I had wanted to save myself…For Trystan…For something special…But what could be more special than this?

“Truly an honor, my dear.” I arched toward him, body aflame, my slick heat betraying any last shred of hesitation.

With one slow, powerful motion, he pushed inside, stretching me open, filling me in a way that felt too much, too perfect. A cry escaped my lips—half pain, half overwhelming, dizzying pleasure.

He groaned, burying himself fully. "There, my sweet. Now, you are truly mine."

“Yours…” I moaned out as he began thrusting his cock inside me. Slow and deliberate at first, filling my young unused hole, then with each thrust increasing the rhythm to a frantic rut. He rode me relentlessly, his cock pounding into my eager cunt. Lilly continued suckling on my breasts, soaking me in her own milk. My first orgasm crashed over me not long after, my hips spasming as my legs coiled around Master Cassius.

“You’re not Lady Redford tonight, are you my dear? Tell me, what are you?” he teased as he slowed his rhythm deliberately, leaving me quivering, thirsty to be pounded like a…

“I am a Bullwood cow, Master! So please fuck me like one!” I shouted obscenely, desperate for him to continue.

“That’s right…And what a good cow you are!” he growled as he increased his pace again, pounding my drenched pussy.

I came again and again, the shape of his cock marking my walls, convulsing on the table in ecstasy unknown. Milk dripped down my stomach, dripping onto Cassius’s veiny cock as it pounded my entrance.

Cassius’s groans turned more erratic. "I’m close, my dear," he panted, pulling free suddenly. "We cannot have Lady Redford getting pregnant— come Lilly, a special treat."

Lilly obediently knelt beside him, lips parting. I watched, feeling the lack of him inside me as he plunged his whole shaft into his cow’s eager mouth. With a few thrusts, he exploded inside of her.

I lay boneless on the table, covered in sweat and milk. My body still humming in pleasure, my breasts still engorged and leaking.

What have you done Helen?

"Well, my dear," Cassius purred, stroking my flushed cheek. "How do you find the Bullwood Hucow experience? Was it everything you hoped for?"

My eyes fluttered open. "It was incredible," I breathed. "But... I don't know. Trystan..." I trailed off, torn between my newfound desires and my loyalty to my boyfriend. The intoxicating haze of my first mating cleared a little and I looked down at my body. My breasts were now impossibly large and leaking profusely, shamefully. Cassius and Lilly exchanged a knowing glance before wheeling over an imposing contraption - a large machine with multiple suction cups.

"This will help relieve the pressure," Cassius explained as he began attaching the cups to my swollen breasts. "The serum's effects will fade in a few hours, but you may find the sensation... enjoyable in the meantime."

With the flick of a switch, Cassius turned the machine on. I gasped as it whirred to life, the rhythmic suction sending relief through my body as the bucket attached to it began filling up slowly.

“I have some errands to attend to in the city. I must leave you here. The effects of the serum will subside in a couple of hours.”

I could only nod weakly, succumbing to the sensation of the machine milking me. Cassius and Lilly shut the door behind me. And suddenly there I was, alone in this room, hooked up to the milking machine. Naked and deflowered. Naked except for…The necklace. The ruby necklace Trystan had given me. It lay on my chest, glinting, rising with my breath, quivering with each pump of the machine.

What have you done Lilly? What about Trystan?

Traitorous thoughts flickered in my mind, breaking through the sensation of the machine steadily draining me. Could Trystan ever offer me this? All he wanted was to treat me like a pampered princess. He could…He could never use me the way Master Cassius did. I watched as the suction elongated my nipples, coaxing streams of thick, heavy milk into the tubes. This is where I belonged. Not in a noble’s court. Not in Trystan’s arms.

Here. At Bullwood. At Master’s side.

Eventually, after hours that passed in pure bliss, I began to feel my breasts slowly returning to their normal size. I watched, wistful and exhausted, as the flow of cream tapered off and I lay on the table, spent.

The door to the room creaked open and Cassius Bullwood walked back in. Carefully, almost lovingly, he unhooked the suction cups.

“That’s more than a gallon…” He inspected the bucket attached to the machine. “You did great, my dear…” He said, patting my head. I beamed with a shameful pride.

“Thank you, Master... Lord Cassius.” I corrected myself. Calling him master came so…naturally.

"So, was it all you hoped for? Becoming a Bullwood cow for a day?" he asked, handing me off a pair of fresh clothes.

"It was incredible," I breathed, my mind reeling. "But...Trystan..." I trailed off, still conflicted.

“Oh, my dear, that’s why this transformation was only a temporary one.” He gestured towards my chest, now back to its regular size. “Who am I to stand in the way of young love…” He chuckled. “But if you ever want to experience this again, while I am still in Moloko, the doors to the Bullwood estate are always open.”

I left the estate, walking out into the streets of Ivory Row, filled with a new, twisted determination.


Chapter 6

Trystan - The Fall

I had not seen Helen since that cursed night in the Startled Duck.

She was supposed to meet me the next day. She never came. I went to her house, the usual warm glow from her window wasn’t there. I checked everywhere—the market, every damn tavern in the city, even that quiet little bookshop she used to love so much. Nothing. No one had seen her.

Finally, after five days, I confronted her father, deep in his drink at the local tavern as usual. That stupid drunk fool looked at me, his eyes glazed over in alcohol’s embrace.

"I know where she is, boy, but I ain’t tellin’. It’s for the best. And what are you to her, anyway? Look at ya! A street urchin? For my Helen? Helen Redford?" his drunken voice bellowed with pride as he said his family name. “She’s off to do something greater! Get out of here before I punch your teeth out!”

Bullshit. Had that stupid old fool sold her off to that Cassius Bullwood pervert? I could barely contain my anger.

Finally, on the last day of the week, an invitation arrived in my little rented room. A crisp envelope, pressed with that familiar wax. The King’s seal. The Bullwood Creamery Stamp. My name, written in elegant script. I hesitated before opening it, my fingers unsteady.

Bullwood Creamery’s Final Night in Moloko.

A grand celebration at the Startled Duck Tavern.

Your presence is requested. Midnight tonight.

Cassius Bullwood.

I read it twice, then a third time. My hands tightened around the letter until the edges crumpled.

Helen!

◆◆◆

I stood in front of the doors of the Startled Duck, took a deep breath, and knocked. The door simply opened. No password, nothing.

There he was. Holding the door for me, smiling like the Devil. Cassius Bullwood.

“Ah, Trystan, was it? I was so hoping you could join us, please, come in," the bastard gestured me inside. As I stepped into the tavern, I was shocked. I had been to some wild parties before, snuck into some noble banquets. They were all restrained affairs. But this… This was… My eyes widened as I struggled to take in the scene before me.

On all the tables and alcoves in the tavern, patrons—those rich bastards, those well-fed, perfumed nobles I had once thought untouchable—were all lost in sinful ecstasy.

Women, those buxom women from the other night… No, they were cows now—crawling on all fours, their swollen breasts hanging heavy. Udders leaked thick streams of milk onto the floor. They moaned in joy as they were groped, suckled, filled, their bodies shuddering under the weight of men and women using them freely, carelessly.

A nobleman reclined lazily on a plush settee, one hand swirling a goblet of milk, the other tangled in the hair of a cow bobbing between his legs.

Across the room, a trio of women—no, livestock now—were bent over the tavern’s bar, their plump bodies bouncing as three merchants took them from behind.

A noblewoman, still in her fine dress, knelt before a trembling hucow, her tongue lapping greedily at the milk flowing freely from the cow’s stiff, swollen nipples. The hucow mooed softly in satisfaction as if she would die without it.

The air was thick with heat, sweat, and the overpowering scent of sex and cream. Goblets clinked, men cheered—a symphony of moans and pleasure filling every space, every corner of this cursed place.

And despite the disgust clawing at my gut, despite the horror of it all, I couldn’t look away.

“What the hell is this?!” I turned to Cassius. “What kind of sick pervert are you! Where’s Helen?”

“Oh, my boy…She’ll join us soon… All in due time. You sit down, try to enjoy the festivities,” he flashed me a devilish smile. "There’s an empty seat over there," he said nonchalantly and gestured towards an empty table.

"Now if you'll excuse me, I have some matters to attend to..." he said, and disappeared into the tavern.

I sat down stiffly, my body rigid. The sounds of moans, wet suckling, and laughter filled my ears, but all I could hear was the frantic pounding of my own heart.

What kind of sick place is this?

A figure moved in my periphery, and before I could react, a buxom hucow crawled toward me. She seemed young, perhaps even younger than Helen. Her skin glistened, her massive, leaking breasts swayed with each movement. She gazed up at me, her eyes soft, inviting.

“Would you like to sample me, sir?” she purred, lifting one of her heavy, veiny udders eagerly.

I jerked back instinctively, bile rising in my throat. “No. No, I—” My voice came out hoarse, strangled. “Do you know where Helen is?”

The hucow blinked, tilting her head. "Helen?" She hesitated. "Oh, I know the name, that’s Master’s n…"

“My friends!” A voice echoed through the tavern, cutting her off. Cassius.

The room fell silent, every pair of eyes turning toward the stage where the bastard now stood, arms outstretched in a sickly warm smile.

“We hope you have enjoyed this taste of Bullwood we’ve brought to Moloko!” All around the tavern, ecstatic cheers echoed. “We have one final surprise for you before we depart. Truly a rare treat, indeed…” murmurs from the crowd, some still.

Then, Cassius locked eyes with me from across the room and said, “Helen, present.”

◆◆◆

The crowd erupted in raucous cheers as a figure crawled through the back room. My stomach lurched as I recognized her - my Helen, transformed. Her once-beautiful breasts were now grotesquely swollen, leaking milk onto the floor with each movement. She was nude except for…except for…

Is this some sick joke?

The necklace. The ruby necklace I had given her still hung around her neck, the ruby swaying gently in front of her enormous breasts as she crawled towards Cassius.

"Helen here was a maiden of House Redford!" Cassius explained as she kneeled next to him. "Truly a renowned house once, but fallen on hard times... But Bullwood never forgets its patrons! No, no. When Helen asked to become one of my hucows, I knew I couldn't simply deprive him of his only daughter... So I helped him secure a new marriage to a young fertile girl from a different noble house! He will be able to secure the Redford line!" Cassius bellowed out proudly. I felt sick. I had never seen my Helen nude, and here she was now, nude in front of dozens of strangers. Cassius continued:

"And that left little lovely Helen here free to submit to me fully just like she wanted!" He scratched her ear as he spoke. "Isn't that right, sweetie?"

"Yes, Master," my Helen replied as she nuzzled against that monster's arm.

"Now it's been less than a week since she took the Bullwood elixir and became a hucow... But her milk is already exceptional. Give them a taste, Helen," he commanded her, handing her a giant goblet.

I felt bile rising in my throat as I watched Helen—my Helen!—knead her swollen breasts. Thick streams of milk flowed into the goblet. She moaned softly as she coaxed the milk out of her engorged udder. Gods, I had never heard my Helen moan like that! I stood there, unable to do anything, my cock hardening shamefully at the sight.

After less than a minute, the massive goblet was already full.

"Truly exceptional milk already! It would be my greatest pleasure to share it with you all," Cassius said as he took the goblet from her hand and handed it to the nearest guest—a plump merchant sitting at the bar embracing another hucow. "Have a sip. Pass it around."

The cup traveled the room, passed from noble to merchant, each taking a slow, indulgent sip. Approving nods, murmurs of satisfaction, praise for the new cow's product.

I couldn't look away from Helen. She kneeled motionless beside Cassius, her breasts still heavy, still leaking faint dribbles of cream onto the floor. She wasn't even aware of me—only waiting for her next command.

The goblet reached me. The man beside me—lounging back, a hucow bobbing between his legs, her lips wrapped around his shaft—lifted the cup lazily to his lips and took a deep sip. He licked the remnants from his mouth, sighing contentedly as the hucow serviced him.

He turned to me, smirking as he extended the goblet. "Milk straight from a noble's teat," he chuckled, thrusting once into the girl's eager mouth. "Drink up, boy."

I hesitated. I shouldn't. I knew I shouldn't. But some sick, festering curiosity overtook me.

Trembling, teary-eyed, I drank.

Cassius raised his goblet, his voice smooth, triumphant. "Now, my friends, tonight is Helen's last night in Moloko." A ripple of disappointment passed through the room, but he simply smiled. "She will be leaving with me, to serve in the Bullwood Estate." He paused, then looked down at her, stroking her cheek. "But before she departs, she made a request." My stomach twisted.

"She told me she wished to say goodbye to this city... by servicing everyone here."

The room erupted in cheers. Cassius tilted Helen's chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Isn't that right, little cow?"

"Yes, Master. I want everyone here to use me freely," she didn't hesitate. "To milk me to their heart's content."

My world spun. This couldn't be happening. Not here, not like this. I had to stop it. I made my way to the middle of the tavern where Cassius and Helen stood.

"Helen! What have they done to you?" She turned to me, eyes soft, distant... content.

"Oh, Trystan," she sighed. "They've given me purpose."

"This isn't you! You don't have to—" I pleaded, teary-eyed.

"I've never been happier."

The words hit like a knife.

"Master Cassius freed me. He gave me purpose. And I love it," Helen said, looking at my hard cock shamefully straining through my trousers. "You like seeing me like this, don't you, Trystan?" She squeezed her breasts, milk trickling down her stomach.

The crowd laughed and jeered. "She's made her choice, boy. Now, if you don't mind... it's Helen's time to serve," Cassius smirked. "You're free to stay and watch."

I said nothing. Shame burned through me as I made my way back to my seat.

"Oh, one last thing before we begin, little cow," I heard Cassius say. "You are now a Bullwood girl. You need to wear a Bullwood girl's collar!"

"Yes, Master!" Helen beamed like a puppy that was just given a reward.

I watched as she tore the ruby necklace from her neck, tossing it to the ground like it was trash. Eagerly, proudly, she stuck out her neck as Cassius attached a leather collar with a cowbell and tightened it around her delicate neck.

"Much more fitting," Cassius nodded. "Well, I wouldn't want to delay the festivities further. Helen is yours tonight, beloved patrons. Show her Moloko's love."

◆◆◆

The crowd surged forward as Helen lowered herself to all fours, presenting her plump, milk-heavy body to be used. Everyone wanted a piece of the noble hucow. Numerous pairs of hands were on her, kneading her swollen breasts and drinking her milk, greedily exploring her pussy. Eventually, two men positioned themselves in front and behind her. Gleefully, the girl I loved devoured the man's cock, moaning as the one behind her pierced her ass and began pounding. Her huge, swollen breasts swung heavily with each thrust, spraying thick streams of milk onto the floor.

"Such a greedy little cow. I can't believe I'm balls deep in Lady Redford's mouth," the man in front groaned, rocking his hips into her welcoming mouth. "You love this, don't you, slut?"

Helen moaned around him, nodding as best she could, her voice a muffled, eager whimper.

"Mmm, she does," the one behind her laughed, gripping her hips and pounding harder. "Bet your little boyfriend never bred you like this!"

Helen moaned again, louder this time, her massive, swollen tits bouncing wildly, milk spraying with every deep, relentless thrust.

"Look at that," another voice chuckled from the crowd. "Fucking leaking like a common heifer. Thought noble girls were supposed to have some dignity."

"Not this one," the man using her mouth grunted, gripping her tighter, forcing himself deeper down her throat. "She's a good, obedient little cow now. Ain't that right, sweetheart?"

I couldn't look away. The first man finished inside her mouth, grunting as he held her still, forcing her to drink every drop. Obediently, my Helen drank it all. Another took his place immediately. The crowd around her was insatiable. They all wanted a taste of Helen. A taste of my Helen.

I stood there, my world shattered. I should have turned away. I should have left. Instead, I sat frozen, my cock aching, my stomach in knots, my fingers shaking as I reached into my vest. The small vial of Minotaur's Lust gleamed in the candlelight.

