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Jason is an anti-social billionaire who wants a bride. Finally, he’s matched with Abby, the girl of his dreams. She’s sweet, funny, and has curves in all the right places. But when they meet, she reveals that she’s a hucow.

Jason didn’t know hucows were real. Now he has a hucow wife of his very own and he plans on taking good care of her and drinking his fill of her sweet milk.

-

Hucow Bride is an erotic story featuring a consenting couple in a BDSM/Hucow relationship.
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ONE

Jason's fingers drummed with impatience on the edge of his mahogany desk, the sharp tapping a counterpoint to the low ticking of the ornate grandfather clock at the far end of his office. His leather seat squeaked as he opened his laptop.

Three weeks. Three weeks later, and the matchmaker hadn't found a single woman suitable to be his wife. It seemed impossible that a man like him - rich, handsome, tall, mid-forties, wasn't married, but it was the truth.

Jason was tired of being alone. That was why he enlisted the help of a matchmaking service. Not an ordinary one, though … he needed someone who wouldn't bat an eyelash at his unique preference for a wife. After countless emails and video calls, he decided on a service that specialized in international marriages. He had spent hours scrolling through the profiles, each one more elegant and sophisticated than the last, but none of them managed to pique his interest until...

Finally, his email chimed. He opened the summary from the matchmaker immediately, expecting more of the same elegant women in their cocktail dresses and pearls. But what he saw was completely unexpected.

A woman who was younger than him, standing in an unpretentious setting, wearing denim and a cotton shirt. She had blue eyes and blonde hair and a simple, genuine smile on her face that made his throat go dry.

Her name was Abby.

Of course, they had assured him that all the women on their site were aware of his preferences, but she looked different. More authentic. Somehow, the fact that she didn't try to hide her real self in the photos intrigued him.

And she couldn't hide what he was after if she tried. He was looking for a woman with massive tits. Big, soft breasts that he could snuggle into and suckle, with pink nipples he could pinch and squeeze until she begged him to stop.

Abby was at least an H cup if he had to guess. They protruded proudly from her chest, barely contained by the checkered shirt she wore in her profile picture. She wasn't conventionally sexy; her curvy body was devoid of airbrushing and photo retouching tricks that most of the women in his search results employed.

Jason leaned back, his fingers still tapping against the desk as he pondered Abby's photo.

There was just something about her. She was the one. He knew.

***

Only a few days later, they'd arranged for a date. The date would lead to their marriage if all went well.

Jason didn't have time for a girlfriend. He wanted a wife, and he thoroughly intended to make Abby his. He was ready to dive into this match headfirst.

As he prepared for their Skype call date, he couldn't help but feel an unusual sense of excitement that'd been absent from all his previous encounters.

Abby's face popped up on the screen almost immediately. Her eyes were wide and curious, her hair falling in loose waves around her shoulders, a slight blush on her cheeks. Her room was modest yet cozy - the curtains softly lilac, the walls a plain white color.

"Hello, Abby," he said, his hands tight fists under his desk.

"Hello, sir," she said. "I was so happy to see we were matched." Her pouty lips wrapped around every word. Her voice was breathy and soft.

Jason's cock stiffened in his pants. The thought of a Skype meeting had put him off until now. He unzipped his pants and stroked his cock while they talked.

Abby was a simple girl who lived out in the countryside. She wanted to move to the big city, and she saw an arranged marriage as the perfect solution to escape from her farming lifestyle.

"You're perfect, Abby," Jason said as he listened to her.

"Tell me more about you, sir," she said, avoiding the compliment with a shy smile.

Jason groaned, his grip tightening on his cock. Precum was dripping from the swollen head as he imagined what her lips would feel like on him.

"I'm a simple man. I work hard and I know what I want. I don't have time for dating. I want a life partner who will submit to me and raise a family."

Abby's eyes brightened. "I want lots of children."

Oh, I'll be sure to get you pregnant right away, Jason thought. He chuckled. "Well, then Abby, let's make it official. I want you to be mine."

Abby smiled and clapped her hands. "And I want to be yours," she agreed. "I'll tell the matchmaker right away."

