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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.

This is a 5000-word erotic short intended for readers 18+

Contains steamy scenes between kinky, consenting adults!
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ONE

One thing I'd discovered since the divorce was that the house constantly needed someone looking after it in order to stay clean. As a working single dad, I'd nearly given up on trying to clean on my own.

And, let's be honest, it wasn't something I was good at anyways.

I needed a housekeeper if I wanted to make sure the house didn't fall into complete ruin.

I also needed a woman around the house for ... other reasons. My desire for beautiful hucow women had become insatiable. And so, after conducting some thorough research, I decided upon placing an advertisement for potential candidates.

WANTED - A housekeeper to cook, clean, and milk.

I put up the ad on the online classifieds, hoping the headline would be discrete but also obvious enough to attract the sort of woman I was looking for to be my maid.

The responses started pouring in quickly. Many were not what I was looking for – old ladies with bad backs, mothers wanting extra income for childcare expenses. But then there was one application that caught my eye immediately.

A young, petite red-head named Belinda applied for the position. Her resume showed she possessed the skills necessary to maintain a pristine household. What caught my eye was that she'd graduated from Caddell College Creamery - the world's best Hucow training program.

I grinned to myself as I looked over her resume and studied the modest headshot she'd included. She would be perfect and already trained in hucow disciplines.

I immediately called her in for an interview.

-

The next day, Belinda arrived early at my home. She wore a conservative white blouse paired with a long black skirt. It appeared that the image she sent me was slightly misleading because in person, she seemed demure. Still, her beauty couldn’t go unnoticed. Long wavy red hair cascaded down her shoulders, and her green eyes sparkled with curiosity when we shook hands. She had full pouty lips and looked to be in her mid twenties, almost half my age.

I looked her up and down. The thought of claiming her young, fertile body made me burn with desire.

"Nice to meet you Mr. Thompson," Belinda said. She seemed hyper-aware of my eyes on her.

"Please, come here and have a seat," I said.

We settled in the formal living room. I observed her as she sat nervously across from me. She seemed different from her application, but maybe she was just nervous.

"So, Belinda," I said. "Your resume said you graduated from the College Creamery..."

Belinda's eyes brightened. "Yes, sir," She said.

The way she said "sir" made my cock twitch. She was hot as hell, why was she wearing such modest clothes?

"Like the ad said, I'm looking for someone to take care of the house," I said, gesturing around us. "Cook, clean, that sort of thing."

Belinda nodded.

"And of course, other duties that might come up," I added.

Belinda didn't miss the change in my town.

"So, is that why you're looking for Creamery Graduates?" She asked, looking at me through her lashes.

She knew exactly what I meant, and the look in her eyes told me she understood. There was no point in hiding it anymore.

"Yes, that's correct," I confirmed. "Do you think you can handle those responsibilities?"

"Oh yes!" She exclaimed enthusiastically. The fact that she did not hesitate nor show surprise indicated either she was incredibly comfortable in these kinds of situations or she genuinely believed in her abilities.

My eyes drifted over her again. "So why dress like that?"

Belinda blushed. "Because... I wasn't sure if you were looking for a hucow or not. I didn't want to make assumptions."

I grinned. "Oh, I'm only looking for a hucow," I said. I leaned back in my chair, putting her resume aside. "So, for the final part of the interview, why don't you show me what you learned in finishing school?"


TWO

"Why don't you show me what you learned in finishing school?" I suggested, my voice thick with desire.

Belinda seemed flustered, biting her lip before answering.

"Okay, Mr. Thompson," she responded slowly, carefully choosing her words. "But please understand that even though I am comfortable in these scenarios, I still consider your trust vital. I need assurance that if my interview is satisfactory and we begin our arrangement, it won't deviate from the terms set forth in the initial agreement."

I rose from my seat, approaching her cautiously, ensuring she felt safe yet eager.

"Of course, Belinda," I replied reassuringly. "This will strictly remain within the agreed parameters that we set forth."

Slowly, I walked behind her, placing my strong hands gently on her delicate shoulders. With deliberate intent, I began caressing her shoulders and neck, moving my fingers along her soft skin until they reached the nape of her neck.

