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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 second day was even rougher and kinkier!

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... Now, Dr. Crown has a new plan for me. He wants me to convince a bunch of stuffy old politicians and their staff that our hucow farm is safe and fun. I know just how to help… I’m going to give them the party of a lifetime!

Read all about my adventures up til this point in Part 1, Part 2, Part 3, Part 4, and Part 5! And if you’re liking these stories, make sure you follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon to keep up with each new installment.


Chapter 1


Within a few weeks, the agrotourism business at the farm had really taken off. Now, all the hucows—not just me—were being rented out every weekend to serve as the personal hucows for various groups of guests coming through. Dr. Crown was ecstatic. They were even drawing up plans now to build five more cabins on a different site to serve as rental spaces.

Bachelor parties were a big business, of course, since it was like the ultimate straight male fantasy to have a hucow at your beck and call for a weekend, and something that would be totally different once you got married and suddenly the roles were reversed. I particularly loved working the bachelor parties because all the guys were really appreciative… They knew how special it was to have a hucow who would serve you, who would do whatever you wanted with a smile, whose udders produced delicious, creamy milk that you could taste whenever you wanted, and who was always enthusiastic to fulfill whatever your desires were, no matter how perverted.

The frat boys who’d stayed with me and used me for a weekend all left great reviews of me and posted the pictures they took of me to the internet, and so I was in high-demand for our guests. I was giddy with pride: in less than two months, I’d really made the most of my summer internship. I was definitely the best hucow on the farm.

I’d really done it—I’d changed myself completely and fulfilled my new dream. I still hadn’t decided if I would go back to school in the fall or stay at the farm, and I found myself debating the choice. On the one hand, if I went back to school, I’d have a free place to live. The boys in the frat had offered me the opportunity to live in their house for free, and I was happy to take them up on that offer. All I had to do was serve them, just like I had over the weekend, and that was an extra silver lining.

Now that I’d learned how much fun sex is, I knew I’d always be a slut. I’d always be craving sex, and especially rough, degrading sex. Humiliating sex. Submissive sex. But I didn’t feel ashamed of this in the slightest. If anything, I was happier with who I was than I’d ever been in my life.

If I stayed on the farm, though, I knew I’d be fulfilling that part of me to my fullest potential, though. Even if I got a reputation as the biggest slut on campus, I doubted I’d be having as much sex—or as much incredible sex—as I did on the farm. Between the regular breedings and Dr. Crown’s inspections and the guests who visited on the weekend, I couldn’t even count how many loads of delicious cum got to breed my holes every week. I was cum drunk almost constantly, and that only made me happier.

One day, I mentioned my quandry to Dr. Crown as I knelt on all fours for him. I was up on an examining room table, and my massive, engorged breasts were caught in a kind of vice that crushed them, squeezing milk from them into glass bottles. I was naked, of course, and my legs and thighs were bound by these stirrups connected to the table, so that my thighs were spread.

“Well, the choice is yours, and yours alone,” the doctor said as he inserted something cold and sharp into my lubricated anus. I gasped when I felt it inch inside of me, piercing the muscle of my rectum and then starting to stretch it open. It hurt and I whimpered, my lower body wiggling almost involuntarily.

“What is that, doctor?” I mooed softly. I was used to the agony and pleasurable relief of the milking machine’s vice by now, but this new device was strange and I wasn’t sure I liked it.

“It’s just a speculum. This will allow me to examine your insides and map any changes to your internal topography,” Dr. Crown said, very professionally. I whimpered as I felt the speculum in my ass start to expand. I felt so exposed before him, my back hole opened wide, revealing my insides. Even though I was, by now, extremely used to being sodomized on the farm, I still found exams like this espeically embarrassing.

You see, it was one thing to have a slippery cock forced into my asshole in the heat of passion, while my body is cumdrunk from orgasming over and over again and I’m dripping with sweat and milk and other bodily fluids. It’s quite another think to sit on a cold examining room table and have cold, sharp steel cut into your most private, sensitive parts. And then to be probed, as Dr. Crown was doing now, his fingers sliding inside of me, palpating the inner walls of my ass.


Chapter 2


“You quite enjoy anal sex, don’t you, Marissa?” Dr. Crown said. “You show signs of contusions inside your anal cavity, but I’ve never known you to show any reluctance towards the act, even though it must be causing you pain.”

