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Betty gets lost in a storm and stumbles upon a big farm in the middle of nowhere. She seeks shelter from the thunder and lightning, hiding in a barn and discovers that this place is no ordinary farm!

Suddenly, she surrounded by insatiable hucows and her curiosity gets the better of her… maybe this is the perfect place for her to satisfy her unconventional needs?

-


HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH - Somewhere in the southwest, there is a beautiful farm full of fertile women. Farmer Easton is the third in his family to own the ranch where hucows can roam free and live life bathing in the sun and rolling on the grass. This picturesque farm is where the country’s best hucows produce the world’s most delicious milk and the farmhands are more than willing to do whatever it takes to keep their busty hucows happy.


Trapped on the Ranch is a 5500-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

The rain was pouring. The cold water came down in buckets until my pink dress stuck to my body. The light pink fabric was almost see-through, but thankfully I was alone.

"Why did you do this to yourself, Betty?" I groaned as I stumbled though the trees.

I knew why, I'd always liked being outdoors and exploring. Camping was one of my favorite past times. Recently, I'd taken up wandering around the country side, enjoying the sight of open land with no one around.

Except for now, when I was trapped in a horrible downpour.

I shivered, wishing I'd thought ahead and not chosen a sundress and boots. My wavy brown hair was plastered to my face, and my green eyes squinted against the rain. I cursed myself for not checking the weather before heading out on this impromptu hike.

The lush, green trail had been a welcoming sight this morning, but now it was a muddy, slippery mess. I clung to the slippery roots and branches, trying to stay upright. The woods were eerily quiet except for the patter of rain and the distant rumble of thunder.

Up ahead, I spotted a break in the trees. A path? Or someone's driveway?

It didn't matter. I needed shelter, and fast. The storm was fierce, and I was exhausted from the hike and the cold. I slipped once, twice, before I finally made it to the gravel path. A large, weathered sign greeted me: "Hucow Sanctuary Ranch - Private Property."

"Great," I muttered, wiping the rain from my eyes. "Just my luck."

I hesitated, looking up the long driveway. The ranch house was visible in the distance, a warm and inviting sight. I could see a porch light on, and the curtains were drawn. I couldn't tell if someone was home, but I had to try.

I ran up the gravel path to the front of the house and knocked. But, there was no answer. The windows were dark.

"Great," I groaned. I checked my phone, even though I knew the battery died an hour ago. The black screen mocks me.

"This is going to win me a Darwin award for sure." I muttered, wiping the rain from my face. "But I'm not dying out here."

I spotted a barn behind the house, its doors slightly ajar. It was my only option. I dashed towards it, slip-sliding on the muddy ground. Inside, the air was thick with the scent of hay and animals. It was warm, and I could hear a gentle snuffling coming from one of the stalls.

"Hello?" I called out, my voice echoing in the cavernous space. "Anyone home?"

No response. I found a pile of old blankets in the corner and wrapped one around myself, shivering.

The rain pounded on the tin roof, echoing through the barn like a thousand tiny drummers. I couldn't see much in the dim light, but it didn't seem like the barn was used for regular farm animals. The stalls were bigger, and the equipment was... different.

I took a step closer to one of the stalls, curiosity piqued. A soft moo echoed from within, but this wasn't the usual bovine sound I was familiar with. It was... different, somehow. I peeked over the stall door, and what I saw made me gasp.

A curvy woman was on her hands and knees, her face buried in a bucket of feed. Her massive tits swayed back and forth. Her hips and ass were full, thick and bruised.

"Oh my god," I gasped, ducking back down. "What in the world?"

I'd seen some kinky stuff in my time, but this was... something else. I glanced around, suddenly feeling like I shouldn't be here. But I was cold, wet, and curious.

"Hey, you okay in there?" I called out, my voice barely above a whisper.

The woman lifted her head and turned to me, her eyes wide. "Please, don't tell Farmer Easton I'm awake. He'll punish me."

My eyebrows shot up. Punish her? What kind of place was this? "Who are you?" I asked, stepping closer.

The woman was a mess of bruises and dirt, her hair matted with straw. She looked up at me with fear in her eyes. "I'm Betty. I got lost in the storm and sought shelter here."

The woman hesitated, then said, "I'm Daisy. I... I work here. It's not what you think."

I raised an eyebrow. "It's not? Because from where I'm standing, it looks like some kind of fucked up farm. What are you, a hucow?"

Daisy flinched at the word. "Yeah. But it's not forced, okay?

