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A note on continuity

This story was written as a companion piece to “Becoming his Fertile Hucow Bride”. Events in the story take place concurrently but this time from the young maid’s POV.

After I wrote the bride story I couldn’t get the little curious maid out of my mind so I wrote this story.

Both can be read as standalone pieces and one is not required to understand the other. If you’re curious about Jocelyn’s transformation though you can check out her story here.

Happy creamin’!

-          Parsia


Chapter 1 

A New Hire At The Mansion

"Father!" I swung open the doors to our house, panting with excitement. "I have amazing news!"

"What is it, Rose?" My dad was slumped in a chair at the table, already deep in drink. I didn’t blame him—he was still coming to terms with having to send his daughter to... to Bullwood Creamery.

But it didn’t matter anymore!

"I went to the mansion. You know, the Albright Mansion?" I said, unable to contain my excitement. "And... and... I asked if they had work for me. I said I would do anything, absolutely anything..." I could barely get the words out, I was so excited. "And... and the head butler—he said that a maid had recently gotten pregnant and retired. They’re looking for a new live-in maid, Daddy! I will be working in Albright Manor."

My father’s concerned grimace finally turned into a smile. "My dear Rose!" He stood up and gave me a sopping bear hug. "That’s... that’s... wonderful!" He was sobbing. "And to think... to think I almost signed you off to... to Bullwood Creamery... Please forgive me." He was sobbing into my shoulder now. I had never seen him cry this much.

"It’s okay, Father. It was the best choice at the time. And it’s not happening anymore." I hugged him back.

Ah, yes... Bullwood Creamery. After mother died and our debts piled up after a series of bad harvests...

No one in the village spoke about it openly, but everyone knew. Families whispered in hushed tones about daughters sent away, contracts signed in desperation, and girls who never returned. Not a single one. The carriages came, but they never brought anyone back.

Some said it was a dairy farm like no other, its milk thicker and richer than gold, the kind only nobles and royalty could afford. But the whispers said the milk itself was the secret—that it did not come from cows, but from the very girls who had been taken. That they were changed, reshaped, their bodies repurposed into something unnatural. Something made to produce.

There were rumors—dark ones. That they were kept in pens, their legs too weak to stand, their minds too dazed to remember life before. That those who had seen inside spoke of endless rows of them, kneeling, hooked to machines, their milk drained without pause.

But Albright Manor? That was different. That was the pride of the land. A house of nobility, where tradition and wealth stretched back generations. Every servant who worked within its walls was well-paid, well-fed, and respected. Those fortunate enough to serve there were considered the luckiest among the working class.

The old Lord Albright had passed away last winter, leaving the estate to his only son—Alasdair Albright. A young man, in his early thirties. Handsome, they said. Polite, but distant. He had yet to take a wife, and in his grief, he had remained reclusive, leaving most of the estate’s affairs to his trusted head butler. But still, Albright Manor was a place of order and stability, a beacon of prosperity in a land where so many struggled to survive.

And now, I would be a part of it.

"I will leave for the mansion tomorrow."


Chapter 2

A Maid’s Duties

I quickly gathered what few belongings I had that night and left for the mansion in the morning.

Everything I needed fit neatly into a single small leather backpack.

"You won’t need that many clothes. The Albright mansion provides all its servants with uniforms," the head butler had explained after I agreed to take the job.

A quick departure from the village and a twenty-minute walk along the cobblestone path brought me to the imposing gates of Albright Manor. A bored guard gave me a look that made me shudder. I had started noticing it more and more as I’d gotten older—the lecherous stares of men.

"Whatcha doing here, pretty girl? I’m on duty, but if you want to come back in a couple of hours, I can buy you a drink or two at the tavern," he said, flashing a yellow-toothed smile.

Just ignore him, Rose.

"I’m... the new maid. Hired by Jeeves, the head butler," I managed to blurt out.

The guard’s expression shifted slightly. I was to be a future colleague, after all.

"Jeeves found us a pretty one, eh? The old codger still has a good eye, it seems," he jeered. "Come with me, I’ll take you to Jeeves." He opened the gate and motioned me inside.

"Can’t wait to see you, pretty little bird, in that maid uniform," he whispered, just loudly enough for me to hear. I shuddered. Was this what everyone at the mansion would be like?

The guard led me through the gates and into the estate.

What I saw took my breath away.

I had heard stories of the Albright mansion’s opulence, but this surpassed everything I had imagined. The finely manicured gardens stretched across the grounds. The mansion itself stood proud and large, decorated with stone carvings, the windows of its three stories gleaming in the morning sun.

"Jeeves should be in the servant’s quarters now," the guard explained, leading me to a smaller building off to the side, clearly built to draw as little attention to itself as possible. Just as he was about to knock, the door creaked open.

The man standing there looked to be in his sixties, sporting a silver ponytail and a neatly trimmed beard. His butler uniform, his posture—everything about him radiated dignified grace. This was a man who would never flinch. Who lived to serve. My new boss.

Finally, someone sane to save me from this meathead pervert.

"Ah, Rosalinda. I was expecting you," he said, flashing a courteous smile.

"Thank you, Herman. I will take it from here," Jeeves said calmly. The gate guard left without a word.

"Miss Rosalinda, glad you could make it on time. I suggest you leave your belongings here and change into uniform. I’m afraid we have a busy day ahead of us. Master Alasdair is returning with his new wife tonight. The mansion must be spotless."

As expected of the head butler. Straight to business. With a determined nod, I followed him inside to what would be my new living quarters.

◆◆◆

I shut the door to my new room. It was simple yet cozy—a cot, a wardrobe, a small desk, and a window looking straight toward the main manor. On the bed, a black and white maid uniform was neatly laid out. It looked quite cute. Except…

"Rosalinda," Jeeves’ voice came from the other side of the door. "You might have noticed that the uniform comes with its own undergarments. I must stress that those are also part of the uniform—Albright tradition," he explained curtly.

I stared at the undergarments laid out. It was fine fabric. Softer than anything that had ever hugged my intimate parts. But the pattern gave me pause. White, with uneven black blotches. Almost like a cow…

Albright tradition, he says.

With a shrug, I disrobed and quickly slipped into the underwear. I examined myself in the mirror next to the wardrobe. At eighteen, my body was now unmistakably that of a woman. My breasts were modest, yet they seemed to attract enough attention, I noted, thinking back to the guard.

I put on the rest of the uniform.

It hugged my form more snugly than expected—the bodice cinched neatly at my waist, accentuating my hips. The skirt, though long enough to reach just above my knees, swayed lightly with each movement, the crisp white apron sitting perfectly over it. The sleeves puffed delicately at the shoulders before tapering down, buttoned tight at the wrist. And the collar—prim, high, stiff—framed my neck like a claim.

But it was the undergarments that lingered in my mind. The thin, cow-print silk hugged my most sensitive places like a secret I wasn’t meant to tell. It shouldn’t have made me feel anything. It was just fabric. But something about the way the blotches cupped my breasts and hugged between my thighs made me squirm ever so slightly.

I turned to the mirror again. A maid. That’s what I saw. Not just a village girl scraping by. No—the uniform was crisp and clean. Immediately I looked so polished, so obedient. I turned to the side, watching the sway of the skirt, the snug fit of the bodice. I bent slightly, pretending to dust a table—just to see. The cow-print panties tugged between my cheeks. I flushed at how easily the fabric rode up.

Albright tradition. Exactly who came up with this tradition?

Steeling myself with a deep breath, I opened the door to my room. Jeeves was waiting outside, unflinching.

"Ah. It fits you perfectly," he said, giving a subtle nod. "I hadn’t your measurements—I feared it might be too snug." His gaze measured me up and down. Just for a second, it lingered on my thighs. Not improper. Not overt like Herman was. But from a man like him, it had the subtlety of a firework display.

Jeeves cleared his throat and straightened the cuffs of his sleeves—whatever flicker I thought I saw was gone. He was once again the embodiment of professionalism.

"We’ll need to get straight to work," he said crisply. "Lord Albright returns this evening with his new bride. The manor must be spotless."

"Yes, sir," I replied, voice steadier than I felt.

And so began the day.

◆◆◆

The hours flew by in a blur of motion and sweat. Every room needed tending—floors scrubbed, linens changed, silver polished, windows opened to let the breeze in.

Despite his age, Jeeves was tireless, instructing me with sharp efficiency as he led me through the mansion’s endless halls and chambers. I worked hard to keep up, nodding at every command, committing every detail to memory.

But beneath the discipline of duty, my heart wouldn’t stop racing. Lord Albright was returning tonight. The master of this estate. As kids playing in the village, we had joked about it. You look so beautiful you might get betrothed to Lord Albright. Why are you acting all haughty like you live in that Albright mansion?

But now here I was. In his house. His servant. And I would meet my master soon.

And with him—his new bride. What kind of woman was she? Did he love her? I tried to push the thoughts away, but the closer we got to evening, the harder it became to ignore the warm flutter beneath my uniform. I would meet him soon.

◆◆◆

“And that’s the last touch,” Jeeves said as he watched me fold the final napkin on the dinner table. “The young Lord Albright usually takes his supper in his study, but he explicitly instructed me to set the table in the main dining room. He would like to have a quick meal with his new bride before…” Jeeves trailed off, trying to remain dignified.

My cheeks reddened. We both knew what came after.

I looked at the table we had just prepared. It could seat about twenty people, designed for feasts and grand dinners. But tonight we had set just two places across from each other. One for Master Albright, and one for Jocelyn—his new bride.

“You did well, Rosalinda,” Jeeves remarked quietly.

I blushed again. The old butler had been so reserved, so straight to the point all day, that this simple compliment left me elated.

“Thank you, sir,” I managed through my embarrassment.

Jeeves looked out the window. The sun was already setting, bathing the estate grounds in a peaceful orange glow.

“And here’s our young Lord.”