I moved my hands down further, unbuttoning her blouse to reveal her massive round tits. I suppressed a groan, knowing they were full of milk and needing to be drained. Her blouse slipped off her slender shoulders as I took it off completely, exposing her pale smooth skin beneath. Inch by inch, I traced lines along her collarbone, eliciting soft moans from her.

As I continued my sensuous exploration, her nipples hardened underneath my touch, craving attention. With expert precision, I used my thumb and index finger to gently pinch and roll her aching buds, making her squirm in anticipation. She trembled with excitement, unable to contain her aroused state any longer.

"So, we shall begin to discuss the duties of the housekeeper," I said, whispering against her ear. "As my live-in maid you will be required to wear the uniform that I assign you. You will be required to cook and clean, as well as perform any other tasks that I ask. You will be available to me any time of day or night."

Belinda nodded, her bottom lip trembling.

God, she was so easy to dominate. So petite and willing to submit to me. The thought made me so hard.

I tweaked her nipples, watching tiny pearls of milk emerge from them.

Her breath came faster, her pupils dilated in response to the heightening stimulation. I held her firmly in place, guiding her through this experience. She whimpered softly, helplessly turned on by my gentle manipulations.

"Remember, Belinda," I reminded her sternly. "In exchange for providing all your needs, including shelter, food, clothing, medical expenses, you must comply fully with your role as a housekeeper."

"Yes, sir," she murmured quietly, barely able to hold back her orgasmic pleasure.

The intensity of her submission fueled my arousal even more.

It was clear how much she desired me, yearning for my guidance and control. This was going to be a most enjoyable relationship indeed.

I released her breasts, stepping away to give her space to catch her breath.

I moved in front of her. "So, I'm assuming that pleasing your employer was part of your training? Go ahead and show me."

Belinda nodded, moving to her knees. She rubbed my aching cock through my trousers before letting it free. She gasped at the sight of it - so thick and hard for her. Without missing a beat, she immediately began teasing my cock with her tongue.

Her mouth engulfed my throbbing length, suckling and stroking it with great skill.

The warmth of her wet mouth enveloped my member, sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my veins. I could feel my control slipping as my release grew closer.

Gripping the armrests tightly, I let loose a low growl of approval. She was doing fantastic. "Yes, baby," I groaned. She would be my hucow housekeeper to use as I pleased.

Feeling the surging waves of ecstasy beginning to consume me, I grabbed her shoulder roughly, shoving her down further on my cock until she gagged. I fucked her mouth until thick hot cum erupted from me, spurting down her throat.

Seeing the glint in her eyes as she swallowed my essence, her gaze conveyed undeniable gratification. Her passion for submitting to me intensified while her cheeks filled with pride in being such a proficient hucow.

"That was quite impressive, Belinda," I complimented her sincerely.

She blushed and smiled shyly, clearly proud of her performance.

"Thank you, Mr. Thompson," she replied respectfully.

After cleaning up, I handed her an employment contract.

"Well then, since you passed the first phase of the trial with flying colors, do you accept the terms and conditions of working as my personal housekeeper?" I asked her.

Belinda looked deep into my eyes, her own wide with determination. "Yes, Mr. Thompson," she answered resolutely.

I offered her a business card with my number etched onto it.

"Alright, then. If you agree to the contract, we'll proceed with the paperwork, and once everything has been signed, you may move into the mansion right away. Your job as my loyal hucow maid begins tomorrow."


THREE

Belinda started as my live-in maid the next day. It was Saturday, so I didn't have to go into work and I had her all to myself.

I watched Belinda as she prepared breakfast, admiring her graceful movements and how effortlessly she navigated the kitchen. Dressed in her new uniform - a traditional black and white french maid dress - she looked sexy and vulnerable. The skirt was short enough for me to catch a glimpse of her lacy panties when she bent over.

"Good morning, sir," She greeted me with a hot cup of coffee.

I couldn't help but notice the subtle scent of lavender perfume emanating from her.

"The uniform suits you," I said, looking her up and down, not bothering to hide the lust I was feeling. I took a long sip of coffee, my eyes not leaving her as she moved about the gourmet kitchen. I leaned against a counter, feeling my cock harden at the thought of fucking her in that outfit.

