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ADULT CONTENT WARNING (18+):
This story contains explicit sexual content, adult themes, and language intended for mature audiences only. By proceeding, you confirm that you are at least 18 years of age (or the legal age of majority in your jurisdiction).
Legal Notice:
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination.
When Annabel left college she had no idea what she would do with her life. For a while, she worked as a waitress in cheap bars and fast food stores. She served cold coffee to unkind and rude guests. The tip was small and the salary was poor. She worked overtime and wasn't paid for it. It was terrible. She was hopeless and exhausted.

She was trying to find better jobs. For a while, she also worked as a babysitter, but that lasted only temporarily, and the money was not enough to support herself and live a decent life.

That's why, when a friend who went on sick leave suggested that she take her place as a servant in the Mance house, Annabel gladly accepted.

At first, she was a bit skeptical.

Why would a rich man like Zach hire her?

Indeed, her friend Jacky wasn't any more qualified than her either, but she'd been working for Mr. Zach since she was eighteen. If she could remember well, her dad and Zach worked together on some project. They were some kind of business partners.

Plus Jacky was a real piece. She was so beautiful and breathtaking, with her plus-size curves and long, thick hair. She was a walking bombshell.

In addition, the salary was excellent, and Mr. Zach offered accommodation and food. 

She could save all the money she would earn and secure a better future for herself. It would be a great temporary way to earn good money.

She didn't know much about Mr. Zach at that time She knew that he was one of the richest men in the city and lived in a mansion. He had a personal service that included maids, cooks, servants, gardeners, butlers...

There were rumors that Mr. Zach had very unique sexual appetites and that he often used his servants to satisfy them, but at the end of the day, those were just rumors. 

Annabel didn’t really believe those stories.

This job was her solution to get out of her dead-end situation. She would only do it temporarily until she had enough money to secure a better future. Maybe she could open her café, bar, or something. She dreamed about having her café since she was a teenage girl. She wanted that so bad.

This job was an opportunity meant for her and she knew that she must accept it. At any cost. Even if those stories about Zach were true.

Truth be told, Zach was, a little older, but still a very handsome and attractive man. 

She wouldn’t hesitate much if he wanted some “special services” from her.

But she was never popular or hot. She was a skinny and unnoticeable girl, and she was sure that she wouldn’t bring up any attention. But, for the sake of her future, she agreed with herself to at least try.

After she sent her CV, she got an invitation to the interview. She was super nervous.

Before coming to the interview, she tried to get to know a little more about Zach Mance. She wanted to do her best to impress him, but she couldn’t find much information.

Zach acquired his empire in real estate. He was a man in his mid-forties who, despite his age, retained his charisma and good looks. He was considered a great gentleman, and he was the most desirable bachelor in town. Thus he never got married and some attributed it to the fact that he had some strange and very twisted perversions.

Annabel tried to appear in the interview in her best shape. She couldn’t change her skinny body and unremarkable face but she at least tried. She put on a black miniskirt and a white shirt. Under the shirt, she wore a push-up bra, so her small breasts appeared a little larger.  

She wanted to leave a decent and businesslike appearance, but still look sexy and a bit cheeky. She neatly combed her brown hair. She tried her best to be pleasant and casual during the conversation, but the trepidation was eating at her all the time. She was afraid of sounding stupid. She didn't want to mess this up. She needed this job, and she needed this money.

"Well Mrs Jones, perhaps you could tell me more about yourself. What is your biggest motivation for this job? Certainly, the money I am offering you is a decent sum. But you should know, I have specific requirements from my servants... in every aspect. If I hire you, I would ask you to go through some kind of hormonal therapy. You have potential, but we need to work on it."

He smiled and arched his eyebrows questioningly, watching Annabel's confused expression.

“Hormonal therapy?”

She looked at him in complete confusion.

“Yes”

He calmly answered.

“What kind of hormonal therapy? Excuse me, but...”

