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Chapter 1

A Witch in Her Tower

I stood in the glow of the flickering candlelight. This crumbling tower in the middle of nowhere, mildew seeping through the walls. This was now my home. I had once resided in Whitewater, Lactia's capital, in the court of King Udder himself. I had access to the finest equipment and a throng of assistants. But now? Now, I had nothing.

How had it come to this?

I am Cassandra Thorvale.

The youngest graduate of the College of Magic in Windhaven in its centuries of history.

Court alchemist under King Udder of Lactia, Fifth of His Name.

Author of The Alchemist’s Compendium of Rare Extracts, a tome studied in every royal court and scholar’s guild from the capital to Lactia’s westernmost provinces.

The first to harness the regenerative properties of Minotaur blood, revolutionizing battlefield medicine.

And yet… I am here. Here, in this crumbling tower in the middle of nowhere, that backwater village and its bumbling yokels my only companions.

All because of one mistake.

The Minotaur Wars had raged on for decades. King Udder wanted a miracle. Something that would end the war and immortalize him as the one who brought peace to Lactia. An elixir to make his soldiers as ferocious as the Minotaurs themselves. An impossible task. But he had Cassandra Thorvale at his side.

I pored over the ancient tomes, tested and researched. We finally made a breakthrough.

When we tested the serum in the Royal Alchemist labs, the results exceeded our expectations. Our subject possessed the strength of ten men, and by nightfall, he was back to his normal self. I had succeeded. My assistants… they urged me to conduct further tests, to make sure everything was in order. But I would have none of it.

How dare they question Cassandra Thorvale?

We reported to the Royal Court the next day, and mass production began promptly. The cauldrons were filled, the vials were sealed, and the serum was sent to the Plains of Elsia, where King Udder’s forces were at their last legs.

At dawn, the soldiers had drunk the elixir, as instructed. By midday, the battlefield was a scene of triumph—the king’s forces had pushed back the offensive, cutting through the Minotaur hordes with inhuman speed and ferocity.

By sunset, we received the first reports.

It had worked too well.

The soldiers had turned on each other, lost in a blood frenzy. The Minotaurs, their comrades—it didn’t matter. They had ripped them apart with their bare hands. Ferocious beasts driven by nothing but the impulse to kill.

By nightfall, the Plains of Elsia were a wasteland of corpses. The few survivors of the battalion were hunted down by the archery units—the only men who hadn’t taken the serum and still had their wits about them.

I was exiled, forbidden from ever returning to the capital. Stripped of my titles, my laboratories, my resources. My place was taken by that perverted charlatan Alaric! What blasphemy! What had he given to the field except for his various aphrodisiacs used in brothels throughout the kingdom?!

I moved to this old tower in the middle of nowhere, away from it all. For two years, I had wallowed, living alone. Isolated.

And then the final insult came—murmurs from the capital. Alaric was making strides where I once had failed. According to the few informants I had left in the court, he was close to creating a stable super-strength elixir.

And his secret? Hucow milk.

Hucow milk?

Another one of that pervert's strange obsessions, I had thought to myself. Its alchemical properties were well-studied, documented through the ages. Hucow milk and its byproducts were a delicacy for the privileged, not a potent alchemical compound. But I did the research, just in case that pervert was on to something.

Gods! It would work. It had been under my nose the whole time. Hucow milk would be the perfect catalyst!

Such an elegant solution. Such a simple ingredient! But procuring it? That was another matter entirely.

Hucows were the monopoly of Bullwood Creamery. The product was tightly controlled, the highest of luxuries in all of Lactia. A delicacy for the rich, a wheel of hucow cheese could cost as much as a humble abode in the capital. The product itself, fresh from the source... even more! As royal alchemist, I would have had access to gallons of it! The king’s royal hucows could be milked for fresh product, a deal could be arranged with Bullwood Creamery. But now... now I had nothing... not even the funds to procure a vial, let alone fresh hucow milk.

But I had to beat Alaric to it. Restore my place in the King’s court. Go down in history!

So I had to settle for the next best thing.

I heard footsteps outside my tower. Finally, she was here.


Chapter 2

A Milky Potion

A cautious knock on the thick, rotting wood. I opened the creaky door of the tower.

In front of me stood a girl. A pretty little thing—she couldn't have been older than nineteen. Long blonde hair framed her gentle face, her blue eyes shone with that pretty simplicity of a mind unburdened by thought or knowledge. But her pretty face was not why I debased myself to go and ask the village for their finest wet nurse. My eyes traveled down her form, taking it in, examining it. Her chest was full and heavy, struggling against her bodice. Her hips, so young but already wide with fertility. Yes... she should do just fine. Surely.

"So you must be Velda," I greeted her curtly.

"Yes... and you are Cassandra? The wit..." she stopped herself. I gritted my teeth. Yes, I was the witch in the tower to these yokels, nothing but a subject of rumor. That crazy kook who lived in the old tower just outside the village and gathered roots and herbs in the forest. Their disgusting offspring in their muddy, tattered clothes had made it a test of courage to come to the tower at night and throw stones at my windows. Ah, the humiliations I'd suffered!

"I am Cassandra Thorvale," I interrupted her. "Once royal court alchemist for King Udder V. And I demand you treat me with the respect my stature demands. You are to address me as Mistress Cassandra while in my employ. Is that clear?"

"Yes... Mistress..." Velda, that pretty little simple thing, winced at my words.

"Very well. Have a seat at that table over there," I gestured toward my main working area, alembics and vials strewn around.

"So what exactly am I supposed to do for you... Mistress? Am I supposed to help with some experiment?" she said with an almost childlike excitement.

"Help me? With my experiments? Girl, you cannot even begin to comprehend the complexity of my work!" I scoffed at her. "No, you will not help me with my experiment. You will simply be providing the ingredient!"

Velda's face contorted in confusion. "What do you mean?" she asked, all naive innocence.

"You're a wet nurse, aren't you? You are good for one thing and one thing only. I want you to milk yourself into that beaker." I gestured at the glass beaker I had placed in front of her.

"But... but Mistress? Why do you need my milk?" she stuttered, suddenly turning red.

I sighed in frustration. "I have no obligation to explain myself to simpletons. Don't tell me you've grown shy now. This is your job, isn't it? And you are getting compensated for this as agreed with the village elder. Now do it!" I commanded.