"This will turn you into an insatiable animal," the merchant's words echoed through my head.

I was saving it for Helen. For her "first time." Yet here she was—a quivering mess of cum and milk on the Tavern's floor, being taken by dozens of men. An insatiable animal.

If nothing matters… then I might as well lose myself too.

I pulled out the cork—and I drank.
 

◆◆◆

The Minotaur's Lust hit like a hammer to the skull. A roaring fire ignited in my veins, my cock, already shamefully erect, was now burning with pure animal lust.

I needed a woman. Now.

I glanced at Helen—already lost in a writhing mass of bodies, her mouth, her hands, all of her holes occupied. Five men were using her at once, ten more were waiting behind them.

I didn't care. Any woman would do.

I grabbed the nearest hucow—a pretty blue-eyed thing with massive breasts. Not that it mattered. Any hole would do. I bent her over the tavern table roughly, forcing myself inside her with a desperate, frenzied thrust.

"Thank you for using this hucow's flesh, sir!" she cried out. All the Bullwood girls were so well-trained. She cried out in bliss, pressing back against me, her massive, leaking breasts pressed upon the table as I pounded her. I came hard, groaning, almost knocking the table over. But the fire didn't die. My flesh throbbed, still painfully stiff. This was Minotaur's Lust.

I pushed myself off of the panting little cow I had just finished and darted around the room looking for another. Everyone was busy with Helen. They were all free.

I grabbed the nearest one. "Ride me!" I commanded. The creature, all soft curves and blonde hair, obeyed meekly, mounting me and moving skillfully. I groped her as she began moving, squeezing hard.

"Faster! You dumb cow, ride me faster!" I commanded maniacally as she moaned, struggling to grind against me. I squeezed again. Thick, sweet milk flooded my mouth, coated my lips, ran down my chin and over my chest. I let it spill onto my body, rubbing it into my skin, my hair, marking myself in it. I squeezed until I was drowning in her milk. Then with a final thrust, I emptied myself inside of her and quickly dismounted. I pushed her off me and got to my feet looking for the next one. I grabbed another, forcing her on me until I was done. And then another.

And another.

And another.

Time disappeared. I had lost myself, drowning in sweat and cream. I drank like a starved beast, let myself be consumed by the madness. I was rutting like an animal, hoping their moans would drown out Helen's.

Then, suddenly—mid thrust in... one of them, I noticed the silence. I blinked, panting, my body slick with milk and sweat. Morning light filtered through the cracks in the curtains. Everyone else must have left hours ago.

A hand tapped my shoulder. Cassius Bullwood.

"She's... available now," he said simply, his voice as composed as ever.

I turned. Helen lay on a stack of pillows in the middle of the tavern, her body soaked, her limbs were limp, her beautiful auburn hair matted, her collar with its cowbell gleaming in the low light.

Finally! Helen! My Helen.

Without a second thought, I closed the distance between us. Under the spell of the elixir I penetrated her without a moment’s hesitation. Her cunt slick and wet. I rutted inside, my cock drilling through her, through all the discarded seed, desperate to feel her. To make her feel me.

I moved wildly, desperately, groaning into her neck. That familiar smell of hers was gone. On her was the musk of other men.I growled, gripping her hips tighter, burying myself deeper, trying to erase it, trying to take her back. I kissed her flushed lips, the stench sticky with the scent of all the cocks she had taken earlier. Helen barely reacted her tongue lazily moving to meet mine.

Frustrated I reached for her udders. And squeezed them, trying to coax milk out of her nipples. A pathetic spurt came out. And then…Nothing. She was empty, drained of milk and filled with cum. Desperate, I just kept going, the Minotaur’s lust numbing the pain.

Maybe if I just moved hard enough, pounded hard enough…She would notice me. Come home. Love me again.

And then she opened her mouth. Oh, how I longed to hear her moan for me, to hear her say my name!

"Master, I'm tired. Are we going back to the ranch soon?" her voice was hazy, distant.

The words shattered me. I froze. My body turned cold, my stomach twisted.

I rolled off her, collapsing onto the tavern floor, the effects of Minotaur's Lust undone by a single utterance from my Helen. I lay there, catatonic, barely conscious of Cassius coming and picking her up, taking her away from me forever.


Chapter 7

Trystan -  The Diary

Entry 1

Helen left Moloko with the Bullwood Delegation the next day. Her dad says it was for the best. He says she insisted. I've been drinking a lot. The drink helps me forget. The Helen I loved is gone. She is a creature of the creamery now.

Entry 2

I got kicked out of the pub for getting in a fight again. Goddamn Murdoch just had to bring Helen up! Bastard didn't deserve a full mouth of teeth anyway. Besides, I can get cheaper liquor down the street. Fuck 'em.

Entry 3

It's been half a year since she left. I can't stand it anymore. I keep seeing her in my dreams. Her sweet smile. Her warm laugh. Her bosom. I don't care if she's chosen, I need to see her again. I curse myself every day for taking her to that cursed tavern. To that devil of a man. Cassius Bullwood.

Entry 4

I've decided. I found a carriage that will take me in the direction of Trovepond. Where Bullwood Creamery is. Once I get there? I don't know. There's no plan. I just have to see her again. To see my Helen. No. She's not my Helen anymore. Doesn't change anything. I'm hers.

Entry 5

I arrived at Bullwood, half expecting the guards to just arrest me at the spot as soon as I introduced myself. Or execute me. I would have welcomed either. Instead they made me wait. And I waited. "Master Cassius will see you now."

He's agreed to give me a job. I am to be a Bullwood farmhand. I asked him. Pleaded with him to see Helen. He said I would get to in due time. That's all the motivation I need. I am now a Bullwood ranch hand.

Entry 6

I've been working here for a month now. We wash and milk the girls... the cows in the morning. Then we bathe them. Massage them. I work the fields in the adjacent farms as well. I haven't seen Helen once. I'm starting to think that the bastard is doing this on purpose. I asked the other ranchers about her. "Helen, oh yeah. She's been on mansion duty for a while. Don't see her much. Shame, those tits were to die for. Loved washing her." I had to grit my teeth.

The rest of the ranchers love it here. There's hucows designated for free use.

"You should partake, Trystan! Alyna is so good."

"The new girl, Brenda. She's still so inexperienced but was designated as free use. It was her first time with more than one man yesterday, haha!"

"Eireen? She's still learning the ropes but what a beauty!"

"Cyntha? So young that one. You should try her out."

"You're a weird one Trystan. Why work at Bullwood and not partake in the fruit of your labor?"

I refuse. I am Helen's.

Entry 7

Cassius said I'm to report to Barn Eight tomorrow. That's strange. Never been assigned that before.


Chapter 8

Helen - The Reunion

I stretched with a soft sigh, feeling the delicious weight of my swollen udders, heavy and full, ready for milking. Around me, my sisters stirred, their own soft moos filling the warm barn. My lips curled into a lazy, satisfied smile.

I still felt Master Cassius’s touch, still ached from the pleasure of his private chambers. My body hummed with bliss, but there was something even better waiting for me.

"It’s your first breeding tomorrow, my sweet Helen," Master had whispered as he stroked my hair. "Get some good rest."

My skin tingled at the memory. My pussy clenched in anticipation. I couldn’t wait.

The barn door creaked open. My head lifted, my soft moan of greeting slipping out on instinct. Master Cassius stepped inside—and he wasn’t alone. My breath caught as my eyes locked onto the towering, muscular bull beside him.

Oh. Oh, please. Let him be mine. I want his calves!

My thighs pressed together, heat pooling deep in my belly. He was huge—even for a Bullwood Breeder—a coil of thick, bulging muscles, towering above even Master Cassius.

I barely noticed the other man trailing behind them. Something about him nagged at the back of my mind, but it didn’t matter. Not now.

My Master's voice pulled me back.

“Good morning, my little Helen,” he cooed, running a hand down my cheek. “Are you ready for your special day?”

“Yes, Master Cassius!” I nodded eagerly, my udders full and ready for milking. I was so ready.

He unlatched my pen and motioned for the man to walk inside. My legs trembled beneath me, slickness gathering between my thighs as the gorgeous mountain of muscle that was this bull stepped into my pen. His scent alone made me weak. I was in heat. So fertile. So willing.

“This is Bruno, Helen,” Master said, patting his massive arm. “He’s your designated breeder for today.”

I barely heard the shouts at first.

“Helen! It’s me!”

A sharp, desperate voice cut through the haze. I blinked, glancing past Master, past Bruno, my dazed, happy bliss flickering.

“Are you okay, Helen?!”

The strange man stared at me, frantic, desperate. I tilted my head, staring blankly at him.

Try…Trystan?

It was Trystan! That boy from Moloko. An eternity ago now. I ignored him, focusing instead on Bruno as he entered my pen. I began gently licking him, savoring the taste of his skin, the feel of his muscles, tracing the outline of his cock—the cock that would breed me.

Behind me, Trystan's voice rose again, this time directed at Master Cassius. "You sick pervert! Why did you call me here—to watch again?"

Master's calm reply drifted over. "No, my boy. You are also on breeding duty today. Carmine here."

I couldn't help but listen, even as I nuzzled against Bruno. Trystan's response was predictably dramatic. "I won't! I refuse!"

His outburst started to feel grating. I just wanted to enjoy Bruno's caresses in peace. Couldn't Trystan see how happy I was? How right this all felt? I was home. Bullwood was home.

Master Cassius spoke again, his voice stern now—more stern than I had heard him in a while. "Then you are free to leave the Creamery. But the contract you signed... And Helen here? She’s not going anywhere. Your only way to be close to her is to remain at Bullwood."

"F... Fine..." I heard Trystan sigh deeply after a short silence.

Finally! Peace and quiet! I mooed contentedly, pressing myself against Bruno's powerful body. This was where I belonged. This was my purpose.

I heard Master Cassius announce, "Then let's begin. And maybe we can make it more exciting. Carmine, get in Helen's pen. Both of you present in the breeding position."

Without hesitation, I obeyed, assuming the familiar stance—burying my head in the hay and thrusting my hips high in the air. My body buzzed with anticipation as I felt Carmine's warm body crawl next to mine.

I could sense Bruno's powerful presence behind me, rough hands caressing my fertile hips. I mooed softly, unable to contain my excitement. This was what I was made for—to be milked and bred. For Bullwood. Forever.

Trystan's anguished cry barely registered. "Helen, please! This isn't you!"

Oh, but it is, Trystan.

I was so naive to have ever thought that Trystan could make me happy. He was no Master Cassius, he was no Bruno. I almost felt sorry for Carmine, having that… boy as a breeder while I had Bruno.

I pecked her cheek reassuringly. “Don’t worry, I’m sure it will be great!”

Master Cassius' voice rang through the air again. "Trystan, my boy. It's time to prove your worth to the Bullwood farm. Prepare to mount."

I heard Trystan's shaky breathing, his reluctant footsteps. I almost felt a pang of pity, but mostly I just wanted him to hurry up so we could finally begin.

“Very well… Bulls! You may begin!” Master Cassius gave the command.

Almost immediately I felt a massive cock pierce me, filling me completely in one long thrust. No mistake about it. This was Bruno. His firm hands grasped my ass, holding me steady as he pounded into me with relentless force. I panted heavily, bucking my hips against him, desperate to devour every inch of him.

Beside me, I heard Carmine's soft moans start up. It seemed Trystan had finally overcome his hesitation. Good—Carmine deserved an enjoyable breeding too!

Bruno was merciless. His throbbing cock plunged inside me, stretching my pulsating walls, setting my nerves alight.

“Thank you, Master Cassius, for letting me be bred!” I mooed in ecstasy.

The barn filled with the sounds of our coupling—skin slapping against skin, breathless grunts and moans, the creaking of the pen under our vigorous activities. The musky scent of sex hung heavy in the air, intoxicating and primal.

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the fullness, in the sheer animalistic pleasure of finally being bred. This was heaven. This was where I belonged. My climax built rapidly as my body clenched around Bruno's massive cock. He continued pounding, showing no sign of stopping, prolonging my orgasm until I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

I was so lost in my own world of pleasure that the sudden silence from Carmine next to me barely registered through the haze of bliss.

Master Cassius' disappointed voice cut through the air. "Done already, Trystan? Very well, hoist her up. If your seed is as weak as your thrusts, it will need all the help it can get."

I felt a twinge of pity for Trystan, and most of all for Carmine. But that thought quickly evaporated—Bruno hit a particularly sensitive spot inside me. His hand came on my ass cheek hard, the pleasure and pain mixing, rippling and reverberating.

This was what mattered. This was my purpose.

I glanced up for a second, seeing Trystan hoist Carmine up on the harness inside her pen as instructed. My gaze met his for a second.

Why did he look so sad? Didn’t he want me to be happy? Didn’t he see how happy I was? I looked away again. I didn’t want anything distracting me from Bruno and the seed he was going to spill inside me.

I am Bullwood Property now. And I have never been happier.

END


Trained Together at the Hucow Ranch

A Milky Double Induction At Bullwood Creamery


Chapter 1

Annie– Salvation

The carriage jostled over rough dirt, the wheels creaking under the weight. Chaeiry clutched the folds of her gown, her breath shallow. "Anna, I’m still not sure about this..."

“Chaeiry, I told you… This is probably our best bet. It will be fine! If it wasn't for them, we would have been in the clutches of those bastards! Our luck is finally turning, Cher,” I tried to reassure Chaeiry, though doubt still lingered in the back of my mind. This was all a little too convenient. A little too perfect.

I took a good look at Chaeiry, seated across from me in the back of the carriage. Even with the dirt and exhaustion of our travels on her clothes and body, her innocent beauty shone through brightly. I hardly ever stopped to notice it.

She was two years younger than me, and we had grown up together. In my mind, she was still the little girl who trailed behind me through the fields of Brindleford, wide-eyed and clinging to my hand whenever trouble found us. She had always been delicate, fragile even, and I had made it my duty to shield her from every scraped knee, every cruel word, every hardship.

She might have grown into a real beauty, but she was still my little crybaby Chaeiry, the girl who would always hide behind me when the village boys teased her. My little Chaeiry. Even now, even after everything, she still clung to that innocence of hers, and I loved her for it.

“I hope you're right, Annie…” Chaeiry protested weakly. "Say, that place they're taking us to... Bullwood Creamery, was it? Do you think they have good food there? I'm starving," she grumbled. I couldn't help but chuckle. We were being carted off to a new life we knew nothing about, and here she was concerned about the food. Typical Chaeiry. I loved her for it.

"Yeah, it's called Bullwood Creamery, Chaeiry. And it is a creamery! I am expecting some good cheeses at least," I said, trying to sound nonchalant. Yet, a nagging doubt clung to the edges of my thoughts, refusing to dissipate.

"I could go for a big hot cup of milk right about now..." Chaeiry huffed.

I forced a smile, but my fingers tightened in my lap. This was all happening so quickly, so seamlessly. Too perfect. My mind drifted back, retracing the moments that had led us here, sitting in the back of this carriage, heading toward a future we knew nothing about.

◆◆◆

Brindleford, our home, had stood near the border with Minotaur territory. For years, we had heard the stories: Nearby settlements being wiped out, the Kingdom of Lactia losing ground with each attack.  Battalions stopped at our taverns, telling us that we should move towards the heart of the Kingdom. Towards safety. But our parents had refused. It was what we had known, after all. Brindleford, with its pretty windmills and the lazy river winding through it, had been home.

And for a time, we had fooled ourselves into believing it always would be.

Then, the minotaurs struck.

I was with Chaeiry downriver, where we were washing the clothes and linen. We heard the muffled screams and guttural roars through the thick foliage. Then, smoke began to rise. I took Chaeiry, and we hid in a small cave by the river. We sat there, cuddled like children, Chaeiry hugging my skirts, terrified. Night fell. Eventually, the screams finally subsided. The next morning, we finally headed to the village.

Everything we had ever known was gone.

Blackened husks of houses smoldered, their charred frames standing like skeletal remains. Mangled bodies lay useless in the shallows of the river.

