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      Belle’s books contain: bulls and hucow (human / cow play), high heat, spicy explicit scenes, milking, breeding, transformation, easy smut read, HEA / HFN, no cheating, primal / pet play, possessive dominant MMCs, submissive FMCs, no noncon / dubcon

      Their Hucow Dolly also contains DD/lg dynamics

      *kindly remember, if it ain’t consensual, it ain’t BDSM.

      The term hucow is a cross between human and cow involving elements related to lactation, breeding, bull and cow-like behavior, and incorporates domination (bull) and submission (cow) dynamics.
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      The coffee’s gone cold in my mug, because I haven’t moved from the kitchen table since I poured it in the dark over an hour ago. Sunlight streaks across the old wood floor, catching flecks of dust in the air that stir into a frenzy each time one of my fellow bulls moves.

      It’s usually peaceful out here on the ranch, but this morning I’m just not feeling it.

      Today a storm is brewing inside of my heart. I’ve been at a loss for words since I went to bed last night. I don’t think I slept for more than a few minutes at a time.

      Liam and Axel stopped trying to make small talk with me a long time ago. Instead, they are drinking their second cups of coffee, exchanging worried glances and moving around the room, waiting for me to tell them what’s gotten into me.

      Dolly.

      It’s her name that is playing on repeat in my head. It’s her smiling face I see when I scowl into my coffee.

      Until yesterday, Dolly was my son’s girlfriend, and he was lucky to have her. A ray of sunshine followed her everywhere she went. No matter who she talked to, she’d always make you feel you were the most important thing to her at that moment.

      I envied his luck in finding her.

      Then he screwed it all up.

      I grumble at my mug again, then take a deep breath and exhale with an audible sigh.

      “She’s coming by this afternoon,” I say finally, breaking the silence. They lift their heads to glance at me, but neither of them says a thing, so I clarify, “Dolly.”

      Liam’s expression lights up at the mention of her, but fades quickly when he sees I’m not happy about it. He leans against the counter with his arms folded. “Everything okay?”

      I shake my head. “Not really.”

      Axel says nothing, but his eyes narrow. He’s sitting across from me, silent as always, but taking everything in.

      Liam frowns, pushing off the counter to join us at the table. “What happened?”

      I exhale hard through my nose, dragging a hand over my jaw. “Aaron cheated on her. Dolly walked in on him yesterday, and he kicked her out. Just like that.”

      Liam mutters something under his breath and reels back in disbelief. I can’t make out the words, but his tone is sharp and angry. Then he spins on his heels and faces me. “I knew that boy didn’t deserve her. Knew it the second he brought her around here, like she was some prize he won at the fair.”

      Liam and Axel have become partial to Dolly, even though they rarely got to see her. Aaron is difficult to relate to. His mother and I had him young, when we were both still in high school. We broke up shortly after he was born. Oddly enough, I walked in on her with someone I once considered a friend. His mother fought for custody of Aaron and worked hard to poison him against me. He still carries a lot of that poison with him now as an adult.

      I thought meeting a generous and loving woman like Dolly was bringing him around to common decency.

      I was wrong. My kid showed up late last night and said he was done with her.

      “Are those her things in the back room?” Axel’s voice is low.

      “Yeah,” I say. “He dumped all her stuff in boxes and brought them here last night. Told me to give it to her like I’m the damn mailman.”

      Silence settles between us. I’ve known Dolly for almost two years now. I knew the day that Aaron brought her home that they were two very different people.

      Liam punches his fist into his palm, flexing the muscles in his arms.

      “She’s always been sweet,” he says finally. “You remember that time they came for dinner and she brought cookies? Called ahead and asked if we had any allergies first. Like she cared.”

      “She does care,” I say. “That’s the thing. That girl’s got a heart big as this whole damn ranch, and Aaron stomped on it like it was nothing.”

      Axel looks at me for a long time, considering my words. Then he leans forward, resting his arms on the table. “She’s gentle,” he says simply. “Soft. Quiet. But not weak. I never thought she was weak.”

      Dolly is a hucow, and around here, bulls treasure their hucows. They are often claimed by a group of two to three bulls, so their needs can be properly managed. It’s rare that only one bull claims a hucow in Hucow Haven, but Aaron has always been selfish. He took her without considering her needs and only used her to satisfy his own.

