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Rule number 1 - the house maid must always be obedient and ready to milk.

Rich single-dad Bryan has settled in well to his hucow-loving life and takes special care to milk and f*ck his hucow maid Belinda as often as possible.

One night after a long business trip, he finds that she has not been keeping up with her work as she was told. Bryan gives Belinda some punishment for neglecting her hucow maid duties. In order to make her submit fully, Bryan decides to give her some extra special training.
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ONE

I couldn't remember the last time I felt so exhausted. I'd been traveling the last week and a half dealing with investors and shareholders until my face was blue.

I was glad to be home.

I'd caught the first flight I could, ending up back in town at two in the morning. I wanted to be home early to surprise my twin boys, who were staying with my mother.

Two A.M. was a little too early for a surprise, though. I knew my mother and she'd probably have them tucked in bed and was fast asleep herself.

So, instead, I went back to my mansion and sat in the car, looking up at the dark windows. No one should be home but my live-in maid, Belinda.

I groaned as I got out of the car and grabbed my suitcase.

The night air was cool and refreshing after the stifling atmosphere of the plane, and I breathed deeply, inhaling the scent of the gardens that surrounded my home.

Silence. The silence was wonderful after all the boardroom meetings and lip-service dinners I'd been attending.

I let myself in, leaving my suitcase by the door. The house was quiet.

I could hear the ticking of the grandfather clock upstairs, marking the seconds that passed as I stood there.. My shoes made no sound on the marble floor, and I paused just inside the entryway, listening intently. I didn't hear anything else. It was completely silent.

I took off my jacket and hung it on a coat rack, then pulled my tie loose from around my neck and loosened my shirt collar. I would change later. After checking the house, I'd go to bed. I needed to rest before I had to deal with the twins in the morning.

I walked down the corridor quietly, glancing into the rooms as I moved past them. Everything seemed normal. But I noticed that the house was not spotless like it usually was. Belinda had been slacking while I was gone, that much was obvious.

I frowned.

I didn't ask Belinda for much, considering she was the live-in help. She cooked and cleaned, but didn't have to take care of the boys. I had a sitter for that. The most strenuous part of her job was making sure she continued to produce delicious milk for me and was available to fuck at a moments notice. Therefore, considering I'd been gone, there was no reason the house should be in any state besides perfect.

I went upstairs towards her room.

I could hear muffled noises from her room. It sounded like she'd fallen asleep with the TV on.

"Belinda," I called, opening her door a crack.

Belinda was splayed out on the bed, naked. She had one hand working her clit with the other thrusting a dildo in and out of her perfect pink pussy.

Her head was thrown back and her mouth open wide, panting heavily. The sweat on her body glistened under the dim light of the television.

My cock hardened instantly when I saw her like that. I didn't say a word, wanting to watch her. I couldn't deny how attractive she looked right now.

"Ah, fuck," she gasped. Her breasts bounced as she rode the toy. They looked full - ready to burst with her warm milk.

I smirked as I watched her squirm. The thought of disciplining her, fucking her, or punishing her in some way filled my brain. This was what I wanted. I wanted her to do something wrong because I was eager to give her the punishment of her life. Now here she was, providing ample justification for me to take control over her once more.

"Belinda," I said again. This time it was loud enough to break her concentration just as she approached her climax. Orgasm denied.

"Bryan!" she gasped, startled out of her reverie. "Oh, God!"

"What are you doing, pet?" I asked.

Belinda scrambled to cover herself, the dildo clattering to the floor. "Um," she whimpered as her face burned with embarrassment. "You're home early."

I nodded, keeping my face neutral. "And you've been neglecting your chores, I see."

I kept my voice calm, although the sight of my wet, aroused maid lying on display before me was sending jolts of lust coursing through my veins. "Have you been playing with yourself without permission?"

"Yes, Mr. Bryan," Belinda whispered, looking away. "I'm sorry."