"And I'll pick you up from the airport tomorrow," Jason said. He couldn't bear to be away from her another moment.

"Ok. Good-bye for now, sir," Abby said and blew him a kiss.

As soon as the call ended, Jason cranked his cock, spurting a hot load all over his pants.

"Fuck," he groaned. He'd wanted to save that for his future wife, but he knew there'd be much more where that came from. Tomorrow, when she arrived at the airport, he'd have a chance to taste those sweet lips, explore every last inch of her delicate curves, and claim her.


TWO

Finally, the day arrived. Some visa complications had extended their waiting period, but a week later Abby arrived.

Jason picked up Abby from the airport and brought her back to his grandiose mansion. The anticipation had become almost unbearable for Jason, who had found himself nearly drooling each time he thought of his new bride.

He led Abby through the marble-floored halls, past the priceless paintings and exquisite furniture, her wide eyes reflecting her disbelief at her new surroundings. She’d never been in a house this big. She grew up on a simple, modest farm in the middle of nowhere. Barely a cabin, with only one bathroom and bedrooms, she had to share with her siblings.

"This is all yours?" she asked, astonished. Her hands tightened on her suitcase handle.

Abby stuck out from the finery like a little lost doll.

Jason’s chest tightened as he looked her over. Her curves were perfect. Her massive tits hung heavy, threatening to escape her plaid shirt.

“Yes, and now it’s yours, too,” he said.

Abby blushed. “Thank you for accepting me as your wife.” She paused. “Well, I suppose we’re not married yet.”

“Tomorrow we will be,” Jason said. “I’m not wasting another minute.”

Abby dropped her suitcase with surprise as Jason closed the distance between them. He cupped her cheek and kissed her, breathing in her lilac and cherry blossom perfume.

“Sir,” she gasped when he finally released her from the kiss. Her cheeks were burning red. “I thought we would save our first kiss for the wedding.”

Jason smiled. She was even more traditional than he thought. He took her hands in his. “If that’s what you want, we can wait until tomorrow. But I couldn’t wait to taste you. To have you.”

Abby looked down, batting her eyelashes. “And the wedding night?”

Jason’s throat tightened. The thought of having his bride in his bed made his cock jump. It pressed against her stomach, pulsing with need.

Abby’s blush darkened. He knew she could feel his massive member throbbing with need.

“We can wait until the wedding night if that’s what you want, my dearest,” Jason said. The anticipation would just add to the fun. “But, as your husband, I will expect you always to service me when I need it.”

Abby nodded. “Of course,” her lips trembled. “Would you like me to … service you now?”

Jason gave her a nod of approval, and his beautiful bride-to-be sank to her knees on the plush carpet.

"Good girl." The words barely escaped his mouth before he unzipped his pants and pulled out his already-erect cock. It was painfully hard, a drop of precum glistening on the tip.

Abby looked up at him, her cheeks flushed pink. She was amazed at his size.

"Have you ever done this before, sweetheart?"

Abby shook her head. "No. But my mama told me I'd have to please my husband. So I think I know what to do." She tentatively took him into her mouth.

The warmth sent shivers down Jason’s spine, and he bit his lips to keep from groaning aloud. She might not have done this before, but she was a natural at it. Abby’s slender fingers gently massaged his balls as she worked her mouth up and down his shaft, a rhythm that caused a persistent pulsing in his lower belly.

Jason leaned back against the wall, relishing the feeling of Abby’s gentle touch. He watched with half-closed eyes as her blonde hair fell across her angelic face, the smooth skin of her cheeks flushed with the passion of her first time.

Feeling this sense of ownership over her flooded him with a sense of power that made him ravenous for more.

"Fuck, darling," he sighed. "Just like that." He placed his hand on the back of her head. She was so small compared to him. He could shove his cock down her throat and fuck her mouth until she cried. But, he held back. He'd save that for after the wedding. No need to scare her off the first time.

So, he let her lead. Abby was slow and attentive to what he wanted, her lips and tongue bringing him to the edge.

