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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 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.


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,” he hummed appreciatively, licking a stray drop from his lips. “Good girl,” he 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.


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?


Alaric

Transformation

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.


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 suclking 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.


Alaric

Experiment Log

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.


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


Hey there, thanks for reading! Parsia here!

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

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

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

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

If you enjoyed it, drop me a review and make sure to follow my author page to get notified for new releases.

Thanks :)

- Parsia
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More tales from Bullwood Creamery below…


More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

The New Hucow's Training Diary 

Arrival At Bullwood Creamery 
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Bullwood Creamery. Purveyors of the Finest Dairy in all the Realm. 

Village maiden Lilly arrives at Bullwood Creamery to rescue her friend. She soon discovers that Bullwood is not a place one needs to be rescued from. Master Cassius and his faithful bulls make sure that the fertile young stock is transformed with medical efficiency into the most faithful hucow. They are kept happy, clean, well-fed…

And most importantly... milked and mated.


More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

Shared Before My Eyes at the Hucow Tavern

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

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

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

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