A slow smile spread across my lips. "It doesn't matter, Belinda. Either way, I'm going to have to punish you for slacking." I leaned down and snatched the wet dildo from the floor. "Starting with this."

She gasped softly, her gaze flicking back to me. "But, sir," she started.

"You will not play with yourself for the rest of the night. No orgasms for naughty maids."

Belinda nodded, biting her bottom lip. She squirmed where she sat.

"And secondly, I would like some milk before bed."

Belinda perked up at that.

"Meet me in my bedroom in ten minutes." I ordered, turning on my heel and leaving without looking back.


TWO

I groaned as the warm water washed over me. Nothing was better than a shower in my own bathroom and sleeping in my own bed. Even five-star hotels couldn't compare to the comfort of home.

I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a monogrammed towel around my waist. I'd have to shower in the morning. I was too exhausted for much of anything else.

Except Belinda. My cock was still raging hard at the memory of watching her fuck herself. If I was a weaker man, I would have taken her right then and there, but my little hucow had to be punished for neglecting her duties.

As I walked into my bedroom, there was a knock at the door.

"Come in," I called out.

Belinda appeared. She'd redressed in her cute black and white maid outfit that I loved so much. "Hello, sir," she said meekly, not meeting my gaze.

"Come here, Belinda," I ordered.

She hesitated a moment at the edge of the door, but then shuffled silently toward me.

I patted the stool near the side of the bed. "Sit down."

Belinda did as she was told, scooting onto the seat and folding her hands in her lap.

"I'll need a good amount of milk." I reached down and gently squeezed her breast.

The soft flesh felt full and ripe beneath my fingers. I ran my thumb over her nipple, feeling it stiffen under my touch. Belinda shivered, her breath coming faster.

"You know," I said conversationally, "you're a beautiful girl. And you're mine."

"Yes, sir," she murmured, her eyes never leaving my face.

I cupped both of her breasts, feeling the weight of them in my hands. "This belongs to me, Belinda."

Her nipples tightened even further under my palms, and she let out a tiny moan.

"You understand that, don't you?" I pressed my thumbs against her nipples, squeezing lightly.

She licked her lips nervously. "Yes, Mr. Bryan."

"Good." I released her breasts, my cock throbbing painfully in my pants.

I desperately wanted to rip those clothes off of her and plunge deep within her, but I was too disciplined for that.

I leaned down and freed one of her tits from her dress, marveling at how swollen with milk it was. "Have you been milking yourself while I was gone?" I asked.

She nodded. "Yes, it is preserved downstairs in the fridge like you asked."

"Good girl," I said, pinching her nipple. "At least you've followed one of my orders while you were gone," I added snippily.

Belinda moaned as I pinched her nipple until a bead of milk appeared.

I lowered my mouth and latched onto her swollen teat, sucking the delicious warm milk eagerly. The taste was divine, sweet and rich with flavor. I savored every drop as it trickled down my throat, filling me with warmth and happiness.

A small noise escaped Belinda's lips as I drank, and her eyes widened slightly.

"That feels so good," she murmured breathlessly.

"I can tell," I replied, relishing the sensation of her milk flowing down my throat.

I could feel my cock twitching in response to her moans, but I held back.

I released her nipple from my mouth and gently stroked it with my thumb, watching as another drop of milk formed.

"How many times have you come tonight already?" I asked casually.

She swallowed nervously. "Only once," she admitted shyly.

"Only once, huh?" I said. "Well, I guess that means I get to cum, too."

"Of course, master," she said.

I moved onto her other breast, pulling at her nipple and suckling every sweet drop of milk.

Belinda was breathing heavily now, her eyes locked on me as I drank from her.

"Do you like that, Belinda?" I asked huskily.

She nodded quickly, her cheeks flushing bright red. "Yes, sir."

"Tell me what you want," I coaxed softly.

Belinda swallowed hard, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "I want you to make me cum, sir."

