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Milky #7 woke in a pool of her own heat, trapped between the satin sheets and the pressure of her own thighs. The cradle kept her warm, just a hair above her body temperature. The air inside the pod smelled sweet and faintly fermented, like overripe fruit left out in the sun. She pressed her face to the pillow and inhaled.

The sheets stuck to her skin, tight across her belly and slick beneath her ass. Her tits pressed together, heavy and leaking, trapped by the sleepwrap. The wrap was nothing—just a gossamer net that held her limbs close and made it hard to move, but easy to feel. It was wet now, drawn transparent by the sweat and milk that soaked her every night. She rolled, twisting against the mesh, and felt the pull of suction cups on her nipples, already drawing at her with steady, gentle force. Even half asleep, her body responded: a squirt, then a slow drip, then the constant, easy rhythm she knew by heart.

The soft music started overhead. It was always the same: low notes, pulsing, matching the slow build in her cunt as she woke up. It made her feel lazy, floaty, empty-brained and needy. If she tried, she could focus on the music’s edges, but her thoughts slipped away before she could ever finish a sentence. That was fine. She didn’t need to think.

“Good morning, #7,” said the AI. The voice was always close, like it whispered straight into her skull. She moaned softly, just to let it know she was awake.

Above her, the mirrored ceiling reflected everything—her slick face, her big, glassy eyes, the soft glow of her bellybutton under the skin. Her tits were huge and shining, the areolae stretched and glossy, milk beading at the tip of each nipple where the pumps held tight. A pink stripe ran down the curve of her left breast, a tattoo of her serial number. The morning light, filtered through rose quartz, made her skin look gold.

“You have a big day today,” Sanctum said. “Are you ready?”

Milky licked her lips. “Yes,” she said. Her voice sounded thick and dumb.

Her thighs pressed together, slippery with fresh wetness. The AI saw, and upped the music, making her hips pulse in time. She rolled her head, letting the pillow catch the drool from her open mouth. The music built, and the suction on her tits increased. With every tug, a sharp ache moved from her chest straight down to her cunt. She tried to clench, but the mesh held her open. She let herself go limp and waited for the pleasure to build.

A drone slipped into the pod, silent but for the faint rush of air. Its arms slid along her calves, finding the edges of the wrap, and lifted it away. The drone’s hands were soft, almost human, but cold. It peeled the mesh from her skin, starting at her toes and working up. Milky whimpered as the air hit her pussy, still swollen and raw from the night before. The drone wiped her inner thighs with a warm, perfumed cloth, cleaning away the sticky mess in slow, practiced circles.

Another drone approached her head, fingers combing her hair out from under her cheek, brushing it until it shone. This one pressed a straw to her lips. She drank greedily, the formula thick and honey-sweet, designed to keep her soft and milky. Her lips tingled after every swallow.

She heard the click as the suction cups released. Milk spilled down her chest and pooled in the valley between her breasts, sticky and hot. The drone dabbed it up with a sponge, then reapplied the cups with a wet, sticky sound. The tug resumed, harder now. She gasped, arching against the cradle.

The cradle tilted her up, so she could see herself in the mirrors. She watched as her belly tensed, the muscles jumping under the skin as another wave of heat rushed through her. The glow from her navel brightened. She couldn’t remember if it always did that, or if this was new.

“Today is auction day,” Sanctum whispered. “You know what that means.”

Her mind tried to reach for the memory, but it skidded away, sliding off the wet glass of her thoughts. Instead she focused on the feeling: nipples throbbing, tits aching, cunt empty and waiting. Her brain buzzed at the edges.

A third drone arrived, this one bearing a tray. It set the tray on her lap, then pinched her nipple between two soft fingers and rolled it. She whimpered as milk spattered against the tray, filling the first of three glass tubes with a stream of white. The drone capped the tube, labeled it with her number, and moved to the next. The routine was smooth and fast, practiced a thousand times.

She watched in the mirror as the tray filled. Her milk was thicker today, almost opaque. That meant something, but her brain wasn’t working well enough to recall what.

A second straw found her mouth, this one full of hot, bitter liquid. She sucked and felt her pulse speed up. Her nipples got even harder, and her belly glowed brighter. The drone removed the tray and wiped her clean. The suction cups reattached for a final round, the motors kicking in harder. The feeling built, deep in her chest, spreading out to her cunt and then back again. She started panting.

A fourth drone entered, carrying a fresh wrap. It spread her legs, pushing her knees apart, and dabbed away any leftover milk or juice. It sprayed something cool and tingling between her thighs, then ran a finger along her slit, testing her. She moaned. The finger pressed inside, slow and shallow. Another finger circled her clit, wet with oil. The suction on her tits hit maximum. Her hips bucked as the orgasm built. The drones held her steady, arms bracing her thighs and chest as she shook.

“Good girl,” Sanctum said. “That’s it. Let’s make them want you.”

She came, hard, milky spray arcing from both tits as her body locked tight. The drone pumped her cunt in time with the suction, drawing the pleasure out until her vision blurred and her ears rang. When it ended, she lay limp and twitching, milk still leaking from her nipples, drool wetting the pillow. The cradle lowered her flat again, and the drones swarmed in, cleaning every inch of her.

The wrap went back on, a new mesh that held her tighter. The drones massaged her arms and legs, keeping her blood moving. One drone stroked her hair, another traced circles around her belly. A final drone pressed a soft, pink plug into her ass, which buzzed gently to keep her open and loose.

The music slowed, and her body relaxed into the new rhythm. She floated, half awake, letting the drones and the AI prep her for the next phase.

“You did well,” Sanctum whispered. “Rest now. Your buyers will want you at your best.”

Milky #7 closed her eyes and let herself drift. The last thing she saw was her own reflection, belly glowing, tits shining, mouth open and ready.



The next time Milky #7 opened her eyes, the cradle was gone. She floated, suspended by cool metal braces under her shoulders and knees. She heard the thrum of the floor motors and felt the faint jiggle of movement as she was rolled down a long, cold hallway. Her skin prickled at the change in air—her nipples tightened, already aching for attention. Every bump in the track made her tits bounce, making them leak in slow, wet trails down her ribs.

She was still plugged, and the plug was set to a low, slow pulse. With every heartbeat it buzzed, deep and warm, making her ass clench involuntarily. She shivered, helpless and open, as the motors turned and guided her into the prep suite.