"Fuck, yes, right there," Jason groaned as her head bobbed up and down. "I'm so close." Jason's voice was strained as he tried to hold back. "Touch yourself, my love. I want you to cum when I do."

Abby hesitated for a moment before sliding her hand inside her pants. She began rubbing her clit in a small, circular motion. Within moments she was panting and moaning around his cock as she reached her peak.

Jason growled as his orgasm ripped through him. He spurted hot cum down her throat as she quivered from her own climax.

"Heh, darling, if that's what you do with your mouth, I can't wait to try your pussy," Jason said, taking her into his arms and kissing her.

Abby's eyes went wide.

"On the wedding night, of course," Jason added. "But after the wedding, you're mine."

"Of course, sir," Abby said.

Jason noticed wet stains on her plaid shirt. "Did... did I cum on your chest?"

Abby stiffened, crossing her arms over his massive tits to cover the twin marks of wetness." No, I swallowed every drop like a good girl. But," she mumbled. "There's one thing that wasn't on my profile."

"What's that, darling?" Jason asked, unable to look away, mesmerized by her heavy breasts.

"I'm a hucow."


THREE

A hucow? Jason thought those were just a myth... A woman with massive breasts who lactated naturally all the time and could produce milk at will.

"A hucow?" He breathed, unable to believe it. His chest tightened with excitement.

"I hope that's ok," she added softly.

"Ok? Of course, it's ok. It's better than ok!" Jason pulled her close, letting her wet tits smush against his chest. "I love that. I've always wanted a hucow of my very own. Abby, you're perfect." He kissed her.

"You have no idea how much I've wanted this. I've always admired hucows, their big, soft, natural breasts just perfect for nuzzling into and suckling. But you're not just a hucow, you're also a beautiful, kind woman. I am one lucky man."

Abby blushed and looked down bashfully, her wet shirt clinging to her curves. "I didn't know how to bring it up. My family has been breeding hucows for generations. It's just who I am. But I've always kept it a secret, even from the matchmaker."

"Darling, with me, you will want for nothing. Anything that a hucow could ever want - milking machines, a comfortable pen, anything you want, as for it, and it's yours."

"Well," she said shyly. "I could really use a milking. But if you don't have equipment, I can wait."

Jason grinned. With a few taps on his phone, everything was ordered and would be there in time for after the wedding. "We'll get your milking room set up right away. But, in the meantime, I'll milk you."

Abby tucked her blond hair behind her ears. "If you're sure," she was too shy to meet his gaze.

"Yes," he said. "Now, show me what a good hucow you can be."

Abby obeyed him, stripping off her wet shirt and bra. Her tits were massive and heavy, full with milk from a long day traveling.

Jason's mouth watered at the sight of them.

Her areolas were rosy pink, and her large nipples jutted out, hard and alert, begging for him to suck on them.

"Now that's a sight to see," he murmured, reaching out to touch one of her breasts gently.

They were even heavier and softer than he imagined, and he could feel the warmth of her milk just underneath the surface of her skin.

He couldn't believe his luck - he had found a woman who met all of his desires. She was kind, beautiful, and a hucow. It was like a dream come true.

"Suck on them," she whispered shyly, looking up at him through her long eyelashes. "Please, sir."

Jason didn't need to be asked twice.

He cupped both of her massive breasts, gently molding them as he lowered his head to take a rock-hard nipple into his mouth. He sucked experimentally, testing her reactions.

She moaned with pleasure, Arching her back and pressing herself against him. Jason could feel the flow of milk starting to increase as he greedily suckled her. He took turns on her two nipples, tongue flicking and swirling, tasting the sweet, slightly salty substance coating his tongue when she squirted more milk.

Watching her surrender to her pleasure was a sight to behold, Jason thought as he continued licking and sucking on her breasts.

"Jason, I never thought it would feel like this," she panted, her voice trembling.

"Like what?" he asked, resting his head against her breast, taking a break from suckling as he waited for her answer.

"So good. No one's ever milked me by hand before," she whispered, shyly looking away from him.

