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Clay is a rich but reclusive farmer who lives in the countryside. He’s surprised when a mail-order bride shows up at his door, thanks to his meddling parents. Her name is Clara, and she tries to convince him she can be a good wife.

Except Clara has a secret. When Clay finds out she’s a hucow, will he reject his would-be wife or will they live happily ever after?

-

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

Clara's eyes were wide as she took in the beauty of the country landscape around her. She sat in the back of the car as her driver took her to her destination. Her new home. Where Clay, her soon-to-be husband, lived.

She'd never met him or talked to him. But she had seen his photograph, and she knew he was handsome with a kind smile. His parents set the whole thing up for him because he was far too busy running his vegetable farm to find a wife for himself.

Clara's chest swelled with anticipation as the car stopped in front of a long driveway.

"Here you are, Miss," the driver said.

"Thank you."

Clara grabbed her small suitcase and left the car. Dust kicked up and blew her skirt as the car drove away, leaving her to her fate.

Clara took a deep breath and started down the driveway. The sun shined down on her, making her feel warm and welcomed. The farmhouse was large and sturdy. The fields of vegetables went on for acres. Clara smiled. It was beautiful here. Different from the hustle and bustle of the city.

She knocked when she reached the front door, but there was no answer. She knocked again. Still nothing.

"Hmm," she mumbled to herself, checking the scrap of paper in her hand just to make sure she had the right address. "I wonder where he is?"

There was a rusty red pickup in the driveway. He had to be around here somewhere.

Clara tried the door, but it was locked. Probably for the best because she didn't think barging it would make a good first impression.

Around the back of the house was a garage and work shed. In the silence, the sound of metal hitting metal rang out. Clara's ears perked up, and she followed the sound to the work shed, where she found Clay hammering away at a broken tool. His shirt was off, and his taut, muscled body gleamed with sweat.

"Hello?" Clara called out, her voice timid yet playful.

Clay bolted upright, nearly dropping the hammer in his hand. "What the hell?" He whirled around. His brow furrowed together when he saw the pretty young woman there, wearing sandals and a floral dress. "Who are you?"

"I'm Clara," she said. "Your parents sent me."

"What... my parents?"

Clara handed Clay a note that his parents had given her before sending her off to his farm. "They said you'd expect me," she explained nervously.

A look of confusion crossed Clay's face as he read the note. Then realization, followed by a trace of irritation, "They did what now?" He grumbled under his breath. The letter was clear: they'd bought him a bride so he wouldn't be lonely and so they could finally have grandchildren. They'd always been pushy and tried everything to get him to date and settle down.

Clay sighed and dropped the hammer on the hay and dust-covered floor. He balled the note up in his fist as he looked at Clara.

Despite his gruff demeanor, Clay couldn't deny that the sight of Clara in his workshed made his heart race. He felt an odd surge of attraction towards the voluptuous woman in front of him.

"I don't know what to say," he admitted. "I never told them to do this. I don't want a bride."

Clara's smile fell, and he felt a pang of guilt.

"Oh," she said. Her bright eyes lost some of their sparkle.

Clay rubbed the back of his neck. He didn't want to hurt her feelings or appear rude. Being a loner for most of his life, having a person who looked so lively in his shop made him feel sort of excited.

"Look, I'm sorry, Clara. I didn't mean to upset you. I just wasn't expecting a bride. And certainly not someone so beautiful as you." He grumbled, rubbing the stubble on his chin. "Listen, I'll get this sorted with my parents. In the meantime, you can stay here, I guess."

"Thank you," she said, clasping her hands together in a way that made her massive breasts push even harder against her floral dress. "I won't bother you, I promise. I'll do anything you need."

Clay's eyes flicked down over her curves for a moment before nodding. "Sure, Clara. Well, why don't you go get settled then?" He wasn't going to leave her on the side of the road. He was a gentleman, after all, and this was the fault of his meddling parents, not this sweet, innocent girl.