"Is that all?" I smiled, leaning down to lick her nipple. I withdrew and shook my head. "You are a greedy girl," I said with a frown. "Why should you get to cum when I haven't?"

Belinda hung her head in shame. "I'm sorry, sir," she whispered.

"Plus, the house is a mess," I tutted. "Bad maids don't get orgasms."

I stood up and unwound my towel, revealing my hard cock. "Tonight, you get to pleasure me. In the morning I'll see if you are deserving of pleasure."

Belinda nodded silently, her eyes growing shining with anticipation as she saw my cock twitch with need.

"On your knees," I ordered.

Belinda positioned herself between my feet, leaving her huge breasts visible and available for me to fondle while she serviced me.

I held my cock and slapped it against her lips. "You've missed this, haven't you?" I asked, running my hand along my shaft and feeling it pulse with desire.

Belinda's eyes widened at the sight of my erection, her tongue darting out to lick her lips nervously. "Yes, master," she whispered hoarsely.

"Then show me how much you've missed it," I growled, pressing my cock against her hot, wet lips.

Belinda obediently opened her mouth wider, wrapping her soft, plump lips around the head of my cock.

I groaned as she sucked greedily, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside of my dick.

"Fuck yes," I muttered, running my fingers through her silky auburn-red hair. "Just like that," I encouraged, feeling my cock swell larger in her mouth.

Belinda began bobbing her head up and down, her talented mouth sliding over my length. She took me deeper, swallowing me whole, her throat muscles contracting tightly around my shaft. Her denied orgasm and horniness only fueling her eagerness to please me.

I moaned loudly, grabbing her head and thrusting into her mouth roughly. I could feel her gagging reflex kicking in, but she refused to pull away. Instead, she pushed her head forward, trying to take me even deeper. The sensation was incredible; I could feel my balls tightening and knew that I wouldn't last long.

"I want to apologize for disobeying me," I grunted, withdrawing partially from her mouth.

Belinda swallowed convulsively, her throat moving up and down as she struggled to breathe. Her eyes were glassy with tears, but she didn't dare stop sucking me.

"Please, master. I'm sorry master," she whimpered around my dick. I could barely understand her with her mouth filled with cock.

The desperation in her voice made me chuckle, and I pushed my cock back into her throat. "That's what you get for being such a bad maid," I taunted, pumping my hips slowly. "I bet you love it when I treat you like a dirty slut who gets off on serving me, don't you?"

Belinda choked around my cock, her eyes wide with lust. She couldn't spare a second to respond as I fucked her throat.

All she could manage was a strangled gurgle, which only turned me on more. I grasped her hair tighter, yanking her head back and forth as I thrust in and out of her mouth. My balls slapped against her chin, and I could feel the pre-cum leaking from my tip, lubricating her throat with my essence.

"That's right," I growled, staring down at her desperate face. "Show me how much you crave my cock."

Belinda writhed beneath me, her legs shaking uncontrollably with pent-up pleasure.

The sight of her face going red as she struggled around my cock brought me to the brink. "I'm going to cum down your dirty hucow throat," I growled.

"Are you ready?"

Belinda managed to nod, her eyes pleading as she tried to swallow my massive cock.

With a final thrust, I exploded inside her throat, releasing my load in thick, heavy spurts. I watched her choke and gasp around my pulsing cock, her eyes watering as she fought to draw air.

I pulled out, leaving her sputtering and coughing, her face beet red. "You're such a good little whore, aren't you?" I praised, running my hand along her cheek. "That's right, baby. Take it all."

Belinda's chest heaved as she recovered, her eyes never leaving my cock as it pulsed with remaining cum.

"I want you to thank me for that," I demanded, feeling my cock hardening again.

Belinda swallowed, her gaze shifting from my cock to my face. "Thank you, master," she croaked weakly.

I chuckled, reaching down to rub her sore throat. "Good girl," I praised, watching her swallow the remnants of my seed. "Now, we'll see if you'll behave tomorrow."