I scuttled to the window beside Jeeves. The gates of the estate had opened to let in an opulent carriage pulled by two white steeds.

“Come, Rosalinda. We must greet them with the rest of the staff.”

Nervously, I followed Jeeves to where the rest of the mansion’s staff was lined up in a neat row, waiting for the carriage to stop.

I took a good look at my colleagues.

“Not all of the mansion’s staff lives on the premises,” Jeeves had explained earlier. “In fact, right now—apart from you, me, and the three other maids—the servants’ quarters are rather empty. People come from the village every day. The guards take turns with the night shift. Me and the maids can manage the morning duties… especially now that you’ve joined.”

The other maids… they were all significantly older. Hired by Alasdair’s father, from what I understood. The youngest among them had to be in her thirties, with dark, tightly braided hair and a body that filled out the uniform in a way that looked... intentional. One of them—tall, sharp-eyed—glanced at me briefly, her mouth curling into the faintest smirk, as if she already knew what I didn’t.

Jeeves nudged me, and I lined up next to them.

The carriage ground to a halt, and the driver stepped down to open the door.

“Announcing the arrival of the young Lord Alasdair Albright and his wife, Lady Jocelyn Albright,” the carriage driver called ceremonially as he pulled the door open.

And out he stepped. Dressed in a finely tailored black coat trimmed with gold—formal yet effortless—Lord Alasdair Albright cut a striking figure. He was young, perhaps only a few years older than me… early twenties at most. His sharp cheekbones and noble jaw formed a regal portrait. But it was his eyes—cool, commanding, and a shade of deep, stormy blue—that truly marked him as an Albright. He descended with the quiet poise of a man used to reverence, then extended a gloved hand with courtly grace to help his new bride down from the carriage.

A pang of jealousy shot through me that quickly congealed into embarrassment.

Jocelyn Albright was undeniably beautiful. "She's just come of age," I remembered Jeeves explaining to me. "Master was betrothed to her when she was but a child."

She looked so young, so innocent. And just as out of place as I felt. Still in her wedding dress, she was absolutely glowing. The gown accentuated her curves, her breasts much fuller and richer than mine.

She took his hand and descended gracefully, though it was clear that noble though she was, she too was not used to the opulence of the Albright Manor.

The new couple went down the line of manor servants, each one greeting them with a deep bow. My turn came, and I followed suit.

"Is this the new maid you were telling me about, Jeeves?" I heard Lord Alasdair’s smooth voice while staring at the ground, trying my best not to shake with nerves.

"Yes, young Master. This is Rosalinda. From the village. She came looking for work, and I thought her a good fit."

"Stand up, little maid," I heard him say. The command came so naturally to him.

I stood and steeled myself to meet his cold blue eyes. He smiled warmly. Jocelyn, his bride, stood just behind him.

"Pleasure to meet you, Rosalinda," he said, smiling. "Mind if I call you Rose?"

"Yes... I mean no... I mean... I don't mind! I'm sorry... Master." I couldn’t see it, but I could feel Jeeves staring daggers into me. Alasdair just chuckled.

"I'll take that as a yes. Do your best, Rose!"

"Yes, Master!" I blurted out.

And just like that, the impromptu meet-and-greet was over.

◆◆◆

Their dinner was fairly brief—more ritual than actual supper. I waited at the corner of the room, just as instructed, refilling their goblets and serving the next courses. Alasdair made conversation, and Jocelyn did her best to keep up, but the poor girl was as awe-struck as I was. I could tell.

“Thank you for the feast, Jeeves,” Alasdair finally remarked. “And now, if you’ll excuse me, Jocelyn here is tired, so we will retire to the bedroom.”

The poor bride flushed red. She was so nervous. I didn’t blame her.

“Yes, Young Master,” Jeeves said. Then he turned to me. “Jocelyn, I’ll leave the kitchen cleanup to you, as instructed.”

“Yes!” I blurted out, scurrying to begin cleaning as the young noble couple retreated to the second-floor master bedroom.


Chapter 3

Peeping Maid

There really wasn’t that much to clean up.

They’d had a simple three-course meal, and only one corner of the table needed wiping. But I wanted to show off my work ethic. Prove to Jeeves that I was serious. That I listened when he instructed me. So I washed every dish by hand, dried and stacked them neatly, and returned them to their places in the cupboard. I even swapped out the perfectly fine tablecloth, folding it with precision before placing it in the linen basket.

But if I was being honest with myself… it wasn’t just about the work.

The way Jeeves had said it earlier—"The Master and his wife will retire to the bedroom"—those words had embedded themselves into my thoughts like barbs. I couldn’t help but imagine it. The young Lord, tall and quiet and devastatingly handsome. And her, his blushing bride. Alone now. Newly wed.

The other maids had retired for the night, happy to leave the final duties to the fresh new hire. The mansion was utterly silent now. Silent except for… them.

I tried to stay focused, scrubbing the final dish with more force than necessary. But part of me—shamefully—was listening. For what? I didn’t dare answer that. But I knew.

For a while, there was nothing. Maybe this Lady Jocelyn was more reserved than the girls I’d grown up around in the village. Maybe she would just lie there stiff as a board, do her duty, and call it a night.

But then… it came.

The first moan—soft, drawn-out, unmistakably feminine.

I froze, my fingers slipping off the dish and letting it clatter quietly into the drying rack.

Another moan followed. Louder. Needier. Like she was being unraveled. And then, the groan of a man. Deep. Commanding.

I swallowed hard.

Keeping an ear out had become pointless—whatever they were doing in the master bedroom, they weren’t being shy about it. Her cries echoed down the halls. Dirty, desperate moans interspersed with something darker—yelps? Was he spanking her?

My hand brushed the front of my apron, and I felt it: the wetness. Shameful. I clenched my thighs together and turned away from the sink.

You’re such an idiot, Rose.

But I couldn’t help myself.

Leaving the kitchen behind, I moved through the hall as quietly as I could, careful not to let my shoes click too loudly on the floorboards. The house was vast, the air thick with silence save for the echoing sounds from above. I climbed the grand staircase, heart thundering in my chest, cheeks burning with shame and something worse: anticipation.

At the top, I hesitated.

And then—like a common thief—I crept toward the door of the master bedroom, cracked just enough to let a sliver of candlelight bleed through.

I shouldn’t have looked. I knew I shouldn’t have. But I didn’t stop. And I saw everything.

I should have turned away the moment I saw her on all fours.

But I couldn’t.

Jocelyn was naked, her robe tossed aside, her round ass lifted high in the air, thighs trembling. Lord Alasdair stood behind her—fully nude now—his body tense, powerful, every movement deliberate.

She was moaning.

“Please, Master, fuck my virgin hole and fill me with your seed,” she begged, her voice loud, shameless. She reached back with both hands, spreading her cheeks wide, presenting herself like a beast in heat.

My breath caught. He didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, pressed a hand to her slick folds—casual, appraising—before answering, “Not tonight.”

Then I saw it. His thick cock nudging higher, pressing between her cheeks. My eyes widened. He was going to take her there? On her wedding night?

“I will be using this hole tonight,” he growled, his voice dark, low—and then Jocelyn screamed.

He was inside her, mercilessly hilting his cock into her asshole.

She clawed at the carpet, her back arching in shock, in pain—no, in pleasure. Her cries weren’t fearful. They were needy. Hungry. Obedient.

He thrust harder, each movement making her body jolt, her breasts swing, milk-pale skin reddening with every slap of his hips. “Such a tight little hole,” he groaned, spanking her hard.

I covered my mouth, heart pounding. My thighs were pressed together tightly, my panties damp. Gods… what was this? What kind of wedding night was this?

“Already taking my cock like you were made for it,” he growled. “Scream louder, slut! I want all the servants to hear!”

I flushed. He wants me to hear?

And Jocelyn—sweet noble Lady Jocelyn—screamed back, “Yes! Thank you for fucking my virgin ass!”

I whimpered.

He pounded her mercilessly. She drooled onto the floor. Her body spasmed as he used her, her pussy gushing with need while her ass was stuffed full of his cock.

He grunted, hand striking her ass again and again. “My little wife made a mess on the carpet. Seems like I’ll need to train you better!”

She sobbed, “I—I’m sorry, Master…”

And then I saw it—his hips slammed forward, hard, deep. He growled something low and brutal—“I’m going to fill this tight ass. Mark you as mine before I breed you properly.”

He grabbed her hips tight, burying himself deep. His whole body tensed, his jaw clenched.

And Jocelyn screamed—screamed—as he came inside her. I watched his buttocks clench as he deposited his seed inside her ass.

That did it. I broke.

A rush of heat surged through me as I clamped a hand over my mouth, muffling the helpless moan that tore out of me. My orgasm crashed down—sharp and hot, rolling through my body in desperate waves. My legs gave out. I collapsed to my knees in the hallway, my hand still pressed between my thighs, fingers soaked with my own slick, chest heaving, heart racing.

Inside the room, he was still fucking her—slowly now, savoring the aftershocks.

I sat there in the dark hallway, trembling and shaking.

What the hell is happening to me?

And why… why did part of me hope he’d do the same to me next? I turned and fled down the hall, heart racing, heat dripping between my legs, my thoughts spinning frantically.

What kind of man had I come to serve? And why… why did it excite me so?


Chapter 4

The Wife, Transformed

I scurried back to the servant’s quarters. I slipped out of the cowprint panties. They were already soaked. I would need to wash them first thing tomorrow. I tucked myself in bed, trying my best to not think about what I had seen, how it had made me feel.

It was in vain.

Gods, they are still going.

Even from here, yards away- I could hear Jocelyn’s moans, more akin to an animal in heat than a woman embracing her lover.

I didn’t bother putting on new panties, they were just going to get soaked anyway. Clenching my things, I lay in bed listening to the carnal display and recalling what I had seen. Imagining myself in her place.