Chaeiry had collapsed to her knees in the middle of the square, her body shaking with sobs. "Mom and Dad..." Her voice cracked, barely a whisper. Then she began sobbing uncontrollably, no more than a helpless little girl.

She was right. They were gone. Everything was gone.

But I had to be strong. For Chaeiry. We gathered what supplies we could scrounge from the smoldering ruins and left. I had no direction in mind, no plan. Just head towards the city. Deeper into the Kingdom's territory. To safety.

We walked for days, avoiding main roads, ducking at the sound of distant hooves, prey hiding from predators. At night, Chaeiry sobbed into her bedroll, trying to muffle the sound so I wouldn’t hear. She needed a rest. A proper break.

On the sixth day, I decided to take a risk. We had been avoiding the main roads, sticking to the woods and back trails to stay out of sight, but Chaeiry was wilting before my eyes. Her steps had become sluggish, her face pale, and I knew she couldn’t keep going like this much longer. Just for a little while, I told myself, we would walk where the road was smoother, where the journey wouldn’t be as harsh on her.

That was when we came across the roadside inn.

I knew, the moment we stepped inside, that we had made a mistake. The air was thick with sweat and stale ale, the dim candlelight flickering over faces that reeked of danger. Highwaymen. Deserters. Drifters who had long forgotten the weight of law and order.

All eyes turned to us—two young girls, vulnerable, exposed. My stomach twisted, but I kept my chin high.

“Annie, I don’t like the look of this place...” Chaeiry whispered, pressing close to me.

“Just for a bit, Cher. Just to rest.” I forced a smile, though my hands were already clenching.

A shadow fell over our table.

“And what are two pretty young things doing traveling here all alone?”

The man reeked of unwashed skin and cheap whiskey. A jagged scar ran from his temple down to his chin, but worse was his arm—or rather, the rusted iron hook where his hand should have been. His grin showed teeth stained with rot, his breath warm and putrid as he leaned closer. His two companions, burly and leering, flanked him.

“You're damn close to Minotaur Country, ya know,” he mused, his hook tapping against the wooden table. “Two pretty things like that... You'd end up in their breeding pits. Seems to me like you need protection... But we'd need to figure out some payment…” The hook slid upward, catching on the neckline of Chaeiry’s dress, pulling it slightly downward.

My blood ran cold.

“Stop it!” I slapped his arm away. “C’mon, Chaeiry, we are leaving!” I grabbed her wrist, tugging her toward the exit.

“You’re not going anywhere, you wenches!” The hook-hand man snarled, seizing me by the arm and shoving me back down. Chaeiry yelped as his men grabbed at her, forcing her back down on the wooden chair roughly.

And then—

Blam!

A fist, clean and swift, connected with the side of the hook-handed man’s jaw. The impact sent him sprawling into a table, tankards, and plates clattering to the floor. Chaos erupted.

The room filled with the sounds of breaking furniture, grunts of pain, and bodies hitting the ground. I ran to Chaeiry and hugged her to shield her from it.

In less than a minute, silence again.

Chaeiry was sobbing. I stood there, heart hammering in my chest, staring at the man who had saved us.

Gods, he was handsome. He was built like a bull, a mountain of muscle, yet there was a grace in the way he carried himself, a discipline that held back the primal strength his whole body was built to hold. My cheeks burned before I could stop them, an unfamiliar heat creeping up my neck.

He studied us for a moment before speaking, his voice calm but firm. "Are you girls okay?"

I straightened, keeping my grip on Chaeiry’s arm. "Yes, thank you. We’ll be on our way."

His gaze didn’t waver. "Do you have a place to go?"

I hesitated. I shouldn’t have, but the words slipped out before I could stop them. "No."

He nodded as if he had expected that answer. "Then come with us. My name is Vartek. I work for Bullwood Creamery. We’re always looking for new... talent to join the ranch. You’ll be safe there. Protected. Cared for." He reached out a hand, inviting me to stand.

But what choice did we have?

There was something compelling about him, something steady in his gaze that made it feel as though, just maybe, we wouldn’t have to keep running forever. I hesitated, glancing at Chaeiry, her face buried in my shoulder, her body trembling from exhaustion and fear. Could I really refuse?

Cautiously, I had taken his hand.

◆◆◆

And now here we were. The carriage had been traveling for about a week. At night, I had tried to talk to Vartek to learn more about this mysterious "Bullwood Creamery" that he was taking us to. But he was not a man of many words. Chaeiry, at least, was doing a little better. The carriage ride gave her a chance to rest, to recover a bit, and become her old self again. And now here she was, wondering what kind of food we'd have for dinner.

Just then, the carriage came to a stop. "We've arrived," I heard Vartek announce from the back. Cautiously, Chaeiry and I got out of the carriage.


Chapter 2

Chaeiry  – Arrival

The moment Annie and I stepped out of the carriage, the sight before us stole my breath.

“Annie, I thought we were coming to a ranch…” I murmured, staring up at the towering gates. This wasn’t a ranch. It was a fortress. Tall white-stone walls stretched endlessly in either direction and before us loomed a massive wooden gate, imposing and unyielding. At the top of the gate, there was a crest -A bull’s head, regal and imposing, its horns curving to frame a lone star in the sky. Below the crest, the words:

Bullwood Creamery Operating by Royal Decree of His Majesty the King of Lactia

Vartek and his men had already dismounted, their boots crunching against the gravel as they approached the towering gates. Standing firm, he raised his voice with practiced authority.

“Vartek’s party, returning from the northern milk trade! I bring two prospective inductees. May milk flow eternal!” His voice rang with the disciplined cadence of a soldier.

Inductees? Was he talking about me and Annie?

I looked at her, my Annie, for some reassurance. For courage. She was everything I wasn't- strong, determined. I was so hopeless without her. My big sister in all but blood. I had relied on her for everything since the Minotaurs took our village. Finally, now, I saw the exhaustion etched into Annie's face. I felt a pang of guilt. She had held so strong for me through all this hardship. I wanted to be strong for her in return.

After a short pause, the heavy wooden gates fanned open. A man was waiting. He stood with effortless grace, his posture straight and commanding. He was older, yet time had only sharpened his presence. Dressed in a dark cloak trimmed with gold, he looked like a king, not a rancher! Behind him, the estate sprawled endlessly. It was far larger than our village had ever been, with barns and smaller buildings dotting the vast fields. In the distance, a grand manor stood atop a gentle rise.

Not a ranch. Not a castle. A kingdom.

““Vartek, my boy! Welcome back! I trust the trade went well. Apologies for the delay—I had to deal with Alisha. That one needed some discipline. She’s been sneaking sips of her own milk, and now we’re down on quotas. Looks like I’ll have to keep her hooked up overnight to make up for it,” Cassius said with an easy smile.

“Master Cassius! Always an honor to return,” Vartek said, straightening.

Cassius’s gaze flicked past Vartek, finally settling on me and Annie. “And these?”

“These two, sir!” He motioned at me and Annie, still standing there in uncertainty. “Survivors from Brindleford. We met them in an inn and they agreed to come with us to Bullwood!" Vartek explained.

His gaze ran up and down my body, slow and deliberate, lingering just long enough to make my skin prickle. It was an appraisal, one that made my breath hitch in my throat. Then, his eyes shifted to Annie, raking over her with the same intensity. Finally, he settled into a massive smile, his sharp eyes fixed on the two of us.

“Oh, where are my manners? Welcome, girls! I am Cassius Bullwood. Master of Bullwood Creamery! And who might you two be?”

I almost took a step back, instinctively seeking the comfort of Annie's presence.

No, I have to be strong.

I couldn't keep depending on Annie for everything. Swallowing the lump in my throat, I straightened my shoulders and met his gaze head-on.

“I’m Chaeiry, and this is Annie! I am eighteen and Annie is twenty! We are both capable of work...sir!” I blurted out before Annie could even open her mouth. She looked at me, surprised.

“Pleasure to make your acquaintance, Chaeiry and Annie! And my condolences on your loss. You’ve suffered much hardship. I can promise you that at Bullwood Creamery, you’ll never suffer again.” he said with the warmth of a parent.

And then he turned to Vartek. “Excellent job finding these two. I will need to conduct examinations, but they seem like a fine addition to the herd.” His tone was firm, leaving no room for argument. "Wash them and prepare them for inspection. I will prepare the serums in the induction laboratory. Bring them to me when they are ready."

“What?” Annie protested next to me. “We’re more than capable of washing ourselves!”

“Oh, but girls, I want you to get used to the process as soon as possible,” Cassius smirked. "At Bullwood, we take care of our stock. I will see you soon. Boys, if you will."

The man urged us forward.

“What!? Where are you taking us!” Annie protested next to me. Was this place, not the sanctuary we were promised? Panic and doubt crept in. I wanted to run, to cling to Annie until she made it all better. But I had to be strong for her. It was my turn to reassure her.

“C’mon, Annie. We can use a bath. We’ve been on the road for weeks now…I’m sure it will be fine.”

“Cher…” she looked at me, surprised. Unsure how to answer. Then silently she followed the men, still clutching my hand tightly. But I could feel her shivering slightly.

Vartek and the men led us through the fields, ushering us inside a grand stone building with a sign above the entrance that read BULLWOOD CREAMERY BATHING FACILITY. Inside, the room was warm and mist-filled, the air thick with the scent of cleansing oils. A sprawling natural hot bath stretched across the chamber, its surface rippling with inviting heat. My body ached from the journey, and the thought of sinking into the water, of washing away the grime of the road, was nearly overwhelming.

“No time for leisure," Vartek said as if reading my mind. "The process must begin immediately. Strip,” Vartek commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

“We are more than capable of handling ourselves!” Annie shot back, her voice tense with defiance.

“You belong to Bullwood Creamery now. Ensuring your cleanliness is our responsibility,” Vartek replied smoothly as if stating an unshakable truth.

Annie’s face twisted in outrage. "What’s the meaning of this? You promised us work!"

"We promised you purpose and safety. And we will deliver on both." Vartek replied, his expression unwavering.

Annie grabbed my hand. "Let’s go, Chaeiry. We’ll figure something out."

I hesitated, my heart pounding. "Annie, I want to stay. I’m tired of running. Let’s just be brave. They’ve fed us and protected us on the journey here. They don’t mean us harm."

Annie stared at me, uncertainty flashing in her eyes. She hesitated, gripping my hand tighter. But after a moment, she exhaled sharply and gave a small nod.

Slowly, reluctantly, we undressed. My hands trembled as I pulled at the fabric, my cheeks burning with humiliation. The weight of their stares made my skin prickle, every exposed inch feeling unbearably vulnerable. I kept my eyes down, unable to meet Annie’s gaze, afraid of what I might see there.

And there we stood, naked and vulnerable, at the mercy of our once saviors.

"Against the wall, asses out." Vartek barked a command.

They began by washing our hair and scrubbing at our scalps with rough, practiced motions. At first, the warmth of the water was almost comforting after so long on the road, but then the brushes came. Hard-bristled, stiff, and unyielding, they dragged across my skin without care, working up a thick lather as if I were nothing more than a beast being prepped for auction. My breath caught in my throat as I glanced at Annie beside me, her body rigid, her jaw clenched. They weren’t bathing us. They were cleaning us like cattle.

"Turn around. Sit. Spread your legs." Vartek barked his next command.

Trembling, I obeyed. The moment the bare skin of my buttocks met the cold, damp floor, hands were on me-  firm and efficient, moving me like I was nothing more than an object to be positioned. My thighs were pried apart with an ease that made it clear that any resistance would be futile. Next to me, I saw Annie assume the same position, her jaw clenched tight in defiance.

Just be brave, Chaeiry! For Annie.

I blushed fiercely. I had never even kissed a boy, and now I was utterly exposed, my most private place treated like a commodity being examined. A gloved hand pressed between my legs, fingers parting my folds clinically, impersonally. I barely had time to register the foreign sensation before pressure followed—a slow, probing intrusion, methodical, indifferent. I flinched, my breath hitching as I felt a dull pain as it gently pushed against something deep inside me. Unable to process it, unable to protest, I simply let out a soft moan. Heat flooded my face.

"Virgin," the examiner noted flatly. "Tight. Good breast development as well. She'll take well to the elixir. Master Cassius will be pleased."

I forced my eyes open, refusing to let the humiliation consume me—only to find Annie staring, her expression torn between fury and helplessness. I wanted to say something. To reassure her. But my voice was gone.

“I’m so sorry, Chaeiry,” Annie whispered next to me. "I never meant for..." she strained as another examiner repeated the same procedure for her.

"This one isn't. Still. Good figure and she seems fertile. Breasts are exceptional. Overall good intake. Nice find, Vartek." he declared.

A final blast of cold water shocked my senses as they hosed us down with buckets. Stripping the soaps and oils away, leaving only the shame. A towel was thrust into my hands, rough and practical, a silent command to dry myself quickly.

I looked at Annie. She stood stiff, her fingers curled so tightly around her towel I thought it might rip. She wasn’t just worried—she was afraid. For me. I couldn’t let her feel that way. I had to be strong. I had to show her I was okay.
It felt wrong on my face, stiff and shaky. But I held it, lifting my chin as if nothing had happened, as if this was all normal. Her lips parted slightly, her eyes searching my face for something real. For a moment, I thought she might believe me.

"Now, follow me to the induction facility. Master Cassius is waiting. Time for your transformation." Vartek commanded.


Chapter 4

Annie – Preparation

She… She smiled at me?

Chaeiry smiled at me?

After that!?

All I wanted was to keep her safe. And there we were, in that bathhouse. Being handled like cattle. That man, he... he put a finger inside me. And what was that about taking well to the elixir? I wanted to run. To grab Chaeiry and flee toward the gates. We'd find a city, we'd make a living somehow... But I knew it was futile.

Vartek stopped in front of a smaller building and motioned us inside.

Two examination tables, clad in leather, were lined up next to each other. The rest of the room was cluttered with cupboards holding various vials and imposing devices. I shuddered. Chaeiry's grip on my hand tightened.

And there he was. Cassius Bullwood. Composed. Regal.

"Ah, ladies. I trust you enjoyed your bath," he said, his voice smooth, dripping with control. "Vartek, I will handle the induction myself. Go attend to the cows. Barn Six can use an extra hand with the milking machines."

"Yes, Master Cassius." Vartek nodded curtly and disappeared, closing the door behind him. Leaving us alone.

With him.

"Now, girls. Before we begin, perhaps a short explanation is in order."

"You're damn right!" I nearly exploded. "What the hell was that?! Your goon, he... he violated me. And Chaeiry!"

"Ahh... the washing, yes. You'll find it gets quite enjoyable as time goes on," he said delicately.

"What's the meaning of this?!" I shouted. Chaeiry just stood there.

"You see, girls, you were fortunate enough to stumble into Bullwood Creamery—the King's Royal Creamery." He closed the distance between us as he spoke, his eyes locked onto Chaeiry's body with predatory hunger.

"I, Cassius Bullwood, take great pride in my product. And of course..." his fingers brushed my breast gently, sending shivers down my spine, "our stock."

He continued, "You are to become Bullwood girls. Your bodies will be transformed to serve a greater purpose. Every need of yours will be tended to, and your life will be one of complete bliss. This, I can promise you. You are..." he grabbed Chaeiry's hips as if measuring them with his touch, "...prime stock in the making."

"We refuse!" I snapped immediately.

"And you are free to do so! None of my cows were forced to be here. Just say the word, and we will open the gates for you, and you will be free to leave..."

Well, this was easier than I expected.

"Well then, we ref—" I began.

"But Annie, what if we... What if we stay?" Chaeiry’s voice was soft, hesitant.

I looked at her, incredulous. "What are you saying, Chaeiry? After how they handled you? I can't let them do that—"

"I'm tired of being a burden to you, Annie! I want to be strong for you. I don’t want to hold you back anymore!"

