
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shared Before My Eyes At The Hucow Tavern

Lust, Milk & Loss At the Bullwood Party

Parsia Faye
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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.








Drink deep. 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 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…

Cassius Bullwood, proprietor of the famous creamery, is more than happy to grant her her wish, his deft hands transforming the innocent maiden with medical efficiency.

And Trystan…He will have to bear witness to what his dear Helen has become… A milky delight to be shared by the Bullwood chosen..
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Helen

The Rendez-vous

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

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

At least Trystan seems to like it.

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

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

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

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

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

Trystan doesn’t see me like that.

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

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

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

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

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

Trystan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gasped as he opened his palm.

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

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

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

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

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Trystan—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Trystan

The Invitation

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

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

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

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

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

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

Five gold pieces a vial.

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

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

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

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

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

An insatiable animal, you say.

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

"You know what? I’ll take it."

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

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

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

Easy come, easy go, I guess.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you dealing or not, boy?”

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

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

And as for the invitation…

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

"Guess who?"

Helen of House Redmont.

My Helen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her voice faltered, the joy fading from her face.

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

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

A life I could never give her.

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

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

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

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

Helen carefully opened the letter, reading aloud:

Esteemed Lord Buxley,

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

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

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

Sincerely,

Cassius Bullwood, Royal Creawright, Master of Bullwood Creamery

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Helen

The Bullwood Party

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

Why had I agreed to this?

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

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

Was this really the place? It looked so unassuming.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Nothing.

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

A gruff voice from behind the door interrupted me.

“Invitation and Password,” the voice asked.

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

A pause. Then, the door creaked open.

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

Then I saw them. The serving girls.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My milk?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Trystan froze.

He was on to us.

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

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

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

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

And just like that, he was gone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Helen

The Real Bullwood Party

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

Waiting.

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

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

I swallowed hard. "I—I didn't—"

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

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

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

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

“Now, please. Sit. Relax.”

He gestured to the seat beside him.

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

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

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

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

The small crowd hummed with approval.

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

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

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

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

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

And then, he gave the command.

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

A single beat of silence passed.

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

This is what everyone is here for.

In an instant, the tavern had become a writhing altar of debauched ecstasy. I stood frozen, watching it all unfold:

On the table next to me, a nobleman had a young cow on his lap, greedily grasping at her swollen breasts, squeezing and kneading until thick, creamy milk spilled over his fingers. He laughed, licking it from his hand before burying his head in her breasts and suckling deeply.

Across the room, a finely dressed older gentleman (was that the mayor?) had already pulled one of the silken-clad heifers to her knees. Roughly, he guided her head toward his crotch. I could hear her muffled moans from across the room, his fingers tangled in her hair as she suckled like she’d been trained for nothing else.

At the bar, a particularly curvy Bullwood girl was splayed out as a noblewoman lapped greedily at the milk leaking from her stiffened nipples.

Obscene moans and the sounds of flesh colliding echoed through the room. Milk. Milk was everywhere. Milk flowed over lips. Milk dripped from quivering mouths. Milk sprayed from swollen nipples onto the creaky wooden floor of the tavern. Milk.

And I just stood there—my body rigid, frozen, my fingers clutching the arms of my seat like an anchor. My breath came shallow, quick, panicked—beneath the terror, something else coiled tight inside me, setting me ablaze: an ache, a pooling desire. I couldn’t look away.

"Does it shock you, Lady Redford?" The voice, calm and dignified, cut through the cacophony of moans. It was Cassius Bullwood.

A girl was following him…Not a girl…A cow. The same one that had greeted me and Trystan at the door. She was crawling on all fours, her swollen breasts swaying with each step forward. "Ah…I should correct myself. You seem more intrigued than shocked." I swallowed hard, suddenly conscious of how hard my thighs were pressing together.

Cassius lowered himself gracefully into the seat beside me, his fingers idly stroking the blonde girl’s hair. She mooed eagerly at his touch.

"Bullwood cows truly are a marvel. Take little Lilly here," he said, gently caressing the girl kneeling at our table. "A few months back she was but a regular village girl. But in our care…Look at her now.” His fingers traced the blonde girl’s jaw, tilting her face up. She shivered beneath his touch, a soft whimper slipping past her parted lips.

My eyes met the cow’s…Lilly’s for a second. “And… and she wants this?”

Cassius laughed—a low, knowing laugh. “Why don’t you ask her yourself. Tell her dear?”

Lilly arched her back proudly, her massive swollen breasts impossibly perky despite their obscene size.

“To be a Bullwood cow is to be cherished, to be adored…” She crawled closer, the tips of her straining, milk-laden nipples brushing against my knee, a wet trail of thick white milk on my crimson dress.

“…To be used, emptied, bred, and made whole again. It is the pinnacle of joy.” she finished,

Cassius chuckled, his eyes locked onto mine.

“Good girl, Lilly.” He stroked her hair lazily. “Well, Lady Redford, Does that answer your question?”

“But she’s…you’re a…” I began protesting.

"Still not convinced our cows are the happiest in all the realm?” Cassius chuckled. “Perhaps a taste would change your mind. Lilly, my dear, if you will…"

Obediently, Lilly cupped her ludicrously full, swollen breast in both hands, lifting them to me in offering. A bead of thick, pearlescent milk welled at her nipple, trembling, threatening to spill.

Cassius exhaled, watching my reaction closely. "She’s not been milked properly in two whole days. Her cream should be exquisitely thick," he murmured. "A rare treat indeed. And to have it straight from the source..."

Lilly licked her lips. "It’s so much better like this, my lady. So much sweeter...Please, my lady, I am so full…" Beads of thick white milk were pooling at her nipples now.

I was shaking. I wanted this.

"Drink, Lady Redford," I heard Cassius say, barely above a whisper. "Drink deeply."

My hands moved before my mind could stop them. I reached out, my trembling fingertips brushing the swollen flesh of her teat, teasing the nipples glistening with milk.

“Oh...Thank you, Mistress…” Lilly moaned at my slightest touch.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think anymore. I leaned in, parted my lips and took her nipple into my mouth. My tongue greedily devoured the droplets that had pooled at her tips. And then I suckled. The first pull. Sweet. Thick. So, so warm. The stream thick and steady, flooding my mouth. Instinctively, like a suckling babe I latched on and suckled greedily, letting the warmth slip down my throat. Lilly let out a long, shaky whimper. She arched into my mouth, offering more, moaning with each insatiable, sinful pull I took.

"That’s it," Cassius purred victoriously. "It seems like you have a taste for the Bullwood product. Just like your grandfather."

I could barely register his words. My mouth widened greedily, encompassing her whole areola, my tongue desperately flicking her swollen nipple to tease out the milk to flow faster. I felt dizzy, intoxicated. I moaned softly against her skin, my thighs pressing together as I drank, lost in the act, in the taste, in her creamy milk, liquid sin coating my tongue.

