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      Belle’s books contain: bulls and hucow (human / cow play), reverse harem or menage, 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

      *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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        If you haven’t read it yet, start this series with

      

        

      
        Their Hucow Honey

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Their Hucow Honey ebook cover with one woman standing in front of three men]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            DAISY

          

        

      

    

    
      “Hucow Haven Medical. This is Daisy.” I smile into the phone as I speak.

      My old high school teacher once told me that people can hear the smile in your voice. I don’t know if I really believe that, but here I am, smiling into an empty waiting room.

      “This is Hank Cantner down at the post office. I have a rather large package here for the guys.”

      I grab a pen and write a note to Oliver and Wyatt as I speak. “Thanks, Hank. I’ll send someone down today.”

      “Great. Tell them they’ll need their pickup truck. We’ll be expecting them.”

      I glance up at the clock, then quickly speak before he hangs up. “It’ll be in the afternoon. Wyatt and Oliver are out until then.”

      “Sounds good. Thanks, Daisy.”

      The line goes dead, leaving me in silence with my thoughts.

      Oliver keeps telling me to play some music when they are both out of the office, but I never do. I find it distracting.

      The next appointment isn’t until two o’clock, and the patient waiting room is empty. It’s rare that both Oliver and Wyatt, the two doctors at Hucow Haven Medical, are gone at the same time.

      I glance at their two closed doors.

      This office isn’t the same without at least one of them here.

      I’ve had a schoolgirl crush on both of them since I started here nine months ago, which is completely inappropriate since, according to my mother, I have a boyfriend—which I don’t.

      My parents have orchestrated every moment of my life until I graduated from my nursing program.

      In a way, they are still in control because I’ve been lying to them about my chosen field of study since I left home and moved away from Aspen Hollow.

      I don’t understand how my parents think I’m still dating William. He lives back in the big city with them. I moved away almost a whole year ago. From what my sister tells me, William keeps coming by, telling my father that we’re still going strong and that he misses me.

      We went out on three dates, which is two more than I wanted to go on.

      Almost my entire adult life has been a lie. It consists of moments of smiling for the cameras when you don’t want to, and giving people the answer they want to hear, even if it isn’t the truth.

      It wasn’t until I met my two new bosses that I understood how freeing telling the truth really is.

      Still, I’m living a lie.

      I told my parents when I was done with my program that I was moving out to Garden Grove to work as an admin and nursing assistant for a cosmetic surgery clinic.

      That’s not me. That’s my best friend, Brenda. She’s one town over.

      My parents come from wealth.

      All they know is money.

      They live in a make believe land of gossip, high society and ego.

      They are rarely impressed, which I've come to learn is one of the reasons I’ve grown into a people-pleaser.

      Having a daughter who moved to Hucow Haven to work with doctors specializing in hucows and bulls would be a PR nightmare for them. Not to mention, knowing why I chose this field would kill them.

      To them, it doesn’t matter what I want from my life. It matters how it reflects on them.

      I feel more at home in Hucow Haven than I ever did in Aspen Grove. I’m comfortable in my position, and Oliver and Wyatt are both so patient and understanding.

      I pull up our three-way text conversation and send them a note.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hank called. He has a package that you’ll need to pick up with a truck. I told him one of you would be there after noon.

      

      

      

      

      

      The corner of my mouth ticks up in a shy grin when the three little dots immediately start bouncing on the screen, leaving me to wonder which one of them is typing.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oliver

      

      
        Thank you, Daisy. It’s on my way back, and I have the truck.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Wyatt

      

      
        Thanks, Oli. How is everything at the office, Daisy?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Quiet, but I’m getting caught up on the filing and the mid month invoices. Your first appointment isn’t until 2:00.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver

      

      
        Great. I’ll grab lunch after the pickup for all of us.

      

      

      

      

      

      I run my finger down my phone, glancing over our past conversations. Secretly, I love that I have them all to myself in this string of text messages. It goes all the way back to my first week on the job.

      I still remember how scared I was when I interviewed to work here. A part of me was terrified my mother was going to find out I wasn’t where I said I would be, but mostly, I found Oliver and Wyatt to be intimidating.

      They are both handsome and almost ten years older than I am. Wyatt has short, light brown hair, but it is still long enough that I could grip it in my hands. Oliver’s dark hair is cut a little shorter.

      The shirts they wear hug their muscles perfectly and I flush furiously hot whenever one of them stands close to me, because they always smell so good. I tell myself it has nothing to do with the fact that I’ve imagined both of them doing so much more than being my bosses. Those are thoughts that would get me fired.

      They both have a strong work ethic and they take their roles and their business seriously.

