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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!

In fact, Dr. Crown even mentioned something about trying to get me in front of congressional staff so they can see just how fun and tasty my milk is… I wonder when that’ll happen?

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


Chapter
One



Soon, my life settled into a steady rhythm on the hucow farm. Every morning, I was fed and examined. Usually, this meant that Dr. Crown came by and sampled my milk, gripping and groping my tits to squeeze out the creamy essence into a glass. He would taste it himself, first, and then allow me to taste it. Then, he would save the rest of the sample and take it back to his lab to analyze its nutritional content.

“One of the selling points of our product,” he explained to me. “Will be how much healthier this milk is than the stuff on the shelves now in the store.”

I mooed softly to him. How was it healthier?

He patted my head, stroking my ginger hair as I nuzzled into his hand affectionately. I loved how he took care of me, how he touched me. I loved everything about the kindly doctor, but I especially loved when he took it upon himself to breed me. He didn’t do it every morning—some days, he was simply too busy—but most mornings, he at least allowed me to use my mouth on his turgid cock, if not offering him my pussy or my ass.

Some days, when I was particularly lucky, he got to enjoy all three. I think it goes without saying that those days were my favorite.

“Well, think about it,” he said, placing his hand beneath my chin and tilting my face up to look at him. “You’re a hucow—that means you’re biologically human, even if we’re using you as a cow. Wouldn’t it make sense for milk that comes from humans to be healthier for humans than milk that comes from other animals?”

I hadn’t thought about that.

“Milk that comes from fertile human females has all sorts of nutrients, and other beneficial compounds that we’re only just beginning to understand.” He reached down to tweak my nipple, twisting and tugging, letting a bit of milk drip out. “That’s a good girl. Your nipples are swollen, but now too bad—they’ve really toughened up, haven’t they?”

I nodded eagerly. My first week or so at the farm, in retrospect, was particularly rough. I was sore all the time, and everywhere: my breasts ached from having grown so huge and so full of milk in such a short period of time, and my nipples were swollen and chafed from that effect too, but also from the constant attention they got in the form of suckling and milking. And then, on top of that, there was the breeding…

Oh, the breeding.

I loved being bred. Really, I did. I loved being useful. I loved the feeling of a huge cock filling me up, first with flesh and then with sticky, hot seed. I loved the anticipation, first of the pleasure and pain of being used, and then of the possibility of growing a baby in my belly. I knew that the primary purpose of being bred daily was to improve my milk, but I couldn’t help but feel a warm sense of fulfillment with each rock hard cock that exploded deep inside of me.

That having been said, it was rough. It hurt. Especially the bulls. I’d gotten better at taking them, but it was still a mind-bending experience of pleasure and pain each time they let themselves into my pen, wicked grins on their handsome faces, and passed me around, using me as I sobbed, ripping orgasms from my pathetic, whimpering, squirming body.

Afterwards, they were gentle, kissing me all over, telling me how beautiful and sexy I was. Sometimes, if they had time, they even licked my sore pussy, flicking my clit, and bringing me to orgasm again, but this time without a massive cock stretching me apart at the seams. But usually, they were on a schedule, and had just enough time to pat my head, kiss me goodbye, and head off to the next girl, leaving me to curl up in a ball, my holes aching, as I heard the passionate screams of ecstasy and agony in the pen next to me.

That’s why the nights when Dr. Crown brought me into his room with him were so special. I don’t know if he did this with the other girls, and frankly, I didn’t really want to know. In my mind, I was special. A better hucow than any of the other girls.

The best hucow. That’s what I wanted to be. And that’s why I gritted my teeth, bit my lip, moaned and screamed through the breeding, and allowed the bulls to do what they wanted with me.

“You’re really remarkable, Marissa,” Dr. Crown told me one evening as he bent me over his desk. His cock was buried in my fertile little pussy and he had a hand in my hair, pulling hard and forcing me to arch my back as he thrust into me. For a regular man, he had a pretty sizable cock, and maybe it would have hurt, with how rough he was being, if I hadn’t gotten used to being bred by the bulls. Now, this sort of treatment felt like a pleasant break from my usual work. “Your milk production has increased faster than any hucow we’ve ever had, and you’re able to take more breedings than any summer intern we’ve ever had to top it all off. You’re able to take breedings at a level we usually only see with our year-round hucows.”

I beamed. I could see myself in a mirror across Dr. Crown’s office, and I saw my flushed sweaty face grinning, even as tears of pleasure and pain streamed down my cheeks. My swollen breasts were crushed beneath me, but they’d become so large that they propped up my chest and made it harder to arch how Dr. Crown liked me to. Nonetheless, I’d been stretching and limbering up my lower back—mostly so my newly huge breasts wouldn’t cause chronic degeneration in my lower vertebrae, but also so anyone who wanted to breed me could put me in whatever position they desired.

Dr. Crown groaned and I knew from past experience that this kind of groan—hungry and husky and passionate—meant he was going to cum soon. I felt his hands tighten in my hair and then suddenly pull me, as his cock slid out of my wetness.

Suddenly, I was dragged around to face his cock, and it bounced in front of my face, dripping with my own juices. I could quite literally smell myself on him, smell the fragrant, sour scent of my dripping cunt. I didn’t hesitate in the slightest.

I opened my mouth wide and engulfed Dr. Crown’s cock. I swallowed it as best I could, letting it ease down my throat. My gag reflex had mostly disappeared over the last two weeks, and I only felt a slight catch in the back of my throat as my eyes began to water. The moment passed, however, and I allowed Dr. Crown’s cock to slide down my throat, burying my face in his pubic hair, inhaling his masculine scent as his cock exploded in my throat.

