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Lilah, a cute and obedient hucow finds herself at the doors of Farmer Easton’s ranch after escaping her previous master. She begs to stay and Easton agrees … on one condition.

If she wants to stay, Lilah will have to prove that she can produce as much milk as the farmer 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.


Saved by the Ranch is a 5000-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

I was tired of running.

My feet ached and my breaths came out in gasps as I ran down the dirt road. My white dress, now stained with mud, didn't give much support for my huge tits, which swayed as I ran.

I had to get to the Hucow Sanctuary.

I'd heard of it from others. Hucows whispered of a magical place where hucows were well taken care of. Milked and fucked daily. And treated kindly by their keepers.

It seemed like a dream compared to the cruel farmer that I'd been sold to. I needed to escape and find the sanctuary. I wanted to give my milk to someone who knew the value of it. I wanted my body to be used and milked by someone who treasured me.

If the rumors were true, Easton's Hucow Sanctuary Ranch was exactly that. If the rumors weren't true... Well, at least he couldn't be any worse than my last master.

I paused to catch my breath, shading my eyes against the sun as a small house came into view. The sign by the side of the road read "Easton Hucow Sanctuary." I smiled, trying to muster up hope and adrenaline to carry me through the next few moments.

I ran as fast as I could, driven by my hope.

Taking one deep breath, I approached the house and knocked on the door. The wooden door creaked as it opened to reveal a tall, muscular man with a stoic expression. Farmer Easton.

"I need your help," I said, my voice shaking. "I'm a hucow. I've escaped from a farm. They treated me like shit. I need a place to stay."

Easton looked me up and down, his gaze lingering on my big tits. I knew my white dress was stained with dirt and sweat, but the way he looked at me made me feel desired, even in my exhausted state.

"You've come to the right place, sweetheart," he said, stepping aside. "We'll take care of you here."

I breathed a sigh of relief.

Farmer Easton put his hand on my shoulder, stopping me before I could enter.

"What's your name?"

"Lilah," I said.

"Good name for a cow," He said with a nod. "But, cows aren't allowed in the house."

I blushed, embarrassed by my forwardness.

"N-no, Sir," I stammered, looking down at the ground.

He chuckled, taking a step closer to me, his large frame looming over me.

"Don't be shy, Lilah," he said, his voice low and sultry. "This is a sanctuary for hucows like yourself, and I promise you'll be treated well. But, there's still rules to follow."

He leaned down, placing a hand on either side of my head, a stern expression on his face.

"But first, we have to make sure you're serious about staying here, little cow," he said, his warm breath on my face.

I looked up at him, my heart pounding in my chest. I had come so far and now this hulking man was asking me to prove myself?

"I-I am, sir," I stammered, trying to keep my voice steady. "I'll do anything to stay here."

"Let me take a good look at you," Farmer Easton said, his hands hovering near my tits but stopping just short. "If you've come all this way to offer yourself up, you should know what you're getting yourself into."

I swallowed hard, my heart racing. I wasn't naïve. I knew what was coming. But I needed this. I needed to be claimed, to be possessed, to give my body and my milk to someone who would cherish them.

"Let's take you to the barn and get cleaned up." Easton said.

When he didn't touch my tits, I felt a twinge of sadness. But, why would he when I was muddy and sweaty?

Farmer Easton led me around the back of the house, down the long driveway, and to the barn. The old wooden barn had a warm, hay-scented smell that immediately made me feel at home.

"Go on and wash up in the stall there," Farmer Easton said, gesturing to the back of the barn where a hose and bucket were sitting on the floor.

I felt the eyes of half a dozen other hucows watching me from their stalls as the Farmer brought me to the back. They mooed softly, their curious eyes following me.

"No need to be nervous, sweetheart," Easton said, his voice low and soothing. "These girls are friendly."

I nodded, my heavy breasts swaying even more as I walked to the water hose. Deciding to wash my hair first, I took off the bandana that held it up, letting the long brown strands cascade down around my shoulders. I took off my muddy dress.

I got onto my hands and knees by the water hose, letting the water wash the mud and grime out of my hair. Shampooing and rinsing, I carefully massaged my scalp with my fingers, enjoying the feeling of the cool water on my skin.

