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

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





Chapter 1

An Escape

I finished wiping the last open table. It was almost closing time. The tavern was now nearly empty, save for the usual drunks at their regular table, nursing the last pint of mead they could afford. This was fairly normal for our village now—especially since the Minotaur incursion into the Kingdom’s territory in the last few years.

Good. I was hoping today would be an early close. I needed to prepare, after all. Slipping away from my dad wasn’t exactly a high-level spy mission, but I needed to make sure everything was in place.

Just then, the door to the tavern opened again.

Great. Another customer…

It was Belle. My childhood friend—and the only person I was actually sad to leave behind. Annoyingly, she sat down at the table I had just finished cleaning.

“I’ll have the usual,” she smirked.

“Belle, you don’t have a usual. You just drink whatever the men will buy you and”—I looked around the tavern—“unless you want to ask old Toothless Tom to share his last mead with you, I think you’re out of luck.”

“Charming as usual, Alyssa,” she chided back. “I actually came to see my friend…” Her face turned serious suddenly. “So you’re actually doing it? You’re leaving tomorrow?”

I sighed. One way or another, I was leaving. Just not the way she thought. I wanted to tell her—I wanted to tell her so badly. That I wasn’t going to take the ranch job my father had found for me. That I was going to strike out on my own, move to the city, and try my luck…

But I couldn’t. I couldn’t risk anyone going after me.

“Yes…” I managed. “My dad says the carriage from Bullwood Creamery is coming to take me tomorrow.”

Belle frowned. “Bullwood Creamery? The ranch? What is your dad thinking… You’ve heard the rumors, haven’t you?”

Of course I had. That was why I was running away. Bullwood Creamery was a royal institution, under the jurisdiction of the King of Lactia himself, Udder V. Their milk and cheeses were so expensive, so fine, that only the richest of nobles could afford them. Yet the rumors were too much to ignore. The milk at Bullwood… it came from girls—transformed, turned into creatures existing only to be milked.

I had pleaded with my father. Begged him. If he must send me to the city, send me anywhere else. But I knew it was impossible. The Minotaur Wars had left him destitute, and he didn’t have the money to send me away any other way.

And he knew. He knew that staying in the village was a death sentence. The recent Minotaur incursions had left our little village too close to the frontline. It was only a matter of time now. When Minotaurs captured human villages, they killed the men. But the girls… the rumors were more horrific than even those of Bullwood Creamery.

Everyone who could afford to leave had already left. My father was too old, too frail to travel. But he wanted me safe. That’s why he had signed the documents so hastily, without even telling me.

Yet a life in Bullwood Creamery seemed more like a prison sentence.

That’s why I had made up my mind. I would simply disappear. Make my own way to somewhere safer. Start a new life. And I had to leave tonight.

“Those are just rumors,” I finally told Belle. “Besides, it’s not safe here anymore. You’re leaving too, right? Your parents could afford to send you to Whitewater to study…”

“Yeah, but…”

The tavern door swung open with a heavy thud, the chill of the night air briefly cutting through the warmth inside. I didn’t need to turn to know something was wrong. The shift in the room told me everything—the way voices dropped to whispers, the way the men at the bar stiffened, hands instinctively reaching for the weapons at their belts.

Deserters.

I swallowed hard, setting the mug I’d been wiping back onto the counter. They weren’t uncommon these days. The war had gone on too long, the front line inching closer every year. And some men—cowards, criminals, or just the unlucky—had decided they’d rather take their chances running than dying in some trench.

They were always the worst kind of customers.

Not soldiers anymore, not civilians either. Men who had just realized they were no longer part of civilized society. Their desperation stripped away their morals, leaving them with nothing but raw, reckless malice. They weren’t here for drinks. They were here to remind themselves they still had power over something. Over someone.

I forced my shoulders to relax, grabbing the nearest tray.

They sat at a corner table, four of them—tattered and exhausted but still carrying themselves with the arrogance of men who had once held authority. Their armor was stripped of insignias, their weapons dulled but still deadly. The stench of blood and sweat clung to them, mixing with the sour tang of unwashed fabric.

I pasted on my best fake smile and approached. "What can I get you fine gentlemen?"

The closest one, a wiry man with sunken eyes, grinned up at me. "I’ll have a beer," he said. Then his gaze dragged down my body, slow and lecherous. "And a good helping of those fine tits of yours to go with it."

The others chuckled.

I clenched my jaw, keeping the smile in place. Don’t react. Don’t give them a reason.

I turned to walk away when his hand clamped onto my ass.

Before I could reason, my body reacted. I whirled, my hand flying, the tankard of beer tipping forward as I slapped him across the face and sent the drink spilling down his chest.

The laughter at the table died instantly. For a moment, there was only the sound of ale dripping onto the wooden floor. Then he shot to his feet, knocking over his chair. "You bitch—I oughta—"

"Enough."

The voice that cut through the tension belonged to Garran, the tavern guard. He was an older man, built thick with muscle, his gray-streaked beard making him look even more imposing. He didn’t draw his sword.

"We don’t want any trouble, gentlemen," he said, his tone calm but firm. "Drink your ale and keep your hands to yourselves, or you can get the hell out."

The deserter wiped his face, his teeth bared. He looked at me, then at Garran, then back to his men.

"Fuck this place," he spat. "We’re leaving."

He shoved past me, nearly knocking me off balance. The others followed, but not before the last one—a broad-shouldered man with a fresh scar across his temple—paused in the doorway. He turned, staring at me with something colder than lust. Something knowing.

"We’re just coming back from the front," he murmured. "The things we’ve seen…" He tilted his head, lips curling in a cruel smile. "This village? It’ll be a smoldering ruin before the month’s over. And you? You, little bitch? You’ll end up in one of those minotaur milking pens."

Then he was gone.

The door slammed shut behind them, the wind howling through the cracks for a brief moment before silence settled over the room.

I stood frozen, my breath shallow, my fingers clenched into fists. You’ll end up in one of those minotaur milking pens.

A shiver ran through me, crawling down my spine like a cold hand. I had always known the risk. I had always feared it. But hearing it aloud—from a man who had seen what happened to villages like ours—made it real. Too real.

Belle came up beside me, her voice quiet. "Can’t get away from here quickly enough."

I swallowed hard. "You got that right, Belle."


Chapter 2

Saved by the Bull

The hours dragged on. A few more harmless drunks, a handful of coins exchanged, and then finally—freedom.

Closing time came and went. I scrubbed the last mug, stacked the chairs, and bolted the tavern doors for the night. No one paid me any mind as I slipped into the cold streets, my heart hammering faster with each step. I was leaving. I was really doing it.

When I reached home, the house was silent. My father was already asleep, his snores heavy behind the thin wooden walls. I didn’t hesitate. I grabbed my satchel from under the bed and stuffed it with what little I had—a spare tunic, a crust of bread, a worn canteen. I reached for my mother’s old cloak, wrapping it around my shoulders. Warm, sturdy. It would do.

Then I sat down and wrote.

I’m sorry, Father. Don’t look for me. That was all I could give him. A warning. A plea. I refuse to go to Bullwood. I refuse to be cattle.

I folded the letter and placed it on the kitchen table. Then, with a final glance around the tiny home I had known all my life, I turned and stepped out into the night. I didn’t look back.

The road stretched ahead, bathed in silver light. The air was crisp, the scent of damp leaves thick in my nose. I walked quickly, my boots crunching against the dirt path leading toward Whitewater, Lactia’s capital.

Hours passed. The country road was soon replaced by a thick forest. The moonlight cast treacherous shadows on the winding path. I was growing tired. I would have to stop soon. Eat a little. Rest.

Then I saw it. A flicker of orange between the trees. A campfire. Maybe I could find travel companions. A group headed for Whitewater—traders or pilgrims. Someone to make the road less dangerous. I approached quietly, stepping lightly over roots and fallen leaves.

Stay cautious, Alysa.

Then I saw them. The deserters. The same men from the tavern. They had gathered around a campfire, silently drinking in the middle of the forest. My stomach turned to ice.

Don’t make a sound. Just turn around.

Crack!

My boot had found a branch. The snap echoed, almost deafening in the silence of the dark forest.

Heads snapped up. Four pairs of eyes locked onto mine.