The hormones from male semen increase the quality of milk production, Dr. Crown had always told me, as well as the gross volume of that production. He, like the other bulls on the farm, took additional supplements to further improve the concentration of those hormones. The most important part of being bred was simply that the semen get inside me, somehow, someway. It could get into my pussy or into my digestive tract via my anus or my throat, but so long as my body sensed the presence of the hormones, it would increase milk production in response.

Dr. Crown once opined that likely it had something to do with mucous membranes, and commented that injections of semen directly into my nose might have a similar effect. I’m glad he didn’t pursue that possibility, though. I much preferred receiving my multiple daily injections of semen through the usual, convention means.

I swallowed Dr. Crown’s cum eagerly, and swirled my tongue around his cock as it softened slightly. I gripped his cock with my lips, curling my tongue around my teeth to prevent accidental biting, and I milked him, all the while gently stroking his balls. Dr. Crown stroked my head, scratching me affectionately as I worked the last bits of cum out of his mouth.

“That’s a good girl, Marissa,” he said with a heavy sigh. “It’s been a long day. I needed that.”

I smiled up at him, my lips still dripping with cum. I was just happy to be useful!


Chapter
Two



“Marissa, remember that thing I mentioned to you the other week, about renting you out to groups who’ll come and stay on the farm?”

I was bent over, with both of my udders—that’s how I’d begun to think of my oversized, swollen breasts—dangling into funnels that fed into jugs. Dr. Crown gripped my breasts firmly, milking them, and I watched in amazement as my creamy essence filled the jugs.

Of course, this felt pleasurable, and I found myself blushing the more he milked me. It always turned me on. Not only the pleasure of feeling someone milk my nipples, touching them and stroking and groping my chest, but the feeling of release. The relief from the build up of intense pressure inside my breasts. I’d snuck my hand down to my pussy and I was touching myself, stroking my lips and clit and whimpering the whole time. I hoped that Dr. Crown would notice what a state I was in and finish me off with his cock, pounding me till I came in ecstasy.

I mooed softly in response to his question. I did indeed remember!

“We’ve got a group coming tomorrow. Do you think you’d be up to serving them?”

I gasped—the idea gave me as much pleasure as my fingers on my clit did. I nodded.

Absolutely, Doctor! I mooed softly. Dr. Crown smiled.

“That’s a good girl. Now, you’re going to need to be able to speak like a human for them. You’ve only been mooing with us here on the farm, and that’s fine. You can moo a bit with them, but they’ll need to be able to ask you questions. You’re going to be like a maid for them while they’re here—not only will they milk you and feed on you, and not only will they breed you at their leisure, but you’re going to cook for them and clean up after them, and generally be available for any needs they have.”

I struggled, but succeeded, in forming human words with my mouth that had, in the last few weeks, become unused to normal human speech: “Yes, doctor. I absolutely can. Moo…”

I blushed. That last moo just slipped out.

“Some mooing is perfectly all right, Marissa,” Dr. Crown repeated. “It’s only that you’ll need to be able to give them any information they need. If necessary, you could type on a tablet or a smartphone, but it would be most efficient if you could speak.”

I nodded. Of course, it would be, but I found myself more comfortable mooing. I knew this was one of the side-effects of the medication that I was on, the treatments intended to stimulate my lactation. For whatever reason—I’m not sure even Dr. Crown knew—it made your jaw and vocal cords a little sluggish, and it took concentration to form actual words. Otherwise, the words usually came out as some kind of moo.

Around the farm, that wasn’t a big deal. Anyone who had experience dealing with us hucows could understand us without any trouble. In the last week, I’d even begun to understand the mooing of the other hucows, and not just my own. But visitors likely wouldn’t understand, so I resolved to practice my speaking before the guests arrived.

Dr. Crown wiped my nipples clean and dry once the jugs were filled. He stored one away in the mini-fridge in his apartment on the farm—I took pleasure in noting that there were no other jugs in there, only mine!--and then poured us both glasses from the jug he kept out.

My creamy milk was thick and fragrant, with a sweet and sour scent to it. We cheers’d with our glasses and both drank deeply from the fruits of my body. Gosh, but it tasted wonderful—almost like a thin yogurt, with a gentle grassiness and almost spiciness to it. These notes were new, and I couldn’t get enough. I downed my glass quickly, letting the milk dribble down my chin and neck onto my breasts, onto the udders that produced the milk, and then I held out my glass for another round.

Dr. Crown just smiled.

“You really enjoy drinking your own milk, don’t you, Marissa?” he said proudly and poured me more. “You can have as much as you like. You know, I’m not supposed to tell you this, but your milk is quickly becoming one of the favorites among the bulls. And of course, they all love to breed you.”

I giggled, smiling broadly into my new cup of milk as I drank. There were fifteen bulls on the farm, and three of them bred me each weekday. Weekend breedings were a bit more sporadic—sometimes, Dr. Crown would breed me, or sometimes he would bring other workers or farmers in to have a go at me.

I enjoyed these breedings most of all. I loved the handsome blue-collar men who came into my pen on the weekend to enjoy me. Were their cocks as large as the bulls’? Of course not! Were they as young and muscular? Definitely no. But they were kind and gentle with me and I could tell that it was a real treat for them, getting to fuck a busty young hucow. Some of them would comment that they had daughters my age and I would just grin back up at them as I spread my legs or my lips, showing them all the fun they could have with me.