Reluctantly, she began to unfasten the ties of her bodice. She truly was a specimen. Though nothing like the engorged udders of hucows I had glimpsed in the King’s court, for a regular human, Velda was truly exceptional. Her heavy breasts spilled out of her bodice, the flesh round and full, the hints of veins just under the skin trailing into her puffy pink nipples.

"Do you have to watch?" She shifted uncomfortably under my unwavering gaze.

"I do as I please! Quickly!"

She cupped one of them in her hands, the rich fat overflowing through her fingers. Deftly, with practiced ease, she leaned onto the table and began kneading the flesh, coaxing her milk into a waiting beaker. The white liquid dribbled steadily into the glass, a soft patter filling the room. I stood there, mesmerized by the act. She seemed more animal than human to me then. Nothing like me, who had walked the aetherial planes and glimpsed the secrets of this world. A mammal fulfilling its biological purpose with each spurt…

But a pretty mammal nonetheless.

Unconsciously, I grabbed one of my own breasts through the robes, mimicking the motion. My thighs clenched slightly.

"It... It's full, Mistress Cassandra," her soft voice snapped me out of my reverie.

I grabbed the beaker, the glass still warmed from her liquid, and brought it to my nose. The scent was sweet enough. I took a sip.

"Mistress, what are you doing!?" Velda exclaimed.

I grimaced. This was merely the milk of a simple village girl. Not even close to the rich density, the creamy texture of what a hucow's udders were capable of producing. This would serve me no good. This was the most that she was capable of, that poor little idiot.

Unless...

"Stand up. Undress," I commanded.

"Mistress Cassandra, I don't understand..." Velda said, shock on her face.

"Listen, girl. You are not meant to understand. You cannot possibly understand. So let me put it in a way that your simple brain will comprehend. Undress, and your pay will be doubled. Two whole silvers! Undress, and you will have a chance to be a part of something greater than yourself... and experience unearthly pleasure along the way..." I said, my patience wearing thin.

She stood there, staring at me like confused cattle. If nothing else, the words 'two whole silvers' might have gotten the cogs moving in that simple mind of hers.

"O... okay," she nodded nervously.

With trembling hands, Velda reached for the remaining ties of her bodice. I watched, unblinking, as the fabric loosened, slipping down her shoulders and pooling at her feet. Her body was breathtaking—full, ripe, a marvel of human fertility. Her heavy breasts hung obscenely, swaying slightly with each breath. The skin was smooth, the faintest blue veins tracing beneath the surface, evidence of their richness. Her puffy pink nipples stood at attention in the chilly tower air.

She hesitated, crossing her arms over herself as if she could conceal the sheer opulence of her form. But I had seen enough. This girl was no hucow, but her body—her chest, her hips—was the closest I would be able to get.

"It has been well documented," I began, my voice sharp with authority, "that sexual stimulation increases the quality of hucow milk. While you are no hucow, girl, your form is close enough. It is worth a try."

"What's... what's a hucow?" she asked, trembling.

I let out a deep sigh.

Why do I even bother explaining anything to this simpleton...

But simpleton or not, her vulnerable form stirred something in me. Perhaps I could show her a little kindness.

I walked up to her, tracing her neck with a finger. Leaning in close, I whispered, "Nothing you need to worry about, my little cow," and licked her ear playfully. The poor thing gasped, her breath quickening.

"Mistress Cassandra... I..."

I fought the instinct to bury my hands into the flesh of her tits immediately. I needed all the milk inside—couldn't afford to lose a single drop. But my hands roamed her fertile curves, the meaty flesh of her ass. A simple mammal, an animal fulfilling its purpose, its body designed to carry and nurture offspring. And truly, a wonderful, wonderful toy.

I am going to enjoy this.

My fingers found her slit, reveling in its warm dampness. As expected from my little subject. You don’t become a wet nurse at nineteen by being a prude. I buried my index finger inside her, gently probing the soft wetness of her walls.

"Tell me, Velda. How many men have you mated with?" I whispered in her ear.

"M-Mated? Just... just my husband," she panted, straining against the movement of my hand. Her soft ass jiggled with each slight motion of my fingers. She was adorable. "We... we married when he got me with child."

"Good girl... already bred. Well, tonight, you will experience pleasure no man could ever give you."

She blushed, unsure how to respond. I withdrew, leaving her panting naked in the middle of my ramshackle lab.

This was fun, but I had to be efficient. She was an animal that needed to be brought to maximum arousal so that she could give me the ingredients I desired. This was part of the process, nothing more.

I chanted the incantation in the Old Tongue. From my back, dozens of tendrils sprouted, made of sheer etheric force, glowing with a soft purple light.

"Mistress, what... what is this?" Velda gasped, nude and vulnerable.

"Be more grateful. You are in the presence of a world-class wizard. Ethereal magic of this caliber can turn the tide of battles..." I chuckled. "But tonight, this force will be dedicated solely to your pleasure."

The tendrils behind my back swayed, testing the air. Then, in perfect unison, they lunged at her.


Chapter 3

A Catalyst

In an instant, the glowing tendrils of purple light enveloped her. Poor Velda flinched, her breath hitching as she instinctively shut her legs tight. Predictable.

Futile.

"Now, now," I chided, "I want to be efficient here. I can't have you thrashing about, knocking over equipment, breaking vials. That would be such a waste, wouldn't it?"

A pair of shimmering, magical tendrils curled around her ankles, spreading her thighs, prying them apart with ease. Another two, composed of pure arcane energy, wound around her wrists, gently lifting her into the air. She stood suspended in the middle of my lab, her breasts bouncing as she squirmed, her fingers flexing in futile resistance.

Why was she struggling? Such a stupid girl. Did she not realize I was offering her something few mortals could ever experience? And yet... I couldn't stand to see her sad.

I let out a deep sigh.

Fine. I suppose... I should try to comfort her.

I stepped forward, the tendrils maneuvering her like a marionette, tilting her face toward mine until we were mere inches apart. My breath fanned across her flushed cheeks. Her teary blue eyes met mine, pleading, confused.

"Mistress Cassandra..." she protested weakly.

"Just relax, my dim little toy," I murmured, tilting her chin up with a single finger. "This will be unforgettable. You'll become part of something bigger than yourself. Okay?"

Her lips trembled, trying to find words, but after a short silence, she simply nodded. I felt her body relax through my etheric connection with the tendrils. Her tense muscles softened, obedient. Such a good girl. Willing, despite herself.

"Good, good," I whispered, leaning in for a kiss. "Just like that." Her lips parted, and her tongue instinctively met mine, melding together in a slow, deliberate dance, as if she was locked in a kiss with the man she loved. I was really starting to like this dim little girl.