"Well, well… what do we have here? If it ain’t the little tavern wench." The wiry one stood first, grinning wide. "Just couldn’t stay away from us, could you?"

I turned and ran. The forest blurred around me, my breath came in panicked gasps.

Run. Run. Run.

The ground was uneven, treacherous. My foot caught on a root. I went down hard, the breath knocked from my lungs. My dress caught on a branch, tearing, leaving my skin exposed.

Then I heard their laughter. They had surrounded me.

"Shouldn’t have run, girl," one sneered, grabbing my arm. "Look at your pretty little dress, barely covering anything now."

I turned red, suddenly aware of how exposed the tear had left me, desperate to cover my now-bared breasts with my hands.

"You just couldn’t stay away from us, eh?" one muttered. "Just had to run away from home to join us?" he jeered.

I thrashed feebly, trying to bite down on one of the deserter’s hands.

"Feisty little thing," one of them chuckled, rubbing his hand. "Maybe we should teach her some manners."

I lay there, heart pounding, cursing everything that had brought me here. The war, the kingdom, its corruption…

And then—

The sound of hoofbeats. Through my peripheral vision I saw a massive shadow move behind the three men that had surrounded me.

The flash of steel glinting in the moonlight. An axe. The man gripping my arm jerked backward, a spray of blood following him.

I gasped as his body hit the ground with a sickening thud.

The deserters froze. "Minotaur attack!" someone shouted.

Steel clashed on steel. Suddenly I could hear shouts, guttural roars. I pushed myself up, my breath ragged, my vision clearing.

And then I saw him.

It was a minotaur. I had heard about them in whispers and warnings, but what I saw stole the breath from my lungs. He was immense, his towering frame wrapped in dense, dark fur that clung to muscles carved like stone. He was nude, save for a worn leather covering his crotch. His head was that of a bull, proud and primal, but his yellow eyes gleamed with something far more dangerous than instinct—intelligence. Cunning. Hunger. A beast made to conquer.

With a roar, he buried the axe he wielded in the final deserter’s shoulder. And then, just as quickly as the violence had begun, the forest was quiet again.

Then his eyes turned to me.

Oh no, I’m next.

I thought he would rip me in half—his bull-like nostrils flaring, that same animal ferocity glinting yellow in his eyes. But then… he put away his weapon.

He leaned down, his golden eyes slowly raking over my torn dress, taking in every exposed inch of skin with a lustful hunger. The night air licked at my bare flesh, my nipples taut and sensitive under his gaze. I wanted to hide, to cover myself, but his presence pinned me in place. There was heat in his stare—undeniable, primal—and despite the fear twisting in my chest, a treacherous thrill coiled low in my belly. I didn’t dare move a muscle.

He leaned in even closer. I could smell the blood.

“A human virgin,” he said.

It… he spoke. I didn’t know minotaurs could speak. His voice was gruff, commanding—but something about the baritone was oddly soothing.

“Ovulating,” he declared.

My cheeks flushed red. His animalistic sense of smell could detect everything—my fear, my confusion, but most damning of all, the slow burn of arousal I hadn’t even admitted to myself. I felt exposed. The thrill, the heat pooling between my thighs—he could smell it all.

“What’s your name, little human?” he asked. A note of… gentleness? in his voice.

“A-Alysa…” I managed to blurt out.

“Well, Alysa… I am Karlon. Every instinct in me, every primal urge in my blood is howling to claim you,” he growled, his voice low and heavy with barely leashed hunger. “To pin you to the earth and rut you until your scent is soaked into my fur. You cannot begin to fathom the restraint it takes not to take you now.”

My eyes darted to his tunic. Even through the coarse leather I could see him—thick. Twitching. Swelling.

“However…” he said, snapping me out of the hypnotic hold his massive bulge had put me under, “I am feeling merciful. You have a choice, Alysa.”

“A… a choice?” I stuttered.

“You can leave,” he said, his voice a low rumble, “run back to your fragile little human world. Find a soft-bodied male to bed you, pretend it's enough.” He motioned to the mangled corpses on the ground, his lip curling in disdain. “Or you can come with me. Be mine. Bear strong sons. Carry the bloodline of a conqueror.”

I stared at him, trembling, heart pounding, the torn fabric of my dress fluttering around me. I should have run. I should have screamed. But instead, I felt… drawn to him. There was something terrifying in his presence, yes—but also something magnetic. He had saved me. He had protected me. And now he was offering me a place. A purpose.

Something deep inside me, something primal, answered.

“I’ll go with you,” I whispered. My voice barely carried over the wind, but I saw the way his ears perked up.

He smirked, satisfied.

“Good girl,” he said.


Chapter 3

The Fortress

Karlon lifted me like I weighed absolutely nothing. He cradled me against the breadth of his chest. My torn dress clung to my skin, fluttering helplessly in the wind as he moved. His fur was coarse and warm against my bare thighs. I could feel the raw power in every step as he carried me deeper into the forest—silent, purposeful.

The trees parted into a moonlit clearing, and there it stood—a massive beast of a mount, more bison than horse, its flanks thick with muscle, nostrils flaring as it pawed the earth. Built to carry a warlord, not a man. Built to carry a minotaur.

He mounted first with fluid grace and then, without a word, pulled me up and settled me in front of him. His chest pressed against my back, warm and solid, his thick arms bracketing me in place.

I couldn’t help it—I tensed.

What the hell had I agreed to?

Why wasn’t he touching me, claiming me, bending me over the first stump we passed? Every part of me screamed confusion. I had said yes. I had accepted. So why was he holding back?

But another part of me—quieter, steadier—clung to the memory of his voice. He had given me a choice. He had saved me. And something about the way his body surrounded mine felt... safe. Anchoring.

And then I felt it.

Thick. Heavy. Pressed against my lower back.

I froze as the realization hit me. His cock. Massive. Hard. And unmistakably real. It twitched through the coarse fabric separating us, and suddenly every inch of my body was aware of him. Of what he was. Of what he wanted.

My breath caught in my throat.

And then I heard him speak.

"Just being near you sets my blood on fire," he murmured against my ear, voice low and rough like gravel soaked in heat. "My body knows you will bear me strong heirs. But tradition binds me."

I blinked. "Tradition?"

"Before I can mate you, you must become part of the herd," he said.

I turned my head slightly, trying to catch his expression. "Part of the herd? What does that mean?"

"Your body must be prepared to take a minotaur," he rumbled. "Stretched. Awakened. Ripe. We are not like human men. You would break."

Heat surged through me at the way he said it—like it wasn’t a threat, but a promise.

"Sleep now, little one," he said. "There is a long journey ahead."

I should have stayed alert. I should have stayed terrified. But the rhythm of the steed's gait, the slow sway of his body behind mine, and the deep vibration of his voice in my ears lulled me into a heavy daze.

Against every instinct, I relaxed. My body melted back into his, and I let my head rest against the warm fur of his chest.

Wrapped in heat, surrounded by strength, I closed my eyes and let sleep take me.

◆◆◆

A massive fortress, carved from black stone, rose from the earth like it had been grown rather than built. Karlon led me through the gates without a word. Inside, I expected chaos. Roars. Brutality. But what I found was something... stranger.

The rhythm of life resembled that of a regular human town. Minotaurs moved with purpose, their massive frames draped in armor or thick furs. Some practiced combat in the central yard, massive weapons clashing in a rhythmic dance. Others lounged in shaded alcoves, gnawing on meat, sharpening blades, or laughing with low, rumbling voices.

They were not just beasts. They were a people.

But then I saw it.

At the edge of the training grounds, a minotaur warrior walked proudly with a nude girl trailing behind him on all fours. Her breasts were enormous—engorged, swollen, beads of creamy milk dribbling onto the ground. She crawled beside him like a well-trained pet, her gaze glazed and submissive.

I stared, frozen.

Then I heard moans—deep, wet, and shameless. My head turned instinctively toward the sound.

Another human girl was sprawled across a table next to a firepit, her limbs pinned beneath a massive minotaur’s weight. His hips thrust into her relentlessly, the wet slap of flesh echoing through the courtyard. Her mouth hung open in a soundless scream, lost in the haze of ecstasy. Two more minotaurs stood by, watching and cheering the rutting male on.

I couldn’t breathe.

"What... what is that?" I whispered, my voice shaking.