“Oh, well…” I said, blushing. “Honestly, I don’t mind if it hurts, and I kind of like the… Mooo… The pain…” My words devolved into moos as I grew more and more embarrassed. “It’s just exciting to being spread and used like that. Knowing that it’s something so gross and taboo, and I’m so helpless… That I can’t do anything but take it.”

“That’s exactly right, Marissa,” Dr. Crown said, approvingly. “Fortunately the hormones we give you to increase and improve your milk production also improve your body’s ability to heal soft tissue.”

“Moo?” I asked, my mind not fully comprehending the medical jargon.

“The medicine you take make it easier for your asshole to heal up after being ripped and bruised,” Dr. Crown translated, with a tone of warm friendliness in his voice. I moaned softly as he continued to press his fingers into my stretched, gaping asshole.

Then, he took them away and I moaned, more out of disappointment than anything else. As embarrassing as it was, I wanted him to keep touching and probing my asshole, especially if he was going to keep complimenting it.

“This medicine also will help your rectum and intestines, Marissa,” Dr. Crown continued. I felt his fingers return to my gaping asshole and I let out a soft gasp of surprise as he applied something wet and tingly. Soon, my hole was almost burning in a not unpleasant way. When he worked his fingers deep inside of me, into the cavity past the ring of muscle of my sphincter, I whimpered as the burning substance attacked my tender flesh.

It didn’t hurt, exactly, but it felt almost like an itch I couldn’t scratch. I moaned again, wiggling my hips, aching to be filled.

“Doctor,” I mooed softly, pathetically. “My butt feels funny…”

“One moment, Marissa. Let’s apply this to work the lotion into your flesh. Once it’s absorbed, it should stop tingling.”

I waited patiently as I felt Dr. Crown remove the speculum from my asshole. I felt my muscles deflate, returning to something like normal as my butthole shrunk a bit without the metal structure keeping it open.

Then, when I glanced behind my shoulder, I caught a glimpse of a tool in Dr. Crown’s hands: something like a massive dildo, with ridges all over, made of some floppy, flexible material. I knew in an instant where it was going.

I closed my eyes when I felt it touch my gaped little hole and gasped when it forced itself inside.

“This shouldn’t be too much of a challenge considering what you’ve taken before, Marissa,” Dr. Crown informed me as I grunted and gasped. I pressed back against the dildo as much as I could, working it deeper into my hole. I felt it fill me and it was the most wonderful feeling, combined with the tingling lotion: now, the tingle seemed to sink deep into my skin, into the flesh of my inner anal walls, and as Dr. Crown worked the toy in and out of me, he massaged the lotion further into my tormented skin.

“Feels good…” I moaned. I knew I was dripping, my pussy always very responsive to anything sensual happening to my body, but I was only slightly embarrassed by the fluids dribbling out of my hole. Now, I was more embarrassed by the fact that Dr. Crown could see my asshole distending and stretching lewdly around the toy deep inside of me.

I gasped when I felt his fingers slide down to touch my tender, needy pussy. I wiggled and squirmed as he touched me, flicking my clit as my asshole clenched desperately around the toy embedded in my guts. I moaned, and my moans turned into moos as he plunged the dildo in and out of my ass while working my wet cunt over.

“Excellent response to the stimuli,” Dr. Crown remarked into a tape recorder. It always made me embarrassed and self-conscious when he did this. Sometimes, he recorded our sessions on video, and explained that he would use them as training materials for new doctors and hucow caretakers. The idea of future generations of hucow farmers seeing deep inside my asshole or watching as my bruised tits expelled bottles and bottles of milk excited me as much as it made me want to curl up in a hole and hide.

Soon, I was on the verge of cumming. I gasped, and I could tell that my milk was dripping out of my nipples all the faster, my breasts heavy with the relief that came with being milked. The sensations were all too much for me, between the milking, the dildo-like toy in my ass massaging the lotion into my tender, sensitive inner walls, and Dr. Crown’s fingers on my pussy lips and clit, flicking me and playing me as though I were a musical instrument he was plucking.

“Subject on the verge of climax,” Dr. Crown spoke into the microphone and I let out a soft gasp of embarrassment and shame that he was able to tell. “Subject likely to climax in the next fifteen to thirty seconds.”