Belinda nodded, her eyes brimming with unshed tears. "I promise, master," she whispered brokenly. "I won't disappoint you again."

"We'll see about that," I replied, climbing onto the bed and waving her off. "You're dismissed. See you in the morning."


THREE

As soon as I woke up, I texted my mother to ensure that she and the boys would remain at her house. I had to take the time to teach my hucow maid a lesson and I could not afford any interruptions.

<<Getting the late flight. I will see you tomorrow.>>

I pulled myself out of bed and stretched. My cock stiffened as soon as I thought of Belinda. She'd sucked every drop of cum from me only a few hours ago and I was ready for more.

But pleasure would need to wait. I needed to punish her properly for neglecting her duties, and I planned to enjoy the process.

I found Belinda in the kitchen, busying herself with breakfast preparations. She didn't notice me as I crept up behind her, my cock throbbing wildly in my navy lounge pants.

"Morning, Belinda," I purred, placing my hands on her shoulders.

Belinda jumped, nearly dropping the bowl she was holding. She spun around, her eyes wide with shock. "Master," she gasped, her face reddening. She placed the bowl on the counter carefully, averting her gaze.

"I see you're already hard at work, Belinda," I said, squeezing her shoulders. I could feel her trembling beneath my fingertips. "After breakfast, I have some special assignments for you."

Belinda's lips trembled nervously. "Yes, sir," she said.

-

After a meal of scrambled eggs, ham, and toast, I brought Belinda into the sitting room.

I sat in my favorite chair, signaling for her to kneel before me. She did as she was told, waiting patiently for my instruction.

"You've left the house horribly disorganized these past two weeks and I am very disappointed in you," I said as she hung her head. "As punishment you will clean the entire house. Naked."

"Yes, sir," Belinda whispered, her voice trembling. "I understand." She stood up and took off her black and white maid uniform, peeling off layers until she was completely naked.

"Good," I said with a nod. "You may begin."

I sat in my chair enjoying a cup of coffee while she vacuumed, dusted, and scrubbed every surface of the downstairs rooms. She worked diligently, her massive breasts swaying as she worked.

My cock strained against my lounge pants as I watched her take her punishment. I smiled to myself. She must have been hoping for a simple spanking, but I knew what she needed. She needed to be reminded of who was in charge, and just because she was my beautiful hucow sex toy, didn't mean she got out of housework.

She needed to prove herself worthy of my affection and attention. So, I gave her the task of cleaning the entire house, knowing she'd be full of milk and dripping wet by the end of it.

Her firm breasts swayed hypnotically, drawing my eye repeatedly to the sight of her large, erect nipples. My cock twitched impatiently in my pants, eager to be set free.

"Perhaps you'd like to drink from me, master?" Belinda asked tentatively, her voice wavering slightly.

I raised an eyebrow, feigning disinterest. "No, Belinda," I replied curtly. "You have work to do."

She bowed her head, a flush spreading across her pale skin.

"Yes, sir," she mumbled, picking up the vacuum cleaner again.

I watched her work with newfound appreciation. She had a certain grace to her movements, a natural rhythm that hinted at her innate submissiveness. I could see why I was obsessed with her – she embodied femininity and submission perfectly.

"Belinda," I called out abruptly, causing her to jump.

She immediately snapped into attention, standing straighter and turning to face me. "I have another task for you", I added, smirking as I noted the hint of nervousness in her eyes.

"Yes, master," she responded swiftly, her spine rigid and her expression focused.

"There's a particularly stubborn stain on the carpet in the dining room", I informed her, crossing my arms over my chest.

Belinda bit her lower lip, casting her gaze downward briefly before looking up at me with determination.

"I'll do my best, master," she promised, her voice steady despite the vulnerability she felt.

"See that you do," I replied sternly, handing her a bottle of carpet cleaner. "I expect nothing less than perfection from you."

She nodded, accepting the responsibility. "Yes, master," she repeated, clutching the bottle tightly in her grasp.