Now, these men usually didn’t have the stamina the bulls did, and so they’d tire themselves out after one or two rounds. Then, they usually liked to have me sit on their laps and feed them directly from my udders while they played with my pussy.

I liked this best of all. My pussy, freshly fucked and dripping seed, in their strong, callused hands, while their lips suckled at my nipples and drank my milk like a baby. They didn’t get any attention from their wives, these men. Their spouses used them as little more than a paycheck, and they didn’t have a lot to look forward to in life.

Except me. I was happy to make their lives a little bit more fun. To give them something to look forward to at the end of the week.

They always kissed me all over and told me how beautiful I was, how they wanted to run away with me and give me a beautiful new life and I’d just giggle and moo for them. Sometimes, if they were tired, I’d climb into their laps and let their hardening cocks slide inside of me, doing all the work for them, maybe even gripping my own udders to squeeze milk into their mouths as I rode them, until they finally came once more inside of me, filling my womb up with their grateful cum.

But this weekend would be different. This weekend, I’d be entertaining new guests.

After Dr. Crown brought me back to my pen, I lay down in my pile of hay and began to practice my human speech: “Hello, my name is Marissa. I’m nineteen years old and I’m your Hucow…”


Chapter
Three



Iawoke bright and early that weekend to prepare for the arrival of my guests. Dr. Crown came to collect me at my pen, but I was already awake, sitting obediently and submissively on my heels with a big grin on my face when he stepped into the barn.

“Glad you’re already up, Marissa,” he said, and I followed him on my hands and knees out of the pen and down the central corridor of the barn. The other hucows were all still asleep, but of course they were—they didn’t have an important new job that weekend like I did.

Dr. Crown helped me up into the golf cart he’d brought around to transport me, and I sat in the back, behind him, as we drove through the dewy farm. After a few minutes, we entered the forest on the edge of the farm and I marveled at the change in scenery. I’d only seen the farm for the last few weeks, and I had no idea there was a forest around here!

I mooed my surprise to Dr. Crown.

“Ah, yes, we have a bit more property and land here than you would have seen. For example, here we are—the lake cabins is where you’ll be this weekend.”

There was a lake?!

We rounded a bend in the forest and came out on a small lake, glittering in the early morning summer sun. There were four cabins, spaced out around the lake, and Dr. Crown drove me to the nearest one.

“We’ve only got four cabins right now, because we’re just starting this program,” he said by way of an explanation. “We wanted them nicely spread out so that the guests can have privacy. I think it’s important for their experience that they get to enjoy the cabin and their hucow as they like, without the fear of being judged by prying eyes.”

I found myself blushing in anticipation at this thought. Yes, it all made sense—the guests would get to use me as they pleased. They could be rough with me or they could be gentle with me. They could keep me up all night, using me in turn, or keep me tied up as a milk dispenser. The mere thought alone made me excited.

The cabin I was assigned to was on the north side of the lake, so it looked south. It was empty when I arrived, and Dr. Crown gave me a quick tour. It was far more luxurious than I expected, with a hot tub out back, access to the lake via a small pier, and a giant chef’s kitchen.

“There are five small bedrooms,” Dr. Crown told me as he showed me each room in turn, and then the three bathrooms—one full bathroom with a tub and shower, and then half-baths. He brought me back to the living room and I climbed up onto the couch, as he instructed. “Your guests are five fraternity brothers from a local college, celebrating a birthday together.”

What if it were my college?! My face burned with excitement and embarrassment as Dr. Crown explained the situation.

“They emphasized in their rental form that they planned to be using you sexually and nutritionally this week. They didn’t seem concerned about having you keep the cabin tidy, but we’d appreciate it if you did anyway.”

I nodded. I was still blushing hard at the thought of young men I potentially knew seeing me like this, but I didn’t give any other overt indication that I was thinking about it. I was a professional hucow and I would do my job. And if they happened to know me, well, I’d roll with it. I wasn’t ashamed of what I was now. I was having fun, and I’d do everything I could to make sure they had fun too.

Suddenly, I heard voices outside. Raucous laughter. Male voices.

“That should be them now!” Dr. Crown said cheerily.


Chapter
Four



Iknelt in a submissive position as the fraternity brothers trooped in. They were all tall, handsome, between twenty and twenty-two, I guessed. They were rough-housing, jostling one another, but that all came to a halt when they saw me.

“Welcome, gentleman,” Dr. Crown said.

“Holy shit,” one of the frat boys said. “It was real. There’s really a girl here.”

“And she’s naked,” another one of them added.

“This is Marissa,” Dr. Crown said, and proudly laid a hand on my head. “She’s a new hucow—that’s human cow for short—on the farm, but she’s one of our most promising girls. Say hello to the boys, Marissa.”

I beamed and let loose my practiced introduction:

“Hi there! My name is Marissa. I’m nineteen-years-old and I’ll be your hucow for the weekend. You can do whatever you want to me, so I hope you’ll breed me and enjoy my tasty milk.”

The boys gawked at me. I felt a blush spreading out over my whole body.

“I can’t believe this is real,” one of them said. Then, he stepped forward. “My name is Dan. Pleasure to meet you, Marissa.”

I mooed softly. The boys introduced themselves in turn: Harry, Kyle, Mark, Henry. It was Henry’s birthday—he had just turned twenty-one. The others were already twenty-one and wanted to put together a party he’d never forget.

“Henry should get Marissa first,” Mark said, though I could see him looking at me hungrily. “Since it’s his birthday and all.”

“I’ll leave you all to it. When in doubt, it’s likely Marissa can take care of whatever you’d like—don’t be shy about asking her to do anything and everything.”