Somehow, the prediction of exactly when I climaxed drove me crazy, and moments later—twenty-one seconds, by my count—I felt my body lose control. I felt as though my senses had been hijacked, my whole body stolen by pleasure as I moo-moaned, throwing my head back and squealing as the pleasure overtook me. God, but it felt so good—much too good. I shuddered in my bonds, and that only stretched my tits, tugging at them and pulling more milk from my aching nipples. I felt tears of pleasure and pain streaming down my cheeks as the orgasm lasted, my holes shuddering and twitching around the stimulating agents attacking them.

Finally, I somehow began to settle down. My breathing slowly returned to normal. I could tell Dr. Crown was taking measurements, and heard him mumble into his recorder: “Subject’s labia have taken on a rose-colored tone. Increased blood flow and sensitivity. Subject’s body temperature has increased from 98.5 to 99.0 farenheit.”

God—it was almost as though I had a fever from arousal!


Chapter 3


“You’ve been very cooperative today, Marissa,” Dr. Crown informed me. I gasped as I felt him begin to remove the dildo from my ass. Suddenly, I felt very strange, without anything filling me. I whimpered, and felt my asshole gaping. Dr. Crown suddenly reinserted the speculum and I whimpered, feeling my hole held open. “Just a little bit more and then I’ll breed you as a treat, all right?”

I mooed happily in response to the suggestion that I’d get a treat at the end of all this inspection.

“Yes, doctor…” I mooed. By now, the milk seeping out of my breasts had dried up. Dr. Crown took a sample, dipping a syringe into the creamy vat and sucking up about a quarter cup. He expelled it into a measuring cup and then sipped it.

“As hoped, subject’s milk is sweeter and thicker when milked while being stimulated to orgasm.”

I felt my cheeks blush even brighter at the suggestion. Of course, that’s why he was toying me and bringing me to yet another pleasurable cliff of oblivion. I’d cum so many times this summer, more than I ever had in my life, and I’d never ever get tired of it, I was sure.

Now, I saw Dr. Crown pick up a small digital camera and before I knew it, he was taking pictures of me—and of my spread asshole. My blush seemed to spread across my entire body as he documented my stretched out hole.

“Right, that should be enough. Now, Marrisa, let’s have our fun.”

I exhaled in relief as he slid the speculum out of my asshole and left it in loose, floppy peace. I clenched my muscles a few times and I knew from experience that it would at least take a few hours before the feeling of being terminally stretched out went away.

Dr. Crown released me from my bonds, and I looked down at my tortured breasts. They were still full and engorged, thanks to all the growth they’d experienced in the last month and a half. Indeed, I’d gained quite a bit of weight, but almost all of it went to my breasts, with some of it accumulating in my butt. It was the kind of weight gain most girls would kill for.

Now, Dr. Crown turned me over onto my back. I smiled weakly up at him—he was so handsome in his labcoat. He bent over me and kissed me, finding my lips and conquering my tongue with his as he gripped my sore, aching breasts. I whimpered softly as he pinched my nipples.

“Does that hurt, Marissa?” he said gently as he twisted one of my swollen nubs. I nodded, mooing softly.

“But I like it, doctor. I like everything you do to me.”

“That’s my good girl,” he growled. He undid his belt and then the fly of his pants, pulling out his thick cock. My eyes all but glazed over when I saw what I was craving. Almost involuntarily, I sat up and crawled towards it, my mouth drooling as Dr. Crown guided his veiny shaft into my eager mouth. “That’s a very good girl.”

My gag reflex had all but disappeared and so it was easy for Dr. Crown to slide his cock down my throat. I closed my eyes in bliss, delighted at the feeling of his hot, heavy cock sitting in my throat as he slowly began to slide himself in and out of my face. I was overcome with his scent and his taste, and it all drove me crazy in the most wonderful way.

He dug his nails into my scalp, grunting and moaning softly as he fucked my face, thrusting his hips into me. I wondered if he would let himself cum in my mouth or if he would use one of my other holes: my swollen, dripping pussy ached for a cock, ached to be fucked, but he’d spent so much time examining my asshole today, I wondered if he’d be curious about the effects of the experiment on my ability to receive an anal breeding.

“Turn over,” he said gently, and I obeyed, turning over after letting his cock slide out of my mouth so that I was lying with my head back, hanging off the examining table. He slid his cock into my mouth once more and I sighed around it—in this position, he was able to get much deeper into my throat. His hairy, heavy balls rested on my face and I loved the scent and feel of the scratchy pubic hair rubbing against my nose.