As she disappeared into the dining room, I could sense her apprehension, but also her determination to appease me.

I waited for her to start working at the stain before approaching her. She was on her hands and knees, scrubbing at a wine stain in the carpet - one that would probably never come out. I grinned, sneaking up behind her and taking out my cock.

"Belinda," I said as I slapped my cock against her slit. "Are you wet?"

I asked Belinda, caressing her bare backside. "Because I can see your pussy juices smeared all over your thighs."

Belinda gasped, her face burning with humiliation. "Yes, master," she replied quietly.

"Don't be sorry," I reassured her, stroking her moist cunt. "I know what you need."

My cock throbbed in my hand, aching for release.

I couldn't resist the temptation any longer. I slid my cockhead up and down her wet slit, teasing her mercilessly. "I didn't say to stop scrubbing," I growled, gripping her hip.

Belinda gasped as I forced my cock into her. "Yes, sir," she whimpered as she scrubbed the stain.

I fucked her hard, slamming in and out of her until she couldn't hold in her moans.

"Master," she cried helplessly, her nails digging into the carpet.

"You should be able to handle this kind of punishment," I growled, pounding into her relentlessly. But she seemed to be losing grip on reality, and I was unsure whether it was exhaustion or her overwhelming need for satisfaction.

"Yes, master," she gasped, arching her back. "I deserve it."

I continued to pump into her, feeling my cock slide easily in and out of her wet cunt.

My balls ached with the need to spill my seed inside her, but I held back, wanting to prolong our pleasure.

"Beg for it," I commanded, slowing my pace. Belinda moaned loudly, her body trembling with desire. "Please, master," she pleaded breathlessly. "I need you to fill me."

"You're such a naughty hucow," I chided, thrusting harder and faster. "Always craving my cock."

She arched her back, her breasts wobbling enticingly.

"Please, master," she begged, her voice quivering with need.

"Not yet," I replied, pausing mid-thrust. "Tell me what you want."

Belinda swallowed hard, her gaze locked on my face. "Master, I want to cum."

I slapped her ass, leaving a red mark on her soft skin. "No. I told you that you don't get to cum until the house is cleaned. I'm using you for my own pleasure. You are nothing but a hot, wet hole for me to use, got it?" I growled.

Belinda whimpered and nodded as I pounded her relentlessly. I was going to cum soon. Holding this power over her made it so much sweeter. My cock throbbed with anticipation, yearning to unleash its load deep within her.

My sweet hucow wanted to cum so badly, I could see it in her eyes. But, no, she was mine and I would decide when she could experience climax.

Belinda whimpered beneath me, her pussy clenching around my cock. It was almost painful to hear her beg for release, but I reveled in her torment. The knowledge that I held her fate in my hands was intoxicating.

"Fuck," I groaned as my balls released.

I came inside her, shooting wave after wave of hot sticky cum deep inside her womb. My cock twitched and jerked, continuing to unload itself into her as I collapsed on top of her.

"Oh god," she moaned, her body quivering with aftershocks.

"Good girl," I replied, kissing her neck. "Now, you need to finish cleaning. There's a lot more to do."

Belinda whimpered softly, her heart racing at the mere prospect of my punishment. "Yes, master," she murmured, her voice cracking with anticipation.

I watched a glob of my cum drip down her inner thigh.

I smirked, knowing full well that her obedience was driven by her intense desire for pleasure. "Don't think I'm done with you yet," I teased. "You'll get your reward when the cleaning is done."


FOUR

A few hours later, Belinda had cleaned the house from top to bottom, all while exposing her beautiful body to me. I watched her full tits sway as she walked - ready for a good milking.

"Have you finished?" I asked, my arms crossed over my chest.

Belinda nodded. "Yes, sir."

I leaned back in my hair, watching her kneel there, trembling with anticipation. I wasn't sure who enjoyed the punishment more - me or her. I smiled to myself.

