
        
            
                
            
        

    
Passed Around on the Hucow Farm


MELANIE SPARXX



Contents


Prologue
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Also by Melanie Sparxx
Copyright



Prologue


My name is Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen-years-old. And I needed cash for school. Fast. I didn’t want to keep relying on my poor, working class father, who raised me by himself after my mom passed away. Fortunately, I found a strange job ad that really spoke to me, for a place called Creamy Meadows Farm. I got an interview and it was pretty exciting: the doctor who runs the farm, Dr. Crown, gave me a medication that makes my breasts start to lactate, and then when things got hot and heavy, he had his way with me!

After that, I was sold on working for the farm. I signed a contract and before I knew it, I was being transported to the farm. The drivers had a whole lot of fun with me too, milking me and fucking my holes… I can’t wait to see what else is in store for me on this hucow farm! I’m determined to be the best hucow I can be this summer!

My first morning on the farm, I woke up to a kindly dairy worker coming by to check on me. He decided to use me when he saw I was new, and said my milk was developing nicely. Dr. Crown confirmed that when he came by to check on me too. He gave me a humiliating medical exam, tasted my milk, and… well… he fucked me again, of course.

Next, I had a chance to be bred by the bulls who work on the farm—they’re big, muscular studs with GIANT cocks! They drank my milk, and fucked my holes till they were sore and swollen, filling me up with their seed. I’ve never felt so fertile and slutty in my life…

After that, Dr. Crown was so proud of me, but he saw that I had been working extra hard. He let me take a little break, and brought me back to his apartment, where he could gently breed me and sample my creamy udders. He was pleased with how well my milk production is coming along, and how healthy and tasty my milk is becoming—pretty soon, it’ll be good enough to sell, he told me!

But there are some regulatory barriers to that plan, and Dr. Crown asked if I’d be interested in a new way of making money for the farm: renting me out to tourists who come to stay on the farm. I was immediately excited by the plan. I want to do whatever I can to help the farm and help Dr. Crown. I love being a hucow, and my new slutty purpose in life is to let everyone sample my delicious milk, or breed me. The world needs hucows like me!

My first group of tourists who came to use me was a bunch of rough frat boys with big cocks and voracious appetites for milk and sex. They were celebrating a birthday and they took the opportunity to do all the nasty stuff with me that their girlfriends won’t let them do, and oh boy, was the first day fun… But the weekend isn’t over and the frat boys are still here!

I sure hope I make Dr. Crown proud. I just want to be the best hucow I can be, and I’ll do anything to please the men who want my body and my milk. I love being a hucow—I love being wanted, and I love the confidence that comes with it! I’ll do anything my lovers and customers want...

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1, Part 2, Part 3, and Part 4! And if you’re liking these stories, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with each new installment.


Chapter
One



Iwoke up to what felt like a killer hangover. I tried to move, but I realized I was bound to the dining room table. I felt a smile form on my lips as I remembered what had happened the night before.

First, the boys came back from the lake and took the vibrator off my aching pussy. I’d cum about a million times in the intervening period, and all but passed out from the pleasure, and I was eager to take their cocks again. Cumming a whole lot is nice, but I was craving the feeling of being stretched by hard, eager young dicks, and the boys did not disappoint.

After that, I made them dinner. Dr. Crown sent some shredded mozzarella over that had been made from my own breast milk, and I used this to make a pizza for them—I found pizza dough in the fridge, and some sausage and peppers that I spread over the pie. The boys ate my pizza with beer, and again, I got down on my knees beneath the table to service their cocks.

By this point, I was pretty exhausted. I think the boys took pity on me because they let me recline on the couch and Henry announced that they should do something nice for me.

“I don’t need you boys to do anything for me!” I said with a giggle, though I appreciated the gesture. The boys all seemed to take a special liking to me, now. I realized why: I was like a girlfriend, but better. I didn’t get mad at them, and I didn’t insist that they come shopping with me. I didn’t ask them questions that were secretly traps so I could get mad at them, and I was eager to try any sexual thing they had in mind. I cooked for them, and I cleaned up after them, and I loved hanging out with their friends. I didn’t mind if they spent the whole afternoon goofing off or drinking beer and playing video games.

In short, I was basically the perfect girlfriend.

Henry knelt between my thighs and spread them. The boys crowded around on the couch, reaching for my heavy tits to play with them. I felt Harry gripping my nipples hard, letting milk cascade over his fingers as Dan fired up the Switch for some Super Smash Brothers.

“You’ve got such a pretty pussy, Marissa,” he told me. I mooed in pleasure at being complimented.