In this position too, Dr. Crown was able to grasp my breasts, digging his fingers hard into the tired, tortured flesh. I groaned and moaned, sighing in aching arousal and hunger as he touched me. God, but it felt amazing. I loved the way he touched me. I loved the way he made me feel like his slut. That’s what a hucow was—a slut, but a truly rarerified, high-class slut. A slut like no other.

“Fuck, Marissa,” Dr. Crown growled as he thrust harder and harder into my mouth. I let his cock invade my face, let it use me, and then I felt him start to groan in absurd, hungry pleasure. I felt his cock spasm as his orgasm came upon him and I slurped at his cock eagerly as he gifted me his delicious, salty cum. I suckled his shaft as the spasming, twitching tower of flesh entered my throat, depositing his load directly into my esophagus and then kept suckling at his flaccid cock as he slid out of me.

“Delicious,” I mooed.


Chapter 4


Now, Dr. Crown spun me around, so that my legs were spread for him. This wasn’t an unusual position for me but I never fully got used to feeling so exposed, so naked and abailable to be manipulated and toyed with and teased in this position. I gasped when Dr. Crown descended on my pussy and I shuddered when I felt him teasing and licking my wetness.

“You taste so good these days, Marissa,” he murmured into my wet hole. “Dare I say… Milky?”

“Really, Dr. Crown?” I moan-mooed, thrusting my hips forward involuntarily as he licked me. This was truly a rare treat for me. I usually orgasmed from whatever breeding I was gifted, and so the necessity of providing me with oral sex was almost non-existent. That just meant that I craved it, and I squirmed beneath him as he licked at my tender folds, as he suckled at my swollen clit. He slid his fingers inside of me and I gasped, my tightness gripping them as he lapped at my juicy slit.

“Really,” he murmured between licks. “I think you’re going to do very well at what I need you to do for me next…”

I was on the verge of cumming now and I gasped in delight at the thought of being useful to Dr. Crown.

“What’s that, doctor?” I whimpered. “I’ll do anything for you. You know that… You can do anything to me and I’ll love it.”

Dr. Crown didn’t reply, at least not immediately. He was otherwise occupied with my sopping wet hole, of course. I closed my eyes and gave myself over to the pleasure. I was vaguely aware of my aching breasts starting to leak milk again as he pleasured me. Finally, I came yet again, my orgasm tearing through my body and spinning me around, making me almost dizzy with pleasure.

“I’m going to show you off to a group of senators and their staff,” he said, standing up. He pulled me in for a kiss, and I loved it—I loved tasting my pussy on his lips. I tasted sour and salty and spunky, and he made me lick his face and lips clean before pushing me back down, pinning me by my massive, swollen breasts as he slid his cock inside my dripping hole. I yelped: I was still so sensitive!

But the pleasure was undeniable, even though the pain of being penetrated and stretched after so much stimulation distracted me. But it distracted me in a way that was ultimately pleasurable, that made me anxious to serve his throbbing cock as he thrust in and out of me.

“The senators are older men, and very powerful,” Dr. Crown continued, slamming his hips into me as he fucked me. “They’re the last hold-outs on legislation we need passed in order to bring our milk to market. In order to bring your milk to market. In order for the milk from those gorgeous udders of yours to end up on supermarket shelves.”

I moaned in undisguised pleasure. It was all I wanted: to see my milk available for everyone to drink and enjoy. My healthy, healthy milk—delicious and creamy, and from my very own swollen, aching udders.

“Yes, Dr. Crown!” I moaned, pulling my legs apart wider, giving him deeper access to my sloppy, dripping, swollen cunt. My hole was burning red now from all the stimulation but I didn’t mind one bit. I wanted to please Dr. Crown and I wanted, especially, the creamy load I knew he had waiting for me inside.

Finally, with a triumphant growl, he released himself. I felt his cock pump, swollen and throbbing inside of me, as stream after stream of his thick seed painted the insides of my pussy. I gasped, grinning in pleasure as he finished fucking me, as his dripping cock slid out of me.

He grabbed me hard by the hair and guided my face to his cock. I began to suck and lick him for all I was worth.

“I know you’ll make me proud, Marissa,” he grunted breathlessly as I teased his cock back into hardness, slurping the delicious cocktail of our juices off his throbbing, veiny shaft before he bent me over and took me again.


Chapter 5


“As you can see, gentlemen, our operation here is very legitimate. All the girls working for us are here because they want to be here, because they believe in the mission. Their milk is quite healthy, and less likely to cause allergic reactions than bovine milk. It’s higher in protein and healthy fats, and I think you’ll agree that it’s even more delicious.”