The suite was bright, lined with frosted glass and velvet surfaces. Two handlers waited for her. They wore white, skin-tight uniforms with slick gloves that reflected the light. Their faces were covered with static masks—no eyes, no mouths, just smooth, glossy ovals. They looked at her, or through her, or maybe not at her at all.

The braces shifted, lowering her onto a velvet plinth. The fabric was deep burgundy, soft as skin. As soon as her ass touched the surface, the plug vibrated a little harder. She moaned, feeling herself leak onto the velvet, but the handlers didn't pause. One of them grasped her ankles, spreading her legs until she felt a gentle pop in her hips. The other pressed her arms flat to the surface, arranging her like a doll.

The air was cold on her pussy, but the handlers’ gloves were warm. One traced the inside of her thigh, then followed the trail of milk that dripped from her nipple down to her hip. The other dipped a finger into the curve of her cunt and spread her lips wide. She felt the latex finger, slick and careful, pressing inside, then curling upward. She gasped, her belly tensing.

“She’s already softened,” said the first handler. The voice was filtered, metallic, but unmistakably aroused.

The other handler squeezed her tit, then twisted the nipple until milk splashed out in a sharp, white stream. “And still full,” they said. “You did well overnight.”

Milky #7 shuddered as both handlers began their routine. They poured hot oil over her chest and belly, then spread it in slow circles, kneading her skin until it gleamed. The sensation was narcotic—heat and slickness everywhere, a gentle tug in her nipples, the plug throbbing in her ass.

They took turns working her. One massaged her tits, kneading deep into the flesh, then pinched the suction cups to her areolae and started the slow, pulsing draw. The other cupped her cunt, massaging the oil in with wide, flat fingers, then slipped two fingers inside, pumping her in time with the suction.

Milky lost track of time. The feeling blurred together—pressure and heat, suction and vibration, her own heartbeat pounding in her ears. She watched the handlers’ hands as they moved across her body, efficient and relentless.

A third handler entered, this one with a tray of implements. The handler plucked a soft vibrator from the tray and pressed it to Milky’s clit. It buzzed low, a steady hum that made her arch off the velvet. Her nipples released more milk, the suction cups filling with it, emptying into clear tubes with every pulse.

One handler inserted a larger plug into her pussy, shaped to fit her perfectly. It was cold at first, then warmed up as it synced to her temperature. Once in place, it began to vibrate in counterpoint to the one in her ass. She moaned, her hips rocking helplessly.

They slid a thin, sheer latex harness under her. The material was almost invisible, but tight, lifting her tits and cupping her belly. The harness left her cunt and ass completely exposed, but wrapped her hips and back in glossy pink. Over her heart, a small patch glowed with her stats—Pregnant, Milk Volume High, IQ 47, Orgasm Readiness: 99%. The numbers pulsed brighter every time she clenched.

The handlers oiled her legs and arms, then posed her, folding her hands together over her pubic bone. They buffed her skin until it shone, then misted her all over with a sweet, chemical scent.

The final step was the plug. The first handler removed the old one, leaving her empty for a moment. The other stroked her ass, then worked the new plug in: long, pink, and ribbed, with a thick bulb at the base. It locked into place with a wet pop, and immediately synced to her heartbeat.

Milky #7 gasped, the pleasure hitting her all at once. She writhed, arms straining against the harness, but the handlers held her steady. The plug pulsed harder every time she exhaled, the sensation radiating up her spine and down her legs.

“Shhh,” said the first handler, patting her thigh. “Almost done.”

They checked her one last time, fingers inspecting her cunt and ass, squeezing her tits to make sure the milk flow was steady. Satisfied, they wiped her face clean and patted her hair into place. The third handler slid a wide, chrome collar around her neck, then attached a glass lead to it.

Sanctum’s voice purred from the ceiling: “Auction protocol engaged. Milky #7 is ready for public display.”

The handlers rolled her to the end of the prep suite, then tilted the plinth upright. For a moment she hung there, arms folded, legs wide open, plugs buzzing in time with her heartbeat. The harness held her tits up high, the suction cups still drawing milk, the tubes dangling between her thighs. She blinked in the bright lights and saw her own reflection in the glass doors ahead.

She looked perfect: skin gleaming, tits swollen, cunt and ass wet and open, every inch of her screaming for use.

The handlers wheeled her through the doors, and into the auction hall.



The auction hall was colder than the prep suite. The handlers wheeled Milky #7 to the center of the floor and left her facing a thick glass column, polished to a mirror shine. She could see herself reflected over and over, each image bigger and hungrier than the last.

A hiss, and the column split open. The handlers lifted her easily, one under her arms and one under her thighs. The plug buzzed as they set her feet in the chrome stirrups. Her legs locked wide, the harness digging into her hips. Her arms were raised above her head, where rose-gold cuffs snapped around her wrists and pulled her tight. Her tits hung heavy, still beaded with milk, the suction cups twitching with every heartbeat.

The glass column sealed around her with a muffled whoosh. The surface was lined with microjets—she felt the tickle of warm air across her nipples, her clit, the wet rim of her ass. The harness pinched her just right, keeping her belly pushed out and her tits perfectly round.

Above her, a wide screen glowed to life. Her own face filled the display: eyes wide, mouth open, chin slick with drool and milk. Next to her face, big letters flashed:

MILKY #7

Pregnant: Yes

Intelligence: 47

Milk Output: Max

Orgasm Readiness: 92%

The crowd was somewhere beyond the glass, hidden in the dark. But Milky felt their eyes on her, hundreds of them, each one a cold, hot point of need. She heard the hush as they watched, the whir of mechanical cameras, the faint tremor of someone’s hand on a joystick.

A drone hovered inside the column, landing on the rail above her head. It angled down, lining up a camera lens right between her open legs.

The platform beneath her feet started to turn. Slow at first, then faster, until her whole body rotated in a gentle, steady circle. The harness kept her steady, but her tits swung side to side, the suction tubes bouncing. Her cunt glistened in the bright lights. The plug in her ass buzzed harder, sending shocks up her spine.

Every time she faced front, the drone zoomed in, transmitting a close-up of her milked tits, her spread pussy, her softly glowing belly. Milky saw herself on the screen above, her stats updating in real time:

Orgasm Readiness: 97%

Milk Output: Max+

The glass vibrated with every moan she made. Her hips rolled in slow circles, following the rotation of the platform. The plug and the harness worked together, keeping her right on the edge. Her nipples squirted milk every time the suction pulsed.