His expression softened instantly. No man had ever truly understood the needs of a hucow, and he couldn't wait to pamper her from now on. She'd never been with any man. He was her first. Her first and only.

Jason raised his head and gently kissed her lips. "Well, all that's about to change, my beautiful Abby. You deserve to be loved and cherished every moment of your life."

Abby trembled with pleasure as his thumb caressed her nipple, sending a pleasant shiver down her spine. She didn't dare speak, only watching silently as his gaze roamed over every curve of her body, taking in her ample breasts, her round hips, and the softness of her thighs.

Jason milked her dry, his stomach full of her warm cream by the time they stopped.

Abby's eyes lashes fluttered.

"You must be tired from all the excitement today," Jason said, scooping her into his arms. "Let me take you to bed. We have a busy day tomorrow."

Abby smiled. "Yes, it's our wedding day."

"And you'll need lots of rest for our wedding night," Jason said.

That was a promise. He was going to milk and breed his hucow all night. He was going to show her what it was like to be worshipped like a goddess. She was his, and he would make sure she was treated right.


FOUR

They were married the next afternoon. The ceremony was simple but elegant, held in a lovely little chapel in the center of town.

Jason was wearing a tailored black suit, while Abby had been provided with a handcrafted white wedding gown. Her thick blonde hair had been styled into a cascade of curls, and her makeup was natural but accentuating her features. She looked absolutely radiant as if she was walking directly out of a fairytale.

Jason, being the typical billionaire-type he was, didn't have many friends close enough to invite to his wedding and was estranged from his family. He didn't care about any of the extra stuff that usually came with weddings. All he wanted to do was exchange rings and make her his wife.

"Are you happy, Abby?" he asked.

"Yes, sir, of course, I am," Abby said, her hands feeling small in his.

The officiant looked to both of them. "You may kiss the bride."

Jason leaned forward, cupping her cheek as his kissed her passionately. "My beautiful hucow wife," he whispered. "Let me take you home and treat you like the amazing milky goddess you are. You will want for nothing. You're mine and only mine."

***

By the time they arrived home, the special milking room was set up and ready to go, but Jason couldn't wait any longer to be inside her. They skipped the tour of the milking room for now, going right to his bedroom. Their bedroom, now.

In the dimly lit room, Abby’s cheeks flushed with remembered desire as Jason began unbuttoning her wedding gown. She couldn't believe this was real, that she was really here in this beautiful mansion as his wife.

As he undid the last button, the dress fell away to reveal Abby's naked body underneath. Her breasts hung large and full, their nipples still hard from the day's excitement.

Jason sucked in a breath as his eyes roamed over Abby's voluptuous figure, taking in every curve and dip.

She looked like a masterpiece, his very own hucow goddess.

His hands trembled with desire as he reached out to touch her tits, feeling their weight in his palms and savoring the warmth of her skin.

Abby moaned and leaned into his touch, her eyes closing in pleasure. Jason squeezed her nipples gently, feeling them grow even harder under his fingers.

He lowered his head to take one of her pink nipples into his mouth, swirling his tongue around the sensitive flesh and causing Abby to gasp with pleasure.

She reached up, running her fingers through his short brown hair as he teased her, transported by the most intense pleasure she'd ever experienced.

Slowly, the milky liquid coated his tongue as Abby moaned louder, her legs shaking uncontrollably.

Jason pulled away, allowing a string of it to connect between them before scooping it up with his fingers and gazing at it in awe.

Her body glowed with satisfaction as he let the warm milk splatter onto the plush carpeted floor.

"Now, I'm going to claim you," Jason said. He stripped off his tuxedo and laid his wife on the bed.

Abby parted her legs for him, her pussy wet and glistening.

Jason groaned at the sight of it, gripping his cock as he paused to lick her pink folds. He savored the musky taste of her pussy, a sharp contrast to the sweetness of her breastmilk.

"Are you ready, darling," he said. "It might hurt a little, seeing how this is your first time."

Abby nodded. "I'm ready," she said, her chest fluttering.

"Good," Jason positioned his cock at her wet entrance. She was so tight but so ready for him. Jason slowly pushed forward, filling her entirely and causing her to swallow around him with a gasp.

