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Gertie, a cute hucow hasn’t been able to produce milk in weeks. She’s traded to Easton’s farm, the famous Sanctuary Ranch. The farmer has some ideas to help her start producing again and Gertie is willing to try anything he says.

As the farmer’s assistant starts giving her hormone injections, will Gertie be able to handle it? Will she transform from dry and barren to a beautiful, fertile hucow?

-

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.

Traded to the Ranch is a 6500-word erotic short story meant for readers 18+.
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ONE

I sighed, looking out of the small barn window.

The sun was shining outside, but I wasn't allowed to go out and bask in the sun with the other hucows. I was stuck here in the barn as punishment. My tits were bound tight, leaving bruises behind.

I whimpered, fidgeting with the leather binds. I couldn't get them off. My farmer was convinced that it would help me produce milk, but I hadn't made a drop in weeks. I was useless. A hucow who couldn't make milk was worthless.

I sniffed, turning away from the window.

Then, I heard the sound of tires on gravel. The dust kicked up behind an old Ford pickup as it barreled down the dirt road, creating a billowing cloud.

Who could that be?

I moved up, trying to get a better look.

My farmer, Mr. Weston, went out to meet the truck. A middle-aged man got out. He was tall and handsome.

I held my breath when I saw him, immediately intrigued. His face was weathered, like he spent most of his time outside, and his arms were thick with muscle, no doubt from years of working on a farm. He wore a faded blue checkered shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal tanned forearms, and a pair of well-worn jeans.

I froze, suddenly self-conscious, even though I knew he couldn't see me through the window.

Mr. Weston and the new farmer walked towards the barn, their voices carrying in the still air.

"Welcome to Sanctuary Ranch, Farmer Easton. I'm glad you could make it," Mr. Weston said, his voice booming.

"Thanks for having me, Weston. I've heard good things about your operation," Farmer Easton replied, his voice a deep rumble.

They stepped into the barn, and I quickly hid in my stall, not wanting to be seen.

"So, what's the situation with the hucow you're selling?" Mr. Easton asked, his voice echoing in the vast space.

Farmer Weston sighed, running a hand through his hair. "Gertie's milk production has dropped significantly. She's not responding well to the hormones either. I've tried everything, but she's just not cut out for this life. I can't afford to keep her."

My heart sank. I was Gertie. I'd overheard my farmer talking about trading me, but hearing it now, made it all too real. I whimpered, sinking down further in the hay.

The truth of my situation hit me like a punch to the gut. I'm being traded. And this new farmer, Easton, knows all about it.

"I see," Farmer Easton said, his voice serious. "But I've heard she's a good cow otherwise? Docile?"

"Yes, that's true," Farmer Weston replied, "She's gentle as a lamb. Never caused any trouble. I hate to do this, but it's a business, right?"

Farmer Easton grunted in agreement. "Well, let's meet her."

I heard footsteps approaching my stall. I squeezed my eyes shut and held my breath.

A shadow loomed over my stall, and I heard him click his tongue.

"Cow," he said.

I looked up, straining against the leather binds that were squeezing my tits. He's even more handsome up close.

Farmer Easton rubbed his chin as he looked me over. "She's thin. She needs more nourishment. How long since she's been bred?"

"A while now," my owner replied. "None of the farmhands want anything to do with a cow that can't produce milk."

My cheeks burned with shame. I was a hucow, a human cow, and I couldn't even do that much right. I felt a tear slip down my cheek, but I quickly wiped it away with my hand. I wouldn't give them the satisfaction of seeing me cry.

Farmer Easton crouched down slightly, his gaze softening as he looked at me. "Don't worry, girl. We'll get you right," he said, his voice surprisingly gentle.

I blinked, taken aback. No one had spoken to me like that in months, maybe even years.

"I have a different approach to things," Farmer Easton continued, looking up at my current farmer. "I think I can fix her."

"Be my guest," Farmer Weston said with a shrug. "A deal's a deal."

The new farmer wrote a check before latching a leash to my collar and untying my binds. His hands are gentle and soothing. I barely noticed when he replaced my leather binds with a softer, padded harness. He spoke to me softly, his voice a deep rumble that made me feel safe for the first time in a long while.

