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“Master, would you like some of my delicious hucow cream with those strawberries?”

Amy loves her Master and wants to show him how much she cares by making a delicious Valentine’s Day dinner - too bad she’s no good in the kitchen! After a well deserved spanking for making such a mess, Amy gives her Master what he really wants for Valentine’s - her delicious milk.

Milk Chocolate is a light-hearted erotic holiday-themed Hucow short story full of creamy goodness that showcases the super sweet relationship between a hucow and her master. Intended for readers 18+.


Milk Chocolate

A Hucow Valentine’s Day Special

X. Callisto


ONE

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!

The smoke alarm was going off again.

Amy squealed, turning on the exhaust fan and slamming the lid down on the pot. The kitchen smelled like burnt chocolate now and it was not a pleasant smell.

Amy covered her nose with one hand and used the other to open the window. She sighed heavily, her chest rising and falling under the weight of her growing frustration. Her massive hucow breasts strained against her pink apron.

"Damn it!" she muttered under her breath, gazing at the ruined dessert and the time ticking away.

Master was going to be so mad with her when he got home.

It was Valentine's day and she wanted to surprise him with an amazing dinner and dessert, but so far all she'd done was make a big mess of the kitchen.

"Oh, breathe," she said to herself and started to get things in order.

At least the smoke had cleared now and she could see the damage.

Amy went to the counter and began whipping the cream for the strawberries. A package of sponge cake and some whipped cream could make a pretty good dessert quickly. She'd been hoping for chocolate covered strawberries, but that dream was gone now.

A pot of chocolate was sticky and burnt - there was no saving that. But the rest of the dessert was salvageable.

Amy dipped a finger into the whipped cream and moaned softly. It was perfect.

The timer on the stove dinged and Amy went to check on the roast chicken with vegetables. As she opened the oven, she was met with another wave of smoke.

"Oh no!" she gasped, fanning the smoke with her apron.

When she pulled the chicken out, it was dark and dry, not at all like the picture in the book.

Amy groaned, tossing the over mitts onto the counter with more force than necessary.

"I'm doing such a terrible job today," she mumbled, looking around the disaster zone that was her kitchen.

She couldn't even make a Valentine's Day meal for her master. What kind of hucow was she? He was going to be so mad when he got home. All she wanted was to make him happy and she'd screwed that up.

The thought of Master walking in and seeing this made Amy feel sick. She didn't want to disappoint him. She needed his approval. Amy grabbed a dish towel and started wiping down the counters, feeling tears prickle at the corners of her eyes. This wasn't how she imagined Valentine's Day would go.

Amy sniffled loudly as she tried to clear the burned food scraps from the stovetop. Suddenly, she heard something outside. It sounded like the garage door opening. Panic flared inside her chest. That had to be Master.

He was home early.

Amy felt her heart pounding in her chest, sweat dripping down her forehead, her hands shaking slightly.

"No, no, no," she whispered, her voice quivering.

There was no way she could face him right now. She knew what was coming next. He'd be pissed, yelling at her for ruining everything. No matter how much she tried to make up for it, nothing would ever compare to what she originally planned. And then, he might punish her for it too.

And punishment meant spanking.

Hard.

Amy shivered, remembering the sting of Master's palm on her ass last month when she accidentally broke a plate. She still blushed thinking about it. The memory sent a rush of arousal through her body.

Amy's pulse quickened as she heard the front door creak open.

"Master!" Amy peeped. She gripped the dish towel tightly, her knuckles white.

Master called out, "I'm home!" His steps echoed across the hardwood floors and grew louder as he approached the kitchen.

Amy bit her lip, debating whether to come clean from the start or try to cover up her failures. She hesitated, frozen in place.

"Baby? Are you in here?" Master called out, sounding concerned. His footsteps stopped just outside the kitchen doorway.

She took a deep breath, steadying herself. "Yes, Master."

Master came into view. He was a tall, fit man in his early forties. The kind of guy who was married to his work as a lawyer, and didn't have time for a wife and kids. That was why he had Amy as his obedient hucow instead. The perfect woman to take care of the house and take care of any sexual needs he had.

Master could tell her anything, do anything to her. He could boss her around and give her orders and she would obey. She was a hucow after all and that was their domestic agreement.

"What's wrong, baby?" Master asked, stepping into the kitchen. "Why does it smell like something burning?"