As I continued to cleanse my body, I noticed Farmer Easton watching me. He leaned against the wall, a casual smile on his face, his eyes fixed on my body as it was exposed to the open air.

"You're a beautiful hucow," he said softly.

"Your tits are so big and ripe. I can't wait to get my hands on them."

I shivered, my body reacting to his words, my nipples hardening as I imagining his thick fingers massaging my soft flesh.

"Finish up, Lilah," he said, his tone firmer. "I want to see your freshly washed body."

I quickly rinsed off the soap from my skin, feeling a strange mix of anticipation and nerves at being watched by Farmer Easton.

I stood up, my body glistening with water droplets, and wrapped my hands around my tits to shield them from view.

"You can stop hiding those, Lilah," Farmer Easton said, his eyes glued to my breasts. "You're going to need a proper inspection to see if you're really ready to join us here."

With a sigh, I let my arms fall to my sides, feeling my heavy tits jiggle as they swayed from side to side.

Farmer Easton stepped closer to me, his eyes locked on my nipples which had hardened from the attention and cool air.

"You are ripe now," he said, his voice low and hungry. "Ready to be milked."

My pussy clenched at his words and I felt a rush of wetness flood between my legs. I couldn't believe how turned on I was, in this strange barn with all these other hucows watching.

Farmer Easton moved closer, his hand reaching out to cup my breast.

"I haven't been milked since I ran away," I said.

I shivered as his rough hands touched me.

"Well," Farmer Easton said. "That's good. Because if you want to stay here, you're going to have to prove to me that you can produce."


TWO

"That's good. Because if you want to stay here, you're going to have to prove to me that you can produce."

He squeezed my breast firmly, and I moaned in pleasure as he rolled my nipple between his fingers. It had been far too long since I had been touched like this, and I was already wet and eager for him.

As he continued to play with my breasts, Easton leaned in to whisper in my ear. "I can tell you're hungry for it, Lilah. And I promise you, we'll take good care of you here. But right now, let's get you up to our milking shed."

He led out of the barn and towards the milking shed. The scent of fresh cut hay filled the air and the sounds of hucows lowing carried on the breeze. The milking shed was a wide, open barn-like structure with stalls for each hucow up and down either side.

"I just invested in an entirely new milking system," Farmer Easton said with pride.

The milking room was empty, no other hucows had started their morning milking yet. Farmer Easton led me to the first stall, patting the rubber mats that covered the floor. I hopped up onto the stall, my large tits jiggling with the movement as I settled on my hands and knees.

"This is our new vacuum milker. I imported it from Germany." He said with a smirk.

"Imagine this warm, soft device," leaning in to demonstrate the way it worked, " applied to your tender, swollen nipples, and the deep suction pulling the milk from within your large tits."

I couldn't help but moan at the thought of it, my pussy growing wetter at the mere idea. "That sounds...heavenly."

Farmer Easton chuckled, a wicked glint in his eye. "I can see you're eager to give yourself up."

I was eager, yes. More than I could express. My pussy was dripping wet, my nipples erect and aching for attention. But, I knew I'd have to earn it. I had to prove to Farmer Easton that I was a valuable hucow who would be an asset to the sanctuary.

I wanted to make sure he knew that I would do anything to contribute to the milk production here. I needed to earn my keep and show him I was serious.

"Please, milk me, sir," I begged, wiggling my body back and forth.

Farmer Easton let out a lusty groan as he attached the milking machine to my swollen teats.

The vacuum pressure sucked and tugged at my sensitive nipples, sending waves of pleasure through my body.

"Oh, fuck, that feels amazing." I cried out as I arched my back, pressing my breasts further into the warm rubber cups of the milking machine.

"You like that, huh?" Farmer Easton asked, his voice low and raspy.

"Yes, sir!"

He moved behind me, and began spanking my ass, leaving a red handprint on my flesh. I moaned as my full breasts swung back and forth with each strike.

The rhythmic sound of my skin slapping against Farmer Easton's hand splintered into the quiet of the barn. The roughness of his touch caused a fire to bloom between my thighs, and my pussy throbbed with need. I needed to feel him inside me.

