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Anna

I never thought I would get married in a dress that was more difficult than my decisions.

Crystals pressed against my shoulders as I looked at my reflection in the huge mirror of the wedding hall of the Regal Monarch Hotel. The sheer fabric revealed my bare shoulders, and the white, refined lace was not chaste enough to hide my huge, massive breasts that heaved to the rhythm of my rapid breathing. The generous cleavage gave a good view of my swollen, hot, and throbbing boobs that were filling with milk hour by hour.

Everything in the hall glittered—marble, chandeliers, crystal glasses arranged on tables that formed perfect circles. Flower arrangements of white orchids reached the ceiling. Everything smelled of luxury, vanilla, and the end of my freedom. I felt my lungs filling with air that was too sweet, fragrant, and sickening, and my chest with creamy milk that would make me explode.

I'm getting married.
Today.
For Kevin Kingsley.

I didn't see him for almost ten years, until three months ago, when my father and mother told me that we were bankrupt. Bankruptcy. A word that should never have entered our family's vocabulary. My father — once a business titan, my mother — a high society lady... and me. Once the princess of the suburbs, where kids drove luxury cars before they got their driver's licenses.

And now... this.

Milky, poor, Hucow, with heavy, swollen breasts that I carried around like a burden, adding to my humiliation and shame.

"There is salvation," said the father, staring at the floor, more fragile than ever. "The Kingsley family wants a partnership. But... there is a condition."

Of course there is. My throat was tightening.

"You and Kevin... you need to get married."

Then my heart froze.

Kevin. That Kevin.

The skinny, ugly, good-natured brat I avoided at school. The boy I made fun of because he wore braces, glasses, and pants that were too long. The boy who always looked at me as something...unattainable. Then I thought he was afraid of me. Today, I think he was ashamed that he liked me.

And now — everything has changed.

The first time I saw him in years, I almost didn't recognize him.
He was... beautiful. Tall. Handsome. The suit fit him as if he were born in it. His gaze was sharp, penetrating. He no longer bowed in front of me. He didn't blush. He didn't stutter.
I looked for the old Kevin in those new shoulders, in that jaw line, in that quiet confidence.
I didn't find it.

I found a man who looked me straight in the eyes — but without the warmth I remember. With an undisguised sneer, like a trophy, a prey, which will soon be his.

And I, a captive who consciously consents to captivity. 

From now on, forever, a milky and obedient human cow with whom he will do whatever he wants. I looked down at my breasts, which were growing more and more under the flow of new, sweet milk. They were so heavy. So heavy that I could hardly breathe now.

Soon, they will be his property, and I, just a small, worthless, milky slave.

That evening, while I was waiting to be ushered into the hall, I heard a whisper behind me.

"Anna."

I would recognize that voice among a thousand.

I turned around.

Kevin stood there in a dark suit, stunningly handsome, as if ripped from a fashion campaign. His hair was perfectly combed, and his eyes...they weren't the eyes of the boy who used to run away when I smiled. These were the eyes of a man who knew what he was doing. And what does he want. And he wanted me, my breasts, my milk, and his cock deep inside my wet, fertile womb. 

He wanted to fill me with his powerful seed and make me his obedient slave - wife forever. He wanted to mark me. To conquer me. Filling me up again and again with his juice.

"I thought you weren't coming before the ceremony," I said.

His lips twisted for a moment in what might have been a smile—or a reminder of something that once hurt, and then a satisfied smirk transformed his grimace, and now he was looking at me firmly, coldly, with confidence, and undisguised desire. His lustful gaze devoured every inch of my body, stopping at my swollen breasts that protruded inappropriately from under my white wedding dress.

“I just wanted to make sure...everything was ready.”

He measured me carefully once more.

"I want you to be perfect for tonight." He added thoughtfully.

And left.

My heart was pounding uncomfortably. Not out of fear. From something else.

Something I didn't want to name.