Cassius chuckled. "It seems like you truly understand what makes a Bullwood Hucow superior now?" He leaned back in his seat, watching me with something dangerously close to amusement.

After suckling on Lilly’s teats for what felt like a sweet eternity, I finally disconnected. My lips puckered and sore from the aggressive suction, gasping breathlessly. A thick trail of milk spilled over them and dribbled down my chin, sinking into the tight valley of my mother’s crimson dress. I should have felt ashamed. Instead, I licked my lips.

Cassius rose, adjusting the golden cuffs at his wrists.

"I’m so happy you took part in the festivities, Lady Redford. Your grandfather would have been proud. You are free to leave whenever you want but I urge you to stay. Today is Lilly’s big day." He leaned over to scratch the cow behind the ears. “Isn’t that right, my dear?”

“Yes, master,” she purred, excitedly. She followed behind him on all fours, her heavy breasts swaying as she crawled behind him and they disappeared into the back of the Tavern.

All around me the milky orgy continued at full steam. I just stood on my corner table, the taste of Lilly’s milk still lingering on my tongue, listening to the uneven moan of rhythm around me, watching. Taking it all in intently.

***

After what seemed like an eternity, the doors of the backroom swung open again. Two burly men walked out, hauling an intricate contraption of wood and steel. A harness. Suspended in it, completely naked and glistening in oil was Lilly. The crowd fell silent, anticipation thick in the air.

"Esteemed guests, patrons of Bullwood," Cassius's voice boomed. "We hope you have enjoyed our cows to your heart’s content!” He looked around the tavern, now a mess of sweat and milk.” For tonight's main festivity, I wanted to share something truly special with you all."

He gestured to Lilly, suspended nude in her harness, her massive udders dribbling milk on the wooden floor. "Little Lilly here came to Bullwood a short while ago. A maiden."

The crowd erupted in laughter and jeers. Cassius raised a hand, silencing them with a smirk. "She's a maiden no more. But she's yet to experience the greatest honor for a Bullwood cow..."

Cassius continued, "Now, Lilly has been an exceptional cow since she joined. And an exceptional cow needs an exceptional bull. Allow me to introduce... Jaron."

A giant of a man emerged from the back room, his ebony skin glistening with oil, every muscle perfectly defined. Cassius grinned. "Jaron comes from the Oasis Kingdom of Al-Laban. Where bulls are bred and trained according to the Old Laws. Truly an exceptional specimen. Show them." Cassius nodded at Jaron.

As Jaron disrobed I let out an audible gasp. His cock hung thick, heavy, obscenely long, a beast of flesh ready to seed and penetrate.

"Now," Cassius declared, "let the mating begin!"

Jaron approached Lilly, hanging uselessly in her harness. He grabbed her buttocks, his muscular black hands digging deeply into the soft white flesh of her ass. With a savage grunt, he plunged inside her without a moment’s notice.

Lilly screamed in pleasure as he quickly increased his pace, his monstrous member plunging deeper and deeper inside her with each thrust. Her swollen tits bounced violently in rhythm with Jaron’s merciless efficient breeding. Milk sprayed from her nipples with each brutal thrust, splattering onto the floor and onlookers.

"Oh fuck! Breed me! Thank you, Master Cassius, for finally letting this cow be bred!" she cried out. Her eyes rolled back in pleasure.

"Look at that little cow-slut take it!" one of the patrons shouted. "A shame to let all that milk go to waste!"

And just like that, people started crowding around the harness, cups in hand, milking Lilly’s cream greedily as Jaron continued his relentless assault.

I stood transfixed, unable to look away. A traitorous heat bloomed between my thighs. I clenched them tightly.

She looks so happy…

All around, the patrons of Bullwood watched with gleeful abandon, shouting encouragement and lewd suggestions.

"Quite the sight, isn't it? Her first mating. Truly an honor to witness." I nearly jumped when I heard Cassius’s voice. Ever composed, he sat down next to me. I opened my mouth to protest, to say anything, but no words came.

"It seems like you are really enjoying the Bullwood experience, Lady Redford." Cassius said gently, his hand caressing my thigh. "Tell me, my dear, have you considered how exceptional a cow you could become?"

A moan escaped my lips before I could stop it. "What are you... Lord Bullwood? I have a…" I gasped, ashamed at how much I enjoyed his touch.

“A boyfriend? That little scoundrel? A lady of your standing can do so much better!” he whispered into my ear, “Yes, House Redford has fallen onto hard times, but I can change that. Become one of my stock, my dear. You’ll never want for anything ever again. Bullwood cows are property of the crown, more protected and pampered than any noble’s daughter…” His lips pressed softly against my cheek.

“You will be taken care of, your father will be saved from the poverty that befell the house name…” his deft hands moved on to my breasts, tight in my mother’s crimson dress, kneading them gently, “And you’ll experience the pleasures of being milked…and bred…Just like little Lilly there,” he pointed towards the harness where Lilly was writhing in ecstasy, spraying milk as Jaron pounded her dripping hole,

"“Do you want to become a Bullwood Girl, Lady Redford?”" Cassius whispered his final offer in my ear.

Trystan’s face flickered in my mind—his boyish grin, the reckless bravado, his hands always careful, restrained. He could never give me this—he would never treat me like an animal in heat, a commodity to be bred and milked. An insatiable animal that exists only to please and be used.

Cassius’s tongue traced my earlobe, his hands deftly caressing my chest. I was melting into him, into this older man’s devilish touch. It took the last of my willpower to mutter:

“I...I don’t..know…”

Just then, with a final grunt, Jaron exploded inside Lilly and the crowd erupted in gleeful jeers. Cassius stood up, disconnecting from me, my body suddenly craving his touch. I collapsed onto the tavern's worn couch, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath. Cassius moved towards the harness.

“Excellent, excellent! Well done, Jaron! She’s exceptionally fertile today; the seed should surely take!” he began explaining to the room. He adjusted a lever on the harness and Lilly’s hips jutted upwards towards the ceiling. He then produced a piece of parchment with some runes on it and positioned it on Lilly’s still-throbbing pussy.

"All precautions to make sure the seed takes,” he explained to the crowd casually," the seal was developed by the Royal alchemist and is supposed to keep and strengthen the virility of the bull’s seed inside. And the harness… well, best to make an ally of gravity too.”

I looked at Lilly and for a moment our eyes met. Her eyes were glazed, a euphoric smile on her lips as sweat and milk trickled down her thighs.

Around me, the raucous celebration was winding down. The Bullwood cows—now disheveled and glistening with sweat and milk—moved between tables, cleaning up spills and tending to the remaining patrons' needs.