"Fuck yeah, you're wet," he said, gripping my waist and turning me around to face him. His eyes were dark and intense, reflecting the lust that burned in his gaze.

Leaning close, he wrapped his calloused hand around my neck, his fingers firm yet gentle. His thumb traced my lips and caressed my cheek, sending shockwaves of desire through my body.

"Let's see if you're worthy of being a part of the herd," he growled, his breath hot and heavy on my face.

The machine hummed as it milked me, every pull sending another splash of fresh milk into the refrigerated tank.

The sensation was unbelievably intense, each tug on my nipples making me writhe with uncontrollable pleasure.

As Farmer Easton handled me, I couldn't help but lose myself in the sensation. I felt like I was floating on cloud nine, each pulse of ecstasy building and building until I couldn't bear it any longer.

"Please, sir. I need more," I begged, pleading with him.

Farmer Easton merely smirked, knowing full well what he was doing to me.

"Begging already, are we?" He said, slipping his fingers between my folds, finding my wetness and rubbing it with relish. "You really are a greedy hucow, aren't you? Wanting everything now."

His dirty talk sent a wave of heat surging through my body, and I could feel my juices leaking out onto his fingers. "More, please," I whimpered, arching my back in a ravenous plea for more of his touch.

"Since you've been a good girl and begged," Farmer Easton said, his voice thick with lust, "I'll give you what you want."

I moaned in pleasure as he replaced his fingers with his cock. He was huge and hard, and I was so wet for him. The way his thick cock rubbed against my swollen clit before he thrust inside me made me cry out, my voice echoing through the empty barn.

He fucked me hard and deep, my large tits smacking together with each powerful thrust.

"God damn, you're so tight," he groaned, his hot breath tickling my neck.

I relished the feeling of him filling me up, owning me. I never wanted it to end.

Farmer Easton's fingers dug into my waist, holding me steady as he thrust into me over and over again. His hips slammed against my ass with an almost brutal force, adding pleasure to my sensitive flesh.

Every stroke hit deep inside me, stirring a whirlwind of sensations that made my mind spin.

My aching tits swung back and forth along with my body. Each time Farmer Easton drove in deep, he would pull my ass back, impaling me further on his long, hard cock.

"You like that, don't you?" Farmer Easton growled, slapping my ass with a loud crack. "Tell me how much you like it!"

"Yes, sir! I love it! Please, don't stop!" I couldn't believe the words that were coming out of my mouth. Begging for it was driving me insane with lust.

Farmer Easton let out a groan as he released his seed deep into my fertile cunt. The sounds of his breathing faded back into silence.

The machine pulled one final time, shuddering as the whirring came to a stop. My udders were empty. The tension in my swollen tits released and the milking machine detached from my sensitive teats.

Farmer Easton had just milked me for the first time since I ran away.

I wanted to savor the feeling of his seed within me. It had been too long since I had been claimed by a man in the most intimate way possible. But despite the pleasure, the farmer hadn't let me cum; my mind and body reeling with a mix of satisfaction and hunger for more.

"Welcome to the herd, Lilah," Farmer Easton said, his voice still husky from our intense fuck session. He leaned forward, his lips brushing against my ear. "We'll take good care of you here."


THREE

Now that I'd proven I could make lots of milk for the farm, Farmer Easton gave me my own collar with a bell on it.

The leather was cool and smooth against my skin, and it was surprisingly comfortable. The bell jingled softly as I walked, a constant reminder that I was part of the herd.

Farmer Easton took me out to meet the other hucows. They were all different shapes and sizes, but they all had one thing in common - big, swollen udders ready to be milked.

The cows didn't look up at me as I reentered the barn.

Near the back, soft moans floated through the air, as a farmhand rammed into the pussy of a horny hucow. The sounds of them fucking made my pussy tingle.

I had never seen such raw, unashamed sexuality before. At my old farm, I had only ever known pain and abuse. Here, I felt free.

Holding my new bell collar, I walked towards the hucows, my body trembling with anticipation and anxiety. These women had been through what I had gone through, yet they embraced their sexuality here. It was intoxicating.

