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Milk Flows Eternal. Submit to Bullwood.




Chaeiry and Annie had grown up together. When disaster struck, a chance encounter leads them to Bullwood  Creamery. A mysterious ranch, nestled deep in the Kingdom.

They arrived seeking refuge. They found something far greater—a purpose.




Inducted into the ranks of Cassius Bullwood’s prized stock, their bodies are transformed, their wills reshaped. Under the careful guidance of the Ranch's master they discover their new, creamy purpose. 

To be filled. To be milked and mated.




A deliciously dark and creamy  tale guaranteed to Satisfy. A Bullwood Creamery Tale of friendship in  Like every Bullwood tale, it is designed to be enjoyed as a standalone but future entries will build on events and characters.
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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.


Annie

Salvation

The carriage jostled over rough dirt, the wheels creaking under the weight. Chaeiry clutched the folds of her gown, her breath shallow. "Anna, I’m still not sure about this..."

“Chaeiry, I told you… This is probably our best bet. It will be fine! If it wasn't for them, we would have been in the clutches of those bastards! Our luck is finally turning, Cher,” I tried to reassure Chaeiry, though doubt still lingered in the back of my mind. This was all a little too convenient. A little too perfect.

I took a good look at Chaeiry, seated across from me in the back of the carriage. Even with the dirt and exhaustion of our travels on her clothes and body, her innocent beauty shone through brightly. I hardly ever stopped to notice it.

She was two years younger than me, and we had grown up together. In my mind, she was still the little girl who trailed behind me through the fields of Brindleford, wide-eyed and clinging to my hand whenever trouble found us. She had always been delicate, fragile even, and I had made it my duty to shield her from every scraped knee, every cruel word, every hardship.

She might have grown into a real beauty, but she was still my little crybaby Chaeiry, the girl who would always hide behind me when the village boys teased her. My little Chaeiry. Even now, even after everything, she still clung to that innocence of hers, and I loved her for it.

“I hope you're right, Annie…” Chaeiry protested weakly. "Say, that place they're taking us to... Bullwood Creamery, was it? Do you think they have good food there? I'm starving," she grumbled. I couldn't help but chuckle. We were being carted off to a new life we knew nothing about, and here she was concerned about the food. Typical Chaeiry. I loved her for it.

"Yeah, it's called Bullwood Creamery, Chaeiry. And it is a creamery! I am expecting some good cheeses at least," I said, trying to sound nonchalant. Yet, a nagging doubt clung to the edges of my thoughts, refusing to dissipate.

"I could go for a big hot cup of milk right about now..." Chaeiry huffed.

I forced a smile, but my fingers tightened in my lap. This was all happening so quickly, so seamlessly. Too perfect. My mind drifted back, retracing the moments that had led us here, sitting in the back of this carriage, heading toward a future we knew nothing about.



Brindleford, our home, had stood near the border with Minotaur territory. For years, we had heard the stories: Nearby settlements being wiped out, the Kingdom of Lactia losing ground with each attack.  Battalions stopped at our taverns, telling us that we should move towards the heart of the Kingdom. Towards safety. But our parents had refused. It was what we had known, after all. Brindleford, with its pretty windmills and the lazy river winding through it, had been home.

And for a time, we had fooled ourselves into believing it always would be.

Then, the minotaurs struck.

I was with Chaeiry downriver, where we were washing the clothes and linen. We heard the muffled screams and guttural roars through the thick foliage. Then, smoke began to rise. I took Chaeiry, and we hid in a small cave by the river. We sat there, cuddled like children, Chaeiry hugging my skirts, terrified. Night fell. Eventually, the screams finally subsided. The next morning, we finally headed to the village.

Everything we had ever known was gone.

Blackened husks of houses smoldered, their charred frames standing like skeletal remains. Mangled bodies lay useless in the shallows of the river.

Chaeiry had collapsed to her knees in the middle of the square, her body shaking with sobs. "Mom and Dad..." Her voice cracked, barely a whisper. Then she began sobbing uncontrollably, no more than a helpless little girl.

She was right. They were gone. Everything was gone.

But I had to be strong. For Chaeiry. We gathered what supplies we could scrounge from the smoldering ruins and left. I had no direction in mind, no plan. Just head towards the city. Deeper into the Kingdom's territory. To safety.

We walked for days, avoiding main roads, ducking at the sound of distant hooves, prey hiding from predators. At night, Chaeiry sobbed into her bedroll, trying to muffle the sound so I wouldn’t hear. She needed a rest. A proper break.

On the sixth day, I decided to take a risk. We had been avoiding the main roads, sticking to the woods and back trails to stay out of sight, but Chaeiry was wilting before my eyes. Her steps had become sluggish, her face pale, and I knew she couldn’t keep going like this much longer. Just for a little while, I told myself, we would walk where the road was smoother, where the journey wouldn’t be as harsh on her.

That was when we came across the roadside inn.

I knew, the moment we stepped inside, that we had made a mistake. The air was thick with sweat and stale ale, the dim candlelight flickering over faces that reeked of danger. Highwaymen. Deserters. Drifters who had long forgotten the weight of law and order.

All eyes turned to us—two young girls, vulnerable, exposed. My stomach twisted, but I kept my chin high.

“Annie, I don’t like the look of this place...” Chaeiry whispered, pressing close to me.

“Just for a bit, Cher. Just to rest.” I forced a smile, though my hands were already clenching.

A shadow fell over our table.

“And what are two pretty young things doing traveling here all alone?”

The man reeked of unwashed skin and cheap whiskey. A jagged scar ran from his temple down to his chin, but worse was his arm—or rather, the rusted iron hook where his hand should have been. His grin showed teeth stained with rot, his breath warm and putrid as he leaned closer. His two companions, burly and leering, flanked him.

“You're damn close to Minotaur Country, ya know,” he mused, his hook tapping against the wooden table. “Two pretty things like that... You'd end up in their breeding pits. Seems to me like you need protection... But we'd need to figure out some payment…” The hook slid upward, catching on the neckline of Chaeiry’s dress, pulling it slightly downward.

