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Velvet floated in sleep, warm and sticky. Her skin pressed to silk sheets, but they weren’t soft. They grabbed at her, slick and wet. Milk glued them to her ass and legs. Her breasts throbbed. She groaned and rolled over. The sheets dragged her nipples, grinding them raw. Sweet pain rushed straight to her pussy. She gasped and twisted, dragging her chest across the bed, milking herself on the fabric.

The air was thick with the scent. Sour, sweet, sharp. She buried her face in a pillow. It was soaked, too. Milk puddled under her chin, smeared her cheek. Her mouth opened. She tasted it—warm, creamy, her own. She swallowed, greedy for more. Her tongue ran over her lips, chasing every drop. It was never enough.

A weight pressed against her neck. The collar. It was always there. Heavy, perfect, humming when she moved. She squeezed her thighs together. The pulse from the collar sparked between her legs. She whimpered and arched her back. The collar tightened just a little, hugging her throat. A purr vibrated into her skin, making her feel safe. Owned. Wanted. Watched.

She sat up. Mirrors flashed awake on every wall. Light bounced off her skin. She blinked, dazed. The girl in the glass looked nothing like the Velvet from before. Her hips bulged out, padded thick with fat and muscle. Her tits sat like heavy globes on her chest, skin stretched pink and shiny, blue veins webbing beneath. Her nipples were huge, swollen, dripping milk. They pointed out like fingers, begging for attention.

Her lips looked wrong, too. Puffed out, slicked with gloss, red as fruit. Her tongue snaked between them, flicked the air. Her eyes were glassy. Even her hair looked softer, whiter. She ran her hands down her body. The belly was flat, but her hips and thighs were huge. Her ass jutted out, perfect shelf, dimpled with stretch marks. She cupped her breast, squeezed. Milk sprayed out in a fat arc, splattering the mirror.

She giggled. It sounded high, girlish. Not like her at all.

A blue light blinked at the corner of the room. The feeding valve. She moaned, low and hungry. She dropped to all fours, crawling over the sheets. Milk smeared her knees and thighs, left wet trails behind. She crawled faster. The collar buzzed approval, a warm hum in her skull. Her pussy clenched. She leaked onto the floor.

She reached the valve and latched her mouth onto it. The rubber was soft, yielding. She suckled hard. Fluid rushed into her mouth, thick and sweet. It tasted better than anything. Better than food. Better than sex. She swallowed in greedy gulps, not caring that it spilled down her chin, over her chest. Milk flowed out of her, too. She felt it streaming down, warm against her thighs.

She couldn’t stop sucking. Each pull sent sparks through her. Her hips ground into the floor, ass rocking up and down. She drank until her belly was tight, but she still wanted more. Her nipples dripped onto the floor, making puddles. The collar tightened again, choking her just a little. She moaned into the valve, sucked harder.

Her hand slid between her thighs. The heat there was molten, slicker than oil, so wet her fingers sloshed in it before she even reached her slit. She moaned around the feeding valve, sounding like some animal in rut, and mashed her palm hard against her clit. The pressure caved her in, doubled her over, sent shivers up her spine and made the milk jets from her tits spray even harder. She shoved two fingers into her dripping snatch, knuckles deep, with no need for caution. The muscles inside her grabbed and sucked at her hand, as hungry as her mouth around the nipple of the valve. Her hips lost all control, bucking and slamming into her hand. Milk gushed in tandem from her tits, the pressure inside her like a hot, wet balloon about to burst.

She pumped her fingers in and out with frantic, desperate jabs. The floor under her knees grew slick with sweat, milk, and pussy juice. Her other hand clawed at her own breast, squeezing until the veins bulged on the surface and the nipple streamed milk in a white, arcing ribbon. Some of it caught her in the face, painting her cheeks and lips, dribbling down her chin to mix with the spill from the feeding valve. She swallowed as fast as she could, but it never matched the flow. Milk ran down her neck, pooled in the hollow of her throat, and soaked the collar until it was saturated.

The collar buzzed, the vibration jumping down her neck and straight into her clit. Every hum from the collar made her clench tighter around her fingers, made her nipples throb and leak, made her grind harder into her own hand. The sound she made was high-pitched and animal, not human. She fucked herself, milking her tits and her pussy at the same time, locked in a loop of need. She humped the floor and squeezed her own throat, not caring how filthy or desperate she looked.