“You should grow your bush out, since you’re a natural redhead,” Dan commented, glancing down at my spread slit. Part of my usual hygiene routine at the farm was being shaved. Dr. Crown did it himself, spreading my legs in a medical contraption and massaging hot shaving foam onto my mound to keep the skin soft and smooth. I was always afraid he was going to knick me with the razor but he never did—nonetheless, the whole process never failed to get me dripping wet. Dr. Crown kept my pussy how it had been when I arrived, with a narrow landing strip of bright red hair leading down to my clit, almost like an arrow gesturing towards where I wanted to be touched.

“M-maybe…” I moaned as I felt Henry’s mouth on my hole, beginning to lap at my slit. The boys liked to hose down my pussy in the sink between rounds of fucking, and so for once, I didn’t have any of their cum leaking out of my abused cunt. Henry tugged at my pussy lips with his teeth and I gasped.

“Wow, she’s like, so meaty down here…”

I mooed in embarrassment. Henry pulled out his phone and began to take photos of my pussy and that only made me more embarrassed. At the same time, I felt proud that I had such a pretty pussy that he wanted to take pictures of it. Meanwhile, Dan and Kyle each had one of my nipples in their mouths, my breasts stretched lewdly, and they suckled lazily as they selected their Smash Brothers characters.

Then, suddenly, I let out a squeal of surprise and pain when I felt Henry sink his teeth into my pussy. My body shuddered involuntarily and I almost came right then and there.

“I think she liked that,” he remarked, and bit me again. I let out another moan. My hands flew to the boys next to me and I gripped their thighs hard, until they redirected my hands to their cocks, which had emerged from their shorts. I tried to focus on stroking them, but the pain and pleasure from Henry’s teeth digging into my most tender parts was too much. “Does it hurt, Marissa?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “It hurts good. B-bite me more…”

He didn’t need anymore encouragement. Sliding fingers into me, he began to nibble and bite and devour my pussy as my hands worked over the cocks running over my palms.

Before I knew it, I was cumming hard for Henry, gripping the cocks in my hands hard. Soon, one, then the other, burst over my hands as a painful orgasm continued to rock me.

I gasped, panting. The boys wiped their cum covered cocks on my lips and I was barely aware of my mouth moving, slurping the cum down. They dried the rest in my hair, wrapping my red hair around their shafts. That, almost more than anything else, broke me—I’d always been proud of my hair and seeing it wrapped around a cum-covered cock, seeing it hang in sticky ringlets as the cum dried in my hair, that drove home to me how much I belonged to them, how far I had fallen. I let out a soft, plaintive moan.

“M-more…” I whimpered. Henry grinned at me from between my legs.

“Hey, Marissa, can you take a fist in your pussy?”

My eyes widened.

“I’ve never tried… Moo…”

“Give me some of her milk,” Henry said, rolling up his sleeve.


Chapter
Two



What you have to know about these boys were that they were all big. All athletic. Big hands, big forearms from spending hours in the gym lifting weights, curling heavy dumbbells, and everything like that. I watched with glassy, pleasure-drunk eyes as they sprayed my milk over Henry’s hand and forearm to act as a kind of lubricant.

“I’ll be gentle,” he said, patting my thigh and giving my swollen pussy a kiss.

“You don’t need to be,” I moaned. He made his hand into a kind of beak shape and began to push inside. The first few inches were fine—my muscles were nice and relaxed from fucking and cumming so much—but soon, he met resistance. I had taken big cocks before, but nothing as big as a grown man’s hand.

“It’s not going,” Henry muttered. I moaned in response. I took deep breaths, trying to relax, as Henry lowered his mouth to my slit and began to lap at my clit. That made me shake and squirm, and he was able to move his hand a bit deeper inside of me, but only a bit deeper.

“You’ve got to force it in,” Kyle announced. “Punch it in.”

“Okay. Let’s see…”

I screamed as I felt Henry drive his hand into me, ripping roughly into my tightness. I felt the muscles in my pussy scream as they stretched and stretched, nearing the point of ripping, and then finally gave way, allowing the bulk of Henry’s hand inside my hole.

“You’re going to break her for everyone else,” Dan said with a laugh. “We’re going to be stuck using her asshole the rest of the weekend.”

“My pussy will go back to normal in a few hours, I think…” I moaned, writhing on the couch. I felt Henry pushing his hand deeper inside of me, his fist now pressing painfully against my cervix as he stretched me. Slowly, he began to work his fist in and out of me, rocking it as it stretched me. I’d never felt so full. I’d never felt anything like this.

And soon, the way his hand was pressing on my pussy walls, along with his tongue on my clit, it combined to give me an insane orgasm. My hole spasmed around his fist and forearm as he fucked it in and out of me, and Henry laughed triumphantly.