"Chaeiry, you're not a—"

"You can leave, Annie. I'm staying. I'll be safer here. And I won't hold you back. Master Cassius, I accept. I will become a Bullwood girl." She said it with such conviction.

Cassius merely watched the scene unfold, calm and patient.

"Excellent choice, Chaeiry. Now, if you would, get on the table.Strip first, my dear"

And just like that, she let go of my hand. Trembling, she disrobed, her body, young, beautiful, and oh so fragile, laid bare. Resolute, she crawled onto the leather examination table. My world shattered. My innocent little Chaeiry had made her choice.

"Now, Anna, I can have Vartek open the front gate for you and return your belongings," Cassius said, “There’s a village some two days walk from here, Trovepond. There’s little in the way of work there but you’ll be safe.”

"I am staying too!" I blurted out. I wanted to leave. I really did. But I couldn't leave Chaeiry alone.

Cassius's grin widened. "If that is your choice?

“It..it is. I am staying with Chaeiry!” I said, resolute.

“Very well then. The same instructions. Strip and get on the table next to your friend.” Cassius commanded.

Trembling, I disrobed as well. I felt Cassius’s gaze crawl over my body, drinking me in, examining every curve of my body. The cold leather of the table sent prickles down my skin. I looked over at Chaeiry on the table beside me. She looked back at me. There was a strength, a resolution in her eyes that seemed to say, I want this, Annie. I am finally being brave for you.

It was too late to turn back now.

◆◆◆

Cassius stepped between us, his gloved fingers brushing against vials filled with glowing orange liquid. "Now, the Bullwood transformation is a very efficient process. You will be administered two alchemical concoctions. The first will make you more... sensitive, shall we say. Once we ramp up that sensitivity, I will inject you with the Bullwood formula. That will ensure you are always producing our product."

Cassius injected Chaeiry first, then me. The liquid coursed through my veins, spreading warmth at first—harmless, almost pleasant. But then, the sensation shifted. A slow, creeping burn coiled through my limbs, not painful but overwhelming, igniting every nerve in my body.

I turned my head toward Chaeiry, watching as her lips parted in a soft gasp, her fingers gripping the table's edge. She was feeling it too.

"Excellent response from both of you," Cassius murmured, observing us like prized cattle.

That’s what we are to him. Cattle.

"But there's only one way to make sure... Let's see how you respond to physical stimuli."

Suddenly, he swooped down over Chaeiry. I lay there, watching in horror. Poor little Chaeiry—he just stole her first kiss. But what I saw next shocked me.

Chaeiry reached out and dug her fingers into his hair, hungrily returning the kiss.

They stood there, locked in that embrace, as I watched—my own juices shamefully pooling between my legs, dribbling onto the leather table.

Finally, he disconnected.

"You are truly ready, my dear," he said to Chaeiry, then turned to me. "I haven't forgotten about you, my dear. I got Vartek's report. You are experienced. You get this."

He reached for one of the cupboards and produced a device—brass in color, long and imposing, tapering off into an engraving of a bull's head.

"Another one of Alaric's inventions. Some cows get so insatiable when they're in heat, that even our bulls can't keep up. For those occasions, we have...the Rut stick" He brought the device close to his mouth and whispered a word in an ancient language I did not understand.

The device came to life, hovering in the air. It flew towards me. Instinctively, I clenched my legs shut but it insistently pushed against the brass surprisingly warm against my skin.

“Now, now, my dear. No need to resist. Embrace it. You will find the Rut Stick…more than competent.” Cassius purred.

I couldn’t deny the aphrodisiac coursing through my veins. I wanted to be touched, to be filled. Cautiously, I spread my legs. Immediately, like a wild animal, the Rut Stick found my entrance and entered me without notice. Mercilessly, it started pounding my pussy, each thrust more powerful than the last—propelled not by the muscle of a man but by ancient enchantments.

Through the haze of my ecstasy, I saw Cassius finally pull away from Chaeiry, his tongue flicking over his lips, savoring her like a fine delicacy. He regarded us both, his gaze heavy with satisfaction.

"You are exquisite, my dear," he murmured, his fingers grazing Chaeiry's flushed cheek. All innocence was gone from her beautiful face."You will make an exceptional hucow. A true prize. Before we begin the transformation, allow me the honor of truly tasting you. As you are now. Untouched."

Through the haze of my ecstasy, I watched as Cassius knelt before the table where Chaeiry lay, his face disappearing between her thighs. Her moan was immediate and primal.

“Oh, Gods…Annie.” she said, each word a stammer, “he’s…he’s licking my…Oh Gods, it feels so good. Her hands reached out to grab his head, her hips bucking against his head. The Rut rod was going in and out of me, the pace now impossible, inhuman.

“Oh Gods, Annie this is divine…I’m…” she stuttered and then her soft voice exploded into an ear-shattering moan as she quivered uncontrollably.

Cassius stood up, his head still disheveled from Chaeiry’s wanton embrace, his face slick with her juices. He produced an elegant handkerchief from his pocket, wiped his face, and adjusted his hair.

“Excellent, my dear. The taste of an unspoiled girl. Truly a rare treat. Thank you. You will make an excellent hucow” he said, gently patting her head. Chaeiry’s expression glazed over in bliss, her hair messy, her face slick with sweat. I barely registered the scene, my body still trembling, the magical device still going in and out of my slick hole, stretching me, filling me.

He smirked. "Speaking of hucows... it's time we commence the final part of your transformation!"


Chapter 5

Chaeiry - Transformation

I lay on the leather examination table, trembling, my body slick with sweat.

All I had wanted was to be brave for Annie. To stop causing her trouble. For us to finally stop running. To settle down somewhere. But how did it come to this?

Whatever was in the elixir Cassius Bullwood had injected me with was driving me mad. I just wanted to be touched, to have someone press against me…fill…me.

“Oh, gods…!” I heard Annie scream. I glanced over at her. The device was still flying in and out of her mercilessly.

Was she in pain?

She was screaming so loudly…No, she took the elixir too. And how that Elixir had changed me! Every nerve felt alive, hyper-aware. I couldn't stop thinking about Cassius’s lips on my skin. My very first kiss. And then he kissed me…down there...I just wanted to be filled, I wanted his tongue on me again. I'd never felt anything so intensely pleasurable in my life.

No, Annie wasn’t in pain. She was experiencing the same joy I was. A slow, knowing smile curled on my lips.

After what seemed like an eternity of rummaging through cupboards Cassius approached again, holding another vial filled with shimmering liquid. "And this!" he announced proudly, "Now this is Bullwood's pride. Bullwood's secret formula. Just one prick of this and you'll become the perfect hucows."

Hucows? He had mentioned that word before…What’s a hucow? It didn’t matter. If it meant I got to experience more pleasure. His tongue on my…on my…pussy again…I wanted - no, needed - him to do it again. "Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

“Very well, my little one! You’ll go first!” He smiled knowingly and brought the needle to my arm. There was a small pinch as he injected the murky white liquid into my veins. For a moment, nothing happened. Then I felt a strange tingling in my chest. A warmth expanding, making my breath heavy.

I glanced down and gasped. My breasts were... growing? Swelling larger by the second. They expanded, growing heavier with each moment, my pink nipples rising with them, erect.

“What’s…what’s happening Master Cassius?” I whimpered.

“You are becoming what you were meant to be, my dear. Cattle. My cattle,” he whispered lovingly as he stroked my face, his touch both possessive and reverent. Then, with steady hands, he injected Annie as well. Slowly, I saw Annie's chest begin to expand as well.

In the back of my mind, panic built- my body was transforming in front of me. This man, this strange man, had just called me his cattle. I should be afraid. But as I lay on the operating table, my chest expanding, all I wanted was for him to continue. To touch me again. To use me.

Let me be his cattle.

"Excellent, excellent!" Cassius exclaimed, his voice thick with satisfaction. "The serum is working so fast!" He positioned himself between our tables, his hands reaching out to knead our swollen breasts. Finally, he was touching me again. His hand moved slowly, deliberately, massaging my swelling teat, as if to speed up the expansion himself. I couldn't help but moan loudly, my back arching off the table.

"You're both expanding so rapidly," he murmured, his eyes gleaming with pride. "Very soon we should see... Ah! There it is." His gaze fixed on my chest, and I followed it to see a glistening bead of creamy white liquid forming on my nipple.

"Milk? But I am not...I haven't even had..." I whimpered, confused. Annie's breasts, now much larger and still expanding also began leaking steadily under the pressure of Master Cassius Bullwood's deft touch. Suddenly, I became acutely aware of the swelling inside me, the milk filling my breasts.

"Ah...my sweet. That's the beauty of the Bullwood elixir. You will be forever producing. Your milk will be everflowing." He said as he swooped down, latching onto my nipple and suckling deeply. I could feel the liquid flowing through me with each of his pulls. He suckled greedily, the milk building up inside me directly sucked into his throat with each pull. The sensation was overwhelming—intimate, primal, like I was truly fulfilling my purpose. My body tingled with pleasure, each pull sending a ripple of heat through me. Whatever I had become, whatever a "hucow" was, I never wanted it to end. Finally, Cassius disconnected, a bit of my milk still dribbling down his chin.

"Forgive me, my dear. A virgin milk truly is exceptional, I got a little carried away," His eyes gleamed with wicked delight as he turned towards Annie. "But I want to sample your friend. What do you say? Care to join me?"

To taste my dear Annie? To give her this pleasure that was just given to me? How could I say no? Eagerly, I stood up, my new body feeling heavy and full. Annie's eyes widened in shock. "Chaeiry, what are you-" she began to protest, but I quickly moved to her side.

"It's ok, it's ok," I murmured soothingly, bending down to her swollen breasts. They were enormous now, more like udders than human breasts. Without hesitation, I latched onto one nipple and began to suckle. Cassius positioned himself on the other side of the table and began suckling.

Following his lead, I latched on to my best friend. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth. The taste was intoxicating, unlike anything I'd ever experienced. There was so much of it, that I could barely keep up. Rivulets of milk dribbled down my chin as I drank greedily.

Pulling away for a moment, I looked at Annie- her face flushed in confusion and arousal. "You taste amazing Annie," I whispered to her gently, "Here, try mine too", I said bringing one of my engorged breasts to her mouth. Annie, sweet Annie, she hesitated for a second before latching on to my puffy pink nipple. Her tongue was gentle, unsure at first, flicking my nipple, unsure how to coax the milk. I shivered at the sensation.

"Drink my milk, Annie. Suck harder. It's ok. I can take it." I said gently. I felt her pull, cautiously at first. And then she latched on properly, my cream flooding her mouth.

"That's it, pull harder..." I urged her on. The device, the rut rod was still going in and out of her as she stood there, lost in this Bliss, Cassius suckling on her while she drank my cream.

Finally, he disconnected from Annie. He patted me on the head. "You're a good friend," he praised. "And you are turning into a wonderful cow. Are you ready for your final reward, little Chaeiry?"

My final reward? Was there greater bliss than this?

"Yes, Master!" I said eagerly, without a moment's hesitation.

"Good girl. Now get back on your table and lay on your back," he commanded.

Obediently I pulled my nipple away from Annie and crawled back on the leather table, milk still dripping from my nipples onto my engorged udders.  Cassius turned to Annie, a writhing mess at the mercy of the magic rod that had been pummeling her mercilessly without stopping. He uttered a word in some ancient mystical language and the device finally stopped its relentless assault. It floated gently back into Cassius's outstretched hand, slick and dripping in Annie's juices.

"You. Come here. I want you to support your friend. It will be her first time, after all." he said to Annie.

Weakly, she got on her feet, still trembling, her body slick with her milk and mine, her thighs glistening from her sweat and her own juices.  She kneeled next to me, grasping my hand tightly. I gave her a resolute nod.

"Just be strong, Chaeiry..." she whispered to me.

Master Cassius stood loomed over my table, proud and imposing.

"Tell me dear, have you ever seen one," he asked gently unfastening his trousers.

"Just...Just the boys by the river..." I whimpered. As his cock was finally freed from his trousers, I gasped. It was nothing like the boys by the river—this was something else entirely. Thick, veiny, its sheer size imposing, the weight of it alone making my breath hitch. Would it really fit? My mind screamed uncertainty, but my body… my body ached with need.

"As a Bullwood cow, you will take many men. You will be bred and carry their seed in your fertile young body. But never forget that this is the cock you belong to. This is the cock every Bullwood Cow serves. Is that clear?" 
I nodded, swallowing hard. Despite my eagerness, a flicker of fear gripped me. "Annie, stay close to me," I pleaded clutching her hand even harder.

"Well my dear," Cassius purred, "time to make you my property truly and fully." He positioned himself between my thighs, the tip of his cock brushing against my entrance.
I swallowed hard, my voice barely a whisper. "Yes, Master."
With one powerful thrust, he entered me, tearing through my maidenhood. His girth felt overwhelming at first, filling me completely- pain and pleasure intertwined as my body struggled to accommodate him. I screamed, squeezing Annie's hand.

"You're doing great, Cher." I heard Annie reassure me through the haze.

I gasped as Cassius began to move in earnest, his hips bucking against mine. The pain slowly gave way to pleasure. I feebly rocked my hips back and forth in an attempt to match his primal rhythm. His hands grasped my thighs even harder, as if to deny me even that little agency as his rhythm grew even more violent. Waves of mind-bending pleasure washed over me. I squealed like an animal with each thrust.

"Such a good little hucow." he grunted, rutting in and out of me, "So tight, yet so eager. I can tell you're going to be incredibly fertile.

Instinctively, I latched onto Annie's swollen breast, suckling greedily, her milk, her essence giving me the strength to endure Master's merciless assault.

"A cow that has a taste for the product," Cassius remarked approvingly. "You're truly excellent, my dear."

Annie stroked my hair, concern in her eyes. "Are you okay?" she whispered.

I pulled away from her breast long enough to reply, "I've never felt better in my life." And it was true - every nerve ending was on fire with bliss.

Suddenly, my body convulsed as an intense orgasm ripped through me. My pussy clenched around Cassius's cock, my thighs bucking wildly, my legs locking around him, desperate to keep every inch of him inside.

"Yes, Master. Fuck your cow. Fuck your little milky cow!" I screamed, my face smeared in Annie's milk. His thrusts grew slower, more intense as if savoring my insides, the caress of my walls. Then finally, he withdrew, his cock glistening with my juices.

"You truly are excellent. But I want to sample your friend too." he whispered to me gently, " Annie, on your knees. Open your mouth wide." he barked the order at Annie, excitement dripping from his voice. Obediently, Annie got on the floor. I watched as he thrust into her mouth, poor little Annie, gagging and sputtering around his monstrous girth. He grabbed her head and forced himself down her throat, his hips moving as wildly as they were when he was fucking me a few moments earlier.

Annie stood there, taking it, struggling for breath dripping milk onto the floor, her hand between her thighs desperately rubbing herself. After a few minutes, Cassius let out a satisfied groan. He took out his still throbbing cock from her puckered lips and with a final groan exploded on her udders, already slick with milk and sweat, coating them white.

"Clean it up," Cassius commanded, gesturing at the mess on Annie's chest.

Eagerly, I leaned forward to obey my master's orders as I started lapping up my Master's seed from my best friend's tits. The taste of him, rich and intoxicating, mixed with Annie's sweet milk- I couldn't get enough. I licked every single last drop clean.

Cassius, already dressed, watched us both with a proud grin. "You two truly are exceptional," he remarked, his voice thick with dark pleasure.

He summoned Vartek.

"Put them in the same pen," Cassius ordered. "Look at them, they're inseparable. Oh, and the serum worked better than expected, they're already producing at full force- we need to get them hooked up to the milking machines immediately."

"Understood, sir," Vartek replied with a curt nod.

Cassius paused, then added with a wicked grin, "Oh, and Vartek. Add them to the breeding roster right away. Schedule them for tomorrow. We should have two prime bulls available."