My blood ran cold.

“Stop it!” I slapped his arm away. “C’mon, Chaeiry, we are leaving!” I grabbed her wrist, tugging her toward the exit.

“You’re not going anywhere, you wenches!” The hook-hand man snarled, seizing me by the arm and shoving me back down. Chaeiry yelped as his men grabbed at her, forcing her back down on the wooden chair roughly.

And then—

Blam!

A fist, clean and swift, connected with the side of the hook-handed man’s jaw. The impact sent him sprawling into a table, tankards, and plates clattering to the floor. Chaos erupted.

The room filled with the sounds of breaking furniture, grunts of pain, and bodies hitting the ground. I ran to Chaeiry and hugged her to shield her from it.

In less than a minute, silence again.

Chaeiry was sobbing. I stood there, heart hammering in my chest, staring at the man who had saved us.

Gods, he was handsome. He was built like a bull, a mountain of muscle, yet there was a grace in the way he carried himself, a discipline that held back the primal strength his whole body was built to hold. My cheeks burned before I could stop them, an unfamiliar heat creeping up my neck.

He studied us for a moment before speaking, his voice calm but firm. "Are you girls okay?"

I straightened, keeping my grip on Chaeiry’s arm. "Yes, thank you. We’ll be on our way."

His gaze didn’t waver. "Do you have a place to go?"

I hesitated. I shouldn’t have, but the words slipped out before I could stop them. "No."

He nodded as if he had expected that answer. "Then come with us. My name is Vartek. I work for Bullwood Creamery. We’re always looking for new... talent to join the ranch. You’ll be safe there. Protected. Cared for." He reached out a hand, inviting me to stand.

But what choice did we have?

There was something compelling about him, something steady in his gaze that made it feel as though, just maybe, we wouldn’t have to keep running forever. I hesitated, glancing at Chaeiry, her face buried in my shoulder, her body trembling from exhaustion and fear. Could I really refuse?

Cautiously, I had taken his hand.



And now here we were. The carriage had been traveling for about a week. At night, I had tried to talk to Vartek to learn more about this mysterious "Bullwood Creamery" that he was taking us to. But he was not a man of many words. Chaeiry, at least, was doing a little better. The carriage ride gave her a chance to rest, to recover a bit, and become her old self again. And now here she was, wondering what kind of food we'd have for dinner.

Just then, the carriage came to a stop. "We've arrived," I heard Vartek announce from the back. Cautiously, Chaeiry and I got out of the carriage.





Chaeiry

Arrival

The moment Annie and I stepped out of the carriage, the sight before us stole my breath.

“Annie, I thought we were coming to a ranch…” I murmured, staring up at the towering gates. This wasn’t a ranch. It was a fortress. Tall white-stone walls stretched endlessly in either direction and before us loomed a massive wooden gate, imposing and unyielding. At the top of the gate, there was a crest -A bull’s head, regal and imposing, its horns curving to frame a lone star in the sky. Below the crest, the words:

Bullwood Creamery Operating by Royal Decree of His Majesty the King of Lactia

Vartek and his men had already dismounted, their boots crunching against the gravel as they approached the towering gates. Standing firm, he raised his voice with practiced authority.

“Vartek’s party, returning from the northern milk trade! I bring two prospective inductees. May milk flow eternal!” His voice rang with the disciplined cadence of a soldier.

Inductees? Was he talking about me and Annie?

I looked at her, my Annie, for some reassurance. For courage. She was everything I wasn't- strong, determined. I was so hopeless without her. My big sister in all but blood. I had relied on her for everything since the Minotaurs took our village. Finally, now, I saw the exhaustion etched into Annie's face. I felt a pang of guilt. She had held so strong for me through all this hardship. I wanted to be strong for her in return.

After a short pause, the heavy wooden gates fanned open. A man was waiting. He stood with effortless grace, his posture straight and commanding. He was older, yet time had only sharpened his presence. Dressed in a dark cloak trimmed with gold, he looked like a king, not a rancher! Behind him, the estate sprawled endlessly. It was far larger than our village had ever been, with barns and smaller buildings dotting the vast fields. In the distance, a grand manor stood atop a gentle rise.

Not a ranch. Not a castle. A kingdom.

““Vartek, my boy! Welcome back! I trust the trade went well. Apologies for the delay—I had to deal with Alisha. That one needed some discipline. She’s been sneaking sips of her own milk, and now we’re down on quotas. Looks like I’ll have to keep her hooked up overnight to make up for it,” Cassius said with an easy smile.

“Master Cassius! Always an honor to return,” Vartek said, straightening.

Cassius’s gaze flicked past Vartek, finally settling on me and Annie. “And these?”

“These two, sir!” He motioned at me and Annie, still standing there in uncertainty. “Survivors from Brindleford. We met them in an inn and they agreed to come with us to Bullwood!" Vartek explained.

His gaze ran up and down my body, slow and deliberate, lingering just long enough to make my skin prickle. It was an appraisal, one that made my breath hitch in my throat. Then, his eyes shifted to Annie, raking over her with the same intensity. Finally, he settled into a massive smile, his sharp eyes fixed on the two of us.

“Oh, where are my manners? Welcome, girls! I am Cassius Bullwood. Master of Bullwood Creamery! And who might you two be?”

I almost took a step back, instinctively seeking the comfort of Annie's presence.

No, I have to be strong.

I couldn't keep depending on Annie for everything. Swallowing the lump in my throat, I straightened my shoulders and met his gaze head-on.

“I’m Chaeiry, and this is Annie! I am eighteen and Annie is twenty! We are both capable of work...sir!” I blurted out before Annie could even open her mouth. She looked at me, surprised.

“Pleasure to make your acquaintance, Chaeiry and Annie! And my condolences on your loss. You’ve suffered much hardship. I can promise you that at Bullwood Creamery, you’ll never suffer again.” he said with the warmth of a parent.

And then he turned to Vartek. “Excellent job finding these two. I will need to conduct examinations, but they seem like a fine addition to the herd.” His tone was firm, leaving no room for argument. "Wash them and prepare them for inspection. I will prepare the serums in the induction laboratory. Bring them to me when they are ready."