"Now we can truly begin, my dear Velda," I murmured.

I focused, maneuvering a fifth radiant tendril of energy to coil lower, gliding over the soft, trembling skin of her inner thigh. It hovered for a moment, savoring the anticipation, before brushing against her entrance—already slick, already prepared for what was to come.

◆◆◆

A moan tore from Velda’s lips as the ethereal tendril slipped inside her. She let out a shrill moan, her body trembling, adjusting to the invasion. Through my arcane connection, I could feel her—her warmth, her tightness, the way her walls clenched in instinctive response. It was intoxicating.

I clenched my thighs, a thrill coursing through me. Suddenly, I felt so alive—being in control again. Having someone completely at my mercy. She was a puppet in my hands; at any moment, I could snap her in half like a twig. But my intentions were far more altruistic.

Slowly, I increased the force of my assault, lifting her higher, letting the tendril penetrate her as deeply as it could without breaking her. I expanded it inside her, stretching her walls to their limit. She moaned like an animal in heat, her juices dripping onto the cold stone floor below.

"Mistress Cassandra... This is... this... is?" she moaned through each word, her breasts swaying with each thrust of my magical appendage.

I smirked. "This is what, my little Velda?"

"Amazing..." she gasped between moans.

I chuckled, pleased. "I told you it would be good, didn't I? Now let's see how much more you can take. The more of a sobbing, dripping mess you are, the better the milk will be. At least, that's the theory."

Two tendrils coiled around her breasts, teasing her swollen nipples, circling them gently, drawing out the pleasure. Not milking her. Not yet—that would come soon enough.

Another tendril hovered over her puckered little asshole.

She's a good girl, she can take it.

"Mistress Cassandra... I've never..." she pleaded.

Before she could finish, the purple tendril of light disappeared inside her tight hole. Now, I had filled her completely, pierced every hole, holding her suspended in midair. Her moans turned to screams.

"Oh... Gods... Gods..." she screamed at the top of her lungs as the tendrils plunged in and out of her holes in a steady rhythm.

I sighed, amused. "While I'm glad you're having fun, we can't have you screaming, my cute little dimwit. The villagers might hear, and the last thing I need is more rumors about me. And what if your husband heard you?"

Yet another tendril slithered into her mouth, muffling her moans. Through the connection, I felt her tongue instinctively wrap around it, tracing its length with practiced flicks... Such a wonderful girl. Her husband must be a very happy man.

"This is not your husband, you know," I chided. "You don't have to lick it that hard."

In response, she only gave me a muffled cry.

I increased the pace of all the tendrils further. They moved in and out of her with perfect rhythm and precision. I felt her body convulse around the restraints, her muscles tightening, her entrance squeezing my tendril harder and harder. Finally, she had reached the peak. I continued my merciless assault as her body kept convulsing.

Now is the time. To milk her. To drain this quivering animal.

I guided her body with the tendrils, positioning her above me so that her massive teats hung just above, gently dripping milk onto my hat. I looked up and latched onto her puffy nipples with my lips. Her milk flowed almost immediately, aided by gravity and my tendril squeezing it out of her breast. The taste was indeed richer, thicker. Better. Her convulsions of pleasure only made the yield greater.

Time to complete the experiment.

I suspended her above the cauldron, where the rest of the elixir brewed, quietly bubbling with arcane energy.

I focused my attention on the tendrils around her breasts now. They coiled around each one and squeezed. Squeezed them tightly, violently. Another muffled moan from my little milk cow and suddenly thick spurts of milk began spraying from her teats, thick and creamy, straight into the cauldron where the elixir bubbled.

Velda shuddered in pleasure, as I squeezed her fertile young body like a sponge above my cauldron. I milked and milked until there was nothing left, until her udders were completely empty. All the while never for a second stopping my relentless assault on the rest of her body.

Finally, when even the strongest squeeze of my tendrils would yield nothing but a few drops I put her down on the rough stone floor gently and unsummoned the tentacles.

And now for the moment of truth.

I mixed the elixir. The color was what I had expected— a deep, almost glowing orange. My eyes gleamed with excitement. But did it work?

Only one way to find out. I dipped my ladle into the cauldron and drank.

A rush of euphoria, I could feel the mana coursing through my veins. Setting each nerve alight. For the briefest second my body felt lighter, stronger...And then...Nothing.

Dammit.

Even with the stimulation, regular human milk was not enough! I had hoped, prayed it wouldn’t come to this. Hoped that I could find a suitable substitute for the formula.

Velda lay panting on the floor, her nude curves glistening obscenely with milk and sweat. I helped her to her feet, her massive teats now drained, their milk useless in my cauldron.

“Did I…Did I do well, Mistress Cassandra?” she asked with a simple innocence. That poor thing, I really enjoyed playing with her.

“You did all you could,” I reassured her as I handed her the promised two silvers after she got dressed. There was no point in explaining myself.

“Thank you. If you ever…need me again.” she hesitated, “you can always find me in the village.” she said, a dark hunger flashing in her eye. Poor thing, I had shown her pleasures that few mortals ever get to experience. Her milk was useless, but as a distraction…

“I might summon you again. Have a good night, Velda.” I dismissed her.

Alone in my tower again. The impotent elixir bubbling lazily in the cauldron. This left me no choice. There would be no workaround. I would have to secure hucow milk. I would have to go to… I shuddered…

Bullwood Creamery.


Chapter 4 

A Visit to the Creamery

I stood before the imposing wooden gate adjusting my outfit. It had been years since I had worn my official alchemist's garb. I had to put my best foot forward. The pristine purple silks hugging my curves, the wide brim of my witch's hat adjusted to the perfect angle.

So this was it? Bullwood Creamery. It looked more fortress than ranch. Its tall white stone walls stretched in either direction, impenetrable. Above the sturdy wooden gate, the Bullwood insignia loomed— a bull’s head, its coiling horns framing a single star in the sky in the sky.

A voice called out from within. "State your name and purpose of visit. You're on land under the direct jurisdiction of the the crown."

"Cassandra Thornevale, royal alchemist…" I hesitated, the word bitter in my mouth before I finally forced it out. "Former...Royal Alchemist. Here to see the Creamwright Cassius Bullwood with a request."

A pause. Then, "Hold."

Minutes passed. I waited, shifting my weight impatiently. Then the gates slowly groaned open.

The estate sprawled out before me, a well-organized expanse of barns and buildings, a large mansion looming in the distance. I knew it was large. But this was bigger than that backwater village I resided in.