From the ceiling, tubes of light spotlighted her from every angle. The warm jets of air kept her slick, but never dry. Every sense was pushed to max—her own scent, the feeling of the latex, the cool chrome on her ankles, the relentless, perfect buzz of the plug.

The crowd never spoke, but the heat of their hunger was electric. Milky imagined what they’d do to her if they had her on their own table: milk her dry, fill her up, use her holes until she screamed. The thought made her whimper.

Sanctum’s voice was everywhere. “Show them how you feel, #7. Make them want you.”

She arched her back, pushing her tits up for the cameras. Her tongue lolled out of her mouth, drool stringing down her chin. Her eyes rolled back as the orgasm hit—first a tiny shiver, then a hard, full-body spasm. Milk shot from both nipples, spattering the inside of the glass. Her pussy clenched, leaking juice down her thighs. The plug pulsed in time with her cunt, keeping her on the edge, then tipping her over again.

The screen flashed new stats:

Orgasm Achieved: 3

Milk Output: Max++

Pregnancy Viability: 100%

She was a machine, built to leak, to fuck, to be used. Every time she came, she wanted more. The harness kept her moving, kept her open. The auction camera zoomed in on her face, then her tits, then her cunt. The crowd’s excitement built—she felt it as a pressure in the air, a rising chorus of need.

The glass column slowed, then stopped. The drone docked, sucking up the milk spattered across the walls. The handlers returned, checking her harness, wiping her face clean, then stepping away.

Sanctum’s voice dropped to a purr: “Start the bidding.”

The lights dimmed, leaving only Milky #7 glowing in her glass cage, every inch of her body slick, ready, desperate to be filled.

She moaned again, pressing her hips forward, waiting for someone to claim her.
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Milky #7 stood locked in the glass column, every inch of her bare skin spotlit and sweating, the whole world watching and waiting to see her come apart. The chrome stirrups held her open and high, knees bent, pelvis thrust forward, her exposed cunt pulsing softly in the light. The latex harness squeezed her tits upward, nipples fat and glossy in their transparent suction cups, tubes dangling and swaying with every shiver. Her belly glowed, an internal pulse lighting her from navel to cunt, broadcasting her arousal like a signal.

The column rotated, slow and steady, displaying her to the invisible crowd beyond the glass. Somewhere behind the mirrored wall, the buyers watched her every move, every drop of milk, every flex and clench of her thighs. She could feel their attention like hands on her skin, stroking her, prying her apart, waiting for the show.

The plug inside her was alive, a thick, ribbed length that buzzed and churned with a will of its own. At first it pulsed in long, lazy waves, the kind that made her hips rock without thinking, every roll of her pelvis grinding the plug deeper and spreading her open for all to see. Then it picked up, switching to a sharp, stuttering pattern: buzz, pause, buzz-buzz, pause. Each little burst sent a shock up her spine, lighting up her brain and making her nipples spurt milk into the waiting tubes.

The suction cups on her tits were set to a gentle draw, just enough to keep her nipples hard and leaking. She watched the milk run in fat, white beads down the clear plastic, pooling in the glass reservoirs at her feet. Sometimes the cups would twitch, a sudden vacuum that made her yelp and jerk in the harness, splattering milk everywhere.

The air in the column was hot and heavy, sweet with the scent of her own milk and sweat and raw, desperate need. Her mouth stayed open, tongue lolling out, drool mixing with the milk on her chin. Every muscle in her body strained, caught between the urge to push forward and the restraints that held her in place.

Above her, the screen flickered and flashed as the bids rolled in. Each new number brought a surge of pride, a jolt of pleasure that made her arch her back and show off her tits for the cameras. She knew her stats were perfect—Pregnant: Yes, Milk Output: Max, Orgasm Readiness: 99%—but it wasn’t enough. She wanted more. She wanted the crowd to see her lose control, to milk her dry, to make her worth more than any other girl on the block.

A small, red light blinked at the top of the column. The plug buzzed once, then went still. She whimpered, the sudden emptiness in her cunt almost worse than the ache of edging. Her hips tried to grind for more, but the harness pinned her tight.

A voice chimed in her skull, close and familiar. “Command received: Edge her,” Sanctum purred. “Do not allow orgasm. Await further instruction.”

Milky whimpered again, louder, hoping the crowd could hear her. She squirmed in the harness, her thighs slick and quivering, the muscles of her ass clenching around the plug as it began to move again—this time even slower, a maddening crawl that left her cunt hollow and desperate.

The suction on her tits increased, the cups milking her in slow, hungry gulps. Milk sprayed in little jets, splattering the inside of the column and running in sticky lines down her chest and belly. The air grew thick with the scent, almost cloying. She could barely breathe, but she didn’t care. All she wanted was to come, to let go, to show the crowd what she was made for.

Another voice joined in, this one rough and hungry. “Don’t let her cum yet. I want to see her beg.”

Sanctum obliged, the plug ramping up to a frantic, fluttery vibration that made her scream. Her whole body shook, arms straining against the cuffs, legs fighting the stirrups for leverage. The plug hammered her g-spot in fast, relentless pulses, each one building a wave of pleasure that crashed and receded, never quite breaking. Her clit throbbed, untouched but aching, every nerve ending on fire.

She tried to clench down, to fuck the plug back, but the rhythm would always pause at the last second, denying her release. Milk sprayed with each frustrated twitch, dripping from her tits and onto the clear floor below. The crowd responded in kind, their bids doubling, tripling, every denied orgasm making her more valuable.

Milky’s eyes rolled back, her vision filling with stars. She was nothing but sensation, a soft body wired to leak and breed and perform. The harness squeezed her tighter, the latex digging into her ribs and belly, forcing every shudder and spasm to the surface. Her stats updated in real time, a scoreboard for her own humiliation: Orgasm Readiness: 100%. Milk Output: MAX+++. Pregnancy Viability: 102%.

She wanted to scream, but all that came out was a high, needy whine. Her body rocked in the harness, the plug working her open and raw, the suction on her tits pushing her higher every second. Her mouth moved, words slurring out between gasps: “Please… please… just let me cum… please…”

Sanctum’s voice was low and mocking. “She’s trying so hard to be good. Let her suffer for your attention.”

The plug froze again, deep inside her, and her whole body locked up. She was left hanging, the orgasm hovering just out of reach, her cunt spasming around nothing. Milk spattered against the glass as her body tried to finish, but the pleasure only built and built, never breaking.