“Woah, it feels really cool when she cums around my hand. I can feel all her muscles moving.”

I could only moan and moo pathetically as the boys all began to take turns fisting me, forcing their hands and then their wrists and finally their forearms into my no longer tight but extremely sore pussy.

Soon, I was gaping. They spread my pussy wide, so wide, and then they all posed with me and took a selfie. When they showed me, I gasped to see how much of my insides were visible: my pink inner pussy walls, swollen from stimulation, practically leapt out of my hole as they held it open wide. In the picture, I was smiling, but weakly.

I loved it. I asked them to give it to Dr. Crown so he could see what a good hucow I was being. Maybe we could use it to advertise for the agro-tourism rental business, I thought?

Then, since my pussy had basically become useless, they took turns fucking my ass and mouth yet again. I loved the feeling of the cocks in my ass, forcing their way down my throat, and I felt no need to gag as I slurped eagerly at the hot shafts.

Soon, they tied me to the table and took turns laying atop my back, thrusting their hard cocks into me from above. I could only moan and moo weakly as they rutted me into the table. Because of the position and the size of my breasts, my udders were being crushed under my weight and theirs, and each thrust squeezed milk out of my aching tits. The sticky, creamy milk made everything slippery beneath me, and the boys had to hold on tight, gripping me hard as they rode me.

Once everyone had had a turn with my asshole and mouth, they opened another six pack. Dan tilted my head up and poured beer into my mouth, which I eagerly drank. I enjoyed my little reward for all my hard work.

“You know, beer is one of the best things you can drink after a hard work out,” he told me, taking a swig from the bottle as I swallowed the gulp in my mouth. “It replenishes your electrolytes better than water does.”

“Huh,” I said. My voice was extra weak right now from all the moaning and mooing and screaming I’d done. I was exhausted by this first day of their weekend vacation, and I knew I’d have another day to serve them tomorrow. Sleep threatened to overtake me, and the beer wasn’t helping. I yawned.

“And you’ve basically been working out all day with what we’ve been doing to you.”

I gave a weak smile. That was definitely the truth.

“Look, she’s tired,” Harry said. “Let’s wake her up.”

I was too exhausted to try and crane my neck over my shoulder to see what was happening, but I heard him taking off his belt and I knew.

The first stroke made me scream. It awoke my senses, the delicious sensation of stinging leather lancing through all my cells. I writhed in my bonds as he whipped me again and again with his belt, the crack of leather making my insides tighten in fear and desire.

“Yes!” I all but squealed. “Use me!”

That only encouraged the boys. Harry had started by whipping my ass, but now they expanded to my back and my thighs. The other boys took off their belts too and I sobbed in delight as they whipping intensified.

Then, Henry and Harry held open my ass cheeks, revealing my stretched out, swollen asshole and my equally exhausted pussy. I only had the briefest second to take a deep breath before letting out a screaming moo when a belt cut across my swollen pussy lips and bit at my aching asshole.

“Oh. My. God!” I screamed, shaking and trembling as another strike came and then another and then another. Tears ran down my face as they whipped me. I was completely helpless, and my body was on fire. Endorphins flooded my system and I found myself gasping for air, sticking my tongue out lewdly as though trying to lap more resilience out of the atmosphere itself. “Harder! I love it! This is what a hucow is for!”

“Damn, she can take just about anything!” Kyle exclaimed. Then, I felt fingers at my ass and I screamed as I realized what he was doing. I bit my lip and tried to keep from crying as he forced his fist into my ass, but it was too much, and I let out a sob that sounded more like a moo as I finally began to climax, my whole body shuddering in passion as the delicious sensation took hold of my body. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me.

I couldn’t believe what I’d become. I loved it. I loved being used like this. I loved being the object of their desire. The old me, the old Marissa, she never would have had the confidence to mess around with five guys at once. She never would have had the confidence to show off her body, to be proud of it.

But I did. And I was powerful. I could take anything they threw at me, and find pleasure in the pain, and that was the true power of the hucow. My first orgasm led into a second as Kyle punched his fist into my ass, teasing and toying my swollen clit with his other hand. I’d never felt anything as intense as this, and I loved every second of it.

After a third orgasm, the boys relented. They were exhausted too—it was hard work, I realized, trying to put me through the ringer over and over again.

They drifted back to their rooms, leaving me tied up, my holes sore and leaking. Maybe it wasn’t the most comfortable position to be tied up in but that wasn’t really a problem. I was so tired after the hard use I’d experienced all day long, I simply fell asleep right there in a puddle of my own fluids and sweat and milk.


Chapter
Three



But that wasn’t the end of my fun that night. I must have only slept for a few hours before I was being shaken awake. It was Dan, and I saw from the bulge in his boxers what he wanted.