To test this out, Dan stepped forward and tilted my chin up. I smiled at him and then he slid his fingers into my mouth.

Dr. Crown let himself out while the boys all crowded around, watching in amazed silence. Dan just pushed his fingers into my mouth, and then down my throat. I continued smiling at him, as best I could with his fingers in my mouth, as I began to choke and my eyes began to water.

“She’s not fighting me or anything,” he said, finally letting up and sliding his hand slicked with my spit out of my mouth. “She just… took it.”

“I’ve been trained to take whatever you can throw at me,” I said sweetly. My mouth still felt sluggish and that “me” at the end of the sentence came out more like a “moo.” “So don’t hold back.”

“Are your boobs so big because they’re full of milk?” Kyle asked. I smiled and nodded.

“Would you like to try some?” I asked, beaming at all the boys, but then I decided to focus on Henry, since it was his birthday. I lifted one of my boobs, gripping it tight and squeezing, milking down towards the nipple as I gestured for him to take me in his mouth.

He hesitated for a second, blushing, and then leaned down, his mouth capturing my nipple as he began to suckle. I sighed in unabashed pleasure. I stroked his head gently, running my fingers through his dirty blonde hair as he suckled, the relief of my heavy tits emptying into his mouth spreading through me.

“She’s, like, gushing into my mouth,” Henry said, standing up and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “She tastes really good. It’s really light and sweet… I’ve never had milk like this.”

Now all the boys wanted a try. They picked me up and sat me on the couch, and took turned, suckling at my breasts while I sighed, draping my arms around their shoulders. Kyle reached between my legs and I giggled and spread them for the boys to see.

“And we can, um, fuck you and everything?” Henry asked. I could see the bulge in his jeans, and it matched the bulges in all the other boys’ pants.

“Only if you finish inside me,” I said with a wink. Henry’s eyes widened.

“My girlfriend never lets me…”

“The hormones in your semen are really healthy for girls like me,” I said, giving my boobs a squeeze to illustrate my point. “A hucow’s body craves the hormones in male semen. That’s why we call it breeding.”

“What if you get, you know, preggers?” Harry asked, looking up from the nipple that had just been in his mouth a moment before. Kyle was still pushing his fingers inside me and I gasped slightly when I felt his nails nip at my inner walls as he roughly explored my cunt.

“There are a variety of paths forward there. We generally don’t worry about that, but some girls do become mothers. That only improves the quality of your milk.”

“Is there anything that’s off limits?” Henry asked. “I mean, like… can we—uh—fuck your butt?”

“Of course!” I mooed cheerfully, and then repeated in human language. “Of course! I’m used to being bred anally, so you should feel free to try out any of my holes.”

Kyle snickered. “Henry’s girlfriend doesn’t let him do that either.”

“She says it hurts too much,” Henry said with a shrug. Then, he turned his attention back to me: “Does it hurt you?”

I shrugged.

“I don’t mind the pain. If you’re afraid of hurting me, I assure you, I can almost definitely take it.” Then, I gestured towards my pussy. “Look, I’m getting wet just thinking of giving you all my asshole.”

“Holy fuck, this is too good to be real,” Mark said with a sigh. “Henry, take her to your room and fuck her so we can all have a go next.”

“Um, yeah,” Henry said, barely containing his excitement. He held out his hand and I took it, but then I handed him the leash attached to my collar, which Dr. Crown had put on me before I left.

“If it’s all right, you can lead me around like this,” I said. “The weight of my breasts makes standing up on two feet a little painful on my lower back, so I try to do that as little as possible. Of course, I can stand up to cook for you boys this weekend or clean or anything else, but when I’m not doing that…”

“Sure!” Henry said, obviously not minding my request. He tugged the leash and I tumbled off the couch, and starting crawling, leading him too the bedroom.


Chapter
Five



Once we got inside the bedroom and Henry shut the door, I sat back on my heels, awaiting further instruction. He set down his duffel bag and stared at me, fidgeting, nervous. I decided I’d better take the lead, if only for a moment, until he felt at ease.

“Would you like me to get up on the bed?” I asked. “Or perhaps I could use my mouth on you?”

“Um… Yeah, let’s get in bed. On the bed. You know what I mean,” he stuttered. And then, as I climbed up onto the bed, I felt him grab my ass cheeks, spreading my butt wide as he stared at my exposed holes.

I let out a soft gasp of pleasure as I felt him touch me, first my pussy and then my asshole.

“Um, this is a weird question,” he said suddenly. “But do we go to college together?”

He mentioned a class I had taken the previous semester and I was glad I had my face turned away from him because I was blushing something awful.

“Um, yeah,” I murmured, just as nervous as he was, suddenly. My professional, hucow façade was slipping and I grew nervous. I found myself playing with my hair and suddenly incredibly aware of how exposed I was to him. How he touching my tender pussy and my tight asshole, treating me like I was an object and not a living, breathing, thinking girl. “I took that class. I guess, uh, I go to your school, during the year.”

“Wow,” Henry said, and I felt his hands drop away as he sat with this knowledge. Then, he slapped my ass. Hard. I yelped. “Sorry, was that too hard? I—”

“No!” I cried and giggled. I was honestly grateful he had done it. It had broken the tension in the room. “No, I liked it! I was just surprised, was all.”

“My girlfriend doesn’t like when I try and spank her. And she doesn’t do butt stuff at all. And she doesn’t like to give me head.” Henry laughed, a slight hesitant tone in his voice. “Honestly, she doesn’t really seem to like having sex with me at all… I mean, don’t get her wrong, I love her and everything, but if she knew what I was doing here…”

“It’ll be our little secret,” I said, turning around, the weight of my breasts pulling me forward. I opened my arms wide and Henry came to me, embracing me, and taking one of my nipples into his mouth. “I don’t really want anyone to find out I’m a hucow anyway. This is just a summer internship.”