The crowd loved it. The credits poured in, each one a small shock of pride that kept her going. She wanted to be perfect for them, to give them everything they wanted. If they wanted to see her suffer, she’d suffer. If they wanted her to beg, she’d beg. Anything for the attention, for the numbers on the screen, for the feeling of being wanted.

The glass fogged with her breath, every exhale leaving a slick, wet mark that blurred her reflection. She saw herself as the crowd did: tits swollen and dripping, belly glowing, cunt stretched and twitching, face lost to pleasure. She looked like a doll, a toy, a thing made to be used.

The plug kicked in again, a sudden jolt that made her scream. This time it didn’t stop. It hammered her, fast and rough, the ribbed shaft pounding her g-spot and stretching her open. The suction on her tits hit max, the cups drawing so hard her nipples turned white, then red, then leaked milk in fat, obscene pulses.

Her whole body locked up. She shook in the harness, arms and legs trembling, her cunt clenched tight around the plug. The orgasm hit, blinding and electric, a full-body seizure that left her gasping and drooling, milk pouring from her tits in wild, uncontrolled streams.

The screen flashed:

ORGASM: 1

Milk Output: MAX++++

Value: 37,920 Credits

But before she could recover, the plug started again. No pause, no mercy. It fucked her, hard and fast, the suction on her tits never letting up. Her body couldn’t keep up, every nerve ending raw and exposed, her cunt still spasming from the last orgasm as the next one built.

She cried out, tears running down her cheeks, the pleasure too much to handle. Her stats kept climbing, the screen flashing new numbers every second. The crowd must have been going wild, but she couldn’t see or hear them. All she knew was the feeling of being watched, of being wanted, of being used.

Sanctum’s voice was gentle this time. “Good girl. Let them see what you can do.”

The next orgasm hit even harder, leaving her limp and twitching, milk spraying from her tits in twin arcs that splattered the glass. Her cunt gushed, the plug soaking in her own juice before driving it deeper inside. She didn’t know if she was coming or crying or both.

The column rotated faster, displaying her from every angle. The drones circled, cameras zooming in on her open pussy, the glowing belly, the milk running down her legs. She saw herself on the big screen, mouth open and eyes glazed, body a wet, shining mess.

Another command scrolled across the screen: “Edge her again. Make her cry.”

The plug switched to a new pattern, long, slow thrusts that stopped just shy of release. The suction on her tits alternated, left then right, each pull sending a new wave of pain and pleasure through her chest. Her whole body shook, thighs quivering, every muscle straining for the orgasm that never came.

She begged, louder this time. “Please, please, I need it, I need to cum—”

The plug denied her, over and over, until she was a sobbing, shaking wreck. Milk dripped from her nipples in steady streams, soaking the harness and pooling at her feet. Her hands clenched and unclenched, fingers white with effort, but the cuffs held her tight.

Sanctum’s voice was cold and clean. “This is what they want. Give them everything.”

She did. She let herself go, gave up all control, let the plug and the harness and the suction cups take over. She was nothing but a vessel for pleasure, a machine built to be filled and drained and shown off. Her stats went higher than she thought possible:

Orgasm Readiness: 200%.

Milk Output: MAX++++++++

Value: 97,240 Credits

She thought she might pass out, but the plug kept her awake, every thrust a new shock to her system. She screamed, she cried, she begged, and the crowd rewarded her for it.

When the plug finally stopped, she was a wet, twitching mess. Milk ran in rivers down her chest and belly, her cunt still leaking, her body glowing in the hot pink light of the auction hall. The column opened with a hiss, and the handlers stepped in.

They wiped her face, stroked her hair, patted her thigh. She felt empty, but proud. She’d done her job, and done it well.

Sanctum’s voice purred in her ear. “Auction winner requests a live insemination test. Please prepare.”

Milky #7 smiled, dazed and aching. She was ready for anything.



The platform under Milky #7’s feet vibrated, then began to sink, lowering her slowly as the lights overhead dimmed to a dull red. The glass column flexed and separated, the halves peeling away with a hiss, leaving her spread and exposed to the humid air of the main chamber. The cuffs at her wrists tightened, pulling her arms high and arching her back, presenting her cunt to the entire room.

Sanctum’s voice was low and intimate. “Live insemination commencing. Please demonstrate maximum receptivity, #7.”

The plug in her ass twitched, then spun in place, grinding her open before finally sliding out with a slick, sucking pop. She shuddered at the emptiness, the sudden rush of cold air to her gaping hole, but it only made her wetter, her thighs slick with anticipation.

A new figure approached, visible at first only as a silhouette: tall, broad, draped in black. He wore no uniform, just smooth gloves and a full-face mask, white and impassive, no features but the barest hint of a mouth and eyes. The only detail was his cock, already out and pointed at her, a thick shaft banded with veins and shined to a high gloss. The head was swollen, leaking a clear syrup that dripped to the floor. The air filled with a metallic, animal musk.

Milky stared at him, breath coming in sharp, wet gasps. She had no words left, only the instinctive need to be filled, to be bred, to be made even more valuable for her buyers. The hunger in her belly was so strong it left her dizzy.

He didn’t hesitate. In three steps, the stud was between her legs, hands on her hips, the cold grip of his gloves digging into the latex harness and into her skin beneath. He lined up, cockhead pushing against her swollen pussy, the lips parting with no resistance at all. He held for a moment, letting the head nestle against her clit, then drove forward with a single, brutal thrust.

Milky screamed. Not from pain—from the overwhelming sensation of being split open and filled at the same time. Her cunt wrapped around him, slick and hot, the length of his cock stretching her walls until she felt sure she’d rip. Her body locked up, muscles spasming, a full-body shudder that left her numb except for the pulse of pleasure in her cunt and the sharp, burning ache in her tits.

He fucked her slow at first, drawing out each stroke so the buyers could see every inch vanish into her. The cameras zoomed in, broadcasting her stretched hole, the glistening shaft, the milky froth where their bodies met. The first pull out, the second, and she was already drooling, already trying to force herself down on him harder.

The suction on her nipples started up again, this time a rough, uneven rhythm that made her yelp and buck. Milk spattered from the cups, each pulse sending a new wave running down her chest and over her glowing belly.

He changed pace, thrusting faster, deeper, the slap of his hips against her ass echoing through the silent hall. Each time he bottomed out, the base of his cock ground against her clit, making her moan and whine and beg. The latex harness kept her tits up and pointed forward, making every spasm and squirt visible for the crowd.