Amy stood stiffly, staring at the floor as if her gaze could burn a hole through the linoleum. She looked guilty, ashamed. Master noticed immediately.

"Is there something I should know about?" he asked, taking a couple steps closer.

As she looked up at him, Amy couldn't help but notice the disappointment etched onto his face. She swallowed hard, forcing herself to meet his gaze.

"I uh... I tried to make a special Valentine's Day dinner for you, but it looks like I messed it up pretty bad," she confessed, gesturing weakly toward the charred remains.

Master blinked, visibly taken aback. "Oh, honey, don't worry about it," he reassured her, reaching out to stroke her cheek gently. "We both know you can't cook worth shit, anyways." He added with a deadpan tone.

Amy blushed, lowering her eyes sheepishly. It was the truth. She was a good housekeeper but a lousy cook. Despite the burnt chicken and chocolate, she'd been improving.

"I've been practicing," Amy said, leaning into his touch. "I kinda wanted to show you that I can do better, y'know?"

They both looked at the mess in the kitchen. It was going to take hours to clean.

Master frowned. "Well, now you have to clean it up," he said with a sigh. "You shouldn't have tried to do this without my permission."

"I wanted to surprise you," Amy protested.

Master reached out and grabbed her tit, pinching her nipple until she squealed. "Don't talk back to me."

"I'm sorry," she whispered, bowing her head.

"Now get on your hands and knees and clean up this mess."


TWO

Amy cleaned and scrubbed on her hands and knees until her body was sore. It took over an hour to get everything cleaned up and even with the window open, the kitchen still smelled faintly of burnt chocolate.

Master kept his eyes on her the entire time she worked, standing on the far end of the kitchen with his arms crossed over his chest.

He watched her as she meticulously wiped down the counters, scrubbing at stubborn stains with soapy water. Amy moved methodically, trying to erase every trace of her mistake. Every once in a while, she'd peek up at Master, catching his gaze, only to look away in humiliation.

"Finished yet?" Master finally spoke up, breaking the silence.

"Almost," Amy replied, her voice low and strained.

Finally, when the kitchen was spotless, Amy let out a sigh and knelt before her Master. "It's done, sir."

Master looked over everything to make sure and nodded with approval. "Good girl," he said and patted her head.

Master's praise made joy bubble up inside Amy. She loved it when he was happy with her.

"Now, what have we learned?" He asked.

"Not to try ambitious recipes without your permission," Amy said, looking down.

"Very good. But, your punishment is not over."

Amy winced. She knew what was coming. She had failed him, and he would punish her accordingly.

"Master, I'm ready for my punishment," Amy whimpered, her voice trembling with fear and anticipation.

Master smirked wickedly as he walked over to where Amy knelt on the cold tile floor. He kneeled down beside her, running his fingers through her long, golden locks.

"Are you sure you're ready?" he teased, his voice dripping with lustful intent.

"Just remember, little hucow, your role is to serve me. To please me. To worship me."

Amy gulped, her throat tightening with dread at the prospect of what was to come. She could sense the excitement building within him, the dangerous undercurrent of desire that pulsed beneath his skin. It was intoxicating, irresistible. And she loved knowing that she was the sole cause of his unrestrained pleasure.

"Please, Master," she whimpered, her voice barely audible above the pounding of her own heartbeat.

"I deserve whatever punishment you deem fit."

Master chuckled darkly, his eyes locked on hers. "Oh, you naughty hucow," he growled, his fingers tightening around her curly hair. "You did indeed make quite a mess of our home. And I believe you deserve a suitable punishment for being so disobedient."

Master took Amy to the living room where a tall wooden chair was placed away from the rest of the furniture. He sat and patted his knee. "Come."

Amy nodded and bent over her master's knee, presenting her ass to him.

Master pulled down her panties and rubbed her soft, tender flesh. "Mmm, those bruises from last time are finally fading," he said. "Too bad you were a naughty cow again today." He clicked his tongue.

SMACK!

Amy yelped as her master's hand came down over her ass. The sound of the slap echoed in the quiet home. Along with the jolt of pain, a flash of pleasure ran through her body. She loved it when he spanked her.

It hurt, yes, but it also turned her on. Each smack brought a fresh surge of adrenaline, a sharp sting followed by a warm throb.

SMACK!