“What?” Annie protested next to me. “We’re more than capable of washing ourselves!”

“Oh, but girls, I want you to get used to the process as soon as possible,” Cassius smirked. "At Bullwood, we take care of our stock. I will see you soon. Boys, if you will."

The man urged us forward.

“What!? Where are you taking us!” Annie protested next to me. Was this place, not the sanctuary we were promised? Panic and doubt crept in. I wanted to run, to cling to Annie until she made it all better. But I had to be strong for her. It was my turn to reassure her.

“C’mon, Annie. We can use a bath. We’ve been on the road for weeks now…I’m sure it will be fine.”

“Cher…” she looked at me, surprised. Unsure how to answer. Then silently she followed the men, still clutching my hand tightly. But I could feel her shivering slightly.

Vartek and the men led us through the fields, ushering us inside a grand stone building with a sign above the entrance that read BULLWOOD CREAMERY BATHING FACILITY. Inside, the room was warm and mist-filled, the air thick with the scent of cleansing oils. A sprawling natural hot bath stretched across the chamber, its surface rippling with inviting heat. My body ached from the journey, and the thought of sinking into the water, of washing away the grime of the road, was nearly overwhelming.

“No time for leisure," Vartek said as if reading my mind. "The process must begin immediately. Strip,” Vartek commanded, his voice leaving no room for hesitation.

“We are more than capable of handling ourselves!” Annie shot back, her voice tense with defiance.

“You belong to Bullwood Creamery now. Ensuring your cleanliness is our responsibility,” Vartek replied smoothly as if stating an unshakable truth.

Annie’s face twisted in outrage. "What’s the meaning of this? You promised us work!"

"We promised you purpose and safety. And we will deliver on both." Vartek replied, his expression unwavering.

Annie grabbed my hand. "Let’s go, Chaeiry. We’ll figure something out."

I hesitated, my heart pounding. "Annie, I want to stay. I’m tired of running. Let’s just be brave. They’ve fed us and protected us on the journey here. They don’t mean us harm."

Annie stared at me, uncertainty flashing in her eyes. She hesitated, gripping my hand tighter. But after a moment, she exhaled sharply and gave a small nod.

Slowly, reluctantly, we undressed. My hands trembled as I pulled at the fabric, my cheeks burning with humiliation. The weight of their stares made my skin prickle, every exposed inch feeling unbearably vulnerable. I kept my eyes down, unable to meet Annie’s gaze, afraid of what I might see there.

And there we stood, naked and vulnerable, at the mercy of our once saviors.

"Against the wall, asses out." Vartek barked a command.

They began by washing our hair and scrubbing at our scalps with rough, practiced motions. At first, the warmth of the water was almost comforting after so long on the road, but then the brushes came. Hard-bristled, stiff, and unyielding, they dragged across my skin without care, working up a thick lather as if I were nothing more than a beast being prepped for auction. My breath caught in my throat as I glanced at Annie beside me, her body rigid, her jaw clenched. They weren’t bathing us. They were cleaning us like cattle.

"Turn around. Sit. Spread your legs." Vartek barked his next command.

Trembling, I obeyed. The moment the bare skin of my buttocks met the cold, damp floor, hands were on me-  firm and efficient, moving me like I was nothing more than an object to be positioned. My thighs were pried apart with an ease that made it clear that any resistance would be futile. Next to me, I saw Annie assume the same position, her jaw clenched tight in defiance.

Just be brave, Chaeiry! For Annie.

I blushed fiercely. I had never even kissed a boy, and now I was utterly exposed, my most private place treated like a commodity being examined. A gloved hand pressed between my legs, fingers parting my folds clinically, impersonally. I barely had time to register the foreign sensation before pressure followed—a slow, probing intrusion, methodical, indifferent. I flinched, my breath hitching as I felt a dull pain as it gently pushed against something deep inside me. Unable to process it, unable to protest, I simply let out a soft moan. Heat flooded my face.

"Virgin," the examiner noted flatly. "Tight. Good breast development as well. She'll take well to the elixir. Master Cassius will be pleased."

I forced my eyes open, refusing to let the humiliation consume me—only to find Annie staring, her expression torn between fury and helplessness. I wanted to say something. To reassure her. But my voice was gone.

“I’m so sorry, Chaeiry,” Annie whispered next to me. "I never meant for..." she strained as another examiner repeated the same procedure for her.

"This one isn't. Still. Good figure and she seems fertile. Breasts are exceptional. Overall good intake. Nice find, Vartek." he declared.

A final blast of cold water shocked my senses as they hosed us down with buckets. Stripping the soaps and oils away, leaving only the shame. A towel was thrust into my hands, rough and practical, a silent command to dry myself quickly.

I looked at Annie. She stood stiff, her fingers curled so tightly around her towel I thought it might rip. She wasn’t just worried—she was afraid. For me. I couldn’t let her feel that way. I had to be strong. I had to show her I was okay.
It felt wrong on my face, stiff and shaky. But I held it, lifting my chin as if nothing had happened, as if this was all normal. Her lips parted slightly, her eyes searching my face for something real. For a moment, I thought she might believe me.

"Now, follow me to the induction facility. Master Cassius is waiting. Time for your transformation." Vartek commanded.



Annie

Preparation

She… She smiled at me?

Chaeiry smiled at me?

After that!?

All I wanted was to keep her safe. And there we were, in that bathhouse. Being handled like cattle. That man, he... he put a finger inside me. And what was that about taking well to the elixir? I wanted to run. To grab Chaeiry and flee toward the gates. We'd find a city, we'd make a living somehow... But I knew it was futile.

Vartek stopped in front of a smaller building and motioned us inside.

Two examination tables, clad in leather, were lined up next to each other. The rest of the room was cluttered with cupboards holding various vials and imposing devices. I shuddered. Chaeiry's grip on my hand tightened.

And there he was. Cassius Bullwood. Composed. Regal.