Karlon didn’t flinch. "Those are our hucows."

I tore my gaze from the obscene display, looking up at him in disbelief.

"Human women," he said evenly, "who have chosen to be transformed to become our brides. They bear our heirs, feed our young, and grow the herd. Some belong to a single warrior," he gestured to the girl crawling behind the minotaur I had seen earlier, "...and some are for the herd to use…" His gaze moved to the girl on the table. The first minotaur had dismounted her, his seed dripping. One of the ones who had been cheering earlier was preparing to mount her again, his massive cock stretching her impossibly as he positioned himself over her well-used hole.

Karlon stepped closer to me, his hand brushing lightly against the small of my back. "It is your destiny."

I felt dizzy. My legs trembled. I couldn’t tell if it was from fear—or something else.

"Come," he said. "The shaman awaits. Your transformation must begin."


Chapter 4

The Shaman

Karlon led me into a hut that stood in the courtyard of the fortress. The air shifted the moment we stepped inside. Thick incense curled in lazy tendrils through the dim space, a dizzying aroma wafting through. Torches burned low along the walls, casting flickering shadows over ancient carvings and hanging talismans fashioned from bone, horn, and leather. The floor was packed earth, the walls a mixture of stone and hide.

Even Karlon stiffened in reverence. I could tell immediately—this place was sacred to the minotaurs.

In the center of the room, reclining on furs, sat a smaller, frail minotaur. His gray fur was streaked with age, and he stroked his long white beard lazily. He was clad in robes of deep crimson and black, lined with braided gold. His long, curved horns were adorned with charms that shimmered faintly in the firelight.

His yellow eyes snapped open.

"Karlon," he rasped. "Back from your reconnaissance into the borderlands.” His gaze shifted to me. “And this little human you bring?"

"Elder Zarif," Karlon bowed reverently. "Forgive my intrusion. I have found a sow worthy of my seed. She is called Alysa. She came with me willingly."

The shaman’s eyes found mine, intense and appraising. His muzzle twisted into a smile.

"Finally, Karlon, son of Kraal, has found a sow worthy of his seed. Auspicious indeed… The leader of our clan has gone without a mate for too long," he moved closer. "Let me get a good look at her. See if she’s worthy of your seed."

“Of course, Elder,” Karlon nodded. I felt him push me forward, toward the frail old minotaur.

“Take those rags off, young one,” the elder commanded. I flinched. Karlon was one thing—but this frail old shaman?

“Do as he says.” Karlon’s voice came from behind me. It wasn’t a question.

With trembling hands, I let the remnants of my dress fall, pooling to the ground. I removed my panties too, leaving me completely exposed.

The shaman, Elder Zarif, moved with surprising grace. He circled me slowly, inspecting every part of my body.

“Excellent.” He pressed a heavy, furry hand on my hip. “Already so wide. So fertile. She might be able to take a minotaur even without the potion.” He chuckled.

Without the potion?

He let a thick finger sink into the supple flesh of my buttock, pressing hard.

“And her breasts…” the shaman murmured. “Even without the transformation, I can see the potential.” He began kneading the soft flesh of my breasts, my nipples treacherously stiffening under his palm.

His touch lingered just a moment too long—clinical, deliberate, and entirely impersonal—as if I were nothing more than a piece of meat to be judged for ripeness. Then, with a low grunt, he knelt. He held my thighs in place and buried his muzzle into my crotch.

He inhaled deeply. I let out a low moan as the sensation of him drawing breath overwhelmed me. What in the hells was he doing? Karlon simply stood by, his expression unreadable.

Finally, Elder Zarif stood up.

"She’s in heat," he announced. "Untouched, a virgin. Yet so... so willing. Her womb is ready. Craving your seed."

He got all that from just sniffing my crotch?

My cheeks burned, but the heat in my core betrayed me. He was right. Everything he said was right. He paused for another second, as if savoring the dramatic silence. Then finally, he announced:

"You've found a good breeding mate, Karlon," he said. "I approve of your claim. We can begin her transformation ceremony."

He turned, lifting a gnarled staff from beside the fire.

"Thank you, Elder," Karlon said. Was that… relief I heard in his voice?

"Now, little cow. If you would be so kind, get on the altar," he motioned to a stone slab.

I hesitated, my feet rooted to the packed earth, heart pounding. The shaman’s gaze burned into me, the altar beckoning. I looked to Karlon. He stood silent, powerful, his expression unreadable—but when our eyes met, he gave me a single, slow nod of approval.

I had come so far. Fled my home, defied my fate, survived the forest, and chosen this path. There was no turning back now. I swallowed hard and stepped forward.

I would see this through.

Elder Zarif reached into a pouch tied to his belt and produced a small glass vial, filled with a green, glowing liquid that pulsed faintly in the firelight.

"Now, my dear," he said, his voice gentle but commanding, "if you would be so kind as to drink this."

I stared at the vial. It had the glow of alchemy, but this wasn’t something I recognized. "What... what is it?"

He smiled. "It will awaken the purpose buried in your flesh. It will make you ripe, ready. A creature leaking with nourishment, fit to feed your mate and his offspring. Ready to carry his calves and sustain them."

My mouth went dry. I looked to Karlon again—he didn’t speak, but there was something intense, expectant in his gaze. This is what I was meant to be escaping. This is what happened to the girls in Bullwood Creamery. And yet… Looking at Karlon, I wanted it. I wanted to be able to take him. To please him...

“Very well…” I said, shuddering.

Slowly, I took the vial from Elder Zarif’s hand. It was warm in my grip. I brought it to my lips and took a tentative sip.

It was sweet. Earthy. A strange tang I couldn’t place. I swallowed it down, the warmth sliding through my throat and blooming in my belly.

The shaman stepped back and began chanting, low and rhythmic, in a language I didn’t understand. The syllables buzzed in the air like bees—ancient and powerful.

Karlon’s eyes never left me.

Then I felt it.

A tightness in my chest. Pressure building. I looked down—my breasts were swelling. Instinctively, I grabbed them, their new size already alien in my hands. Fullness surged through me, stretching the flesh beneath my fingers. My hands sank into the soft weight, eliciting a gasp of pleasure-pain. My nipples throbbed as my breasts grew heavier, tighter—engorged with something rich and new. I whimpered, the sensation overwhelming, my body trembling.

"Fuck," I moaned, my voice husky. The pressure kept building, my tits swelling to obscene proportions. They hung heavy and full, swaying with each movement. I cupped them again, feeling the weight, the warmth.

"That's it, girl," Elder Zarif crooned. "You’ll be changed in no time."

A fresh wave of heat coursed through me, centering in my cunt. It clenched and pulsed, suddenly achingly empty. My thighs grew slick with arousal as my pussy lips swelled and parted. I could feel myself opening, stretching—preparing for something massive.

Karlon growled, a low rumble of approval. His nostrils flared, sensing my need. His massive cock twitched, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip. I licked my lips, suddenly parched.

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for. My new tits swayed heavily as I squirmed, desperate for relief. Milk began to flow freely from my nipples, trickling down my stomach in warm, sticky streams.

Elder Zarif's chanting grew louder, more insistent. The air crackled with power. My body burned with it, transforming me into something new. Something made to be bred, to be filled, to nurture.

I moaned again, louder this time. "Fuck, I need... I need..."

Zarif stepped forward, his massive frame looming over me. One huge hand cupped my engorged breast, squeezing gently. Milk spurted between his fingers as I cried out in ecstasy.

He continued massaging my swollen udders, chanting in a tongue I did not understand. Finally, he pulled away, leaving me aching for touch.

He stepped back and nodded to Karlon. “And with that, the transformation is complete. As is tradition, I will now give you, the warrior who claimed her, the privacy to take her first milk.”

With that, Elder Zarif turned and exited the hut, the door closing behind him.

I stood there, trembling, my chest full and aching, droplets of milk glistening on my nipples. Karlon’s heavy footsteps moved closer.

And then we were alone.


Chapter 5

The First Milk

Karlon's yellow eyes blazed with hunger as he took in my nude body.

"You’ve done well, Alysa. Elder Zarif approved of you.” He patted my head with one of his strong hands. “And now you are becoming a proper hucow. A mate worthy for a minotaur warlord." His deep voice sent shivers down my spine.