"I won't go easy on you just because it's Valentine's Day," Master warned, his voice husky with anticipation.

"Please, Master," she pleaded, her voice cracking. "Teach me a lesson."

SMACK!

Each spank rang through the house and Amy suppressed a moan as they grew in intensity. She could feel the wetness between her legs now. The sting of each strike heightened her need for release.

"Master, please," she squealed.

Master paused, his arm raised high. "Such a naughty hucow," he murmured, a hint of amusement dancing in his eyes. "Do you really think begging will save you from your punishment?"

"I don't think I deserve to be saved," Amy gasped, her words punctuated by the echoing cracks of Master's hand striking her bare bottom. Her ass was red now.

Finally, the spanking stopped. Master rubbed her ass gently, her skin was warm to the touch.

"So, my naughty cow, have you learned your lesson?" He asked.

"Yes, sir," Amy said. "I won't try new recipes without permission again."

Amy quivered over his knee, wishing his hand would touch her pussy instead. Her tits were full of milk and weighed heavy on her chest. She hadn't been milked since this morning and the rush of arousal had filled them until they were ready to burst.

Master also noticed her breasts. He took her from his knee and pulled her apron down. "Get naked for me," he ordered. "We're not quite done yet."


THREE

Amy did as she was told. After all, she was a good hucow most of the time and her ass was in no condition for more spanking.

The obedient hucow took off her apron and pulled her light cotton dress over her head. Next, she pulled off her lacy pink bra, revealing her heavy, milk-laden tits. Finally, she stepped out of her panties, which were damp with her sexual need.

"Excellent," Master said, pulling her towards him and grabbing her soft flesh. He squeezed her ass and caressed her thighs, pushing his face between her breasts.

Master inhaled deeply, enjoying the scent of her arousal.

Amy whimpered softly, wiggling her hips in response. She loved being touched by her master.

"I love the way you smell," Master murmured, kissing her cleavage. "You're so wet for me, aren't you?"

Amy nodded, her nipples hard and begging for attention.

Master grasped her pussy, spreading her lips apart and dipping a finger inside. Amy cried out, arching her back.

"That's right," Master growled, thrusting his fingers deeper. "You're mine, remember?"

Amy nodded, her eyes locked on his. "Always, Master."

He chuckled darkly, pulling his hand away and licking his finger. "And you've never tasted sweeter."

Amy trembled as she watched Master lick her juices from his fingers. "Please, Master," she whispered.

"What does my little hucow want?"

"I need you to fuck me. To milk me." Amy begged, her heavy tits swaying as she moved.

Master grasped her breasts and tweaked her nipples, letting beads of precious milk escape her swollen buds.

Amy closed her eyes, moaning softly as she savored the sensation.

"Mmm, that feels so good, Master," she breathed, arching her back as she pushed her chest outwards.

Master chuckled, his hands sliding down along her sides and then back upwards. He latched onto one of her nipples, sucking hard to release the delicious milk.

Amy moaned loudly, her entire body shuddering with pleasure.

"Oh, yes, Master," she whimpered, arching her back further. "More, please."

Her pussy twitched and throbbed, desperate for his touch. She was already soaking wet, her juices glistening on her inner thighs.

Master released her breast, allowing it to bounce lightly before capturing it with his hand once more. He massaged it gently, squeezing and rolling her nipple between his thumb and index finger. He leaned down, planting soft kisses along her neck and collarbone and moved to her other nipple.

As he suckled, the bursting feeling subsided and Amy felt immediate relief.

"You're so delicious, baby," Master whispered.

The feeling of being milked was making Amy horny beyond belief. "Please Master, please fuck me," she begged.

"All in good time," Master teased.

He continued to suckle at Amy's breast, relishing the taste of her sweet milk. His cock was rock hard, straining against his pants. He knew that soon enough, he would be buried deep within her tight, wet pussy. The mere thought of sinking into her warmth made his balls ache with desire. However, he wanted to draw out the moment, savoring every second of the anticipation.

"Please, Master," Amy pleaded, her voice thick with lust. "I need you inside me."

Master chuckled darkly, releasing her nipple from his mouth.

"You're quite the eager little slut, aren't you?" he murmured, his voice husky with desire.

Master stood and took his devoted hucow into his arms. "Let's finish this in the bedroom."