"Ah, ladies. I trust you enjoyed your bath," he said, his voice smooth, dripping with control. "Vartek, I will handle the induction myself. Go attend to the cows. Barn Six can use an extra hand with the milking machines."

"Yes, Master Cassius." Vartek nodded curtly and disappeared, closing the door behind him. Leaving us alone.

With him.

"Now, girls. Before we begin, perhaps a short explanation is in order."

"You're damn right!" I nearly exploded. "What the hell was that?! Your goon, he... he violated me. And Chaeiry!"

"Ahh... the washing, yes. You'll find it gets quite enjoyable as time goes on," he said delicately.

"What's the meaning of this?!" I shouted. Chaeiry just stood there.

"You see, girls, you were fortunate enough to stumble into Bullwood Creamery—the King's Royal Creamery." He closed the distance between us as he spoke, his eyes locked onto Chaeiry's body with predatory hunger.

"I, Cassius Bullwood, take great pride in my product. And of course..." his fingers brushed my breast gently, sending shivers down my spine, "our stock."

He continued, "You are to become Bullwood girls. Your bodies will be transformed to serve a greater purpose. Every need of yours will be tended to, and your life will be one of complete bliss. This, I can promise you. You are..." he grabbed Chaeiry's hips as if measuring them with his touch, "...prime stock in the making."

"We refuse!" I snapped immediately.

"And you are free to do so! None of my cows were forced to be here. Just say the word, and we will open the gates for you, and you will be free to leave..."

Well, this was easier than I expected.

"Well then, we ref—" I began.

"But Annie, what if we... What if we stay?" Chaeiry’s voice was soft, hesitant.

I looked at her, incredulous. "What are you saying, Chaeiry? After how they handled you? I can't let them do that—"

"I'm tired of being a burden to you, Annie! I want to be strong for you. I don’t want to hold you back anymore!"

"Chaeiry, you're not a—"

"You can leave, Annie. I'm staying. I'll be safer here. And I won't hold you back. Master Cassius, I accept. I will become a Bullwood girl." She said it with such conviction.

Cassius merely watched the scene unfold, calm and patient.

"Excellent choice, Chaeiry. Now, if you would, get on the table.Strip first, my dear"

And just like that, she let go of my hand. Trembling, she disrobed, her body, young, beautiful, and oh so fragile, laid bare. Resolute, she crawled onto the leather examination table. My world shattered. My innocent little Chaeiry had made her choice.

"Now, Anna, I can have Vartek open the front gate for you and return your belongings," Cassius said, “There’s a village some two days walk from here, Trovepond. There’s little in the way of work there but you’ll be safe.”

"I am staying too!" I blurted out. I wanted to leave. I really did. But I couldn't leave Chaeiry alone.

Cassius's grin widened. "If that is your choice?

“It..it is. I am staying with Chaeiry!” I said, resolute.

“Very well then. The same instructions. Strip and get on the table next to your friend.” Cassius commanded.

Trembling, I disrobed as well. I felt Cassius’s gaze crawl over my body, drinking me in, examining every curve of my body. The cold leather of the table sent prickles down my skin. I looked over at Chaeiry on the table beside me. She looked back at me. There was a strength, a resolution in her eyes that seemed to say, I want this, Annie. I am finally being brave for you.

It was too late to turn back now.



Cassius stepped between us, his gloved fingers brushing against vials filled with glowing orange liquid. "Now, the Bullwood transformation is a very efficient process. You will be administered two alchemical concoctions. The first will make you more... sensitive, shall we say. Once we ramp up that sensitivity, I will inject you with the Bullwood formula. That will ensure you are always producing our product."

Cassius injected Chaeiry first, then me. The liquid coursed through my veins, spreading warmth at first—harmless, almost pleasant. But then, the sensation shifted. A slow, creeping burn coiled through my limbs, not painful but overwhelming, igniting every nerve in my body.

I turned my head toward Chaeiry, watching as her lips parted in a soft gasp, her fingers gripping the table's edge. She was feeling it too.

"Excellent response from both of you," Cassius murmured, observing us like prized cattle.

That’s what we are to him. Cattle.

"But there's only one way to make sure... Let's see how you respond to physical stimuli."

Suddenly, he swooped down over Chaeiry. I lay there, watching in horror. Poor little Chaeiry—he just stole her first kiss. But what I saw next shocked me.

Chaeiry reached out and dug her fingers into his hair, hungrily returning the kiss.

They stood there, locked in that embrace, as I watched—my own juices shamefully pooling between my legs, dribbling onto the leather table.

Finally, he disconnected.

"You are truly ready, my dear," he said to Chaeiry, then turned to me. "I haven't forgotten about you, my dear. I got Vartek's report. You are experienced. You get this."

He reached for one of the cupboards and produced a device—brass in color, long and imposing, tapering off into an engraving of a bull's head.

"Another one of Alaric's inventions. Some cows get so insatiable when they're in heat, that even our bulls can't keep up. For those occasions, we have...the Rut stick" He brought the device close to his mouth and whispered a word in an ancient language I did not understand.

The device came to life, hovering in the air. It flew towards me. Instinctively, I clenched my legs shut but it insistently pushed against the brass surprisingly warm against my skin.

“Now, now, my dear. No need to resist. Embrace it. You will find the Rut Stick…more than competent.” Cassius purred.

I couldn’t deny the aphrodisiac coursing through my veins. I wanted to be touched, to be filled. Cautiously, I spread my legs. Immediately, like a wild animal, the Rut Stick found my entrance and entered me without notice. Mercilessly, it started pounding my pussy, each thrust more powerful than the last—propelled not by the muscle of a man but by ancient enchantments.

Through the haze of my ecstasy, I saw Cassius finally pull away from Chaeiry, his tongue flicking over his lips, savoring her like a fine delicacy. He regarded us both, his gaze heavy with satisfaction.

"You are exquisite, my dear," he murmured, his fingers grazing Chaeiry's flushed cheek. All innocence was gone from her beautiful face."You will make an exceptional hucow. A true prize. Before we begin the transformation, allow me the honor of truly tasting you. As you are now. Untouched."