"Thank you," she said. "How is the coffee?"

"Good, but I was more in the mood for some milk this morning," I said, my voice lowering as she walked by.

I grabbed her, pulling her to me so she could feel my hard cock against the small of her back.

Her breath caught in her throat as she felt the bulge press against her, instinctively pressing her body back against mine. My hand found hers, leading it downward to my erection, which sprang to life at her touch. She lightly ran her palm along my shaft through my trousers, causing my heart rate to increase rapidly.

I grabbed her dress, pulling down her bra and exposing her tit to me. With one movement I turned her around and latched onto her swollen nipple, feeding off of her warm milk.

I savored every drop of nourishment that flowed from her breast into my hungry mouth. As I pulled Belinda closer, the weight of her chest pressed firmly against my face, increasing the intensity of her flavors.

The taste of sweetness combined with the rich tanginess of raw human milk was something indescribable – a unique experience unlike anything else. My lips traveled over her breasts, capturing every last drop she had to offer. When I finally lifted my head, her skin flush with arousal, I kissed her tenderly, reveling in the heat of her breath on my face.

"Mr. Thompson," She gasped through trembling lips. "You're so good at milking me. I'm so grateful."

-

Later that evening, once my twin boys had gone to bed, I sought Belinda out to sooth my raging boner that'd haunted me all day.

I entered the formal living room where Belinda was finishing up dusting and tidying. I said nothing as I approached her from behind, grabbing her and pulling her body against mine.

Belinda let out a tiny gasp that made my body twinge with need. "Mr. Thompson!"

"Time for your nightly breeding, hucow," I said, kissing the back of her neck.

A moan escaped her lips as I kissed her sensitive flesh.

I pulled up her short lacy skirt, plunging my hand down the front of her sheet panties and finding her clit with my index finger. Her slit was already wet, her clit throbbing with need. I rolled the sensitive nub under my finger. "You're already wet?"

Belinda's face went pink. "I'm sorry, master," She said.

I suppressed a growl. Hearing those words me me want to fuck her mercilessly right here in the living room. I used my fingers to work her clit until her soaked white panties clung to her pussy lips.

"Please," she begged.

"Don't come yet, Belinda," I commanded. "Hold it. We're going to cum together."

Without warning, I unbuttoned my pants, releasing my thick erect cock. Its massive size caused Belinda's jaw to drop in surprise.

"Oh...so big... Even bigger than yesterday." she whispered breathily as she looked over her shoulder.

"Watching you all day in that slutty uniform... it made me crazy," I said, stroking my cock up against her ass. The soft fabric against my throbbing cock head felt amazing.

I pushed her against the wall, rubbing my cock between her ass cheeks. "I'm going to use you like the good little hucow you are," I said.

Belinda whimpered with desire as I tore her panties down to her knees and shoved my cock into her pussy. I held onto her waist with one hand and her shoulder with the other, ramming into her with a hot and fast intensity that even I didn't realize I needed.

Her pussy stretched and quivered around my girth, leaving trails of juices down her inner thighs.

Hucows were unlike any other women in the world. Their libido knew no bounds and the only way to keep them producing milk was to fuck them like a beast.

"Oh god," Belinda gasped, her hands pressing against the wall to keep her steady. Her legs trembled as I ravaged her.

My thrusts became rougher and faster. "Take it, cow! Take it all!"

She cried out, a mix of pain and excitement flashing across her face.

My manhood drove deeper inside her, claiming her body fully. Our bodies collided again and again, creating a rhythm of intense sensation. My strength seemed boundless as I took hold of her hips, pushing harder and harder into her wet cavern.

She cried out in ecstasy with each powerful strike. Her breast milk leaked down her front, soaking her maid outfit.

My balls tightened involuntarily, signaling my impending climax.

Thrusting into her one final time, I released the pent-up pressure, filling her womb with my seed. With a triumphant roar, I collapsed against her, both our bodies heaving heavily as we recovered from the ferocity.

Belinda steadied herself against the wall.

I stepped back, watching with amazement as my cum dripped down her thighs and pooled on the hardwood floor.