I choose to be here." Daisy's voice was firm, but her eyes were pleading. "Farmer Easton takes care of us. We're well-fed, safe. It's just... different."

I took a deep breath, trying to process what she was saying. "Safe? You look like you've been through hell, Daisy."

She squirmed slightly, her bruises shining against her pale skin. "It's not as bad as it looks. I love it. Anything is better than going back to the real world."

I was getting freaked out now. There must have been a dozen women in here, all naked and full of milk.

The barn was warm and humid, filled with the smell of hay and something else, something sweet and milky. I swallowed hard, trying to wrap my head around what I was seeing.

"Look, I'm not judging," I said, keeping my voice low. "But this... this isn't right. You shouldn't be... like this."

Daisy looked up at me, her eyes filled with tears. "It's not for everyone, I know. But it's what I want. I like being taken care of, being useful. It's safe here, Betty. No one can hurt me."

I shook my head, unable to understand.

"You should try it," she added.

For some reason, her words gave me pause. I did like bdsm and I was no stranger to a good spanking. But this seemed like it went too far.

"Where is the farmer?" I asked, trying to change the subject.

"He's gone for the weekend, but the farmhands will be around tomorrow to take care of us."

I shivered. I needed to stay warm if I was going to survive the storm.

Daisy jumped as thunder cracked overhead. She let out a whimpering moo and huddled in the hay. "I hate storms," she whispered.

I ignored her, grabbing the blanket from the floor and going deeper into the barn. In a room away from the cows, it was slightly warmer and quieter.

I closed the door behind me and flicked on a light. I gasped at what I saw.


TWO

The walls were lined with cold, metallic tools that looked like bizarre combinations of sex toys and torture devices. There were leather restraints, inspection tables, and countless other things I didn't even know how to describe. At the end of the room was a red door that said "RESTRICTED" on it with a heavy padlock on the handle.

"So these really are hucows," I said to myself.

One toy caught my eye - it was shining steel, long and thick. It looked almost like my favorite dildo back home.

I reached out and ran my fingers along its cold, sleek surface, a shiver running down my spine. I shouldn't have been excited by this place. It was fucked up, wrong on so many levels. But there was something about the forbidden, the taboo, that always got me going.

My inner masochist couldn't help herself. I took the toy down from the wall, feeling the weight in my hands.

Even though I knew I was alone, I looked over my shoulder. No one was here and I wouldn't be able to leave until the storm passed. What harm would it be if I rubbed one out?

No one would ever know. I looked at the toy in my hand, a wicked grin spreading across my face. I could hear the storm raging outside, the wind howling like a wild beast. The perfect soundtrack for what I was about to do.

I placed the toy on the inspection table and pulled off my boots, then slowly peeled off my wet, clinging dress. The cold air hit my naked body, making my nipples harden into tight little buds. I shivered, but it wasn't from the cold. No, this was pure excitement, pure anticipation.

I climbed onto the table, my body slick with sweat and rainwater.

I could feel the cold metal beneath me, a stark contrast to the heat building within me. I spread my legs wide, my heels pressing into the table for leverage. I looked down at my pussy, already glistening with my own juices. Fuck, I was wet.

I gripped the toy in my hand, its cold steel warming to my touch. It was longer and thicker than anything I'd ever used on myself before, but I was eager to take it. I wanted to be filled, stretched. I wanted to feel like I was being used, like I was nothing more than a vessel for pleasure.

There was nothing that I liked more in this world than being used like a fuck doll. But, I wasn't like these girls. No, I was normal. Right?

I pressed the toy against my inner thigh.

I wanted to be fucked hard and rough, to feel the burn of each thrust deep inside me. I wanted to be a filthy little slut, and this place, this fucked up farm, was bringing that side of me out.

I positioned the toy at my entrance, the cool metal head pressing against my hot, wet flesh. I bit my lip as I slowly pushed it inside me, the stretch almost painful, but oh so good. I was already so fucking wet, it slid in easily, inch by inch, until I was filled to the hilt.

"Fuck," I hissed. It felt so fucking good, so fucking filthy.

I could feel every ridge of the cold metal toy inside me, stretching me wide open. I ground my hips against it, the sensation intense, almost too much. But I wanted more. I always wanted more.

I leaned back on my elbows, spreading my legs wider, giving myself a better view. I was a filthy sight, my pussy stretched around that massive toy, my tits heaving with each breath. I pinched one of my nipples, twisting it until it hurt, and then I started to move.

I rocked my hips back and forth, the toy sliding in and out of me with a wet, sucking sound.

