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Jennifer smoothed out the creases in her new uniform, tightened her long, black hair into a neat bun once more, and then opened the door, heading for the lobby.

This was her first day at work, and no matter how much she prepared and tried to make everything perfect, she still had the impression that she was going to mess up.

She applied for the Hucow Maid job through an ad. She never imagined that she would be chosen.

In truth, all her life she had huge, milky breasts that from time to time filled with huge amounts of milk and longed to be emptied.

Ever since she hit puberty, her breasts have developed at a tremendous rate and reached an incredible size. Soon after the age of 18, milk came, and often leaked from her sensitive, painful nipples, causing her quite a lot of problems.

When she saw online ads that a prominent rich man, Mr. Green, was looking for a maid to work in his private mansion and give her special training, she thought this could be it.

You see, Mark Green wasn't looking for an ordinary maid, but one with Hucow traits. He was looking for a maid with supernaturally sized, lactating breasts who would be willing to submit to all his training methods and whose milky body would serve as an object to satisfy his deepest lusts.

In return, he offered a rich monetary compensation as well as training that would allow reaching the maximum Hucow potential and take care of all the needs of his maid, which meant food, lodging, as well as regular milking and breeding.

Jennifer longed to stop hiding her large and fertile body. All her life she denied her needs and tried to be like other girls. She was shy and withdrawn because her massive attributes embarrassed her. She never dated guys because she was too insecure. She was convinced that they would make fun of her for being who she was.

She milked herself secretly and wore clothes that hid her massive body as much as possible.

She was tired of hiding. She just wanted to be herself. She wanted to be a big fertile Hucow girl with juicy breasts full of milk.

Although shy and withdrawn, she decided to apply when she saw Mr. Mark Green's ad.

Indeed, she did not believe that she would be selected, but when she received an email inviting her to an interview, she was more than delighted.

However, even then she did not believe that she would pass the short selection.

When Mr. Green's assistant, Peter, informed her that she got the job, Jennifer was in for a bit of a shock.

She packed her things in suitcases and told her family and friends that she was traveling abroad, and her dream seemed more and more like a reality.

Within a week, she was in a luxurious, modern villa, ready to start her first training session. Her heart was beating hard and waves of nervousness were swelling her chest.

She thought she looked funny in the black uniform with the white apron and lace, but Mr. Green specifically demanded that she wear it.

The skirt of the uniform was short, revealing her juicy, smooth thighs, clinging tightly to her curvaceous bottom.

The apron was bunched up over breasts that were ready to explode beneath the tight, clinging material.

This was all so strange and different from what she was used to. The clothes suddenly did not serve to cover up, but to highlight her lush curves as much as possible. And to highlight how - in her new uniform, Jennifer looked more than slutty and eager.

She eagerly awaited when her new master, Mark, would appear.

Beads of sweat slid down her hot skin, between the folds of her round breasts and juicy thighs.

When she heard the footsteps of shoes on the polished marble floor, she winced and straightened her posture. 

Mr. Green came to meet her with a serious and stern expression on his face.

He wore a suit of modern and elegant cut, and his thick, brown hair was neatly slicked back. His features were very beautiful, he was handsome and well built and any woman would be flattered by his attention. However, there was something stern and too serious about his demeanor, the way he spoke and gave orders to everyone around him.

Something that made the people he was surrounded by feel like his slaves. Mark Green simply submitted everyone, and not with money or status, but with her very appearance.

His deep and stern voice sent shivers down Jennifer's skin.

-I see you're ready.

She nodded affirmatively and answered as calmly as she could.

-Yes, sir.

That was it. Even though she didn't feel completely ready, she knew there was no going back now. She will become Mr. Green's milky Hucow maid and he will use her body in any way he wants. The thought made her nervous and excited at the same time.

- Excellent. Your training starts today. Please follow me to the room where we will do our daily training. You must obey my every order because remember well, I am your master now, and the master always knows what is best.

He weighed her with satisfaction, then continued:

- You have huge potential, I can see that. I hope you will be good and obedient, otherwise you know that you will suffer severe sanctions.

Jennifer nodded again and felt a new wave of heat wash over her body. She wanted to give herself completely to Mark, but at the same time, she was a little afraid.

She followed him to the training room, listening to the steady patter of his footsteps on the polished floor. Everything around her exuded luxury and opulence.

Mr. Green unlocked the door that led to a spacious, white room well equipped with milking machines as well as various stimulation and control aids.

There were several beds in the room as well as a chair with tie-down straps. All around there were shelves with a large number of whips, gags, nipple sensitizers, and anal and vaginal balls and beads.

The milking machines were neatly arranged by strength, numbered from 1 to 5.

Everything seemed very sterile and cold.

Mark closed the door behind him. He came closer to Jennifer and took a good look at her face and body. He ran his fingers over her swollen breasts and felt the skin of her tender nipples.

Jennifer moaned softly. It was the first time anyone touched her tities. She felt incredibly excited. A few hot drops of milk trickled out of her.

Mr. Green smiled with satisfaction.

- Looks like you're full of milk. How about emptying you?

Jennifer blushed. She looked at him shyly, and when their eyes met she felt a wave of embarrassment wash over her. She still felt terribly insecure about her body, and the thought that her breasts would soon be milked and used by her strict and demanding master made her want to sink into the ground in shame.

She nodded uncertainly and tried to hide how uncomfortable she really was.

- Good. But first, you would have to learn some basic rules. The first rule is that I am your master and that your body belongs to me. So I can use your juicy udders however I want. You are obliged to accept any method your master deems necessary. Do you understand?

Jennifer nodded again.

Mark spoke to her in a sharp voice.

-The second rule is that you answer questions exclusively with "yes sir" or "no sir" and that you speak only when you are allowed to do so. So, did you understand?

Jennifer felt her whole body tremble.

-Yes, sir.

She said, her voice shaking with nervousness.

Mark now cupped her breasts with both hands and began to squeeze them. A little more milk trickled out.

- Now I want you to take off your uniform and get down on your knees.

He gently ran his fingers over her collarbones and neck and kissed her behind the ear. Her skin was soft and warm.

- I will teach you how to be a good cow.

Jennifer undressed and knelt on the cold floor of the room.

- And do you know what every real cow must have?

Almost dazed by the strong rush of adrenaline, she shrugged her shoulders. Then she felt a sharp blow across her buttocks. Mark whipped her.

- How did we say to answer questions?

His stern voice sent shivers through her entire body. The slap across the bare skin of her soft, big butt made her wet. She suddenly felt much freer. The feeling of letting go was good. She wanted to please Mr. Green.

-No, sir.

She said it in a more confident voice and felt her pussy getting wet and swollen.

- I'm afraid you're going to have to get a few punches for her to learn this lesson well.

Mark then knelt next to her and hung a metal bell with a string around her neck.

- Every good cow must have her collar. And now let's make sure you remember this well.

Clinging her neck tightly with the leash as she knelt on all fours, she felt the black, leather whip dig into her soft skin leaving red marks. One, two, three, four, five.

She moaned loudly with each stroke wanting to give herself completely to Mr. Green. She wanted him to use her massive, juicy body full of milk. She will be his good and obedient fertile cow.

After he was done with the whipping, Mark tied her breasts with a tight rope. He wanted to ensure maximum stimulation. He attached plastic vacuum pumps to her nipples, which he previously pinched until they became hard and painful.

-Now you're ready.

He announced with satisfaction and then started the machine that squeezed her hard and extracted
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