FOUR

Amy trembled with anticipation as her Master took her upstairs, carrying her like a precious gift. She couldn't wait to feel his hard cock inside her, filling her up completely.

Once they reached the bedroom, Master laid Amy down on the bed gently. Her heart raced with excitement, her pussy throbbing with need. She watched as her Master undressed, shedding his clothes until he stood naked before her.

His muscular body was a sight to behold, and Amy couldn't resist reaching out to touch him. She ran her hands down his firm chest, tracing the lines of his abs and admiring the rippling muscles beneath his skin. Master's erection jutted proudly in front of him, standing erect and ready for action.

"Master," she purred, running her fingers along his length. "I can't wait anymore. Please, let me have you."

"Patience, my little cow," Master said. He slapped his thick cock against her lips. "Now, open wide," Master commanded.

She eagerly sucked down his cock, swallowing it whole, reveling in the sensation. As she bobbed her head back and forth, she stroked his shaft rhythmically, adding friction to enhance the sensation.

Master moaned appreciatively, his grip tightening on Amy's curly hair. "Good girl," he praised, thrusting his hips forward.

Amy gagged slightly, her throat constricting around his cock.

But she didn't stop. Instead, she took a deep breath and relaxed her throat, swallowing him whole. As she bobbed her head, his cock slid in and out of her mouth easily, leaving behind a trail of pre-cum that she greedily lapped up.

"That's it," Master groaned. "Suck harder, my pet."

Amy moaned around his cock, applying more suction. The tip of his dick swelled in her mouth, pulsating with pleasure. The taste of precum was intoxicating, driving her wild with desire.

Amy felt her pussy clench with anticipation, yearning for the moment when Master would finally sink his cock deep inside her. As she continued to suck him off, she could sense his arousal building, his breathing becoming ragged and uneven.

"Oh, yes, baby," Master groaned. “You're such a good little slut."

Amy moaned around his cock, her hunger for him growing stronger with each passing second.

Suddenly, Master pulled his cock out and slapped it against her lips again. "Get in position, cow," he ordered.

Master followed, moving behind her, his eyes gleaming with lust. He grabbed her hips firmly, aligning himself with her entrance. With a single, powerful thrust, he penetrated her, filling her up completely.

Amy screamed out in ecstasy, her pussy walls clamping down around his cock. "Oh, Master," she panted, throwing her head back. "Fuck me hard, please."

He grinned wickedly, pumping into her faster and harder before pulling out and teasing her slit with his glistening cock.

"This is my favorite kind of punishment," he groaned as he forced his cock back into her tight hole.

Amy screamed out in delight, feeling the intense fullness that only Master could provide.

With each thrust, she lost herself deeper in the sensations, surrendering entirely to the overwhelming pleasure.

"I want to feel you cum," Master whispered in her ear, his hot breath sending shivers down her spine.

"I want to watch and enjoy your body as you orgasm uncontrollably."

Amy whimpered in response, her pussy pulsing around his cock and urging him to fuck her harder. "Please, Master," she begged, grinding her hips into his pelvis. "Give me more and I'll cum for you all night!"

He laughed darkly, thrusting into her with renewed vigor. "You're such a hungry little slut, aren't you?" he taunted, his voice low and sinister.

"Yes, Master," Amy whimpered, her pussy clenching around his cock.

Master reached around and teased her swollen clit with his thumb and forefinger. A pinch was all she needed to lose control.

Amy's eyes rolled back as she came, a gasp reverberating from her supple body as the orgasm washed over her.

Master watched with a predatory grin, his own pleasure mounting at the sight of his toy writhing beneath him.

"That's it, baby," he cooed, his voice laden with lustful intent. "Cum for me, my sweet little hucow."

Amy threw her head back, her hair cascading wildly around her shoulders as she screamed with unending pleasure. Her pussy convulsed around Master's cock, milking him for all he was worth.

"Oh, God, yes!" she cried, her body bucking wildly underneath him.

"Now it's my turn," Master said, pulling out his thick cock and rubbing it against her tiny puckered asshole.

"Master!" Amy gasped.

"I told you the punishment wasn't over yet," Master said, using his thumb to rub saliva over her asshole before forcing his cock into her.

Amy cried out as her tight hole was filled. The burning pain quickly gave way to pleasure as her Master used her naughty hole as he wanted.