The sensation was intense, almost overwhelming. I could feel every inch of that cold, hard metal inside me, stretching me, filling me to the brim. I was so wet, so fucking turned on, I could hear myself, the sounds of my own arousal echoing off the cold metal walls.

I started to move faster, my hips bucking wildly against the toy. I could feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of pleasure in my belly. I wanted to come, to scream out my release, but I also wanted to draw this out, to make it last. I was so fucking wet, so fucking horny, I didn't want this to end.

I wanted to feel like this forever, like a fucking animal in heat. I wanted to be used, to be abused, to be taken and fucked until I couldn't walk straight. But the pleasure was too much. I let out a cry as I let go. My cum squirted out onto the metal table as the toy rolled out of me.

I collapsed, suddenly very sleepy.


THREE

I woke up later, not knowing how much time had passed. The storm was long gone and an eerie quiet filled the air. I was still naked and shivering, my body covered in a thin sheen of sweat. I couldn't believe what I had just done. I was a fucking mess, but I felt alive.

Footsteps echoed outside the room, bringing me back to reality. I quickly grabbed my dress and jumped down from the table. I scurried behind some large metal tanks to hide.

The door creaked open and in walked a tall, muscular man with short brown hair. He was fit and handsome, wearing jeans and a plaid shirt, rolled to his elbows. He had a tool box in his hand.

As soon as the door shut behind him, the man stopped in his tracks. He looked around, sniffing the air.

Oh god, could he smell my pussy?

He strode over to the table where the metal dildo was. "Hmm," he muttered, tracing his finger along the pale smudges of cum and sweat I'd left behind.

I held my breath, terrified.

The man knew someone was here. He was going to find me, and what then? I backed up further behind the tanks. The cold metal bit into my skin, but I barely noticed.

"Who's there?" The man's voice was deep and commanding. "I know you're here. I can smell you."

Fuck. He could smell me. I could only imagine what I smelled like after what I'd just done. I took a deep breath, trying to calm my racing heart. I couldn't let fear control me. I had to think.

The man kicked my boots. "You left your boots."

I looked down at my bare feet.

Shit. I'd completely forgotten about my boots. The man was now crouched down, examining them, his brows furrowed.

"Please," I called out, my voice barely above a whisper but still echoing in the cavernous barn. "Don't hurt me."

The man looked up, his eyes scanning the room before landing on me. I shrank back further behind the tanks, my heart pounding in my chest. he demanded, straightening up and taking a step towards me. "What are you doing here?"

I swallowed hard, trying to find my voice.

"I-I got lost in the storm. I didn't mean to intrude. I'm sorry."

The man studied me for a moment, his expression unreadable. His eyes narrowed. "What the hell are you doing hiding in a hucow barn?"

"I didn't know," I tried to protest.

The farmhand closed the distance between us and grabbed my arm. He brought my hand to his face and breathed in. "It's your cunt I smell. He glanced backwards. Where you... using our equipment?"

"I'm so sorry," I whimpered.

The farmhand, Henry, according to the name embroidered on his shirt, chuckled. "Wow, new candidates don't often just waltz in here."

"I'm not a candidate," I said.

"Oh, I think you are," his eyes glittered darkly. "No bitch in her right mind would hide in here and then fuck herself. You're a kinky little slut, aren't you?"

My face burned bright red. "No," I lied, ignoring the fact that my body was already begging for another orgasm.

"I mean... I just... I was cold. I didn't know where else to go."

Henry's grip on my arm tightened, and he pulled me closer. I could feel the heat radiating off his body, smell the faint scent of hay and sweat. He was strong, and I could feel every muscle in his arm as he held me.

"You're lying," he growled, his voice low and dangerous. "You're a filthy little slut who loves getting fucked, aren't you?"

I felt my pussy clench at his words, and I bit my lip to keep from moaning. "Maybe," I whimpered.

"Do you know what happens to girls who become hucows?"

"No." I shook my head. "Not really."

"Then let me show you." Henry ripped my dress off, tearing at the fabric.

I gasped, but my body responded immediately, my nipples hardening and my pussy throbbing. He tossed the shredded dress aside and grabbed my hips, spinning me around to face the tank I'd been hiding behind.

"Bend over," he commanded, his voice low and harsh.

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding in my chest. This was insane, I knew it was. But my body ached for him, my pussy felt empty, and I wanted nothing more than to feel him inside me.

I bent over, bracing my hands on the cold metal tank.