The orgasm hit her like a stick of dynamite. Her whole body seized up, muscles snapping tight, toes curling until her soles cramped. Her pussy clenched like a fist around her hand, trapping it. She didn’t stop sucking the valve even as she moaned through her nose, the noise bubbling out wet and raw. Milk exploded from her tits in huge, forceful jets, splattering the floor and the mirrors and her own body in a mess of white. Her cunt pulsed and squeezed, milking her fingers and shooting creamy slick out onto her writhing hand. Each wave of pleasure made her body spasm, her hips slamming down, her knees slipping in the puddle beneath her.

She came so hard she thought she’d black out. The first burst was blinding, a white-hot clench from her scalp to her toes. The second was deeper, ripping through her belly, down her thighs, making her legs shake uncontrollably. She screamed, or tried to, but the valve choked it down, muffled it into a sobbing gurgle. She gripped the valve with her teeth, bit down so hard she tasted rubber and her own blood. The collar buzzed like a live wire, and every second it pulsed, another orgasm shot through her, each weaker than the last but still impossibly strong.

Milk was everywhere. It puddled under her belly, soaked her thighs, dripped off every surface. Even her hair was slimed with it, sticking to her face in white curls. She stayed with her mouth on the valve, sucking in greedy gulps even as she rode every aftershock. Her hand was stuck inside her cunt, knuckles deep, and the slick noise of her fingers pumping in and out made her even crazier. She couldn’t stop. The pleasure wasn’t enough. She wanted more.

Even when the aftershocks started to fade, the hunger didn’t. Velvet let go of the valve with a gasp, coughing up a mouthful of milk that dribbled down her chin and onto her tits. She pulled her hand from her cunt with a wet pop, collapsed on the floor, and lay there panting, milk and sweat cooling her skin. Her body was limp, sprawled in a mess of her own making. But she couldn’t stop staring at her reflection, couldn’t stop seeing how obscene and perfect she looked: hair wild, lips swollen, tits still leaking, pussy lips puffy and red and gaping, thighs shiny with milk.

Milk pooled under her belly. Her tits dragged through it, smearing the floor. She rolled onto her back and spread her legs. She ran her hands over her skin, rubbing the milk in. It tingled, making her nipples hard again. The collar loosened, stroking her neck. She giggled, dizzy with aftershocks.

“Good morning, Velvet 45,” said the walls, soft and warm.

She smiled, lips parted. “Good morning, Daddy,” she whispered. “Milk me.”
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The door buzzed and slid open. Two handlers stepped inside. They wore black gloves, pale coats, masks with blank faces. No names, no voices. Just the sound of latex snapping and the soft shuffle of boots on tile.

Velvet didn’t flinch. Her body knew the routine. She crawled to the center of the room, milk streaming off her chest. The handlers waited. One pointed at the platform in the corner. It was padded in white, but everything else was stainless steel. Cold, clean, hungry.

“Up,” said the first handler, a voice sharp as glass.

Velvet obeyed. She climbed onto the platform, hands and knees spread. The surface was freezing against her skin. Goosebumps rose all over. Her nipples shrank, then stiffened again, leaking milk onto the mat. She arched her back, ass high, tits swinging low.

The handlers circled her, silent and precise. Black gloves gripped her hips, shoved her thighs apart. They pulled her knees wider, forced her to spread until her pussy was open, gaping. One handler pressed her face to the mat, fingers digging into her scalp. The other slid a hand under her, cupping her breast from below. They squeezed until milk spurted out, dripping between her legs.

Velvet whimpered. The collar vibrated, shocking her spine. It wanted her still. She bit down on a moan and held the position. Her chest swelled with pride, even as she shook.

The handlers tested her. They slapped her ass, soft at first, then harder. Each smack made milk fly from her tits in bright white arcs. The latex fingers probed her pussy, stretching her open. She felt the gloves slide in, one finger, then two. They wiggled, twisting inside her. The handler pulled out, wiped the wet glove on her inner thigh, then shoved back in.

She was panting now. Her hips jerked with each thrust. The collar buzzed again, telling her to hold still. She obeyed. The handler twisted her arm behind her back, pinning her down. The other handler yanked her nipple, hard enough to make her yelp. Milk shot onto the mat.

“Good,” said the first handler. “Keep going.”