Henry’s lips smacked as he sucked at my aching tits.

“Well, cool,” he said smiling. “I guess we can keep each other’s secrets.”

I held out my pinky and he looped his around mine.

“Promise,” I said, and leaned forward to kiss him. Suddenly, he was on top of me, kissing me hard and sloppy, all but drooling on my mouth.

“You’re so fucking hot, Marissa… You should come by the frat house next year…”

“Maybe I will…” I moaned into the kiss as he groped my tits, milk dripping all over his fingers. He lapped it up like a cat and I stroked his hair affectionately as he did.

And then, before I knew it, he was kicking off his jeans and taking off his shirt. He was lean but muscled—he hadn’t had any of the hormone enhancements that the bulls had so I knew he wouldn’t look anything like them, but I was pleased by how handsome he was. And his cock was pretty nice too—seven or so inches, I would guess, and throbbing with obvious desire.

I was about to grab it and ask him where he wanted me first but he pinned me to the bed, forcing my legs apart roughly with his knees, and smashed his cock into my pussy. I arched my back, moaning at the sudden incursion.

“Is that okay? I’m not too big for you?”

“You’re pretty big, but I think I can handle it,” I said with a gasp. It was more the suddenness than anything else that caught me off guard. By now, I was used to taking much, much bigger cocks. Maybe in my old life, Henry’s cock would have hurt, but now, it simply felt delicious. “Does it hurt your girlfriend?”

“I think so. She always wants me to use lube when we fuck and she just lies there and grimaces…” Henry said as he began to thrust into me, gripping my tits as he rutted into my hole. Taking a cue from that, I squirmed beneath him, bucking my hips against his and he grinned. “She doesn’t move around and seem to like it like you do.”

“I love it,” I moan. “Your cock is perfect. It’s getting so deep inside of me.”

Henry moaned in turn, leaning down to kiss my neck, biting my tender flesh. I grunted happily in response and let out an involuntary moo as he picked up the pace of his thrusts and then, suddenly, came. I felt his cock spasm inside of me, pumping, and a truly massive load filled my hole.

“S-sorry,” he murmured. “I was pretty backed up and you’re just so sexy, I came so fast…”

“I take it as a compliment,” I assured him with a kiss as he slid out. I reached down to play with the cream pie, spreading my pussy as he grabbed his phone.

“Can I take a picture?”

“Sure!” I said without thinking. Well, I trusted Henry not to spread it around. And besides, I was to give the boys whatever they wanted this weekend…

He took what seemed like dozens of pictures of my dripping pussy, many close-up. He played with me, spreading me, flicking my clit as I gasped, and letting the cum drip into my asshole. I felt more exposed than I had for a long time—I thought I’d really built up thick skin, but I found myself getting bashful as he lavished so much attention on my pussy.

“I’m just gonna’ share them with the other guys. It’s, uh, a frat thing. We’re all gonna’ take pictures of you after we cum in you and share them, but they won’t get outside the frat.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. “I like the idea of you guys looking at me after this weekend.”

“Yeah, maybe next year back at school, you could come over to the frat house and see them…”

“Oh yeah? But then you guys might get horny and expect me to serve you. Like this.”

I rolled over on my belly and slid towards Henry. I grabbed his sloppy, flaccid cock and took it in my mouth, tasting the mingling of our juices. In particular, I found his cum more bitter and salty than what I was used to tasting on the farm—I wondered what in his diet made it that way? I guess that was the result of the usual college guy diet. Lots of salty foods, lots of meat, lots of booze.

“Fuck,” Henry groaned as his cock hardened in my mouth. He gripped my hair hard as he forced himself into my mouth, fucking my face, fucking his cock down my throat. “Yeah, I mean, we could all use you while we look at your pussy…”

Sounds like fun, I tried to say, but with my mouth and throat full of cock, it just came out as enthusiastic moaning. Still, Henry seemed to understand the gesture and grinned in return as he piloted his hips into my face.

“You, like, don’t have a gag reflex, huh?”

I shook my head on his cock. He slid his shaft out of my mouth, newly hardened, and I was delighted by how my spit clung to his throbbing, turgid dick, a rope of spit leading back to my lips.

“Not really,” I said. “I did when I came to the farm, but I’ve gradually lost it.”

Henry’s eyes widened.

“Because you suck so many dicks?”

I shrugged.

“Breeding can occur in the mouth, too.”

“And the butt too, right?”

I nodded. “You mentioned your girlfriend doesn’t like anal. Would you like to breed my ass right now?”

“Oh my god, yes,” he exclaimed as I got on my hands and knees and arched my ass up into the air, spreading my cheeks. “Don’t we need lube or something?”

“Your cock is already pretty slippery. Just spit in my asshole and put it in,” I instructed. “I’ll make the other boys use lubricant, but as a birthday present for you, you can just take me like this.”

Of course, if the other boys wanted my ass without lube, I’d give it to them, but I wanted Henry to feel special, and when I glanced over his shoulder to see him pressing his cock against the entrance to my rectum, I saw from the huge grin on his handsome face that he was pleased beyond words.

I’d never really taken it in the ass at this point without proper lubricant, and while his cock slid into me relatively easily, I realized right away that this would hurt. Even though I was used to taking much bigger cocks, without lubricant, friction rapidly developed between my asshole and his cock. To make matters worse for me, this seemed to be particularly pleasurable for Henry, which only inspired him to slam into my ass with reckless abandon.