I sat there catatonic, struggling to process everything I'd witnessed. My crotch throbbed with need, my breasts straining against the fabric of my dress. As the last stragglers began filtering out, I shakily got to my feet. My legs felt like jelly, my mind whirling with conflicting emotions. Just as I reached the door, a firm hand gripped my arm. The touch sent a jolt of electricity through my body.

"Lady Redford, thank you so much for your patronage today. It truly was an honor," Cassius said, his eyes boring into mine. "And if you’re curious about my offer...I will be residing in my house on Ivory Row until the end of the week. My doors are always open to you,” he said with a devilish grin.


Helen 

The Transformation

What are you doing Helen?

I should have just let yesterday slide. Forget it happened—just a strange fever dream.

I had promised Trystan we would go see the travelling bards from Gordberg today. But after I got home all I could think about was Lilly—the taste of her milk, the ring of her sweet moans echoing through the tavern. Cassius—his lips on my ear, his hands on my breasts, deftly exploring them. I had barely gotten any sleep after I got home. I tossed and turned, kneading my own breasts, desperate to coax the same sweet milk I had tasted off of Lilly’s enormous teats.

And here, walking down Ivory Row, the richest district in Moloko, off to meet him. Again. Trystan’s boyish grin flashed through my head again. A pang of immense guilt hit me in the gut. I shook my head frantically, trying to dismiss it.

I stood in front of the gate of the imposing house, holding the ornate door knocker—The golden bull’s head stared back at me, its narrowed eyes gleaming, the heavy ring hanging from its mouth like a silent challenge. My fingers trembled over the polished brass.

You’ve already come this far, Helen…

With a final deep breath, I knocked on the door.

After a long moment, the grand wooden door creaked open. And there he was—Cassius Bullwood. He stood in the doorway with a knowing smile on his face. A smile that said, “I knew you’d be back.”

"Lady Redford. Truly, a wonderful surprise. To what do I owe the pleasure?"

I hesitated, unsure what to say. What does one say? I’m here because I want to experience more of yesterday?

As if sensing my hesitation, Cassius interrupted the silence.

“I was just about to have lunch. I’d be honored if you joined me.”

He stepped aside, guiding me inside the manor.

“The Bullwood Manor in Moloko is a fairly humble affair compared to the grandeur of Bullwood Manor proper… I’d love to use it more but I’m always so busy at the ranch…”

Humble affair?!

The place screamed opulence. Oil paintings in gilded frames hung on intricate wallpaper as he led me down a hallway with numerous doors opening. He led me through one, and we entered a dining room.

The table was already set—a lavish feast of cheeses, meats, and exotic fruit.

“Please, have a seat,” Cassius beckoned as he sat in his chair. “We’ll prepare silverware for you too. Lilly, my dear,” he beckoned.

My heart skipped a beat. Lilly. The sweet taste of her cream still alive on my lips from yesterday. Obediently, she emerged from a back room, completely nude, carrying a plate and cutlery and setting it next to me.

“Usually, I have the cows dress when I get visitors…But since you attended the party yesterday, I now consider you a Bullwood confidante. You don’t mind, do you?” he asked, almost teasingly.

“No… Lord Bullwood.” I muttered, unable to take my eyes off of Lilly’s enormous udders.

“Thank you, Lilly,” Cassius said as she finished setting up the cutlery before me. “To me,” he commanded her and she obediently kneeled next to him.

“Now, Helen Redford, let’s eat,” he beckoned with a smile.

The food was divine—a luxurious feast unlike anything I had ever tasted. As we ate, Cassius made small talk, reminiscing.

“This was your grandfather’s favorite sort. This one is made from Lilly’s milk. “Isn’t that right, Lilly?” he said lovingly as he scratched the kneeling hucow behind the ears. She mooed contentedly.

The cheese was divine. All hesitation was gone. The cheese, the milk, Bullwood cows truly were exceptional.

“Your grandfather, I knew him well… I had just taken over the Bullwood estate when he first arrived, looking to buy his own Hucow. Did you know that?” he asked, fork in hand.

I shook my head. I barely remembered my grandfather. He wanted to buy a hucow? To own a woman?

“He was a big fan of our cheeses…and other pleasures that our girls offered. Unfortunately, Bullwood girls are not for sale and I had to tell him that. He bought five cheese wheels instead. A good sport, really. Shame what happened to your house…The minotaur wars took so much from so many…” Cassius lamented. A pause.

Cassius leaned forward, his gaze unwavering. “Now my dear, let’s cut to the chase. You’re here because you like what you saw. Because you want to experience it for yourself.”

"Becoming a Bullwood Hucow is a great honor, Lady Redford. One that many have begged for. Even now, there are noble families who willingly offer their daughters to the Creamery, knowing they will be cherished, worshipped, fulfilled."

I stiffened, my breath catching in my throat. An honor? To be owned, to be milked and bred and used as a commodity? How could that be an honor? And why did I crave it so?

"Of course, I would never force this upon you. But…" His lips curled into something almost benevolent. "I can offer you a taste."

"Our alchemist has perfected a truly remarkable serum—a temporary transformation." His voice was soft, knowing. "A single dose will allow you to experience the pleasure of fullness, the bliss of release. You will leak. You will be milked. You will understand what it means to be one of my cows. But by morning, it will fade."

Cassius leaned closer, his fingers grazing my wrist.

"I can grant you this experience. A single night of true indulgence. What say you, my dear?"

I exhaled shakily, my pulse pounding. I hesitated, Trystan’s face flashing in my mind. Suddenly he didn’t matter. I wanted to be engorged, milked, and handled like livestock.

"Yes." I almost moaned out.

Cassius’s face contorted in a hungry grin. “Very well, Lady Redford. If you’ll follow me.”

***

Cassius led me through the mansion, to a dimly lit room in the back. I followed nervously behind him, and Lilly, ever the loyal hucow, crawled next to us. The room’s decor was stark compared to the grandeur of the rest of the mansion. A few cupboards and shelves holding various vials and instruments…And in the middle—a leather table.

“Lie down, my dear,” Cassius commanded.

Trembling, I obeyed. The cool leather of the examination table sent shivers down my spine as I lay back. Cassius rummaged through one of the shelves and emerged, looming over me with a small syringe.

“The serum should start acting almost immediately. Are you ready, my dear?”

There is no turning back now, Helen.

I nodded weakly. With the precision of a practiced healer, Cassius found a vein on my wrist.

“Now this will only hurt for a second…” he murmured, as he plunged the syringe inside. A sharp prick and then…nothing.

He pushed the liquid inside my bloodstream slowly, deliberately. Almost immediately, a warmth began to spread through my whole body, intensifying rapidly, concentrating at my chest. I gasped, my back arching.

"Oh god," I moaned, a mixture of pleasure and panic. "What's happening to me?"

"You're becoming what you were meant to be," Cassius murmured, his eyes gleaming with approval. “But it seems that your dress is becoming quite the inconvenience. Allow me to relieve you of it.”