And in front of the gate he stood. Cassius Bullwood.

I had heard of him—how could I not? The latest Bullwood heir to inherit the estate, ruthless and elegant in his middle age, silver streaks of hair and a devilish beard framing his stark features. He carried himself with an effortless regality, more royalty than rancher. Of course he did. Hucow milk was the kingdom’s favorite delicacy, and the Bullwood family had held an unshakable monopoly on the formula that transformed girls into hucows for millennia. Many had tried replicating it, none had had success. It was said that only the latest Bullwood heir was privy to all of its secrets.

"Ahh, Lady Cassandra," he greeted smoothly, his voice dripping with faux warmth. I shuddered.

"Such a pleasant surprise. I had heard you had taken residence nearby, but to have you grace me with your presence… truly an honor."

All politeness and courtesy, as was to be expected. But I couldn't let my guard down. The man was a shark, a predator.

I met his gaze levelly. "Lord Cassius. It is a pleasure to finally make your acquaintance. I actually came with a request."

"Ah, a request! How might a humble rancher help a brilliant mind such as yourself? Anything I can do to help. But first—" he gestured towards the sprawling estate, "—how about a tour of Bullwood Creamery?"

I hesitated. A tour? I didn't need a tour. But more information could prove invaluable.

"I would be honored," I said, falling in step beside him.

◆◆◆

Cassius led me through the grounds.

"You've come just in time. The stock here in barn seven...They should be in the middle of their morning milking," he said with a wide grin, swinging the door open.

Inside, rows of pens. Animal pens. Girls were lined up agains the railing of each one, their engorged breasts attached to milking machines. They were all so young, so beautiful. Some of them had their bellies engorged, full- ready to burst. Their heavy, pendulous breasts swayed with each rhythmic tug of the suction cups latched onto their stiff nipples. The air was thick with the scent of warm milk and sweat,soft moans echoed through the barn. Some barely moved, lost in a dazed euphoria, while others twitched excitedly at every pulse of the machines.

I had thought Velda was an animal when I milked her. But these? These were not girls. They truly were livestock. Docile, Pliant and oh, so full. An entirely different category of being, their previous lives stripped away and reshaped into something... more.

"You see...At Bullwood our cows want for nothing. They are fed the finest foods, in the realm, feasting like nobles. We massage them and bathe them, let them relax, pamper them..." he explained proudly, gliding past the pens, "Yet to be a Bullwood hucow...It means to be always producing. So the milkings need to happen every day, like clockwork. Otherwise our poor little things get too full. Painfully full." he chuckled.

Cassius stopped himself in front of one of the pens. A pretty girl, no older than twenty, her long blonde hair matted in sweat, was mooing softly with each rhythmic pull of the machines. She looked up at us, her eyes glazed in pleasure.

"Hello, Master Cassius." she greeted him with a smile.

"Good morning, my dear." he scratched her behind the ear, "This here is Lilly. She joined the Bullwood herd just a month ago, but she’s already producing so much." He stroked her head affectionately. For a moment, I couldn't look away.

This Lilly was a beautiful creature—her form full and ripe, her soft features relaxed in blissful contentment. She moaned softly as the suction cups pulled at her udders, her thick cream feeding into the machine. The cream. That is all I needed. All I was here for. And yet...

There was a simplicity to her existence, a purity of purpose. No ambitions, no failures, no bitter exile. Just warmth, pleasure, and purpose. For a split second I found myself envying her. Imagining myself in her place.

Master Cassius continued, snapping me out of my shameful reverie, "And we just got the news yesterday. The seed took. Her belly should start expanding soon and we expect her milk production to further increase." he said, like an artisan proud of his work.

I watched, struggling to keep my expression neutral. I had read about this. The Bullwood process.The induction, the milking, the regular breeding to maintain the milk at peak production. But seeing it up close was… different. These girls, once human, reduced to something else entirely, their sole purpose redefined before my eyes. Something stirred within me.

"So, Lady Cassandra, what is this request you have of me?" His smile was knowing. "Much as I enjoy showing off my livestock, I’m sure you’re not just here for a field trip."

I straightened. Now was my moment.

"Lord Cassius," I steeled myself, "I am conducting an experiment that is of utmost importance to the kingdom's security. And for that I would need..." I hesitated, "I would need one of your hucows."

"Out of the question." His response was instant. Sharp.

I blinked. "Excuse me?"

"You see, Cassandra, as much as I respect you as a mage and alchemist, you have to understand that the Bullwood formula is one of the most closely guarded secrets in the kingdom. All of my stock here… it’s owned by the crown. I can sell it, I can lend it, but each transaction requires the approval of King Udder himself. And last I heard—" he smirked, "—you are no longer one of his trusted cohorts."

I stiffened. Foiled yet again.

Damn King Udder. Damn Cassius. Damn these fools standing in my way.

Before I opened my mouth to protest Cassius continued, "I hope you understand," his voice dripping with faux sympathy. "But I can offer you something else." His grin widened. "A demonstration, if you will."

I raised an eyebrow.

"You see, we have a new induction today—a beautiful young thing from the city. I must attend to her transformation post haste. You are welcome to join me and see how the Bullwood magic happens first hand. Truly a rare privilege. A scholar of your standing would surely find the process… enlightening." Cassius smirked, "She’s been strapped in the induction laboratory for a while now. You are welcome to join me." he grinned widely.

I hesitated. What was the point? I couldn't get the milk, I couldn't get a hucow. But this might give me some clue. Something to work with.

"Lord Cassius," I said. "It would be an honor."

He smiled. "Excellent."


Chapter 5

 A Bullwood Induction

Cassius led me through the hallways of the facility, his steps slow, deliberate. The air was thick with warmth, scented with something sweet and cloying—something I dared not name. We reached the induction room, its heavy oak doors parting with a deep groan. Inside, lying on a leather table, was a girl.

"Lady Cassandra, this here is Sheila," Cassius gestured lazily, stepping closer to her. "A fine volunteer, one who sought out Bullwood after her family fell upon hard times."

Sheila was breathtaking. Long black hair pooled over the table’s edge, her soft white skin almost glowing in the dim lantern light. Her chest rose and fell in steady rhythm, her body already prepared for what was to come.

I swallowed. Something stirred inside me. I remembered Velda, the way she writhed beneath me. My fingers twitched at my side. Was this anticipation?