I hung my head and sobbed in pain and pleasure, pushing back against him. I was determined to do a good job, even if it hurt.

“Are—are you okay, Marissa?”

Overcome in the moment, I mooed yes. Henry seemed to understand and, perhaps inspired by my response, reached for my milky breasts, gripping them hard as he smashed into my ass, tearing it apart. The burning deep in my guts ached and I felt like I was being fucked harder and rougher than the bulls ever took me.

And, god, Henry had stamina. Now that he’d cum once, he seemed able to pound into me indefinitely. He slapped my ass and pulled my hair as he rode me, and I felt dominated in a way I never quite felt with the bulls or even Dr. Crown. I felt torn and hurt and destroyed, and I loved it. I wanted more.

“Harder,” I managed to moan. “Break my ass!”

Henry obeyed, placing a leg up on the bed to really pound not just into me, but down, and I felt like I was being skewered on a spit, impaled and penetrated. I gritted my teeth, doing my best to take it, doing my best not to sob too much, but the pain was so intense, and with it, the pleasure.

“Henry, I’m going to cum!” I announced when my orgasm snuck up on me. I only occasionally came from anal, but the intensity of this fucking, and the humiliation of it being doled out to me by a boy from my school, easily forced me over the edge. Soon, the pleasure outshone the pain as endorphins flooded my body, and I felt like I might black out as I trembled and spasmed beneath Henry.

That only inspired him to fuck me harder and faster, pounding me into the bed, pounding me so hard that it crushed my tits against the bed spread, squeezing milk out of them and soaking the comforter. I guessed I’d be washing that once we were done here—oh well!

“Fuck, Marissa, you’re incredible!” Henry moaned and I felt his cock explode inside me for a second time, his hot cum invading the abrasions on the inside of my asshole, burning me as his seed spilled into me. “We’re all gonna’ fuck your ass this weekend!”

Oh, god, they were, weren’t they? I’d just let Henry ruin my ass and now I’d have to give it to all the other frat boys, let them do the same to me if they wanted. I sobbed in pleasure, and also, fear and anticipation of the delicious pain and humiliation that awaited me.

Finally, we both came down from our orgasms. Henry slumped against me, his cock softening inside my ass, but still inside me, as my muscles had tightened up around him and held him there as he lay on top of me, breathing heavily.

“Marissa… That was incredible…” he whispered, and kissed the back of my neck. “Your body is amazing. I can’t believe you just took me in your ass like that!”

Honestly, I couldn’t believe it either.


Chapter
Six



Henry took me by the leash attached to my collar and led me back into the living room. My legs were shaking and I was trembling, my massive udders swinging and dripping milk beneath me as I went. My cheeks burned with embarrassment and excitement that the boys were going to see me freshly fucked. My ass and pussy were both still full of cum and I felt the sticky remains of Henry’s seed dripping down my legs.

“Guys, she’s fucking amazing,” Henry announced. I smiled, proud that he enjoyed me so much. “I absolutely destroyed her asshole. Look at it.”

The boys crowded around as Henry spread my ass.

“Damn, you really wrecked it. Now no one else can use it, dude,” Dan said, with a note of disappointment in his voice.

“You can use it,” I chimed in. “I don’t mind.”

“Seriously? It’s all swollen and red.”

“She was moaning like crazy when I fucked her back there. I think she likes it rough.”

“Is that right, Marissa?” Harry said, and gave my ass a hard slap. “Do you like it rough?”

Blushing, I nodded.

“I like it however you want to give it to me… But I definitely don’t mind it rough…”

“And check this out,” Henry continued. “She goes to our school! We can keep fucking her next year!”

“Holy shit,” Mark exclaimed. “This is the perfect little slut.”

“I don’t want to fuck her next year, I want to fuck her now,” Kyle said. He picked me up and I gave a soft yelp as he cradled me in his muscular arms. “I’m going to stick her in the sink and wash Henry’s splooge out of her.”

“Good idea,” Harry and the others agreed. I blushed as I let him treat me like an object, sticking my ass in the sink and then turning on the water. He switched it to the spray hose setting and then directed the spray right onto my pussy. I let out a squeal.

“That’s cold!” I cried.

“Sorry, sorry—let me turn it up.” He changed the temperature and after another few seconds of freezing cold water turning my pussy into a cuntcicle, it warmed up and started feeling really nice. I let out a happy moan as Mark pressed the spray right onto my clit.

“You like that, huh?” he remarked as he gripped one of my udders, watching with fascination as milk leaked out onto his fist.

“I like it a lot,” I moaned.

He held the spray on my pussy, pressing in harder as he played with my nipples and the other boys crowded around, watching as I squirmed and wiggled, my body aching to cum again. Having so many young men watch me hungrily, like a piece of meat, as I came closer to orgasm drove me crazy. I gasped and moaned and let out soft little squeals of pleasure and then, finally, just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore and I’d be cumming any second, Mark lowered the spray hose to my asshole.

I let out a disappointed moan that changed into another lustful groan as the hot water flooded my torn asshole, cleaning it out. I squeezed my eyes shut, the sensations were so intense, even as the boys all began to play with my tits.

“Her boobs are like udders. She’s just constantly dripping milk.”

“And it tastes so good. It’s like melted ice cream.”

“Yeah, you’re right. I would totally buy this in the store.”

“You’ll be able to soon, if we can get the regulators to agree,” I moaned, passing on what I knew from Dr. Crown. “It’s high in protein and healthy fats too.”