I lay splayed on the table, milk still dribbling from my sensitive nipples, the shaman’s potion making my whole body scream, longing to be touched. My breasts—more like udders now—were so full, so eager for release…

Karlon’s yellow eyes were fixed on me, unblinking. Taking in every inch of me.

“I will now take your first milk,” Karlon announced. “As is tradition.”

"The First Milk?" I echoed, unsure what to do with the silence. My voice trembled.

“You are not yet my mate,” Karlon explained, “Not officially, at least. But as the warrior who brought you to the herd, I get the right to drink your first milk after transformation.”

His words barely made sense. More rituals, more tradition. I was tired of it all. I just needed relief. I needed my minotaur to milk me. To mate me.

“Then… please… do it…” I moaned desperately.

“So eager,” Karlon chuckled. “You are truly wonderful. Very well then.”

He moved closer, his massive form towering over my small body splayed on the table.

He said something in a guttural language I did not understand. A prayer, perhaps?

And then, without further warning, without further ceremony, he bent down and took my nipple in his muzzle.

“Mmmhp… yes…” The sensation of his tongue against my sensitive flesh made me cry out. The fur on his face, coarse against my udders, tickled and stimulated at the same time. He was a monster claiming his mate.

His tongue skillfully teased my nipple, his teeth nibbling on it ever so softly. I felt a trickle of milk escape my breast at first. And then he began suckling, drawing the milk from me in long, deliberate pulls. I moaned shamelessly, my back arching to press more of my swollen flesh into his hungry mouth. His hand began kneading my other breast, coaxing the cream out of it. It sprayed like a fountain, the thick stream coating my nude body. I was bathing in my own milk.

“Oh Gods, yes! Drink up!” I gasped, uselessly flailing my hands in ecstasy until they finally found his horns and grabbed onto them.

"Sweet," he rumbled between drinks. "You just completed the rite and you’re already so sweet, so full. My heirs will grow strong and mighty on your milk."

His coarse fur tickled my flesh as his hungry mouth devoured my nipples mercilessly. My legs trembled as he drained me. I could feel the dampness of my crotch now staining the wooden slab of the altar below me. I writhed beneath him, my hips bucking uselessly as my pussy clenched and dripped. The sound of his gulping and my breathless moans filled the air.

When he finally pulled away, milk dripped from his chin.

“Please…” I pleaded, lost in ecstasy. What exactly was I asking for?

“I cannot take you yet, my pet. My seed cannot fill your womb until I’ve dealt with any that might challenge my claim to it.”

Challengers? Claim to my womb? I was so puzzled. There were so many aspects of minotaur culture that I didn’t understand. But all they were right now were obstacles between me and the sweet ecstasy of my minotaur’s claim.

Karlon seemed to notice the disappointment on my face. “Fret not, little pet. I will crush all that want to claim you… But for now,” he began unfastening the leather tunic covering his crotch, “how about you learn how to pleasure your future master?”

His tunic dropped to the ground.

That… That is what I’m expected to take?

My eyes widened as his massive cock sprang free. It was monstrous, easily as thick as my forearm and nearly as long. It was dark, the same earthy color as his fur, except for the head—pink and swollen, already glistening with pre-cum. Veins pulsed along the length of the shaft.

"Fuck," I whispered, a mix of fear and arousal coursing through me. "Is that... is that supposed to fit in my mouth?"

Karlon chuckled, a deep rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "Not just your mouth, little one. Every single hole of yours will be stretched by my cock."

Despite my fear, I found myself salivating. I had wanted him badly from the moment I laid eyes on him—from the moment this monstrous cock brushed against my back as he carried me to this keep. But the potion the shaman had given me only amplified this desire.

Karlon’s cock looked impossible, but my body ached for it. I felt my pussy clench at the thought of being stretched and filled by that monstrous shaft. My mouth watered, desperate to wrap around him.

“Go on now, little cow. Show me your devotion,” he groaned.

Trembling, I stood up from the table and got on all fours in front of him. My breasts—no, my udders—felt newly heavy as I moved, milk dripping onto the floor. Obediently, I kneeled before him.

His cock looked even more massive up close.

Shyly at first, I took him in my hands, marveling at the heat of him, the thick veins pulsing under my fingers. I opened my mouth as wide as I could, attempting to take it all in.

I had never even done this with a human before—and here I was…

I wrapped my lips around his tip, my tongue darting out to taste him. The flavor was intoxicating. My tongue swirled around his massive head, lapping up every drop of his pre-cum, savoring this forbidden, bestial taste. My mouth ached, stretching to its limit, but I wanted to take more of him inside me. To please him.

"Fuck, your little human tongue feels so good," Karlon grunted. His massive hands gripped my hair, pushing my head further down his shaft inch by inch.

"That's it, little cow, you’re doing great," he growled, encouraging me.

I moaned around his shaft, my tongue tracing his throbbing veins as I struggled for air. My hands came up to grip the rest of him—the part I couldn’t fit in my mouth.

I stayed there on my knees, rhythmically stroking his veiny shaft and sucking him obediently. My breasts swayed with each movement, spilling milk onto the packed ground below. I was finding a rhythm. And it was clear that my bull enjoyed it. But then he lost himself completely…

I felt his grip on my head tighten. His hips began to thrust, forcing more of his monstrous cock down my throat. I gagged and sputtered, but he was relentless. His entire shaft disappeared into my throat as he moved my head with his muscular arms like I weighed nothing. Tears streamed down my face as milk sprayed from my swaying, engorged udders.

"That’s it," he grunted, his pace increasing. "You’re really taking it now. Let me see it disappear down your throat, little cow."

I whimpered, my pussy aching, dripping onto the ground already wet with milk and drool. I was soaked—my thighs slick with a mix of milk and my own juices. Karlon continued fucking my face harder, his pace now relentless. My eyes rolled back as he bottomed out, his heavy balls slapping against my chin. I could barely breathe. I could feel the head of his cock twitching deep in my throat.

Just when I thought I might pass out, Karlon pulled out.

I gasped for breath—but before I could react, I heard him groan.

"I now mark you as mine!"

His cock erupted in a violent twitch. Karlon roared as he came, his massive balls visibly contracting with each spurt. The sheer volume was inhuman—monstrous. It seemed endless, marking every inch of my upper body as his territory.

Thick ropes of hot, thick seed shot from his tip, splattering across my face and heaving tits. Instinctively, I opened my mouth, desperate to taste him, to show him my obedience. Jet after jet coated my body—my face, my breasts, my tongue.

His cum was thick and pungent—it made my head spin. It coated my face in warm streaks, dripping from my chin and eyelashes. My swollen breasts were soon glazed with his seed, mixing with the ever-flowing milk leaking from my nipples.

By the time he finished, I was a mess of cum, milk, and sweat. It dripped from my face, ran in rivulets between my breasts, and pooled on the ground beneath me. I looked up at him, dazed and drunk on his scent, my body trembling with need.

"Good little cow," Karlon rumbled, his still-hard cock twitching. "Now you smell like mine."

"Please… Karlon… I need..." I panted.

He chuckled, putting his tunic back on. Then he produced a cowbell and secured it tightly around my neck. It tinkled softly with each movement I made. "This marks you as part of the herd," he said. "But now I have to defend my claim on you. Such are our ways."

"What does that mean?" I asked, exhausted. I just needed him. I didn’t care about minotaur tradition, the realm of man, or the war. Nothing mattered. I just needed him to breed me. To claim me completely.

"It means I might have to crush a few skulls before I take your sweet maidenhead," he said curtly. Gently, he wiped my body down with a towel, cleaning most of the cum and sticky milk from my skin. I still smelled like him, but at least I wasn’t dripping.

"You’re ready to go out now." His voice dropped lower, darker. "You should crawl now. You're a cow of the herd."

The words made my cheeks burn—but I obeyed. I lowered myself onto all fours. My breasts—my udders—swayed beneath me, full and leaking. My pussy dripped freely between my thighs, still twitching with residual arousal.

He pushed the hut door open, and the firelight spilled out into the early dawn.


Chapter 6

A Fight for a Mate

The courtyard of the fortress was alive. Dozens of minotaurs and their hucows going about their duties. The moment Karlon stepped out, it seemed like all the activity ceased. All eyes were on us now. On me.