They had sent her to him like a gift, a golden toy that would keep him from indulging too much in his land. He was not afraid to admit his loneliness, but he had made a life without a woman.

The days on the farm were never easy, but the routine was comforting. He would rise with the sun, tend to the crops, and eat simple meals. Clay was a man who found serenity in regularity and order-except for now, welcoming an unexpected woman into the mix.

The thought of change was unsettling, but the sight of Clara, her wind-blown chestnut hair, and blushing cheeks filled him with a strange warmth. Maybe his unexpected visitor would be a blessing in disguise.


TWO

Clay kept his distance from her the rest of the day.

Finally, when his work was done, he came into the little farmhouse, surprised by the smell of a hot dinner waiting for him.

Clara had gotten to work in the kitchen and put together a hearty vegetable stew dinner for them. The fresh taste of the vegetables made his mouth water.

Clay sat at the table while Clara dished him a heaping serving of food.

"Wow, Clara, thank you," he said. He couldn't believe she'd done so much in such a short time. The kitchen and living room were spotless; dinner was served, and dough for bread was resting under a damp cloth on the counter. This looked like some sort of scene from Little House on the Prairie, not his farmhouse bachelor pad.

"You're welcome," she said. "You work so hard, I thought you'd like a hot meal."

Clara's eyes, full of hope, met Clay's as they both started to eat. The silence was slightly uncomfortable but also warm.

Clay's hardened heart began to ease a little as they ate, and he wondered if maybe his parents had actually sent him the woman of his dreams. Her tits were massive, she had a cute face, a loving smile, and, best of all, she was a great cook. The night drew in, and Clara cleared the table as Clay leaned back, sipping on a coffee.

Clay watched Clara as she worked, still in awe of her beauty. With creamy skin, plump lips, and a curvy body, Clara moved around the kitchen like a dream. He could not help but think about how it would feel to guide those soft hips of hers to the bed.

He shook his head. e was not meant for that life. He had a farm to take care of, and there was no room for a wife or family here. He had to call his parents first thing in the morning and have her sent home. Getting attached to Clara would only complicate things.

Suddenly, Clay felt a stirring in his loins as his eyes roamed over Clara's luscious body. He quickly averted his gaze, focusing on his now empty coffee mug.

Clara turned around and caught Clay staring at her. She blushed, her cheeks turning a soft pink as she gave him a shy smile.

"Thank you for the dinner, Clara," Clay said, breaking the silence. "But, I'd better get to bed. I get up at first dawn." He stood, brushed off his jeans, and looked around. "This place is small, but there's a guest bedroom you can use."

Clara nodded, a flicker of disappointment flashing across her face. "Yes, sir."

Clay's body stiffened, and his cock jumped to attention at those words. How her soft, pouty lips said those words made every manly urge in his body run rampant. He wanted to dominate her, claim her, and breed her like an animal.

He shrugged off the feeling and forced a smile. "Good night, Clara."

***

Somehow, Clay resisted the urge to see Clara again for the night. His daily work always made him dog-tired, but just the thought of a beautiful woman in the room next to him was enough to make him crazy.

Clay woke the next morning at the crack of dawn as he always did, just as birds were starting to sing their happy songs. The house was quiet, but he could hear the soft clatter of utensils and smell bacon being fried.

He peeked his head into the kitchen and found Clara already at work, preparing breakfast. The sight of her in a simple white apron and a despite the early hour, the sun made Clara's chestnut locks shine like a mantle, and her cheeks were flushed with a rosy glow that made his heart race. He couldn't help but notice how her full breasts swayed and jiggled as she moved about the kitchen.

"Clay?" She called out when she spied him peeking in. "I've made you breakfast. I hope you don't mind," Clara beamed as she set a plate in front of him.

Clay was pleasantly surprised. Her beauty, kindness, and willingness to help around the farm made him feel things he never thought he would.

"Thank you, Clara," Clay said, genuinely touched by the gesture. "This looks delicious."

"I hope it's to your liking, sir," Clara replied, looking at him with a shy smile.