"Let's see if you have a good enough cunt to be on our farm." He chuckled as he forced three fingers into me. He wasn't kind or gentle, reaching deep inside of me. I gasped as he spread my wetness around, my body clenching around his fingers. "Fuck," I moaned, pressing my forehead against the cold steel.

"Shut up and take it, slut," he growled, adding another finger. I whimpered as he stretched me, my pussy aching and throbbing.

"I can't—" I started to protest, but he cut me off.

"You'll take it. You'll take all of it. And you'll beg for more."

I bit my lip, focusing on the pleasure-pain.

Henry's fingers were relentless, pumping in and out of me, stretching me to the limit. I was dripping wet, my juices coating his fingers and dripping down my thighs.

"Fuck, you're tight," he groaned, his voice rough with desire. "But you're going to need to be fucked a lot before you're ready for milking."

I gasped, remembering the strange contraptions I'd seen in the barn. The thought of those things attached to me made my pussy clench even harder around Henry's fingers.

With a groan he forced his fist inside of me.

My cunt burned and I let out a scream, tears rolling down my cheeks. Why did the pain feel so good?

Henry fisted me until I felt like I was going to burst. The pain was intense, but it was mixed with pleasure so deep that I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began. I was panting, my body wracked with sobs, but my pussy was on fire, throbbing and aching for more.

"Fuck, you're a good little slut, aren't you?" Henry growled, his voice thick with lust. "Taking my fist like a fucking champ."

I could barely answer, my body was too focused on the sensation of his hand inside me. He was stretching me, filling me in a way that I'd never experienced before.

Then, like a wire snapping under extreme tension, I squirted cum in gushing streams, splattering all over the floor.

Henry pulled his hand out of my body and whiped it on his jeans. I collapsed onto the floor, my legs trembling and weakness flooded my body.

“You’re a natural,” he said, a smirk playing on his lips. “I’ve never seen a new girl take a fist that quick.”

I looked up at him, my eyes filled with shock and awe. I was a mess, my body was covered in sweat and my pussy was throbbing with pain and pleasure. But I felt alive, more alive than I had in years.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

"Time to get you cleaned up. You're going to be a great addition to the herd."

My mind felt fuzzy. Was this what I wanted? To be a hucow and forget about all my troubles? It sounded like a dream come true.


FOUR

"You know, I haven't seen a girl with as much promise as you in a long time," Henry said.

The farmhand guided me to the showers. He worked fast and rought, washing me down with cold water and disinfectant.

My legs trembled beneath me as he spoke.

"You're going to love it here at Easton's Hucow Sanctuary. You know, all cows here are completely voluntary. They love it here. No responsibilities aside from providing milk and getting fucked night and day."

My pussy ached at the thought. "It does sound nice," I murmered. Honestly, after the last few years I'd had, the thought of being taken care of, of being used for my body, was surprisingly appealing. I was tired of the real world, of the expectations and judgements. Here, I could just be a body, a vessel for pleasure. I could be safe.

Henry toweled me off and walked around, inspecting my body. "From now on you'll be naked." He snapped a leather collar around my neck. "Except for this. As soon as Easton gets back, we'll get you a number."

I nodded, looking down at the silver tag. "What happens next?"

Henry's eyes gleamed with a dark hunger.

"Next, we give you your shot. Then, you'll be taken to your stall. I'm sure there's a free one ready."

My heart pounded in my chest, a mix of fear and excitement coursing through my veins. "Shots?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

Henry smirked, grabbing a syringe from his toolbox. "Just some hormones to help you along. It'll make your tits grow, make you produce more milk, and keep you always ready to fuck. Trust me, you'll love it."

There was a sharp pain in my thigh as he stuck the needle in.

Almost immediately, a wave of euphoria washed over me.

My vision blurred, and I felt a warmth spreading through my body, starting from the injection site. I gasped and leaned against Henry for support as my knees buckled. "I feel so good," I hummed.

He chuckled, a low, sexy sound that sent a shiver down my spine. "That's just the first wave. It's going to get even better."

He guided me to a clean, empty stall at the end of the barn, away from the other cows. The straw was fresh and dry, a welcome change from the cold metal table.

The other hucows looked over their stalls curiously. Some of them were moaning and mooing, begging for their turns with the farm hand.

A different employee, a blond guy, was in the far corner, railing a hucow. I could hear the sound of their flesh slapping together as he brutally fucked her. The hucow was crying out, her moans and begging interspersed with guttural grunts from the blond man.