"Now, I will begin the process," Cassius continued smoothly. "The Bullwood induction is a two-step method. First, we administer the aphrodisiac. This makes the second step—inducing milk production—much, much more pleasant for our future cows."

Sheila shifted uncomfortably on the leather, but she did not protest. She had chosen her faith.

"This particular aphrodisiac was formulated by Alaric, the royal alchemist. A true marvel, how quickly it works."

Alaric. My blood boiled at the mention of that name.

Cassius retrieved a syringe filled with a shimmering, honey-colored liquid. Without hesitation, he pressed it into the girl’s inner thigh.

“Ouch!” she squealed on the leather table.

“There there, my dear. You’ll feel it soon.” Cassius whispered reassuringly.

Suddenly Sheila gasped, her breath quickening. How delicious she looked, naked and panting on that leather operating table.

Cassius trailed a single finger down the length of her stomach, watching as she quivered beneath his touch. "See? Increased sensitivity. Almost immediately," he said smugly, looking at me. "Try it yourself."

Trembling, I moved in closer, leaning down. I pressed my lips softly against the curve of her milky-white neck. Sheila quivered, her breasts jiggling as a desperate sound slipped from her throat. That same, wanton cry Velda had made when overwhelmed by the tendrils.It was intoxicating.

"You seem to have a penchant for this, Lady Cassandra," Cassius chuckled. "The Bullwood elixir is out of the question. But I can secure you more of the aphrodisiac if you like?"

“That…would not be needed, Lord Cassius, thank you.” I managed to compose myself and reply.

Remember why youare here, Cassandra!

Cassius continued, “Now, now…It’s time for the final step. He reached for an ornate chest close to the leather table where Sheila lay. From inside, he produced a vial filled with a thick, milky substance, glowing faintly. My eyes widened. I didn’t need an explanation.

"The pride and joy of Bullwood," he announced, holding it aloft. "The Bullwood Elixir."

My fingers twitched again. If only I had one vial. Just one…

Sheila moaned softly, as I turned back to watch as Cassius injected the elixir into her. The needle plunged into the soft flesh of her inner thigh.

Moments later, her body responded. Her breasts, already perky, began to swell before my eyes. The transformation was mesmerizing. Her soft mounds expanded outward, defying gravity as they grew fuller and heavier. I couldn't tear my gaze away, my own nipples hardening in response.

"Exquisite," Cassius murmured, his voice thick with desire. He reached out, cupping one of Sheila's enlarging breasts, testing its weight and texture. “You see, m’lady, the milk is already building up. The elixir is quite efficient,” he said gently, squeezing her breast.

Sheila gasped at his touch, her back arching. "Oh Gods," she moaned, her hands flying to her chest. "I can feel it... so full..."

I shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of the growing dampness between my thighs. My breath came in short pants as I watched Sheila's bosom continue to expand.

“You still have a little growing to do, my dear new hucow…” Cassius said, caressing her expanding mounds.

"How big?" Sheila whimpered, her eyes wide with shock.Her skin took on a taut, shiny quality as it stretched to accommodate this new size. Faint blue veins become visible beneath the surface, the glow of the magical elixir coursing through them and coaxing the milk faintly visible.

“Seems like they’ve filled up.” Cassius said with a grin. Sheila arched her back on the table, thrusting her chest forward. A bead of creamy white liquid formed at the tip of each engorged nipple.

"Oh Gods," she whimpered, her hips bucking involuntarily. "I'm so sensitive..."

“Good girl, good girl…” Cassius Patted her head gently. “You are now officially my property. My cow.” He said leaning in, his eyes gleaming with lust. He rolled one of her puffy nipples between his fingers, coaxing the milk out, bringing it to his mouth. “Delicious.”

Sheila's gasp of pleasure sent a jolt straight to my core. I squirmed in my seat, fighting the urge to send my hand down my own robes.to seek my own pleasure. The milk was beading on her nipples, a trickle at first,slowly, then leaking, thick and creamy, onto the table below.

"How does it feel?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Incredible," Sheila panted. "Like I'm going to burst... but in the best way possible. So full... so heavy..." She moaned again, louder this time. "I need... I need..."

"What is it, my sweet little cow?" Cassius asked, his voice low and commanding.

"Release," Sheila whimpered. "Please... I need release..."

“Very well then…” Cassius smirked, “Now, Lady Cassandra, the first milking is quite important. The cow is still in a heightened state of arousal and the extracted milk is…sweeter…thicker. Usually we have the girls hooked up to machines as soon as they start leaking.” he explained.

Then, a devilish grin on his face as his eyes met mine “But seeing that you’re my esteemed guest, I propose you help me do this old-fashioned Bullwood way.” he beckoned me towards the table where his newly transformed subject lay, panting, blushing, cream leaking from her puffed up nipples.

Remember why you’re here Cassandra! Focus.

But it was too late. My body moved before my mind, my desire betraying me.I cupped her soft, newly engorged flesh. Sheila moaned, arching her engorged chest into my hand, already drenched in her milk.

“No need to hesitate, Lady Cassandra,” Cassius beckoned me. “A cow’s first milk is truly exquisite. The rarest of delicacies.”

And that’s all the invitation I needed. I leaned over the poor girl, suckling on her nipple greedily. The sweet cream filled my mouth immediately. So rich, so thick.

I gulped it down. This was not Velda’s milk. This was a real hucow. I latched on harder, Sheila’s moans in rhythm with my pulls.

She twisted and squirmed,"Please—" her voice was breathy, needy. "Please, Master Cassius. Use me."

“Poor thing, you need release from the aphrodisiac don’t you.”He said, already disrobing.

My eyes grew wide at the sight of Cassius’s engorged cock.

How long had it been since I had had a mate!

He positioned himself between Sheila's trembling thighs.

“Please, Master. Please…” She whimpered, raising her hips to meet him. He thrust forward, coaxing a scream of ecstasy from the poor little hucow.

I continued to suckle greedily, the sweet nectar intoxicating, potent. The rhythmic motions of Cassius’s movement only strengthened the flow of the milk. Sheila's moans grew louder, more desperate as he plunged in and out of her needy little hole.

Cassius's pace quickened, grunting with pleasure. The examination table creaked with each thrust.

“Take it you, little cow! You belong to Bullwood now. You serve this cock!”

“Yes…master…breed your cow please…” she moaned.

My breath came shallow, my thighs pressing together as I suckled and suckled on the neverending stream of creamy nectar. Cassius drove into her with wild animalistic thrusts. He was lost in her. Lost in his work. Now.

Remember why you are here Cassandra!