      I like that they advocate for the hucows and bulls here, as it has been an interest of mine since I knew what they were.

      The phone rings again, ripping me from my thoughts.

      “Hucow Haven Medical. This is Daisy.”

      The smile falls from my face when Brenda speaks in a panicked voice. “Daisy. I have your mom on the line. I thought you told her never to call you at work.”

      I glance around the office as though someone might hear me, then relax when I realize I’m still alone.

      “I did. Ugh. Can you put her through? I’m so sorry. I’ll tell her again.”

      “It’s no problem. Really. Don’t worry about me. I’m worried about you because I’m not always at my desk, and it forwards after three rings to the general line. I’m putting her through.”

      A chill tickles up my spine. This was a close one. I’m going to need a better lie. I can’t keep this one up forever.

      I force a smile back onto my face. “Good morning. Garden Grove Cosmetic Clinic. This is Daisy.”

      I glance at Oliver and Wyatt’s closed office doors. My gut twists at my lie.

      “Daisy, this is your mother.”

      The line falls silent, and I take a deep breath to stifle my groan.

      She doesn't like to start a conversation as she feels it is the weaker move to speak first.

      I take a deep breath and release it slowly. “Hi, Mom. How are you?”

      “Your father and I are well.”

      “Mom. I told you before that I can’t take personal calls at work. It disrupts the patients we treat. Our clients value their peace and privacy when they are here.”

      There is an annoyed sigh on the line. “I wouldn’t have to call if you would respond to the text messages I left.”

      I angle my phone and open my messages. I have notifications set to alert me for Wyatt and Oliver, and for Chelsea, my younger sister.

      I wince when I see the string of texts from my mother.

      “I’m sorry, Mom. My phone isn’t working properly.”

      “Yes, well. Your sister is graduating this year, and we are throwing a little party in her honor. I wanted to make sure you were attending. Your father spoke to William yesterday. He said he would be in attendance, but he hasn’t connected with you yet. That boy misses you so much.”

      The snort starts low in my throat and half escapes before I cough to cover it up.

      Sure. William misses me.

      I haven’t spoken to him since I left. The only thing I’m sure he misses is the easy access to my father and all of his money.

      The only thing taking me home is Chelsea. I’ve missed her terribly since I’ve been away.

      She’s written me letters every week since I’ve been gone. I keep telling her I have an email address, but each week, a new letter arrives.

      “I’ll be there, Mom.”

      I don’t tell her I’m looking forward to it, because I’m not. I’m only going home to spend time with Chelsea.

      The little parties my parents throw are anything but quaint. They are lavish affairs. They reach far and wide to invite guests from all over. People Chelsea and I have never met before will parade through their home as my father and mother show off how rich they are.

      Ask me how I know. My high school grad party my parents threw was obscenely decadent. I knew no one, and they threw it on the same night our graduating class was going on a group camping trip, so I missed out on my real high school years to be dressed up for people I never saw again.

      “Very well.” The line goes dead.

      I frown at my phone before sending her a text reiterating that I will be in attendance and to continue to use text to contact me.

      I thought being out from under my parents’ thumb would be easier than this, but my lies are piling up and if I don’t do something about it, they will soon crush me.

      The open box of supplies on the corner of my desk draws my attention and I stand to carry it into one of the examination rooms.

      My stomach always flutters when I enter this room.

      Oliver and Wyatt take good care of their equipment, and I open a drawer to refill the milkers. They use these handheld suction cups to express milk from hucows.

      I’m called into the room whenever a hucow requests a female present. I know it’s a routine medical process, but watching it does something to me.

      It shouldn’t.

      I should be professional like Wyatt and Oliver are, but my thighs clench together and my pussy tingles just imagining something like that happening to me one day.

      I run my finger along the cup as I lick my lips.

      I’ve known for a while I wanted to be a hucow. I want a bull who would care for me and use me until I screamed in ecstasy. I want my titties to grow large with cream until I bend over and beg to be mounted and milked.

      I envy the hucows who come through here.

      They are bravely living their best lives while I’m too scared to live mine.

      I cover my breast with my palm before pinching my nipple, wondering what it would feel like to express milk for the first time.

      Then I put the milkers in the drawer and close it.

      I should just come clean, tell my parents that my life is my own, and explore this need in me, but I don't like confrontation. My parents would disown me if they knew what I craved. Chelsea is almost an adult now, but I worry they would influence her against me and I would be alone.

      The phone rings again.

      These are thoughts for another time.

      I push them down with a smile on my face.

      “Hucow Haven Medical. This is Daisy.”
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            WYATT

          

        

      

    

    
      “I don’t understand why you don’t just ask her out.” The last of my beer is warming and I tip my chin and hold up two fingers at the bartender, who nods, lifting an arm to get the server’s attention.