I watched, mesmerized, as the blond man gripped her hips and thrust into her with forceful, powerful strokes. The hucow's tits swung back and forth with each violent thrust, the nipples already swollen and dark.

"Please, please, more!" she moaned, her voice breathy and desperate. "Please don't stop!"

The blond man grunted and slapped her ass, leaving a red handprint on her pale skin. "You want more, you filthy cow?

You'll take what I give you," the blond man growled. He grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to arch her back. The hucow's eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out a long, low moan.

I watched, transfixed, as the blond man pounded into her. I felt a throbbing ache between my own legs, my pussy already wet and ready for more.

Henry pulled my collar, bringing me attention back to him. "Isn't this great?"

I nodded, my mumbled response sounding more like a moo than words.

"Good cow," he said, patting my head. "Let those hormones kick in and I'll be back to inspect you."

I nuzzled into the hay, falling alseep to the sound of the other cows getting fucked.


FIVE

I woke up a few hours later, feeling as if every nerve was on fire. My pussy was pulsing with need, my clit throbbing, my nipples swollen and hard. I was so horny that it hurt.

I let out a whimpering cry.

Henry was there in a flash. "Looks like you're awake," he said. His eyes passed over my body, stopping at my tits. "Looks like your udders have already doubled in size. Impressive."

I looked down at my tits. They were heavy and aching. My skin felt tighter, like it was pulling taut over my swollen flesh. I could feel my milk, warm and thick, building inside me.

"How do you feel?" Henry asked, his voice gentle yet commanding.

I moaned, unable to form words. I felt like a live wire, ready to explode at any moment.

Henry chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that seemed to vibrate through me. "Good, isn't it? The hormones are working wonders on you." He reached out and cupped one of my breasts, squeezing gently.

I arched my back, a moan escaping my lips as my body responded to his touch. A stream of milk shot out of my nipple, but did nothing to easy the pressure.

"You're going to make a great milker, Betty," he said, his voice thick with desire. "Your udders are already so full, so ready."

I whimpered, my body aching with need. "Please," I begged, not even sure what I was asking for. "I need... I need something."

Henry's eyes darkened as he released my breast. He reached into his toolbox and pulled out a large, black dildo, easily twice the size of any I'd ever seen before.

My eyes widened as he walked towards me, the toy in his hand. "What's that for?" I asked, my voice barely a whisper.

Henry smirked. "That's your new best friend, cow. It's going to help you get used to being fucked every day. And it's going to make you produce more milk. Win-win."

He pressed the dildo against my pussy, the cold, hard silicone a shock to my burning flesh.

I gasped as he pushed it inside me, the stretch intense and overwhelming.

"Relax, cow," Henry commanded, his voice firm and steady. He slapped the dildo against my ass and pussy, smearing the wetness, and then pushed it in again. "Take it like a good slut. This will help you produce more milk."

I mooed, arching my back and raising my ass in the air. I was taking it like a good girl. I was going to be the best hucow he'd ever seen. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming for release. I could feel the dildo inside me, stretching me wider than I'd ever been before. I whimpered and moaned, my body taking over as I forgot about everything but the sensation.

Henry chuckled, "Good girl. Now, let's see how much milk you can produce while you're getting fucked."

He reached into his toolbox and pulled out a set of nipple suction cups. Then, leaving the toy in my cunt, he left. In a moment he returned with one of the strange milking devices.

I watched, wide-eyed, as he attached them to my swollen breasts.

The cups were cold and firm, the suction pulling strongly at my nipples. I gasped at the sudden, sharp pain that faded into a throbbing ache. With the flick of a switch, the machine game to life, sucking my hard nipples to get every drop of milk.

How could this have happened so fast? That injection was like magic.

I moaned. "It feels so good."

Henry nodded, watching the gushes of fresh white milk with every pull.

The machine whirred and clicked, sucking and releasing, the rhythm steady and relentless. I mooed softly, my body already starting to adjust to the sensation.

"Good girl," Henry praised, running a hand through my hair. "You're going to be such a great addition to the barn."

I moaned again, my body arching as the machine pulled another stream of milk from me. I could feel my pussy clenching around the dildo, my insides throbbing and aching for more.

The sensation of the machine sucking on my nipples and the dildo filling my cunt was overwhelming. My body was on fire, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure.

"Henry," I moaned, my voice barely above a whisper. "Please, I need more."

Henry chuckled, a low, dark sound that sent shivers down my spine. "More? You can't handle more, cow. You're already taking a foot-long dildo like a champ."