I felt their stares—hungry, animalistic. They raked over my vulnerable, nude body. Over my engorged udders, still dripping milk. Minotaurs encircled me, sniffing and roaring, checking out my leaking slit, my glistening thighs. My heart pounded in my chest. Terror warred with something darker—excitement.

Karlon stared down all of them with a ferocious gaze. A circle formed around us as we moved to the center of the courtyard. In a corner, I saw Elder Zarif watching.

For a while, no one moved.

They fear him, for he is the alpha, I realized. Maybe he wouldn’t have to fight anyone after all.

Just as that thought gave me some relief, a massive minotaur stepped forward. His fur was pitch black, and he was even larger than Karlon. His horns were thicker, his chest scarred from battle. His eyes locked on me. He licked his lips.

"Finally decided to claim a mate, Karlon?" he sneered. "A pretty little cow at that. But her womb will be wasted on your seed. I will gladly add her to my pens."

Karlon simply stared him down, unflinching.

"I invoke the sacred rite. I, Vaelros, son of Valdos, challenge you to a fight-claim for your new mate," he roared.

Karlon nodded calmly. Then he turned to me.

"Stay back, pet," he said, his hand brushing my head. The rest of the minotaurs began to circle, forming a ring around the two males. Elder Zarif came and led me to the side.

"Seems like none other than the current leader of the herd has decided to lay challenge to Karlon’s claim on you, little one," he explained. "This will be a true test."

I swallowed. The fight was about to begin. Two beasts fighting for the right to mount me. To breed me.

Karlon and Vaelros circled each other menacingly, muscles rippling beneath coarse fur. Dust kicked up beneath their hooves as they pawed the ground. The gathered herd stomped and shouted encouragingly.

And then… the charge.

Vaelros moved first. He lowered his head and charged toward Karlon. His horns, thick and sharp, were aimed straight at Karlon’s chest, ready to impale him.

I felt myself tense, dreading the impact but unable to look away. And then, a second before the horns were about to sink into Karlon’s flesh, he pivoted gracefully, using his opponent's momentum against him. Their horns locked with a thunderous crack that echoed off the fortress walls.

They pushed against each other, necks straining, veins bulging. Vaelros was larger, but Karlon was craftier, each of his moves deliberate. He twisted suddenly, breaking the horn-lock and ramming his shoulder into Vaelros’s chest. The bigger minotaur staggered back, bellowing in rage.

Again they clashed, the sound of bone on bone ringing out. Blood trickled down their faces where the horns had scraped skin. They separated, circled, charged again and again. The ground beneath their hooves became churned to mud with sweat and blood.

I watched, trembling, as they fought for the right to mount me. My bell tinkled softly with each shudder that ran through my body. My udders leaked freely, leaving wet spots on the dirt beneath me.

The decisive moment came when the challenger, growing frustrated, made a reckless charge. Karlon sidestepped at the last second, then pivoted sharply. His horn found the sweet spot where neck met shoulder, piercing deep.

The challenger's bellow of pain shook dust from the fortress walls. He stumbled, tried to turn, but blood was already streaming down his chest in thick rivulets. His legs gave out and he crashed to his knees.

And with that, it was over. Elder Zarif left my side, quick to attend to the challenger’s wounds.

Karlon stood triumphant, chest heaving, nostrils flaring. With a few quick strides he stood in loomed in front of me.

He held me up in the air, completely nude, for the whole herd to see. His voice boomed across the courtyard.

"Heed me! This girl is now my sow and I am her bull.” The herd roared in approval.

“Her milk…Is of the herd.” “He squeezed my breast roughly, causing thick cream to spray in every direction. More cheers and growls from the crowd.

He lifted me up, spreading my legs, presenting my dripping cunt to the warriors.

“But her womb…Her womb is mine and mine alone, to carry heirs, the future warriors of the clan.” He recited it like a prayer. More approving grumbling from the crowd. I was his property and he was making sure every one of these beasts knew it. He put me down.

“None who lay hands on her will live. Any other challengers?"

Silence fell. Vaelros was still on the ground, writhing in pain. All the minotaurs lowered their heads in submission. Not one dared step forward.

Finally, Karlon turned to me, his massive chest still heaving from the exertion. Blood—his and his opponent's—matted his fur. His yellow eyes blazed with victory.

"Alysa, my little cow," he rumbled. "You are now finally mine. Time to properly claim you."


Chapter 7

Claiming His Hucow

I crawled next to Karlon obediently, my body already trembling with anticipation of what was to come. He led me to a hut outside of the keep- his home.

The interior was stark but not barren. Furs lined the floor in thick, luxurious layers—pelts from beasts I didn’t recognize, all thick and warm beneath my trembling hands. A massive bed dominated one corner, more a nest than a mattress, piled high with more hides and cushions, clearly built to hold his enormous form. Despite its rawness, there was comfort here. This was no savage’s lair—it was a warrior’s den. Practical, strong, lived-in. And now, it was mine to be used in.

Finally, there were no obstacles in our way. It had only been a couple of hours since I arrived at the minotaur's keep but so much had changed about me. My body was now that of a hucow, swollen, fertile, ready to be filled and drained at the same time. Every inch of me hummed with desire.

And he knew that. He would fully unleash his primal animalistic lust, the same one he had been holding back since he met me in the forest yesterday.

He threw me onto the bed of furs, his massive form looming over me. Sweat and blood still glistened on his chest from the fight. His eyes burned with raw possession as he gazed down at my transformed body.

"I know it's your first time, little one.” He said in a low growl.

“But I cannot be gentle. I've held back for too long."

Nervously, I nodded. He positioned himself on top of me, relieving himself of his tunic. His cock sprang free the tunic again.

Oh gods! It seemed even bigger now. This monster's cock was about to take my virginity, to make me a woman. The thick shaft was nearly as wide as my forearm, ridged with pulsing veins, the head flaring and angry. My thighs trembled at the sight. Even with the shaman's potion, I wasn't sure I could accommodate him.

Instinct overtook me and I clenched my thighs shut. This feeble act was all that he needed. The animal in him snapped. Effortlessly, he spread my legs again. The force of him seemed to scream that this was my only choice.

He positioned his cock above my entrance. For a moment, his massive head brushed against my clit, making me moan and buck against him. Karlon pressed the massive head against my virgin entrance, already slick with arousal. The pressure built as he began to push inside. Pain lanced through me as my maidenhead gave way, tears springing to my eyes. The monstrous girth was spreading me impossibly, drilling into me greedily. My breasts were leaking more and more from the building arousal.

"So tight," he growled as he stretched me open. "Your pussy was made for my cock."

Inch by relentless inch he filled me, my body somehow accepting his impossible size. My fingers dug desperately into his coarse fur as my legs flailed uselessly against his massive frame. The initial burning sensation melted into an exquisite fullness. Finally he hilted himself inside me fully.

My walls clenched and fluttered around his girth as my body adjusted. He was so deep I could feel him pressing against my cervix. The pressure was overwhelming - pain and pleasure mixed together until I couldn't tell them apart.

"Please," I whimpered, my hips instinctively rocking against him. "I need..."

He understood. With a savage grunt, he began to move. I squealed like a feral animal, shocked by the intense friction as his stiff cock drilled in and out of my stretched pussy. Each withdrawal dragged against my sensitive walls before he slammed back in, making me cry out in desperate need. My body betrayed me completely, hips bucking wildly to meet his savage thrusts.

"Such a perfect little cow," he grunted as he began to move. "Made to take my seed, to carry my calves."

With each merciless thrust, his massive cock reshaped me from within. My walls stretched and gripped him desperately as he claimed me. The milk flowed endlessly now, soaking us both as he alternated between drinking deeply and letting it spray across his muscled chest.

"Such sweet nectar," he growled, latching onto my nipple again. His rough tongue lapped at my sensitive flesh while he continued pounding into me. My bell jingled frantically with each powerful movement.

The bed frame groaned beneath us as he increased his pace. His massive hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he rutted deeper. His heavy ballsack slapped against my clit with each thrust, heavy with his seed.

The seed that was soon going to flood my womb. Make me the mother of his calves.

"Your body knows its purpose," he grunted between pulls of milk. "Born to be bred, to nourish."