"There we go," he said as he buckled the last strap. "That's better, isn't it?"

I nodded, feeling tears well up in my eyes again. I can't help it. This is all so unexpected. I thought I was being traded to just another farmer, but Farmer Easton seems different. He seems kind.

He noticed my tears and his brow furrowed with concern. "Hey, now. None of that," Farmer Easton said, his voice gentle as he wiped away one of my tears with a rough thumb. "You're safe now. I promise."

I looked up at him, searching his eyes for any sign that he might be lying. But all I see is sincerity and warmth. I nodded, giving him a small, watery smile.

"Good girl," he praised, ruffling my hair affectionately. "Let's get you out of this place." He stood up and led me out of the barn.

The sun was bright as we stepped out of the barn, and I squinted, trying to adjust to the light. How long had it been since I felt the sun on my skin?

Farmer Easton led me to his truck, and I noticed a horse trailer hitched to the back. He opened the trailer door, revealing a cozy, clean space inside.

"Up you go," he helped me climb in.

I stepped inside, the flooring was soft and cushioned, and it smelled like fresh hay. It's a far cry from the cold, hard floor of my previous stall.

Once I was settled, Farmer Easton handed me a bowl of water and some sweet feed.

I drank thirstily, the water cool and refreshing. The feed tasted sweet and nutritious, a treat compared to the bland rations I was given before.

Farmer Easton placed a soft blanket around my shoulders. "You'll need this for the journey."

I looked up at him, gratitude shining in my eyes. "Thank you," I managed to whisper, my voice hoarse from disuse.

He smiled, his eyes crinkling at the corners. "You're welcome, Gertie," he said, using my name for the first time. It sounded good coming from his lips. Strong and reassuring.

I wrapped the blanket tighter around myself, feeling a sense of warmth and comfort that I hadn't felt in ages.

The trailer door slides shut. I heard him walk away, and soon after, the truck engine roared to life. The trailer rocked as we started our journey, and I leaned against the wall, trying to steady myself.

We drive for what feels like hours, the rhythmic hum of the truck's engine lulling me into a sense of peace. I doze off, the gentle sway of the trailer rocking me like a baby in a cradle.


TWO

When I woke up, the truck was stopped, and I heard Farmer Easton's voice outside, speaking to someone.

"...and this is Gertie," he said, his voice muffled by the trailer door. "She's a bit malnourished, but with some care, she should be right as rain."

The trailer door opened, and Farmer Easton's face appeared. "Come on, Gertie. We're here," he held out a hand to help me down.

I still can't believe how kind this farmer is. I took his hand, and he gently helped me out of the trailer. The sun is starting to set, casting a warm glow over everything. I shivered as the cool evening breeze washed over my bare body.

Another man was with Farmer Easton. He's tall, well-built and handsome.

"This is Peter," Easton said.

Peter tipped his cowboy hat to me. He slowly looked me up and down, examining my naked body.

"She's skinny," he said.

"Yes, that's why I'm trusting her to you," Farmer Easton says. "I want her on a strict regimen of food and hormones. I want her producing milk as soon as possible." He clapped the younger man on the shoulder. "Do you think you can handle the challenge?"

Peter's eyes glittered with lust. "I'm sure I can."

Something in his eyes made me nervous, but I had to trust that Farmer Easton knew what was right for me. He was an expert in hucow rehabilitation, or so he told my old master. I had no reason not to trust him, but there was something about Peter that put me on edge.

Farmer Easton sensed my discomfort. He placed a comforting hand on my shoulder, his thumb tracing circles on my skin. "Don't worry, Gertie," he said softly, "Peter is the best at what he does. He'll have you producing gallons in no time."

I nodded, trying to reassure myself. I was tired of being a failure, tired of being punished for something I couldn't control.

Peter took me away to the barn. It was huge, painted red, and well-kept. Inside, there were about a dozen hucow stalls, all of them with huge-breasted women inside of them, moaning and mooing.

"We just finished our evening milking," Peter said to me. "They should settle down soon enough. I'm going to put you in a private room for now."