      Beyond Dolly being a hucow, there’s a reason the three of us are sweet on the girl and it’s something I never shared with my friends because I thought she could never be ours.

      But the situation has now changed.

      “She’s a Little,” I say, almost under my breath.

      Both men stiffen and look at me with wide eyes. Neither of them has had as much access to Dolly as I did being Aaron’s father. They usually made themselves scarce when they knew Aaron would be here because of his poor attitude.

      Liam clears his throat. “You sure?”

      “I’ve seen it for months,” I answer. “Aaron was never going to fulfill that in her. He never even knew what he had. I saw it in the way she responded to me when I’d give her even the hint of an order or a task. The way she melts when she’s praised. I’ve been watching her when she thinks no one is looking. If not full on, she definitely has little tendencies. She craves care and structure. She just didn’t have anyone to give it to her the way she needs, so she suppresses it.”

      Aaron was never the dominant type. He was manipulative, which is detrimental to someone as genuine as Dolly. When I first started paying attention, it became glaringly obvious what she needed. That is why Liam and Axel are drawn to her.

      “Until now,” Liam says, testing the room.

      I look up at both of them, meeting their eyes one at a time. My heart swells in my chest when I realize that what I’m about to suggest is going to be accepted by my closest friends and fellow bulls.

      “I know what you’re thinking,” I say. “And I’ve been up all night. I’m thinking about it too. Dolly isn’t ours. Not yet. But I don’t want her to walk away from us. Not if we can help it. Dolly is special and there’s something inside of me that is demanding we convince her to stay.”

      Dolly is a Little and a hucow. She’s exactly what the three of us have been looking for. I’ve sat by and bit my tongue to stay out of my son’s relationship, but he’s thrown her away and I will not hesitate in picking her up because she is so much more than he ever gave her credit for.

      “Me too,” Liam says without hesitation, drawing my gaze to him. He adds, “I’ve been sweet on her since I first saw her. I just never thought⁠—”

      He doesn’t finish saying he always thought she’d be spoken for.

      Dolly is a rare treasure.

      Axel gives a single nod. “I agree. If she’ll let us in.”

      The idea of her showing up alone this afternoon, expecting to be handed her stuff in cardboard boxes, makes something twist in my chest.

      Dolly has been strong for a long time. She’s had to be if she’s been hiding her Little side around Aaron to appease him. She’s slipped into survival mode and pushed down those parts of her that need care and patience.

      “She’s going to be scared,” I say. “She might not trust any of us—not after what Aaron did. But if she needs a place to stay, I’m offering. And I want you two with me in that.”

      Liam grins, his entire posture shifting into something lighter and more certain. “If she stays, she’s not just a guest. She’s ours. That’s what you’re saying?”

      I nod. “Eventually. If she wants us. No pressure. No expectations. But all the care and unconditional love in the world if she says yes.”

      Axel stands, slow and deliberate, his broad frame casting a long shadow over the table. He carries his mug to the sink and sets it in the soapy water before turning to face us.

      Among the three of us, Axel is the most guarded in everything he does. He’s methodical and calculating—measured.

      “She needs us,” he says. “If she is a Little, then she’s been without her daddies and her bulls for too long.”

      The weight of what we’ve all said settles between us. It’s not lust, not impulse. It’s something steadier. A need to protect and cherish.

      “She deserves better.” I agree with my fellow bulls. “And I think we’re it.”

      “What about your boy?” Axel asks.

      I shake my head. I love my son, but he’s selfish and Dolly deserves better than he’ll ever give her. He’s already proven by cheating on Dolly that he is undeserving of her. “Aaron has made his choice, and he’s already moved on.”

      The old clock ticks above the stove. Outside, the wind hums through the trees. Soon Dolly will walk up to the house, probably hugging her arms tight around herself to hold her emotions deep inside of her.

      Instead, she’s going to find the three of us—waiting.

      Not just with boxes.

      But with open arms and open hearts.
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      The gravel crunches under my tires as I pull up the long driveway to Aaron’s father’s ranch. It’s beautiful out here and I’ll never understand why Aaron made any excuse he could to stay away from here.

      I guess it doesn’t matter anymore.