He wasn’t wrong. My chest was swelling rapidly, straining painfully against the cotton fabric. Cassius produced a pair of scissors and began cutting from the valley of my chest downwards. My breasts sprang free from the fabric, massive and heavy, growing by the second in front of my very eyes.

“Truly beautiful, my little Helen…The serum is working wonders. Already so much bigger. Surely, the product will begin flowing too, any second now. Just some stimulation…” Cassius murmured.

Suddenly his hands were on my engorged breasts. Sinking into my soft flesh, kneading it greedily. His fingers deftly flicked my nipples, already obscenely puffy. His touch was skillful, purposeful. Nothing like Trystan’s eager caresses. I let out a soft moan.

“Oh Gods…”

“I can feel the cream building up inside you, my sweet.” Cassius murmured engrossed in the massage. Suddenly, a bead of milk foamed up on the tip of my hardened pink nipples, like a bead of morning dew.

“There it is, my dear! We’ll make a cow out of you yet,” he said excitedly as he swooped in to lick my nipple. He latched on, his beard rough against the skin of my breast. The suction was intoxicating. With each pull I could feel the milk flowing through my breasts…into his hungry mouth. I was moaning in pleasure.

“You taste wonderful, my dear. What say we give little Lilly a taste as well? She was so generous with her milk yesterday?”

“Yes…please…suckle more…” I barely managed to blurt out. Lilly approached with a knowing smile and eagerly attached her hungry full lips to my other nipple. I could only moan in response, lost in a haze of pleasure as master and servant both suckled my milk greedily.

Every pull was intoxicating. I felt so alive, being milked, used like simple livestock for nourishment. I squirmed against the leather of the operating table, my milk now overflowing from their mouths, dribbling down my belly and pooling between my legs, hot and thick. I lifted my hips involuntarily, seeking more stimulation.

"Please," I begged, my voice thick with need. "Please, I need more. I need... I need..." I trailed off, Trystan's face flashing in my mind again. What would he think if he could see me now?

Cassius chuckled, a deep, rich sound that made me shiver. "I know exactly what you need, my sweet little heifer." He unfastened his trousers, freeing his impressive manhood. "Show me a hucow’s devotion. Worship me with that pretty mouth of yours!"

I hesitated for a moment, guilt warring with desire. I had never even seen Trystan’s manhood. But here was this older man’s cock, veins throbbing. Expecting me to worship it. And I wanted it.

To hell with Trystan.

I leaned forward like a woman possessed, my tongue darting out to lap at his shaft. The taste of him, musky and masculine, only fueled my desire. I took him deeper, suckling hungrily as Lilly continued to milk my aching breasts.

"Such a natural," Cassius groaned, his hand tangling in my hair. "So sensitive, so eager. And without a drop of aphrodisiac. You were born for this, weren't you?"

I moaned around his cock, nodding as best I could. I'd never felt so alive, so consumed by desire. When Cassius finally pulled away, I whimpered at the loss.

"Please," I begged, spreading my legs wantonly. "Please…Lord Cassius…Master Cassius! I need you. Use me, breed me, make me yours!" The shameful words left my mouth before I could stop them. The ache between my legs now unbearable.

“Very well, Lady Redford. I am humbled by this honor you bestow upon me.” Cassius said, positioning himself in front of my entrance, “Tell me, am I your first?”

I could only nod weakly. I had wanted to save myself…For Trystan…For something special…But what could be more special than this?

“Truly an honor, my dear.” I arched toward him, body aflame, my slick heat betraying any last shred of hesitation.

With one slow, powerful motion, he pushed inside, stretching me open, filling me in a way that felt too much, too perfect. A cry escaped my lips—half pain, half overwhelming, dizzying pleasure.

He groaned, burying himself fully. "There, my sweet. Now, you are truly mine."

“Yours…” I moaned out as he began thrusting his cock inside me. Slow and deliberate at first, filling my young unused hole, then with each thrust increasing the rhythm to a frantic rut. He rode me relentlessly, his cock pounding into my eager cunt. Lilly continued suckling on my breasts, soaking me in her own milk. My first orgasm crashed over me not long after, my hips spasming as my legs coiled around Master Cassius.

“You’re not Lady Redford tonight, are you my dear? Tell me, what are you?” he teased as he slowed his rhythm deliberately, leaving me quivering, thirsty to be pounded like a…

“I am a Bullwood cow, Master! So please fuck me like one!” I shouted obscenely, desperate for him to continue.

“That’s right…And what a good cow you are!” he growled as he increased his pace again, pounding my drenched pussy.

I came again and again, the shape of his cock marking my walls, convulsing on the table in ecstasy unknown. Milk dripped down my stomach, dripping onto Cassius’s veiny cock as it pounded my entrance.

Cassius’s groans turned more erratic. "I’m close, my dear," he panted, pulling free suddenly. "We cannot have Lady Redford getting pregnant— come Lilly, a special treat."

Lilly obediently knelt beside him, lips parting. I watched, feeling the lack of him inside me as he plunged his whole shaft into his cow’s eager mouth. With a few thrusts, he exploded inside of her.

I lay boneless on the table, covered in sweat and milk. My body still humming in pleasure, my breasts still engorged and leaking.

What have you done Helen?

"Well, my dear," Cassius purred, stroking my flushed cheek. "How do you find the Bullwood Hucow experience? Was it everything you hoped for?"

My eyes fluttered open. "It was incredible," I breathed. "But... I don't know. Trystan..." I trailed off, torn between my newfound desires and my loyalty to my boyfriend. The intoxicating haze of my first mating cleared a little and I looked down at my body. My breasts were now impossibly large and leaking profusely, shamefully. Cassius and Lilly exchanged a knowing glance before wheeling over an imposing contraption - a large machine with multiple suction cups.

"This will help relieve the pressure," Cassius explained as he began attaching the cups to my swollen breasts. "The serum's effects will fade in a few hours, but you may find the sensation... enjoyable in the meantime."

With the flick of a switch, Cassius turned the machine on. I gasped as it whirred to life, the rhythmic suction sending relief through my body as the bucket attached to it began filling up slowly.

“I have some errands to attend to in the city. I must leave you here. The effects of the serum will subside in a couple of hours.”

I could only nod weakly, succumbing to the sensation of the machine milking me. Cassius and Lilly shut the door behind me. And suddenly there I was, alone in this room, hooked up to the milking machine. Naked and deflowered. Naked except for…The necklace. The ruby necklace Trystan had given me. It lay on my chest, glinting, rising with my breath, quivering with each pump of the machine.

What have you done Lilly? What about Trystan?