As he ate, Clay wanted to send her home even less. She was so cute and perfect. Maybe this mail order bride thing wasn't a bad idea after all.

Just as they were finishing breakfast, Clay noticed that Clara was wincing.

"Are you ok?" He asked, setting down his half-drank coffee. "You look like you're in pain."

Clara's cheeks went pink. "Oh, it's nothing. Just a little uncomfortable."

Clay hadn't missed how much her massive breasts were pressing against the cotton apron she wore. He'd barely been able to keep his eyes off of them. He hadn't been alone with a woman in ages, and, thankfully, the tablecloth concealed his hard-on.

"Why don't you take off the apron?" He suggested.

Clara sighed with relief as she untied the apron and hung it over the chair.

Clay was certain that her tits were bigger than yesterday. He stood and walked to her side.

"Are you sure you're ok?" He asked.

Clara worried her bottom lip not making eye contact. "Can I be honest with you?"

He nodded.

"Well, there's one thing that your parents didn't know when they set us up for marriage." She unbuttoned her dress, revealing her heavy breasts, leaking milk through her bra. "I'm a hucow … and I really, really need to be milked."


THREE

Clay's eyebrows shot up. He couldn't take his eyes away from her mesmerizing breasts. "A hucow?" Clay asked, unsure of what she meant.

"I have a condition that requires me to be constantly milked. I constantly lactate, and I'm very, very fertile." Clara explained, giving him a sheepish smile as she closed the gap between them.

Clay stared at her, taking in the sight of her large, heavy breasts, their skin glistening. He had never seen anything like it before.

"I see..." he nodded, speechless, finding it difficult to come up with words.

"I'm sorry if you find me disgusting," she whimpered, looking away.

Clay grabbed her arm and pulled her against him. "No! I could never think of someone as beautiful and kind as you as anything less than perfect," he said. "What do you need? Do you need me to help you?"

Clara's face went red. "Well, if you wouldn't mind. I need you to milk me, sir."

Clay held back a groan as his cock strained against his jeans at the very thought of it. In the heat of the moment, he made up his mind. With Clara standing there vulnerable and desperate, he couldn't forget her pleading expression.

Clay knelt down, massaging her breasts one after the other. He pulled down her soaked bra, revealing her swollen pink nipples. "Is it ok if I use my mouth?" He asked.

Clara let out a shuddering breath. She closed her eyes and nodded. "Yes, please." Clara's voice was barely above a whisper as Clay took her nipple between his fingers. Her body tensed for a moment, and then she squeezed her eyes shut harder as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Clay paused for a moment, watching as a thin film of milky liquid beaded on the tip of her nipple, slowly dripping down onto his tongue. He let out a low growl and latched onto her breast, suckling hard.

Clara let out a soft moan as Clay attended to her, her body starting to tremble slightly.

Clay reached around and held her ass so she wouldn't fall over. He sucked and gulped down her sweet, warm milk. It flowed in a steady stream, filling his mouth to the brim until he pulled away, gasping for air. He'd never tasted anything so pure and delicious.

Lost in the pleasure of her body and the taste of her sweet milk, Clay didn't notice Clara clutching onto him tightly, her nails digging into his shoulders. Her knees almost buckled at the first wave of her powerful climax, and Clay sucked harder so she'd go over the edge.

"Oh, yes!" She cried, writhing in his grip as her orgasm rushed through her.

Finally, once she'd been milked dry, Clay picked her up into his arms.

She was light, and her weight settled easily in his grip. Her eyes met Clay's, and they were half-lidded in her sexual haze. He felt like he was drunk on milk alone.

Clay carried her to the nearby couch and gently placed her down, pulling a blanket over her as she snuggled into the warm cushions.

"That was amazing," Clara said in a dreamy voice. "I've never felt anything like that before." Her face was flushed, and her nipples were bruised from his feeding.

Clay had never felt anything like that before, either. This was all so new to him. So erotic and fulfilling. Literally, filling. Her warm milk had filled him, nourished him, and it was delicious.

