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Hucow Maid For Billionaire Count - Milking And Breeding Bdsm Erotic Story


It was 4 in the morning. Elizabeth was putting on her uniform and preparing for her work day. A black, narrow, knee-length dress and a white apron made up the upper part of her uniform. Her apron was very tight, and her big, swollen breasts were especially sensitive this morning. Milk was constantly leaking from them, so she always needed to wear a special pair of protective pads under her bra. She was so scared that milk would leak out and embarrass her in front of everybody. 

The lower part consisted of white stockings with a lace garter and black patent shoes with a small heel. She combed her thick, black hair and tied it in a low bun. On both sides of the face, curly, black locks fell freely. Then, a white lace cap came as the final detail. She was ready. She looked very beautiful and provoking with her curves busting out of a small and slutty uniform. Count Rogers made her wear it to please him, simultaneously making her his Hucow slave.

Elizabeth will never forget that day in her life. 

She loved her job at the Rogers home, although her duties had changed slightly since she turned 18. In addition to changing the sheets, dusting, and cleaning the house, she had to be constantly available to Count Roger. Apart from a maid, she was his milk cow, and she had to be available for milking at any time of the day. He could long for her big, milky tits at any time, so she had to be always ready to perform her additional duties. 

That didn't bother her, because if she did her "job" well and was a "good cow" that gave Count a lot of "sweet juice", as he was calling it, she got special privileges. For example, that would be a nice bath with rose petals, a new dress, or a necklace. Of course, it all depended on whether she managed to satisfy the Count and satisfy, as he called it, his lust. His neverending hunger for her juicy melons. 

To ensure she would give tons of sweet milk, he regularly maintained breeding sessions in which he would fill her womb with his seed. 

How did a young, beautiful, and intelligent girl like her end up being a sex maid and a Hucow slave? Well, that's the more complicated part of the story.

Let's say that Liz didn't have the happiest childhood. She was an orphan. Her parents may have died, or they may simply have been so poor that they could not afford to take care of her. Maybe her mother died in childbirth, and her father left her. Of course, she couldn't have known that. The only certain thing was that one cloudy and cold December morning, Countess Catherine Roger found her on the porch of her home. The baby, as she kept telling her, was all shriveled up and crying relentlessly. She probably would have died of cold if they had just left her there rather than of hunger.

Catherine and Harrison Roger had no children. Although they tried for years, after a while it became obvious that Harrison would have no heirs. It wasn't so important because his brothers already had daughters and sons, so the Roger family line didn't die out with him. 

Plus, Harrison loved his wife. Indeed their marriage was arranged. Catherine brought a substantial dowry to their house, and she was of noble origin like him. But regardless of that, she was quite the perfect woman for his tastes. She was a woman of broad ideas. She was good. She was gentle. When she first found him whipping the butt of a young cook they had recently hired, and roughly pushing his cock into her ass, while squeezing milk from her breasts, Catherine did nothing.

She never actually mentioned it. She knew about all his perversions and did not judge him or try to stop him. Harrison was extremely gentle and attentive with her in bed. He also gave her the freedom to choose a lover according to her wishes, and assumed that she did, when some evenings saw her come back from the ball late at night, with smeared makeup and disheveled hair.

Catherine was obedient and kind, and those were traits he liked most in women.

When little Liza arrived at their home, they knew they would not raise her as their child, but they gave her shelter anyway. They agreed together that she would start working as a maid when she grew up, willingly. 

Harrison had no plans for Liz then. They lived a peaceful life. He found various, imaginative ways to satisfy his needs. He had his routine and his rules. 

While Harrison was satisfying his sexual appetites, the years passed. Liz was growing up. With the passing years, she became mature and beautiful. 

At the age of 18, her breasts were quite defined, round, and soft. That was the first time he saw that she had potential. She could be a good material for transforming into a beautiful, busty, and productive cow. She already had emphasized curves, he just needed to give her a little boost and unlock her hidden capacity. Her butt was round, heart-shaped. More and more he looked at her he was sure that she could be the one. She could be his next Hucow maid. When he first approached her, she was completely uncorrupted. Innocent and sweet.