Through the haze of my ecstasy, I watched as Cassius knelt before the table where Chaeiry lay, his face disappearing between her thighs. Her moan was immediate and primal.

“Oh, Gods…Annie.” she said, each word a stammer, “he’s…he’s licking my…Oh Gods, it feels so good. Her hands reached out to grab his head, her hips bucking against his head. The Rut rod was going in and out of me, the pace now impossible, inhuman.

“Oh Gods, Annie this is divine…I’m…” she stuttered and then her soft voice exploded into an ear-shattering moan as she quivered uncontrollably.

Cassius stood up, his head still disheveled from Chaeiry’s wanton embrace, his face slick with her juices. He produced an elegant handkerchief from his pocket, wiped his face, and adjusted his hair.

“Excellent, my dear. The taste of an unspoiled girl. Truly a rare treat. Thank you. You will make an excellent hucow” he said, gently patting her head. Chaeiry’s expression glazed over in bliss, her hair messy, her face slick with sweat. I barely registered the scene, my body still trembling, the magical device still going in and out of my slick hole, stretching me, filling me.

He smirked. "Speaking of hucows... it's time we commence the final part of your transformation!"




Chaeiry

Transformation

I lay on the leather examination table, trembling, my body slick with sweat.

All I had wanted was to be brave for Annie. To stop causing her trouble. For us to finally stop running. To settle down somewhere. But how did it come to this?

Whatever was in the elixir Cassius Bullwood had injected me with was driving me mad. I just wanted to be touched, to have someone press against me…fill…me.

“Oh, gods…!” I heard Annie scream. I glanced over at her. The device was still flying in and out of her mercilessly.

Was she in pain?

She was screaming so loudly…No, she took the elixir too. And how that Elixir had changed me! Every nerve felt alive, hyper-aware. I couldn't stop thinking about Cassius’s lips on my skin. My very first kiss. And then he kissed me…down there...I just wanted to be filled, I wanted his tongue on me again. I'd never felt anything so intensely pleasurable in my life.

No, Annie wasn’t in pain. She was experiencing the same joy I was. A slow, knowing smile curled on my lips.

After what seemed like an eternity of rummaging through cupboards Cassius approached again, holding another vial filled with shimmering liquid. "And this!" he announced proudly, "Now this is Bullwood's pride. Bullwood's secret formula. Just one prick of this and you'll become the perfect hucows."

Hucows? He had mentioned that word before…What’s a hucow? It didn’t matter. If it meant I got to experience more pleasure. His tongue on my…on my…pussy again…I wanted - no, needed - him to do it again. "Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

“Very well, my little one! You’ll go first!” He smiled knowingly and brought the needle to my arm. There was a small pinch as he injected the murky white liquid into my veins. For a moment, nothing happened. Then I felt a strange tingling in my chest. A warmth expanding, making my breath heavy.

I glanced down and gasped. My breasts were... growing? Swelling larger by the second. They expanded, growing heavier with each moment, my pink nipples rising with them, erect.

“What’s…what’s happening Master Cassius?” I whimpered.

“You are becoming what you were meant to be, my dear. Cattle. My cattle,” he whispered lovingly as he stroked my face, his touch both possessive and reverent. Then, with steady hands, he injected Annie as well. Slowly, I saw Annie's chest begin to expand as well.

In the back of my mind, panic built- my body was transforming in front of me. This man, this strange man, had just called me his cattle. I should be afraid. But as I lay on the operating table, my chest expanding, all I wanted was for him to continue. To touch me again. To use me.

Let me be his cattle.

"Excellent, excellent!" Cassius exclaimed, his voice thick with satisfaction. "The serum is working so fast!" He positioned himself between our tables, his hands reaching out to knead our swollen breasts. Finally, he was touching me again. His hand moved slowly, deliberately, massaging my swelling teat, as if to speed up the expansion himself. I couldn't help but moan loudly, my back arching off the table.

"You're both expanding so rapidly," he murmured, his eyes gleaming with pride. "Very soon we should see... Ah! There it is." His gaze fixed on my chest, and I followed it to see a glistening bead of creamy white liquid forming on my nipple.

"Milk? But I am not...I haven't even had..." I whimpered, confused. Annie's breasts, now much larger and still expanding also began leaking steadily under the pressure of Master Cassius Bullwood's deft touch. Suddenly, I became acutely aware of the swelling inside me, the milk filling my breasts.

"Ah...my sweet. That's the beauty of the Bullwood elixir. You will be forever producing. Your milk will be everflowing." He said as he swooped down, latching onto my nipple and suckling deeply. I could feel the liquid flowing through me with each of his pulls. He suckled greedily, the milk building up inside me directly sucked into his throat with each pull. The sensation was overwhelming—intimate, primal, like I was truly fulfilling my purpose. My body tingled with pleasure, each pull sending a ripple of heat through me. Whatever I had become, whatever a "hucow" was, I never wanted it to end. Finally, Cassius disconnected, a bit of my milk still dribbling down his chin.

"Forgive me, my dear. A virgin milk truly is exceptional, I got a little carried away," His eyes gleamed with wicked delight as he turned towards Annie. "But I want to sample your friend. What do you say? Care to join me?"

To taste my dear Annie? To give her this pleasure that was just given to me? How could I say no? Eagerly, I stood up, my new body feeling heavy and full. Annie's eyes widened in shock. "Chaeiry, what are you-" she began to protest, but I quickly moved to her side.

"It's ok, it's ok," I murmured soothingly, bending down to her swollen breasts. They were enormous now, more like udders than human breasts. Without hesitation, I latched onto one nipple and began to suckle. Cassius positioned himself on the other side of the table and began suckling.

Following his lead, I latched on to my best friend. Warm, sweet milk flooded my mouth. The taste was intoxicating, unlike anything I'd ever experienced. There was so much of it, that I could barely keep up. Rivulets of milk dribbled down my chin as I drank greedily.