Milking Machines? Breeding Roster? Very little of this made sense. But as I stood on the laboratory floor licking Annie's naked body I realized one thing. I belonged to Bullwood now. I belonged to him. And I wanted all of it.


Chapter 6

Annie - Milking

Vartek led us across the sprawling estate grounds.

"Oh and girls. You are hucows now. You will not be walking anymore unless instructed to. Get on all fours."

That was Master Cassius's final command to us as Vartek led us out of the laboratory. So obediently, me and Chaeiry got on all fours and crawled after Vartek. What had I let them do to my sweet little Chaeiry? I stood there and I watched as he took her maidenhood, he transformed us. I couldn't do anything. Too lost in my own bliss. Doubt still lingered in my mind as I took another look at Chaeiry.

She was crawling, her face exhausted from the transformation, her udders- massive now- swaying gently as she moved, dripping milk on the grass. But I couldn't deny it. She looked happy. Happier than I had seen her in weeks.

Vartek motioned us wordlessly into one of the large barns that dotted the estate. As we entered, the heavy scent of hay and sweet milk filled my nostrils. My eyes widened at the sight before me - rows of pens lined the interior, each one housing nude women with enormously swollen breasts. Some lounged on soft bedding while others shifted restlessly, their udders swaying heavily.

*Bullwood Girls. Same as us. *

Vartek opened one of the empty pens and motioned us inside. It was lined with fresh hay and plush pillows, The bedding felt soft beneath our bare feet. Chaeiry collapsed onto the pillows, excited.

"Isn't this amazing, Annie! Aren't you glad we stayed? So comfy, she nuzzled against one of the big soft pillows playfully.

"Cher, I don't...I'm sorry," I muttered.

"What are you sorry for? This is the dream. We will be cared for! Pampered! Milked!" she beamed at me, her swollen breasts jiggling. I couldn't deny that this was comfortable.

Just then two more men wheeled in a complex machine with multiple hoses and attachments.

"Lean over the railing, so that your udders are facing outside," he commanded. "Good, good. This is the milking position. Remember it." he nodded approvingly as we did as instructed, positioning our dangling udders within easy reach. With practiced efficiency, he began attaching suction cups to our sensitive nipples.

The cool metal made me gasp as it sealed around my tender flesh.

"It tickles!" Chaeiry whimpered in delight beside me as she received the same treatment.

Once we were fully hooked up, Vartek flipped a switch and the machine hummed to life.

Immediately, I felt an intense suction pulling at my nipples. It was nothing like Chaeiry's soft touch earlier. The machine was precise, unfeeling, and cold. Yet it felt so good, so comforting to be emptied out. Each pull coaxed thick streams of cream out of my dangling udders. I moaned, my legs trembling as my body responded.

"Oh, Annie...This is pure bliss." Beside me, Chaeiry was panting heavily, lost in her own pleasure.

We stood like that for minutes, the barn silent save for the rhythmic suction of the machine and Chaeiry's soft moans. Finally, I felt the stream begin to trickle off. Vartek turned off the machine and inspected the buckets.

"Annie...One gallon. Cheairy, One point 2 gallons." Vartek said to the other farmhands, noting something down. "And immediately after transformation. The boss wasn't kidding. These two are promising indeed. Will get them on the breeding roster for tomorrow even if we have to switch around the schedule."

I swallowed. The breeding roster.


Chapter 7

Chaeiry - Breeding

I woke to the warmth of Annie pressed against me, her steady breath tickling my neck as we lay nestled together in the soft hay of our pen. The air was thick with the scent of milk and swat. I could hear the other girls around me, my sisters now- stir. My body felt different—heavier, fuller, completely and utterly content.

Yesterday had changed everything. The lab, the serum, the milking... We had arrived at the Creamery afraid, thinking it was a last resort… but now?

Now I belonged. A slow smile crept onto my lips as I stretched, feeling the delicious ache in my limbs, the lingering sensitivity from my last milking.

For a fleeting moment, doubt flickered in my mind. Was Annie truly happy? Did she really want to follow me into this life? I turned my head slightly, watching her peaceful face, the way her lips parted slightly in sleep, her body curled close to mine for warmth. A pang of worry surfaced—but I crushed it as quickly as it came. Of course, she was happy. She had to be.

Besides, why wouldn't she be? We were taken care of. The feast last night had been a true indulgence—thick, creamy porridges, fresh fruit, rich cuts of meat. We had eaten to our fill, our bellies warm and full. Even if it had been served in a feeding trough, even if we had lapped it up like proper livestock… It had been the best meal of my life.

I shifted in the hay, feeling the weight of my swollen udders as they swayed with each motion. They had grown heavy again, just overnight, already full of fresh cream, just aching to be drained. My body was already adapting, producing faster, and my purpose becoming clearer with every passing moment. I let out a soft sigh, rubbing my thighs together gently at the thought of being hooked up and drained again.

The pen door creaked open, and I lifted my head just as Vartek stepped inside. His boots thudded against the packed dirt floor, his expression impassive as he eyed us splayed out in our pen!

"Annie and Chaeiry was it?" he checked his notes. "Rise and Shine! No time to waste. To the breeding pens with me. Now!"

A thrill of excitement shot down my spine! Annie stirred beside me, rubbing her eyes, still heavy with sleep. Patiently, Vartek waited for her to come to. As soon as she did, he opened the fence of the pen and led us outside. We followed him, shifting onto all fours like the obedient hucows we had become as he led us across the sprawling estate grounds.

The cool morning air felt crisp on my bare skin as we moved, our udders swaying with each step, our milk dripping and leaving a trail of white droplets that mixed with the morning dew. We passed by a couple of buildings, around us, farm hands already busying about their daily tasks. And then, Vartek stopped in front of a smaller building. The breeding barn.

He led us inside. The air was thick and musky. Hey, and various contraptions lined the walls.  But in the center of the room- in the center of the room hung two imposing contraptions—harnesses, suspended from the ceiling with thick leather straps and  My heart pounded.

And there, waiting for us, was Master Cassius, smiling contently.  He stepped forward, his gaze drinking in our changed form, appraising us.

"Ah, my sweeties," he purred. "So, so promising. I've been looking forward to this."Cassius's smirk deepened as he gestured toward the suspended harnesses. "Get in, my sweet things. Let's make sure you're properly positioned."

Without a trace of hesitation, I stepped forward, my pussy already clenching in anticipation. Annie followed, her movements slower, more uncertain, but she did not resist. Strong hands guided us. They secured our wrists and ankles in the thick leather straps of the harness. Gently, they lifted us off the ground, leaving us suspended, spread, and vulnerable. The restraints tightened, pressing into my skin, ensuring that I couldn't move.

"These are designed to make things easier for the bulls," Cassius explained smoothly, stepping between us, running a gloved hand down my back, his touch both assessing and possessive. "You two are fertile enough but the position of the harness allows the bulls to reach deeper inside you. Quite ingenious!"

I stole a glance at Annie—her breathing was uneven, and her fingers were twitching against the restraints.

Cassius stepped back and clapped his hands once. "Now, it was really short notice, but we shifted the schedule around and secured two of the ranch's best bulls for you. Meet Bruno and Jahr."

Two towering figures stepped forward. My breath caught in my throat. These were our breeders. Mountains of muscle, rugged and handsome, every bit of them radiating strength and dominance.

And between their legs, straining against their breeches... Their tools- the tools that would make us true Bullwood Girls. I licked my lips in anticipation. Cassius stepped forward, placing a firm hand on my bare lower back, his voice smooth. "You're both in luck, my sweet little cows. According to my examinations yesterday both of you are at peak fertility. And it seems that you are...synced."

He turned his gaze to the bulls, who were already stepping closer, their eyes dark with hunger. "Bruno, Jahr, they're ready for you. No need to be gentle—hucows are made for this."

A shudder ran through me, anticipation thick in my veins. The harness swayed slightly as Bruno approached, his massive hands gripping my hips, fingers pressing into my flesh. I gasped, the heat of his body so close behind me, overwhelming. He tilted my pelvis up effortlessly, positioning me how he wanted, and before I could take a breath, he was inside me.

A strangled moan ripped from my throat. He filled me completely, stretching me to my limit, no hesitation, no warning. My body arched, swinging lightly in the harness, utterly at his mercy.

Beside me, I could hear Annie, her own cries mixing with mine as Jahr took her in the same way. My head lolled to the side, my vision hazy, catching the sight of her—her mouth slack, her fingers curled tight against the restraints, her body trembling from the force of his thrusts. She wasn’t fighting. She was lost in it. Just like me.

Cassius stepped into my vision, his gloved hand brushing against my cheek, tilting my head so that I couldn't look away from him. His gaze bore into me, full of pride, ownership, and something even darker, something that made me shudder with need. "You’ve taken to your new life exceedingly well, my dear," he murmured, his tone dripping with satisfaction. "Tell Annie how happy you are. Tell her how wonderful it feels to surrender, to be exactly what you were meant to be."

A moan tore from my lips, and my mind shattered with pleasure, with purpose. "Annie," I panted, my voice shaking with bliss. "This is what we were made for... to be bred, to be filled, to be milked until there’s nothing left of the girls we used to be."

I gasped as another thrust drove deeper inside me, making me whimper. "I don’t want to think anymore. I don’t want to be anything else. I just want to be used. I want to be bred. Please… fill me in. Make me truly yours."My udders swayed wildly with every thrust, the relentless motion forcing streams of milk to spurt from my swollen teats. My milk spilled freely, uncontrolled, pooling beneath me as I was taken. The mess below me grew, pooling in thick puddles. Cassius chuckled, watching the mess forming beneath us. "Oh dear, I didn’t expect them to be this full after yesterday’s milking. We’re wasting product," he shook his head. "Hook them up, Vartek. We can’t afford to let a single drop go to waste."

Vartek moved swiftly, securing the suction cups onto our swollen, leaking teats. The moment the machines roared to life, a new wave of sensation crashed over me. The rhythmic pulsing of the pumps sent pleasure lancing through my body, pulling thick streams of milk from my overfilled udders. I whimpered, my body shuddering, the dual stimulation leaving me mindless, filled, and emptied at the same time.

Beside me, Annie was lost in her own ecstasy. Her cries filled the barn, desperate, pleading, her body surrendering to Jahr with the same wild abandon that had overtaken me. I could see her through the haze of my pleasure, her fingers curling, her back arching, her mouth gasping for air between incoherent moans. She wasn’t just accepting it—she was craving it. Just like me.

Cassius’s hand brushed against my cheek again, his fingers firm, possessive. "Say it again," he commanded, his voice a low purr against my ear.

I shuddered, my body trembling with pleasure as I obeyed without hesitation. "I’m a hucow," I gasped. "I exist to be bred and milked. Please... fill my belly with your seed. Make me a mother."

The bulls rutted harder, their heavy bodies pressing against us, their growls of exertion mixing with our cries. The harnesses swayed with the force of their thrusts, the air thick with heat, sweat, and the musky scent of breeding.

Cassius lifted his hand, and with a simple gesture, the command was given.

Bruno and Jahr roared as they slammed deep, their bodies going rigid as they spilled into us, their seed flooding our wombs in thick, potent spurts. My body clenched around him, pulling every last drop into me, my mind shattered by the sheer, overwhelming bliss of being bred. Of being cattle for Bullwood.

The Bulls dismounted us quickly, efficiently. They pulled some ropes around, adjusting the harnesses. Our exhausted bodies were repositioned so that our asses were lifted, pointing towards the ceiling. "We can’t have any seed spilling out, can we?"Every last bit must take." Cassius explained, lovingly.

My vision blurred, my body a complete mess, and my mind floated in exhaustion and pleasure. I turned my head, my heavy lids barely able to stay open, and saw Annie beside me—completely ruined, completely satisfied. Just like me.

"We are happy here, Annie," I murmured to her. She flashed me a warm exhausted smile in response.

With the warm fullness of my bull deep inside me making its way inside my fertile womb, I let my eyes close. My body rocked gently in the harness, the rhythmic sound of the milking machine pulling at my teats, a lullaby rocking me to sleep. I knew it then.

We belong at Bullwood.

END


The Witch’s Hucow Transformation

Of Milk and Magicka Obscura


Chapter 1

A Witch in Her Tower

I stood in the glow of the flickering candlelight. This crumbling tower in the middle of nowhere, mildew seeping through the walls. This was now my home. I had once resided in Whitewater, Lactia's capital, in the court of King Udder himself. I had access to the finest equipment and a throng of assistants. But now? Now, I had nothing.

How had it come to this?

I am Cassandra Thorvale.

The youngest graduate of the College of Magic in Windhaven in its centuries of history.

Court alchemist under King Udder of Lactia, Fifth of His Name.

Author of The Alchemist’s Compendium of Rare Extracts, a tome studied in every royal court and scholar’s guild from the capital to Lactia’s westernmost provinces.

The first to harness the regenerative properties of Minotaur blood, revolutionizing battlefield medicine.

And yet… I am here. Here, in this crumbling tower in the middle of nowhere, that backwater village and its bumbling yokels my only companions.

All because of one mistake.

The Minotaur Wars had raged on for decades. King Udder wanted a miracle. Something that would end the war and immortalize him as the one who brought peace to Lactia. An elixir to make his soldiers as ferocious as the Minotaurs themselves. An impossible task. But he had Cassandra Thorvale at his side.

I pored over the ancient tomes, tested and researched. We finally made a breakthrough.

When we tested the serum in the Royal Alchemist labs, the results exceeded our expectations. Our subject possessed the strength of ten men, and by nightfall, he was back to his normal self. I had succeeded. My assistants… they urged me to conduct further tests, to make sure everything was in order. But I would have none of it.

How dare they question Cassandra Thorvale?

We reported to the Royal Court the next day, and mass production began promptly. The cauldrons were filled, the vials were sealed, and the serum was sent to the Plains of Elsia, where King Udder’s forces were at their last legs.

At dawn, the soldiers had drunk the elixir, as instructed. By midday, the battlefield was a scene of triumph—the king’s forces had pushed back the offensive, cutting through the Minotaur hordes with inhuman speed and ferocity.

By sunset, we received the first reports.

It had worked too well.

The soldiers had turned on each other, lost in a blood frenzy. The Minotaurs, their comrades—it didn’t matter. They had ripped them apart with their bare hands. Ferocious beasts driven by nothing but the impulse to kill.

By nightfall, the Plains of Elsia were a wasteland of corpses. The few survivors of the battalion were hunted down by the archery units—the only men who hadn’t taken the serum and still had their wits about them.

I was exiled, forbidden from ever returning to the capital. Stripped of my titles, my laboratories, my resources. My place was taken by that perverted charlatan Alaric! What blasphemy! What had he given to the field except for his various aphrodisiacs used in brothels throughout the kingdom?!

I moved to this old tower in the middle of nowhere, away from it all. For two years, I had wallowed, living alone. Isolated.

And then the final insult came—murmurs from the capital. Alaric was making strides where I once had failed. According to the few informants I had left in the court, he was close to creating a stable super-strength elixir.

And his secret? Hucow milk.

Hucow milk?

Another one of that pervert's strange obsessions, I had thought to myself. Its alchemical properties were well-studied, documented through the ages. Hucow milk and its byproducts were a delicacy for the privileged, not a potent alchemical compound. But I did the research, just in case that pervert was on to something.

Gods! It would work. It had been under my nose the whole time. Hucow milk would be the perfect catalyst!

Such an elegant solution. Such a simple ingredient! But procuring it? That was another matter entirely.

Hucows were the monopoly of Bullwood Creamery. The product was tightly controlled, the highest of luxuries in all of Lactia. A delicacy for the rich, a wheel of hucow cheese could cost as much as a humble abode in the capital. The product itself, fresh from the source... even more! As royal alchemist, I would have had access to gallons of it! The king’s royal hucows could be milked for fresh product, a deal could be arranged with Bullwood Creamery. But now... now I had nothing... not even the funds to procure a vial, let alone fresh hucow milk.

But I had to beat Alaric to it. Restore my place in the King’s court. Go down in history!