After what seemed like hours exhaustion finally took over me and I fell asleep.

◆◆◆

An insistent knock on my door awoke me from my dreams. Dreams that had given me little respite. Dreams in which I was in Jocelyn’s place, getting mercilessly pounded by Master Alasdair.

The knock grew louder.

“Rosalinda! It’s nearly six thirty. We have to start preparing breakfast!” It was Jeeves. There was a soft urgency in his voice that immediately snapped me wide awake. Quickly, I put on my uniform (thankfully there was a fresh pair of underwear in one of the drawers).

“You are supposed to be up by six,” Jeeves greeted me sternly when I opened the door.

So he’s just going to pretend he heard nothing last night? Truly a professional.

We got to work preparing breakfast. Eventually, around nine in the morning, the young couple came down. Jocelyn was wearing a simple gown while Alasdair was already in a crisp suit. I fought with every fibre of my being not to blush as I saw them. Jocelyn looked embarrassed. She probably knew we heard her. Would she care? We were just the help, after all.

“We will be making a short trip to Bullwood,” Alasdair announced to Jeeves.

Bullwood? The creamery? Where the girls are… milked?

I was so puzzled. I had so many questions. Not exactly the honeymoon of nobles I had envisioned.

“But of course, young Master,” Jeeves remarked curtly. “We will make sure the scheduled delivery is properly taken care of.”

A delivery? What delivery?

◆◆◆

The rest of the day I tended to the mansion with the rest of the maids. They didn’t have Jeeves’ restraint. While we scrubbed the marble floors of the foyer, I caught snippets of their conversation drifting through the quiet.

“Gods above, did you hear her last night?” one of them chuckled, wringing out a rag. “Sounded like she was getting split in two.”

“Mmm,” another replied. “Young Lord Alasdair’s a real stud. Takes after his father…”

I kept my head down, face burning red, desperately focusing on polishing a brass candlestick.

They had heard everything.

“Well?” the taller one said, amusement curling in her voice. “Did you get excited, little Rose?”

I stiffened.

“She’s blushing,” the plump one snorted. “You definitely heard it. Must’ve had a front-row seat in that scullery.”

“She’s new,” the third chimed in, smirking. “She’ll get used to life at Albright Manor soon enough.”

The tall one leaned in, lowering her voice to a mock whisper. “Gods know that little bride will have to, judging by the way she was squealing last night. Poor thing probably didn’t walk straight this morning.”

My hands trembled around the cloth. I didn’t say a word.

◆◆◆

“What the hell is this thing?” one of the maids muttered, eyeing the heavy wooden crate now sitting in the front hall.

“A delivery from Bullwood Creamery,” Jeeves replied curtly, adjusting his gloves. “Master specifically instructed we place it in the bedroom.”

I swallowed hard. The lid had already been pried open.

Inside sat something… mechanical. A strange, gleaming contraption of polished brass and black leather, its tubing coiled like a serpent waiting to strike. At the center was a padded brace, curved perfectly to support a woman’s chest. Two glass reservoirs stood mounted on either side—empty for now—each connected to a pair of thick, rubber-tipped suction cups.

The smell of it was sterile. Sharp. Too clean.

One of the maids scoffed. “What’s he need that for?”

“Not our job to ask, Isobella,” Jeeves remarked quietly.

I couldn’t look away from the machine. My eyes locked onto the rubber suction cups—thick, round, soft-looking—and I imagined them fitted over my small breasts, tugging at my nipples...

I shook the thought away, cheeks burning.

◆◆◆

Alasdair and Jocelyn returned on the evening of the following day. This time, there was no fanfare. No banners, no flower petals. Just the sound of wheels crunching gravel as their carriage pulled into the estate.

I was on the second floor, scrubbing one of the hall windows when I heard it. Curious, I glanced down.

There he was—Lord Alasdair, stepping out of the carriage in a crisp black coat, tall and poised as ever. He extended a hand.

And then I saw her climb out of the carriage. Lady Jocelyn. But not as I remembered her.

Her posture was different—slack, dreamy, her smile soft and vacant. But it was her body that made my breath catch.

Her breasts.

They were enormous. Obscene.

Heavier than her head, each one straining against the thin fabric of her gown, which clung tightly to her swollen curves. Her nipples jutted against the fabric like pebbles beneath silk, their shape unmistakable. As she stepped out of the carriage, they bounced—soft, heavy, pendulous, moving with an inertia that defied any natural explanation.

The fabric of her dress was damp at the tips.

She was leaking.

He had done it. He had taken her to Bullwood Creamery. He had turned his new bride into a hucow.


Chapter 5

The Maid Peeps again

No one from the staff made a comment. It seems like it had shocked even them. A wife’s first wedding night getting a bit too loud was one thing but turning her into…Into a hucow and installing a milking machine in your bedroom…It seems that even the veteran staff was a bit shocked by this.

The rest of the day went by as we did our duties around the mansion. Alasdair retired to his study and Jocelyn went to the bedroom. We were strictly instructed by Jeeves not to disturb either one of them. It seems like the old butler had known of Lord Alasdair’s designs as he didn’t let the mask of professionalism slip for even a second.

That night, I lay awake in my narrow cot, dressed in my plain cotton nightclothes, staring at the ceiling. My ears strained toward the quiet hush of the manor beyond the servant’s quarters. Surely, at any moment, I would hear it—those moans again. But louder. Heavier. Milkier.

After all, she was a hucow now.

The stories had haunted village girls for years—girls taken to Bullwood Creamery, injected with some strange elixir, their bodies reshaped and repurposed with only two functions: to be milked and bred.

I was ashamed that I wanted to hear it so badly. That the sight of Jocelyn’s swollen, leaking breasts had stirred something so primal inside me I hadn’t been able to think about anything else all day. But there I was, lying still, breath shallow, every muscle tense and listening.

And yet… nothing.

It was already past eleven. The rest of the mansion was deep in sleep.

Damn it, Rose.

Against my better judgment, I slipped out of bed and tugged my maid uniform back on, hurriedly fastening the buttons with trembling fingers. If I was caught, I could lie. Say I was fetching something. Preparing for breakfast. Anything.

I scurried down the path to the main estate, the night air cold on my skin beneath the uniform. My heartbeat echoed louder than my footsteps as I reached the front door.

I gripped the handle.

And just as I opened it—

I heard it. Jocelyn moaning. It was quieter this time, almost tender at first.

I hurried up the stairs, heart hammering, blood pounding in my ears, trying my best to remain quiet. When I reached the master bedroom, the door was ajar—just like before.

Through the crack, I could see everything.

Alasdair stood at the edge of the bed, fully nude, his body bathed in soft candlelight. He was tall—impossibly so from my angle where I stood crouched trying my best to stay out of sight.  He was built like a warrior from the old tales: broad shoulders, taut muscles across his chest and abdomen, his thighs thick and powerful. Every inch of him radiated control. Command.

And between those legs—

His cock.

Oh Gods, his cock. Last time I hadn’t managed to see him properly, not hilted fully in his wife’s tender asshole. Now it was on full display.

It was hard. So hard. Thick, veiny, arching upward from the base like it belonged to some beast, not a man. The head was flushed pink with arousal, a drop of precum already glistening at the tip. He was stroking his impressive girth slowly, watching her with an intensity that made my breath hitch.

Jocelyn lay on her back atop the bed, her limbs spread, her body open and inviting. Her massive breasts spilled across her chest obscenely. Not the beautiful firm things I had seen on the first night. Proper udders. The nipples stiff and slightly swollen, each one glistening with a slow trickle of milk. The sheets beneath her were already damp.

Her legs were parted. Wide. Wanton. Welcoming. Her entire body trembled with need, her hips shifting slightly as she looked up at him, panting, helpless.

Alasdair leaned forward slightly, cock in hand, his voice low and thick:

“Are you ready to be bred properly, my little cow?”

Jocelyn moaned in response—soft, high, needy. She shook her hips up and down like a bitch in heat, inviting him to jump in.

I covered my mouth, eyes wide, pulse racing. And between my legs, the heat returned -fierce and throbbing.

I couldn’t breathe.

Alasdair moved over her like a stormcloud, lowering himself slowly between her legs. Jocelyn let out a high, needy whimper as he aligned his cock with her soaked pussy, already glistening and dripping with anticipation.

Then he thrust.She screamed—not in pain. In pure, milk-drunk pleasure.

His hips slammed against hers with relentless force, his cock plunging deep into her transformed, eager hole. Milk sprayed from her tits with every thrust, droplets splashing across her belly and soaking the sheets beneath her.

“Fuck,” he growled. “You’ve filled up the whole milking machine and you still have so much inside you.”

He grabbed her udders with both hands, squeezing roughly. Thick, creamy milk burst from her nipples in twin jets, painting his chest, his arms, her thighs.

She sobbed in pleasure, her hips jerking to meet his every thrust. “Breed me,” she gasped. “Breed me again, Master—please!”

His cock slammed deeper, harder. Her whole body jolted with every impact, milk squirting uncontrollably as her pussy gushed around him.

I couldn’t take it.

My hand slipped beneath my skirt. My panties were already soaked. I pushed them aside, fingers working fast over my slick folds. My breath was shallow, my body trembling, my eyes fixed on the way his cock disappeared into her again and again.

“Good girl,” he panted. “You want to be a brood cow, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned. “I want your calves in me. Fill me up.”

His hands stayed locked on her tits, squeezing them as they sprayed, her body a leaking, moaning mess beneath him.

I bit my lip, rubbing faster, chasing the pleasure, imagining his hands on my body, his cock deep in my pussy, pumping me full like I was just another hucow in heat.

The sound of their bodies slapping together echoed through the room. The scent of milk. Sex. Heat.

I came. Hard. I buried my face in my arm, biting down to muffle the cry as my climax tore through me, fingers soaked, legs trembling, every nerve alight.