Traitorous thoughts flickered in my mind, breaking through the sensation of the machine steadily draining me. Could Trystan ever offer me this? All he wanted was to treat me like a pampered princess. He could…He could never use me the way Master Cassius did. I watched as the suction elongated my nipples, coaxing streams of thick, heavy milk into the tubes. This is where I belonged. Not in a noble’s court. Not in Trystan’s arms.

Here. At Bullwood. At Master’s side.

Eventually, after hours that passed in pure bliss, I began to feel my breasts slowly returning to their normal size. I watched, wistful and exhausted, as the flow of cream tapered off and I lay on the table, spent.

The door to the room creaked open and Cassius Bullwood walked back in. Carefully, almost lovingly, he unhooked the suction cups.

“That’s more than a gallon…” He inspected the bucket attached to the machine. “You did great, my dear…” He said, patting my head. I beamed with a shameful pride.

“Thank you, Master... Lord Cassius.” I corrected myself. Calling him master came so…naturally.

"So, was it all you hoped for? Becoming a Bullwood cow for a day?" he asked, handing me off a pair of fresh clothes.

"It was incredible," I breathed, my mind reeling. "But...Trystan..." I trailed off, still conflicted.

“Oh, my dear, that’s why this transformation was only a temporary one.” He gestured towards my chest, now back to its regular size. “Who am I to stand in the way of young love…” He chuckled. “But if you ever want to experience this again, while I am still in Moloko, the doors to the Bullwood estate are always open.”

I left the estate, walking out into the streets of Ivory Row, filled with a new, twisted determination.


Trystan

 The Fall

I had not seen Helen since that cursed night in the Startled Duck.

She was supposed to meet me the next day. She never came. I went to her house, the usual warm glow from her window wasn’t there. I checked everywhere—the market, every damn tavern in the city, even that quiet little bookshop she used to love so much. Nothing. No one had seen her.

Finally, after five days, I confronted her father, deep in his drink at the local tavern as usual. That stupid drunk fool looked at me, his eyes glazed over in alcohol’s embrace.

"I know where she is, boy, but I ain’t tellin’. It’s for the best. And what are you to her, anyway? Look at ya! A street urchin? For my Helen? Helen Redford?" his drunken voice bellowed with pride as he said his family name. “She’s off to do something greater! Get out of here before I punch your teeth out!”

Bullshit. Had that stupid old fool sold her off to that Cassius Bullwood pervert? I could barely contain my anger.

Finally, on the last day of the week, an invitation arrived in my little rented room. A crisp envelope, pressed with that familiar wax. The King’s seal. The Bullwood Creamery Stamp. My name, written in elegant script. I hesitated before opening it, my fingers unsteady.

Bullwood Creamery’s Final Night in Moloko.

A grand celebration at the Startled Duck Tavern.

Your presence is requested. Midnight tonight.

Cassius Bullwood.

I read it twice, then a third time. My hands tightened around the letter until the edges crumpled.

Helen!

***

I stood in front of the doors of the Startled Duck, took a deep breath, and knocked. The door simply opened. No password, nothing.

There he was. Holding the door for me, smiling like the Devil. Cassius Bullwood.

“Ah, Trystan, was it? I was so hoping you could join us, please, come in," the bastard gestured me inside. As I stepped into the tavern, I was shocked. I had been to some wild parties before, snuck into some noble banquets. They were all restrained affairs. But this… This was… My eyes widened as I struggled to take in the scene before me.

On all the tables and alcoves in the tavern, patrons—those rich bastards, those well-fed, perfumed nobles I had once thought untouchable—were all lost in sinful ecstasy.

Women, those buxom women from the other night… No, they were cows now—crawling on all fours, their swollen breasts hanging heavy. Udders leaked thick streams of milk onto the floor. They moaned in joy as they were groped, suckled, filled, their bodies shuddering under the weight of men and women using them freely, carelessly.

A nobleman reclined lazily on a plush settee, one hand swirling a goblet of milk, the other tangled in the hair of a cow bobbing between his legs.

Across the room, a trio of women—no, livestock now—were bent over the tavern’s bar, their plump bodies bouncing as three merchants took them from behind.

A noblewoman, still in her fine dress, knelt before a trembling hucow, her tongue lapping greedily at the milk flowing freely from the cow’s stiff, swollen nipples. The hucow mooed softly in satisfaction as if she would die without it.

The air was thick with heat, sweat, and the overpowering scent of sex and cream. Goblets clinked, men cheered—a symphony of moans and pleasure filling every space, every corner of this cursed place.

And despite the disgust clawing at my gut, despite the horror of it all, I couldn’t look away.

“What the hell is this?!” I turned to Cassius. “What kind of sick pervert are you! Where’s Helen?”

“Oh, my boy…She’ll join us soon… All in due time. You sit down, try to enjoy the festivities,” he flashed me a devilish smile. "There’s an empty seat over there," he said nonchalantly and gestured towards an empty table.

"Now if you'll excuse me, I have some matters to attend to..." he said, and disappeared into the tavern.

I sat down stiffly, my body rigid. The sounds of moans, wet suckling, and laughter filled my ears, but all I could hear was the frantic pounding of my own heart.

What kind of sick place is this?

A figure moved in my periphery, and before I could react, a buxom hucow crawled toward me. She seemed young, perhaps even younger than Helen. Her skin glistened, her massive, leaking breasts swayed with each movement. She gazed up at me, her eyes soft, inviting.

“Would you like to sample me, sir?” she purred, lifting one of her heavy, veiny udders eagerly.

I jerked back instinctively, bile rising in my throat. “No. No, I—” My voice came out hoarse, strangled. “Do you know where Helen is?”

The hucow blinked, tilting her head. "Helen?" She hesitated. "Oh, I know the name, that’s Master’s n…"

“My friends!” A voice echoed through the tavern, cutting her off. Cassius.

The room fell silent, every pair of eyes turning toward the stage where the bastard now stood, arms outstretched in a sickly warm smile.

“We hope you have enjoyed this taste of Bullwood we’ve brought to Moloko!” All around the tavern, ecstatic cheers echoed. “We have one final surprise for you before we depart. Truly a rare treat, indeed…” murmurs from the crowd, some still.

Then, Cassius locked eyes with me from across the room and said, “Helen, present.”

***

The crowd erupted in raucous cheers as a figure crawled through the back room. My stomach lurched as I recognized her - my Helen, transformed. Her once-beautiful breasts were now grotesquely swollen, leaking milk onto the floor with each movement. She was nude except for…except for…

Is this some sick joke?

The necklace. The ruby necklace I had given her still hung around her neck, the ruby swaying gently in front of her enormous breasts as she crawled towards Cassius.