Master fucked her roughly, his fingers digging into her soft hips as he rutted into her like a beast. His breaths came in heaving grunts as he lost control and was overcome by his orgasm.

"Fuck!" Master groaned, dumping his hot load into her ass.

Amy screamed in euphoria, her insides contracting around his cock as he pumped his seed into her.

"There we go, my little slut," Master growled, his grip tightening on Amy's hips. He slapped her ass playfully.

The intensity of the moment was unlike anything Amy had experienced before. Every nerve ending buzzed with satisfaction, and the knowledge that she belonged to her Master drove her wild with lust.

"Master, oh, Master," Amy panted, her voice hoarse with passion. "That was..." She lost the words she was trying to say.

Master chuckled, laying her down and kissing her forehead. "You're a good hucow," he said. "No one takes my seed like you do."

Amy blushed.

There was a stretch of content silence between them for a while as they came down from their post-sex high.

Finally, Amy rolled over and looked at her Master with her wide blue eyes. "But what should we do about dinner?"


FIVE

The sun was setting but there was still plenty of time for a perfect Valentine's day dinner for Amy and her Master.

Master ordered from their favorite Italian restaurant and within the hour they had a beautiful meal to share. After dinner, they moved to the living room.

Amy sat quietly on the couch, watching her master move to his office and then come back with a gift bag in his hand.

"I got something for you," he said.

"Oh!" Amy was surprised. "But sir, I don't deserve a gift after the mess I made today."

"You don't have to worry about that," he assured her, reaching out to cup her cheek. "Your punishment is complete. Let's focus on Valentine's day now." He paused. "You know, I love having you as my devoted hucow. I appreciate everything you do for me," Master continued, running his fingers along Amy's arm.

Amy smiled shyly, her heart swelling with affection for her beloved master. "Thank you," she whispered as she took the gift bag from him.

Master waited with excitement in his eyes while his hucow pet opened the gift.

Inside the bag was a beautiful white leather collar with a bell and a tag engraved with "Amy".

Amy stared at the collar in awe. Her eyes widened in disbelief. She hadn't expected something so personal, something that would symbolize her devotion to him. "I-I have never received anything like this before," she stammered, unable to contain her astonishment.

"Well, you deserve it," Master replied, caressing her cheek lovingly. "You're a wonderful hucow, and I'm proud to own you."

Amy felt warmth surging through her veins. She looked up at her master, her eyes filled with gratitude and adoration.

The collar was a tangible symbol of their relationship, a testament to the bond between them. Amy held it in her hands, admiring the craftsmanship and the beauty of the intricate design.

When her Master fastened the collar around her neck, feeling protected and cherished. Her nipples hardened and her pussy became wetter, imagining what delights lay ahead for her tonight.

"Thank you, Master," she whispered, kissing his hand.

"You're welcome, baby," he responded tenderly.

Amy glanced over to the kitchen. "You know, there was one part of the meal I didn't totally ruin," she said.

"What's that?" Master asked.

Amy got up from the couch and moved to the kitchen. She was still naked, now wearing nothing but the white leather collar that her Master had gifted her. The bell tinkled as she walked.

A moment later, she came back with a bowl of strawberries and cream.

"The two things I couldn't burn," she said with an embarrassed smile.

"Mmm, that will be perfect," Master said, bringing her close and kissing her perfect pouty lips. His strong arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her body flush against his. He loved the feeling of holding her, her soft curves and gentle scent filling his senses.

They shared the bowl of strawberries and cream on the couch, delighting in the gentle sweetness.

Once the berries and cream were gone, Master leaned down and trailed kisses along Amy's chest and cleavage.

"Time for something even more delicious," he said against her skin as he latched onto one of her breasts, drinking deeply.

Amy moaned as her Master fed from her heavy breasts, suckling back every last drop of her breast milk.

Master relished her taste, feeling intoxicated by her creamy essence. With each pull, Amy's milk flowed freely from her teats, painting a picture of decadence and pleasure.

Her nipples throbbed, and her body buzzed with arousal from the sensation of being consumed by her Master. Their bond strengthened as he drank from her, connecting them in a way only a hucow and her owner would understand.

After he finished feeding, Master gently wiped away any lingering traces of her milk from his mouth. Amy's heart swelled with love and gratitude as she watched him enjoy her milk.

She kissed him and cuddled against his strong body. "Happy Valentine's Day, Master."

THE END
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