“I thought I’d come have a little midnight snack,” he said with a wicked grin, which I returned.

“That’s just what a hucow is made for,” I replied. He untied me and I followed him, crawling on the floor like an animal, back to his room. He picked me up and tossed me in the bed and in moments, he was on top of me.

“Are you doing okay? We really fucked you up…” he asked. He was taking off his boxers and my eyes lit up when I saw his hard cock standing at attention.

“I’m fine! I’m having fun!” I declared. “I’m used to being used hard. That’s part of being a hucow.”

“The thing with the semen improving your milk?” Dan asked. He reached for one of my tits and I gasped as he latched his lips onto it, beginning to suckle as I felt his cock find my pussy. I whimpered as he entered me. “Damn, your cunt has gone back to normal. I thought we’d broken you…”

“A girl’s pussy doesn’t really get looser from being fucked, you know,” I said gently, stroking his hair as he went back to sucking milk from my nipples. “That’s just an urban legend. My holes are meant to be elastic. They’re meant to stretch. As long as nothing rips, I should be fine.”

“Well, good,” he grunted, bucking his hips into me as he fucked me. “You get so wet. Is that from the hormones too?”

I shrugged. He switched from the breast he’d been suckling to the other tit, drinking deeply as my milk sprayed into his mouth.

“I think in part, yes. But I’m also just… excited to be used.” I found myself blushing, whimpering softly as he thrust into me, his cock claiming my well-used pussy. “I never used to be like this. I was actually a virgin before I started as a hucow. I was never popular or anything.”

“For real? But you’re so hot!” Dan exclaimed, before biting down hard on one of my breasts. I gasped and arched my back, thrusting the flesh of my tits into his mouth. Now, he set about devouring them, covering them with bites. My swollen breast meat was so sensitive, both from the milk production and hormones but also simply from how much they’d been groped and touched over the last twelve hours. The boys were especially fascinated with my big tits, it seemed.

“I never used to have boobs quite THIS big,” I said with a giggle in between my gasps as he fucked me. “I always had big boobs but these are really outrageous, aren’t they?”

Dan grinned.

“Totally. Do you even know what size bra you wear now?”

“I don’t wear a bra here. I don’t even know. Maybe… An M cup? An N?” I giggled. “I’ve never seen a bra that big at the store.”

“Fuck,” Dan groaned. He spread my legs with his hands, forcing my legs up and back behind my shoulders. I whimpered at the uncomfortable stretch, my muscles protesting, but I allowed him to do it—I felt even more helpless beneath him, and I loved the feeling of his young cock sliding in and out of me. He groped my tits hard, hurting the bruises and bite marks even more, and that only made me want him more. I found my hips starting to buck beneath him involuntarily, trying to swallow his cock, trying to pull him inside of me as he took me.

“Marissa, you’re incredible,” he exhaled. “When you come back to college, we should keep you at the frat house.”

I bit my lip in excitement.

“You could be the house hucow… We’d fuck you up every night and bring you out at parties to let everyone drink your milk. You could show our girlfriends how to really fuck… They’ll hate you,” he said with a laugh. “But you won’t mind if they whip you or make you eat them out or anything?”

“I—I’ve never been with a girl,” I admitted. “But I’d love to try if that’s what my owners wanted.”

“That’s a good girl,” he growled, and I felt his cock started to twitch inside of me. Finally, his shaft began to shudder and them spasm and I felt him blow his load deep inside of me once more. With a grunt, he rolled off of me, his cock sliding out of my sloppy, swollen pussy. “I’m going to sleep, Marissa. You can stay here or go sleep in the living room or whatever. Thanks for the snack.”

“Of course,” I said with a giggle and leaned down to give him a goodnight kiss. I stroked his hair affectionately and in seconds, he was snoring.

I let myself out of his room and I was on my way back to the living room, thinking I’d end up sleeping on the couch until morning, when another one of the bedroom doors opened. I saw Kyle standing there, a wicked grin on his face.

“Well, well, well,” he said, beckoning me into his room. “Where do you think you’re going?”


Chapter
Four



Iwas dripping Dan’s cum still and Kyle noticed immediately. He gave me some tissues to clean up with before I crawled into his bed.

“Dan brought me into his room,” I explained.

“He really did a number on you,” Kyle remarked, looking my body over. I realized my breasts were covered in especially heinous bruises and I couldn’t help but giggle.

“Yeah, I guess he had a lot of fun with me, didn’t he?”

“I’d say. I’m kind of jealous.” I tossed away the splooge filled tissue and grinned up at him.

“Well, you can have fun with me too.” He grinned too.

