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Chapter 1

Departure

Dinner dragged on in unbearable silence.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I swallowed hard.

Bullwood Creamery.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

“You okay, Lil? You seem troubled.”

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

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

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

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

I rolled my eyes but smiled.

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

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

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

Bullwood. Bullwood again.

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

She simply stood there.

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

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

Clarissa’s fingers dug into her skirts.

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

Her words were sharp, cutting.

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

I would show her.

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

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

One last look at my childhood home.

Then I was outside, rushing to the stables.

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

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

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

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

Carriage came and took Katya south.

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


Chapter 2

Arrival at Bullwood Creamery

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

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

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

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

Bullwood Creamery 1 mile ->

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

I was close!

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

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

It looked like the entrance to a castle.

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

Now what?

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

I steeled myself and began climbing.

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Think Lilly.

Where would Clarissa be?

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

That must be the workers' quarters.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell was that?

Clarissa!

I had to find her. Now.

I was about to turn and run—

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


Chapter 3

Cassius Bullwood

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

"You're not one of our stock."

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

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

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

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

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

Say something, Lilly, goddammit.

Finally, I stammered—

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

The man’s firm grip guided me through the mansion's grand entrance. The foyer took my breath away - opulent furnishings and gleaming marble floors- unimaginable wealth. But it was the walls, or more specifically the artwork that adorned them, that truly captured my attention. Enormous paintings lined the walls, intricate watercolors, giant canvases, each depicting pastoral scenes that made my cheeks burn. Young women, completely nude, posed on all fours in lush fields. Their swollen udders hung heavy beneath them, milk pooling beneath them in the lush grass. In some of them they were led by handsome men in farming attire. In some they were posing, adorned in skintight outfits with cow patterns on them.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stiffened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I stared at him, shaking.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wordlessly, I followed.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

The Pens

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

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

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

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

My stomach twisted. Cows?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Clarissa!" I let out a shrill whisper.

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

"Hello, Master."

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

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

What was happening?

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

"But, Master, why is Lilly here?"

"She’s come here to bring you home."

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

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

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

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

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

Clarissa is now livestock.

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

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

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

Wonderful.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell are you doing, Lilly?!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

Induction

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Excellent, excellent response," Cassius purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Gods, he is handsome!

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

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

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

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

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

My very first kiss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

All I could do in response was moan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes..Drink more…Please.”

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

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

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

I’m a better milk cow than Clarissa.

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

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

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

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

This is Master’s Cock.

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

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

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

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

Confusion clouded my mind for a moment before understanding dawned.

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

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

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

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

He removed the restraints at my wrists.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“A…a…cow?” I whimpered

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

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

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


Chapter 6 

First Milking

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

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

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

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

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

God they are even bigger than last night.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mating is highly regimented.

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

◆◆◆

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 7

Clarissa and The Bull

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped. Nervous and excited.


Chapter 8

The Cheesemonger

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But what was I expected to do?

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

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

◆◆◆

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

A man who knows his cheeses

Finally, a knock at the manor’s door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cassius accepted the compliments graciously.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes Master.”

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

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

The merchant nodded enthusiastically.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She found me, actually.” Master chuckled.

Master’s right. I wanted this.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Yet I wouldn’t have it any other way.

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

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

Like a good little cow, I obeyed wordlessly.


Chapter 9

The Reward

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

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

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

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

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

“No…No Master…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Master…A ki..” I whispered feebly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What is it, Master…”


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

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

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

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


Chapter 10

A Letter

Dearest Mom and Dad,

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

All my love,
Your Lilly

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

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

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

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

Click!

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

I am a Bullwood Girl, through and through.




END


Hey there, thanks for reading! Parsia here!

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

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

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

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

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

Thanks :)

- Parsia
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More tales from Bullwood Creamery below…


More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

Shared Before My Eyes at the Hucow Tavern

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


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


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

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


Plenty of Milk and a darkly delicious cuckold twist! 



More tales from Bullwood Creamery…

The Witch’s Hucow Transformation

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

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

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

The elixir leaves the once proud witch little more than a hucow in heat, yearning to be milked and mated.
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Deep in the heart of the kingdom of Lactia lies Bullwood Creamery, an elite estate where only the finest stock is raised, nurtured, and perfected to satisfy the most discerning clientele. Nobles, warlords, and alchemists alike seek its legendary products, knowing that Bullwood’s cows are trained to serve, eager to please, and always overflowing with sweet creamy indulgence…

Each standalone story in the Tales of Bullwood Creamery cycle follows a new, innocent maiden as she’s drawn into a world of pampered luxury, rigid discipline, and complete submission to her purpose. Whether it’s an eager girl offering herself willingly, a noble prize selected for the king’s personal collection, or a captured warrior learning her new role under a powerful master—at Bullwood, every hucow finds her true calling.

They say once you taste Bullwood’s milk, nothing else will ever satisfy you again.
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