"Helen here was a maiden of House Redford!" Cassius explained as she kneeled next to him. "Truly a renowned house once, but fallen on hard times... But Bullwood never forgets its patrons! No, no. When Helen asked to become one of my hucows, I knew I couldn't simply deprive him of his only daughter... So I helped him secure a new marriage to a young fertile girl from a different noble house! He will be able to secure the Redford line!" Cassius bellowed out proudly. I felt sick. I had never seen my Helen nude, and here she was now, nude in front of dozens of strangers. Cassius continued:

"And that left little lovely Helen here free to submit to me fully just like she wanted!" He scratched her ear as he spoke. "Isn't that right, sweetie?"

"Yes, Master," my Helen replied as she nuzzled against that monster's arm.

"Now it's been less than a week since she took the Bullwood elixir and became a hucow... But her milk is already exceptional. Give them a taste, Helen," he commanded her, handing her a giant goblet.

I felt bile rising in my throat as I watched Helen—my Helen!—knead her swollen breasts. Thick streams of milk flowed into the goblet. She moaned softly as she coaxed the milk out of her engorged udder. Gods, I had never heard my Helen moan like that! I stood there, unable to do anything, my cock hardening shamefully at the sight.

After less than a minute, the massive goblet was already full.

"Truly exceptional milk already! It would be my greatest pleasure to share it with you all," Cassius said as he took the goblet from her hand and handed it to the nearest guest—a plump merchant sitting at the bar embracing another hucow. "Have a sip. Pass it around."

The cup traveled the room, passed from noble to merchant, each taking a slow, indulgent sip. Approving nods, murmurs of satisfaction, praise for the new cow's product.

I couldn't look away from Helen. She kneeled motionless beside Cassius, her breasts still heavy, still leaking faint dribbles of cream onto the floor. She wasn't even aware of me—only waiting for her next command.

The goblet reached me. The man beside me—lounging back, a hucow bobbing between his legs, her lips wrapped around his shaft—lifted the cup lazily to his lips and took a deep sip. He licked the remnants from his mouth, sighing contentedly as the hucow serviced him.

He turned to me, smirking as he extended the goblet. "Milk straight from a noble's teat," he chuckled, thrusting once into the girl's eager mouth. "Drink up, boy."

I hesitated. I shouldn't. I knew I shouldn't. But some sick, festering curiosity overtook me.

Trembling, teary-eyed, I drank.

Cassius raised his goblet, his voice smooth, triumphant. "Now, my friends, tonight is Helen's last night in Moloko." A ripple of disappointment passed through the room, but he simply smiled. "She will be leaving with me, to serve in the Bullwood Estate." He paused, then looked down at her, stroking her cheek. "But before she departs, she made a request." My stomach twisted.

"She told me she wished to say goodbye to this city... by servicing everyone here."

The room erupted in cheers. Cassius tilted Helen's chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. "Isn't that right, little cow?"

"Yes, Master. I want everyone here to use me freely," she didn't hesitate. "To milk me to their heart's content."

My world spun. This couldn't be happening. Not here, not like this. I had to stop it. I made my way to the middle of the tavern where Cassius and Helen stood.

"Helen! What have they done to you?" She turned to me, eyes soft, distant... content.

"Oh, Trystan," she sighed. "They've given me purpose."

"This isn't you! You don't have to—" I pleaded, teary-eyed.

"I've never been happier."

The words hit like a knife.

"Master Cassius freed me. He gave me purpose. And I love it," Helen said, looking at my hard cock shamefully straining through my trousers. "You like seeing me like this, don't you, Trystan?" She squeezed her breasts, milk trickling down her stomach.

The crowd laughed and jeered. "She's made her choice, boy. Now, if you don't mind... it's Helen's time to serve," Cassius smirked. "You're free to stay and watch."

I said nothing. Shame burned through me as I made my way back to my seat.

"Oh, one last thing before we begin, little cow," I heard Cassius say. "You are now a Bullwood girl. You need to wear a Bullwood girl's collar!"

"Yes, Master!" Helen beamed like a puppy that was just given a reward.

I watched as she tore the ruby necklace from her neck, tossing it to the ground like it was trash. Eagerly, proudly, she stuck out her neck as Cassius attached a leather collar with a cowbell and tightened it around her delicate neck.

"Much more fitting," Cassius nodded. "Well, I wouldn't want to delay the festivities further. Helen is yours tonight, beloved patrons. Show her Moloko's love."

***

The crowd surged forward as Helen lowered herself to all fours, presenting her plump, milk-heavy body to be used. Everyone wanted a piece of the noble hucow. Numerous pairs of hands were on her, kneading her swollen breasts and drinking her milk, greedily exploring her pussy. Eventually, two men positioned themselves in front and behind her. Gleefully, the girl I loved devoured the man's cock, moaning as the one behind her pierced her ass and began pounding. Her huge, swollen breasts swung heavily with each thrust, spraying thick streams of milk onto the floor.

"Such a greedy little cow. I can't believe I'm balls deep in Lady Redford's mouth," the man in front groaned, rocking his hips into her welcoming mouth. "You love this, don't you, slut?"

Helen moaned around him, nodding as best she could, her voice a muffled, eager whimper.

"Mmm, she does," the one behind her laughed, gripping her hips and pounding harder. "Bet your little boyfriend never bred you like this!"

Helen moaned again, louder this time, her massive, swollen tits bouncing wildly, milk spraying with every deep, relentless thrust.

"Look at that," another voice chuckled from the crowd. "Fucking leaking like a common heifer. Thought noble girls were supposed to have some dignity."

"Not this one," the man using her mouth grunted, gripping her tighter, forcing himself deeper down her throat. "She's a good, obedient little cow now. Ain't that right, sweetheart?"

I couldn't look away. The first man finished inside her mouth, grunting as he held her still, forcing her to drink every drop. Obediently, my Helen drank it all. Another took his place immediately. The crowd around her was insatiable. They all wanted a taste of Helen. A taste of my Helen.

I stood there, my world shattered. I should have turned away. I should have left. Instead, I sat frozen, my cock aching, my stomach in knots, my fingers shaking as I reached into my vest. The small vial of Minotaur's Lust gleamed in the candlelight.

"This will turn you into an insatiable animal," the merchant's words echoed through my head.

I was saving it for Helen. For her "first time." Yet here she was—a quivering mess of cum and milk on the Tavern's floor, being taken by dozens of men. An insatiable animal.

If nothing matters… then I might as well lose myself too.

I pulled out the cork—and I drank.
 

***

The Minotaur's Lust hit like a hammer to the skull. A roaring fire ignited in my veins, my cock, already shamefully erect, was now burning with pure animal lust.

I needed a woman. Now.

I glanced at Helen—already lost in a writhing mass of bodies, her mouth, her hands, all of her holes occupied. Five men were using her at once, ten more were waiting behind them.

I didn't care. Any woman would do.

I grabbed the nearest hucow—a pretty blue-eyed thing with massive breasts. Not that it mattered. Any hole would do. I bent her over the tavern table roughly, forcing myself inside her with a desperate, frenzied thrust.