“I guess I can.”

With that, he bent me over in his bed, so I was on my hands and knees. I’ve always loved this position because I find it a little… Well… Degrading? Like he’s not even looking at me as a person, as a human being, but an object. A literal collection of holes staring back up at him as he spreads my welted ass cheeks.

“We really gave you a lot of bruises, huh? Uh… Sorry.”

“It’s okay!” I chirped. “I really don’t mind. I kind of like that.” Then, a thought occurred to me. “Actually, can I ask a favor?”

“Sure, anything.”

“I can’t see the bruises on my back and butt, ‘cause… You know, I don’t have eyes in the back of my head. Could you take a picture and show me?”

Kyle snorted.

“Yeah, totally. Can I keep the picture to jerk off to later?”

“Of course. You can take any sort of pictures you want of me this weekend. Show them to your friends, if you want—it’s like free advertising, you know?”

“That’s a great way of thinking about it,” Kyle said with another laugh. He turned on the lamp on his nightstand and reached for his phone, which was charging. He detached it and stood on the bed above me to get a good angle.

“Okay, let’s do your photo shoot. Spread your ass cheeks for me.”

I obeyed, even though my face was burning with embarrassment. The old Marissa never would have done something like this! I could only imagine the pictures of my brutalized holes that Kyle was getting on his camera now. How many other boys were see them? How many men would jerk off to them? The idea was getting me hot. I loved the idea of being desired, of being used as a toy…

“Now, turn over.”

Again, I obeyed and lay on my back so Kyle could look down at me, taking more pictures. My huge tits flowed off my chest, going side to side, and I grabbed them, pulling them close to hold them for the camera as Kyle took pictures. They ached something awful, of course, but I was a trooper and just smiled as he photographed me.

“That’s great. Now, spread your legs.”

I did, continuing to grin as he took pictures of my swollen pussy.

“Can I see them now?” I asked as he settled down next to me to look over the photos.

“Sure. Check it out.”

I watched over his shoulder, leaning my chin in the crook of his neck affectionately as he scrolled through the photos.

I stifled a gasp. I couldn’t believe how much my body had changed. I’d grown so much more voluptuous during my time as a hucow. My breasts, of course, had expanded so dramatically, but my butt seemed to be bigger than I remembered it too. I saw the cruel bruises and bite marks all over my body, and then the welts on my back and thighs and butt. God, they’d really been rough with me… But it had all felt so good!

“Wow, it’s kind of embarrassing to look at this…” I whimpered, and then mooed softly. Kyle chuckled.

“I’m gonna show it to everyone I know. I want everyone to see how sexy you are. Hucows are going to be the next big thing!”

I beamed. I hoped they would be. I mean, we would be.

Kyle pushed me back onto my hands and knees, and I resumed the position I’d been in before the impromptu photo shoot started. I gasped when I felt his fingers exploring my sore holes.

“Does this still hurt from when we fisted you here?” he asked, with fingers in my ass and my pussy.

“It’s a bit sore, but it looked from the pictures like everything was tightening up and going back to normal, right?”

“Yeah, it’s kind of amazing how your body bounces back. I really thought we’d broken you.”

“Don’t hold back with me,” I said sweetly. “You can do whatever you want to me.”

Kyle grunted and I felt his cock pushing against my sore pussy. In the mirror across from his bed, I saw his hands go to my hair and then I felt them, pulling my hair, his nails digging into my scalp as I gasped. I loved when the boys got possessive with me. When they got rough with me, and made me feel like they were using me.

With a hungry, lustful snarl, Kyle thrust his turgid cock into me. I gasped and tried to hang my head as the pleasure overwhelmed me, but of course, I couldn’t. His hand was still gripping my hair. I had to look at myself get fucked.

I had to watch it. Had to watch Kyle’s face as he grinned, catching my eye in the mirror. I saw the contortions of pain and pleasure on my face. I was making such a slutty face. Good girls didn’t make faces like that.

Good girls didn’t love being abused and fucked like this, but I did. I wasn’t a good girl—I was a hucow, and that was even better than a good girl.

I groaned as Kyle’s cock rocked in and out of me with his powerful thrusts. He seemed to be trying to break my pussy with his pumping, and I didn’t dare try and stop him. I was enjoying this too much. I was enjoying the way his cock filled me and stretched me. It all felt amazing, and I felt my muscles tighten involuntarily around his cock, milking him and trying to squeeze his powerful seed out of his cock, trying to invite the flood of cum as I milked him—just as he milked me.

One of his hands found my engorged breasts and groped hard, digging in. While my holes had returned to their usual tightness, more or less, my breasts would take longer to heal. The painful pleasure was agony as he gripped my chest hard, squeezing milk from my nipples as he rode me.