So I had to settle for the next best thing.

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

Couple Trysta and Helen Redford have managed to secure an invitation. The air at the party, thick with sweet cream and sin 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…

Cassius Bullwood, proprietor of Bullwood Creamery, is more than happy to grant her her wish, transforming the innocent maiden with medical efficiency.

And Trystan…He will have to bear witness to what his dear Helen has chosen to become… A milky delight to be shared by the Bullwood chosen..

A dark and creamy novella-length tale, the third installment in the “Bullwood Creamery Tales” series! A slow and deliberate buildup that eventually explodes into depraved, no-holds-barred creamy debauchery! Intended to be read as a standalone.

I heard footsteps outside my tower. Finally, she was here.


Chapter 2

A Milky Potion

A cautious knock on the thick, rotting wood. I opened the creaky door of the tower.

In front of me stood a girl. A pretty little thing—she couldn't have been older than nineteen. Long blonde hair framed her gentle face, her blue eyes shone with that pretty simplicity of a mind unburdened by thought or knowledge. But her pretty face was not why I debased myself to go and ask the village for their finest wet nurse. My eyes traveled down her form, taking it in, examining it. Her chest was full and heavy, struggling against her bodice. Her hips, so young but already wide with fertility. Yes... she should do just fine. Surely.

"So you must be Velda," I greeted her curtly.

"Yes... and you are Cassandra? The wit..." she stopped herself. I gritted my teeth. Yes, I was the witch in the tower to these yokels, nothing but a subject of rumor. That crazy kook who lived in the old tower just outside the village and gathered roots and herbs in the forest. Their disgusting offspring in their muddy, tattered clothes had made it a test of courage to come to the tower at night and throw stones at my windows. Ah, the humiliations I'd suffered!

"I am Cassandra Thorvale," I interrupted her. "Once royal court alchemist for King Udder V. And I demand you treat me with the respect my stature demands. You are to address me as Mistress Cassandra while in my employ. Is that clear?"

"Yes... Mistress..." Velda, that pretty little simple thing, winced at my words.

"Very well. Have a seat at that table over there," I gestured toward my main working area, alembics and vials strewn around.

"So what exactly am I supposed to do for you... Mistress? Am I supposed to help with some experiment?" she said with an almost childlike excitement.

"Help me? With my experiments? Girl, you cannot even begin to comprehend the complexity of my work!" I scoffed at her. "No, you will not help me with my experiment. You will simply be providing the ingredient!"

Velda's face contorted in confusion. "What do you mean?" she asked, all naive innocence.

"You're a wet nurse, aren't you? You are good for one thing and one thing only. I want you to milk yourself into that beaker." I gestured at the glass beaker I had placed in front of her.

"But... but Mistress? Why do you need my milk?" she stuttered, suddenly turning red.

I sighed in frustration. "I have no obligation to explain myself to simpletons. Don't tell me you've grown shy now. This is your job, isn't it? And you are getting compensated for this as agreed with the village elder. Now do it!" I commanded.

Reluctantly, she began to unfasten the ties of her bodice. She truly was a specimen. Though nothing like the engorged udders of hucows I had glimpsed in the King’s court, for a regular human, Velda was truly exceptional. Her heavy breasts spilled out of her bodice, the flesh round and full, the hints of veins just under the skin trailing into her puffy pink nipples.

"Do you have to watch?" She shifted uncomfortably under my unwavering gaze.

"I do as I please! Quickly!"

She cupped one of them in her hands, the rich fat overflowing through her fingers. Deftly, with practiced ease, she leaned onto the table and began kneading the flesh, coaxing her milk into a waiting beaker. The white liquid dribbled steadily into the glass, a soft patter filling the room. I stood there, mesmerized by the act. She seemed more animal than human to me then. Nothing like me, who had walked the aetherial planes and glimpsed the secrets of this world. A mammal fulfilling its biological purpose with each spurt…

But a pretty mammal nonetheless.

Unconsciously, I grabbed one of my own breasts through the robes, mimicking the motion. My thighs clenched slightly.

"It... It's full, Mistress Cassandra," her soft voice snapped me out of my reverie.

I grabbed the beaker, the glass still warmed from her liquid, and brought it to my nose. The scent was sweet enough. I took a sip.

"Mistress, what are you doing!?" Velda exclaimed.

I grimaced. This was merely the milk of a simple village girl. Not even close to the rich density, the creamy texture of what a hucow's udders were capable of producing. This would serve me no good. This was the most that she was capable of, that poor little idiot.

Unless...

"Stand up. Undress," I commanded.

"Mistress Cassandra, I don't understand..." Velda said, shock on her face.

"Listen, girl. You are not meant to understand. You cannot possibly understand. So let me put it in a way that your simple brain will comprehend. Undress, and your pay will be doubled. Two whole silvers! Undress, and you will have a chance to be a part of something greater than yourself... and experience unearthly pleasure along the way..." I said, my patience wearing thin.

She stood there, staring at me like confused cattle. If nothing else, the words 'two whole silvers' might have gotten the cogs moving in that simple mind of hers.

"O... okay," she nodded nervously.

With trembling hands, Velda reached for the remaining ties of her bodice. I watched, unblinking, as the fabric loosened, slipping down her shoulders and pooling at her feet. Her body was breathtaking—full, ripe, a marvel of human fertility. Her heavy breasts hung obscenely, swaying slightly with each breath. The skin was smooth, the faintest blue veins tracing beneath the surface, evidence of their richness. Her puffy pink nipples stood at attention in the chilly tower air.

She hesitated, crossing her arms over herself as if she could conceal the sheer opulence of her form. But I had seen enough. This girl was no hucow, but her body—her chest, her hips—was the closest I would be able to get.

"It has been well documented," I began, my voice sharp with authority, "that sexual stimulation increases the quality of hucow milk. While you are no hucow, girl, your form is close enough. It is worth a try."

"What's... what's a hucow?" she asked, trembling.

I let out a deep sigh.

Why do I even bother explaining anything to this simpleton...

But simpleton or not, her vulnerable form stirred something in me. Perhaps I could show her a little kindness.

I walked up to her, tracing her neck with a finger. Leaning in close, I whispered, "Nothing you need to worry about, my little cow," and licked her ear playfully. The poor thing gasped, her breath quickening.

"Mistress Cassandra... I..."

I fought the instinct to bury my hands into the flesh of her tits immediately. I needed all the milk inside—couldn't afford to lose a single drop. But my hands roamed her fertile curves, the meaty flesh of her ass. A simple mammal, an animal fulfilling its purpose, its body designed to carry and nurture offspring. And truly, a wonderful, wonderful toy.

I am going to enjoy this.

My fingers found her slit, reveling in its warm dampness. As expected from my little subject. You don’t become a wet nurse at nineteen by being a prude. I buried my index finger inside her, gently probing the soft wetness of her walls.

"Tell me, Velda. How many men have you mated with?" I whispered in her ear.

"M-Mated? Just... just my husband," she panted, straining against the movement of my hand. Her soft ass jiggled with each slight motion of my fingers. She was adorable. "We... we married when he got me with child."

"Good girl... already bred. Well, tonight, you will experience pleasure no man could ever give you."

She blushed, unsure how to respond. I withdrew, leaving her panting naked in the middle of my ramshackle lab.

This was fun, but I had to be efficient. She was an animal that needed to be brought to maximum arousal so that she could give me the ingredients I desired. This was part of the process, nothing more.

I chanted the incantation in the Old Tongue. From my back, dozens of tendrils sprouted, made of sheer etheric force, glowing with a soft purple light.

"Mistress, what... what is this?" Velda gasped, nude and vulnerable.

"Be more grateful. You are in the presence of a world-class wizard. Ethereal magic of this caliber can turn the tide of battles..." I chuckled. "But tonight, this force will be dedicated solely to your pleasure."

The tendrils behind my back swayed, testing the air. Then, in perfect unison, they lunged at her.


Chapter 3

A Catalyst

In an instant, the glowing tendrils of purple light enveloped her. Poor Velda flinched, her breath hitching as she instinctively shut her legs tight. Predictable.

Futile.

"Now, now," I chided, "I want to be efficient here. I can't have you thrashing about, knocking over equipment, breaking vials. That would be such a waste, wouldn't it?"

A pair of shimmering, magical tendrils curled around her ankles, spreading her thighs, prying them apart with ease. Another two, composed of pure arcane energy, wound around her wrists, gently lifting her into the air. She stood suspended in the middle of my lab, her breasts bouncing as she squirmed, her fingers flexing in futile resistance.

Why was she struggling? Such a stupid girl. Did she not realize I was offering her something few mortals could ever experience? And yet... I couldn't stand to see her sad.

I let out a deep sigh.

Fine. I suppose... I should try to comfort her.

I stepped forward, the tendrils maneuvering her like a marionette, tilting her face toward mine until we were mere inches apart. My breath fanned across her flushed cheeks. Her teary blue eyes met mine, pleading, confused.

"Mistress Cassandra..." she protested weakly.

"Just relax, my dim little toy," I murmured, tilting her chin up with a single finger. "This will be unforgettable. You'll become part of something bigger than yourself. Okay?"

Her lips trembled, trying to find words, but after a short silence, she simply nodded. I felt her body relax through my etheric connection with the tendrils. Her tense muscles softened, obedient. Such a good girl. Willing, despite herself.

"Good, good," I whispered, leaning in for a kiss. "Just like that." Her lips parted, and her tongue instinctively met mine, melding together in a slow, deliberate dance, as if she was locked in a kiss with the man she loved. I was really starting to like this dim little girl.

"Now we can truly begin, my dear Velda," I murmured.

I focused, maneuvering a fifth radiant tendril of energy to coil lower, gliding over the soft, trembling skin of her inner thigh. It hovered for a moment, savoring the anticipation, before brushing against her entrance—already slick, already prepared for what was to come.

◆◆◆

A moan tore from Velda’s lips as the ethereal tendril slipped inside her. She let out a shrill moan, her body trembling, adjusting to the invasion. Through my arcane connection, I could feel her—her warmth, her tightness, the way her walls clenched in instinctive response. It was intoxicating.

I clenched my thighs, a thrill coursing through me. Suddenly, I felt so alive—being in control again. Having someone completely at my mercy. She was a puppet in my hands; at any moment, I could snap her in half like a twig. But my intentions were far more altruistic.

Slowly, I increased the force of my assault, lifting her higher, letting the tendril penetrate her as deeply as it could without breaking her. I expanded it inside her, stretching her walls to their limit. She moaned like an animal in heat, her juices dripping onto the cold stone floor below.

"Mistress Cassandra... This is... this... is?" she moaned through each word, her breasts swaying with each thrust of my magical appendage.

I smirked. "This is what, my little Velda?"

"Amazing..." she gasped between moans.

I chuckled, pleased. "I told you it would be good, didn't I? Now let's see how much more you can take. The more of a sobbing, dripping mess you are, the better the milk will be. At least, that's the theory."

Two tendrils coiled around her breasts, teasing her swollen nipples, circling them gently, drawing out the pleasure. Not milking her. Not yet—that would come soon enough.

Another tendril hovered over her puckered little asshole.

She's a good girl, she can take it.

"Mistress Cassandra... I've never..." she pleaded.

Before she could finish, the purple tendril of light disappeared inside her tight hole. Now, I had filled her completely, pierced every hole, holding her suspended in midair. Her moans turned to screams.

"Oh... Gods... Gods..." she screamed at the top of her lungs as the tendrils plunged in and out of her holes in a steady rhythm.

I sighed, amused. "While I'm glad you're having fun, we can't have you screaming, my cute little dimwit. The villagers might hear, and the last thing I need is more rumors about me. And what if your husband heard you?"

Yet another tendril slithered into her mouth, muffling her moans. Through the connection, I felt her tongue instinctively wrap around it, tracing its length with practiced flicks... Such a wonderful girl. Her husband must be a very happy man.

"This is not your husband, you know," I chided. "You don't have to lick it that hard."

In response, she only gave me a muffled cry.

I increased the pace of all the tendrils further. They moved in and out of her with perfect rhythm and precision. I felt her body convulse around the restraints, her muscles tightening, her entrance squeezing my tendril harder and harder. Finally, she had reached the peak. I continued my merciless assault as her body kept convulsing.

Now is the time. To milk her. To drain this quivering animal.

I guided her body with the tendrils, positioning her above me so that her massive teats hung just above, gently dripping milk onto my hat. I looked up and latched onto her puffy nipples with my lips. Her milk flowed almost immediately, aided by gravity and my tendril squeezing it out of her breast. The taste was indeed richer, thicker. Better. Her convulsions of pleasure only made the yield greater.

Time to complete the experiment.

I suspended her above the cauldron, where the rest of the elixir brewed, quietly bubbling with arcane energy.

I focused my attention on the tendrils around her breasts now. They coiled around each one and squeezed. Squeezed them tightly, violently. Another muffled moan from my little milk cow and suddenly thick spurts of milk began spraying from her teats, thick and creamy, straight into the cauldron where the elixir bubbled.

Velda shuddered in pleasure, as I squeezed her fertile young body like a sponge above my cauldron. I milked and milked until there was nothing left, until her udders were completely empty. All the while never for a second stopping my relentless assault on the rest of her body.

Finally, when even the strongest squeeze of my tendrils would yield nothing but a few drops I put her down on the rough stone floor gently and unsummoned the tentacles.

And now for the moment of truth.

I mixed the elixir. The color was what I had expected— a deep, almost glowing orange. My eyes gleamed with excitement. But did it work?

Only one way to find out. I dipped my ladle into the cauldron and drank.

A rush of euphoria, I could feel the mana coursing through my veins. Setting each nerve alight. For the briefest second my body felt lighter, stronger...And then...Nothing.

Dammit.

Even with the stimulation, regular human milk was not enough! I had hoped, prayed it wouldn’t come to this. Hoped that I could find a suitable substitute for the formula.

Velda lay panting on the floor, her nude curves glistening obscenely with milk and sweat. I helped her to her feet, her massive teats now drained, their milk useless in my cauldron.

“Did I…Did I do well, Mistress Cassandra?” she asked with a simple innocence. That poor thing, I really enjoyed playing with her.

“You did all you could,” I reassured her as I handed her the promised two silvers after she got dressed. There was no point in explaining myself.

“Thank you. If you ever…need me again.” she hesitated, “you can always find me in the village.” she said, a dark hunger flashing in her eye. Poor thing, I had shown her pleasures that few mortals ever get to experience. Her milk was useless, but as a distraction…

“I might summon you again. Have a good night, Velda.” I dismissed her.

Alone in my tower again. The impotent elixir bubbling lazily in the cauldron. This left me no choice. There would be no workaround. I would have to secure hucow milk. I would have to go to… I shuddered…

Bullwood Creamery.


Chapter 4

A Visit to the Creamery

I stood before the imposing wooden gate adjusting my outfit. It had been years since I had worn my official alchemist's garb. I had to put my best foot forward. The pristine purple silks hugging my curves, the wide brim of my witch's hat adjusted to the perfect angle.

So this was it? Bullwood Creamery. It looked more fortress than ranch. Its tall white stone walls stretched in either direction, impenetrable. Above the sturdy wooden gate, the Bullwood insignia loomed— a bull’s head, its coiling horns framing a single star in the sky in the sky.

A voice called out from within. "State your name and purpose of visit. You're on land under the direct jurisdiction of the the crown."

"Cassandra Thornevale, royal alchemist…" I hesitated, the word bitter in my mouth before I finally forced it out. "Former...Royal Alchemist. Here to see the Creamwright Cassius Bullwood with a request."

A pause. Then, "Hold."

Minutes passed. I waited, shifting my weight impatiently. Then the gates slowly groaned open.

The estate sprawled out before me, a well-organized expanse of barns and buildings, a large mansion looming in the distance. I knew it was large. But this was bigger than that backwater village I resided in.

And in front of the gate he stood. Cassius Bullwood.