She slowly opened her eyes, looking up at me with dazed adoration. "Master..."

I kissed her hard, savoring the taste of her lips. "Looks like I made another mess for you to clean up."


FOUR

For the first week, I didn't claim Belinda anywhere but the kitchen or the living room. Asking her to come to my bedroom seemed so much more intimate and intense.

After all, she was my domestic servant. A willing hucow to be used whenever I pleased. She wasn't something like a girlfriend - and we both knew that.

However, one night I saw her tidying upstairs and decided to make a move.

"How are you liking our arrangement so far, Belinda?" I asked.

Belinda turned around with surprise. She was in her room, the private bedroom with a sitting area and a washroom. It was a nice little place for the live-in help and I was glad it was finally getting used.

Belinda blushed when she saw me. "It's been fantastic, Mr. Thompson," she said. "Becoming your hucow is everything I wished for when I was graduating. You're so kind and good."

Her eyes sparkled with gratitude, her blush deepening slightly.

"I know you enjoy being taken advantage of," I told her, walking closer. "Isn't that why you applied for this position? To satisfy your cravings for pleasure?"

Belinda nodded eagerly, biting her lip as she met my gaze. "Yes, sir. That's correct."

"Then prove yourself tonight, my little cow." I stroked her hair affectionately. "I want you to submit to me here, in your room."

Taking her in her own space, although it was all still my house, made it seem so much more raw and intimate.

"Take your clothes off, now," I commanded.

With hesitation, Belinda removed her clothes, standing before me in only her black stockings and high heels. Her naughty maid uniform fell into a wrinkled pile of the plush carpeted floor.

As she stood there, nervously playing with her red hair, I admired her body. Her curves accented perfectly by the sexy stockings. Her full natural breasts were ready for another milking, although I'd already indulged twice today. Her petite frame and pale complexion only added to her charm.

In spite of myself, I couldn't resist the urge to take control over her small frame. I grabbed her forcefully, pinning her against the wall.

I kissed her fiercely, forcing my tongue into her mouth.

The sudden aggression left her startled, yet strangely excited. She closed her eyes and began to surrender to the moment, allowing herself to be swept away by our primal passion.

Even though she submitted wholeheartedly, I wanted her to understand her place clearly.

I roughly grasped her hips, lifting her and carrying her towards the edge of the bed.

I leaned forward and gave her a gentle bite mark on her exposed nape. With my tongue, I licked over the spot, enjoying the feel of her smooth skin beneath my teeth. Seeing how much she enjoyed these caresses fueled my desires further.

I ran my hands along her contours, feeling the warmth of her skin beneath my touch. I could sense her arousal growing stronger, evident in her rapid breathing and slight trembles. This was exactly what I intended – to have complete control over her body and sexual needs.

My hands moved down further, opening her legs and spreading her pussy lips for me. She was pulsing and wet, begging for a good fucking. I used my tongue to tease her clit, which was already swollen with need.

"Submit to me, Belinda," I demanded, pulling her legs higher, exposing her sweet hole. I dipped my middle finger into her slippery entrance. "Are you ready to be used?"

Her eyes fluttered open, glinting with eagerness. "Please, yes!" she replied, arching her back to grant better access.

I smiled and pressed my thumb to her anal opening, gently massaging it before inserting my digit. I used the slick wetness from her pussy to ease into her tight asshole.

Belinda gasped and bit her bottom lip, squirming ever so slightly. Her walls contracted lightly, accommodating my digit. “Does it hurt, Belinda?” I taunted, increasing the depth of penetration, reaching past her sphincter. “Or does it turn you on knowing that I can use whichever hole I like?”

I licked her pussy while fingering her asshole, letting the different sensations take over her body.

Belinda moaned loudly, unable to hide her intense pleasure anymore. "So dirty," she admitted. "I've never done this."

I continued, moving my fingers in and out of her tight asshole while lapping her pussy, knowing while she seemed shy, she was enjoying every moment. She had signed up for this role, after all. And besides, I enjoyed having complete control over not just her physical body, but also her mental state. As long as she remained obedient enough, I would reward her pleasures accordingly.