      The ranch is quiet except for the occasional bird that sings, and the steady trill of the crickets. Weathered posts line a white fence. The fields stretch wide with green under a bright blue sky that looks much bigger out here than it does in the town.

      I used to think this place was too big, too open. Now, after the tiny, suffocating apartment I shared with Aaron, it feels like the first deep breath I’ve taken in weeks.

      Still, my chest is tight.

      I can’t believe I’m here to say goodbye.

      I wasn’t brave enough to come first thing in the morning when all three of the men who lived here would most likely be home. I didn’t want anyone seeing me like this. My eyes are puffy, my heart aches, and I’m pretty sure my face is splotchy with angry shades of red where I rubbed my tears away last night.

      The clothes I could carry are stuffed into two large garbage bags in the backseat of my car where I slept in last night. All that’s left of my belongings is sitting somewhere on this property.

      Aaron didn’t just cheat on me, he kicked me out and erased me from our life like I was nothing. He tossed my things into boxes and told his father to hand them over like the last two years didn’t matter.

      The humiliation burns in my stomach.

      Aaron’s father, Roman Maxwell, didn’t deserve to be caught in the middle of all of this. He was always kind. Respectful. Maybe a little intense in the way he looked at me, like he was always seeing more than I wanted him to. But he was never cruel.

      And then there were his friends, Liam Bennett and Axel Sterling, the two men he shares this ranch with. I never called them by their first names. It always felt oddly pleasing to call them by their titles, Mr. Maxwell, Mr. Bennett, and Mr. Sterling. I felt safe around the three of them, even if I didn’t quite understand why.

      Now I’m supposed to walk up to that porch, knock on their door and collect the shattered pieces of my life in a box, all while pretending I’m okay.

      I square my shoulders, put the car in park, and step out.

      The screen door creaks open before I make it to the steps.

      Mr. Maxwell is standing there.

      Tall, broad-shouldered, arms folded across his chest—but his face isn’t stern. His eyes appraise me, not judging but taking everything in, like he can see exactly how broken I am under the surface.

      “Dolly,” he says, and something comforting in his voice wraps around my name like a blanket.

      “Hi, Mr. Maxwell.” I force a smile.

      “You don’t have to call me that—if you don’t want to. You can call me Roman if it is easier for you.” His tone is gentle.

      “It’s not.” I confess.

      His smile reaches his eyes at my answer. It feels like I’ve given him the hint to a puzzle he is trying to solve.

      “Very well.”

      Mr. Bennett appears behind him, shirt half-buttoned, and a mug in one hand. He grins when he sees me.

      “Well, if it isn’t the little lady herself.” He steps onto the porch. “I hear you’re havin’ a bad day.”

      Despite myself, I let out a shaky laugh.

      Mr. Sterling steps out next, his quiet presence somehow grounding me just by being there. He nods once, like he’s been expecting me. The way he looks at me makes me more aware of myself.

      “I, um… I’ll just grab my stuff,” I murmur. “I don’t want to bother anyone.”

      “Nonsense,” Roman—Mr. Maxwell—says firmly. “Come sit. We made coffee.”

      “I’m not staying⁠—”

      “No pressure,” he says quickly. “Just a cup. Then we’ll help you pack.”

      The gentleness in his voice unravels something in me. My legs move on their own, carrying me up the steps. I take the seat he gestures toward on the porch.

      He places a mug in my hands a second later—exactly how I took it when I would order it with Aaron. Three sugars and extra cream.

      “You remembered,” I whisper, more to myself than to him.

      “Of course,” he says simply.

      Mr. Bennett sits beside me on the porch swing, a little too close, a little too easy in the way he leans back like this is just another quiet morning.

      Mr. Sterling leans against the railing, arms folded, watching me—not like I’m a problem to solve, but something he’s considering.

      Mr. Sterling is a man of few words, and I wonder if his military background ingrained that in him or if that is what made him good at being in the military when he was.

      As I smile between each of them, it hits me.

      They’re not just being polite. They’re worried about me. Attentive in a way Aaron never managed, not once.

      I don’t know what to do with that.

      “You okay?” Mr. Sterling asks.

      I shrug, eyes stinging. “Not really. But I didn’t expect to be.”