Pulling away for a moment, I looked at Annie- her face flushed in confusion and arousal. "You taste amazing Annie," I whispered to her gently, "Here, try mine too", I said bringing one of my engorged breasts to her mouth. Annie, sweet Annie, she hesitated for a second before latching on to my puffy pink nipple. Her tongue was gentle, unsure at first, flicking my nipple, unsure how to coax the milk. I shivered at the sensation.

"Drink my milk, Annie. Suck harder. It's ok. I can take it." I said gently. I felt her pull, cautiously at first. And then she latched on properly, my cream flooding her mouth.

"That's it, pull harder..." I urged her on. The device, the rut rod was still going in and out of her as she stood there, lost in this Bliss, Cassius suckling on her while she drank my cream.

Finally, he disconnected from Annie. He patted me on the head. "You're a good friend," he praised. "And you are turning into a wonderful cow. Are you ready for your final reward, little Chaeiry?"

My final reward? Was there greater bliss than this?

"Yes, Master!" I said eagerly, without a moment's hesitation.

"Good girl. Now get back on your table and lay on your back," he commanded.

Obediently I pulled my nipple away from Annie and crawled back on the leather table, milk still dripping from my nipples onto my engorged udders.  Cassius turned to Annie, a writhing mess at the mercy of the magic rod that had been pummeling her mercilessly without stopping. He uttered a word in some ancient mystical language and the device finally stopped its relentless assault. It floated gently back into Cassius's outstretched hand, slick and dripping in Annie's juices.

"You. Come here. I want you to support your friend. It will be her first time, after all." he said to Annie.

Weakly, she got on her feet, still trembling, her body slick with her milk and mine, her thighs glistening from her sweat and her own juices.  She kneeled next to me, grasping my hand tightly. I gave her a resolute nod.

"Just be strong, Chaeiry..." she whispered to me.

Master Cassius stood loomed over my table, proud and imposing.

"Tell me dear, have you ever seen one," he asked gently unfastening his trousers.

"Just...Just the boys by the river..." I whimpered. As his cock was finally freed from his trousers, I gasped. It was nothing like the boys by the river—this was something else entirely. Thick, veiny, its sheer size imposing, the weight of it alone making my breath hitch. Would it really fit? My mind screamed uncertainty, but my body… my body ached with need.

"As a Bullwood cow, you will take many men. You will be bred and carry their seed in your fertile young body. But never forget that this is the cock you belong to. This is the cock every Bullwood Cow serves. Is that clear?" 
I nodded, swallowing hard. Despite my eagerness, a flicker of fear gripped me. "Annie, stay close to me," I pleaded clutching her hand even harder.

"Well my dear," Cassius purred, "time to make you my property truly and fully." He positioned himself between my thighs, the tip of his cock brushing against my entrance.
I swallowed hard, my voice barely a whisper. "Yes, Master."
With one powerful thrust, he entered me, tearing through my maidenhood. His girth felt overwhelming at first, filling me completely- pain and pleasure intertwined as my body struggled to accommodate him. I screamed, squeezing Annie's hand.

"You're doing great, Cher." I heard Annie reassure me through the haze.

I gasped as Cassius began to move in earnest, his hips bucking against mine. The pain slowly gave way to pleasure. I feebly rocked my hips back and forth in an attempt to match his primal rhythm. His hands grasped my thighs even harder, as if to deny me even that little agency as his rhythm grew even more violent. Waves of mind-bending pleasure washed over me. I squealed like an animal with each thrust.

"Such a good little hucow." he grunted, rutting in and out of me, "So tight, yet so eager. I can tell you're going to be incredibly fertile.

Instinctively, I latched onto Annie's swollen breast, suckling greedily, her milk, her essence giving me the strength to endure Master's merciless assault.

"A cow that has a taste for the product," Cassius remarked approvingly. "You're truly excellent, my dear."

Annie stroked my hair, concern in her eyes. "Are you okay?" she whispered.

I pulled away from her breast long enough to reply, "I've never felt better in my life." And it was true - every nerve ending was on fire with bliss.

Suddenly, my body convulsed as an intense orgasm ripped through me. My pussy clenched around Cassius's cock, my thighs bucking wildly, my legs locking around him, desperate to keep every inch of him inside.

"Yes, Master. Fuck your cow. Fuck your little milky cow!" I screamed, my face smeared in Annie's milk. His thrusts grew slower, more intense as if savoring my insides, the caress of my walls. Then finally, he withdrew, his cock glistening with my juices.

"You truly are excellent. But I want to sample your friend too." he whispered to me gently, " Annie, on your knees. Open your mouth wide." he barked the order at Annie, excitement dripping from his voice. Obediently, Annie got on the floor. I watched as he thrust into her mouth, poor little Annie, gagging and sputtering around his monstrous girth. He grabbed her head and forced himself down her throat, his hips moving as wildly as they were when he was fucking me a few moments earlier.

Annie stood there, taking it, struggling for breath dripping milk onto the floor, her hand between her thighs desperately rubbing herself. After a few minutes, Cassius let out a satisfied groan. He took out his still throbbing cock from her puckered lips and with a final groan exploded on her udders, already slick with milk and sweat, coating them white.

"Clean it up," Cassius commanded, gesturing at the mess on Annie's chest.

Eagerly, I leaned forward to obey my master's orders as I started lapping up my Master's seed from my best friend's tits. The taste of him, rich and intoxicating, mixed with Annie's sweet milk- I couldn't get enough. I licked every single last drop clean.

Cassius, already dressed, watched us both with a proud grin. "You two truly are exceptional," he remarked, his voice thick with dark pleasure.

He summoned Vartek.

"Put them in the same pen," Cassius ordered. "Look at them, they're inseparable. Oh, and the serum worked better than expected, they're already producing at full force- we need to get them hooked up to the milking machines immediately."

"Understood, sir," Vartek replied with a curt nod.

Cassius paused, then added with a wicked grin, "Oh, and Vartek. Add them to the breeding roster right away. Schedule them for tomorrow. We should have two prime bulls available."

Milking Machines? Breeding Roster? Very little of this made sense. But as I stood on the laboratory floor licking Annie's naked body I realized one thing. I belonged to Bullwood now. I belonged to him. And I wanted all of it.