"You feel so good," he said, taking a moment to simply enjoy wrapping his arms around her as he rocked gently back and forth, reveling in the softness of her curves and the way she whimpered with every thrust.

Abby squeezed her eyes shut and arched her back, enjoying the feeling of being fully claimed. She wriggled underneath him in encouragement, wanting to surrender herself completely to her new husband. Her body accepted his size, tight around him.

Once her body relaxed, Jason started thrusting in and out of her. His cock filled her up with every stroke.

"I'm going to get you pregnant, my dear," he groaned. "How many babies do you want?"

"As many as you want," she gasped, closing her eyes as she reveled in the pleasure.

Jason held her chin. "Look at me while I fuck you, my wife."

Abby's blue eyes locked onto his as he pounded into her. He bore down, rutting her into the bed. "Yes, sir," she managed to get out.

Jason kissed her, pressing her against the bed as he bottomed out, filling her completely. His cock rammed against her cervix, ready to blow his load deep in her womb.

"Cum with me, my darling," he growled against her ear as he wrapped his arms around her. She was trapped in his arms, held down and ready to be bred.

"Yes," she gasped. "Breed me." Jason didn't need to be told twice.

He squeezed her breast painfully, causing a warm splash of milk as her pussy tightened around him. He wanted to fill her with his seed. To prove his ownership.

"Cum for me, my hucow," he groaned against her ear.

His words were like a switch being flipped. Abby's back arched, and her walls squeezed him tighter, the sensation of it all sending him over the edge.

"Fuck, darling," Jason groaned as his hot cum shot into her. "I'm going to be the father of your babies." He kept his cock in her for a while, making sure not to waste a drop of his precious seed.

"Yes, sir," she said weakly, her eyes closing and her chest rising and falling heavily.

Jason stroked her hair. "I can already see our children running around this glorious mansion," he said, smiling. "I love you."

"I love you too, sir," she said. "I'll be your good wife."

"And anything you want is yours," he promised.

Abby looked down at her breasts. They were already swollen with milk again. "Can we see the milking room now?"

Jason grinned, the thought of seeing her get milked reigniting his lust. "Yes. And I'll breed you again while you get milked, like the submissive hucow you are."


FIVE

Jason took Abby to the milking room downstairs. He couldn't wait for her to see it. He felt like the Beast when showing the library to Belle. Corny, but true.

"Here's your milking room, my love," he said as he opened the door.

Abby let out a gasp and then an excited squeal.

The milking room was perfect, more than she could have ever dreamed. Walls lined with polished brass and gleaming chrome, a comfortable and custom-made milking chair in the center of the room. There was a large, state-of-the-art milking machine hooked up to the chair and glass containers beneath it to catch her milk.

The room also had a comfortable pen with blankets and hay. There was a breeding stand, bondage ropes and restraints, and a shower for hosing her off after a long session.

Abby stepped forward and sat down in the chair, her heart racing. Today was the first day of the rest of her life, and she couldn't contain her glee at having this fantastic machine available to her every day, making her milk for Jason.

"Is this all for me?" she whispered.

"Of course, my dear. Now let's get you hooked up," Jason said, leading her towards the milking machine with his hand on her back. "Let's see how much milk we can get."

Abby couldn't believe this was really happening. She was a hucow, and her husband was taking care of her every need. She was more than happy to serve him and become his milking pet.

Jason helped Abby into the milking chair, guiding her legs into the leg rests. "Comfortable?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," she responded, biting her lip as she watched him prepare the milking machine.

Unlike any machine she had ever seen, it was a marvel of modern technology, with countless gauges and buttons to monitor and control her milking session. Despite her nervousness, the sight of it filled her with excitement, knowing that she would soon be providing her husband with the milk he desired.

Jason moved over to her and leaned in to whisper in her ear, his breath hot and thrilling. "Ready, darling?" She nodded, her eyes still fixed on the machine.

With a few adjustments to the settings, Jason began the milking process.