      I take a sip of the coffee, then frown into my cup before I set it down.

      Mr. Maxwell watches me for a moment before he points at the cup. “You never liked coffee, did you?”

      I shake my head. “No.”

      It was always easier to just go along with what Aaron liked when we were together. I’ll have to get used to finding myself again.

      I frown at my feet. I’m disappointed in myself for changing my needs to fit into Aaron’s space. I had just had a string of bad relationships, and when I met Aaron, I was desperate to be accepted, and I should have demanded more for myself.

      When I glance up, I meet Mr. Sterling’s eyes. His lips are pinched together. I sense my answer has disappointed him.

      “You can stay here,” Mr. Maxwell suggests.

      I blink, snapping my attention back to him. “What?”

      “Just for a little while,” Mr. Bennett adds. “No expectations. Just some peace and quiet while you regroup.”

      “You don’t even know⁠—”

      “We know enough,” Mr. Sterling says quietly.

      My heart pounds into my chest. Aaron might not have been a good man, but I know his father and his father’s friends are.

      Still, I don’t trust myself to make good decisions right now.

      “Thank you, but I’ll be okay.”

      Mr. Maxwell’s expression slips into a frown. “Aaron told me you left yesterday. Where did you sleep last night?” I open my mouth to answer him and he cuts me off with a stern glare. “If you lie to me, so help me. I will redden your bottom.”

      I snap my lips shut.

      Mr. Maxwell has never spoken to me like this and my face heats.

      I don’t not like it.

      “In my car,” I admit sheepishly.

      “That is unacceptable, little one. You’ll stay here until you find a suitable alternative, but we want to clarify that we hope you’ll decide that you like it here enough to stay longer.” Mr. Maxwell crouches in front of me, looking up into my eyes. His voice is steady.

      “I don’t understand.”

      Mr. Bennett sets his big palm on my thigh. “Aaron might have let you go, but the three of us aren’t ready to do that just yet. We want to provide you with a place to stay. There are no strings attached, but we hope you will heal and come to find a place of your own with us.”

      I won’t pretend I don’t know what he’s saying. Bull and hucow relationships work differently than normal. Often they move faster because of our heightened hormones and base instincts.

      I think Mr. Maxwell and his friends are asking me to consider moving forward as a hucow in their dynamic, but I’m not entirely sure.

      I’ve always found the three of them overwhelmingly attractive. Mr. Bennett is more relaxed. His flirtatious winks always made me blush, while Mr. Sterling’s quiet gaze and authoritative tone made me weak in the knees. All three of them are dominant bulls and they affected my little hucow.

      I often felt that it was this that made Aaron avoid this place when I was with him.

      Mr. Maxwell takes one of my hands in his and rubs his thumb tenderly across my skin. “You don’t have to decide right now. But you’re not alone, Dolly. Not unless you want to be.”

      A gentle breeze plays with the strands of my hair as I glance down to where they are touching me.

      “I don’t want to be alone,” I whisper.

      “Then you’re not,” Mr. Sterling says.

      And just like that, the walls I’ve held up for so long crack—not because they’ve been shattered, but because someone finally offered me a place safe enough to set them down.
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      I can’t believe I’m here. I should go before I get hurt.

      I told myself that a hundred times last night. Just dinner. One night. One moment to breathe. Then I’d make an excuse and leave before I got too comfortable, before I made the mistake of hoping.

      But this morning, when I wake up in the guest room to the mouthwatering smell of breakfast and the faint sound of music drifting in from the kitchen, I don’t want to leave.

      I feel… calm and light.

      It’s been a long time since I truly felt this way.

      The quilt wrapped around me is thick and hand-stitched, faded with age but soft from years of washing. It smells like cedar and sunlight and something faintly herbal. Lavender maybe. Someone tucked it around me while I slept. I know because I went to bed curled up in a tight ball, and now I’m snug and warm like a burrito. The thought makes my heart twist in my chest.

      Someone cared enough to make sure I was warm.

      That shouldn’t be a big deal—but it is.

      I roll over to check my phone on the nightstand for the time and my swollen breasts compress against the mattress, drawing a wince from me.

      I showed up here early in the afternoon yesterday and I never got the chance to express my milk. The last time I relieved myself was yesterday morning before I got here when
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