Now that the house was spotless, it was time to give Belinda the reward she'd earned. I stood up and sauntered over to where she knelt, her eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Up," I ordered, extending my hand.

Belinda hesitated momentarily before taking my offered hand and allowing me to help her stand. Once she was on her feet, I guided her upstairs to the bedroom.

"Master," Belinda whispered, her voice barely audible. "What are you doing?"

I paused at the doorway, turning to gaze at her.

"Sit on the bed," I instructed Belinda, pointing to the king-sized mattress. She obeyed without hesitation, her eyes never leaving my face.

"There," I commanded, patting the center of the bed.

Belinda crawled over, her eyes shimmering with excitement.

"Master," she breathed, "what are you going to do to me?"

I looked down at her, noting the way her nipples were erect and leaking milk. I stayed a pace away from the bed, taking my time in observing her curves.

Belinda watched me closely, anticipating my next order.

I walked over and tapped her ass. "In the air," I ordered.

Belinda presented her ass in the air, her feet dangling off the edge of the bed.

"Good, good," I said. I grabbed my belt off of the floor and folded it over itself. I heard her breath catch in her throat as she realized what punishment was next.

"Count for me, hucow," I said as I slapped her ass with the belt. The sound rang out, echoing in the silence of my bedroom.

"One!" She cried.

I spanked her ass again, over and over until her skin was red.

"Two! Three! Four! Ah... Five!" Belinda counted obediently. "Six! Seven! Eight!" Her ass turned a fiery hue, stinging painfully in contrast to the cool leather of the belt.

Each blow drove her further into submission, reinforcing her role as my willing hucow slave.

"Nine! Ten! Eleven!" She shrieked with each impact.

"Good girl," I praised, my cold smile widening. "Have you had enough?"

Belinda was silent, trying to catch her breath. She knew that wasn't her decision to make.

I slapped the belt across her ass again.

"Twelve!"

One slap for every day I was gone.

"Good girl," I purred, gently rubbing the red welts that were erupting over her soft skin. Some of those strikes were sure to bruise, but she'd taken every one without shedding a tear. I felt an odd sense of pride.

"So, have you learned your lesson, Belinda?"

My hucow maid nodded. "Yes, sir."

"Then, it's time for the real fun to begin."


FIVE

I softly caressed her bruised ass, feeling her flinch under my touch. She would be reminded of this punishment session for days to come.

I knelt, taking in her scent with my head between her legs. She was soaking wet, begging to be fucked. I ran my tongue up and down her slit, probing at her clit.

Belinda tasted delicious, her arousal strong and intoxicating. I savored the taste of her pussy, feeling her juices flow freely.

"Master," she whined, "please..."

I reached up and spread her cheeks apart, exposing her tight asshole. It was pink and puckered, tempting me to explore further.

"Do you know what you are, Belinda?" I asked, licking her entrance.

She shook her head, her eyes glazed over with lust.

"You're my personal fuck toy," I growled. "Once your cleaning duties are done, you're my hucow to milk and fuck, understood?"

"Yes!" She gasped as my tongue rang along her clit.

I flicked upwards, teasing her tight, puckered rosebud before moving back down to her pussy.

"Master," Belinda moaned, writhing underneath me. My finger slipped inside her, exploring her depths.

"You're so wet, aren't you?" I asked, fingering her clit.

Belinda whimpered, nodding eagerly.

"Do you want me to fuck you now?" I teased, withdrawing my finger.

She nodded frantically, her breathing ragged.

"Then you better beg for it," I growled, slapping her ass once more.

"Please, master. Please!" She cried. "I learned my lesson! Please, fuck me. Take me now!"

Belinda quickly complied, raising her ass higher and presenting me with her juicy, swollen pussy. I admired her willingness to submit to me, her dedication undeniable.

"That's right," I cooed, running my hands over her toned body. "You belong to me, and I will have my way with you whenever I choose."

Belinda whimpered, nodding desperately.