"Clara," he said, holding her hands. "I thought about it, and I want you to stay. I want you to be with me here on the farm."


FOUR

Her big green eyes widened, sparkling with tears. "Really?"

"Yes," Clay said. "I want to try this. I've never met a woman like you before." His beastly urges were nearly too much to control. He pulled her to him and kissed her. It was a deep, hungry kiss. No longer could Clay deny his hunger for Clara.

His hands roamed down her body, running across her soft curves and squeezing her plump ass. Clay's hard cock pressed against Clara's thigh, straining through his jeans.

Clara moaned into the kiss and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding onto him tightly.

The passion between them was undeniable, and the next moment, Clay broke away, gazing at Clara with a burning desire in his eyes.

"Clara," he groaned.

"I want you, now."

He didn't wait for an answer but instead pulled her up and led her to his bedroom. Clay immediately began to strip her dress off, letting it fall to the floor in a heap.

Clara stood there in just her panties. Although he'd just fed from her, she felt so much more naked and vulnerable now.

Clay took a moment to admire her curves. Her heavy breasts were full and ripe, and her nipples were still hard and sensitive from being milked earlier. Her panties were soaked with desire.

Milking had that effect on her. Being milked made hucows even more fertile and wet.

"You're mine, Clara," Clay declared, pulling her panties down and diving his face between her legs.

Clara cried out with pleasure, thrashing on his bed as he licked her pussy. Her wetness was intense, and he eagerly devoured it, savoring her flavors with an intensity that matched his own arousal. Her moans grew louder, as did the pace of his movements, and soon she was coming, writhing beneath him as he continued to feast on her.

"Fuck, Clay," she breathed, clutching at his hair as she came, his head between her thighs and her tasting her juices. He savored the taste of her cum, the sweet reward he earned in exchange for his devotion.

Clay grabbed her legs and yanked her closer to him. He looked her deep in the eyes. Seeing Clara's green gaze filled with lust only drove his desire higher, if that was even possible. Her eyes were so bright, full of wonder and passion, that it excited him even more.

"Mine," he growled before positioning himself between her open legs. He rubbed the head of his cock against her slit, coating it with her wetness.

Clara shivered and moaned at the sensations, her legs shaking as she clung to him.

"Yes! Clay, I'm yours. Please, fuck me!" Her pussy was dripping wet, pulsing with desire as she begged for more.

Clay couldn't resist her any longer. He plunged his cock into her, filling her to the hilt.

Clara screamed with pleasure, her nails digging into his back as he began to pump in and out of her in a steady rhythm. Each thrust felt like heaven, hitting just the right spot inside her as she bucked her hips to meet his.

"Yes, my perfect bride," he groaned. "Take it all like a good girl," Clay growled, his hips pistoning hard as he fucked her. Each thrust burying himself deeper inside her warmth. His cock slid between her folds, filling her completely.

Clara gasped, her body trembling as he began to pound into her like a wild animal. She cried out as his thick cock spread her open, plunging far deeper than anything she'd taken before. The force of each stroke slammed her against the mattress, her breasts jiggling with every movement.

Clara couldn't believe that her fiancé had such a massive cock. It filled her completely, stretching her pussy in a way that she'd only ever imagined. She wrapped her legs around his waist, digging her fingers into his well-defined back as he helplessly surrendered to her body's commands.

"Oh God, keep fucking me like that," she yelled, bucking her hips to meet every thrust. Clay bit his bottom lip, gripping her ass as he buried his cock deep within her.

"Definitely need to breed you," he ground out, his eyes locked onto hers. "Be my hucow. I'll give you the purest seed there is."

Clay pulled out of her and flipped her over. "Ass up, face down, sweetheart," he commanded, and Clara eagerly complied, arching her back and sticking her jiggly ass in the air for him.

He admired the view for a moment before spanking her hard. Clara yelped in surprise and pleasure as Clay massaged her ass, his fingers brushing up against her wet opening.