Inside the room, they hadn’t even noticed. He was still fucking her, harder now, rougher, like he wanted to fuck the milk right out of her.

And gods help me…I couldn’t look away.

Alasdair pulled out of Jocelyn with a wet slap, thick strings of slick dripping from her gaping pussy. She whimpered at the loss, body twitching. Then he grabbed her by the hips and flipped her effortlessly onto her hands and knees.

“Present yourself properly,” he growled.

She arched her back immediately, her ass high, breasts swinging beneath her—two heavy, leaking masses, dripping milk in slow, lazy trails that soaked into the sheets below.

I moaned quietly. But Jocelyn was loud. So loud.

As soon as he drove back into her, she screamed. Milk sprayed from her teats like she had no control over it, each hard thrust forcing another messy squirt from her trembling tits. She sobbed his name, incoherent, overwhelmed.

And I was no better.

My fingers moved without thought now, soaked and frantic, sliding over my clit again and again. I didn’t care how loud I got—her screams would bury mine. Her pleasure was a wall of sound.

“You were made for this,” Alasdair snarled. “Look at you. Spraying like a broken tap. My perfect little milk cow.”

He slammed into her, and her whole body jolted. Milk gushed across the bedding. My breath caught. I rubbed harder, my other hand gripping the wall for balance.

“Yes! Breed me! I’m ready!” Jocelyn sobbed, her voice cracking.

“Breed you?” he growled, leaning forward to spank her hard. “I already did. You’re going to take every drop I have left.”

He rammed into her again, harder, faster. Her moans turned into wails, milk puddling on the bed. Her ass jiggled with each thrust, bouncing back to meet him like her body couldn’t get enough.

I came, my orgasm coming suddenly, violently.

My moan slipped out—louder than I meant—but it didn’t matter. Jocelyn was screaming louder. Crying out for more. Begging.

I collapsed onto the floor just outside the door, hand still between my thighs, chest heaving, soaked in my own pleasure.

Inside the room, he hadn’t stopped.

And I didn’t want him to. I wanted him to take her again. And again. And someday… I wanted to be the one on all fours.

Leaking. Begging. Bred.

What seemed like hours passed. I lost track of how many times Jocelyn came... of how many times I came. My thighs were slick, my hand sore, my lips raw from trying to stifle the sounds. Inside, Jocelyn moaned and shook and sprayed, over and over, her body used like a prized animal, bred ruthlessly. Lord Alasdair seemed to have endless stamina.

Finally, with a roaring grunt, Master Alasdair buried himself in her one last time. Jocelyn collapsed beneath him, a dripping, milk-soaked mess, her eyes fluttering back in pleasure as he released his seed deep inside her.

He slapped her ass hard, his voice a command. “That better take, cow. I want an heir as soon as possible.”

That snapped me out of it. Out of the heat. The haze. The mindless stroking and soaking pleasure that had taken me over.

I clumsily pulled down my skirt, still shaking, and scurried away from the door like a thief in the night. Down the stairs. Out the front. Back across the quiet grounds and into the servant’s quarters.

Back into my bed.

But even under the sheets, I could still feel it. The tremble in my fingers. The ache between my legs. The image of his cock, her breasts, the milk, the heat, the sound.

I could never get enough. I could never stop wanting it for myself.


Chapter 6

The Hucow and the Maid

“Master Alasdair has requested you to go to report to his bedroom at nine thirty this morning.” Jeeves announced with his signature professional voice.

Oh no! Was I in trouble? Did he know?

“But why?”

“He did not elaborate.”

I was crestfallen. Did I get caught. Was he going to fire me for intruding on their privacy? Just as I had gotten used to this job I was going to get fired… I would have to go back home and…and…Get sent to Bullwood Creamery?

The thought didn’t terrify me as much as it had before. I recalled Jocelyn’s body, how eager she was for her milking and how much pleasure Alasdair gave her.

No! What am I thinking? I couldn’t possibly want this.

Nine thirty rolled around I found myself standing in front of the very same bedroom door that I had been peeking through yesterday. It was firmly shut now. Who shut it? When did they shut it? Thoughts raced through my head as I steeled myself to knock.

“Master Albright?” My voice was small, terrified, “Jeeves said you asked for me.”

“Rose, come in.” his voice came from inside the room.

With a deep breath I opened the door. What I saw inside nearly made me gasp.

Master Alasdair was dressed in an expensive looking dressing gown, looking as composed and handsome as ever. No, he’s not what made me gasp.

It was Jocelyn.

She was already strapped into the milking machine—her body positioned like it had done this a hundred times. Her arms rested in padded loops, her back slightly arched, hips tilted just enough to keep her breasts forward, heavy, pendulous, and leaking slowly onto the brass brace below.

Her breasts—her obscene, overfilled hucow tits—rested on the padded brace in front of her, gently swaying with each breath. Her nipples were swollen, slick with milk that had leaked freely during her last round. Thin streams still dripped from them, trailing across the curved brass below her.

There were no suction cups attached yet, but I could see the thin film of moisture glistening on the tips of her swollen nipples, the aftermath of a night’s build-up, ready to be drained.

Her eyes were half-lidded, mouth parted in a lazy, contented expression. She looked so… at peace. Like being milked wasn’t a chore, but a need. A relief.

I didn’t know what to say. My mouth opened, then closed again. Had he found out? Was I being dismissed? Punished?

“Ah, Rose,” Alasdair said, his tone light. “I wanted to introduce you to one of your new duties.”

He gestured calmly to the bedroom.

My gaze shifted—and there she was. Jocelyn. Strapped in, her body glowing in the morning light, milk already beading at her nipples, her expression soft and pliant.

“As you can see, my wife has a bit of a predicament.”

Internally, I exhaled. I wasn’t being fired.
I was being given more work.

And what work it was.

“She’s taken the Hucow Elixir during our visit to Bullwood,” he continued. “As I’m sure you’ve noticed, it’s… reshaped her.”

He stepped to Jocelyn’s side and casually squeezed one heavy nipple between his fingers. A slow bead of milk emerged, followed by a soft, muffled moan from her throat.

“She’s ripe now. Constantly. And like any barn animal, she needs tending. Hence…” He gestured to the brass-and-leather contraption in front of her. “The machine.”

My cheeks were already flushed, but I nodded.

“As much as I’d like to handle it myself every day,” he said, smirking, “I am a busy man. So I’ll require assistance.”

He moved to the machine, lifted one of the large suction cups, and gently pressed it to Jocelyn’s right breast.

“See? Easy. The system’s powered by a stabilized alchemical reaction. Once attached, it handles the rest.”

He nodded to me.

“Go ahead, attach the other.”

My hands trembled slightly as I took the second cup. Jocelyn let out a breathy, pleased whimper the moment the rubber sealed over her nipple.

“Good, good. Just like that. Now…” He pointed. “Flip the switch.”

I did. The machine hummed to life A slow, rhythmic suction began. Jocelyn moaned. Her breasts swelled, her hips shifted. Milk began to flow in gentle spurts through the clear tubing, pooling in the glass tank beneath.

“And that’s it,” Alasdair said. “The process takes twenty, maybe thirty minutes. Just keep an eye on the tanks. They’ll stop automatically when full. Make sure to get the milk to the kitchen afterwards. The chef has already been instructed.”

“Yes, Master,” I murmured, still blushing furiously. The chef? Was he going to cook…? With her milk?

He turned to leave. “I’ll leave you to it. I’ve business to attend to in town.”

I nodded. “Yes, Master.”

He paused in the doorway. “Oh—and Rose?”I looked up quickly.

“There was a stain on the carpet outside our bedroom door this morning. Right near the threshold.” He looked at me—just long enough. “Would you mind taking care of it?”

I froze..He knows.

“I… of course, Master.”

He smiled. “Good girl.”

I swear I imagined the wink.


Chapter 7

The Maid’s Fall

The next morning I hurried to the master bedroom at nine-thirty sharp, just as I’d been instructed. My heart was already racing. I hadn’t dared to sneak around again the night before. I couldn’t. Not after what he’d said. The carpet… He’d seen it. Knew what I’d done. And yet…He hadn’t punished me. Hadn’t scolded me one bit.

Had he… wanted me to watch?

The question rattled in my chest as I approached the door, the softest moans drifting from the other side.

“There’s no way…” I whispered under my breath. I raised my hand and knocked.

A pause. Then: “Come in.”

His voice. Calm and measured. Just like always.I swallowed nervously and pushed the door open.

Jocelyn was already strapped into the milking frame. Her arms rested on the leather braces, her back arched just slightly, her massive, overfilled breasts hanging low and gleaming. The suction cups hadn’t been attached yet—but she was already leaking. Milk trickled in lazy trails down her curves, dripping onto the catch basin below.

Alasdair stood behind her, still in his dressing gown—dark, silk, and untied. He made no move to close it.

He looked over his shoulder at me. “Right on time.”

I stepped in, keeping my eyes down, the soft hum of the machine filling the room.

He moved forward, one hand trailing along Jocelyn’s thigh. “She’s extra full this morning,” he said, more to himself than to me.

Then he looked at me again—eyes dark and knowing.

“You’ll handle the milking again today.”

I nodded, nervously moving to prepare the cups. I guess this was normal. I should treat it as such.

Casually, he added: “And stay until I’m finished with her.”

I froze. Jocelyn moaned softly, shifting her hips. And then I froze. Alasdair had already shrugged off his dressing gown. I could feel the heat of him at my back as I adjusted one of the clasps on Jocelyn’s arm—pure instinct, trying to focus on something mundane.

But then he spoke. Calm. Unhurried.

“Should I…” I struggled to find the words, “Give you some privacy, Master?”

“Nonesense! ” He said, “ A hucow has no need for modesty. Isn’t that right, my dear wife?” he turned th Jocelyn who was quietly moaning from the sensation of the suction.