My arms searched for some support, something to grab to while he increased his animalistic pace. Finally my fingers found his horns and gripped them tightly as he pounded my cunt harder and harder. Milk and arousal soaked the furs beneath us.

“Let me taste your sweet milk, little Alysa!” Karlon grunted as he swooped down and buried his muzzle in my chest, greedily lapping the milk. His other hand coaxed fountain streams of thick cream to fly in the air bathing us both in my milk while his massive member stretched my pussy impossibly.

"Are you ready for my seed, my cow?” He growled.

“Yes…Breed me, my bull…” I managed through pants, feeling his cock twitching, preparing to explode. His balls, massive and heavy were about to unleash his seed into my womb.

“Good girl," he grunted, hilting himself completely, his cockhead violating me, stretching me impossibly wide. I felt him pulsating and twitching, it was as if he was expanding the closer he came to climax.

"Accept your destiny as my breeding cow."

“Yes…Yes…I am your breeding cow….”I screamed as an orgasm ripped through me, my pussy clenching around his throbbing shaft.

And then I felt him explode. He roared above me like a triumphant beast while his shot straight into my womb. He kept pounding me while he came. I could feel his massive member pulsing inside me, each throb unleashing another torrent of his hot virile cum. I felt as if I was about to overflow. His seed felt scalding hot, marking every inch of my inner walls as his territory.

“Oh yes! Make me a mother!” I screamed as my hands flew to my belly, feeling it swell slightly from the sheer volume as he continued to empty himself into my willing body.

"Make sure to get pregnant, my sow," he growled, covering my hands with his massive palm. "My seed will take root tonight. Your belly will grow large with my calf."

And then…He leaned down to kiss me. Almost gently he whispered:

"That's it," he continued. "Do you feel it flooding inside you? You’re so fertile, your breasts already heavy with milk for the herd and for my calves!"

His thick seed continued to pour into my stretched channel until it leaked out around his still hard-shaft. My breasts were leaking milk as I panted heavily, enjoying the sensation of being emptied and filled at the same time. Finally, the twitching subsided. Yet his cock was still inside me, as hard as when it had entered me. I was a mess of milk and cum, my body small and frail under his furry muscular frame, pinned beneath the sheets soaked with his cum and my milk.

I expected him to withdraw, to leave me empty after that explosive release. But instead, I felt him begin to move again, growing even thicker as blood pumped back into the monstrous member. My walls stretched further to accommodate his renewed girth, making me gasp and squirm beneath him.

“But…But…How? I’m already so full…”

He chuckled darkly at my surprise. "Your partner is not a mere human, pet. And you're irresistible."

Without warning he began moving with renewed vigor. He lifted me up as if I weighed nothing and rotated me, all the while I was skewered around his cock. I was now on all fours, my head buried in the furs of the bed, my ass stuck out and shaking. I felt his furry hands grasp my buttocks firmly.

“Are you ready for your second helping, my cow? This is how my kind prefer to mate.” he said as he began moving again  My sensitive walls clenched around his still-rigid length, drawing a deep growl from his chest. I pushed my ass against him, my wall already slick with my juices and his cum desperate to devour every last inch of him.

My breasts…my udders jiggled heavily spraying milk on the furs as he pounded me from behind. His thick hand came down on my ass with a loud spank.

“Who do you belong to, cow?” he said as he spanked my other cheek.

“To you…To you…Master.”

"That’s right, Little cow..." he growled, “And you will learn to take the a minotaur alpha properly. Load after load, until you’re overflowing with my seed. Is that clear?” his hand came down on my ass again. My udders bounced wildly, spraying milk with each powerful thrust. The bed creaked dangerously beneath us as he rutted into me with punishing force. My bell tinkled frantically around my neck, marking the tempo of his possession.

“Yes…Master!” I screamed out.

“Good girl,” he growled, “Have another helping of my cum. Make sure you get pregnant tonight!”

And with that he grabbed my ass cheeks again, pulling them towards him until every thick inch of him was inside me. And he exploded again. I could feel his balls twitching as their contents emptied inside me. He hunched over me and pinned me down. I felt the his hot breath on my ear as he whispered.

“Take it, you little slut. Your second load for the night. And we are just getting started. I am the alpha of this pack and you belong only to me.”

"Yes..." I gasped, overwhelmed by the building pleasure. My pussy clenching as it was flooded with a second helping of his hot cum. My teats continued leaking, the milk they produced seemingly ever-flowing.

"You'll learn," he rumbled, his cock reaching impossibly deeper. "Minotaurs can rut for hours. By dawn, you'll be overflowing with my cum, marked inside and out as mine."

I laid splayed under him, unable to speak as I convulsed in pleasure. This was just the beginning. The night stretched ahead, promising countless more orgasms at the mercy of Karlon’s superhuman stamina.  My body trembled, already anticipating the pleasure and exhaustion to come. This was indeed only the beginning - I would be thoroughly claimed before the sun rose.


Chapter 8

A Hucow’s Duties

I woke up the next day, my body sore from exhaustion and my belly feeling full from the countless time that Karlon had released his virile seed inside me. The furs were comfortable, and warm. Someone must have changed them while I slept as there was no signs of last night’s debauchery, my blood, my juices and his, my milk. They were pristine.

But where was Karlon. Just as I began to wonder, still rubbing exhaustion away from my eyes the doors of the house swung open. There he stood, as powerful and energetic as ever, as if the hours of ecstasy he had given me last night had cost him absolutely nothing.

“Rise and shine, my sweet little Alysa.” he said in his gruff voice, “Get up. Today your life as a minotaur’s hucow begins.”

Nervously, I got up. For a second I looked around for clothes before remembering that I was never supposed to wear any clothes from now on. Obediently, I got on all fours, just as he had instructed me the day before. My breasts swayed heavy beneath me. Gods! They were already so full. Even after all the milk he sucked and bathed himself in last night. I was constantly producing. Truly a cow now. Truly an animal to be bred and milked.

Karlon led me outside to the courtyard and then to a smaller building…A barn.

“What is this Karlo…” I began.

Karlon cut in. “You shall refer to me as Master from now on.” He corrected me, “I am the alpha of this pack, the next warlord. And you are my breeding sow.”

“Where are you taking me…Master?” I corrected myself. The words came so naturally after the way he had had claimed me with animalistic ferocity last night.

“You might be my breeding cow, but all hucows belong to the herd.” he began explaining, “And as such you have duties to the herd you have to fulfill as well.”

I gulped nervously.

“Just go in, little one.” Karlon said as he beckoned me inside the barn, “It will all become clear.” 

Nervously I entered the barn. What I saw inside took my breath away. The building was lined with pens full of hey. Inside each one were women. Dozens of young girls like me. They all wore the little cowbells around their necks. Their udders engorged and leaking.  Some were being vigorously mounted by massive minotaurs, their moans echoing off the rafters. Others had their breasts hanging over the pen’s railings, hooked up to strange devices that steadily coaxed the milk from their puffy breasts into collection vessels that glowed with mysterious runes.

A realization downed on me. This was a ranch and we were the cattle.

"Are they...are they all claimed like me?" I asked hesitantly, my bell tinkling as I shifted on my hands and knees.

"Most human hucows are communal," Karlon explained. "I chose to claim a mate. To claim you. But my duties are many and your milk is everflowing. You will need to be cared for."

My heart fluttered at his words. He'd chosen me specifically, marked me as his own. He chose to claim a mate? To claim me? And now he would leave me in this barn to be…milked all day?  I looked around. More of the scene came into focus—hucows with bellies swollen from breeding, their hands gripping the rails of their pens as minotaurs mounted them from behind. One girl was moaning into a feed trough as a minotaur rutted roughly behind her, her belly already heavy with child, her milk being pumped by a mysterious machine. All around the barn moans and grunts and the rhythmic pumping of milking machines echoed.

"Get in your pen," he commanded. "Your tits will need milking. I will come get you tonight."

He guided me into an empty stall. A smaller minotaur wheeled out a curious contraption.

"This," Karlon said, holding up the gleaming contraption, "is a milking machine. "

It was unlike anything I'd seen before—an intricate blend of steel and rune-etched crystal, softly glowing with arcane energy. Long, flexible tubes extended from its center, ending in thick, rubbery suction cups. The magic pulsed faintly, casting a soft light over the stall.