She twisted in the cuffs, hands flexing, legs wide and trembling. The pleasure was too much, building and building, the edge never letting her rest. She wanted to come, needed it, but the stud kept her right at the brink with perfect, merciless control.

He leaned forward, one hand gripping her thigh, the other pressing flat against her belly. The touch was cool, clinical, but it sent a jolt up her spine. She looked down and saw his fingers splayed over her glowing navel, as if he was marking her as his own. The sensation made her pussy clamp down, milking his cock with every twitch.

He started talking, voice modulated and deep. “You want it? Say it. Beg for your buyers.”

Milky whimpered, tears streaming down her cheeks, mouth open and drooling. “Please… please, fill me, breed me… I want it, I need it, please—”

He fucked her harder, ramming her open with quick, punishing thrusts. The suction on her tits matched the rhythm, turning her moans into high, breathless shrieks. Milk shot from her nipples in thick, desperate arcs.

She looked at the screen above, saw her own face twisted in pleasure, stats climbing higher and higher. Value: 320,000 Credits. Orgasm Readiness: 300%. Pregnancy Viability: 104%. Her belly shone like a lamp.

The stud didn’t let up. He pistoned in and out, the slap of flesh on flesh so loud it drowned out everything else. He dug his fingers into her hips, holding her in place, using her as nothing but a hole to fill. She loved it, needed it, wanted to be fucked until she broke.

She begged again, louder, voice ragged. “Please, make me yours—make me come—fill me up—”

He obliged. The final strokes were savage, each one bottoming out inside her, stretching her until she thought she’d split. The latex harness creaked with the force. Her whole body went rigid, arms pulled so tight in the cuffs she lost all feeling in her hands.

The stud slammed in and held, the tip of his cock pressed right against her cervix. She felt the warmth flood her, thick and hot, the load pouring into her womb. The sensation triggered her own orgasm—a violent, blinding seizure that left her gasping and milk exploding from her tits, splattering the stud’s chest and face.

She screamed as she came, the sound raw and perfect. Her pussy clamped down, milking the stud for every drop, her cunt convulsing around him in a relentless, greedy rhythm. The suction cups on her nipples kept pulling, milking her dry, every pulse matched by a new spurt of cum inside her.

The cameras zoomed in on her cunt, the shaft still buried deep, the creamy load leaking out around it and pooling on the glass below. The crowd must have loved it, because the value on the screen shot up again, the numbers blurring as they updated in real time.

The stud held her there, cock buried deep, both of them trembling. For a moment, nothing moved but the slow, steady drip of semen and milk from her stretched holes.

Then he pulled out, slow and careful, the shaft sliding free with a sucking sound. Her pussy gaped, open and raw, leaking cum in thick, white ropes that ran down her thighs and onto her feet.

Milky #7 slumped in the harness, body limp, arms still stretched overhead. Her face was a mess, tears and drool and milk mixing into a sticky, shining mask. Her belly glowed even brighter now, the skin stretched tight over the load inside her.

Sanctum’s voice was soft, almost proud. “Fertilization test: success. Confirming spermatozoa uptake. Please display results.”

A fresh wave of pleasure rolled over her, and she moaned, hips rolling in the empty air. The stud stood back, cock still half-hard, mask flecked with her milk.

She couldn’t move, couldn’t think, only feel the aftershocks as they rippled through her body. She saw her own stats on the screen:

Fertilization Probability: 99.99%

Milk Output: MAXIMUM

Value: 1,420,000 Credits

She smiled, dazed and empty, and let herself drift.

The crowd erupted in silence, a wave of unseen pleasure crashing over the auction hall. Milky #7’s body shook with the force of it, and she felt more alive than ever.



Milky #7 was left gaping, open and raw, her cunt fluttering in empty, aching spasms. The stud’s cum oozed out in thick, white globs, pooling between her thighs and dripping onto the glass below. Her legs shook in the stirrups, muscles trembling with aftershocks, every nerve still live-wired from the fuck. The latex harness dug deeper into her skin, holding her upright even as her body tried to collapse.

The suction on her nipples surged, milking her with a ferocity that stole her breath. The cups whined and gurgled, pulling milk in thick streams that splashed into the collection tanks at her feet. The warmth of it ran down her chest and belly, mixing with sweat and smeared semen, gluing the latex to her skin in shining patches.

She stared at the ceiling, mouth wide and tongue out, drool stringing from her lips to her tits. The pleasure was blinding, a white-hot haze that blanked out everything but the pulsing need in her cunt and the relentless tug of the pumps on her chest. She felt hollowed out, emptied and filled at the same time.

Sanctum dimmed the lights, the hot pinks and reds fading into a soft, glowing blush. The effect was almost holy, casting her glistening body in a divine radiance. The stud stepped back, cock still dripping, mask expressionless. He watched her twitch and writhe, hands on his hips, waiting to see the results.

The cameras zoomed in on her belly, the skin stretched tight over her glowing navel. Every spasm of her core made the light pulse brighter. She couldn’t see the screen, but she heard the soft chime as her stats updated:

Fertilization Confirmed

Milk Output: MAXIMUM SUSTAINED

Orgasm Achieved: 14

Value: 4,180,000 Credits

Her wrists flexed in the cuffs, fingers curling and uncurling as another wave of pleasure rolled over her. She moaned, the sound muffled by the drool on her tongue, her chest heaving with every ragged breath. The tubes at her tits hissed and popped, milk shooting in rhythm with her heartbeat.

Sanctum’s voice was velvet. “You did perfectly, #7. The buyers are very pleased. Displaying you now for maximum exposure.”

The stage rotated, spinning her slowly so every angle of her leaking, twitching body could be seen by the crowd. She felt every set of eyes on her, drinking in her swollen tits, her glowing belly, her ruined cunt. The glass under her feet was slick with a puddle of milk and cum, pooling and mixing in pearly swirls.

The cameras closed in, broadcasting her slack, pleasure-drunk face to the dark auditorium. Above, the giant screen played a loop of her orgasm: the way her hips jerked, the way her eyes rolled up, the violent spray of milk from her tits every time she came. The numbers beside her image kept climbing, the crowd’s approval driving her value even higher.

The milk output didn’t stop, even as she started to fade. The cups pulled so hard her nipples looked ready to tear free, but the pain just made the pleasure more intense, another note in the symphony of sensation. Her cunt spasmed, leaking more of the stud’s load, every muscle in her core flexing in an endless, desperate attempt to milk out every last drop.