“Yes…Please just take me…” she moaned out.

“See.” he smirked, “In fact, I insist. You are welcome to stay and watch.”

Then, unceremoniously, he mounted her. I heard the soft sound of his body meeting hers—the wet, slow slap of cock into cunt.

He was fucking her. Right in front of my eyes.

Bent over, moaning, milk draining from her as he took her from behind. I stood barely two feet away, hands on the control panel of the milking machine, watching the tanks fill while her pussy was being pumped full of his cock.

I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breathe. Then his voice cut through the haze:

“Are you getting excited, Rosalinda?”

I blinked. I could barely speak.

“No… I mean…” I swallowed. “Yes, m’lord.”

He grunted. The slap of his hips grew harder, faster.

“Show me then.”

My entire body flushed. But I obeyed. I lifted my skirt—just high enough to expose my soaked panties. My hand slipped beneath them, already trembling, fingers finding the soaked heat between my legs. I began to touch myself. Right there, standing beside my milk-drunk mistress as she was bred like livestock.

My breathing grew shallow. The machine hissed and pulsed beside me. Jocelyn’s moans rose higher.

And I—

I was moaning too. Quietly. Obediently.

But not ashamed, not anymore. There was no need to hide.

“Good girl,” Alasdair urged me on, “Just like that. Enjoy yourself. Watch me breed my little cow here.”

I stood there, beside the harness and the milking machine, touching myself obediently, my eyes taking in the scene greedily.

“Good girl,” Alasdair urged, voice low and steady. “Just like that. Enjoy yourself. Watch me breed my little cow here.”

His hips moved with brutal precision now, the sound of flesh on flesh echoing in the room as Jocelyn moaned beneath him, utterly lost to the sensation. Her heavy breasts swung beneath her with every thrust, milk spraying wildly into the catch basin, the machine hissing as it drank her down. I couldn’t look away.

Her body trembled, every inch of her used and owned—and loved it. My fingers worked faster beneath my panties, slick and frantic, hips rolling in rhythm with his.

“She’s close,” Alasdair growled. “Aren’t you, my little breeder?”

“Yes, Master! Please—please fill me!” Jocelyn sobbed, voice cracking as her orgasm built.

Her moans were music—raw, desperate, milky. I gasped, the coil inside me tightening. My thighs quivered, breath hitched.

Then I saw it.

Alasdair’s hands gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft, round flesh. His back tensed. His jaw clenched. He pushed deep—so deep—and groaned.

“Take it, cow. Every drop.”

Jocelyn screamed, her body spasming as she climaxed, milk erupting from her tits in violent streams, her entire frame jerking as his seed filled her.

That did it.

I cried out, my hand still buried between my thighs, my orgasm crashing over me like a wave, hot and wet and uncontrollable. My knees nearly buckled, my free hand grabbing the edge of the milking machine for balance.

Unceremoniously, Alasdair dismounted Jocelyn, his seed dripping down her slick thighs, the milking machine still whirring.

“I have to be off now,” he smirked as he put on his clothes. “Make sure you finish the milking properly.”

I nodded nervously, trying my best to compose myself. Was this what a normal day at Albright Manor would be like?


Chapter 8

Just a Taste

Months passed since that day and my daily life in the mansion grew progressively more obscene.

I was frequently tasked with the morning milking and welcomed to watch by Alasdair any time that he had time for to breed his wife in the morning. In the evening I would sometimes still skulk around and watch, getting more and more brazen. A couple of times when I spied through the door I even locked eyes with Alasdair as he pumped in and out of his wife. All he did was give me a knowing smile.

I know you’re here little maid. And I don’t mind one bit.

…Is what it seemed to say.

Jocelyn herself seemed to be growing more docile by the day. Within a month she was with child. All the staff had grown accustomed to hearing her moan at night, to the point where it wasn’t even something worthy of gossip. Her belly was swelling rapidly and her engorged breasts seemed to always be leaking. Even with the daily milkings we had to change the sheets in the master bedroom every day.

In the morning she would squeeze her udders into master’s coffee. The milk pails I filled every morning were sent to the kitchen. The chef let me have a taste of her milk once. It was divine. I had grown obsessed with her body, it’s transformation. How ripe she looked with her swollen belly and leaking breasts…

◆◆◆

Jocelyn was about seven months pregnant when Master Alasdair summoned me to his study.

“Ah, Rose… Please, have a seat.” He gestured toward the chair across from his desk, his tone as smooth and unreadable as ever.

I sat, hands folded neatly in my lap, heart fluttering like it always did when I was alone with him. He had never laid a finger on me—not once. And yet every time we shared a room, I felt it. That coiled, waiting something. Like he might pounce if I said the wrong thing. Or the right one.

Instead, he remained poised, composed, fingers steepled in front of him as he spoke.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “many of Lactia’s noble families will be arriving at Albright Manor. We’re hosting a feast.”

I nodded. “Yes, Master.”

“I want you to be the one attending it.”

I let out a small breath. Relief. This was normal. A formal dinner. I would be in uniform, serving wine, clearing plates—proper maid duties.

But then he continued.

“My dear wife Jocelyn will be…” He smiled—just a little too sharply. “…the main attraction.”

My lips parted slightly, but I said nothing.

“She’s nearly ready to give birth now. And full to bursting,” he said, glancing briefly toward the window. “But I need her… more full.”

He looked back at me, locking eyes.

“You are not to milk her tomorrow. No matter how much she begs. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Master.”

“I want her swollen. Desperate. Utterly leaking by the time the nobles arrive.”

I nodded nervously. My thighs pressed together under the hem of my skirt.

“And one more thing,” he added, standing and walking slowly around the desk toward me. “You’ll assist her in the bath this evening. See to it that she’s thoroughly cleaned. Every inch. Inside and out.”

He stood behind me now. I could feel the warmth of his body. The low timbre of his breath.

“Make sure she’s soft… and shining.”

My voice was barely more than a whisper.

“Yes, Master.”

He rested a hand lightly on my shoulder. Not possessive. Just enough to make my heart stop.

“Good girl. And you’ll be attending the party as well. Think of it as a reward.” he smiled his devilish smile.

◆◆◆

The next morning I knocked cautiously on the bedroom door.

“Come in.” It was Jocelyn’s soft voice. She was splayed out on the bed, completely nude. Seeing her giant udders and her full belly always stirred something in me. I couldn’t get fully used to it.

“Rosalinda! So happy you’re here I’m so full…” she held up her giant breasts. Creamy milk was leaking from her nipples as usual, “But where’s the machine…”

“I’ve…I’ve been instructed not to milk you today, Mistress…”

She looked disappointed for a second and then composed herself again. “Very well, if my dear husband has requested it.”

“I…I am to bathe you, Mistress. The baths have already been prepared. If you would be kind enough to follow me.”

“Wash me.” she smiled mischievously, “Very well. Lead the way, dear Rose.”

◆◆◆

Jocelyn reclined in the deep marble tub, her skin flushed, her belly full and heavy with child. Her breasts bobbed slightly with the surface of the water, enormous, and shining, visibly aching. I took in her impressive form.

“I’m ready, Rosalinda,” she said with a smile.

I nodded and got to work. My hands moved across her arms and shoulders first. Then her back. Her thighs. I used the soft sponge Jeeves had given me, careful and gentle, circling it over her swollen belly.

“How do they… feel, Mistress?” I asked before I could stop myself, glancing at her leaking tits.

She smiled, slow and proud.

“My breasts? They are wonderful, Rosalinda. It’s indescribable, feeling so full…constantly leaking. And the milk itself… it’s so delicious.”

My thighs pressed together beneath my skirt. I couldn’t help it. I had tasted the milk of course. Furtive sips from the pails in the kitchen. Even cold it was so delicious.

She noticed me squirming. She always noticed. She turned around and held up one of her enormous breasts. Even now her nipples were leaking ever so slightly.

“Would you like a taste?” she said so casually

My breath caught. I wanted a taste so badly. I wanted to bury my face in her breasts, to suck deeply on those udders the way I had seen master suck so many times.

“But… but Master said not to milk you today…”

She grinned, brushing a lock of wet hair from her face. “Just a little sip. I’m so full. No one will notice if it’s just a little.”

I hesitated, tremblingI. I should have said no.

“If… if it pleases Mistress,” I whispered.

“There we go.” She chuckled. Jocelyn lifted one heavy breast toward me, milk beading at the tip of her nipple, pink and swollen and perfect.

I leaned in.

My lips closed over her teat, latching onto her nipple the same way I had seen the machine do so many times. The same way her child would soon. And I pulled.

“Oh, you greedy girl.” Jocelyn moaned. The cream flooded my mouth almost immediately. The taste hit instantly—rich, creamy, warm. So much better than the cold milk I had tasted in the kitchen.

I latched on harder, pulling desperately, like my life depended on it. Jocelyn moaned softly above me, one hand cradling the back of my head. “That’s it, sweet girl… drink your fill.”

My tongue flicked, circled. Her nipple throbbed against my lips. Each gentle pull sent a fresh stream across my tongue. The relief in her body was palpable. She sank deeper into the bath, sighing as I suckled slowly, reverently. Her fingers dug into my hair. I whimpered softly against her, overwhelmed, needing more.

“Mmm, enough, darling,” she finally whispered.

She pulled me back gently, and I let go. My lips were slick with her milk, my heart pounding.

“I have to stay full for tonight. Master’s orders.”

I wiped my mouth quickly, blushing furiously. “It’s… it’s so sweet, Mistress.”

She smiled, hand gliding over her belly, heavy with child. “I know.”

“Now help me finish washing. And this can be our little secret. If you’re a good girl… maybe I’ll let you drink again.”

My whole body flushed.I nodded, breathless. “Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter 9 

The Wife’s Final Descent

A couple of hours later, the feast began.

I was the only servant allowed in the banquet hall—not even Jeeves was permitted. This was a private affair. Intimate. Exclusive. Dangerous.