Peter brought me to a small room with a stall full of hay and blankets. He pointed to a bucket of water and a trough of feed. "Drink and eat as much as you want," he said, his voice gruff but not unkind. "I'll be back in a minute to start your treatment."

He left me alone, and I quickly gulped down the water, my body aching with thirst. I devoured the feed, my stomach rumbling with hunger. I hadn't realized how starved I was until I started eating.

After I finished, I curled up in the hay, exhausted from the day's events. I listened to the sounds of the barn around me, the soft moos and clinks of the milk machines slowly fading into the background.

Just as I was drifting off to sleep, Peter returned. He had a box of medicine with him. "Wake up," he barked, snapping on latex gloves.

I whimpered but did as I was told.

"We're going to start your hormone injections," he said, swabbing my ass cheek with alcohol.

"This might sting a bit."

I flinched as the needle entered my skin, but Peter was surprisingly gentle. He spoke to me softly as he worked, his voice soothing.

"There you go, just breathe through it. You're doing great."

After he finished, he massaged the injection site, his touch firm but reassuring. I felt my body start to respond to the hormones almost immediately. My breasts began to tingle and swell, the sensation both painful and pleasurable.

"How do you feel?" Peter asked, his eyes fixed on my chest.

"It...it burns," I admitted, shifting uncomfortably.

The sensation was intense, unlike anything I'd ever felt. It was like a thousand tiny needles pricking my skin, making my nipples harden, and my breasts ache.

Peter nodded, his gaze flicking from my face to my chest and back again. "That's normal," he said. "The hormones are doing their job. You'll get used to it."

I bit my lip, trying to focus on anything but the sensation. "How long will it take to start making milk?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Peter shrugged. "Every hucow is different. Some start producing within a day, and others take longer. Based on your condition, we'll have to do more injections."

A heat flooded my body. The hormones were working quickly. My breath came out in tiny gasps, and for the first time in weeks, I craved a man’s cock.

"Peter..." I whimpered.

"Don't worry, I won't leave without giving you some cock." Peter pulled his member out of his jeans. It was thick and long, already hard. "Is this what you want, cow?"

I nodded, watching a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

"Good," Peter groaned, slapping his cock against my mouth. "Open wide, hucow." Peter's voice was harsh as he guided his cock into my mouth.

I wrapped my lips around him, taking him in as deep as I could. The taste of him was salty and musky, and I felt a familiar ache between my legs as I sucked him off.

Peter groaned, his hips pressing forward as he fucked my mouth. "That's it, take it all. You're a good little cow, aren't you?"

I mooed in response, the sound muffled by his cock. The hormones were making me feel needy and desperate, and I wanted more. I mooed again, louder this time, my eyes watering as Peter continued to fuck my face.

"Easy, girl," Peter muttered, pulling back slightly. "You're responding well, Gertie. That's good."

I whimpered, not wanting him to stop. I wanted him to fill me up, to make me feel complete. I thrust my hips forward, trying to communicate my need.

Peter's eyes darkened, and he chuckled. "You're a needy bitch, aren't you. Well, I'm not fucking that cunt until you've had a bath, so you'll have just to be grateful for my cock in your mouth tonight." He trusted his hips until I gagged on his cock. "There now, good girl." he groaned, holding my head in place. "Swallow my cum, hucow."

I tried to moan in protest, but his cock was filling my mouth, and soon, his warm, salty cum was coating the back of my throat. I swallowed it all, as instructed.

Peter pulled out of my mouth, his cock glistening with my saliva. "There, that should keep you satisfied for now." He tucked himself back into his jeans, his eyes never leaving my tits. "Get some rest, Gertie. Tomorrow's a big day," Peter said, patting me on the head like a pet before leaving the room.

I curled up in the hay, the warmth and softness almost foreign. Exhaustion washed over me, and despite the strange sensations coursing through my body, I fell into a deep sleep.


THREE

The next morning, I was awoken by the sound of a bucket clanging against the floor. I blinked open my eyes to see Peter standing over me, a bucket of warm water in his hands.