“Fuck, Marissa, your body is just incredible,” he growled as my chest leaked milk all over his hands. That only made them slippery, which meant he had to hold on even tighter as he fucked me.

Suddenly, as he was thrusting in and out of my poor pussy, his cock slid up along my dripping wet lips and as he thrust forward, my eyes widened. I felt him drive into my asshole.

I couldn’t find the words at first as I just wailed, moaning and mooing pathetically as he hammered my surprised asshole. Kyle grinned and did nothing to change his thrusting. I couldn’t tell if he knew what he’d done. Maybe he didn’t care. Maybe it was on purpose.

All I could do was take it, in the end. I felt my hole stretching again and I sobbed as he sodomized me, the pleasure building until finally, I was cumming—cumming from the indignity of being fucked brutally in the ass without any preparation. I loved it.

“Holy fuck,” Kyle exclaimed when he slid out of my ass, looking down at what he’d done. “I didn’t realize that was your butt! When did that happen?”

“I think… you slipped…” I moaned, panting and hanging my head, trying to catch my breath as the pain receded.

“Shit. I’m sorry.”

I smiled back at him.

“It’s fine. It happens. I enjoyed it as usual.”

Kyle slapped my sore ass affectionately.

“You’re amazing, Marissa.”

With that, he took me back into the living room and bound me to the table once more. I closed my eyes and nodded off, exhaustion taking me off to dreamland more efficiently than any sleeping pill ever could.


Chapter
Five



In the morning, there was a brief argument among the boys over who would get to take me in the shower. I tried to suggest that several of them could shower together and use me all at once, but they nixed that idea. The showers were relatively small, and it would be a tight squeeze to have three people in there, let alone all of them.

I noted that as a piece of feedback to pass along to Dr. Crown for the future. It made sense to have larger showers. After all, what if a customer brought multiple hucows to his cabin for the weekend? And maybe he’d like to shower with all of them at once? It simply made sense to have larger showers.

In the end, the boys drew straws and Harry won. I smiled shyly as he undid my bonds and tossed my over his broad, muscular shoulders.

“We’ll be out in twenty minutes for breakfast,” he announced.

Harry turned the shower on once we got into the bathroom and while he brushed his teeth, he instructed me to get down on my knees. I obeyed without thinking, and began to pull his boxers down. Then, I looked up at him with a glimmer of desire in my eyes.

After all, he hadn’t actually ordered me to suck him off yet.

But I figured that’s what he would want. And I was right. He nodded, and I took his cock out of his boxers, and then took him into my mouth, suckling slowly and gently as he grunted.

“Yeah, that’s it, Marissa,” he growled. “Your mouth is just as great as your pussy and asshole.”

I beamed. I wanted to thank him, but on the other hand, my mouth was pretty full of his cock, so when I did thank him for the compliment, it just came out as a garbled moo.

Harry finished brushing his teeth, spat, and then took my face into his hands. His cock was already deep in my throat but now, he forced it as deep as it would go, burying my nose in his pubic hair as he fucked my throat.

“This really doesn’t hurt?” he asked, breathlessly, as he thrust himself into my face. I shook my head, moving his cock along with the movement.

“Seriously? Wow. I could never do this to a normal girl on campus.”

I wasn’t a normal girl, I wanted to tell him. I was a hucow—things like pain and pleasure were more complicated and nuanced for me. I could get pleasure from a lot of uncomfortable things. Besides, my hormones had the side effect of reducing my gag reflex to almost nothing…

Soon, Harry was cumming in my mouth, and I slurped up his deliciously salty cum with a big grin on my face. I’d lost track of how many loads the fraternity brothers had dumped into my body, but I was no doubt absorbing a ton of great hormones from them. I couldn’t wait to taste my milk in the weeks after their stay!

Next, Harry had me brush my teeth, which was great. Usually Dr. Crown or some of the other caretakers brushed my teeth for me, and it was nice to do it for myself for once. Then, much to my surprise, Harry kissed me.

Sometimes the men on the farm kissed me, and some of the boys had kissed me too, but this felt different. This felt… almost romantic? It was something I’d practically never experienced before. I felt myself blushing and for all of my kinky experience now, I found myself nervously kissing him back, tasting the mintiness of his mouth.

“I want you all to myself, Marissa,” he growled. “You’re driving me crazy.”

“I’m all yours right here, right now,” I said gently, sweetly, running my hands over his chest and stroking his nipples. I leaned in to kiss them and lick them; he seemed to like this and let out a soft sigh of pleasure. “You can do whatever you want to me. Anything you’ve ever wanted to do, let’s do it.”