This was my chance. Still, attached to her nipple, still lost in pleasure I cast the spell silently. Non-verbal magic was a specialty of mine.

I could feel the mage hand, invisible, floating next to me, Cassius and Sheila none the wiser. My invisible hand drifted toward the chest, slipping inside, fingers curling around a cool glass vial. I guided it away, steady, unseen.

Cassius groaned. Sheila cried out. And just as he reached his peak, just as he pulled out his cock and explode in thick ropes over her belly, almost getting in my face, still attached to her udder—

Just then—

The invisible hand slipped under my robes and tucked the vial inside. It was mine.

I stood up, smoothing my skirts, my face composed as Cassius finally withdrew from the moaning mess of a cow, stroking her milk-drenched body with a satisfied sigh.

“Apologies, Lady Cassandra. I got a bit carried away with the process.” he explained, all regal composure again. “And this is how we make a Bullwood Hucow. Sheila here will be sent to her pen and we will begin milking her and training immediately.”

I smiled "Thank you, Lord Cassius. This was truly enlightening."

He smirked, fixing his attire. "I’m glad."

With one last glance at Sheila—ruined, dripping, content—I turned to leave the estate, the vial tucked safely in my robes. My hands trembled at my sides. I had what I needed. But why, then, did I feel so…

I did not let myself finish the thought.


Chapter 6

The Transformation

I finally had it. The Bullwood serum. The vial of thick, pearlescent liquid sat in my palm as I slammed the door to my tower shut behind me. Cassius and his creamery had been worth tolerating for this. My redemption was within reach, mere days away.

But I needed a test subject. Someone to produce the milk.

Velda? No. The thought flickered briefly before I dismissed it. I wouldn’t do that to the poor thing; she had a family, a husband, a child.

No, this was a rare opportunity. A controlled experiment. And the only viable subject… was myself.

My body, my mana—it could neutralize any poison, any elixir. No biomantic transformation would ever risk becoming permanent.

Cassandra Thornevale could handle this.

I could turn into one of those... creatures, procure what I needed, and turn back. Such was my power. Or so I told myself. A part of me, a growing part, just wanted to see what it was like, experience what those girls in their pens experienced, their udders full.

No! This is for science!

Taking the necessary precautions, I drew a magic circle on the floor. This would amplify my aura if needed, help me turn the serum in my veins once I had gotten all I needed. A failsafe. A precaution. Nothing more.

I stepped into the center and disrobed, taking one last glance at my own nude form. Following what Cassius had done, I steadied my breath and plunged the syringe into my inner thigh.

Heat bloomed beneath my skin, a quiet warmth at first—spreading, growing, swelling. My chest tightened as a deep, throbbing pressure took hold, my flesh stretching, reshaping. I gasped as my breasts began to swell, rounding out, filling, becoming impossibly full. My nipples stiffened, growing sensitive to the slightest shift in temperature.

I cupped them, feeling the unnatural weight, the plush softness yielding beneath my grasp—firm and heavy, as if made to be touched, to be milked. The sight of them—ripe, engorged, glistening—sent a pulse of heat through my core.

So this is what being a hucow feels like.

And now all I had to do was coax the milk. My fingers dug into the soft flesh, kneading it gently, coaxing, teasing. Involuntarily, I began moaning, intoxicated with the act. I stood there, rhythmically squeezing myself, nude on the floor in the middle of my magic circle.

Then suddenly, something warm and wet beaded at my fingertips.

Milk.

A breathless laugh left my lips. I was producing it. The sacred milk.

The beads grew larger and larger until eventually, each squeeze brought forth a stream of thick cream spraying onto the floor.

It was ready. I was ripe.

Excited, I hurried to my cauldron, leaning over it carefully. I massaged my full, aching breasts, coaxing thick, creamy droplets into the waiting potion. The moment the first drops fell, the concoction reacted, turning a brilliant golden hue.

Success. I didn't even have to test it this time. The serum worked. Cassandra Thornevale had done it!

And now… to reverse the effects, to record my findings.

But first… a taste.

I couldn't resist, the memory of Sheila's first milk still on my lips. I needed to taste myself, to experience this again. I brought my heavy, engorged udder to my lips and pulled.

Just a taste. Then I would turn back and get to my work.

The taste—Gods, the taste!

It was richer, sweeter than Sheila's, sweeter than Velda's. Of course, it was. I was no ordinary stock. I suckled on my milk greedily—the cream intoxicating, thick with etheric power. My knees buckled, a moan slipping free. I wanted more.

No—I needed more.

Something inside me snapped. I fell to my hands and knees. It felt so natural. So right. I needed friction. Something. Anything.

The couch in the back of the room. Instinctively, I mounted its rest, rubbing my wet slit against it like an animal in heat, my own breast still in my mouth. My pussy throbbed with want, with need.

It wasn’t enough.

Trembling, I wove a spell—the tendrils emerged from my back again. I needed more. One plunged into my hot, waiting hole immediately.

"Oh gods!" I moaned, throwing my head back, lost in ecstasy, writhing as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me.

But... the research... the elixir... my place in the court...

To hell with it all! I positioned myself on all fours, driving another tendril into my asshole, stuffing me. My milk was spilling on the ground, leaking everywhere.

I never wanted this to end. Orgasm after orgasm crashed over me. Hours must have passed. Eventually, I lost the ability to hold the tendrils spell active. I was just writhing on the floor, desperately chugging my own milk, weakly plunging my wand inside me, all mana drained from my body.

Suddenly, through the haze of ecstasy, I heard a noise.

The door creaked open. And there, silhouetted in the flickering candlelight, stood Cassius.

And beside him—

Alaric. The court alchemist! The damned pervert.

Cassius smirked down at me as I lay sprawled on the floor, flushed, trembling, dripping with my own milk. "Well… well… well… what do we have here?"


Chapter 7

The Fall

I lay in a heap on the ground, my body trembling with exhaustion, my mana completely drained. Those tendrils, they had been plunging in and out of me until I could no longer hold the spell. My mind swam in a fog of bliss, barely registering the presence of the two figures standing over me.

But why is Alaric here!

"Lady Cassandra," Cassius began in that self-satisfied tone of his,. "To steal from Bullwood. To think we wouldn’t notice a vial of the most precious substance in the kingdom going missing…” he shook his head. “I must say, I’m disappointed. But I had to get Alaric and rush here. You see, the effects of the Bullwood serum can be … irreversible."

Alaric. I blinked up at him, confusion flickering briefly before fading into irrelevance. What was he doing here?