The guests had arrived in full finery. Lords and Ladies from across Lactia, dignitaries I’d only ever heard of in whispers or seen sketched in dusty ledgers. Nobility. Power. Wealth. They took their seats in a long, polished dining hall gilded in candlelight.

Master Alasdair sat at the central seat of the table. His expression was unreadable—calm, amused, distant.

I moved from guest to guest in silence, trying to focus on my duties. Filling goblets. Offering wine. Clearing plates. But I couldn’t stop watching him.

Then the doors opened. And Jocelyn crawled in. .

She moved with a slow, swaying grace—her pregnant belly round and radiant, her breasts full and uncovered, already glistening with beads of milk. The gown she wore bore the same pattern as my panties. It clung to her skin like wet silk, cut high on the hips and low over the chest. She was radiant. Obscene.

One of the guests chuckled, raising a glass.

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

Alasdair didn’t flinch. “Isn’t she marvelous?” he said smoothly. “Cassius Bullwood worked his magic. And now she will show you proper Bullwood hospitality.”

There was laughter. Toasts raised.

And then Jocelyn began to serve.

She walked slowly around the room—spraying milk into goblets, into plates of food, into the waiting mouths of t he guests. Some nobles chuckled at the novelty. Others moaned outright when she poured straight from her swollen breasts. One lady asked for a splash on her roasted duck. A lord reached out to knead her breasts himself while she sprayed for him.

I stood at the edge of the room, heart pounding, barely breathing, taking in the obscene spectacle. Just when I thought I had seen it all the mansion.

The feast grew more indulgent. Wine flowed. Laughter turned lecherous. Jocelyn’s udders were milked by hand as often as by her own will. Her belly was rubbed. Her nipples pinched. She smiled through it all. Glowed, even. So this was Bullwood hospitality?

“Say, Alasdair…” one of the lords said, swirling a half-full goblet of Jocelyn’s milk. He looked properly drunk already,  “She’s already bred, yes? No harm in a little fun. It wouldn’t threaten your line of succession...”

Alasdair didn’t blink.

“Let’s hear from her.” He chuckled.

He turned toward Jocelyn—who now stood in the center of the hall, milk still dripping from her puffy nipples.

“Jocelyn,” he said calmly, “would you like my guests to use all your holes like the mindless breeding cow you’ve become?”

Her thighs shifted  “Yes, Master,” she said without hesitation. “Please… use your cow.”

The room roared. What followed was chaos. Controlled, gleeful chaos.

Nobles rose from their seats, hands already unfastening belts. They surrounded her and began touching her. Gently guiding her to bend over the table. Jocelyn moaned loud and long as the first noble positioned himself on top of her as she laid splayed over the table. Milk sprayed wildly as her tits were grabbed, squeezed, pulled in different directions. Her moans were quickly muffled when another noble presented his throbbing member to her mouth and she began sucking on it greedily. .

I watched it all from the corner, frozen.

Then, from across the room—he looked at me. And with a single flick of his fingers, he beckoned. The command was clear. To me.

I walked to him—slowly, trembling—and as I reached his side, he patted his lap. Trembling I sat, positioning my lithe body on his muscular legs.

In front of us, Jocelyn was getting spitroasted—she was on all fours, her pregnant belly bouncing hanging large as her udders swayed as  two moaning lords too her from both ends. She moaned around the cock in her throat, her hips jerking as another slammed into her soaked cunt. Milk sprayed from her tits with every thrust, soaking the fine tablecloth in thick white streaks.

Alasdair’s voice came low in my ear, smooth as velvet.

“My little perverted maid. You’re enjoying this aren’t you, haven’t you?”

“Master, I…” I began to protest but my sentence melted into a moan as Alasdair’s hand slipped beneath my skirt, fingers gliding up my inner thigh.

“You’re already soaked.”

I whimpered. I couldn’t stop him. I didn’t want to. He was my Master. I was his to use. His fingers brushed my panties—wet, clinging, embarrassingly damp—and pressed gently against my clit, teasing, circling. My whole body tensed, but I didn’t pull away.

“Tell me, little maid,” he whispered, “have you thought about what it would be like? To be like her?”

My breath caught.

“To swell. To leak. To feel those perky little tits of yours engorge with milk, begging to be emptied…” He grabbed my breast. They were less than a handful in his hand now. Always on the smaller side. I felt embarrassed. He was so used to Jocelyn’s gorgeous udders.

“I…”

I hesitated—but he chuckled softly.

“I can tell by the way you squirm. You’ve wondered.” He kneaded my breasts as he talked. His fingers found my perked up nipples, “You’ve pleasured yourself as you’ve wondered, haven’t you.”

He was reading me like an open book.

His other hand snaked under my panties as I let out a soft moan. His fingers pressed lower, gently pressing on my entrance. A pang of dull pain.

“Oh…” he murmured. “You’re a virgin.”

The pressure relaxed. He didn’t push in. Instead, he went back to massaging my clit in tight, perfect circles, making me gasp, whimper, grind into his hand.

“I just so happen to have another dose of the serum,” he said. “Cost me a fortune to get it from Cassius Bullwood.”

My thighs shook. Jocelyn screamed somewhere in front of us, milk spraying across plates and lapels.

“Just say the word, little maid…And I’ll have you leaking before the night is done.”

I was panting now, clinging to his robe, overwhelmed by his words, his touch, the filthy scene before me. I was grinding my hips against him, desparet for the friction of his finger against my clit.

“It’s Albright tradition. Or it used to be… until my father stripped the household of its heritage. Why do you think your cute little panties have that cowprint pattern?”

My breath stuttered. His fingers never stopped. My orgasm was cresting—impossible to resist.

“Just say the word,” he murmured, “and you can fulfill your destiny.”

I moaned hard, my hips trembling in his lap, wet and close and desperate. I was so close.

“Yes…” I whispered. “Yes, Master… please… make me leak like Jocelyn.”

On the table, Jocelyn screamed in climax, her milk spraying wildly across a lord’s face as she convulsed in pleasure.For a moment, her eyes met mine across the chaos. And in them, I saw pride.

I came—shuddering in Alasdair’s lap, his hand still moving, coaxing the last pulses of pleasure from my body.

He smiled. “Very well,” he said smoothly. “Meet me tonight in my study.”

And just like that, my fate was sealed.


Chapter 8

The Maid, Transformed

The party had ended.

Jocelyn was a wreck—her body dripping with cum, milk, and sweat, her thighs shaking as two of the nobles helped her down from the table. Jeeves was summoned to escort her back to her quarters, and I watched—heart racing—as he draped a towel around her shoulders and led her quietly out of the room.

I remained behind.

The dining hall was a mess of half-finished goblets, crumpled linens, and the scent of sex and milk clinging to the air. I worked through it in silence, trembling as I cleared the table, stacked the plates, and replaced the soiled cloth with a fresh white linen.

I could barely think.He was going to make me a hucow. With the Bullwood serum. The very fate I thought I had escaped. And now I was walking straight toward it.

When the hall was clean, I made my way through the quiet mansion, the echoes of my footsteps sharp in the stillness. I stopped in front of the study door, the wood polished and imposing.

I raised a trembling hand.

Knock. Knock.

My heart pounded so loud I could barely hear the soft click of the door as it opened. But it wasn’t Alasdair who greeted me.

It was Jeeves.

I blinked. “But—”

He stepped aside, allowing me in without a word. Alasdair sat behind his desk, sleeves rolled up, a glass of wine in hand. He looked relaxed. Pleased.

“Ah. So glad you decided to come, little Rose.”
“Shall we begin?”

I hesitated. My voice came out barely above a whisper.

“But… why is Jeeves here?”

Alasdair’s smile deepened.

“Why, my dear… Jeeves has served the Albright family for decades. He was butler even when my grandfather ran this estate—back when we still followed tradition.”

He set the glass down and stood, walking toward me slowly, confidently.

“He knows how to administer the serum. How to care for hucows. Isn’t that right, Jeeves?”

Jeeves gave a slight bow. “It would be my pleasure, young master.”

There was a calm certainty in his voice, as always—but now I could hear it… something deeper. A quiet pride. A long-awaited satisfaction. The kind of tone someone uses when their plan is finally unfolding just as they hoped.

“I must say,” he continued, “I’m pleased to see House Albright return to its rightful traditions. Your grandfather maintained the practice faithfully. The manor was always… productive, in those days.”

He turned to look at me. Not unkindly.

“When I first laid eyes on you in the village, Rosalyn… I knew.”

My breath caught. “Knew what…?”

“That you would make a perfect hucow.”

The words hit me like a slap.

“You were so eager. So proper. But you had the look—ripe beneath the surface. Curious. Obedient. The way your body flushed when I mentioned the uniform… it was obvious.”

My legs weakened.

“You… picked me,” I whispered. “From the start.”

He nodded curtly. “Indeed. When Lord Alasdair’s father passed away, the young master came to me and the first thing he said was that he wanted to restore the old Albright traditions. A maid in the manor. One that can serve with her whole body. Always leaking, always ready.” he gleamed with pride as he told this. “I had to find the right candidate. A young girl…Preferably a maiden, yet one yearning to be used…to be defiled.”

Yearning to be defiled? Was that me?

Alasdair stepped beside him, folding his arms, smiling as if it were all the most natural thing in the world.

“And I must say,” he murmured, “you really picked the best possible one. She snuck up to my room on my wedding night. I didn’t think you’d find such a twisted pretty little thing.”

I stared at them both. I hadn’t escaped my fate. I had walked straight into it. And they had planned it all.

“Now… undress, little maid.” Alasdair’s voice was soft. Gentle, even. But it left no room for hesitation.

My fingers trembled as I reached for the buttons of my uniform, unfastening them one by one. The fabric slipped from my shoulders and fell to the floor with a hush. I stood there in nothing but my underthings—those cowprint panties. My small breasts lay bare. My nipples already hard through the thin cotton of my bra.