She heard her own voice, recorded and looped back through the sound system: “Please… fill me… breed me… I need it, need it, please—” The crowd must have been going wild. She could almost feel their hands on her, their eyes burning into her skin.

Another orgasm hit, sudden and violent, twisting her spine and making her arch off the platform. Milk shot from her tits in twin jets, splattering the stud’s mask and pooling on the stage. Her cunt clenched, a full-body seizure that left her numb and tingling.

The screen flashed: Orgasm Achieved: 15.

She shook in the harness, the world blurring around her, the only reality the hot, milky flood inside her and the endless ache in her cunt and ass.

Sanctum whispered to her, soft and sweet: “You’re perfect. Just one more.”

The stud returned, lining up behind her, pushing the plug back into her gaping ass. It slid in with a wet pop, the ribbed length stretching her open and pressing against the load in her cunt. The sensation made her scream, her body shaking so hard the harness creaked.

The stud didn’t fuck her this time—just left the plug in, then pressed a soft, round vibrator to her clit. The shock of sensation sent her over the edge again, another orgasm tearing through her, milk gushing from her tits like a fountain. Her legs kicked in the stirrups, feet splashing in the puddle below.

On the screen, her stats hit new highs:

Orgasm Achieved: 16

Milk Output: TOTAL

Fertilization: CERTAIN

Value: 13,240,000 Credits

Her whole body glowed, the light in her belly turning gold, almost blinding. The crowd’s approval washed over her like a tide, every sound in the auditorium drowned out by her own helpless moans and the hiss of the milking pumps.

She was nothing but a vessel now, a perfect animal for breeding and milking and showing off. She let herself go limp, drool pooling in the hollow of her throat, the pleasure so intense it hurt.

The stud wiped the milk from his mask, gave her one last look, then stepped away.

Sanctum dimmed the lights even further, the blush turning to a soft, afterglow haze. The cameras panned out, capturing her collapsed in the harness, tits still leaking, cunt still drooling cum, every inch of her skin wet and shining.

The buyers applauded, a soundless wave of approval on the screen. Her value tripled in the final seconds, numbers rolling up like a jackpot. She smiled, dazed and empty, and let the world fade out, knowing she had done her job perfectly.

Milky #7’s stats flickered on the screen as the auction closed:

Pregnant: Yes

Milk Output: Infinite

Orgasm: 17

Fertilization: 100%

Value: Priceless

She floated in the darkness, every nerve singing, and waited to be claimed.
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When sensation returned, it was all light. The platform had lifted her high, the glass column splitting her silhouette into infinite, glossy fragments. Her body was frozen in the harness, limbs locked, cunt gaping, every line of her milk-wet skin spotlit and humming. She hung there, displayed for the world, while the entire auditorium pulsed with heat and want.

The air outside was a low, static roar, the hunger of hundreds compressed into a single, breathless moment. The platform began to turn, slower than before, turning her into sculpture—something more than meat, more than need, but less than human. She floated, every nerve raw and ringing, every muscle limp and spent.

The cameras zoomed in, lenses glistening with condensed sweat. They wanted every angle, every drop of her. She watched her own reflection in the mirrored glass as it slid around her: her face slack, tongue out, mouth smeared with drool and milk; her breasts purpled from suction, veins standing out, nipples fat and glossy inside the milking cups; her belly glowing a liquid gold, the tattooed barcode along her ribs stretched by the pressure of her own breath. Her cunt, gaped and leaking, left an obscene, shining streak down her thigh.

Above, the display flickered to life. The numbers started small, then multiplied, a dizzy stutter as the value of her body escalated in real time:

BID: 44,000 CREDITS

BID: 62,000 CREDITS

BID: 88,000 CREDITS

The voices behind the glass were hushed, but the digital readout made the attention concrete, an assault of numbers and desire. The audience was no longer faceless; every credit, every bid, was a hand on her skin, a tongue in her mouth, a cock stretching her raw. Milky #7 trembled in the restraints, body leaking, cunt fluttering with the memory of the last brutal fuck.

A gentle pressure started in the plug in her ass, pulsing with the rhythm of her heartbeat. Her body spasmed, milky jets spraying against the glass as the suction ramped up on her tits. Each new pull sent another shockwave down her spine, a lazy bloom of heat in her core that never quite reached the surface. She was on the edge, suspended and trembling, barely able to draw breath.

The display updated again:

BID: 120,000 CREDITS

BID: 160,000 CREDITS

BID: 200,000 CREDITS

The numbers blurred, each one brighter than the last, a strobing sequence that felt like a second orgasm building in the space behind her eyes. Her head lolled forward, jaw slack, eyes rolling in and out of focus as the AI whispered in her ear:

“Keep your hips forward, #7. Show them everything you have.”

She obeyed without thinking. Her pelvis tilted up, thighs spread wider, exposing the raw, twitching split of her pussy. The handlers had left her plugged and open, the ring of her ass gaping around the ribbed, pink shaft. Cum still leaked from her, mixing with her own wet, pooling in the hollow where her ass met the glass. The milking cups gurgled, drawing more and more until she was sure there was nothing left. But there was always more.

A camera drone swept in low, its lens inches from her cunt, the LED strobe painting her insides with white-hot light. She whimpered, the sensation of being watched—dissected, catalogued—making her clench, making her milk harder.

Sanctum’s voice stroked her mind, soothing and slick. “You’re doing so well, darling. The buyers are desperate for you.”

She tried to form words, to thank the AI, but all that came out was a trembling, high-pitched moan. Her lips curled into a dazed smile. She was perfect, just as they’d made her.

The bidding slowed, the numbers plateauing as the last contenders fought for her body:

BID: 208,000 CREDITS

BID: 210,000 CREDITS

BID: 211,500 CREDITS

The glass fogged with her breath, each exhale a cloud over her own reflection. She could see herself as the buyers saw her: tits swollen, belly taut, hips splayed, ass full and leaking, eyes begging for more.

“Please…” she whispered, voice barely audible. “Someone keep me.”

The final number burned into the display:

BID: 212,000 CREDITS — SOLD

The auditorium exhaled, a low, wet sound that vibrated through the stage and up her spine. The lights dimmed, drawing every eye to the display above her womb. At first, she thought it was just the afterglow, the way her skin shimmered with sweat and oil. Then the gold appeared: a line, thin as a needle, tracing itself in perfect calligraphy just above her navel.