Alaric, the middle aged alchemist clicked his tongue, crouching slightly to examine me. "Well if it isn’t the brilliant alchemist Cassandra. I never thought I’d see my rival reduced to such a state."

I wanted to protest, to say something back. But I was too weak, too exhausted. The only thing on my mind, the pure carnal pleasure of being milked and bred.

Cassius chuckled, unbothered. "Now, now, Alaric. I brought you here to save her." He held up a small vial, its contents shimmering faintly. "That antidote you developed...It will come in handy after all. And it seems like we are not too late."

Antidote? The word barely registered before my lips moved on their own. "I don’t want an antidote."

Their gazes flicked to me as I pressed my cheek to the cold stone floor, my body still aching, throbbing. I needed more. More heat, more touch, more stimulation.

I swung my hips into the air, presenting to them like an animal in heat. "I don’t want an antidote. I want to be bred like the fertile cow I am."

“Didn’t realize the star pupil of Windhaven college was such a filthy slut.” Alaric chuckled, spanking my ass. “And there I was thinking you were just a stuck-up bitch, too good for the rest of us. I let out a moan. I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

I reached out, grasping at Cassius’s leg, nuzzling against it, my breath coming in soft, pleading whimpers. "Please don’t give me the antidote. I want to be like this forever. Use me. Make me a cow. Breed me like that girl at your estate."

Alaric surveyed the room, his gaze fixed on the cauldron where the potion bubbled. He leaned over to take a whiff. His eyes widened in realization.

"By the gods, Cassius… She's done it! This is more potent than anything I’ve created. And I had to mate a hucow with a minotaur to get a fraction of these results." He looked at Cassius. "It must be her strong mana making the milk even more powerful."

Somewhere deep within me, a flicker of pride stirred at his words.

Of course it was better than whatever third grade snake-oil you cooked up, old man. I am Cassandra Thornvale.

But it didn’t matter. None of it mattered anymore. I clung to Cassius’s leg, pressing my swollen, heavy udders against him, staining his pants with my cream. I looked up at him with wide, desperate eyes.

"I don’t care anymore," I whispered, my voice trembling. "Master… Masters, please just use me."

Cassius exhaled a slow, pleased sigh, brushing his fingers through my hair. "Very well, then. It seems our alchemist has made her choice."

He unfastened his trousers, his thick cock springing free before me. My mouth watered at the sight. I licked my lips, my pussy clenching in instinctual need. Cassius gripped my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. "Coat me, little cow. I want to feel your milk on my cock."

A thrill shot through me at his command. Eagerly, I cupped my swollen udders, kneading them, coaxing warm, creamy milk from my stiff nipples. It dribbled onto his shaft, thick and glistening, soaking his veiny length in my essence.

Cassius hummed in approval, his cock twitching under the warm, creamy coating. "Excellent," he murmured, stroking himself, spreading my milk along his length. "And now, little cow... show us your devotion."

Like a beast in heat, I lunged forward, taking him into my mouth greedily. I suckled, worshipped, my tongue lapping at the mixture of their heat and my milk, taking him as deep as I could, choking and moaning, desperate for his approval.

Alaric positioned himself next to Cassius and I eagerly gobbled him down. "She really is nothing but a filthy little cow now," Alaric mused, pulling my hair as he fucked my throat mercilessly. "Who would have thought the Great Cassandra Thornevale just needed a cock shoved in her to make her bearable?"

“She’s an animal in heat, Alaric, she needs release.” Cassius said, kneeling behind me, his hands gliding over my trembling form. My body was still slick with milk and sweat, my swollen breasts aching, my nipples stiff and needy.

His fingers teased my leaking flesh, squeezing my heavy udders before giving my tender clit a teasing flick. "Should we oblige her, Alaric?"

"I think it would be cruel not to," Alaric replied with a smirk.

Cassius positioned himself behind me, his thick twitching cock, spreading my pussy lips open, hovering maddeningly at my opening. I shook my hips, pressed them against him, desperate for his girth inside me. Finally, mercifully, he plunged his cock in my eager cunt. They took me together—Alaric filling my mouth, Cassius taking my dripping, eager cunt. I moaned around Alaric’s cock as Cassius pounded into me from behind, their rough, relentless thrusts driving me further and further away from sanity, from my former life.

My udders swung heavily, milk spurting freely onto the stone floor.

"Please… Masters!" I sobbed between moans, my vision hazy with bliss. "Just fuck this dirty cow! Milk my heavy udders!"

Cassius drove into me harder, faster. Gripping the meat of my ass hard enough to draw blood. He pounded me, relentlessly, holding my twitching meaty ass while he drove his length deep into my insides. My body was no longer my own—it belonged to them...To my masters… To be used, milked, bred.

Pleasure built to an unbearable peak, my body convulsing as ecstasy crashed over me. I came undone, my juices soaking Cassius’s cock as my milk sprayed onto the stone floor beneath us. I moaned around Alaric’s shaft as he groaned.

“I’ve wanted to fuck your haughty little mouth since you were a student at Windhaven.” he groaned driving his cock deep down my throat. His seed spilling exploding inside me, thick and viscous. Instinctively I pulled away for breath. But he held my head firmly.

“Every last drop, little witch.”

Cassius’s orgasm followed soon after. Just before he was about to explode I felt him pull out, spraying his hot thick seed on my bare back.

“Delightful as she is, I don’t breed the stock.” he explained to Alaric, matter of factly.

So this is what I am now. Stock.

I slumped forward, my body trembling, a spent, dripping mess between them.

Alaric stood, adjusting his attire as he glanced down at me with amusement. "You take her back to Bullwood Creamery, Cassius. I’ll stay here and study her serum…Hucow slut or not, her research will be invaluable."

Bullwood Creamery? The memory of the milking machines flashed. My breasts still felt heavy, swollen with cream, aching for release.

"Master Cassius, please," I whimpered softly, shifting on the floor, my body sensitive from overuse."I need release."

Cassius smirked, crouching beside me, his fingers brushing along the curve of my breast, squeezing gently, making more warm milk dribble down my already sticky skin. "Poor thing," he mused, tilting my chin up so our eyes met. "We need to get you to Bullwood and drain you right away!"


Chapter 8

A Cow in Her Pen

I awoke to the familiar sound of the rooster just outside the barn, the soft chime of the bell around my neck accompanying my every movement. Already, the bulls and farm hands were hard at work, setting up the milking machines and waking up my sleepier sisters. The gentle ringing of the bell around my neck reminded me of who I was, of where I belonged.