“The perfect thing for after a workout.”

The idea of the boys, sweaty and tired after a workout, availing themselves of my swollen, needy nipples drove me crazy. I’d let them suckle directly from me, and then I’d service their sweaty cocks, rewarding them for their hard work with my wet mouth.

Finally, Mark decided to focus the spray on my pussy again, and I sighed in obvious pleasure. I opened my eyes and saw the boys stripping down around me, and I bit my lip in anticipation.

“Are you all going to use me?”

“I want to see if I can finish you in the sink with the spray hose,” Mark told me, giving one of my swollen nipples a flick. “And then we’re going to fuck your brains out.”

I grinned at him. “Is that a promise?”

It was getting easier and easier to speak like a human now that I was practicing more, and as much as I found myself enjoying being able to actually express myself—and enjoying how much the boys seemed to like me—I missed mooing.

That was why, when I found myself cumming into the sink, thrashing and squirming as Mark kept the spray gushing over my sloppy, very clean pussy, I let out a long, low, impassioned moo, gasping and whimpering. I’d occasionally brought myself to orgasm in the shower like this in my old life, and I’d always loved leaning against the damp wall of the shower, directing the warm spray over my needy cunt, and biting my lip to keep from moaning too loud and alerting my roommates to what I was doing. It was my little secret, a personal pleasure practice that no one else needed to know about.

Now, however, it was out in the open for all these boys to see. My pink pussy throbbed and glistened in the water, my pussy lips swollen and aching underneath the hot water as the intense sensations spread throughout my entire body. Finally, I leaned my head back on the counter, taking deep breaths as I came down from the intensity of my profound orgasm.

But there was no rest for a hucow. Mark lifted me out of the sink and I saw the forest of hard cocks waiting for me.


Chapter
Seven



“So, we’re all fucking her now, right?” said Kyle. He sat back on the couch in the living room, slouching and reclining. “Stick her ass right here and someone fuck her cunt.”

“Let’s lube her up,” Henry said quickly, and I was eternally grateful to him. The boys bent me over and emptied about half a tube of personal lubricant into my asshole and pussy. Then, I was passed over to Kyle and perched atop his cock.

I closed my eyes and relaxed.

Then, as if by magic, I slid down his cock, his thick shaft forcing its way inside of me via gravity. I let out a soft cry of pleasure and pain as his cock slipped over the worn, abused insides of my rectum and buried itself in my bowels.

“Fuck, she’s nice and tight,” Kyle exclaimed as he pulled my thighs back, spreading my pussy for all the boys to see. “Who’s hitting this with me?”

Dan approached and leaned against us both, our faces pressed together as his body crushed mine.

“Sorry for getting a little up close and personal with you,” he teased as he slid his cock over my slippery cunt. I gasped as it disappeared inside of me, filling me as he thrust hard into me.

“That’s… okay…” I moaned, my moans turning into moos as I began to bounce on the cock in my ass, the thrusts from the cock in my pussy forcing me down onto it.

I’d never experienced something quite like this before. I felt so pleasantly full, even as I worried they might tear me apart. Bliss pervaded my body as I rode the cocks inside of me, my insides spasming around them as orgasm approached.

Just as I began to moan with my approaching climax, Mark stepped up onto the couch, caught my hair in his hand, and slid his cock into my face. Suddenly, I was moaning onto his cock as he slid me on and off his shaft, faster and faster, as though jerking himself off with my face.

“Fuck, this bitch’s throat is amazing,” Mark exclaimed as my orgasm finally caught me and I squealed, swallowing his cock as my whole body shook.

“She just came from this,” Kyle observed. “Is she dripping?”

“Yeah,” Dan noted, pausing his aggressive throat fucking to look down at my tits. “Her boobs are like, just leaking milk now constantly.”

“The doctor said we might have to milk her at some point this weekend. She likes it, he said, and it relieves the pressure on her udders.”

I nodded eagerly, even though I had my mouth full of dick. Milking me would be a dream right now and Kyle made my dreams come true—he reached for my nipples, directed them towards his frat brothers, and unleashed torrents of my creamy milk.

The pleasure that came from the relief of being milk flooded my body and I let out a bliss filled sigh. The pain in my holes felt distant, and I fell into a routine of bouncing and receiving the cocks in my cunt and throat with the utmost grace. My muscles were relaxed and only tensed when I came, every few minutes, depending on how much I was being milked and how much attention my clit was getting.

Before too long, the boys began to cum inside of me. Mark filled my mouth, and I swallowed his seed with a smile, and then Kyle’s cock exploded in my ass and then Dan filled my pussy. Warm, sticky cum covered my insides and when they slid out of me, I all but collapsed off of them, onto the floor in a sticky, cum-covered mess.

Before I knew it, Harry and Henry had picked me up and taken me back into the kitchen. They washed out my ass and pussy, and they worked more quickly and rougher this time. I guess they were both excited to fuck me and didn’t really care about my comfort, but that was fine by me. Even though my holes were aching, I was excited to take more loads.

This time, Harry guided my face to his cock, holding my hair tightly in two bunches and pinning my nose to his crotch as he thrust roughly into me. In front of the other boys, he’d lost a lot of the gentle attitude he had when we were alone, or maybe he’d just grown more confident in fucking me. Regardless, he pounded into my throat with reckless abandon while his frat brother gripped my hips and slid into my pussy.

They skewered me, in the usual position the bulls often bred me in, two at a time, as though I were a piece of meat on a spit over a fire. It was rather comfortable and nice, in fact, and I swirled my lips and tongue around Henry as best I could while he thrust into me, while Harry seemed to be enjoying slapping my ass as he rode me.