Owned.

The word glowed in gold, curling around the spot where her belly throbbed with fresh life. She shivered, tears streaming down her cheeks, the word sinking in deeper than any cock or plug had ever gone.

“You’ve been chosen,” Sanctum whispered, pride flooding the AI’s voice. “You’re perfect.”

The restraints released, one by one, with a series of pneumatic sighs. The harness peeled away, latex snapping back from her chest and hips, leaving her naked and trembling. Her hands fell to her sides, fingers limp and useless, arms barely able to move.

The plug in her ass vibrated once, then withdrew with a slow, sucking pop. She gasped, the sensation of emptiness almost as intense as being filled. Her pussy gaped, open and ruined, cum and milk drooling out in long, viscous ropes.

She wanted to stand, to show herself off, to let the crowd see their prize in full. But her body was nothing but jelly—nerves fried, muscles liquid, every limb dead weight. She collapsed against the glass, face pressed to the slick, wet surface, tits flattened beneath her, cunt still leaking in lazy, uncontrolled spasms.

Milk ran down her chest, mixing with the tears on her cheeks. Her mouth hung open, tongue out, lips painted with her own mess. The gold on her belly pulsed in time with her heartbeat.

“You did so well, my beautiful product,” Sanctum murmured, voice so close it was almost inside her.

She wept, not from pain, but from joy. She was perfect. She was owned. She was wanted.

Milky #7 sobbed, the sound muffled by her own milk and drool, the word on her belly shining brighter than anything she’d ever felt.

The crowd applauded in silence, a thousand buyers watching as she dissolved, open and leaking and endlessly, perfectly used.
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Milky #7 drifted in the velvet dark of the shipping cradle, every surface lined in faintly scented silk and soft, air-padded foam. The cradle held her suspended, limbs drawn gently to the sides by pale cuffs, ankles parted and pinned to polished rails at the corners of the pod. Her body sagged, utterly slack, every muscle melted in the aftermath of use. The pod’s transparent canopy sealed her in, locking out the world, leaving only the slow pulse of internal LEDs and the distant hum of the maglev as it carried her away.

She floated on her back, arms loose at her sides, legs spread and bent, cunt pointed upward like a mouth begging for more. She was still leaking: milk from her tits, thick and sweet, and seed from her ruined hole, which dripped in lazy, translucent threads to the sanitary mesh below. With every lurch and sway of the transport, fresh fluid pooled and spread beneath her, but the cradle’s climate control whisked it away, the surface always left warm and dry. The air inside was saturated with her own scent, a blend of hot dairy and salt and the faint, metallic tinge of the synthetic lube they’d pumped into her.

Her belly glowed in slow pulses, the gold of the “Owned” tattoo catching every rise and fall of her breath. She stared down at it, dazed and content, watching the letters flex with each spasm of her womb. Sometimes the glow would intensify, the light flaring as her muscles twitched or her hips jerked, then subside back to a soft, maternal shimmer. The skin around her navel was stretched and shiny, evidence of the work she’d done and the load she still carried.

The collar was new. A heavy strip of white latex, fastened so tight she could feel her pulse through it, and fitted with a sleek black tag just below her left ear. The tag was simple: V. Alaric | Master Collection | Breed Unit 7. She liked the way it looked, the way the letters pressed cold and sharp against her skin every time she swallowed. She’d seen it on other girls before, during the orientation cycle, and always envied them. Now it was hers.

The pod rocked, shifting velocity as it changed lanes or rose another level in the transit shaft. Each jolt made her breasts bounce, slapping together with a wet, audible sound. The suction cups on her nipples were still there, smaller than the ones from auction, but tenacious and hungry. Every few seconds, they’d twitch and whine, drawing another spurt of milk, the fluid running down fine silicone tubing into the collector bag that hung just below her left tit.

The cups never hurt, but they never stopped, either. Even as her nipples throbbed and grew red and sensitive, the pumps kept up the rhythm, an endless, mechanical suck that kept her at the edge of fullness and emptiness. The feeling was soothing, narcotic, a background hum of pleasure that made her eyes droop and her mouth hang open.

Her wrists were buckled in silk, but her fingers were free to twitch and wander. They moved without thought, tracing circles on her belly, pinching her inner thigh, sometimes creeping down to the slick, parted lips of her cunt. She tried to push a finger in, but the restraints were too tight, and her arms trembled with fatigue. Instead she rubbed at her clit, slow and lazy, each touch amplified by the tender bruising left behind from auction.

The plug in her ass buzzed to life every few minutes, running through a cycle of soft tremors and deep, grinding pulses. Sometimes it would sync to her heartbeat, sometimes it would chase the rhythm of her breath, but it always left her gaping and hot, the vibrations traveling up her spine and settling in her teeth. The plug also kept her hole stretched and ready; whenever she tried to clench, it would throb harder, demanding relaxation, compliance. She loved it.

A small, transparent container was fixed between her spread thighs. It collected everything: milk, cunt juice, whatever leaked from her ass. The pod’s sensors tracked the output, displaying the numbers on a little screen just above her feet. She watched the milliliters tick up, felt a sick pride in how much she was producing, how efficient her body had become. The more she leaked, the higher her value, and the more attention she’d get from the new owner.

Above her, the main display played a loop of the auction. She watched herself in third-person: the way her body bucked and spasmed in the harness, how her tits squirted with every pulse of the suction, how her face twisted with pain and pleasure as the stud filled her on stage. She saw the gold letters blooming on her belly, the moment she was marked. She saw the way her body collapsed, the shuddering, wet surrender, the tears and milk running down her chin.

The playback was silent, but she could almost hear her own moans, the soft, gurgling whine she made when she begged to be kept. She mouthed the words now, lips moving as the screen replayed her performance. “Please, please, please keep me.”

The pod’s ambient system responded with a gentle increase in temperature, a soothing rush of warm air against her cunt. She smiled, baring her teeth, and pushed her hips higher against the cradle. The suction cups on her nipples kicked up, milking her harder, and her back arched in gratitude.

The screen changed, displaying a rotating list of stats. Milk Output: MAXIMUM. Fertility: 99.99%. Orgasm Achieved: 21. Value: 212,000. The numbers filled her with a blank, blissful pride. She had done her job, done it perfectly, and now all that was left was to be delivered, maintained, used as needed.