      “Like on a date?” Oliver’s face scrunches in distaste. “Daisy is our employee. Besides, we agreed⁠—”

      “Here you go, sugar.” The server sets our drinks down and pulls her shoulders back, showing off her ample breasts.

      When she doesn’t get the reaction she wants, she turns and leaves us.

      This is the only bar in town worth going to if you’re a bull or a hucow. The owners, Shane and Alex, have been growing their business for years and Roughstock is known for its support of the hucow community.

      Oliver and I have been taking small doses of the bull hormone for a while now.

      It helps in our practice to understand what bulls are going through, and being bulls is something we both always wanted.

      I read Oliver like a book, and I know what he was about to say before we were interrupted.

      “We agreed we would take a hucow together.” I take a long drink of my cold beer. “Are you saying that this one might be more than someone you just want to date?”

      I wait in silence for his answer.

      Daisy Danvers is our administrative assistant. After years of trying to manage our own patients, Oliver finally relented and agreed to hire an assistant to take a huge portion of our workload off our shoulders.

      I wanted Daisy on our team the moment she sat down in her interview. She isn’t overly forward, but she is approachable and her smile warms the room.

      I clear my throat as I continue to wait for Oliver’s answer. I want him to say yes. I want him to tell me that our assistant, who I’ve been secretly lusting after for months, could be the one for us.

      When Daisy first started with us, she was quiet. I was worried because I wasn’t so sure she was going to work out, but she’s been coming out of her shell.

      As far as employees go, Daisy is amazing. She learns quickly and her education in nursing is an asset.

      As a woman, she is definitely my type. Her curves make my mouth water and I’ve spent many nights jerking off to thoughts of her on the hormone and leaking milk as I bend her over and rut her from behind.

      Oliver has guarded himself. He is more of a rule-follower than I am. He sees her as an employee first, even though I think his heart is searching for more.

      He isn’t as abrupt as he used to be when we first started our group chat, and I’ve caught him looking at Daisy when he thinks no one is watching him.

      “I don’t know what I’m saying.” He pauses, then shakes his head. “She’s ten years younger than me.”

      Oliver is only two years older than me, but even at thirty-three, he isn’t robbing any cradles.

      “That means nothing. She’s a consenting adult.”

      He sits in silence for a long time before he murmurs, “What if we scare her off? Then we lose an employee too.”

      I don’t hide the grin eating up my face.

      So he has been thinking about Daisy.

      “Hey.” I wait until he lifts his gaze from his beer to meet my eyes. “We have lots of time. Let’s just take it easy. She’s working at our clinic. She’s been nothing but wonderful with the hucows, and she’s always open to learning more about our business. At the very least, she is accepting of our lifestyle. Now we just have to see if she would be open to us.”

      Around here, it’s normal for more than one bull to take a hucow together. It is often easier as a hucow’s heat can be intense for the female. They also produce more than enough milk to feed at least two bulls a day.

      He looks at me for a long time before he nods and takes another gulp of his beer.

      “Hey, Wyatt. Oliver. What brings you by?”

      We look up at the same time to find Shane, one owner of Roughstock, approaching.

      “Just in for a drink.”

      He glances over his shoulder at the back room.

      “You sure. It’s poker night in a couple of hours. There’s always room at our table for more if you have the cash, which I know you guys are good for.”

      We met Shane and Alex when they first opened this place up. It had started as a gentlemen's club, but quickly changed course to cater to the masses. Hucow Haven is aptly named as most of the people who live here are active in the bull and hucow community, or are supportive of it.

      “Tonight it’s just the drinks, but thanks.” Oliver holds his bottle up.

      “Can I get you another? It’s on me.” Shane turns to get the bartender’s attention.

      Oliver shakes his head. “I’m driving.”

      “I’ll take one,” I answer and Shane holds one finger up.

      He waits for the server to deliver it before standing.

      “You guys should come by when it’s hucow night.”

      Oliver smiles and says we’ll think about it, but we both know we won’t.

      It seems like the same little heifer has caught both our eyes and I’m not interested in deviating from that possibility.

      After Shane leaves, Oliver drinks his last sip and leans back in his seat.

      He looks around the bar, then inhales a deep breath through his nose. He does that when there is something on his mind.

      Then he crosses his arms and narrows his gaze on me. “So you wouldn’t be against—Daisy?”

      I have to shift in my seat to adjust myself as I consider his question. “No. As a matter of fact, I’ve been wanting to talk to you about her for a while.”

      “Really? Was something holding you back?”