"Time to get you cleaned up," he said, his voice gruff. He set the bucket down next to me and began to lather up a sponge with soap. I sat up slowly, my body still aching and sore from the hormone injections. My tits were heavy and swollen, and I could feel the milk beginning to flow. I mooed softly, the sound low and needy.

"Easy, girl," Peter said, his voice soothing. "Let's get you cleaned up, and then we'll take care of that."

He began to wash me gently, starting with my face and moving down my body. The water was warm and soothing, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation.

Peter's touch was firm, and I could feel my body beginning to relax. He paid special attention to my breasts, cleaning them thoroughly before drying them off with a soft towel.

"There you go, all clean," he said, throwing the dirty water out of the stall. He handed me a fresh bucket of water and a trough of feed. "Drink and eat heartily, Gertie. You need all your strength for what's coming."

I did as I was told, my body craving the nourishment. I was halfway through my feed when Farmer Easton entered the room. He looked around, his eyes landing on me.

"How's she doing, Peter?"

Peter stood up, dusting off his hands. "She's responding well to the hormones. Her tits are already starting to fill out."

Farmer Easton nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "Good, good. I'm glad to hear it."

He turned his attention to me, his gaze softening. "How are you feeling, Gertie?"

I looked up at him, my cheeks flushing slightly. "Better, sir. Thank you."

His smile widened. "That's good to hear. I want you to be happy and healthy here, Gertie." He looked to Peter. "Make sure to give her another injection today."

Peter nodded and watched the farmer leave.

"I have big plans for us today, Gertie," I said.

I swallowed the last of my feed. I hoped it was his cock. That was a plan I'd love to do all day.

***

First, came the injection. I hissed as the needle pierced my skin. The pain quickly faded as the pleasure rolled through me. The hormones surged into my system, and I could feel my breasts swelling even more, the milk throbbing and aching for release.

Peter watched me closely, his eyes never leaving my chest. "Let's get you ready for milking," he said, his voice thick with lust. He stepped into my stall and slapped my ass. His hands moved over my body, squeezing and groping until he found my wet heat.

My swollen pussy lips were slick with need. He chuckled to himself as he slipped his fingers into me. "Ah, you're tight for a hucow. We'll have to remedy that." His fingers pumped in and out of me, building a slow burn in my core. "But first, let's take care of your udders." He reached forward, teasing my nipples and slowly using his hands to bring my milk down.

"Oh, God," I moaned, my back arching as the farmhand worked his magic. The sensation was intense, a mix of pain and pleasure that had my body quivering.

Peter watched me closely, leaning over me as he massaged my nipples. The milk flowed more freely now, dripping onto the hay beneath me. He grinned, his eyes gleaming with lust. "Now that's what I like to see." He worked my nipples with one hand and my cunt with the other until both ends were squirting.

I panted and my body felt as if it was on fire with sensation. I could feel my pussy clenching around empty air, desperate for something to fill it.

Peter must have sensed my need because he suddenly withdrew his fingers from my pussy and replaced them with his cock. I gasped as he thrust into me, filling me completely. He groaned, his hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm.

"That's it, cow," he murmured, his voice hoarse. "Take my cock. You know you want it, don't you, hucow?" Peter grunted as he slammed into me, his grip on my hips tightening.

I mooed loudly, the sound muffled by the hay beneath me. My body was on fire, the hormones and the pleasure of Peter's cock inside me making me lose all coherent thought. I moved with him, meeting his thrusts with my own, desperate to feel more of him.

Peter groaned, his thrusts becoming more urgent. "Fuck, you're a needy one, aren't you? Just like a good hucow should be," Peter grunted, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust.

I could only moan in response, my body concentrating solely on the sensation of Peter's cock filling me, the friction sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. The hormones were making everything more intense, my body more sensitive.

Peter leaned forward, his hand snaking up to wrap around my throat. He squeezed gently, his voice a low growl in my ear. "You're mine now, Gertie. Mine to use, mine to milk, mine to fuck.

Say it." Peter's voice was a low rumble, his fingers tightening slightly around my throat.

I gasped, my body tingling with exhilaration. I'd never been spoken to like this before, never been claimed like this. It was terrifying and thrilling all at once.