Three days after Dr. Crown informed me that I’d be going before the senators, I found myself wearing a surprisingly chaste and conservative pantsuit and sitting next to Dr. Crown in a conference room at the farm, in the offices where I’d never been before.

The senators had arrived late, and listened to Dr. Crown’s presentation with obvious boredom. There was quite a bit of science talk, and I could understand not finding that interesting, but come on—this was a hucow farm! Certainly it should be fascinating!

There were five senators, and each man had a staff assistant. The senators’ names were Rothfield, Winston, Wilkins, Smith, and Hoeder. I didn’t catch their first names, but they all seemed to be different variations of John or Joe or Robert or something like that. Generic, older man names. And that’s what they were: five grey old men, pudgy, looking bored and vaguely annoyed.

Nonetheless, they kept glancing my way. I tried to smile politely at them. Little did they know this was the first time I’d worn clothes in weeks!

Their staff assistants were never introduced to me, but they were all much younger, in their twenties. They, too, kept shooting glances over at me. I didn’t know if they knew that I was a hucow, but I felt it must be obvious: though the suit I wore was very conservative, it did little to hide the fact that I now had giant breasts. Moreover, I could feel my nipples starting to leak milk into the suit, and I found myself nervously covering my chest with my arms, preventing the little wet spots created by this phenomenon from coming into view.

“That’s all very well and good, Dr. Crown,” one of the senators, Hoeder, I think, grunted. “But I think I’d like to see one of these hucows in action before I vote.”

“And,” Senator Winston, sitting next to him, chimed in. “I’d like to try the milk for myself.”

Dr. Crown just grinned.

“Of course. I suspected you all would. That’s why I’ve brought along a hucow for you all to sample today.”

“Sample?” Senator Smith said with obvious excitement.

“Yes, sample,” Dr. Crown said. “You may do whatever you like to her. Isn’t that right, Marissa?”

This was my cue. I put on my biggest and best smile.

“That’s right, Dr. Crown. Hi, everyone! I’m Marissa Chambers. I’m nineteen years old and I’m a college student, but I’m interning as a hucow this summer. I’ve been having a great time on the farm and I’d love to show you all some of what I’ve learned to do.”

I stood, and after hesitating for a moment—eleven sets of male eyes were on me now—I began to undress. Murmors of obvious approval rippled through the men assembled as they watched me strip down.

“I really love being a hucow,” I continued. “It’s been great for my self confidence, not to mention my sexual health. I think my milk has gotten really tasty too.”

I stripped off my suit jacket and then unbuttoned my shirt. The men watched as my chest came into view. I slid the shirt off and then undid the bra, letting out a sigh of relief as my huge breasts came free.

“Phew. You boys won’t understand just how good it feels to take your bra off, especially when you’re carrying around these babies,” I said, patting one of my tits affectionately.

“Those are certainly impressive, young lady,” Senator Winston declared.

“Are those… natural?” Senator Smith asked, leaning forward and squinting.

“Yes, sir!” I chirped. “I’ve always been pretty well-endowed but they really started growing after I got to the farm.”

Dr. Crown handed me a glass and I placed my nipple on the rim. I squeezed, milking myself, and a thick stream of creamy milk gushed into the glass. Dr. Crown passed the glass on to one of the senators, and then I filled five more.

The men all drank my milk thoughtfully, swirling it in their mouths as though it were fine wine. I held my breath in excited anticipation. What would they think? Would they like it?

Then, Senator Wilkins, who hadn’t said anything so far, set his glass down.

“Delicious!” he declared.


Chapter 6


“I’m glad you think so,” Dr. Crown said, very obviously pleased. He patted my head and I grinned happily as the senators all finished their milk. “Maybe some of you would like to drink directly from Marissa’s udders?”

“Come here, young lady,” Senator Wilkins cried. He sat back from the table and patted his lap. I strutted over to him, blushing: I was still clothed from the waist down, but I held my tits in each hand as I settled myself down into his lap and looped an arm around his shoulders. “You’re such a pretty young thing. May I give you a kiss?”

“Of course!” I giggled. “You’re such a gentleman, sir!”

I expected a kiss on my lips but instead, he kissed one of my swollen nipples before taking it into his mouth. The other senators watched as he suckled at my nipple. He reached up to take my breast into his hands and I whimpered as his strong fingertips squeezed me, forcing the ejection of more milk into his hungry mouth.