"Thank you for using this hucow's flesh, sir!" she cried out. All the Bullwood girls were so well-trained. She cried out in bliss, pressing back against me, her massive, leaking breasts pressed upon the table as I pounded her. I came hard, groaning, almost knocking the table over. But the fire didn't die. My flesh throbbed, still painfully stiff. This was Minotaur's Lust.

I pushed myself off of the panting little cow I had just finished and darted around the room looking for another. Everyone was busy with Helen. They were all free.

I grabbed the nearest one. "Ride me!" I commanded. The creature, all soft curves and blonde hair, obeyed meekly, mounting me and moving skillfully. I groped her as she began moving, squeezing hard.

"Faster! You dumb cow, ride me faster!" I commanded maniacally as she moaned, struggling to grind against me. I squeezed again. Thick, sweet milk flooded my mouth, coated my lips, ran down my chin and over my chest. I let it spill onto my body, rubbing it into my skin, my hair, marking myself in it. I squeezed until I was drowning in her milk. Then with a final thrust, I emptied myself inside of her and quickly dismounted. I pushed her off me and got to my feet looking for the next one. I grabbed another, forcing her on me until I was done. And then another.

And another.

And another.

Time disappeared. I had lost myself, drowning in sweat and cream. I drank like a starved beast, let myself be consumed by the madness. I was rutting like an animal, hoping their moans would drown out Helen's.

Then, suddenly—mid thrust in... one of them, I noticed the silence. I blinked, panting, my body slick with milk and sweat. Morning light filtered through the cracks in the curtains. Everyone else must have left hours ago.

A hand tapped my shoulder. Cassius Bullwood.

"She's... available now," he said simply, his voice as composed as ever.

I turned. Helen lay on a stack of pillows in the middle of the tavern, her body soaked, her limbs were limp, her beautiful auburn hair matted, her collar with its cowbell gleaming in the low light.

Finally! Helen! My Helen.

Without a second thought, I closed the distance between us. Under the spell of the elixir I penetrated her without a moment’s hesitation. Her cunt slick and wet. I rutted inside, my cock drilling through her, through all the discarded seed, desperate to feel her. To make her feel me.

I moved wildly, desperately, groaning into her neck. That familiar smell of hers was gone. On her was the musk of other men.I growled, gripping her hips tighter, burying myself deeper, trying to erase it, trying to take her back. I kissed her flushed lips, the stench sticky with the scent of all the cocks she had taken earlier. Helen barely reacted her tongue lazily moving to meet mine.

Frustrated I reached for her udders. And squeezed them, trying to coax milk out of her nipples. A pathetic spurt came out. And then…Nothing. She was empty, drained of milk and filled with cum. Desperate, I just kept going, the Minotaur’s lust numbing the pain.

Maybe if I just moved hard enough, pounded hard enough…She would notice me. Come home. Love me again.

And then she opened her mouth. Oh, how I longed to hear her moan for me, to hear her say my name!

"Master, I'm tired. Are we going back to the ranch soon?" her voice was hazy, distant.

The words shattered me. I froze. My body turned cold, my stomach twisted.

I rolled off her, collapsing onto the tavern floor, the effects of Minotaur's Lust undone by a single utterance from my Helen. I lay there, catatonic, barely conscious of Cassius coming and picking her up, taking her away from me forever.


Trystan

Diary of a Broken Man

Entry 1

Helen left Moloko with the Bullwood Delegation the next day. Her dad says it was for the best. He says she insisted. I've been drinking a lot. The drink helps me forget. The Helen I loved is gone. She is a creature of the creamery now.

Entry 2

I got kicked out of the pub for getting in a fight again. Goddamn Murdoch just had to bring Helen up! Bastard didn't deserve a full mouth of teeth anyway. Besides, I can get cheaper liquor down the street. Fuck 'em.

Entry 3

It's been half a year since she left. I can't stand it anymore. I keep seeing her in my dreams. Her sweet smile. Her warm laugh. Her bosom. I don't care if she's chosen, I need to see her again. I curse myself every day for taking her to that cursed tavern. To that devil of a man. Cassius Bullwood.

Entry 4

I've decided. I found a carriage that will take me in the direction of Trovepond. Where Bullwood Creamery is. Once I get there? I don't know. There's no plan. I just have to see her again. To see my Helen. No. She's not my Helen anymore. Doesn't change anything. I'm hers.

Entry 5

I arrived at Bullwood, half expecting the guards to just arrest me at the spot as soon as I introduced myself. Or execute me. I would have welcomed either. Instead they made me wait. And I waited. "Master Cassius will see you now."

He's agreed to give me a job. I am to be a Bullwood farmhand. I asked him. Pleaded with him to see Helen. He said I would get to in due time. That's all the motivation I need. I am now a Bullwood ranch hand.

Entry 6

I've been working here for a month now. We wash and milk the girls... the cows in the morning. Then we bathe them. Massage them. I work the fields in the adjacent farms as well. I haven't seen Helen once. I'm starting to think that the bastard is doing this on purpose. I asked the other ranchers about her. "Helen, oh yeah. She's been on mansion duty for a while. Don't see her much. Shame, those tits were to die for. Loved washing her." I had to grit my teeth.

The rest of the ranchers love it here. There's hucows designated for free use.

"You should partake, Trystan! Alyna is so good."

"The new girl, Brenda. She's still so inexperienced but was designated as free use. It was her first time with more than one man yesterday, haha!"

"Eireen? She's still learning the ropes but what a beauty!"

"Cyntha? So young that one. You should try her out."

"You're a weird one Trystan. Why work at Bullwood and not partake in the fruit of your labor?"

I refuse. I am Helen's.

Entry 7

Cassius said I'm to report to Barn Eight tomorrow. That's strange. Never been assigned that before.


Helen

The Reunion

I stretched with a soft sigh, feeling the delicious weight of my swollen udders, heavy and full, ready for milking. Around me, my sisters stirred, their own soft moos filling the warm barn. My lips curled into a lazy, satisfied smile.

I still felt Master Cassius’s touch, still ached from the pleasure of his private chambers. My body hummed with bliss, but there was something even better waiting for me.

"It’s your first breeding tomorrow, my sweet Helen," Master had whispered as he stroked my hair. "Get some good rest."

My skin tingled at the memory. My pussy clenched in anticipation. I couldn’t wait.

The barn door creaked open. My head lifted, my soft moan of greeting slipping out on instinct. Master Cassius stepped inside—and he wasn’t alone. My breath caught as my eyes locked onto the towering, muscular bull beside him.

Oh. Oh, please. Let him be mine. I want his calves!

My thighs pressed together, heat pooling deep in my belly. He was huge—even for a Bullwood Breeder—a coil of thick, bulging muscles, towering above even Master Cassius.