I had heard of him—how could I not? The latest Bullwood heir to inherit the estate, ruthless and elegant in his middle age, silver streaks of hair and a devilish beard framing his stark features. He carried himself with an effortless regality, more royalty than rancher. Of course he did. Hucow milk was the kingdom’s favorite delicacy, and the Bullwood family had held an unshakable monopoly on the formula that transformed girls into hucows for millennia. Many had tried replicating it, none had had success. It was said that only the latest Bullwood heir was privy to all of its secrets.

"Ahh, Lady Cassandra," he greeted smoothly, his voice dripping with faux warmth. I shuddered.

"Such a pleasant surprise. I had heard you had taken residence nearby, but to have you grace me with your presence… truly an honor."

All politeness and courtesy, as was to be expected. But I couldn't let my guard down. The man was a shark, a predator.

I met his gaze levelly. "Lord Cassius. It is a pleasure to finally make your acquaintance. I actually came with a request."

"Ah, a request! How might a humble rancher help a brilliant mind such as yourself? Anything I can do to help. But first—" he gestured towards the sprawling estate, "—how about a tour of Bullwood Creamery?"

I hesitated. A tour? I didn't need a tour. But more information could prove invaluable.

"I would be honored," I said, falling in step beside him.

◆◆◆

Cassius led me through the grounds.

"You've come just in time. The stock here in barn seven...They should be in the middle of their morning milking," he said with a wide grin, swinging the door open.

Inside, rows of pens. Animal pens. Girls were lined up agains the railing of each one, their engorged breasts attached to milking machines. They were all so young, so beautiful. Some of them had their bellies engorged, full- ready to burst. Their heavy, pendulous breasts swayed with each rhythmic tug of the suction cups latched onto their stiff nipples. The air was thick with the scent of warm milk and sweat,soft moans echoed through the barn. Some barely moved, lost in a dazed euphoria, while others twitched excitedly at every pulse of the machines.

I had thought Velda was an animal when I milked her. But these? These were not girls. They truly were livestock. Docile, Pliant and oh, so full. An entirely different category of being, their previous lives stripped away and reshaped into something... more.

"You see...At Bullwood our cows want for nothing. They are fed the finest foods, in the realm, feasting like nobles. We massage them and bathe them, let them relax, pamper them..." he explained proudly, gliding past the pens, "Yet to be a Bullwood hucow...It means to be always producing. So the milkings need to happen every day, like clockwork. Otherwise our poor little things get too full. Painfully full." he chuckled.

Cassius stopped himself in front of one of the pens. A pretty girl, no older than twenty, her long blonde hair matted in sweat, was mooing softly with each rhythmic pull of the machines. She looked up at us, her eyes glazed in pleasure.

"Hello, Master Cassius." she greeted him with a smile.

"Good morning, my dear." he scratched her behind the ear, "This here is Lilly. She joined the Bullwood herd just a month ago, but she’s already producing so much." He stroked her head affectionately. For a moment, I couldn't look away.

This Lilly was a beautiful creature—her form full and ripe, her soft features relaxed in blissful contentment. She moaned softly as the suction cups pulled at her udders, her thick cream feeding into the machine. The cream. That is all I needed. All I was here for. And yet...

There was a simplicity to her existence, a purity of purpose. No ambitions, no failures, no bitter exile. Just warmth, pleasure, and purpose. For a split second I found myself envying her. Imagining myself in her place.

Master Cassius continued, snapping me out of my shameful reverie, "And we just got the news yesterday. The seed took. Her belly should start expanding soon and we expect her milk production to further increase." he said, like an artisan proud of his work.

I watched, struggling to keep my expression neutral. I had read about this. The Bullwood process.The induction, the milking, the regular breeding to maintain the milk at peak production. But seeing it up close was… different. These girls, once human, reduced to something else entirely, their sole purpose redefined before my eyes. Something stirred within me.

"So, Lady Cassandra, what is this request you have of me?" His smile was knowing. "Much as I enjoy showing off my livestock, I’m sure you’re not just here for a field trip."

I straightened. Now was my moment.

"Lord Cassius," I steeled myself, "I am conducting an experiment that is of utmost importance to the kingdom's security. And for that I would need..." I hesitated, "I would need one of your hucows."

"Out of the question." His response was instant. Sharp.

I blinked. "Excuse me?"

"You see, Cassandra, as much as I respect you as a mage and alchemist, you have to understand that the Bullwood formula is one of the most closely guarded secrets in the kingdom. All of my stock here… it’s owned by the crown. I can sell it, I can lend it, but each transaction requires the approval of King Udder himself. And last I heard—" he smirked, "—you are no longer one of his trusted cohorts."

I stiffened. Foiled yet again.

Damn King Udder. Damn Cassius. Damn these fools standing in my way.

Before I opened my mouth to protest Cassius continued, "I hope you understand," his voice dripping with faux sympathy. "But I can offer you something else." His grin widened. "A demonstration, if you will."

I raised an eyebrow.

"You see, we have a new induction today—a beautiful young thing from the city. I must attend to her transformation post haste. You are welcome to join me and see how the Bullwood magic happens first hand. Truly a rare privilege. A scholar of your standing would surely find the process… enlightening." Cassius smirked, "She’s been strapped in the induction laboratory for a while now. You are welcome to join me." he grinned widely.

I hesitated. What was the point? I couldn't get the milk, I couldn't get a hucow. But this might give me some clue. Something to work with.

"Lord Cassius," I said. "It would be an honor."

He smiled. "Excellent."


Chapter 5

A Bullwood Induction

Cassius led me through the hallways of the facility, his steps slow, deliberate. The air was thick with warmth, scented with something sweet and cloying—something I dared not name. We reached the induction room, its heavy oak doors parting with a deep groan. Inside, lying on a leather table, was a girl.

"Lady Cassandra, this here is Sheila," Cassius gestured lazily, stepping closer to her. "A fine volunteer, one who sought out Bullwood after her family fell upon hard times."

Sheila was breathtaking. Long black hair pooled over the table’s edge, her soft white skin almost glowing in the dim lantern light. Her chest rose and fell in steady rhythm, her body already prepared for what was to come.

I swallowed. Something stirred inside me. I remembered Velda, the way she writhed beneath me. My fingers twitched at my side. Was this anticipation?

"Now, I will begin the process," Cassius continued smoothly. "The Bullwood induction is a two-step method. First, we administer the aphrodisiac. This makes the second step—inducing milk production—much, much more pleasant for our future cows."

Sheila shifted uncomfortably on the leather, but she did not protest. She had chosen her faith.

"This particular aphrodisiac was formulated by Alaric, the royal alchemist. A true marvel, how quickly it works."

Alaric. My blood boiled at the mention of that name.

Cassius retrieved a syringe filled with a shimmering, honey-colored liquid. Without hesitation, he pressed it into the girl’s inner thigh.

“Ouch!” she squealed on the leather table.

“There there, my dear. You’ll feel it soon.” Cassius whispered reassuringly.

Suddenly Sheila gasped, her breath quickening. How delicious she looked, naked and panting on that leather operating table.

Cassius trailed a single finger down the length of her stomach, watching as she quivered beneath his touch. "See? Increased sensitivity. Almost immediately," he said smugly, looking at me. "Try it yourself."

Trembling, I moved in closer, leaning down. I pressed my lips softly against the curve of her milky-white neck. Sheila quivered, her breasts jiggling as a desperate sound slipped from her throat. That same, wanton cry Velda had made when overwhelmed by the tendrils.It was intoxicating.

"You seem to have a penchant for this, Lady Cassandra," Cassius chuckled. "The Bullwood elixir is out of the question. But I can secure you more of the aphrodisiac if you like?"

“That…would not be needed, Lord Cassius, thank you.” I managed to compose myself and reply.

Remember why you’re here, Cassandra!

Cassius continued, “Now, now…It’s time for the final step. He reached for an ornate chest close to the leather table where Sheila lay. From inside, he produced a vial filled with a thick, milky substance, glowing faintly. My eyes widened. I didn’t need an explanation.

"The pride and joy of Bullwood," he announced, holding it aloft. "The Bullwood Elixir."

My fingers twitched again. If only I had one vial. Just one…

Sheila moaned softly, as I turned back to watch as Cassius injected the elixir into her. The needle plunged into the soft flesh of her inner thigh.

Moments later, her body responded. Her breasts, already perky, began to swell before my eyes. The transformation was mesmerizing. Her soft mounds expanded outward, defying gravity as they grew fuller and heavier. I couldn't tear my gaze away, my own nipples hardening in response.

"Exquisite," Cassius murmured, his voice thick with desire. He reached out, cupping one of Sheila's enlarging breasts, testing its weight and texture. “You see, m’lady, the milk is already building up. The elixir is quite efficient,” he said gently, squeezing her breast.

Sheila gasped at his touch, her back arching. "Oh Gods," she moaned, her hands flying to her chest. "I can feel it... so full..."

I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the growing dampness between my thighs. My breath came in short pants as I watched Sheila's bosom continue to expand.

“You still have a little growing to do, my dear new hucow…” Cassius said, caressing her expanding mounds.

"How big?" Sheila whimpered, her eyes wide with shock.Her skin took on a taut, shiny quality as it stretched to accommodate this new size. Faint blue veins become visible beneath the surface, the glow of the magical elixir coursing through them and coaxing the milk faintly visible.

“Seems like they’ve filled up.” Cassius said with a grin. Sheila arched her back on the table, thrusting her chest forward. A bead of creamy white liquid formed at the tip of each engorged nipple.

"Oh Gods," she whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily. "I'm so sensitive..."

“Good girl, good girl…” Cassius Patted her head gently. “You are now officially my property. My cow.” He said leaning in, his eyes gleaming with lust. He rolled one of her puffy nipples between his fingers, coaxing the milk out, bringing it to his mouth. “Delicious.”

Sheila's gasp of pleasure sent a jolt straight to my core. I squirmed in my seat, fighting the urge to send my hand down my own robes.to seek my own pleasure. The milk was beading on her nipples, a trickle at first,slowly, then leaking, thick and creamy, onto the table below.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Incredible," Sheila panted. "Like I'm going to burst... but in the best way possible. So full... so heavy..." She moaned again, louder this time. "I need... I need..."

"What is it, my sweet little cow?" Cassius asked, his voice low and commanding.

"Release," Sheila whimpered. "Please... I need release..."

“Very well then…” Cassius smirked, “Now, Lady Cassandra, the first milking is quite important. The cow is still in a heightened state of arousal and the extracted milk is…sweeter…thicker. Usually we have the girls hooked up to machines as soon as they start leaking.” he explained.

Then, a devilish grin on his face as his eyes met mine “But seeing that you’re my esteemed guest, I propose you help me do this old-fashioned Bullwood way.” he beckoned me towards the table where his newly transformed subject lay, panting, blushing, cream leaking from her puffed up nipples.

Remember why you’re here Cassandra! Focus.

But it was too late. My body moved before my mind, my desire betraying me.I cupped her soft, newly engorged flesh. Sheila moaned, arching her engorged chest into my hand, already drenched in her milk.

“No need to hesitate, Lady Cassandra,” Cassius beckoned me. “A cow’s first milk is truly exquisite. The rarest of delicacies.”

And that’s all the invitation I needed. I leaned over the poor girl, suckling on her nipple greedily. The sweet cream filled my mouth immediately. So rich, so thick.

I gulped it down. This was not Velda’s milk. This was a real hucow. I latched on harder, Sheila’s moans in rhythm with my pulls.

She twisted and squirmed,"Please—" her voice was breathy, needy. "Please, Master Cassius. Use me."

“Poor thing, you need release from the aphrodisiac don’t you.”He said, already disrobing.

My eyes grew wide at the sight of Cassius’s engorged cock.

How long had it been since I had had a mate!

He positioned himself between Sheila's trembling thighs.

“Please, Master. Please…” She whimpered, raising her hips to meet him. He thrust forward, coaxing a scream of ecstasy from the poor little hucow.

I continued to suckle greedily, the sweet nectar intoxicating, potent. The rhythmic motions of Cassius’s movement only strengthened the flow of the milk. Sheila's moans grew louder, more desperate as he plunged in and out of her needy little hole.

Cassius's pace quickened, grunting with pleasure. The examination table creaked with each thrust.

“Take it you, little cow! You belong to Bullwood now. You serve this cock!”

“Yes…master…breed your cow please…” she moaned.

My breath came shallow, my thighs pressing together as I suckled and suckled on the neverending stream of creamy nectar. Cassius drove into her with wild animalistic thrusts. He was lost in her. Lost in his work. Now.

Remember why you are here Cassandra!

This was my chance. Still, attached to her nipple, still lost in pleasure I cast the spell silently. Non-verbal magic was a specialty of mine.

I could feel the mage hand, invisible, floating next to me, Cassius and Sheila none the wiser. My invisible hand drifted toward the chest, slipping inside, fingers curling around a cool glass vial. I guided it away, steady, unseen.

Cassius groaned. Sheila cried out. And just as he reached his peak, just as he pulled out his cock and explode in thick ropes over her belly, almost getting in my face, still attached to her udder—

Just then—

The invisible hand slipped under my robes and tucked the vial inside. It was mine.

I stood up, smoothing my skirts, my face composed as Cassius finally withdrew from the moaning mess of a cow, stroking her milk-drenched body with a satisfied sigh.

“Apologies, Lady Cassandra. I got a bit carried away with the process.” he explained, all regal composure again. “And this is how we make a Bullwood Hucow. Sheila here will be sent to her pen and we will begin milking her and training immediately.”

I smiled "Thank you, Lord Cassius. This was truly enlightening."

He smirked, fixing his attire. "I’m glad."

With one last glance at Sheila—ruined, dripping, content—I turned to leave the estate, the vial tucked safely in my robes. My hands trembled at my sides. I had what I needed. But why, then, did I feel so…

I did not let myself finish the thought.


Chapter 6

The Transformation

I finally had it. The Bullwood serum. The vial of thick, pearlescent liquid sat in my palm as I slammed the door to my tower shut behind me. Cassius and his creamery had been worth tolerating for this. My redemption was within reach, mere days away.

But I needed a test subject. Someone to produce the milk.

Velda? No. The thought flickered briefly before I dismissed it. I wouldn’t do that to the poor thing; she had a family, a husband, a child.

No, this was a rare opportunity. A controlled experiment. And the only viable subject… was myself.

My body, my mana—it could neutralize any poison, any elixir. No biomantic transformation would ever risk becoming permanent.

Cassandra Thorvale could handle this.

I could turn into one of those... creatures, procure what I needed, and turn back. Such was my power. Or so I told myself. A part of me, a growing part, just wanted to see what it was like, experience what those girls in their pens experienced, their udders full.

No! This is for science!

Taking the necessary precautions, I drew a magic circle on the floor. This would amplify my aura if needed, help me turn the serum in my veins once I had gotten all I needed. A failsafe. A precaution. Nothing more.

I stepped into the center and disrobed, taking one last glance at my own nude form. Following what Cassius had done, I steadied my breath and plunged the syringe into my inner thigh.

Heat bloomed beneath my skin, a quiet warmth at first—spreading, growing, swelling. My chest tightened as a deep, throbbing pressure took hold, my flesh stretching, reshaping. I gasped as my breasts began to swell, rounding out, filling, becoming impossibly full. My nipples stiffened, growing sensitive to the slightest shift in temperature.

I cupped them, feeling the unnatural weight, the plush softness yielding beneath my grasp—firm and heavy, as if made to be touched, to be milked. The sight of them—ripe, engorged, glistening—sent a pulse of heat through my core.

So this is what being a hucow feels like.

And now all I had to do was coax the milk. My fingers dug into the soft flesh, kneading it gently, coaxing, teasing. Involuntarily, I began moaning, intoxicated with the act. I stood there, rhythmically squeezing myself, nude on the floor in the middle of my magic circle.

Then suddenly, something warm and wet beaded at my fingertips.

Milk.

A breathless laugh left my lips. I was producing it. The sacred milk.