“How’s she taste, Wilkins?” Senator Rothfield asked.

“You’ve all got to try this,” he all but roared. “She’s delicious. These tits are a work of art.”

I beamed as Senator Wilkins continued to suckle my nipple. He reached between my legs suddenly, and found the wet spot between my legs, where my pussy was soaking through my stockings.

“Everything’s on the table, Dr. Crown?” he asked, not me but Dr. Crown.

“Of course. You can treat Marissa as your personal toy during this meeting. She’s prepared to service you all. Indeed, if there’s anything you can’t do with your regular sexual partners—say, rough oral or anal sex—feel free to subject Marissa to it.”

“That’s right,” I moaned softly. I was doing everything I could not to descend into moos, especially because Senator Wilkins had slid his hand up my skirt and was pulling my stocking down. He found my panty-clad crotch and cupped it, rubbing his palm against me as he kept suckling me. I felt a bulge hardening underneath me and I began to wiggle my butt, trying to get him more excited. “Don’t worry about hurting me. Whatever you have in mind, I can take it!”

“Get in here,” Senator Wilkins told his staff assistant, who didn’t need to be told twice. The young man was handsome, and only a little older than me, and we shared a grin as he took my other tit in both hands, as though it were a giant sandwich, and began to suck hungrily.

I sighed in complete bliss as both men, young and old, pleasured me, drinking from my nipples and rubbing my pussy. I was getting close to cumming, and I suddenly found myself embarrassed by the idea of orgasming in front of all these men. That, of course, only make me more aroused and soon, I was squirming in Senator Wilkins’ arms as my pussy spasmed and an orgasm tore through my body.

“Pass her over,” Senator Rothfield roared. “I want a taste.”

Before I knew it, the men were literally passing me around. Soon, I was lying on the conference table, my breasts bared to everyone, as they took turns suckling at my swollen nipples. Senator Rothfield finished pulling off my tights and my panties, and then his assistant undid my skirt and I found myself completely naked before the group of men.

“She’s really a beaut,” Senator Hoeder said. He bit my nipple hard and I gasped as a stream of milk shot into his mouth. “And she doesn’t complain at all!”

“Why would I?” I moaned sweetly, and then let out a moo. I blushed. “I love being bred!”

“Regular sexual activity improves her hormonal levels and therefore the quality and quantity of her milk production,” Dr. Crown chimed in. “So by all means, gentlemen—I encourage you to climax inside at least one of her holes before the day is over.”

Senator Hoeder didn’t need any more encouragement. He stood and undid his pants, sliding his old, grey cock out of his slacks. He turned my face towards it and guided my lips to it, and I smiled as I sucked him.

“That’s a good girl,” he groaned. “She’s got a great mouth on her.”

First, I began by just licking and stroking his old cock with my lips. I could tell he hadn’t had this sort of treatment in a while, and so I tried to make it extra nice for him, gazing up at him with my big eyes. I felt his fingers on my nipple, playing with them while one of the other senators suckled at my other breast.

“Your cock tastes so good, sir,” I whispered. “Thank you for letting me taste it.”

“You can taste it as much as you want, young lady,” he grunted.

“Yay,” I said softly as I opened my mouth wide and let him thrust into my face.

“Another side effect of the various medications our hucows take is that their gag reflexes are reduced to practically nothing.”

With that information in hand, Senator Hoeder gripped my face and began to thrust into my mouth, his cock hitting the back of my throat and then sliding down. I closed my eyes, just enjoying the feeling of being face fucked and then the feeling of having my nipples suckled and stimulated. I was vaguely aware of hands on my pussy and ass, and then I saw Senator Smith climbing onto the table.


Chapter 7


“Take this, young lady,” Senator Smith growled. I felt his cock press against my pussy and I gasped onto the cock in my mouth as he inserted himself inside of me. I felt my insides stretch around him and I moaned onto the senator in my mouth as he fucked me.

Now, I had two cocks inside of me—truly a blissful experience for me. I moaned as the men fucked me, and listened to their moaning as though it were far off. I couldn’t see much besides the cock and balls in front of me, but I saw that the other men in the room were undressing.

I figured the senators would all go first, and then I’d be tossed to their assistants. As much as I loved being a good slut for these older men, I was most excited for the vigor and enthusiasm that their younger counterparts would no doubt bring to me.

“Christ Almighty,” Senator Hoeder groaned as I felt his cock start to spasm. Soon, his bitter, thick load of cum burst from the spongy tip of his old cock and filled my mouth. He kept thrusting into my mouth as he finished cumming, grinning and then patted my cheek.