I barely noticed the other man trailing behind them. Something about him nagged at the back of my mind, but it didn’t matter. Not now.

My Master's voice pulled me back.

“Good morning, my little Helen,” he cooed, running a hand down my cheek. “Are you ready for your special day?”

“Yes, Master Cassius!” I nodded eagerly, my udders full and ready for milking. I was so ready.

He unlatched my pen and motioned for the man to walk inside. My legs trembled beneath me, slickness gathering between my thighs as the gorgeous mountain of muscle that was this bull stepped into my pen. His scent alone made me weak. I was in heat. So fertile. So willing.

“This is Bruno, Helen,” Master said, patting his massive arm. “He’s your designated breeder for today.”

I barely heard the shouts at first.

“Helen! It’s me!”

A sharp, desperate voice cut through the haze. I blinked, glancing past Master, past Bruno, my dazed, happy bliss flickering.

“Are you okay, Helen?!”

The strange man stared at me, frantic, desperate. I tilted my head, staring blankly at him.

Try…Trystan?

It was Trystan! That boy from Moloko. An eternity ago now. I ignored him, focusing instead on Bruno as he entered my pen. I began gently licking him, savoring the taste of his skin, the feel of his muscles, tracing the outline of his cock—the cock that would breed me.

Behind me, Trystan's voice rose again, this time directed at Master Cassius. "You sick pervert! Why did you call me here—to watch again?"

Master's calm reply drifted over. "No, my boy. You are also on breeding duty today. Carmine here."

I couldn't help but listen, even as I nuzzled against Bruno. Trystan's response was predictably dramatic. "I won't! I refuse!"

His outburst started to feel grating. I just wanted to enjoy Bruno's caresses in peace. Couldn't Trystan see how happy I was? How right this all felt? I was home. Bullwood was home.

Master Cassius spoke again, his voice stern now—more stern than I had heard him in a while. "Then you are free to leave the Creamery. But the contract you signed... And Helen here? She’s not going anywhere. Your only way to be close to her is to remain at Bullwood."

"F... Fine..." I heard Trystan sigh deeply after a short silence.

Finally! Peace and quiet! I mooed contentedly, pressing myself against Bruno's powerful body. This was where I belonged. This was my purpose.

I heard Master Cassius announce, "Then let's begin. And maybe we can make it more exciting. Carmine, get in Helen's pen. Both of you present in the breeding position."

Without hesitation, I obeyed, assuming the familiar stance—burying my head in the hay and thrusting my hips high in the air. My body buzzed with anticipation as I felt Carmine's warm body crawl next to mine.

I could sense Bruno's powerful presence behind me, rough hands caressing my fertile hips. I mooed softly, unable to contain my excitement. This was what I was made for—to be milked and bred. For Bullwood. Forever.

Trystan's anguished cry barely registered. "Helen, please! This isn't you!"

Oh, but it is, Trystan.

I was so naive to have ever thought that Trystan could make me happy. He was no Master Cassius, he was no Bruno. I almost felt sorry for Carmine, having that… boy as a breeder while I had Bruno.

I pecked her cheek reassuringly. “Don’t worry, I’m sure it will be great!”

Master Cassius' voice rang through the air again. "Trystan, my boy. It's time to prove your worth to the Bullwood farm. Prepare to mount."

I heard Trystan's shaky breathing, his reluctant footsteps. I almost felt a pang of pity, but mostly I just wanted him to hurry up so we could finally begin.

“Very well… Bulls! You may begin!” Master Cassius gave the command.

Almost immediately I felt a massive cock pierce me, filling me completely in one long thrust. No mistake about it. This was Bruno. His firm hands grasped my ass, holding me steady as he pounded into me with relentless force. I panted heavily, bucking my hips against him, desperate to devour every inch of him.

Beside me, I heard Carmine's soft moans start up. It seemed Trystan had finally overcome his hesitation. Good—Carmine deserved an enjoyable breeding too!

Bruno was merciless. His throbbing cock plunged inside me, stretching my pulsating walls, setting my nerves alight.

“Thank you, Master Cassius, for letting me be bred!” I mooed in ecstasy.

The barn filled with the sounds of our coupling—skin slapping against skin, breathless grunts and moans, the creaking of the pen under our vigorous activities. The musky scent of sex hung heavy in the air, intoxicating and primal.

I lost myself in the rhythm, in the fullness, in the sheer animalistic pleasure of finally being bred. This was heaven. This was where I belonged. My climax built rapidly as my body clenched around Bruno's massive cock. He continued pounding, showing no sign of stopping, prolonging my orgasm until I thought I might pass out from the intensity.

I was so lost in my own world of pleasure that the sudden silence from Carmine next to me barely registered through the haze of bliss.

Master Cassius' disappointed voice cut through the air. "Done already, Trystan? Very well, hoist her up. If your seed is as weak as your thrusts, it will need all the help it can get."

I felt a twinge of pity for Trystan, and most of all for Carmine. But that thought quickly evaporated—Bruno hit a particularly sensitive spot inside me. His hand came on my ass cheek hard, the pleasure and pain mixing, rippling and reverberating.

This was what mattered. This was my purpose.

I glanced up for a second, seeing Trystan hoist Carmine up on the harness inside her pen as instructed. My gaze met his for a second.

Why did he look so sad? Didn’t he want me to be happy? Didn’t he see how happy I was? I looked away again. I didn’t want anything distracting me from Bruno and the seed he was going to spill inside me.

I am Bullwood Property now. And I have never been happier.

END


Hey there, thanks for reading! Parsia here!

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

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

But you've found a kindred spirit! I put a dumb amount of thought into the internal lore of Bullwood. I have a whole alchemical system revolving around hucow milk, for god’s sake!

...But hey! If that's not your thing and you just want creamy milky debauchery and girls submitting to their fate as hucows, don’t worry!

Each story is intended to be read as a standalone and none of the weird lore will get in the way of your enjoyment!

Make sure to follow my author page to get notified for new releases!

Thanks :)

- Parsia
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More tales from Bullwood Creamery below…


More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

The New Hucow's Training Diary 

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

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

And most importantly... milked and mated.


More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

The  Magician’s Hucow Experiment

Milked and Mated at the Magician’s Estate
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He needed to create a powerful elixir. The main ingredient? My Milk.

When the eccentric Magician Alaric hires Penelope as his "assistant" she doesn't know what to expect. Yet his designs become clear very quickly as she’s set  up to be milked and mated into the perfect hucow.

The maiden Penelope arrives in his mansion and agrees to the terms of his contract.
The magician's experiments and plans for her breeding will push her boundaries and transform her forever.


Coming soon from Bullwood…

The Witch’s Hucow Transformation

Of Milk and Magicka Obscura

[image: ]

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. The elixir leaves the once proud witch little more than a hucow in heat, yearning to be milked and mated.
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