"Your milk is valuable," he said, stepping behind me. "It nourishes the herd, strengthens our calves, and enhances our warriors. Every drop you produce is sacred."

I shivered. More ceremony. Karlon must have sensed my annoyance, his gaze raking over my swollen tits.

“Besides, my little cow needs relief doesn’t she?” he said playfully, “Those udders of yours look like they’re about to burst.”

He was right. Since the shaman transformed me the milk my tits produced seemed endless. They were so engorged now, so heavy and aching for release. 

I looked at the hucow in the pen next to me. She must have been my age, maybe a bit younger. Her belly was already swollen, heavy. The same machine was attached to her udders, her nipples expanding and spilling thick cream in the tube with each pull. She moaned softly, her eyes glazed in ecstasy. So this was my future? Bred by a minotaur at night, hooked up to a milking machine in a barn by day? I should have felt repulsion but my body just twitched with excitement at the prospect.

“Get in the position, cow.” Karlon commanded, “Tits over the railing, like this heifer here.”

I did as instructed, letting my udders hang over the railing. Karlon knelt and positioned the cups carefully, his strong hands guiding them to my swollen, aching nipples. The moment they made contact, they sealed with a soft hiss, and the magic flared gently.

The suction began—perfectly calibrated, somehow. Not too hard. Not too soft. A rhythmic pull that drew a moan from deep inside me as my milk began to flow.

It was instant. Warmth surged through my chest, and then down between my legs. Pleasure coursed through me, soft and all-consuming. My back arched instinctively. The machine was emptying me, each pull sucking milk and filling the buckets attached to the machine. I moaned wantonly, enjoying the sensation.

Karlon looked at me with contentment, “Looks like you’re taking to this quite fast. This is your new life now, my cow.” he patted my head with his his giant hand, “I have to leave now. The attendants will take care of you. I will come back for you in the evening.”

And with that, he left the barn leaving me panting and moaning, my engorged milkers being drained like I was but a farm animal.

The hours passed in a haze of constant stimulation. My udders produced a steady stream of milk no matter how long they were drained.

Periodically minotaurs would enter and use the hucows to relieve themselves. I watched as the girls around me were claimed with animalistic lust, the sound of flesh hitting flesh echoing through the barn.

This is getting unbearable. I wish Karlon would come.

A minotaur attendant came periodically to feed us and change the collection vessels.

He would massage the breasts of all the hucows, gently kneading them with massive hands. Sometimes he'd press his muzzle to a nipple and suck, not out of hunger—but simply to test the quality of the milk. It was all so clinical, this was his job. His duty to the herd.

When the minotaur attendant approached my pen I trembled, nervous. I was Karlon’s. I remembered the scene from yesterday. Karlon claiming me in front of the tribe. Would this minotaur dare lay a finger on me?

Unceremoniously he began kneading my breasts the same way he had done to the other sows.

“Hey!” I protested, “Did you miss yesterday? Do you know who I belong to.”

“You are Karlon’s sow,” the minotaur said , “He has claim to your womb but your milk is of the herd,” he said simply as he began kneading my breasts.

So that’s how it is?

I wanted to protest, to say something…But his deft hands massaging my aching, leaking tits simply left me a moaning mess. I was of the herd new. He brought one of my udders to his mouth and suckled. It was not the greedy, possessive pulls of Karlon. He was simply tasting my milk, assessing me.

I moaned as his tongue stimulated my nipple, lapping at the milk. Finally he pulled away, my cream dribbling down his muzzle.

“Karlon chose a good mate.” he said simply as he continued to the next hucow.

Finally, exhausted from countless small orgasms, I drifted off to sleep. My last thoughts were of Karlon, and what pleasures tonight might bring when he returned to claim me properly.

The sun was setting when Karlon's heavy footsteps approached my stall. My udders were tender from a full day of milking, but my body responded instantly to his presence. Wordlessly, he unhooked me from the magical devices, my nipples still dripping.

“Where are we going?” I asked him groggily.

“To breed. Again. Every night until you are with child. And then some more.”

Exhausted from a day of milking all I could do was nod. This was my life now.


Chapter 9

The War Party

Months melded together in my new life. Each day, I'd crawl to the barn, joining the chorus of moans as our milk flowed into the magical vessels. Each night, Karlon would claim me with savage intensity, his massive cock stretching me until I screamed his name.

Within a month, my body changed. "You are with child now," Elder Zarif had announced after examining me, his hand spanning my belly.

In a couple of more months my belly was visibly swollen, My breasts had grown even heavier, somehow producing even more milk than before, in preparation for the calves that were growing inside of my belly.  Karlon’s lovemaking changed to reflect this as well. Did he become more gentle?

Not by a long shot.

“You are carrying my calves, little one. For now your purpose as a breeding sow is fulfilled. What does that mean?” he asked me as he led me into his bedroom one night, putting me down in the warm furs.

“I…I don’t know…”

“It means that right now your body exists purely for my pleasure. Until I need to get you with seed again I will indulge and use you in any way I see fit.”

And he delivered on that promise. Before I got with child, he would diligently fill my pussy each time he ravaged me. Slowly, he bagan introducing me to other pleasures, training my ass to take his massive girth, his monstrous cock disappearing inside my tightest hole as I moaned and cradled my pregnant belly. He would coat me with me with his cum instead of spilling it inside, savoring the sight of his little cow covered in his essence. He would tie my massive breasts with ropes coaxing a neverending stream of milk.

Slowly…I was becoming not just his perfect breeding cow but his perfect fuck toy as well. And I reveled in it, looking forward to every new sensation that each night with him brought.

◆◆◆

Then one day, Karlon left for a raid. It was not the first time. The minotaurs were gaining land in the Kingdom of Lactia and Karlon was the Alpha of the Herd, leading his warriors against the forces of man.

Yet I ached for him. A week passed. Then another. I began to worry. Elder Zarif came to see me one day in the milking barn.

“You are worried about Karlon, aren’t you little cow.”

“Yes…” I nodded, the machine milking my swollen udders like it had done every day.

“He has gone…On a very risky mission. They are sieging the fortress of Blackbridge. If him and his bulls succeed this will be a great breakthrough in the war. Tomorrow they will storm the gates.” Eldar Zarif explained.

I simply nodded. All I wanted was for him to come back.

“But…You must know,” he continued, “He might not come back. A Minotaur warrior would rather die in battle than abandon his comrades and Karlon is the bravest among us.”

My heart sank. My Karlon…Could be killed? Gone. I hadn’t even considered the possibility. He seemed so strong, so unshakeable.

Elder Zarif continued, “That is why I need you to be strong, my little heifer. Should he fall you must remember you are carrying his offspring. His blood coarses through them.” he looked at my swollen belly. All I could do was nod, holding back tears.

The next few days were torture. Not even the bliss of milking could distract me from my worry. The other girls tried to comfort me, but nothing could replace the feeling of being filled by my bull.

And then I heard it… The sound of dozens of hoofs on the packed ground. I snapped out of daze and for the first time unhooked myself from the milking machine, running outside.

They had returned. And there he was. Karlon. Bloodied and scarred but alive, surrounded by his most loyal soldiers. Around them the rest of the minotaurs roared triumphant. They had won.

I ran towards him, jumping into his strong arms.

“You’re…You’re back! I was so worried.” I whimpered.

“Of course I’m back, my sweet Alysa.” he smirked, “I wouldn’t leave my little pregnant heifer alone, would I?”

Then he turned to towards the rest of the herd that had gathered around him and his pack of warriors.

"Tonight we celebrate!" Karlon's voice boomed through the gathering darkness. The other minotaurs stamped their hooves and bellowed in agreement.

◆◆◆

That night, Karlon took me from my pen and led me to the grand dining hall. The structure loomed near the heart of the keep—a massive, vaulted space of dark stone lit by braziers that cast a warm, flickering glow. Rich furs lined the floors, muffling the clack of hooves as the warriors entered one by one.

The great table was a slab of polished obsidian, long enough to seat fifty minotaurs shoulder to shoulder. On it, roasted meats, wheels of hucow cheese, pitchers of sweet cream and fermented milkwine were laid out in decadent excess.