Now, I was able to watch Senator Smith on top of me, thrusting into me. He spread my legs wide and placed them on his shoulders, and I was pleasantly surprised by how vigorous and strong he was, and how big his cock was. I moaned as he bit my breasts, as he bit my all over, slapping and pinching my skin as he rode me.

“You said anal was on the menu?” Senator Wilkins asked Dr. Crown.

“Of course. Marissa is a very experienced anal hucow. You needn’t even lubricate her anus. I’ve applied lotions to her rectum that will cause pleasurable lubrication in the case of stretching and ripping.”

So that’s what the lotions Dr. Crown put inside my ass were for! He was such a smart doctor. I beamed at the thought of my smart boss as the Senator fucking me finally came, filling my pussy with his seed.

Now, Senator Wilkins pulled me off the table and then bent me over. He grabbed my arms, holding them back behind me as though he were arresting me, and pushed me back onto the table, but with my ass pressing against him.

“Apologies if this hurts, young lady,” the older man growled. “But you’re going to be a good girl and take it all anyway, won’t you?”

“Of course, sir,” I whimpered as I felt his cock between my ass cheeks. His assistant spread them wide for the senator and I let out a soft sob of pain as I felt his cock penetrate my tender asshole.

“She’s tight as hell,” the Senator groaned approvingly. And, indeed, I was—I felt him ripping me open, and then, almost as soon as the sensation arose, I felt my skin start to secrete its own lubricant. I moaned as the senator’s fat cock slid deep into my asshole, and closed my eyes as he began to pound into me, fucking me harder and harder.

“Look at her go!” one of the men cried out as they watched me get fucked, as they watched the thick cock inside of my asshole tear me open. I managed a weak smile. I was totally helpless and the men knew that: they were going to do whatever the fuck they wanted to me.

“This is like fucking my wife again for the first time,” Senator Wilkins declared. “I remember putting it in her ass on prom night back in 1960… But even then, I don’t think she was as good as you, Marissa.”

“Thank you, sir!” I gasped, pushing my ass back against his cock, trying to take him as deep as I could. The praise really got me going, and I knew my pussy, dripping with senator cum, was also dripping with my own arousal.

Soon, Senator Wilkins let out a loud moan of pure pleasure and I felt his cock erupt in my asshole. I closed my eyes, moaning and mooing softly in pleasure as a small orgasm hit me, as it often did when I took it in the ass.

I had already taken loads in all three of my holes, but the men weren’t done with me. Far from it.


Chapter 8


Next up, it was Senator Winston and Rothfield. They tag-teamed me, and I was delighted to please them. Rothfield took Wilkins’s place behind me, and instead of sliding his cock into my dripping, torn asshole, he forced it into my wet pussy. He let out a hungry sigh of pleasure and reached out to grab my hair hard, forcing my head back as I squealed.

“That feels wonderful, young lady. You’ve certainly got a lovely little hole.”

“Thank you, sir!” I sobbed in pleasure and pain. Before I could say anything more, Senator Winston grasped my face and slid his cock into my mouth. Now, both men were fucking me, slamming themselves into my holes as though I were a ball they were knocking back and forth between them. I could barely keep up with the pleasure as the cock in my mouth went so deep, the remains of my gag reflex were trigged and I started to choke, albeit so slightly that I don’t think anyone but Dr. Crown noticed.

My eyes were watering and my make up was running, but I kept it together and Dr. Crown grinned at me. He gave me a silent thumbs up and I would have replied in kind had my hands or mouth been free to.

The cocks invading my holes felt wonderful: now that I was so used to such large cocks, like those of the bulls on the farm, having normal men’s cocks inside of me felt like a vacation. I could take an unending supply of them, quite easily, I was sure. I’d heard of porn stars who broke down after attempting to pleasure and fuck dozens or hundreds of men in a day during strange publicity stunts, and I felt confident that I’d be able to handle their challenge easily.

But they weren’t hucows, like me. They hadn’t trained their bodies to take themselves to the utmost limits of pleasure and pain. I had, though. I was a hucow and there was nothing I couldn’t take.


Chapter 9


Senator Winston and Rothfield came inside of me in quick succession, and I eagerly accepted their seed. I loved the feeling and taste of their old cocks orgasming inside of me. The way they exploded and filled me. What I loved even more, though, was how obvious it was that they never got to fuck young girls like this. That I was a novelty for them, a special treasure. That I reminded them of their lives when they were young, when you could still drag the secretary into your office after a three martini lunch for a little afternoon delight.