She was shocked but still very curious.

“It’s alright Annabel. You have the right to ask me that. You would go through hormonal therapy specially designed to increase your breast size and induce lactation. After a couple of weeks, your breasts will double, maybe even triple their size, and become full of milk. Then, you will be ready for service. You will get the status of “Hucow Annabel” and you will live with other Hucow girls in my mansion. 

You will be my servant and my slave, and I will have the right to use your body in every way I find appropriate, any time I find appropriate.”

Annabel felt like the room was spinning. His offer was tempting and crazy. She was thinking about his words, her future, and the money she was desperate to earn. She looked him straight in the eyes.

“Your daily chores will include being milked manually, and by milking machine, as well as being bred. I will perform breeding personally, by inserting my semen into your womb through vaginal penetration. During breeding and milking, I will have the right to restrain you, bondage you, or put a gag in your mouth.”

He smiled. He sounded so convincing and nonchalant.

"You can certainly try. If the conditions do not suit you, you can leave any time you want."

He looked straight into her eyes and smiled enigmatically.

"Although I have the impression that you will like it. You can start from next week. 

Bring your most basic things with you, and everything else will be provided."

This was so crazy.

“Do you agree?”

He gave her one more smile. He was irresistible.

“Yes”

Annabel answered with blushed cheeks, in a shaky voice. She really didn’t expect this. She didn’t even have time to think about it, but somehow, she knew that she had to agree. Something was attracting her to Zach so badly that she was unable to resist. Plus, she wanted that money.

She felt a strange excitement. She was unable to settle the whole week. She was unable to stop her brain from thinking.

Monday finally came.

At 8 a.m., Annabel took a taxi to the villa.

She rang the doorbell. The butler opened the door and graciously escorted Annabel to her room where she could unpack.

Very soon, she received a visit from a private doctor who checked on her, paying special attention to her breasts and nipples. He prescribed her a special medicine that she took every night, from that day on.

Two weeks after, sooner than expected, results of the therapy started showing – her boobs were large, swollen, and very painful. She had an impression that they were filling and becoming heavier every day, and that was indeed true. A few days later, drops of warm milk started showing on the pink and swollen skin of her nipples. The feeling was very odd and she longed for relief. She fantasized about Zach a lot, and she was very eager to start her service.

One bright morning, while Annabel was still sleeping, she heard footsteps and the opening of a metal lock. It was him.

Zach.

He looked very handsome, and at the same time quite commanding. He looked at her with a sharp look, carefully measuring every part of her body. Her enlarged and swollen breasts seemed to satisfy him very much, and Annabel tried not to look at his erection. She felt a little embarrassed, but at the same time eager to try that cock and feel him inside of her dripping-wet, fertile little pussy.

His voice was commanding and his face was serious, but his smile was quite devilish. Mischievous. He gripped Annabel’s boobs tightly, giving her mixed feelings of pleasure and pain. Her breasts were so swollen that even the slightest touch caused her pain, but it was good to feel a strong grip of his hands.

The pleasant feeling of his proximity and the sweet smell of the cologne made her whole body warm. His muscular arms were strong. He was much taller than her and very well-built. His closeness made her feel good.

Zach patiently checked on her boobs first. He was squeezing and pinching nipples, preparing her for milking. He was very meticulous about it. When the first drops started to leak, he squeezed even harder, and a rich and hot stream flowed from her. Zach looked very satisfied, and the bulge in his pants was becoming bigger.

“Now, we are going to pump you with the machine.”

He smiled and ordered his butler to bring the milking machine into the room. Meanwhile, he tied her hands and ankles so she couldn’t move. She was completely restrained and she hadn’t the right to complain. Annabel knew that Zach had a right to bondage her if he wanted to, and she agreed to it willingly.

But the tingling sensation in her still swollen breasts, along with tied hands and legs wasn’t comfortable at all. She felt so helpless like she
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