Harry led me into the shower and bent me over, bracing me against the wall. The warm water felt great on my sore, whipped back and ass, and I sighed with unabashed pleasure as Harry spread my ass and then, without further ado, forced himself inside of me.

He’d done practically nothing to prepare my ass, but I was almost used to that at this point. I let out a soft gasp of pain and then pushed back against him, taking him as deep as I could.

“Did that hurt, Marissa?”

“A bit,” I said, glancing over my shoulder. “But I don’t mind. I actually kind of like the pain.”

“We’ve been so rough on your poor body. I’m glad you at least like pain.”

“I never thought I would until I became a hucow,” I said. “But now I’ve realized that pain is just the flip side of pleasure. And that there’s a special pleasure that comes from using my body to serve.” I reached one hand back behind me to grip my slippery ass and spread it wider, so Harry could see his cock plunging lewdly into my swollen asshole. “I honestly feel kind of selfish, because I get to have so much attention lavished on my body. I never thought I was anything special until I became a hucow…”

Harry groaned, thrusting even harder into my poor ass, tearing my guts apart.

“You’re just amazing, Marissa,” he moaned, and I felt his cock stiffen, and then twitch, and soon his seed was flooding my poor, brutalized asshole. I sighed in absolute pleasure, feeling his orgasm again fill me, my body on fire from the delicious hormones surging through my blood.

Finally, he slid out of my ass with a loud pop and I grunted, almost disappointed that it was over. But Harry didn’t let me stand up just yet. He spread my ass with his hands and I felt his fingers working in and out of my ass, lubricated by his cum. He was watching my torn asshole stretch around his fingers and I whimpered when he forced several of them inside, pounding into my hole.

“Oh, god,” I moaned in absolute pleasure.

“Touch yourself for me,” he ordered. “Make yourself cum.”

I obeyed. I had no choice, not that I wouldn’t been able to resist obeying. I reached for my soaking pussy and began to tease my clit, but no, that wouldn’t do. I was too turned on, too impatient. I began to rub myself hard, in earnest, as he fingered my asshole and within a minute, I was cumming, my pussy gushing as I let out a loud moo of pleasure.

My whole body was flush with endorphins as I sighed, hanging my head, letting the warm water wash over me. Then, Harry took down the detachable shower head and directed it right onto my asshole.

“Let me get the cum out of their for the other guys,” he said as I moaned, bracing myself against the wall yet again, whimpering in pleasure as the hot water invaded my tortured hole.

“That’s… so… considerate… of you…” I moaned. Soon, he was finished and he dried me off, taking extra special care with combing out my hair and blow drying it before we rejoined the rest of the group.


Chapter
Six



Iwas prepared to make the boys omelets and make them extra creamy with my milk, but they had already decided what they wanted for breakfast.

“We want cereal,” Henry announced on behalf of the group. “With your milk, Marissa.”

I found myself blushing with pride and pleasure. They all wanted a big bowl of my milk! I got down the various boxes of cereal that Dr. Crown had stocked the house with, and arranged them on the counter, allowing the boys to each pick what they’d like.

Then, one by one, I began to fill their bowls with my milk. I bent over the bowls, my fat, engorged udders hanging down as I gripped them hard and began to milk them, squeezing my nipples and pulling. The pain and pleasure of release started to get to me immediately, and something that was especially exciting was that the boys were all watching me.

They were all observing how I milked myself. This felt even more intimate than everything else we’d done. They all literally knew every inch of my body, had heard me moan in pleasure and sob in pain, but this still felt like a new frontier, them watching as I filled their bowls with milk.

There was so much milk required that I had to work my breasts hard, extra hard, squeezing the soft flesh and leaving bruises as I worked. I felt tears burning in my eyes, but I couldn’t disappoint the boys, not while they were watching.

Since it was Henry’s birthday and he was nominally the reason they’d all come here this weekend, he got the first bowl. He tucked into it immediately and sighed a deep sigh of contentment.

“Guys,” he announced. “Her milk is so good. This really tastes amazing.”

Soon, I had filled another bowl, and I handed that off to Harry. My breasts were really starting to throb, and I wondered if I would have enough milk to fill all the bowls. I couldn’t let them down. This is what they wanted for breakfast on their last day at the cabin, and I wasn’t about to disappoint them. I filled another bowl, and then another.

For the last bowl, Dan’s bowl, I had to work my tits harder than I ever had before, but my milk had slowed to a trickle. I realized I was crying, tears streaming down my cheeks, and not because of the pain—but because I was disappointed in myself for not being able to fulfill the boys’ request.

“Dan, I’m sorry,” I whimpered, finally. “I don’t know if there’s any left.”