He already decided it, and her soft breasts which grew more with every day that passed convinced him. 

When she turned 18, he decided to give her a uniform, a monthly salary, and, well, a few extra drops of special formula with her every dinner. The formula was specially designed by his best scientist to promote and increase the work of the mammary glands and cause lactation.

The formula was basically a secret potion that made ordinary girls into obedient Hucows ready for milking. Together with lactation, it increases sexual desire and reduces brain functioning, turning them into perfect dumb cows made for fucking and milking.

Soon after her 18th birthday, Liz noticed some strange changes in her body. Her breasts started growing rapidly and being very itchy and sensitive. They must have doubled their size because when she tried to tie her apron it almost tore on the front. Her clothes became so tight and uncomfortable. She had no clue what was happening to her. Those days, also she felt like she forgot things a lot. She had the impression that her brain worked very slowly and had trouble remembering things or solving even the simplest problems. Before this, even though she was just a maid, she was very clever and sharp. It was as if she was somehow becoming dumb. One day, when she was observing those new, strange changes in her appearance, Count Roger entered her room.

"Count Roger!"

She was very surprised by his presence.

"You can call me Harrison." He smiled at her.

Although he was in his forties, he looked great. His brown hair had a silvery tint to it from the gray strands. He was tall and well-built. He had broad shoulders and a muscular chest. His features were somewhat harsh but attractive. Brown eyes regarded her seriously.

"Is everything okay?"

Elizabeth looked at him in confusion. She tried to answer but she started to stutter.

"Yes...why?"

It was too late when she saw a big, wet stain spreading on her uniform. Her nipples hardened, and suddenly she realized that she was lactating. She blushed and bowed her head down. She was too embarrassed to speak.

Count Roger smiled satisfied.

"Do you need help with that?"

Elizabeth was a bit confused. She didn't know what to answer him. Her breasts started tingling and itching very badly. The uncontrolled desire to empty them overwhelmed her. She felt her pussy getting wet. She looked at Harrison and for the first time, she felt a strong attraction to him. She felt slight dizziness.

"Liz, you are a very special girl. Besides, I like you very much. I choose you for one special assignment."

He smiled again.

"I want you to be my milk cow. I want to milk you now."

With those words, he gently caressed her hair and touched her cheeks. She was all red. She wanted him. Her blue eyes looked at him questioningly. Her heart was beating fast. Milk was collecting and she could feel the pressure from the warm liquid that was filling her breasts.

"Would you like that?" He arched his eyebrows questioningly.

Gathering all the courage she had, she managed to speak

"Yes." 

She was too shy to say it out loud and to look him in the eye.

"Look at me." He cupped her face in his hands. "Say it louder and clear"

"Yes."

"Excellent."

He grabbed her breasts tightly and squeezed them hard to extract all of the sweet liquid. When he was done, he penetrated her pussy and gave her a good fuck.

After the first time, everything became routine. She was there to serve him and provide the sweetest milk for his insatiable hunger and desire. She was obedient and good. She would let him drink milk straight from her stiff nipples if he wanted to. She was addicted to the adrenaline it gave her. She was addicted to his touch. Voice. From the way she let him control her. She did everything to make him happy. She only wanted to be his good, obedient little Hucow girl. When she was a good little cow, she received gifts, when she was not, she was punished. Punishments consisted of prohibitions to cum, being chained, whipped, or tied. She endured everything, again in order to please him.

Harrison demanded that she always wear her uniform, be obedient, and submissive, and accept his commands without question. 

"Now spread your legs."

He was touching her with his fingers. She was wet and hot.

"I see you are wet. Do you want me? Do you want me to breed you?"

"Yes."

"However, you were ten minutes late today. You were a bad cow. You know I have to punish you for that."

She stood with her legs spread while her pussy was soaking, her nipples were stiff and firm. A little painful. Milk was constantly leaking from her. She eagerly awaited her punishment. Her excitement grew more and more. Her heart was beating faster and faster.

"Yes."

She answered in a weak voice.
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