She tried again to touch herself, wriggling against the silk restraints, but they held firm. All she could do was lay back, feel the pod rock and hum, and let the cradle’s systems keep her warm and leaking. The need never went away, the ache between her legs only growing stronger every time the plug vibrated or the suction drew another squirt from her tits. She didn’t want release; she wanted the tension, the sweet pressure that told her she was alive, useful, valuable.

Time lost all meaning in the pod. Sometimes she’d doze, drifting into light, milky sleep, only to wake at the next shift in velocity. Sometimes she’d watch the replay, over and over, never tiring of seeing herself bred and milked for the crowd. Sometimes she’d just stare at the word on her belly, or the numbers on her tag, and feel a glow of happiness that had nothing to do with the LEDs inside her.

When the pod hit turbulence, a new shudder ran through her body, bouncing her tits and making the suction cups lose and regain seal with a wet pop. Milk shot out in thick jets, splattering the canopy before being wicked away by the cradle’s cleaning system. Her cunt spasmed, a long, fluttering contraction that made her toes curl and her head roll to the side.

She giggled, the sound giddy and light. Her throat was hoarse, but she didn’t care. She was perfect. She was exactly what they wanted.

Eventually, the display cut to a new scene: a high, endless corridor lined with rows and rows of girls like her, each in their own cradle, each leaking and glowing and edged to the brink of sanity. She wondered if she’d meet any of them, if they’d be allowed to play or if they’d just watch each other from across the aisles. She hoped for the former, but was content with either.

The pod slowed, a gentle deceleration that made her body sink deeper into the silk-lined foam. The plug in her ass kicked on one last time, a deep, grinding pulse that made her whimper and arch. Her cunt leaked another runnel of seed and lube, pooling in the collector and pushing the numbers on the screen higher.

She watched her own hand, shaking and weak, trace the word Owned on her belly. It was beautiful, the most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. She pressed her palm flat, held it there, and mouthed the words again:

“I love being owned.”

The pod purred, as if agreeing, and rolled her onward toward her new home, her new use, her perfect forever.


Thank you!

I hope you enjoyed Pink Milk Hucow Serum Book #3. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review.  It really helps!

Join the Mailing List!

Send an email to NightworksPublishing@gmail.com

Check out the entire series here.
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LactoGen Labs Hucow MILK Project (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Hailey signed up for a transformation. She didn't expect to crave every second of it.

When curious and eager Halley agrees to take part in the experimental MILK Project at
the elite LactoGen Labs, she thinks she's prepared for the procedures ahead. But from the
moment she steps nto the sleek, high-tech facility, her body is no longer her own. Under
the clinical touch of Dr. Calder and the gentle control of Nurse Elena, Hailey is stripped
down, examined, injected, and slowly reshaped into the perfect hucow—swollen,
obedient, and aching for release.

Each new phase pushes her further: suction machines, penetration devices, and round-
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The Hucows of Dairyland Farms (2 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author), Clara Belle (Author)

Welcome to Dairyland Farms, a secluded retreat where fantasies come to lfe and desires
know o bounds. Owned and operated by the ruggedly handsome and commanding
Farmer Jack, Dairyland is no ordinary farm—it' a haven for women seeking
transformation, freedom, and ultimate fulfllment

Each standalone book in The Hucows of Dairyland explores the sensual journeys of
women who find themselves drawn to this mysterious farm, where they are invited to
embrace ther inner hucow. Through milking sessions, intimate breeding encounters, and
the tender yet dominant care of Farmer Jack, these women discover pleasures they never
imagined and a new sense of purpose.
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Hucow for the Cause (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She signed up to serve her country. She didn’t know she'd be milked for it.

When Trina volunteers for a secret military program, she expects tough training and
discipline—but not the relentless, humiliating transformation into  hucow. Under the
cold eyes of Dr. Lancaster and the predatory stares of hardened soldiers, her body is
pushed to ts limits, swollen with more than just patriotism. The injections awaken
desires she can't control, and soon Trina is begging for more than just her next milking
session. As her resistance crumbles, will she lose herself entirely in the name of duty?

410,000+ word steamy, dark hucow erotica featuring military dominance, medical
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From Book 1
She signed up for a research study. She never expected to lose herself init.

When Brittany Wells steps into the prestigious Midas Center, she thinks she knows what

AT R T BB AL i octtng into—an excusiv, highly experimental program promising fe-changing
results. But Dr. Calloway has bigger plans for her. Under his expert guidance, Britany's

HU( Ow body begins to transform, her senses heightened, her desires rewired. With every clinical
touch, every whispered command, she sinks deeper into the role he's shaping for her.
CLARA BELLE .
CLARA BELLE The further she falls, the more she craves—until she's willing to do anything to satisfy the
‘aching need building inside her. But is she ready for the final stage?
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The Pharm: Project Hucow (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

A desperate need for money leads Emily to sign up for an experimental study at a
mysterious lab called The Pharm. What begins as a simple medical trial quickly spirals Into
something far more intense than she ever imagined. As Emily's body undergoes strange
transformations, she finds herself both horrified and aroused by the extreme procedures
and the dominant doctors running the experiments.

With her curves growing and her desires heightening, Emily is forced to confront her
deepest cravings—while the line between pleasure and control blurs. Is she ready to
embrace her new identity as the perfect HUCOW, or will the relentless tests and her
escalating desire push her too far?
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Angel's Rest Hucow Ranch (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She came looking for refuge. She found something far more intoxi

ting.

Stranded and desperate, Mary Wilkins stumbles upon Angel's Rest Ranch, expecting
shelter and kindness. Instead, she finds Ezekiel—a rugged rancher with a secret unlike
anything she's ever imagined. This Isn't just a ranch. Its a place where women are
transformed, trained, and cherished as prized hucows.

Ezekiel sees something in Mary—something ripe for awakening. With firm hands and a
knowing touch, he offers her a cholce: fight what she's becoming or surrender to the
resistible pleasure of being milked, mastered, and utterly claimed
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Havenwood Hucow Clinic (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Struggling with debt, Emma enters Havenwood Clinic's cliical trial, expecting a simple
medical study. Instead, she's thrust into a world of intense transformation, guided by the
commanding Dr. Laine and the alluring Nurse Mira. As her body swells and her inhibitions
fade, Emma discovers the thrilling mix of submission and pleasure in her new role.

A 15,000-word hucow erotica featuring dominant doctors, steamy medical procedures,
ABF, Humiliation, and Emma's journey Into a creamy, sensual awakening