“All of it,” he said, smiling.

I obeyed slipping out of the fabric, completely nude before the Butler and my Master. When I was bare before them, I flushed deep with shame—and deeper still with heat.

Alasdair stepped closer, eyes trailing over my naked form. Hungry. But calm.

“I wanted one last look at you,” he murmured. “Before you’re changed.”

His hands cupped my small breasts. His thumbs brushed over my nipples. Then his mouth closed around one. I gasped.

His tongue was slow. Deliberate. Worshipful. He suckled gently, just once, and I nearly collapsed from the sensation.

“So pretty,” he murmured. “So lithe. You’ll fill out beautifully.”

I moaned softly as he pulled away, a glistening thread of saliva still clinging to my nipple.

“Alright. On the table.”

I turned—and Jeeves was already waiting beside a low leather medical table, polished and padded, with soft black straps hanging from its sides. When did he manage to wheel that in?

I climbed up, my body shaking. I lay back, heart thundering in my chest.

“Strap her in,” Alasdair said.

Jeeves nodded and began fastening the cuffs—wrists and ankles. Not tight. But secure. Final.

Then he reached into a polished black case and removed a silver-capped syringe filled with deep red liquid.

“First dose is an aphrodisiac,” Alasdair explained, standing beside me. “We want your body nice and eager before the real work begins.”

He brushed a strand of hair from my face.

“You’re doing beautifully, little Rose.”

Fear and arousal welled within me in equal measure. There was no turning back.

Trembling I nodded. Jeeves knelt between my thighs and with practiced efficiency plunged the needle into my left thigh. A sharp pang of pain as he deposited the liquid and then…a warmth.

“The first needle is the aphrodisiac,” Alasdair said smoothly, stepping beside the table as Jeeves withdrew the syringe. “We follow the Bullwood method. It makes the transformation… more enjoyable.”

I could already feel it. Heat pooling between my thighs, pulsing outward in waves. My nipples throbbed. My toes curled involuntarily against the leather.I gasped softly. My body arched—just a little—begging for friction, for touch, for anything.

Alasdair leaned in, his voice a murmur beside my ear.

“Let’s test it, shall we?”

He kissed me.

His lips claimed mine, tongue slipping past the seams of my mouth, swallowing the moan I hadn’t meant to make. One of his hands cupped my cheek while the other slid down my bare belly, between my legs.

Master is kissing me.

I had dreamt of this moment in shameful silence, alone in my cot with my fingers buried between my thighs.

But now?

Now his mouth was on mine. His touch was real. And the aphrodisiac only made it worse.My tongue met his greedily, frantically, like I needed to drink him in just to breathe. My legs fell open beneath his hand—wide, shameless, desperate. Like an animal. Like a bitch in heat. Eager. Ready.

“Please…I need…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

His fingers found me instantly—wet, twitching, desperate.

“Writhing like a bitch in heat just from a kiss…” he murmured as he broke away, a wicked smirk on his lips. “Safe to say it’s working.”

I trembled. I couldn’t speak. But I didn’t need to. My body was already answering for me.

“Jeeves.” He turned to the wizened butler, “You can proceed with the Bullwood serum.”

With a curt nod, Jeeves produced a second syringe. The contents of this one were a milky white, glowing ephemerally. Gently, he lowered the needle in the same spot on my left thigh.

With a curt nod, Jeeves produced the second syringe. This one wasn’t red.

It was milky white, glowing softly—like moonlight caught in a vial. Something about it didn’t seem natural. It pulsed faintly, as if it were alive.

“The Bullwood serum,” Alasdair murmured beside me. “A gift from Cassius himself.”

Jeeves stepped forward with careful precision, the syringe held like something sacred. He placed a firm hand on my thigh, the same spot he had injected earlier.

“Steady now, little maid,” he said softly.

I held my breath.

The needle pierced my skin—not painful, just deep. The moment the fluid pushed into my flesh, I felt it.

A strange chill, followed by a radiant warmth that spread through my veins like liquid fire. It reached my chest first. My nipples tightened suddenly, painfully, as if someone had pinched them both at once. I gasped, arching slightly in the restraints. The sensation grew—not pain now, but pressure. A swelling, a fullness.

“Oh Gods…”

My breasts began to ache. Throb. Then they swelled. I felt the skin stretch around them, the weight shifting as my modest chest plumped outward—rounder, softer, heavier by the second. The swelling was slow but steady, a low pressure building inside my chest, swelling inside me.

“It’s… it’s happening,” I whispered, voice trembling.

Alasdair brushed a hand along my side, down to one breast. He cupped it gently, and I moaned at the contact.

“Yes,” he murmured, watching me with glowing pride. “You’re beginning to ripen, little Rose. Soon we’ll have the milk. But it needs to be teased out. Jeeves, if you could help me.”

“I would be honored master.”

Both men were upon me now, kneading my newly swollen breasts as I writhed against the restraints of the leather table.

Both men stepped in—Jeeves to my left, Alasdair to my right—their hands moving with practiced reverence as they laid claim to my newly swollen tits. Fingers sank into soft, sensitive flesh. My body arched involuntarily against the leather, the restraints pulling taut as I writhed beneath their touch. They didn’t speak. Their hands spoke for them—kneading, testing, coaxing. My breasts were already sore, flushed pink with heat, the skin stretched taut from the rapid growth. Every squeeze made me moan louder, needier.

Then—a sharp pinch. Alasdair’s fingers rolled my nipple between them. I whimpered at the mix of pleasure pain that it shot through my whole core. The sensation of the aphrodisiact mixing with the Bullwood serum was intoxicating.

A tremor shot down my spine. My toes curled. And then I felt it. Liquid welling up inside my newly-swollen udders…Ready to gush out. A single bead formed at the tip of my nipple—then another. Thick, creamy. White.

It rolled down the curve of my breast and onto the table. “She’s leaking already,” Jeeves murmured, pleased. “A very responsive specimen.”

Alasdair leaned down, mouth brushing my ear. “You’re mine now, little cow.” Then he turned to Jeeves, “Finally your wish has come true. House Albright returns to its traditions. A proper hucow maid.

I turned to look at Jeeves through my eyes hazed in ecstasy. For the first time ever I saw the reverent old butler’s face flash a genuine smile as he took in my form.

“Thank you, Master! For restoring tradition. A hucow wife and now a hucow maid…May I…Taste her?”

“Of course, Jeeves. She belongs to the mansion now. For all the staff to use as they please. As is tradition.”

I moaned helplessly, as more milk welled from my aching nipples. That was all the invitation Jeeves needed.

That was all the invitation Jeeves needed.

The old butler moved closer, eyes gleaming with something I had never seen in him before—lust. His hands were steady as he leaned down, his lips parting.

And then—his mouth closed around my left nipple. His old but handsome face contrasted so much against the smooth pinkness of my breast.

I gasped as I felt him suckle. Slowly. Deeply. His tongue curled around the tip, coaxing the milk forward with practiced precision.

He has done this before

I moaned wantonly as I felt the milk- my milk- pour into his mouth.. His fingers gripped the sides of my breast, gently kneading, pulling more from me.

My vision blurred. My body bucked violently against the straps. Alasdair watched with amusement, then moved to my other side.

“The cute little maid is now perfect. You will serve the house well…”

He leaned down, and his mouth closed around my right nipple—warmer, rougher. Dominant.Both men suckled from me now, their lips wrapped around my nipples, pulling, draining me for every last drop.

And I— I was gone. My head lolled back. My mouth hung open, panting and moaning.

Alasdair’s words echoed in my mind:

“She belongs to the mansion now.”

I was not Jocelyn. I was not his woman. Not even his maid. I was the mansion’s cow. For all of them to use. And as milk flowed from my tits into their mouths, my hips bucked helplessly, orgasm crashing through me again. They weren’t just feeding. They were claiming me.

And I loved it. But I needed more.

“Please… Master…Jeeves… I need…” I began pleading through moans.

“I know exactly what you need, little Rose.” he smirked, wiping away the milk dribbling down his chin. But you are a maid first and foremost. I want to see you serve first. He took off his trousers.

He unfastened his belt with a soft clink and let his trousers fall.

My breath caught. I had seen this cock so many times before.Buried in Jocelyn’s cunt. Sliding into her ass. Pressed between her lips.
I had watched it—through half-open doors, through my own trembling fingers as I touched myself while he bred his wife. How many times had I fantasized about it? Dreamt of tasting the cock that made Lady Jocelyn moan like an animal in heat? Too many to count. And now—it was right there. Thick, heavy, hard. Eager. Mine.

I leaned in as much as the restraints would allow, opening my mouth as wide as I could.. My lips wrapped around the tip and I moaned immediately as the first salty taste of him hit my tongue.

He groaned above me, fingers tangling in my hair. “That’s it… Good girl.”

He buried himself in my mouth, inch by girthy inch. My cheeks hollowed as my tongue pressed against the underside of his shaft, shifting frantically trying to trace the outline of his throbbing veins. I gagged slightly but didn’t stop. I wouldn’t stop. Not when I could finally serve him the way I was always meant to.

As I struggled to accommodate Lord Alasdair I felt a new sensation. Jeeves. His hands parted my thighs, steady and skilled, and then his mouth—warm, eager, experienced—closed over my soaked pussy.

My hips jerked as I felt his tongue find my clitoris. I had never been licked before and now here I was, a leaking hucow strapped to a table, gobbling my master’s cock while a man old enough to be my grandfather teased my virging pussy. It felt so wrong. So intoxicatingly wrong.,

I moaned wantonly, vibrating around Alasdair’s cock. Jeeves licked through my folds with practiced precision. His tongue flicked my clit, circled, pressed—just like that—and I bucked harder against the restraints.