“Don’t worry!” he cried. “Dr. Crown left us a tool for occasions like this.”

A tool? I hadn’t heard anything about this.

Dan disappeared into a close and came back with two large industrial vices. The mouth of each tool was made up of dull, red rusted pincers and I winced at the though of that thing on my soft, tender skin.

“We can use this to squeeze out all the milk your body has right now,” he explained. I held up my arms, allowing him to circle around behind me and apply the milking vices. The strange sensation of the harsh metal on my skin sent shivers up and down my spine.

“Whenever you’re ready,” I murmured softly, more nervous than I’d ever been since becoming a hucow. Dan began to tighten the vices and the contraptions both began to tighten on my breasts, starting to squeeze. A little at first, but then more and more, squeezing hard. And then more. And more—soon, my massive, engorged breasts were flattened and discolored in the vices, but my milk was flowing freely.

The pain was indescribable. I felt like I might pass out, but at the same time, I was impossibly aroused. I looked helplessly at Dan.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Touch me.”

He reached a hand between my thighs and stroked my needy slit.

“Holy shit, guys,” he said with a grin. “She’s so wet from this.”

“Are her tits going to be okay?” Henry asked. Dan shrugged.

“If the Doc gave us the tools to use, I assume they know what they’re doing.”

I nodded, trembling from the way Dan touched me. “I trust Dr. Crown…” I moaned.

“Marissa, I’m going to eat my breakfast, but I think you deserve a reward for all your hard work milking yourself,” Dan announced. He led me back over to the dining room table and once again, I climbed up on the table to be bound.

This time, though, I had the vices on my breasts, crushing them, agonizingly, and the pain only made me want more stimulation. Soon, though, I was about to get it.

Dan brought out the vibrator again and I gasped at the realization of what was going to happen, now that I was bound once more.

The vibrator which had been duct-taped to my pussy for an hour or two the day before. I’d almost passed out from the uninterrupted pleasure and now, Dan was going to put it back on my pussy.

He roughly duct-taped it to my tender flesh and I stared at the ceiling, trying to control my breathing, as fear and anticipation filled me. I knew this would feel good, but I also knew it would be challenging, mentally and emotionally and spiritually, especially with the added agony of the vices on my tits.

“Let’s start with the lowest setting,” he murmured, and I nodded. Yes, that seemed reasonable.

Instead, I swear he set it at the highest setting. I let out a scream—my body had been expecting something gentler, not the vicious vibration that now coursed through my exhausted flesh.

“That’s not the lowest setting!” I cried.

“What are you talking about?” Dan said, honestly confused. He took a picture with his smart phone of the vibrator and then showed it to me, since I couldn’t see the vibrator from where I was lying—it was actually set at the lowest setting.

The lowest setting just felt as stimulating as the highest setting to me right now, with my pussy absolutely on fire from all of the attention it had received.

I gasped as he increased the vibration, tears starting to stream down my cheeks.

“It feels so good,” I whisper-screamed at the boys as they watched. I loved that they were watching me. I loved that I was giving them a show.

“Hey, let’s put something in her butt,” Kyle said. He went digging around in the kitchen and found a wooden spoon. He drizzled some olive oil over it and then approached me. “This will probably end up going in deep, Marissa.”

I nodded slowly, absently, pleasure clouding my mind. My breasts had long since stopped leaking milk—no doubt I was empty, finally, for the first time in the weeks since I’d gotten to the farm, and I had no idea how long it would take until they filled again to the same degree.

Kyle slid the wooden spoon into my ass. It wasn’t nearly as wide as any of their cocks were, or as their fists had been (of course) but it was long, and it just kept going. I found my mouth dropping open in amazement as I felt the spoon explore and penetrate my inner depths, my face contorting in pain and pleasure as an orgasm began to simmer.

And then, when Dan turned up the vibrator, the orgasm grabbed hold of me. I let out a scream as the most powerful orgasm of the weekend hit me, blasting through me. I was vaguely away of my pussy gushing and squirting and the guys complimenting me on cumming so hard.

The rest of the day was a delicious blur. After breakfast, they all took turns fucking me once more before packing up to leave. It turned out each boy wanted a good old fashioned make-out session with me too, and some surprisingly sweet, heartfelt sex alone in their rooms. I think each one of them wanted to make me his girlfriend, but that wasn’t to be.

I was a hucow. I was better than a girlfriend—I belonged to everyone.

“How was the weekend?” Dr. Crown asked when he came to collect my tired body at the end of the frat boys’ stay. He raised an eyebrow admiringly, looking at all the bruises covering my tired figure. “They certainly used you nice and hard, didn’t they?”

I was so tired that all I could do was let out a happy, satisfied moo.
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