Annie

Milking

Vartek led us across the sprawling estate grounds.

"Oh and girls. You are hucows now. You will not be walking anymore unless instructed to. Get on all fours."

That was Master Cassius's final command to us as Vartek led us out of the laboratory. So obediently, me and Chaeiry got on all fours and crawled after Vartek. What had I let them do to my sweet little Chaeiry? I stood there and I watched as he took her maidenhood, he transformed us. I couldn't do anything. Too lost in my own bliss. Doubt still lingered in my mind as I took another look at Chaeiry.

She was crawling, her face exhausted from the transformation, her udders- massive now- swaying gently as she moved, dripping milk on the grass. But I couldn't deny it. She looked happy. Happier than I had seen her in weeks.

Vartek motioned us wordlessly into one of the large barns that dotted the estate. As we entered, the heavy scent of hay and sweet milk filled my nostrils. My eyes widened at the sight before me - rows of pens lined the interior, each one housing nude women with enormously swollen breasts. Some lounged on soft bedding while others shifted restlessly, their udders swaying heavily.

*Bullwood Girls. Same as us. *

Vartek opened one of the empty pens and motioned us inside. It was lined with fresh hay and plush pillows, The bedding felt soft beneath our bare feet. Chaeiry collapsed onto the pillows, excited.

"Isn't this amazing, Annie! Aren't you glad we stayed? So comfy, she nuzzled against one of the big soft pillows playfully.

"Cher, I don't...I'm sorry," I muttered.

"What are you sorry for? This is the dream. We will be cared for! Pampered! Milked!" she beamed at me, her swollen breasts jiggling. I couldn't deny that this was comfortable.

Just then two more men wheeled in a complex machine with multiple hoses and attachments.

"Lean over the railing, so that your udders are facing outside," he commanded. "Good, good. This is the milking position. Remember it." he nodded approvingly as we did as instructed, positioning our dangling udders within easy reach. With practiced efficiency, he began attaching suction cups to our sensitive nipples.

The cool metal made me gasp as it sealed around my tender flesh.

"It tickles!" Chaeiry whimpered in delight beside me as she received the same treatment.

Once we were fully hooked up, Vartek flipped a switch and the machine hummed to life.

Immediately, I felt an intense suction pulling at my nipples. It was nothing like Chaeiry's soft touch earlier. The machine was precise, unfeeling, and cold. Yet it felt so good, so comforting to be emptied out. Each pull coaxed thick streams of cream out of my dangling udders. I moaned, my legs trembling as my body responded.

"Oh, Annie...This is pure bliss." Beside me, Chaeiry was panting heavily, lost in her own pleasure.

We stood like that for minutes, the barn silent save for the rhythmic suction of the machine and Chaeiry's soft moans. Finally, I felt the stream begin to trickle off. Vartek turned off the machine and inspected the buckets.

"Annie...One gallon. Cheairy, One point 2 gallons." Vartek said to the other farmhands, noting something down. "And immediately after transformation. The boss wasn't kidding. These two are promising indeed. Will get them on the breeding roster for tomorrow even if we have to switch around the schedule."

I swallowed. The breeding roster.




Chaeiry

Breeding

I woke to the warmth of Annie pressed against me, her steady breath tickling my neck as we lay nestled together in the soft hay of our pen. The air was thick with the scent of milk and swat. I could hear the other girls around me, my sisters now- stir. My body felt different—heavier, fuller, completely and utterly content.

Yesterday had changed everything. The lab, the serum, the milking... We had arrived at the Creamery afraid, thinking it was a last resort… but now?

Now I belonged. A slow smile crept onto my lips as I stretched, feeling the delicious ache in my limbs, the lingering sensitivity from my last milking.

For a fleeting moment, doubt flickered in my mind. Was Annie truly happy? Did she really want to follow me into this life? I turned my head slightly, watching her peaceful face, the way her lips parted slightly in sleep, her body curled close to mine for warmth. A pang of worry surfaced—but I crushed it as quickly as it came. Of course, she was happy. She had to be.

Besides, why wouldn't she be? We were taken care of. The feast last night had been a true indulgence—thick, creamy porridges, fresh fruit, rich cuts of meat. We had eaten to our fill, our bellies warm and full. Even if it had been served in a feeding trough, even if we had lapped it up like proper livestock… It had been the best meal of my life.

I shifted in the hay, feeling the weight of my swollen udders as they swayed with each motion. They had grown heavy again, just overnight, already full of fresh cream, just aching to be drained. My body was already adapting, producing faster, and my purpose becoming clearer with every passing moment. I let out a soft sigh, rubbing my thighs together gently at the thought of being hooked up and drained again.

The pen door creaked open, and I lifted my head just as Vartek stepped inside. His boots thudded against the packed dirt floor, his expression impassive as he eyed us splayed out in our pen!

"Annie and Chaeiry was it?" he checked his notes. "Rise and Shine! No time to waste. To the breeding pens with me. Now!"

A thrill of excitement shot down my spine! Annie stirred beside me, rubbing her eyes, still heavy with sleep. Patiently, Vartek waited for her to come to. As soon as she did, he opened the fence of the pen and led us outside. We followed him, shifting onto all fours like the obedient hucows we had become as he led us across the sprawling estate grounds.

The cool morning air felt crisp on my bare skin as we moved, our udders swaying with each step, our milk dripping and leaving a trail of white droplets that mixed with the morning dew. We passed by a couple of buildings, around us, farm hands already busying about their daily tasks. And then, Vartek stopped in front of a smaller building. The breeding barn.

He led us inside. The air was thick and musky. Hey, and various contraptions lined the walls.  But in the center of the room- in the center of the room hung two imposing contraptions—harnesses, suspended from the ceiling with thick leather straps and  My heart pounded.

And there, waiting for us, was Master Cassius, smiling contently.  He stepped forward, his gaze drinking in our changed form, appraising us.

"Ah, my sweeties," he purred. "So, so promising. I've been looking forward to this."Cassius's smirk deepened as he gestured toward the suspended harnesses. "Get in, my sweet things. Let's make sure you're properly positioned."