Alasdair thrust deeper into my throat. I choked and moaned around him, drool and desperation dripping from my chin as milk from my newly-engorged breasts continued to stream down my nude body.

Jeeves’ tongue brought orgasm after orgasm, further amplified by the aprhodisiac. Then finally he pulled away leaving my writhing, desperately sucking on Alasdair’s cock like my life depended on it.

“She’s plenty soaked, Master,” he announced, “You can mount her.” For a second, he hesitated. “Keep in mind she’s a virgin. You might have to go gentle.”

“Gentle?” Alasdair smirked. “I did not go gentle on my wife, Jeeves. What makes you think I would go gentle on this little maid?”

I whimpered. I needed it. I needed to be filled by the cock I’d watched destroy Jocelyn.
And now… it was my turn.

"At last..." I gasped as I felt his thick cockhead press against my entrance. After all those nights of watching, dreaming, touching myself - it was finally happening.

I screamed as he pushed inside, the pain exquisite as my virgin body stretched around his magnificent girth. Tears streamed down my face even as my milk sprayed from my sensitive breasts. The burning sensation of being filled for the first time mixed with indescribable pleasure.

"Gods, you're so tight," he groaned, catching streams of warm milk in his mouth as he slowly impaled me, “tighter than Jocelyn…”

Each inch was agony and ecstasy, my pussy struggling to accommodate his massive size.

My back arched off the table as he finally hilted inside me, claiming me completely. The fullness was overwhelming - everything I'd imagined and more. Triumphantly, he squeezed my breasts,  coating his chest and face in my thick, sweet cream.

"Please," I begged as he began to move, each thrust sending fresh waves of pain-pleasure through my stretched channel.

"Drink…Taste me, Master!"

His tongue lapped eagerly at my spraying nipples as he established a steady rhythm. The initial sharp pain began to fade into pure bliss as my body adjusted. My months of secret longing culminated in this perfect moment. Master Alasdair was filling me and emptying me simultaneously.

"You feel incredible," he growled between greedy gulps of my milk. His massive cock pistonned deeper. My virgin pussy clenched around him as another orgasm approached.

“Yes…Fuck me…As hard as Lady Jocelyn!” I wailed in ecstasy as pleasure finally overtook pain completely. I convulsed against his cock as another orgasm exploded. The leather table beneath me was slick with my milk and sweat.

Suddenly, Alasdair disconnected, leaving me feeling empty. I wanted more. I needed more. He began undoing my restraints.

“Jeeves, you were the one who found us this perfect little maid.” he began, “I think its only fair you get to experience her on her first night of being a hucow.”

Realization washed over me. I was the mansion’s. Not just master’s. Everyone could use me. Why did this excite me so.

“I…I would be honored, young master.” I heard Jeeves say.

“Get on all fours, cow.” Alasdair commanded, “Get the buckets, Jeeves. She’s still leaking her first milk and I don’t want to get the carpet dirty. From somewhere jeeves produced two buckets and placed them under my swaying udders. Milk was already dripping into them.

Then I felt the old butler position himself behind me as Lord Alasdair kneeled in front of me, his cock still glistening with my wetness, hard and throbbing.

“Serve us, little maid.” he commanded.

Eagerly, I opened my mouth. Just as I took Alasdair’s veiny girth in my mouth I felt Jeeves’ hands spread my ass cheeks open. A hardness was pressing against my slick entrance.

I moaned softly around Alasdair’s thick shaft as Jeeves eased into me from behind, my freshly deflowered pussy still warm and tender from its first claiming. His cock was slimmer, but his rhythm was sure, precise, his angle divine—each slow, practiced thrust coaxing pleasure from depths I hadn’t known I possessed.

My heavy, milk-swollen breasts swayed beneath me with every motion, a steady stream of cream dripping from my tight, aching nipples into the bucketsbelow. The soft rhythm of milk against metal blended with the wet sounds of my body being filled, pleasured, used.

“Such an eager little cow,” Alasdair murmured, his voice thick with approval.

His fingers tangled in my hair, not rough—but firm. Guiding. Owning. I let him set the pace, lips stretched, tongue caressing every throb of his cock, lost in the taste of the man I had dreamed of for so long. Behind me, Jeeves’ hands settled on my hips—reverent, almost protective—and he began to move with more purpose, rocking into me with slow, deliberate pressure. He was four times my age, his every thrust measured, intentional, and achingly skilled. There was no fumbling, no rush—just the steady, confident rhythm of a man who had done this a hundred times before, who knew exactly how to make a girl like me tremble.

Each deep stroke sent a ripple through my leaking body, pushing me gently forward onto Alasdair’s cock. I moaned around it, and drool slipped from the corner of my mouth, my hips pressing back against the butler’s patient thrusts, desperate to be filled, trained, claimed.

My body trembled. Being filled at both ends, surrounded by hands, heat, and praise—it was more than pleasure. It was completion.

“She’s positively overflowing, my lord,” Jeeves murmured.

My cunt clenched around him at the praise, so sensitive from the transformation that even his gentle rhythm sent sparks dancing behind my eyes. My milk began to flow faster, pulsing, my swollen breasts giving freely now, the pressure sweet and intense.

Alasdair looked down at me, eyes half-lidded.

“You were made for this,” he said, voice like silk. “To be fucked. To be milked. To be ours.”

His cock swelled in my mouth just as Jeeves' hips began to move more urgently, his restraint slipping, breath catching.

The thought of both of them **releasing inside me—claiming me completely—**pushed me over the edge. My body seized in pleasure, trembling uncontrollably as milk sprayed from my aching, overstimulated nipples. My cunt throbbed helplessly around Jeeves’ cock as he groaned, thrust once more—and filled me.

At the same moment, Alasdair’s cock pulsed between my lips and poured into my throat, thick and hot. I swallowed around him instinctively, desperate to take every drop, my mind blank with worship.

They finished together—claiming me from both ends.

When they pulled out, I collapsed forward, my face pressed to the slick leather, my body a quivering, leaking mess. Somehow I hadn’t tipped over the buckets that Jeeves had placed under my udders. They were almost full to the brim. Cum dripped from my pussy, my thighs sticky. Milk still leaked from my sore nipples in slow, rhythmic drops.

Through the haze of pleasure a thought crystalized in my mind. Jeeves came inside of me. What if I…?

“Don’t worry,” Alasdair murmured smoothly, reading the flicker of panic in my eyes. “We’ve made sure you can’t get with child… at least for now.”

He stepped around the table, crouched beside me, fingers brushing a sweat-damp lock of hair from my cheek.

“It would interfere with your duties.”

I blinked, dazed, breathless, trying to understand. My duties. My duties as a maid or my duties as a hucow?

Alasdair stood and adjusted his robe. “Take her to her new quarters, Jeeves.”

My eyes fluttered open. “New… quarters?”

Alasdair looked down at me, smiling. “You’re a hucow now, little Rose.” He paused—his voice velvet and final.

“You’ll need a pen.”


Epilogue

The Perfect Maid

Life in the mansion changed a lot for me since that night. Don’t get me wrong. I was still a maid. I still had to do housework. But my duties now extended far beyond that.

For starters, I didn’t live in the servants’ quarters anymore.  I was moved to the barn behind the mansion. Jeeves and Alasdair explained it would be for the best. The hay and cushions really were comfortable. And I was always leaking so much that it only made sense.

“Lady Jocelyn is an exception,” Jeeves had explained. “She will be transferred here after the pregnancy. Lord Alasdair believes that a hucow is happiest here. And it seems like you’d agree wouldn’t you, my little Rose.”

I nuzzled against his gloved arm as he adjusted the milking machine to my udders. He did this every morning. Once I was properly drained I got to work in the mansion, cleaning, helping with setting the tables.

My usual maid work. With one exception. I was now supposed to serve the staff as well.

At a moments notice I would have to make myself available for anyone that would would desire me. My udders swayed as I leaned over, dusting tables. The other maids looked at me with…pity? They didn’t understand how free and happy I was.

Herman, the gate guard who had leered at me on the first day would always come to me on his breaks. He didn’t last long but I always welcomed the release.

The cook would summon me to the kitchen have me milk myself directly into his meals.

“The fresher the better, my dear.” he would laugh as he would watch me knead my breasts, “Now grab that ladle and mix it…” he’d give me directions while he positioned himself behind me, hiking up my skirt and pulling my panties aside. I would moan, struggling to focus on the little tasks he gave me as he relieved himself inside me, kneading my ass cheeks as he fucked me.

Jeeves would come to the pens at night. Reserved and composed as always. Until he took off his trousers. He would take me on the hay in my pen, breeding me with an intensity of a man half his age.

When guests came over I was expected to pleasure them and serve them in any way they desired.

And of course… Sometimes Alasdair would summon me to his bedroom. I was no longer just watching. Jocelyn was jealous at first. She felt betrayed almost. But she was as eager to please as I was. We would both take him, bathing him in our milk. Drinking from each other’s teats as Lord Alasdair took turns fucking us.

“Whose milk is sweeter, my love? Mine or the maid’s?” She would ask him playfully. He never answered.

He never answered.

He didn’t have to.

When I wake in the soft hay, I feel the weight in my chest and between my legs and I smile. Because I know I’ll be emptied. Claimed. I used to think I had escaped a terrible fate when I avoided Bullwood Creamery.

Now? I understand. This was exactly what I was meant to become.

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

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

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

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

Over 250 pages of Milky Submission, Spells and Dark Fantasy Twists! FREE on Kindle Unlimited!
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A spy on a mission. A run in with an ancient god. A life of being milked and bred.

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




OEBPS/image_rsrc15D.jpg





cover.jpeg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15F.jpg
Liwe F antak ‘
,@ aneh Tabe

autwoos Nl
1.4 ¥, .1 0






OEBPS/image_rsrc15G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15E.jpg
Parsia Faye
o |k

7 /
4 ‘o
4 =
4