I saw the one who had been moaning when I entered. She was a stunning hucow, with thick dark hair and sparkling eyes. Her large breasts bounced wildly as she sucked on the farmhand's cock, letting out muffled moans and gasps as the farmhand pulled on her nipples.

I stood there, hypnotized by the sight of her thrusting her hips back and forth, enjoying every moment of her breeding. I couldn't believe I was finally here, at the Easton Hucow Sanctuary.

"Come on girls," Famer Easton said with a clap of his hands. "Time to go out and enjoy the sun."

The hucows followed obediently to the lush, grassy fields.

I turned to join them, but Farmer Easton held up his hand. "Not you," he said and pointed to my stall. "You stay here for now. You need time to get used to how we do things."

I swallowed hard and nodded.

"Henry," the farmer called. "Get the stall ready for our new cow."

The farmer's words echoed in my mind as I walked towards the stall that had been prepared for me. Henry, one of Farmer Easton's handsome farmhands, was waiting for me.

"Welcome to the herd," Henry said with a smile, his bright eyes shining with lust, although he'd just finished fucking another hucow.

I looked up at him, taking in his ruggedly handsome features and muscular build.

I was on my knees and he towered over me, his broad shoulders stretching my gaze skyward. His piercing blue eyes bore into mine, and something about their intensity made my heart skip a beat.

"Hi, Henry," I managed to say, my voice barely a whisper.

"Well, Lilah," he said, smirking at my embarrassment, "before we get down to business, let me simply ask: Are you ready for this?"

"Ready for what?" I asked, unsure of how to respond.

Henry leaned in closer, grabbing my collar and clipping the leash to my stall so I couldn't get away.

His hand snaked around the back of my head, grabbing a handful of my long, brown hair. I gasped at the sudden intimacy, my heart racing with anticipation.

"You can't imagine how many girls have begged for this," he whispered, pulling his hard cock out of his jeans.

I could smell the scent of hucow pussy on his skin.

I looked up into his eyes, my pulse quickening as I realized what he meant.

"I'll do anything you want," I stammered, my breath coming in a shallow pant.

"I know you will, cow," He chuckled. Henry didn't waste any time. He grabbed my chin and tilted my head back, opening my mouth and ramming his cock down my throat.

I gagged as it pressed against the back of my throat, but he held my head in place, his thrusts forceful and relentless.

"Fuck yeah, suck my dick," Henry urged, his hands gripping my head tightly as I tried to adjust to the size of him.

I moaned around his cock, my hands fumbling at his jeans, trying to get them off so I could get a better grip on him. He released his grip from my head, allowing me to pull down his pants, freeing his massive hard cock.

I grasped his shaft, eager to taste him again.

"Look at that pretty face," Henry groaned as he thrust his hips forward, driving his thick length down my throat. I struggled to breathe, my eyes watering, but I didn't dare stop sucking. I loved the feeling of him filling my mouth, the way he groaned in pleasure as I sucked and teased his throbbing head with my tongue.

I didn't know what it was about this place, but I felt more alive and desired here than I ever had before.

Henry's breath hitched as he dumped his load down my throat. He groaned and held my head until I'd swallowed every drop.

"Damn, Lilah, you're a natural at this."

My pussy throbbed and ached, desperate for his touch. Henry seemed to sense my need. He lifted me up and led me to the nearby hay bale.

"Spread your legs, hucow," he commanded. Obediently, I did as he asked, spreading my legs wide and lowering myself onto the hay.

Henry knelt down between my thighs, looking up at me with hooded eyes.

"Please, Henry, fuck me," I pleaded, my voice shaking.

A darkness flashed across his eyes, and he slapped my ass. "Listen cow," he spat. "Just cause this place is called a sanctuary doesn't mean you get what you want. If you want my cock you need to beg for it."

I whimpered.

His rough fingers spread open my glistening cunt, it throbbed, wanting to be filled.

"Pathetic cow," he growled. "You'd do anything for my cock, huh?"

Henry sneered. "Then you will beg for it."

I nodded, my pulse quickening with desire and nervousness. "Please, Henry, fuck me," I pleaded.