The beads grew larger and larger until eventually, each squeeze brought forth a stream of thick cream spraying onto the floor.

It was ready. I was ripe.

Excited, I hurried to my cauldron, leaning over it carefully. I massaged my full, aching breasts, coaxing thick, creamy droplets into the waiting potion. The moment the first drops fell, the concoction reacted, turning a brilliant golden hue.

Success. I didn't even have to test it this time. The serum worked. Cassandra Thorvale had done it!

And now… to reverse the effects, to record my findings.

But first… a taste.

I couldn't resist, the memory of Sheila's first milk still on my lips. I needed to taste myself, to experience this again. I brought my heavy, engorged udder to my lips and pulled.

Just a taste. Then I would turn back and get to my work.

The taste—Gods, the taste!

It was richer, sweeter than Sheila's, sweeter than Velda's. Of course, it was. I was no ordinary stock. I suckled on my milk greedily—the cream intoxicating, thick with etheric power. My knees buckled, a moan slipping free. I wanted more.

No—I needed more.

Something inside me snapped. I fell to my hands and knees. It felt so natural. So right. I needed friction. Something. Anything.

The couch in the back of the room. Instinctively, I mounted its rest, rubbing my wet slit against it like an animal in heat, my own breast still in my mouth. My pussy throbbed with want, with need.

It wasn’t enough.

Trembling, I wove a spell—the tendrils emerged from my back again. I needed more. One plunged into my hot, waiting hole immediately.

"Oh gods!" I moaned, throwing my head back, lost in ecstasy, writhing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

But... the research... the elixir... my place in the court...

To hell with it all! I positioned myself on all fours, driving another tendril into my asshole, stuffing me. My milk was spilling on the ground, leaking everywhere.

I never wanted this to end. Orgasm after orgasm crashed over me. Hours must have passed. Eventually, I lost the ability to hold the tendrils spell active. I was just writhing on the floor, desperately chugging my own milk, weakly plunging my wand inside me, all mana drained from my body.

Suddenly, through the haze of ecstasy, I heard a noise.

The door creaked open. And there, silhouetted in the flickering candlelight, stood Cassius.

And beside him—

Alaric. The court alchemist! The damned pervert.

Cassius smirked down at me as I lay sprawled on the floor, flushed, trembling, dripping with my own milk. "Well… well… well… what do we have here?"


Chapter 7

The Fall

I lay in a heap on the ground, my body trembling with exhaustion, my mana completely drained. Those tendrils, they had been plunging in and out of me until I could no longer hold the spell. My mind swam in a fog of bliss, barely registering the presence of the two figures standing over me.

But why is Alaric here!

"Lady Cassandra," Cassius began in that self-satisfied tone of his,. "To steal from Bullwood. To think we wouldn’t notice a vial of the most precious substance in the kingdom going missing…” he shook his head. “I must say, I’m disappointed. But I had to get Alaric and rush here. You see, the effects of the Bullwood serum can be … irreversible."

Alaric. I blinked up at him, confusion flickering briefly before fading into irrelevance. What was he doing here?

Alaric, the middle aged alchemist clicked his tongue, crouching slightly to examine me. "Well if it isn’t the brilliant alchemist Cassandra. I never thought I’d see my rival reduced to such a state."

I wanted to protest, to say something back. But I was too weak, too exhausted. The only thing on my mind, the pure carnal pleasure of being milked and bred.

Cassius chuckled, unbothered. "Now, now, Alaric. I brought you here to save her." He held up a small vial, its contents shimmering faintly. "That antidote you developed...It will come in handy after all. And it seems like we are not too late."

Antidote? The word barely registered before my lips moved on their own. "I don’t want an antidote."

Their gazes flicked to me as I pressed my cheek to the cold stone floor, my body still aching, throbbing. I needed more. More heat, more touch, more stimulation.

I swung my hips into the air, presenting to them like an animal in heat. "I don’t want an antidote. I want to be bred like the fertile cow I am."

“Didn’t realize the star pupil of Windhaven college was such a filthy slut.” Alaric chuckled, spanking my ass. “And there I was thinking you were just a stuck-up bitch, too good for the rest of us. I let out a moan. I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

I reached out, grasping at Cassius’s leg, nuzzling against it, my breath coming in soft, pleading whimpers. "Please don’t give me the antidote. I want to be like this forever. Use me. Make me a cow. Breed me like that girl at your estate."

Alaric surveyed the room, his gaze fixed on the cauldron where the potion bubbled. He leaned over to take a whiff. His eyes widened in realization.

"By the gods, Cassius… She's done it! This is more potent than anything I’ve created. And I had to mate a hucow with a minotaur to get a fraction of these results." He looked at Cassius. "It must be her strong mana making the milk even more powerful."

Somewhere deep within me, a flicker of pride stirred at his words.

Of course it was better than whatever third grade snake-oil you cooked up, old man. I am Cassandra Thorvale.

But it didn’t matter. None of it mattered anymore. I clung to Cassius’s leg, pressing my swollen, heavy udders against him, staining his pants with my cream. I looked up at him with wide, desperate eyes.

"I don’t care anymore," I whispered, my voice trembling. "Master… Masters, please just use me."

Cassius exhaled a slow, pleased sigh, brushing his fingers through my hair. "Very well, then. It seems our alchemist has made her choice."

He unfastened his trousers, his thick cock springing free before me. My mouth watered at the sight. I licked my lips, my pussy clenching in instinctual need. Cassius gripped my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. "Coat me, little cow. I want to feel your milk on my cock."

A thrill shot through me at his command. Eagerly, I cupped my swollen udders, kneading them, coaxing warm, creamy milk from my stiff nipples. It dribbled onto his shaft, thick and glistening, soaking his veiny length in my essence.

Cassius hummed in approval, his cock twitching under the warm, creamy coating. "Excellent," he murmured, stroking himself, spreading my milk along his length. "And now, little cow... show us your devotion."

Like a beast in heat, I lunged forward, taking him into my mouth greedily. I suckled, worshipped, my tongue lapping at the mixture of their heat and my milk, taking him as deep as I could, choking and moaning, desperate for his approval.

Alaric positioned himself next to Cassius and I eagerly gobbled him down. "She really is nothing but a filthy little cow now," Alaric mused, pulling my hair as he fucked my throat mercilessly. "Who would have thought the Great Cassandra Thorvale just needed a cock shoved in her to make her bearable?"

“She’s an animal in heat, Alaric, she needs release.” Cassius said, kneeling behind me, his hands gliding over my trembling form. My body was still slick with milk and sweat, my swollen breasts aching, my nipples stiff and needy.

His fingers teased my leaking flesh, squeezing my heavy udders before giving my tender clit a teasing flick. "Should we oblige her, Alaric?"

"I think it would be cruel not to," Alaric replied with a smirk.

Cassius positioned himself behind me, his thick twitching cock, spreading my pussy lips open, hovering maddeningly at my opening. I shook my hips, pressed them against him, desperate for his girth inside me. Finally, mercifully, he plunged his cock in my eager cunt. They took me together—Alaric filling my mouth, Cassius taking my dripping, eager cunt. I moaned around Alaric’s cock as Cassius pounded into me from behind, their rough, relentless thrusts driving me further and further away from sanity, from my former life.

My udders swung heavily, milk spurting freely onto the stone floor.

"Please… Masters!" I sobbed between moans, my vision hazy with bliss. "Just fuck this dirty cow! Milk my heavy udders!"

Cassius drove into me harder, faster. Gripping the meat of my ass hard enough to draw blood. He pounded me, relentlessly, holding my twitching meaty ass while he drove his length deep into my insides. My body was no longer my own—it belonged to them...To my masters… To be used, milked, bred.

Pleasure built to an unbearable peak, my body convulsing as ecstasy crashed over me. I came undone, my juices soaking Cassius’s cock as my milk sprayed onto the stone floor beneath us. I moaned around Alaric’s shaft as he groaned.

“I’ve wanted to fuck your haughty little mouth since you were a student at Windhaven.” he groaned driving his cock deep down my throat. His seed spilling exploding inside me, thick and viscous. Instinctively I pulled away for breath. But he held my head firmly.

“Every last drop, little witch.”

Cassius’s orgasm followed soon after. Just before he was about to explode I felt him pull out, spraying his hot thick seed on my bare back.

“Delightful as she is, I don’t breed the stock.” he explained to Alaric, matter of factly.

So this is what I am now. Stock.

I slumped forward, my body trembling, a spent, dripping mess between them.

Alaric stood, adjusting his attire as he glanced down at me with amusement. "You take her back to Bullwood Creamery, Cassius. I’ll stay here and study her serum…Hucow slut or not, her research will be invaluable."

Bullwood Creamery? The memory of the milking machines flashed. My breasts still felt heavy, swollen with cream, aching for release.

"Master Cassius, please," I whimpered softly, shifting on the floor, my body sensitive from overuse."I need release."

Cassius smirked, crouching beside me, his fingers brushing along the curve of my breast, squeezing gently, making more warm milk dribble down my already sticky skin. "Poor thing," he mused, tilting my chin up so our eyes met. "We need to get you to Bullwood and drain you right away!"


Chapter 8

A Cow in Her Pen

I awoke to the familiar sound of the rooster just outside the barn, the soft chime of the bell around my neck accompanying my every movement. Already, the bulls and farm hands were hard at work, setting up the milking machines and waking up my sleepier sisters. The gentle ringing of the bell around my neck reminded me of who I was, of where I belonged.

How long has it been?

Days? Weeks? Months? I couldn’t remember. I didn’t need to. Time was blurring into a single blissful haze. My life was simple now—being milked, bred, used for the pleasure of my masters. No worries, no ambitions, no struggles. Just the sweet, endless cycle of service.

I had been so foolish before, so obsessed with meaningless pride. Rank, reputation—what use had I for such things? I was a cow, and that was all I needed to be. Around me, the other hucows, my dear sisters, moaned contentedly in their stalls, their bodies heavy with sweet cream, same as mine. I belonged here. I was one of them.


◆◆◆

One of the farmhands approached my pen, clipboard in hand. He was dressed in the simple work clothes of Bullwood’s ranchers, his muscles straining against his sleeves.

"Pen 12. Cassandra, huh?" He snorted, shaking his head. "That’s a mouthful. Not a good name for a cow."

I tilted my head, blinking up at him obediently.

He grinned, tapping his pen against the board. "I’ll call you Cassie."

Cassie.

Not Cassandra Thorvale, the royal alchemist. Not Cassandra Thorvale, the disgraced witch.

Cassie. A Bullwood Hucow.

I smiled. I didn’t care. The weight of my old life had long since melted away, drowned in the thick streams of milk that now flowed endlessly from my body.

"Now, Cassie," the farmhand continued, stepping up to my pen, "get in position. Udders over the railing. Gotta get that milk out. You look about ready to burst."

"Yes, sir!" I answered eagerly, my voice sweet, docile. Without hesitation, I shifted forward, lifting my heavy udders over the wooden railing, my nipples already leaking small beads of milk in anticipation.

"Already leaking, huh? Looks painful."

I let out a needy little moo. Longer sentences were getting more and more difficult to form. It didn't matter.

The farmhand traced the swollen curve of my udders before he grabbed a suction cup from the milking machine and latched it onto my left nipple, then my right one. A soft gasp left my lips as the device sealed around me, forming a tight, pulsing suction.

The Bullwood milking machines—once, I had studied their diagrams, understood the exact alchemical reactions that powered them. Now I just longed for them to milk me dry.

The farmhand flipped the switch and I felt the rhythmic tugging begin almost immediately, the steady pulses pulling at my flesh, thick streams of cream flowing from my nipples into the tubes. My eyes fluttered shut in bliss as the pressure in my breasts eased, the relief washing over me in warm, milky waves of pleasure.

"That’s it, Cassie," the farmhand nodded approvingly, stroking my hair. "Let it all out."

I moaned softly as the machine continued its work, my udders throbbing with pleasure as my milk flowed freely.

"She sure is heavy today, isn't she?" I heard a familiar voice through my blissful haze.

Master Cassius.

"I will take it from here, Bernard. " he said, dismissing the farmhand.

"Yes, Master Cassius."

"My dear Cassandra," he said, stroking my hair. "I hope you're having a wonderful morning." I mooed contentedly at his touch.

"I will bring you some news. " he said. "Thanks to your research, thanks to your milk, the kingdom of Lactia is finally turning the tide of the war."

His words barely registered. History? Research? I let out a soft moo, uninterested. Such things no longer mattered.

Cassius chuckled, running his fingers along my jaw. "Seems like you're not so concerned with the fate of the kingdom or alchemical research anymore, my dear cow. That's fine. I have another piece of news you might find more interesting."

I glanced up at him, the rhythmic suction on my nipples unyielding, making it hard to focus.

"Master...?"

"Thanks to our string of victories on the battlefield, we have finally managed to secure a mate for your breeding. A proper one. Worthy of your stature. Aren't you excited?"

Excited? A mate? A deep, instinctual thrill shot through me. What greater joy could there be than to be mated? To fulfill my purpose as a simple animal?

"Yes, master!" I answered cheerfully.

"Good girl. I knew that would interest you. Now I will come get you after your milking and you can meet him. Be a good girl and give us lots of heavy cream today too!" he said warmly.

"Yes, Master!"

◆◆◆

An hour later, Cassius returned and unlatched me from my pen. I crawled behind him obediently as he led me through the estate.

We entered a smaller building, the scent of musk thick in the air, my legs trembling with anticipation as I followed him inside, my heart pounding.

"Now, my dear Cassandra," Cassius began, "you are not just any hucow. Your milk is powerful, infused with the mana of a great wizard. That is why we needed to find a mate worthy of you—one that will amplify your gifts, producing an offspring that will make your body even more potent."

He gestured toward the center of the room, where a large cage stood, concealed beneath a heavy cloth draped over the bars. The air inside the building was thick with an earthy, primal musk.

"So, with that in mind," he said, his smirk widening, "I want you to meet your bull."

Dramatically Master Cassius pulled down the cloth. Inside the cage stood a minotaur—a towering beast of muscle and fur, his massive frame radiating raw power. His cock, thick and monstrous, hung between his legs, twitching as his dark eyes locked onto me.

Cassius smirked. "Kraal. The War Chieftain of the Minotaurs. Captured alive. Alaric had to cast a few spells to keep him docile, but trust me, he is more than willing." He slapped my bare ass affectionately, and I let out a pleased moo, "A cow like you deserves a bull of the highest caliber."

I barely heard his words, too lost in the sight before me. My gaze was locked onto this Chieftains throbbing cock, my body alight with desperate hunger. Research, alchemy—none of it mattered anymore.

I licked my lips, stepping forward eagerly, my body alight with desperate hunger. "I will do my best, Master."

With a blissful sigh, I climbed into the harness, spreading myself open for my new mate, ready to fulfill my purpose.

I am a Bullwood Girl.

END

Thanks for reading! Make sure to follow my author page to get notified for new releases!
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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! I put a dumb amount of thought into the internal lore of Bullwood. I have a whole alchemical system revolving around hucow milk, for god’s sake!

...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 standalone and none of the weird lore will get in the way of your enjoyment!

Make sure to follow my author page to get notified for new releases!

Thanks :)

- Parsia

More tales from Bullwood Creamery below…


More tales from Bullwood Creamery…

Breaking in The Bratty New Hucow
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A spoiled noble brat. A Rancher's hard discipline. A life of milky submission. 

Eleonora - maiden daughter of a rich trader, pampered little princess is not prepared for the milky life of a hucow that awaits her. No matter how much she stomps her foot or rolls her eyes she must learn to serve & submit to the demands of guests. 


To take her daily milkings without fuss, to give her fertility in service of the ranch..
But first and foremost, the brat must learn discipline. Master Cassius Bullwood- the older, dominant proprietor of the Creamery - will make sure she learns her place by any means necessary. 


Features: Age-gap, spanking, discipline, group, backdoor and plenty of milk!
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