How long has it been?

Days? Weeks? Months? I couldn’t remember. I didn’t need to. Time was blurring into a single blissful haze. My life was simple now—being milked, bred, used for the pleasure of my masters. No worries, no ambitions, no struggles. Just the sweet, endless cycle of service.

I had been so foolish before, so obsessed with meaningless pride. Rank, reputation—what use had I for such things? I was a cow, and that was all I needed to be. Around me, the other hucows, my dear sisters, moaned contentedly in their stalls, their bodies heavy with sweet cream, same as mine. I belonged here. I was one of them.


◆◆◆

One of the farmhands approached my pen, clipboard in hand. He was dressed in the simple work clothes of Bullwood’s ranchers, his muscles straining against his sleeves.

"Pen 12. Cassandra, huh?" He snorted, shaking his head. "That’s a mouthful. Not a good name for a cow."

I tilted my head, blinking up at him obediently.

He grinned, tapping his pen against the board. "I’ll call you Cassie."

Cassie.

Not Cassandra Thorvale, the royal alchemist. Not Cassandra Thorvale, the disgraced witch.

Cassie. A Bullwood Hucow.

I smiled. I didn’t care. The weight of my old life had long since melted away, drowned in the thick streams of milk that now flowed endlessly from my body.

"Now, Cassie," the farmhand continued, stepping up to my pen, "get in position. Udders over the railing. Gotta get that milk out. You look about ready to burst."

"Yes, sir!" I answered eagerly, my voice sweet, docile. Without hesitation, I shifted forward, lifting my heavy udders over the wooden railing, my nipples already leaking small beads of milk in anticipation.

"Already leaking, huh? Looks painful."

I let out a needy little moo. Longer sentences were getting more and more difficult to form. It didn't matter.

The farmhand traced the swollen curve of my udders before he grabbed a suction cup from the milking machine and latched it onto my left nipple, then my right one. A soft gasp left my lips as the device sealed around me, forming a tight, pulsing suction.

The Bullwood milking machines—once, I had studied their diagrams, understood the exact alchemical reactions that powered them. Now I just longed for them to milk me dry.

The farmhand flipped the switch and I felt the rhythmic tugging begin almost immediately, the steady pulses pulling at my flesh, thick streams of cream flowing from my nipples into the tubes. My eyes fluttered shut in bliss as the pressure in my breasts eased, the relief washing over me in warm, milky waves of pleasure.

"That’s it, Cassie," the farmhand nodded approvingly, stroking my hair. "Let it all out."

I moaned softly as the machine continued its work, my udders throbbing with pleasure as my milk flowed freely.

"She sure is heavy today, isn't she?" I heard a familiar voice through my blissful haze.

Master Cassius.

"I will take it from here, Bernard. " he said, dismissing the farmhand.

"Yes, Master Cassius."

"My dear Cassandra," he said, stroking my hair. "I hope you're having a wonderful morning." I mooed contentedly at his touch.

"I will bring you some news. " he said. "Thanks to your research, thanks to your milk, the kingdom of Lactia is finally turning the tide of the war."

His words barely registered. History? Research? I let out a soft moo, uninterested. Such things no longer mattered.

Cassius chuckled, running his fingers along my jaw. "Seems like you're not so concerned with the fate of the kingdom or alchemical research anymore, my dear cow. That's fine. I have another piece of news you might find more interesting."

I glanced up at him, the rhythmic suction on my nipples unyielding, making it hard to focus.

"Master...?"

"Thanks to our string of victories on the battlefield, we have finally managed to secure a mate for your breeding. A proper one. Worthy of your stature. Aren't you excited?"

Excited? A mate? A deep, instinctual thrill shot through me. What greater joy could there be than to be mated? To fulfill my purpose as a simple animal?

"Yes, master!" I answered cheerfully.

"Good girl. I knew that would interest you. Now I will come get you after your milking and you can meet him. Be a good girl and give us lots of heavy cream today too!" he said warmly.

"Yes, Master!"

◆◆◆

An hour later, Cassius returned and unlatched me from my pen. I crawled behind him obediently as he led me through the estate.

We entered a smaller building, the scent of musk thick in the air, my legs trembling with anticipation as I followed him inside, my heart pounding.

"Now, my dear Cassandra," Cassius began, "you are not just any hucow. Your milk is powerful, infused with the mana of a great wizard. That is why we needed to find a mate worthy of you—one that will amplify your gifts, producing an offspring that will make your body even more potent."

He gestured toward the center of the room, where a large cage stood, concealed beneath a heavy cloth draped over the bars. The air inside the building was thick with an earthy, primal musk.

"So, with that in mind," he said, his smirk widening, "I want you to meet your bull."

Dramatically Master Cassius pulled down the cloth. Inside the cage stood a minotaur—a towering beast of muscle and fur, his massive frame radiating raw power. His cock, thick and monstrous, hung between his legs, twitching as his dark eyes locked onto me.

Cassius smirked. "Kraal. The War Chieftain of the Minotaurs. Captured alive. Alaric had to cast a few spells to keep him docile, but trust me, he is more than willing." He slapped my bare ass affectionately, and I let out a pleased moo, "A cow like you deserves a bull of the highest caliber."

I barely heard his words, too lost in the sight before me. My gaze was locked onto this Chieftains throbbing cock, my body alight with desperate hunger. Research, alchemy—none of it mattered anymore.

I licked my lips, stepping forward eagerly, my body alight with desperate hunger. "I will do my best, Master."

With a blissful sigh, I climbed into the harness, spreading myself open for my new mate, ready to fulfill my purpose.

I am a Bullwood Girl.

END

Follow my author page to get notified of the continuation of the Witch’s tale - her wild breeding and beyond!


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. I am still working on setting up a newsletter but in case you want to get in touch feel free to email me at parsia@bullwoodbooks.com

Thanks :)
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Keep reading for more Tales from Bullwood Creamery…


More Tales from Bullwood Creamery…

Shared Before My Eyes at the Hucow Tavern

Of Milk, Lust & Loss

[image: ]

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  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.


[image: ]

Deep in the heart of the kingdom of Lactia lies Bullwood Creamery, an elite estate where only the finest stock is raised, nurtured, and perfected to satisfy the most discerning clientele. Nobles, warlords, and alchemists alike seek its legendary products, knowing that Bullwood’s cows are trained to serve, eager to please, and always overflowing with sweet creamy indulgence…

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

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