He smirked and pushed my legs further apart, exposing my wet, glistening pussy. "You're begging for it now? Good," he said as he spread my folds, teasing my swollen clit. I moaned, arching my back, trying to get him to slip his fingers inside me. But Henry had other plans.

"Beg some more, hucow" he rasped, his fingers curling around the sensitive skin of my inner thighs. "If you want my big cock stuffed inside of you, you're gonna have to work for it."

His words sent electric shocks straight to my core, and I let out a feeble whimper, desperation welling up inside me. "Please, Henry," I pleaded, "please fuck me."

Just as his cock brushed against my slit, the heavy silence was cut with the sound of squealing tires and a rumbling engine backfiring.

I gasped. I knew the sound of that truck.

My old master.


FOUR

The screeching of brakes outside grated over my ears.

My eyes bugged out in fear and my body shut down, reducing my previously wanton pose into a trembling mess. Lilah's eyes widened in fear as she recognized the sound of her old master's truck.

"That's him. He's found me," I whispered.

Farmer Easton strode out of the back of the barn. I'd been so consumed with sucking cock that I forgot where he went.

"Please don't let him take me!" I gasped.

The Farmer went to the door just as it slammed open, nearly flying off the hinges.

Henry stepped back, zipping up his fly.

My stomach dropped as my old, cruel Master came into view. He looked even more grizzled and mean than I remembered him. His beady eyes scanned the barn, taking in all of the empty stalls. Thankfully, all of the other hucows were in the pastures.

"I found her," Master growled. "My property."

Farmer Easton didn't flinch. He planted his feet firmly in front of me, shielding me from my old Master's sight.

"This is my farm. These hucows are under my care here," the Farmer said with a steely gaze. "And that includes Lilah."

My former Master scoffed. "She's my property," he sneered and pointed at my ear tag. "I tracked her all the way here. I would have been here sooner but she's one of our most useless cows, so I didn't even notice for two days."

His words stung. All I wanted was to be a good hucow. I wanted to prove that I could produce enough milk for Farmer Easton, so I could stay at the sanctuary. I had fought so hard to get out of my old life, and I couldn't bear the thought of going back to being that cruel master's property again.

I looked up at Farmer Easton, praying he could see the determination in my eyes. His gaze bore into me, sending a shiver down my spine as I clenched my jaw and straightened my posture, pushing up onto my knees. "I'll do whatever it takes.”

My old cruel master continued to sneer at me before moving his attention back to Easton. "Give her back."

"No," Farmer Easton said.

"Give her back or I'll sue this place. I'll ruin you!"

Snarled Master, his acidic words cutting through the stillness of the barn.

Easton remained calm.

Master stalked closer, his beady eyes never leaving me. "I've trained her since she was just a dumb slut. I know all her weaknesses." He hissed. "I'll sue you for every last penny."

"Yes, I can that you only care about money and don't care about your herd." Easton shot back with a sneer. "And we don't tolerate the way you've abused her for years, either. She's safer and better off with us, and that's a fact."

I watched them, trembling at Master's words like a frightened cow.

Henry, in a rare show of emotion, placed his hand on my shoulder. The way he squeezed my flesh made me aware that he fully intended to finish what we started in the stall as soon as possible.

"You're a greedy man," Easton said with his eyes narrowed in disgust. "Let me give you another option. I'll buy Lilah from you, so she can stay here and be treated with the care she deserves."

My master scowled, considering the offer.

Farmer Easton didn't wait. He pulled his checkbook out of his pocket and scribbled something on it.

The way my Master looked at it when he saw the number was an expression of shock and disbelief. "She's not worth this much," he said.

"Yes, she is," Farmer Easton said in a firm voice that made my heart swell with pride.

My former master took the check and shoved it in his pocket. "Fine," he said. He glared at me one last time. "Keep the good-for-nothing bitch." He turned on the heel of his leather cowboy boot and stomped out of the barn.

I held my breath until I heard the rumble of his truck fade into the distance.

Then, I collapsed.


FIVE

I looked up at Farmer Easton and Henry, settling back on my knees. "Thank you," I whimpered.