I whimpered, my body aching for release. "Please."

Henry laughed and unzipped his fly, releasing his big, beautiful cock. It stood straight up, throbbing and swollen. "Well, here's a treat for our newest cow."

He shoved his cock against my mouth. "Suck it, cow."

I parted my lips and took him in, my swollen breasts throbbing with every pull of the machine. The hucow in the corner was just a blur now, her cries and moans merging with the whir of the milking machine and the slap of flesh against flesh.

Henry fucked my mouth with brutal, forceful thrusts, his hips moving in time with the machine. I gagged on his cock, tears streaming down my face, but I took it all. I wanted it all. I felt like a filthy little slut, and it was the best feeling in the world.

I was on my knees, my mouth filled with Henry's thick cock, the machine sucking on my tits, and the massive dildo filling my cunt. I was being used, completely and utterly. This was what I had been craving, what I had always wanted.

Henry's cock tasted like heaven. I could feel every vein, every ridge. He gripped my hair tightly, his hips thrusting forward with each stroke.

I looked up at Henry, my eyes watering, and saw that he was watching me with a hunger that made my pussy clench around the massive dildo inside me.

"Fuck, cow," he growled, his voice thick with desire. "Now, I want you to come for me. Come while I fuck your face."

The command sent a jolt of pleasure through me, and I moaned around his cock, the vibrations making him groan. The machine on my breasts increased its suction, and I could feel the milk flowing freely, my udders aching with the intensity.

My orgasm rolled through my body. I mooed around his cock, feeling him release at the same time. His hot, salty seed emptied into my mouth and I licked up every drop. Henry pulled out of my mouth, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He zipped up his pants, his eyes never leaving my face.

"You're something else, Betty," he said, running a hand through his hair. "Fuck, I thought I was going to have to train you, but you're a natural."

I smiled, my body still humming with pleasure.

Henry pulled the dildo from my cunt and slapped my ass. "Good cow."

His words made me happy. I smiled and let out a little moo.

Once every drop had been milked from my udders and Henry had finished his duties, I was allowed to eat and rest. I curled up in the hay, breathing in the earthy scent.

My body was still tingling, every nerve ending buzzing with residual pleasure. I felt a sense of contentment wash over me, something I hadn't felt in a long time. Here, I was taken care of, used, and praised. It was a strange feeling, but one that I found myself craving more of.

As I drifted off to sleep, I could hear the other cows mooing softly, the sound lulling me into a deep slumber.

I dreamt of being milked, of having my body used and filled over and over again. I dreamt of Henry and the other farmhands, their touch rough and demanding in a way that I craved.

Easton's Hucow Sanctuary was the place I belonged… forever.
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WANTED - A housekeeper to cook, clean, and milk!

Bryan is a rich single dad looking for a new housekeeper and he has very specific tastes. Not only is he looking for a maid to cook and clean, but also to indulge in his domestic hucow fantasies. When he meets the beautiful and submissive Belinda, he knows that she’s the perfect hucow to meet all of his needs.

READ HERE
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https://mybookcave.com/direct/bearing-the-aliens-spawn-extended-edition/


OTHER BOOKS BY X. Callisto

THE MILKY WAY HUCOW FARM

Bessie

Daisy

Rosie

Maisy

Ellie

DOMESTIC HUCOWS

Hucow Sitter

Hucow Maid

Hucow Trainer

Hucow Nurse

Hucow Milk Maid

Hucow Nanny

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH

Milked on the Ranch

Promised to the Ranch

Owned by the Ranch

Mated on the Ranch

Taken to the Ranch

Saved by the Ranch

Shared by the Ranch

Hidden on the Ranch

Trapped on the Ranch

Traded to the Ranch

Coming Soon!

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

HUCOW MAIL ORDER BRIDES

Mail Order Hucow

Hucow Bride

Hucow Engagement

Hucow Honeymoon

Coming Soon!

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

Naughty Hucow

Milk for Santa

-

Smashwords Exclusives

Looking for something a little (or a lot) more… taboo? Check out X. Callisto on Smashwords!

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

X. Callisto writes alien-abduction and sci-fi/horror themed erotica. They are an avid monster fucking enthusiast and have spent their life savings on the strangest silicon toys money can buy.

JOIN THE MAILING LIST HERE AND NEVER MISS A NEW RELEASE!

https://tinyurl.com/xcallisto

X. Callisto’s newsletters features promotions, NSFW exclusive cover art, and sneak peaks at the stuff that’s too spicy for Amazon :)
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