I slapped my cock against her slit again, savoring the feeling of her wetness against my cockhead. With a grunt, I plunged into her depths, feeling her tightness envelop my cock.

Belinda nodded, her teeth grinding together as she suppressed her cries. I could tell she was close to the breaking point, and I couldn't wait to push her over the edge.

"Yes, master," she muttered, bracing herself for the next strike.

I slammed my dick into her again, gripping her hips and holding her close to me.

"That's right, Belinda," I growled, "show me how much you love being my hucow."

Belinda moaned loudly, throwing her head back as the force of my thrusts rocked her world. "Master," she pleaded, "I need more."

I obliged, pounding into her with renewed vigor. My cock filled her pussy deeply, stretching her walls and causing her to cry out in ecstasy. "You're such a good girl," I praised, kissing her neck. "Such a devoted hucow."

Belinda moaned, her body convulsing as I continued to plunder her depths. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her veins, driving her closer to the peak.

"Yes, master," she whimpered, her body shivering with anticipation. "I want to cum."

I increased the intensity of my strokes, feeling her walls tighten around my cock. "Be patient," I purred, nibbling on her earlobe. "You cum when I say you do."

I forced her head down on the bed and mounted her, using the mattress for leverage as I fucked her. The sound of her moans, muffled against the blankets, was music to my ears.

"You're going to cum with me, alright?" I growled as I reached around to work her clit with my fingers. "Cum with me, Belinda."

I moaned, thrusting deeper, harder. My cock pistoned in and out of her, hitting her cervix each time. "Come for me, you dirty little slut."

Her eyes widened with anticipation. "Uh-uh-unnnnhhh!" She screamed, bucking and writhing, clawing at the sheets beneath us.

"Yes! Yes!" My cock swelled, pulsed, and erupted inside her, spurting ropes of hot cum into her fertile womb.

I could feel her muscles contract and expand around my member in orgasm. My hucow came hard on me, squirting her juices all over my cock.

We collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily.

After regaining our breath, I rolled onto my side to face Belinda; she lay still, her chest heaving with exhaustion. I traced my finger down her cheek, admiring the beauty lying before me.

"Thank you, master," Belinda murmured, looking up at me with gratitude. "For everything."

"It's my pleasure," I replied softly, running my fingers through her red-auburn hair. "You know I'm strict for a reason, my sweet. You've earned your reward and taken it well."

Belinda closed her eyes, her body relaxing against the mattress. She sighed contentedly, nestling closer to me. "I love you, master," she murmured, her voice thick with emotion.

I felt a strange warmth wash over me, and I knew that I might have fallen for my hucow maid. I was drawn to her innocence, her naivety, and her eagerness to please me. In return, she offered unconditional devotion to me.

I kissed her forehead and fell asleep beside her.

THE END


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

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

CLICK HERE TO CLAIM YOUR COPY

[image: ]

https://mybookcave.com/direct/bearing-the-aliens-spawn-extended-edition/


OTHER BOOKS BY X. Callisto

THE MILKY WAY HUCOW FARM

Bessie

Buy Here

Daisy

Buy Here

Rosie

Buy Here

Maisy

Buy Here

Ellie

Buy Here

DOMESTIC HUCOWS

Hucow Sitter

Buy Here

Hucow Maid

Buy Here

Hucow Trainer

Buy Here

Hucow Nurse

Buy Here

Hucow Milk Maid

Buy Here

Hucow Nanny

Coming soon!

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH

Milked on the Ranch

Buy Here

Promised to the Ranch

Buy Here

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Buy Here

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

Buy Here

Evelyn

Sophia

Harper

Coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Buy Here

Holly Jolly Hucow

Buy Here

-

Smashwords Exclusives

Looking for something a little (or a lot) more… taboo? Check out X. Callisto on Smashwords!

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

Dark Hucow Series

Ravaged by the Bull

Buy Here

Free Use University

Used in the Dormitory

Buy Here

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here

Abducted for the Alien Brood

Coming Soon!


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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