"Of course," the Farmer said. "No one takes any of my cows. My herd is protected."

Henry's breath hitched, his cock growing hard in his pants. "So, where were we?"

I looked between the two men, my cunt getting warm just at the thought of both of them taking me.

"So, still eager to show us what you got?" Farmer Easton asked.

"Let's see what our new cow will take," Henry said. "Get on all fours." He ordered.

I got on my hands and knees, ass in the air, waiting for one of them to ravage me.

But they stood there, admiring the view.

"Fuck, she's beautiful," Henry breathed, his hand reaching out to touch my ass cheek. His large hand gripped my flesh, spreading me wider. I could feel the cool air of the barn on my wet slit, making my sensitive clit throb with excitement. "And eager to please us."

Farmer Easton nodded in agreement. "I can't wait to see how much milk she'll produce for us once she ." He unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick cock.

It was throbbing and red, ready for me. Henry kneeled behind me, spreading my legs wider apart. I was exposed and vulnerable, and the pleasure of being taken by Henry and Farmer Easton was intoxicating.

Henry's hands were on my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh as he guided the tip of his cock to my entrance. I gasped at the cool sensation of him against my hot cunt. He teased me, rubbing the head of his cock against my folds before finally pushing inside me with a groan.

I cried out in pleasure, my cunt walls stretching to accommodate his girth. He felt so good inside of me, filling me up completely.

Farmer Easton looked on approvingly, stroking his cock. "Look at that delicious cunt," he growled, his hands squeezing and stroking my plump cheeks.

The Farmer pushed his cockhead against my lips. "Open up for me now," He groaned. "That's a good girl."

Easton's hot, salty cock made me moan as I sucked him off.

I had two cocks in me now, pumping in and out, filling my throat and my cunt at the same time. I was their toy, their object of pleasure, and I loved every moment of it.

Henry couldn't keep his hands off my ass, slapping and squeezing my cheeks as he thrust into me. The Farmer, meanwhile, grabbed a handful of my hair and guided my head back and forth on his cock, making me gag and gasp for air.

But even as they took me roughly, there was an underlying tenderness in the way they touched me, a gratitude and appreciation that went beyond just sex.

I was a hucow, yes, but I was their hucow, and that made all the difference.

Farmer Easton groaned as he thrust his cock deeper into my throat, his body trembling with pleasure. I loved how hot and heavy he felt against my tongue, my lips. I pushed my ass against Henry's hips, urging him to go faster, deeper. He took the hint, slamming into me with more force and intent.

Both men's breathing grew ragged and desperate as they reached their limit.

My eyes rolled back as they shoved in deeper and harder.

"You ready for our cum, bitch?" Henry groaned.

I could only moan in response, my entire body trembling with need.

With one last groan, Henry and Easton dumped their loads into my hucow cunt and mouth. I gasped as I was filled with hot spunk from both ends.

My body shook as the waves of ecstasy washed over me, and I could feel the warm sensation spreading from my pussy to my breasts, making them heavy and swollen.

My tits were leaking milk all over the floor.

Farmer Easton stepped back, wiping the sweat from his face. "Looks like our cocks did the job. You're ready for another milking."

Henry grabbed my tit, latching onto my nipple and sucking hard. He drank deeply, filling us both with warmth as he suckled on me. “Her milk is delicious.” He continued to feed like a hungry calf, slurping my milk greedily.

Farmer Easton took my other swollen nipple between his lips. “So fucking delicious,” he groaned. He sucked again before ripping himself away and slapping the back of Henry’s head.

“Come on,” he said and pulled my collar. “She needs to go to the milking machine. We can’t keep all of his delicious cream to ourselves.”

I could still taste his cum on my tongue as he lead me to the milking machine by my collar.

I was finally happy. I was filled with my new masters' cum and ready to provide gallons of milk for the farm.
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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


Would you like a FREE copy of X. Callisto’s Bearing the Alien’s Spawn?

Newsletter Subscribers get their own copy of the too-hot-for-the-‘zon
EXTENDED and UNCENSORED version.

CLICK HERE TO CLAIM YOUR COPY

[image: ]

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

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

-

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
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