"Clay," she moaned, pushing back against him. "Breed me. Make me pregnant." Clara's breathy whisper was more than Clay could take. He spread her legs apart and positioned himself right behind her.

"Beg for my cum," he demanded, his arousal clear in his voice. "Beg for every drop to make you pregnant with my child."

"Please," Clara whimpered. "Fill me with it, Clay. Make me your cum slut. Make me your hucow."

Clay's eyes rolled back into his head, and his cock throbbed at her words. He was going to cum soon. He couldn't hold back, not with his beautiful mail-order bride bouncing on his cock. He wanted to breed her, to fill her with his seed, and make her the mother of his children. He gripped her hips with both hands and pounded her, driving himself as deep as he could go.

Clay pressed her down into the bed, letting out a growl as his cock released into her. Hot, sticky cum filled her womb. Clay's body jerked as he emptied himself inside her, his cock pumping his seed in an endless flood.

"Fuck, Clara, I'm gonna fill you up," Clay groaned, his grip tightening on Clara's hips. "Take it, you fucking cumslut. Take all my seed."

Clara whimpered, her face buried in the mattress as she felt him filling her. She could feel each splash of cum landing inside her, coating her insides and running down her thighs.

Clay held himself deep inside her, milking every drop of his orgasm into her quivering pussy.

"That's it," he grunted, giving her ass a few more rough slaps. "All mine now."

Clara couldn't believe what had just happened. She was now filled to the brim with Clay's hot, sticky load. She'd be surprised if they didn't make a baby that first time.

Clay slowly pulled out of her, admiring the sight of his white, creamy load pouring down her legs.

"We need to get married. Now. But you look so dirty," he said. "I think you need a shower before we go to church."


FIVE

J"We need to get married. Now. But you look so dirty," he said. "I think you need a shower before we go to church."

Clara nodded, still out of breath. "Will you join me?"

Clay smirked and nodded, his cock already hardening again as he helped her up from his bed.

Together, they walked into the bathroom. Clay turned on the shower and adjusted the temperature before helping Clara step inside.

She let out a soft moan as the hot water cascaded over her sensitive body, washing away the evidence of their lovemaking.

Clay's strong hands washed her gently, paying special attention to her breasts and pussy.

"These are mine now," he said, kneading her breasts with a filthy satisfaction. "My tits to feed on and my pussy to breed."

Clara shivered at his dirty words, enjoying the way he took possession of her body and claimed her as his own. He was the perfect man for her.

She'd been hoping that one day she would find someone who loved her exactly as she was, hucow and all. Clay was that man. He would be her master, her husband, the father of her children.

***

They were married that evening. It was a simple affair, but it was exactly what they needed.

Clay couldn't believe the beautiful woman had come into his life so suddenly and completely changed him. She was perfect. Sexy, submissive, delicious – everything he didn't even know he wanted until he met her.

After the wedding, Clay brought her home, carrying her over the threshold and straight to their bedroom.

"My wife," he said. "I'm going to breed you now. You'll have my children and give me all the milk I can drink."

Clara's face flushed. "Of course, sir," she said. Clay could hardly keep his eyes off of her as she removed her clothes, standing there in her stockings and garter belt, lifting her tits out from the fabric and letting them hang free. Her nipples were swollen and erect, begging for his attention.

He moved toward her, his cock already hard at the sight as he reached out to touch her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples.

Clara moaned softly as milk squirted out of her tits.

Clay got on his knees, suckling her sweet cream. His strong hands massaged her heavy breasts while his mouth engulfed her tits, drinking her milk like a starving man.

Clara moaned in pleasure, her back arching as Clay drank her up. Every drop of her sweet milk was a testament to his power, his control. She was his hucow, and he was her master.

As his hunger for her milk grew, so did his desire for her. He pulled her onto his lap.

"Please," she begged. "Fuck me, Clay."

The farmer grinned. "No. You're going to ride me like a good girl," he said, unzipping his pants.