"Y-yes, sir," I stuttered, my voice barely a whisper. "I'm yours."

Peter growled, his grip on my throat loosening slightly as he began to thrust harder, faster. "That's right, Gertie. You're mine. You're mine to fuck, to milk, to breed. Don’t talk, Just moo for me like the animal you are."

Each word was punctuated by a hard thrust, sending shudders of pleasure through my body.

"You're going to be my best fucking hucow, Gertie. The one that produces the most milk, the one that sucks the most cocks, the one that takes the biggest cocks."

His words were filthy, and they should have shocked me, but instead, they made my pussy clench around his cock.

I was a hucow, and this was my purpose. I was here to serve, to please, to produce. Finally, a master who treated me like the filthy cow I was.

"I'm going to breed you. I'm going to fill your slutty cow cunt with my seed," Peter groaned.

I mooed as he used me. He pumped in and out of me, not caring if it hurt, slamming his massive cock right against my cervix. He let out a roar as he came, filling my womb with spurt after spurt of molten-hot cum.

I could feel it coating my insides, marking me as his. I was his to use, his to breed, his to milk. The realization sent a wave of pleasure crashing over me, and I came with him, my body convulsing as the most intense orgasm of my life tore through me.

Peter collapsed on top of me, panting heavily. He rolled off shortly after, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction. "Good girl," he praised, running a hand over my sweat-soaked skin. "You took it like a good hucow."

I lay there, panting, my body still tingling from the aftershocks. I mooed for him, my eyes fluttering shut.

Peter's seed was dripping out of me, coating my inner thighs. I felt a sense of contentment wash over me, a feeling I hadn't experienced in a long time.

Peter stood up, tucking himself back into his jeans. He looked down at me, a smirk playing on his lips. "Easton was right. You're a keeper. I can already tell you're going to produce some delicious milk."

I blushed at the praise, feeling a sense of pride despite the situation. I was just a sad hucow, yes, but I was going to be the best hucow Peter had ever had.


FOUR

It only took another day for my milk to come down and fill my tits. I'd gained some weight and my hips were starting to fill out.

"These injections work miracles," Farmer Easton said as he looked me over.

"She's ready for a milking," Peter said with a nod. "I've been able to express some milk by hand, but I think the machine will really get things going."

I whimpered, looking down at my massive breasts. They swayed with every movement, aching. I could feel the pressure build in them, the need to be emptied. I nodded, ready for anything as long as it relieved the discomfort.

Farmer Easton agreed with Peter and led me to the milking parlor. It was a large room filled with stalls, each one containing a hucow hooked up to a machine. The sound of suctioning filled the air, along with the occasional moo of pleasure or discomfort.

Farmer Easton brought me to an empty stall and helped me inside. Easton secured my collar to a hook in the stall and began to attach the milking machine to my swollen udders.

I whimpered as the cups were placed over my nipples, the suction instantly relieving some of the pressure but also causing a sharp, stinging sensation. I gritted my teeth, trying to endure it.

"It'll pass, Gertie," Easton said softly, noticing my discomfort. "Just breathe through it."

I nodded, focusing on his voice as I tried to relax my body. Gradually, the pain began to subside, and I felt the familiar tugging sensation as the machine did its work.

I closed my eyes, focusing on the rhythmic pulsing of the machine, the sound of it sucking and pulling at my breasts. It was almost hypnotic.

Farmer Easton checked the machine and made small adjustments to the settings. He looked at me, his brow furrowed. "Are you alright, Gertie?"

I nodded, a small smile playing on my lips. "Yes, sir. It feels...good."

A hint of a smile touched his lips. "Good. I'm glad."

He stepped away, letting the machine do its work.

I watched him move to the next stall, checking on another hucow. He was gentle with her, his touch soft as he adjusted her machine. I could see the caring in his eyes, the genuine concern for his hucows.

The machine's hum filled the air, the sound lulling me into a trance. My body relaxed into the gentle pulses, the sensation of release washing over me. I could feel my milk being drawn out, my breasts growing lighter and less achy with each passing moment.