      “You know what I go for, and Daisy is hot as sin—even in her scrubs, but there is something about her that makes me want to handle her with care. We don’t know her outside of work. And even in the office, she keeps her personal life private. I guess I was kind of looking for your blessing because I don’t want her to be just our employee anymore,” I confess.

      “I see. So what do we do now?”

      The thought of making Daisy ours and living the bull and hucow dream we’ve both wanted is going straight to my cock.

      I feel like a hunter, lying in wait for Daisy to wander just a little too close to me. Oliver and I now have this depraved little secret between the two of us, and my nerve endings vibrate at the thought of the days to come.

      I hold my beer up and grin at Oliver. “We continue on like normal, but we get to know Daisy better.”
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        * * *

      

      The weekend crawled by at a snail’s pace, and I rose before usual on Monday morning to get to the office early.

      Working with Daisy is completely different now that Oliver has given me his blessing in pursuing her for the both of us.

      When we’re in the office, we usually have our doors wide open, but today Oliver’s is closed.

      I, however, have a perfect view of our assistant, and I’ve been watching her for most of the morning.

      Like right now.

      The office is quiet because it’s almost lunch, and Daisy is filing our new patient insurance forms away. She’s bent over the lowest drawer on the filing cabinet, and her round ass strains against her scrubs each time she slides a new folder into its spot.

      I’m in the middle of a sigh when Oliver blocks my view and walks into my office with a smirk on his face.

      “Did you have time to read the report I sent over this morning?” I quickly scan my desk for the paperwork when he adds, “By email? The one I marked urgent.”

      I tap my keyboard and the thing boots up with a chime. I hadn’t noticed my computer gave up on me using it and put itself to sleep.

      “I’ll get to it right after lunch.”

      Oliver chuckles. “And that is why I had my door closed this morning. I couldn’t stop staring at her.” He takes the seat across from me. “We still have a business to run.”

      I pinch my lips together and nod. “You’re right. I’ll close my door this afternoon and focus.”

      My phone buzzes from the front and I put it on speaker as I glance around Oliver and meet Daisy’s eyes as she watches us from her seat. She taps a paper bag in front of her.

      “I have a lunch delivery here for you.”

      Oliver leans forward, angling his body to talk into the phone. “It’s for all three of us. We’ll be right out.”

      I wait for the click, then raise my eyebrows at Oliver.

      He shrugs with a conspiratorial grin. “It’s time we get to know our assistant better.”
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      Wyatt bounds out of the door in front of me and hurries to Daisy’s desk, grabbing a chair from our waiting area and sitting himself closest to her.

      I cross the room as they open the bag and lock the front door so we won’t be disturbed during our break.

      By the time I return, Daisy has set our food on the table. She waits for me to take my seat before she points at the wrapped items. “Thank you for lunch.”

      I glance at her bag sitting on the counter behind her. She always makes the same thing for herself: a sandwich, a fruit, a bag of chopped up vegetables, and a granola bar that she saves for a snack in the afternoon.

      I have a feeling she does her grocery shopping on the weekend, because she eats the same thing from Monday to Friday, then the next week it is a different sandwich, fruit, vegetable and granola bar.

      “You’re welcome. The chicken burger is yours.”

      Her grin widens. “I love their chicken burgers.”

      I want to tell her I know because I overheard her talking with one of our patients last month, but I keep it to myself.

      I open the large fries and place it in the center of her desk, then hand out the vanilla milkshakes.

      “You went all out.” Wyatt smirks at me when she isn’t looking.

      “I thought it would be a fun treat.” I eat my burger so I don’t have to say anymore.

      Daisy moans to herself when she takes her first bite. The sound goes straight to my cock and I force my food down with a strained swallow.

      I catch Wyatt out of the corner of my eye. He’s staring at Daisy with a mouthful of food. His expression matches how I feel.

      I want to hear her make that sound when I’m buried deep inside of her.

      I blink the thought away and clear my throat. “So, Daisy, tell us about yourself. Are you an only child?”

      Daisy’s eyebrows shoot up her forehead. We’ve never really gotten personal with her and I imagine my question is surprising.

      She makes a muffled sound as she quickly chews the food in her mouth and reaches for a napkin, dabbing it at the corner of her mouth. “I have a younger sister.”

      “Does your family live close? We should arrange a friend and family event for our practice. Maybe a barbeque.” Wyatt suggests as he reaches for a fry.

      “Oh, uh, they don’t live close by. They’re a couple of hours away in Aspen Hollow.” She doesn’t look at either of us as she answers.

      I watch her with a soft smile that I’m sure doesn’t reach my eyes.

      Aspen Hollow is a large city, and while many of the people who live there enjoy the delicacy of hucow milk, many in their upper classes frown on the
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