Clara held the base of his cock as she lowered herself onto him. Her tight hole stretched inch by inch. Clay watched with bated breath as his thick cock disappeared into her slick, wet heat. Clara's eyes squeezed shut, hands resting on his chest for support. Her tits bounced gently with each movement she made upon his cock.

Clara rocked her hips in a slow, steady rhythm. With each thrust, she took more and more of him inside her. Her breathing grew heavy and labored while her swollen clit ground against his pelvis.

She rode him harder and faster, her body shaking with pleasure as he squeezed and molded her breasts.

"Fuck. You really do have a tight pussy," Clay growled. "My beautiful bride... you're going to make me shoot my load deep inside you."

Clara moaned and bucked harder, her movements growing more desperate. "Please, Clay! I need it!"

He grabbed her hips in a firm grip and thrust harder, filling his wife with each rough pump of his cock. "You ready to take my seed, you slutty hucow?"

"Yes, yes, yes!" Her voice hitched with every roll of her hips. She held onto him, bobbing up and down. Her eyes rolled back, and she let out a cry as he flicked her clit, sending her over the edge and releasing a powerful orgasm.

"That's my good girl," he chuckled, latching onto one of her nipples as she continued to ride him.

"I need your cum, sir," she begged.

The taste of her sweet milk and the sensation of her dripping cunt was too much to take. Clay pumped upwards, holding onto her hips as he released inside of her. The feel of his hot cum filling her up set off another orgasm, and Clara ground her hips down, milking every last drop from his cock.

Clay's release was intense, his body jerking with every spurt. Seed painting her insides caused her pussy to clamp down on him, drawing every last drop from his cock.

Clara sighed as their bodies went slack together.

"You're so good to me," she whispered. "I'm so glad I have you. I want you to breed me every night, sir."

Clay kissed the top of her head. "Oh, darling, I will breed you morning and night. You're mine now. My wife. Now and forever."

THE END
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WANTED - A housekeeper to cook, clean, and milk!

Bryan is a rich single dad looking for a new housekeeper and he has very specific tastes. Not only is he looking for a maid to cook and clean, but also to indulge in his domestic hucow fantasies. When he meets the beautiful and submissive Belinda, he knows that she’s the perfect hucow to meet all of his needs.

READ HERE


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

Daisy

Rosie

Maisy

Ellie

DOMESTIC HUCOWS

Hucow Sitter

Hucow Maid

Hucow Trainer

Hucow Nurse

Hucow Milk Maid

Hucow Nanny

HUCOW SANCTUARY RANCH

Milked on the Ranch

Promised to the Ranch

Owned by the Ranch

Mated on the Ranch

Taken to the Ranch

Saved by the Ranch

Shared by the Ranch

HUCOW INVASION

Hucow Invasion

Hucow Invaders

Hucow Raiders

HUCOW BED AND BREAKFAST

Dominating the Hucow Maid

Punishing the Hucow Maid

Coming Soon!

HUCOW MAIL ORDER BRIDES

Mail Order Hucow

Hucow Bride

Hucow Engagement

Hucow Honeymoon

THE COLLEGE CREAMERY EXCHANGE PROGRAM

Gloria

More coming soon!

HUCOW HOLIDAY SPECIALS

Cookies & Milk

Holly Jolly Hucow

Milk Chocolate

-

Smashwords Exclusives

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

X. Callisto’s Smashwords Catalog

-

Chosen for the Alien Experiment

Buy Here

Trapped in the Alien Nest

Buy Here

Bearing the Alien’s Spawn

Buy Here


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

X. Callisto

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.

OEBPS/image_rsrcDT.jpg
SPAWN

X. CALLISTO





cover.jpeg
4 >
e AN
4 4
W
By
<

3 INGAGEMEN

X. CALLISTO

MAIL ORDER HUDOW BRIDES





OEBPS/image_rsrcDS.jpg
DOMESTIC HUCOWS

- X. CALLISTO