I let out a moan as my milk gushed out with every pull. It felt so good. I hadn't been able to produce in so long that I'd almost forgotten what it felt like. It was like heaven.

Farmer Easton came back to my stall. His chest rose with shallow breaths as he watched me. "Good girl," he rumbled.

"Let it all out. That's what you're here for."

I mooed softly, my body swaying slightly with the motions of the machine. The warmth and the gentle hum of the machine lulled me into a state of relaxation. I felt safe and cared for, even with the machine tugging at my sensitive nipples.

Farmer Easton stayed by my side, his hand resting on my shoulder, his thumb gently rubbing circles on my skin. The gesture was surprisingly comforting, and I leaned into his touch, my body responding to him.

I watched as he checked the milk collected in the massive tanks at the back of the room. He scribbled something down in a notebook, his brow furrowed in concentration.

"You're doing great, Gertie," he said without looking up, his voice soft but steady. "I'm impressed with how quickly you've taken to the machine. Most hucows need time to get used to it."

I gave him a small smile, my body humming with pleasure and relief from the milking. "Thank you, sir," I said, my voice a soft moan.

Farmer Easton entered my stall, crouching down and caressing my swollen pussy. "Looks like Peter did a number to your cunt, huh?"

I shivered against his touch. My folds were glistening wet. Being milked made me more horny than anything else ever could. My body was on fire, my pussy dripping with need. Farmer Easton smiled at me, knowing exactly what was going through my mind. He could see the lust in my eyes.

"So, you want a cock, huh?" he asked, his voice a low rumble. "You want to feel something filling you while this machine takes care of your tits?"

I moaned, bucking my hips slightly. "Yes, please."

He chuckled, standing up and unbuckling his belt.

"Good girl," he said, his voice thick with lust. "You're going to get what you want."

He pushed his pants down, and his cock sprang free, already hard and ready. I licked my lips, watching as he stroked himself, his eyes never leaving me.

I reached out, wrapping my hand around his cock. It was hot and hard, the skin soft and smooth. I stroked him, feeling him pulse in my hand.

The farmer moved behind me, forcing my head down in the hay and my ass up to meet him. He slapped his cock against my entrance, slathering it in my juices before forcing the tip into my ass.

I gasped, the sudden intrusion stealing my breath. I was tight, and he was thick, but he pushed in nonetheless, inch by inch.

"Relax, Gertie," he grunted, his voice strained. "You're so fucking tight."

I moaned, my body tingling with the sensation of being pleasured at both ends. The machine continued to work on my tits, pulling and sucking while Farmer Easton pounded into my ass with vigor.

"This is what you wanted, isn't it?" he panted, his hands gripping my hips for leverage.

"You look so fucking hot like this, Gertie. Bent over, taking my cock while the machine does its work on those delicious tits."

I moaned again, the dual sensations overwhelming me. The machine tugged and pulled at my nipples, sending waves of pleasure through my body, while Farmer Easton's cock stretched me wide until my asshole burned.

He reached around and began to fondle my clit. "You're doing so good, Gertie. You're a natural at this," he praised, his voice ragged with desire.

The combination of sensations was almost too much. My eyes rolled back as I came, my pussy quivering and pulsing. I squirted from the sensation in my ass.

The farmer let go, too, dumping his cum into my filthy hole like the animal I was.

The machine turned off with a beep and a hiss.

"How was that for your first milking, huh?" Farmer Easton chuckled. Hot cum spilled out of my ass as he withdrew. He patted my back and pulled his pants back up. "I knew we'd get you producing in no time, Gertie."

I could only moo softly in response, my head spinning.


FIVE

Farmer Easton was good at fucking me, but Peter would always be my favorite.

I moaned as I stretched, writhing against the grass. The sun felt so good on my skin. This hucow farm was more than a sanctuary– it was like heaven. I'd never been so happy in all my life.

My eyes fluttered open, and I shaded them with my hand, watching the other hucows playing in the grass, rolling and laughing. I thought of joining them, but I'd promised Peter I'd be here for him.

Then, Peter arrived with my leash in his hand. "Gertie, it's time for your injections."