Well, now I was their afternoon delight.

I lay back on the conference table, my holes dripping with cum. Senator Smith approached me again, spreading my legs and placing them on his shoulders before driving his cock into my asshole. I gasped softly, but it hurt only slightly. Now that I was full of cum, all of my holes were nicely lubricated and easy to fuck.

The Senator pounded me without any concern for my comfort or well-being, and I could tell he had a bit of sadistic bent—after all, he was the one who’d been pinching and bruising me. I knew my body would ache from his attention in the morning.

Nonetheless, I was impressed that he could fuck me again. He didn’t last too long in my ass, but I loved it all the same and whimpered when he came, deep in my guts.

The next half hour or so was a blur as the senators all took turns using me again. Then, finally, sweaty and satisfied, they contented themselves with drinking from my nipples, suckling my breasts dry as they lazily touched my bruises and my swollen anatomy.

“Well,” Rothfield said with a final sigh. “I suppose it’s about time we let the boys have a go at her.”

The other men agreed. I cast a lazy look over at the staff assistants, all young men in their twenties, who had absolutely feral looks on their faces. A flash of fear and excitement went through me.

This would be fun.


Chapter 10


“Spread the bitch’s legs,” one of the staff assistants declared as they dragged me over to them. They’d already all undone their pants, and I was suspended between them, held up as one of them drove his fingers deep into me, probing my insides. I gasped as his hand suddenly slid even deeper into me, and formed a fist, as he punched into my cunt, against my cervix.

“So deep!” I all but screamed at the rough torture, but that only elicited a grim chuckle from the young men. Soon, I had a cock in my mouth, and hips were slapping against my face. I felt mouths on my nipples, sucking hard at my milk, and somewhere in the distance, seeming very far away, I heard Dr. Crown chuckling with the senators.

Good, I thought. There was no way the meeting hadn’t gone to plan. We’d be getting the legislation we needed, no problem.

Suddenly, the fist slid out of my cunt and the cock out of my mouth—but only for a second. The boys lowered me to the ground and I knelt in between them, five cocks pointed at my face. I grasped two of them, and took a third into my mouth, sucking and jerking them all as I passed from cock to cock.

Sometimes, I slid the cocks between my bruised, milk-soaked breasts, and sometimes, the boys grasped my hair, wrapping it around their cocks as they jerked off into it. It was all a blur, especially once they began cumming—only on my face and in my hair, covering me in their creamy loads.

They all had plenty more in them. There weren’t old men like the senators—they could go again and again.

First, they took their turns with my pussy, laying me on the conference room table as they took their time, fucking my aching hole. I remember grinning up at each one, saying thank you for giving me the opportunity to show off for them, but I don’t know if they heard me or understood why I was so grateful.

By the time each one of them had cum in my pussy, they were ready for my ass. Again, I was bent over and before they spread my ass cheeks to sodomize me, one of them took off his belt and whipped me hard.

“Is that okay, doc?” he asked Dr. Crown.

“Of course. Marissa exists to please you.”

“That’s right,” I moaned and then let out a moo. “Hurt me and use me all you like.”

They took turns whipping me, and then the senators joined in, and once my ass was swollen and welted, they began to sodomize me. A cock in my ass became as familiar to me as breathing, and I sobbed softly with pleasure and pain as they each took a turn with my tight hole.

Finally, they were finished. I collapsed, all but passing out from the intense use, as the group of men shook hands with Dr. Crown.

“You’ve really got something special here, doctor! We’ll push hard to get your bill passed,” one of the senators declared. “And Marissa—fantastic work, young lady!”

“Thank you, sirs,” I whimpered softly, managing a smile through my tears and all the cum staining my face. The senators crowded in for a photo with me, and then each one of them took a photo with me individually, still drenched in cum and barely conscious. Then, all the staff assistants posed with me.

“If you ever want an job in Washington, young lady, you email my office. Or better yet, call my line directly,” Senator Winston told me. He wrote his number on a slip of paper and, without seeing a better place to put it, stuck it into my cum-soaked hair for later.

Once the group of men had filed out, Dr. Crown cleaned me up and embraced me. I sobbed with joy in his arms. I was prouder than I’d ever been in my life: I’d really proven myself as a hucow!
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