I flicked my tongue over her clit until her pussy quivered with orgasm, releasing more sweet juices.

"That's right, baby. Let go," I murmured, guiding her through her first experience of dual stimulation.

Belinda gripped the sheets below us, her entire body convulsing with intense release. Her gasps echoed throughout the room, making the atmosphere palpably charged.

As the last of her pleasurable tremors dissipated, her limbs went weak, giving in to exhaustion.

"We're not done yet, little hucow," I said, getting fully naked with her. It was the first time since she began her job that we were fully exposed and naked in bed.


FIVE

"We're not done yet, little hucow," I said, getting fully naked with her. It was the first time since she began her job that we were fully exposed and naked in bed.

Belinda glanced down at my hard cock, eagerly wrapping her small hands around it and jerking me slowly. "Master, your cock is so wonderful," she purred. "You fuck me so good. I'm the luckiest hucow in the world."

I groaned, closing my eyes and letting the sensation wash over me. I laid on the soft quilt, letting her use her hands and mouth to tease my throbbing cock.

"Yes, baby, be my good cow. Worship my cock," I panted.

Belinda eagerly complied, engulfing my length with relish. Her skillful strokes increased my desire even more.

"Mmm... Yes, baby, do that. Suck it. Good cow."

Her head bobbed rapidly, her pretty green eyes fixed on mine, mirroring her devotion. The sight sent waves of pleasure coursing through my veins.

"You're a good hucow," I praised, encouraging her efforts. "Keep going. Show me how grateful you are for using you like this," I growled, moving my hand around her body to thrust a finger inside her tender rectum.

Belinda let out a sharp cry of pain, followed immediately by a wave of pleasure as her body adjusted to the foreign invasion. "Ah! Oh God, Master, I am! So grateful, please don't stop." Each word was filled with genuine emotion and absolute acceptance of my authority.

I fingered her asshole while she sucked on my cock. I let her slurp up my precum until I couldn't take it any longer. I needed to fill her with my seed and fuck her until we passed out.

"Enough," I said, pushing her backwards onto the bed and positioning myself between her legs.

Droplets of saliva trickled down the side of my cock, lubricating the tip as it approached her pussy. I lowered myself carefully, aiming straight for her center.

Slowly, I entered her tight canal, feeling resistance, then a burst of heat as we connected.

Belinda moaned softly, her muscles flexing rhythmically underneath me. The way she opened herself to me, welcoming me deeper inside, made my heart race faster. Her body embraced mine in perfect harmony, her pale skin flushed pink.

"Fuck yeah," I groaned as I slammed in and out of her, feeling her warmth squeeze around my cock.

My hips bucked wildly, pounding harder into her hot depths, driving them both deeper and deeper. I rutted into her, pressing my weight onto her petite body and sandwiching her between myself and the bed.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me close and holding me firmly in place as we reached the peak together. “Fuck…yes!” she screamed, her face flush with excitement and satisfaction.

My breath hitched as I held back my orgasm, not wanting this to end. My balls were heavy, slapping against her ass, begging for release.

I let out a guttural groan as I came inside her, filling her with the essence of my dominance. My hot cum flowed into her fertile hucow womb, gushing out and pooling between her legs.

The creamy proof of ownership dripped from my cock as Belinda clung to me tightly, her body rippling with ecstatic contractions.

After a moment of silence, I leaned down and found one of her nipples between my lips. I sucked gently, drawing out her warm milk. I nursed until I was satisfied, the sweet taste of her nectar causing a blissful comfort to wash over me.

"What an incredible hucow you make," I whispered in her ear, trailing my lips across her cheekbone and brushing my nose alongside hers. "Now rest here, my pet."

She blissfully drifted off to sleep nestled in my arms, exhausted from the intensity of our encounter. Her contented smile spoke volumes about her true feelings for being cared for, even as a submissive domestic cow.

I smiled, watching her sleep.

I knew that having my own live-in hucow maid would be the best decision I ever made. She was submissive, fertile, and delicious. She was everything a guy like me could ask for in a housekeeper. Most guys could only fantasize about having a hot young woman to suckle from and fuck whenever they wished. I was living the dream.

THE END
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