Two weeks in, I was almost at full production capacity, but there was still more work to be done.

I mooed in response as he clipped the leash on my collar and brought me to my stall.

The hormone injection was quick and painless. I knew the pleasure that followed would always be worth it. Peter pushed me down onto the hay, his hands rough as he spread my legs. "You're soaking wet, hucow. Did the milking machine turn you on this morning?"

I nodded, panting, my body aching for him. Peter chuckled and rubbed his hand over my mound, pressing two fingers inside me. I gasped, my back arching as he fingered me.

"You're even tighter than before," Peter grunted, his fingers pumping in and out. "I love a tight pussy."

"Peter..." I moaned, my hips moving in time with his fingers.

"Shut up, cow," he growled. "You're mine. You don't speak."

I whimpered, nodding and biting my bottom lip. Peter looked down at me with a smirk, his eyes flashing lustfully.

"That's right," he said, pulling his fingers out of me and slapping my swollen, throbbing clit. "You're mine to use, mine to fuck, mine to milk. You don't speak unless I order you to. Understand?"

I nodded quickly, my body trembling with anticipation. I wanted him so badly I was ready to do anything he said. I arch my back, presenting myself to him.

Peter grinned and forced his cock into my bruised cunt.

I moved against him, whimpering. He felt so good inside of me. His cock made my body hum. My senses melded together, and I let out a long moo. My hucow body needed it. I was finally back to myself. I felt my tits fill with milk.

I could feel them swelling with it, begging to be emptied. I moaned, the sensation overwhelming.

Peter laughed, turning my head towards him with my collar. "You like that, don't you, cow?"

I nodded, gasping as he thrust harder into me. I clenched around his cock, my body desperate for release.

Peter's voice was a low growl, his breathing ragged. "Good girl. Such a good little hucow. Take my cock, take my seed." He thrust faster, his hips slapping against my ass.

He leaned forward, teasing my nipples until streams of fresh milk splashed against the floor. I moaned, my body convulsing as the sensation of being milked and fucked at the same time was overwhelming.

"God, you're so responsive," Peter groaned, his hips moving faster, slamming into me with force. "You love this, don't you, Gertie? You love being used like a hucow?"

I whimpered, my body trembling as another orgasm started to build. I felt like I was on fire, every nerve-ending tingling with pleasure.

"Say it, Gertie," Peter demanded, his voice was like a low growl. "Moo for me, bitch!" He slapped my ass.

The pain brought me over the edge, and I came all over his cock. I let out a long moo, tears of relief rolling down my cheeks and milk squirting from my udders.

Peter groaned, his body seizing as he released his hot cum into my slutty, fertile hucow womb.

He continued to move inside of me, his hips still thrusting in short, sharp motions as he rode out his orgasm.

"Fuck, Gertie, you're so fucking tight," he grunted, his voice breathless and satisfied. "Your pussy is gripping my cock like a fucking vice."

He eventually slowed his thrusts, his cock still buried deep inside me, and his breath began to return to normal.

He pulled out of me with a wet pop, and I whimpered at the loss of his warmth. He looked down at me, a smug smile on his face. He slapped his cock against my face. "Clean me up, cow."

I wrapped my lips around his semi-hard cock, slurping up my juices greedily until he was clean. The taste was salty and musky, a heady mix of him and me.

Peter smirked at me, his eyes gleaming with approval. "Good girl," he said, running a hand through my sweat-soaked hair. "You know your place, don't you?"

I nodded, my cheeks flushing with pleasure. I did know my place, and I loved it. I was a hucow, and I was meant to serve and please.

I whimpered as he petted me. My skin was still sensitive.

"Well, time to get back to work," he said. "Be a good girl and make lots of milk for me. I'll see you tonight."

I nodded, my eyelids heavy as he walked away. I settled into the hay, finally satisfied. My milk had come back and I was able to live as the good obedient hucow I'd always wanted to be.

This farm was more than my home. It was my sanctuary.


WANT MORE HUCOW GOODNESS?

HUCOW MAID
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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
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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

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

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

Strawberries and Cream

Lucky Hucow

Naughty Hucow

More coming soon!

-

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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