The cups of the milking machine latched onto Abby’s nipples, and she couldn’t help but gasp at the sensation. It was unlike anything she had ever experienced, and she felt her body respond instantly, delicious waves of pleasure coursing through her.

The sound of the machine humming to life turned both of them on. He watched as her breasts were massaged and sucked on by the vacuum stimulation, extracting all the milk trapped inside. The glass containers were quickly full of her milky nectar.

They tightened and grew taut with every pull, her nipples swelling as her arousal heightened. From a pale pink to a deep rosy hue, they were almost purple before she finally surrendered to the orgasm that rocketed through her. He kissed her forehead as she trembled with aftershocks.

Jason held her hand as he turned off the machine. "That was so hot," he said, pressing his lips to hers.

Abby blushed, still feeling the high from the orgasm. "Thank you, sir," she murmured, a smile playing on her lips.

He helped her from the machine, guiding her to the shower stall nearby. "Let's get you cleaned up, my dirty hucow," he teased, turning on the water and adjusting it to a warm temperature.

Abby giggled as she stepped inside, letting the water wash over her body.

Jason stood behind her, washing her hair and the rest of her body with gentle strokes. Abby leaned back against him, enjoying the way he touched her.

"You smell incredible," Jason said, letting the soap suds run down her belly. Abby couldn't help but feel totally at ease with him. He made her feel safe and loved in a way she had never experienced before.

"I'm so glad we got married," Abby said, turning to face him.

"I am, too," he agreed. "Now, it's time for me to breed you again. I know hucows are extra fertile, but I'm not taking any chances."

He brought her to the breeding stand, bending her over and shackling her wrists and ankles in place. Her ass was raised, the perfect level for him to fuck her and cum deep in her womb.

Abby's ass was round and jiggling, offering Jason the tight opening of her anus to him.

Without missing a beat, Jason knelt behind Abby and nudged the tip of his glistening cock against her cunt, while parting the tight ring with his fingers before driving his thumb into her virgin ass.

He let out a groan as he sheathed himself in her, her tight channel squeezing him. "Yes, that's it," he growled, ramming into her pussy.

Abby's walls clenched around him with each thrust, her breasts bouncing wildly with the force. "Fuck, yes," he hissed. He gripped her hips and held her steady as his lust raged on, his body tensed with the intense pleasure building within him.

Abby moaned and arched her back, biting her lip as she rode the wave of her climax. She mewled as he fingered her asshole while fucking her cunt, using her in such a dirty way she could have never imagined.

"You ready for my cum, darling?" He groaned.

"Yes, breed me! Fill me up!" She cried. "Please, make me pregnant."

Those words sent Jason's mind reeling. He let his inner beast take over, holding her hips and thrusting in and out wildly. The breeding stand trembled with the force of his rutting. Jason was lost in a haze of animalistic lust, his body slamming into hers with the primal need to mark her as his mate.

Abby's breath came in gasps, her eyes screwed shut as she reveled in the pure force of his hips. She could feel her pussy growing tighter around him, gripping him with an insatiable hunger.

"Yes, Jason," she moaned, her voice low and throaty. "Take me. Fill me up." Her blond hair cascaded over her back as she writhed in pleasure.

Jason reached down to rub her clit. They were going to cum together. Jason hunched over her back, his breath hot against her neck as he whispered, "You'll bear my seed, darling. I'm going to claim you. Make you mine. Make you a true hucow wife."

He nibbled the lobe of Abby's ear while she mewled with pleasure, her body tense with anticipation of his release.

With a guttural moan, he emptied his load inside of her. Spurt after spurt of hot pearly cum filled her womb. Jason let go of her hands and gently brushed the hair out of her face, looking down at her lovingly as she giggled and moaned in pleasure.

"Thank you for breeding me, sir," she said, looking up at him. Her legs trembled as she felt a gush of cum escaping her gaping pussy. She would need to be bred again soon, just to be sure she got pregnant fast.

"Darling, I've been dreaming of this moment since I first saw your profile. You're mine," he kissed her. "I love you."

THE END
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X. Callisto writes hucow, free-use, 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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