Without a trace of hesitation, I stepped forward, my pussy already clenching in anticipation. Annie followed, her movements slower, more uncertain, but she did not resist. Strong hands guided us. They secured our wrists and ankles in the thick leather straps of the harness. Gently, they lifted us off the ground, leaving us suspended, spread, and vulnerable. The restraints tightened, pressing into my skin, ensuring that I couldn't move.

"These are designed to make things easier for the bulls," Cassius explained smoothly, stepping between us, running a gloved hand down my back, his touch both assessing and possessive. "You two are fertile enough but the position of the harness allows the bulls to reach deeper inside you. Quite ingenious!"

I stole a glance at Annie—her breathing was uneven, and her fingers were twitching against the restraints.

Cassius stepped back and clapped his hands once. "Now, it was really short notice, but we shifted the schedule around and secured two of the ranch's best bulls for you. Meet Bruno and Jahr."

Two towering figures stepped forward. My breath caught in my throat. These were our breeders. Mountains of muscle, rugged and handsome, every bit of them radiating strength and dominance.

And between their legs, straining against their breeches... Their tools- the tools that would make us true Bullwood Girls. I licked my lips in anticipation. Cassius stepped forward, placing a firm hand on my bare lower back, his voice smooth. "You're both in luck, my sweet little cows. According to my examinations yesterday both of you are at peak fertility. And it seems that you are...synced."

He turned his gaze to the bulls, who were already stepping closer, their eyes dark with hunger. "Bruno, Jahr, they're ready for you. No need to be gentle—hucows are made for this."

A shudder ran through me, anticipation thick in my veins. The harness swayed slightly as Bruno approached, his massive hands gripping my hips, fingers pressing into my flesh. I gasped, the heat of his body so close behind me, overwhelming. He tilted my pelvis up effortlessly, positioning me how he wanted, and before I could take a breath, he was inside me.

A strangled moan ripped from my throat. He filled me completely, stretching me to my limit, no hesitation, no warning. My body arched, swinging lightly in the harness, utterly at his mercy.

Beside me, I could hear Annie, her own cries mixing with mine as Jahr took her in the same way. My head lolled to the side, my vision hazy, catching the sight of her—her mouth slack, her fingers curled tight against the restraints, her body trembling from the force of his thrusts. She wasn’t fighting. She was lost in it. Just like me.

Cassius stepped into my vision, his gloved hand brushing against my cheek, tilting my head so that I couldn't look away from him. His gaze bore into me, full of pride, ownership, and something even darker, something that made me shudder with need. "You’ve taken to your new life exceedingly well, my dear," he murmured, his tone dripping with satisfaction. "Tell Annie how happy you are. Tell her how wonderful it feels to surrender, to be exactly what you were meant to be."

A moan tore from my lips, and my mind shattered with pleasure, with purpose. "Annie," I panted, my voice shaking with bliss. "This is what we were made for... to be bred, to be filled, to be milked until there’s nothing left of the girls we used to be."

I gasped as another thrust drove deeper inside me, making me whimper. "I don’t want to think anymore. I don’t want to be anything else. I just want to be used. I want to be bred. Please… fill me in. Make me truly yours."My udders swayed wildly with every thrust, the relentless motion forcing streams of milk to spurt from my swollen teats. My milk spilled freely, uncontrolled, pooling beneath me as I was taken. The mess below me grew, pooling in thick puddles. Cassius chuckled, watching the mess forming beneath us. "Oh dear, I didn’t expect them to be this full after yesterday’s milking. We’re wasting product," he shook his head. "Hook them up, Vartek. We can’t afford to let a single drop go to waste."

Vartek moved swiftly, securing the suction cups onto our swollen, leaking teats. The moment the machines roared to life, a new wave of sensation crashed over me. The rhythmic pulsing of the pumps sent pleasure lancing through my body, pulling thick streams of milk from my overfilled udders. I whimpered, my body shuddering, the dual stimulation leaving me mindless, filled, and emptied at the same time.

Beside me, Annie was lost in her own ecstasy. Her cries filled the barn, desperate, pleading, her body surrendering to Jahr with the same wild abandon that had overtaken me. I could see her through the haze of my pleasure, her fingers curling, her back arching, her mouth gasping for air between incoherent moans. She wasn’t just accepting it—she was craving it. Just like me.

Cassius’s hand brushed against my cheek again, his fingers firm, possessive. "Say it again," he commanded, his voice a low purr against my ear.

I shuddered, my body trembling with pleasure as I obeyed without hesitation. "I’m a hucow," I gasped. "I exist to be bred and milked. Please... fill my belly with your seed. Make me a mother."

The bulls rutted harder, their heavy bodies pressing against us, their growls of exertion mixing with our cries. The harnesses swayed with the force of their thrusts, the air thick with heat, sweat, and the musky scent of breeding.

Cassius lifted his hand, and with a simple gesture, the command was given.

Bruno and Jahr roared as they slammed deep, their bodies going rigid as they spilled into us, their seed flooding our wombs in thick, potent spurts. My body clenched around him, pulling every last drop into me, my mind shattered by the sheer, overwhelming bliss of being bred. Of being cattle for Bullwood.

The Bulls dismounted us quickly, efficiently. They pulled some ropes around, adjusting the harnesses. Our exhausted bodies were repositioned so that our asses were lifted, pointing towards the ceiling. "We can’t have any seed spilling out, can we?"Every last bit must take." Cassius explained, lovingly.

My vision blurred, my body a complete mess, and my mind floated in exhaustion and pleasure. I turned my head, my heavy lids barely able to stay open, and saw Annie beside me—completely ruined, completely satisfied. Just like me.

"We are happy here, Annie," I murmured to her. She flashed me a warm exhausted smile in response.

With the warm fullness of my bull deep inside me making its way inside my fertile womb, I let my eyes close. My body rocked gently in the harness, the rhythmic sound of the milking machine pulling at my teats, a lullaby rocking me to sleep. I knew it then.

We belong at Bullwood.


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… 



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.


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. 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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