Above it all, a massive tapestry hung—depicting a mythic minotaur mounting a fertile goddess, his seed watering the earth. Minotaurs filed in with proud, heavy steps, their armor clinking, their musk thick in the air. Other hucows were led inside on leashes. Minotaurs were squeezing their tits, filling goblets with their milk and saluting each other.

Truly a night of celebration.

And there I stood by Karlon—nude, marked, swollen with milk, led by the hand like a queen, but displayed like a prize.

The evening went on and the minotaurs got more and more rowdy. Around us hucows were getting mounted on the tables, goblets of mead were clanking.

After a while Karlon stood up, lifting a goblet of my freshly squeezed milk.

“My Brothers! This was truly a great victory!” he bellowed."I  want to share with you, my bravest soldiers…the future mother of my heirs!"

I gasped. Was I supposed to…

Before I could process this Karlon lifted me up and spread my legs open for the whole herd to see, My pregnant belly taut and heavy.

“As you can see she is heavy with my child, fully claimed by me.”

More cheering.

“So tonight, in celebration of our victory I will allow you to spill your seed into her and partake of your milk as much as you want.”

“Karlon! Karlon!”

The warriors cheered, chanting his name and pounding the tables.

And then they descended upon me.

My bell tinkled as they approached, their massive members already hard.

“Your womb is mine. You are mine. But you are also of the herd.” Karlon whispered, “Do you duty, my sweet little Alysa.”

I nodded, shaking, preparing myself for what was about to come. I was of the herd. These were the warriors that helped Karlon in his victory. If it wasn’t for them he wouldn’t have come back alive. I wanted to show them my appreciation in every way I could.

They circled me like a pack of rutting beasts, a dozen massive cocks already dripping with need, hungry and eager to take me. 

Then one of the warriors seized my wrist.

“Get on table, cow.” he commanded. With a swing of his arms he knocked all the food and cutlery away and motioned me to the obsidian table. Obediently, aching with need, I crawled on the table on all fours, my breast leaking. I could feel them surrounding me, their excitement palpable in the air.

A pair of rough hands grabbed my buttocks as I felt the tip of a massive cock spread open my wet lips. It wasn’t Karlon. It didn’t matter. Another minotaur climbed on the table and positioned himself in front of me grabbing my head, his thick cockhead twitching mere inches in front of my lips. Instinctually, I opened my mouth, ready to take him in.

Yet, they didn’t move. I stood there, puzzled and throbbing with need waiting for the cocks to plunge in my mouth and in my dripping cunt. And then it downed on me. They were waiting for permission. Permission from their alpha leader.

“We thank you, Lord Karlon, for letting us use your cow to relieve ourselves from the fatigue of battle.” The two minotaurs recited in unison.

Behind me, I heard Karlon say, “She is of the herd. Take her as you wish, but be careful with the calves in her belly.”

And that was all the invitation they needed.

The massive cock behind me plunged in without hesitation, making me cry out around the thick member that filled my mouth. My bell jingled frantically as they used me from both ends, their powerful thrusts rocking my heavily pregnant belly. I was so far along, swollen huge with Karlon's calves, my stretched skin tight and sensitive. Each thrust made my enormous belly sway, the calves inside me shifting at the vigorous movement. More hands grabbed my milk-heavy breasts, squeezing and pulling my milk into waiting goblets.

"Such a good breeding cow," one of them growled, his cock stretching my throat. "Taking us all so well while carrying the chief's heirs."

The minotaur behind me hilted himself completely, his heavy balls slapping against my clit. His thick cock pressed against my cervix. "Her pussy is divine, my lord. Even better now that she's bred full."

Through tear-blurred eyes, I saw more warriors approaching, their massive shafts rigid with need. My milk sprayed across the obsidian table as they roughly kneaded my udders, swollen to perfection by my pregnancy. The one in my mouth roared as he approached his peak, flooding my throat with thick seed that I eagerly swallowed. Another eager warrior immediately took his place plungin his twitching monster cock in my mouth.

"Look how wet she is," one grunted. "Karlon's little cow loves being used by the herd."

A massive warrior laid back on the obsidian table, his rigid member pointing skyward. "Mount me, breeding cow" he commanded, guiding my hips. "Make this cock disappear in your ass."

I straddled him, my enormous pregnant belly hanging heavy between us. His thick cockhead pressed against my puckered entrance, making me whimper. Slowly, relentlessly, he stretched me open, each inch burning deliciously as my body adjusted to the intrusion. I screamed and moaned as he hilted himself completely, my bell jingling with each shuddering breath.

"Such a responsive little cow," he growled, gripping my hips.

Another warrior positioned himself behind me, his member already slick with precum.

"We'll make this night unforgettable," he rumbled, slowly pressing into my dripping pussy.

Two at once?

Before I could protest he plunged his massive monster cock in my pussy while. The dual penetration was overwhelming. My swollen belly swayed between them as they established a rhythm, taking me in tandem. The minotaur that laid underneath me squeezed my breasts, bathing in my milk.

"Look how eagerly she takes us both," one grunted to Karlon. "Your breeding cow serves the herd well."

They used me relentlessly, their combined girth reshaping me from within. My massive breasts swayed and sprayed with each thrust, coating us all in sweet milk. Their thick cocks rubbing against each other through the thin wall between my holes sent electric shocks of ecstasy through my core. My pregnant belly tensed as an overwhelming orgasm crashed over me, making me cry out and clench around both their massive members. My pussy and ass spasmed rhythmically as waves of pleasure wracked my body, milk spraying uncontrollably from my swollen breasts.

"That's it, cow," the warrior beneath me growled. "Milk our cocks properly."

"Fill her," Karlon commanded from somewhere nearby. "Mark her thoroughly."

With twin roars, they flooded both my holes with their hot seed. I came apart between them, consumed by ecstasy and screaming uncontrollably as they pumped me full of their essence.

The night went on. All of Karlon’s bravest warriors took turns using me and mounting me in every position. My bell jingled frantically as they passed me between them. My body was coated slick with the cum of the herd and my own milk.

The excitement finally died down. I was laying on the obsidian table, a complete mess, panting heavily.

“You did well, cow.”  It was Karlon, “My men showed immense bravery and there was no higher honor I could show them than sharing my most prized possession with them. You.”

He lifted me up in his muscular hands and wrapped me in a fur blanket. I cooed in relief at his surprisingly gentle touch.

“Now, my dear cow, let’s get you home.”

I nodded sleepily as Karlon carried me away from the dining hall.

I might have been thoroughly claimed by the herd, but I knew I belonged to him alone. Smiling at the thought and exhausted from the relentless pleasure I fell asleep in his arms.


Chapter 11

The MInotaur’s Pet

In a few more months my calves came.

I never knew birthing could be so pleasurable. Eldar Zarik, the shaman fed me a mix of alchemical potions and took great care to make sure I was comfortable. Karlon stood by my side the whole time, watching intently. Protective.

When our first son finally emerged, strong and healthy I cried out in ecstasy.

“One more, little cow.” Zarik encouraged me as I pushed again.

They were both the perfect image of Karlon - yellow eyes and the beginnings of horns already visible. My milk production doubled to feed them. I was taken away from the barns, my milk now fully devoted to Karlon and my two sons.

The whole herd cooed over them. The firstborn sons of the mighty Karlon, son of Kraal. And I, as their mother was treated with great reverence. My days were filled with nursing them on the elixir from my swollen breasts and tending to their every need. The warriors who had used me that celebratory night now bowed their heads respectfully when I passed, my whims now commands to them.

But Karlon's appetite hadn't diminished. Each night, after the boys were sounds asleep, he would come for me with that familiar hungry look in his eyes.

"You are still young and fertile, pet," he growled, running his massive hands over my milk-swollen breasts. "My first two were just the beginning. You will bear me a litter."

“Yes, Master…” I would coo, spreading my legs wantonly for him, ready and eager to take his girth, his seed.

"Assume the position," he commanded, his massive cock already hardening.

"Yes..." I whispered, dropping to my hands and knees. My bell tinkled as I would present to him night after night, fertile and eager, ready to be bred and milked again.

END

Hope you enjoyed that! A little bit of a departure from the Bullwood Stories but something I really wanted to do!

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

May Milk Flow Eternal. - Parsia
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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.
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Teach this bratty little hucow her place. Milk her dry and breed her. 

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