Soon, they both came and I swallowed greedily, taking their cum as the others watched.

“Fuck, look at her go,” Kyle remarked. “Dr. Crown said we can do basically anything to her, right?”

“Yeah, totally.”

I mooed in agreement, eager to see what else they’d do to me. I remained on my hands and knees, my holes open for them, and then I heard Kyle picking up his jeans.

“You’re not getting dressed, are you?” I said with obvious disappointment. But, no, he’d unlooped his belt.

Suddenly, I knew what he was going to do. I gasped when the belt first sliced into my tender flesh.

“Damn, look at her ass jiggle!”

The boys watched as Kyle whipped me, and I gasped and cried out with each blow. If I thought I’d been turned on before, then nothing could compare to what I was feeling now. I hung my head, moaning with each strike.

“You like this, don’t you, Marissa?” Mark asked.

“Yes!” I cried. “Fuck me up, please…”

One of the boys, I didn’t see who, spread my thighs and then I felt the belt sting on my sore pussy. I let out an uncontrolled sob and a shriek and then another strike came, and then another, and then my legs gave out, and I curled up into a ball, my orgasm washing over me.

“More,” I moaned, even as I writhed, gripping my own tits to milk them. “More!”


Chapter
Eight



The next few hours were a blur, but finally, the boys were spent. I’d never worked so hard in my life and my whole body ached. Yet, at the same time, I felt a sense of complete and utter fulfillment. I felt more accomplished than I ever had in my old life.

While the boys relaxed and watched TV, I tidied up, cleaning up milk and cum stains on the carpet and couch. Then, I stood up, my lower back already starting to ache, and headed into the kitchen to fix them some lunch.

I ended up making them scrambled eggs and chorizo, and then warmed up some tortillas on the side. I figured my boys would need something filling to give them the energy to keep using me the rest of the weekend. I made the scrambled eggs extra creamy with my very own milk, and served them each a tall glass of milk to drink on the side.

“Wow!” Kyle exclaimed when they all sat down to lunch. “Marissa, this is incredible!”

I beamed as they all dug in, and then Harry beckoned me close. His mouth full of eggs and milk, he pointed to his crotch and I understood what he wanted.

All of the boys were just in boxers or shorts, and Harry was wearing boxers. I slid them down just enough to find his cock, which still smelled like my pussy, and gave it a kiss as it hardened. I began to suck and I heard Harry moan into his tacos as I pleasured him. I took his thickness as deep as I could, slurping at him and nibbling at the tender flesh of his beautiful cock until he came, spilling his seed deep down my throat.

Then, he reached under the table and directed my face to Dan sitting next to him. Dan was already hard in anticipation, and I gave his cock long, leisurely licks, before slurping at the thick head. Soon, he came too, and I was based onto Kyle.

Before lunch was over, I’d sucked off all the boys—I’d say I had a pretty delicious meal all to myself!


Chapter
Nine



That after noon, after lunch, the boys changed into swimsuits to go down to the lake. But first, they busted out a cooler of beers. I lounged with Harry and Dan, my legs spread as they played with my ass and pussy while they knocked back beers. They weren’t paying much attention to me—they’d put ESPN on the TV—but I didn’t mind. I was just happy to be touched, and my pussy and asshole were more than happy to be explored.

“Marissa, do you want to come to the lake or would you like to stay here?” Henry asked. I shrugged.

“Whichever you boys would like.”

At that moment, Kyle came back into the living room with a box.

“Hey, look what I found!”

I blushed. He held up my vibrator, which had come with me from my room back home.

“Let’s see how much of this she can take,” he suggested.

Before I knew it, I was picked up and placed on the dining room table. They tied my arms and legs to the table, keeping me immobile, and then, just like that, I felt the vibrator press against my clit.

But… it was turned off. I was about to say something about how vibrators work, but then I saw Harry coming over with a big roll of duct tape.

Holy shit.

They taped the vibrator to my pussy and then, only then, did they turn it on. Full blast. I closed my eyes, trying to stifle my moans, but it was no use. I let out a sobbing moan, my body shaking in my restraints.

Then, duct tape went over my mouth. My muffled moans and moos filled the room, and I looked at all the aroused faces watching me. I was their toy, their entertainment, a spectacle to them as well as a source of nourishment.

“Fill up some milk to take down to the lake,” Harry said. “I can’t get enough of her milk.”

I moaned even harder into the duct tape on my mouth but that didn’t matter. They couldn’t hear it. As they milked me, I felt tears begin to stream down my cheeks and then, the first orgasm hit.

That blended into another, and then another, and my pussy ached, struggling to keep up, my clit throbbing in ecstatic agony. I’d never been so turned on. I was almost scared of how turned on I was—would I ever come down from this orgasmic high?

The next few hours blurred together for me as I came over and over again, coming so hard it almost hurt. I’d never had so much fun.

Finally, I heard the door to the cabin open and the boys released me.

The beautiful specimens of young college men surrounded me once more, groping my body, squeezing out my milk, and I cried out yet again in ecstasy. I loved all the attention they gave me. I loved everything about this.

God, I loved being a hucow, I thought to myself as a cock, I don’t know whose, filled my dripping pussy and I all but came then and there as the relentless thrusting began again.

If you enjoyed this story, make sure you sign up to follow Melanie Sparxx on Amazon so you’ll find out when more kinky, creamy stories drop… Will Marissa be able to handle the rest of her weekend as the frat boys’ hucow? Check out Part 5 to find out, coming soon!
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