Just thinking that made my groin feel hot - Kevin Kingsley looked at me haughtily and lustfully.

Kevin

I didn't think I would ever look at her again and not feel pain. But here I am—standing in the middle of the hall, surrounded by gold and crystal and members of society who have come to witness our families' history—and all I feel is calm determination.

A calm determination and a burning, boiling desire that washes over me like a wave and wakes me from a long sleep. I feel the swelling in my groin getting bigger, and my blood boils. After all this time, I feel powerful and perfect.

Not because of marriage. Not because of the fact that I'm the heir to a billionaire fortune. Not because I can undress any girl I want with one look.

Because of her.

Anna.

Anna, whom I have loved since I was ten years old.
Anna, who called me "skinny" and "clumsy". Ana, who loved to laugh at my shyness. Anna, who had it all — beauty, popularity, confidence — and never saw how much I loved her.
And then we grew up.

I needed time to mature, to work, to train, to learn, to become a man capable of leading a family empire. I grew up, changed, and loved myself for the first time.
And she... went on her own way. I tried to forget everything.
Until she showed up three months ago in my father's office with a look of fear hidden beneath layers of pride. With massive breasts that any bra was too small to hide, and curves just made for fucking. Poor, huge, and humiliated.

My brain boiled.

When my parents told me about the offer — an arranged marriage in exchange for a business partnership — I knew I had no right to refuse. I was the only son. Heir. And the partnership was too important. And of course, I didn't even intend to.

Anna, once unattainable and unconquerable, now begged me like the most basic slut to take her, impregnate her, and fuck her for the rest of her life. She wanted to be my wife. Mine. She wanted me to fill her with my seed and make her the humble mother of my heirs.

How could I refuse?

Things were finally falling into place.

As I stood in the hall and listened to the soft music of the strings, my thoughts returned to moments from my childhood. 

Anna, who, in passing, remarked that my pants were too short.
Anna, who laughs when I drop my snack.
Anan, who looks at me as if through a glass.
And now—today—Anna wears a dress that sparkles, her breasts are painfully tight under the chaste white lace, she looks slutty and sexy, unable to hide her bulging body, the juicy milk that I will soon drink lustily from her juicy mounds, and she looks at me as if she can't understand who I've become.

Good.

It's time for her to grow up, too.

It's time for her to realize that things have changed, and she'll soon be on her knees, taking my fat cock deep into her fertile cunt.

"Kevin," my father approached, serious, dignified. "Everything is ready."

"Where's Ana?" I asked.

She's waiting for you by the entrance."

I couldn't explain why I felt the need to see her before the ceremony. I wanted to torture her some more. To shower her with looks from above as she squirms under the weight of the incoming milk, to bring her to the edge before I ram it into her. I wanted the humiliation to be ultimate....

She stood in the semi-darkness, the light refracting against the crystals of her waist, the dress following the curves of her body perfectly. A little more, a little more. I was on fire as I strode towards her.

"Anna," I said, in a dry voice, as if I were addressing the most ordinary servant.

She looked at me as if trying to read me, confused, aware of how small she was now in my eyes.

"Yes?" she asked in a low voice.

"Are you ready?" I asked her coldly, like a teacher checking on a bad student, and once again took a good look at every part of her body. I felt a painful erection in my pants again. I had to control myself.

Anna obediently nodded her head.

"And you'd be better off."

I added with a wicked nod and left, leaving her to drown in her shame and humiliation.

Anna

The ceremony has begun.

The guests got up, the music turned up, and I walked towards the altar where Kevin was waiting for me. Kevin, whom I once bullied. Small and miserable boy, now a strong man waiting for me to become his wife. It's over, now I'm his, and I surrender to his mercy and grace.

My heart was pounding in my chest.

His confident, cold eyes hungrily waited for me on the other side. My whole body was trembling, and I was a bit confused.

Confused by the rush of intense desire I felt. Desires that ran through my
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