They milked her in tandem. One hand on her breast, the other fucking her open. The touch was cold, unyielding. She loved it. The roughness, the lack of mercy. She ground her hips into the glove, desperate for more.

The handler let go of her arm and reached between her legs. Velvet could feel the latex rub her clit, slow circles, never enough. She whimpered and bucked. The collar shocked her, biting her neck.

“Hold,” said the second handler.

She locked her muscles, every part of her shaking. The handler pinched her nipple again, rolling it between two fingers. Milk ran down her chest, pooled under her belly. Her pussy clenched the glove, trying to suck it in. The handler made a sound, low and approving.

“Almost,” said the first handler.

They edged her for minutes, hours, forever. Time melted away. All she knew was the rhythm: gloved hand in her pussy, other hand twisting her nipple, collar buzzing with every mistake. They watched her closely, eyes behind masks, waiting for her to slip.

She did. Just once. Her hips jerked too fast. The collar zapped her, a jolt so sharp she almost screamed. The handler pulled out, left her empty.

“Not for you,” said the second handler, voice flat.

Velvet shuddered. Her pussy dripped, empty and wanting. Her tits ached, so full it hurt to breathe. She started to cry, but the collar squeezed her throat, cutting off the sound.

They repositioned her. On her back now, legs up, ankles in leather straps. The handlers buckled her in, spread her even wider. Her ass hung off the edge of the platform. One handler knelt between her thighs, staring at her open hole. The other massaged her tits, kneading the flesh, milking her like a cow.

She moaned and bucked. The handler between her legs pushed two fingers in, then three. They fucked her slow, deep, twisting at the end. The other handler clamped her nipple in a plastic vice. Milk poured out, splattering the handler’s gloves.

Velvet was delirious. Her pussy spasmed around the glove. The sensation built, hotter and hotter. The collar vibrated, pushing her closer to the edge. She couldn’t hold it back.

“May I?” she gasped.

The handlers looked at each other. The one on her tits nodded.

“Go,” said the second.

The collar pulsed with approval. Velvet screamed. She came in huge, rolling waves. Her back arched off the mat, tits spraying milk as her pussy clamped down on the glove. The handler didn’t stop, kept fucking her through the orgasm, milking every drop. The other handler squeezed her nipple, milk running in rivers down her chest.

When the shaking stopped, they unstrapped her ankles and rolled her onto her side. She curled up, soaked and happy. Milk pooled under her, a hot, sticky blanket. The collar loosened, stroking her neck in a gentle hum.

The handlers wiped her clean with cold towels. They pressed her lips with a gloved finger, testing her for response. She licked it, sucking the taste of herself from the latex.

“Good girl,” said the first handler.

Velvet beamed. She didn’t want to move, didn’t want the feeling to end. The handlers helped her off the platform, guiding her back to the milk-soaked sheets.

“Rest,” said the second. “You did well.”

Velvet curled up, milk running from her chest, thighs sticky and raw. The collar purred a lullaby. She closed her eyes, already dreaming of the next time.
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The handlers woke Velvet before dawn. They pulled the sheets off, left her cold and slick, milk and ejaculate still drying on her thighs. The collar yanked her upright, a sharp zap that made her yelp. She scrambled out of bed and fell to her knees, forehead to the floor. Her ass stuck out, round and perfect, a target for whoever was watching.

The room was quiet, but not empty. Behind the mirror walls, she felt eyes. Not cameras. Real people. Breathing, judging, waiting for her to slip.

A buzzer sounded, and the door slid open. Two handlers in red latex stepped inside. Their gloves were matte, almost bloody in the light. One carried a harness. The straps gleamed, black and wet, lined in blue. The other handler held a set of clear cups, tubing curling from the ends like tentacles.

“Up,” the first handler ordered.

Velvet rose. Her knees shook. Milk dripped off her chest, beading at the tips of her nipples. She knew the harness. She’d seen it on the others. Once it was on, you didn’t get out until someone took you out. The straps lifted and squeezed your tits, buckled your arms behind your back, forced your chest up and out. The clear panel in front left her pussy open, on display, nothing to hide.

The handlers worked fast. The first one buckled the harness over her shoulders, cinched it until the latex pinched her skin. The straps curled under her breasts, pushing them up, making them bulge. Her arms went behind her back, locked in a cross. Her chest was bare, the flesh gleaming, every vein and drop of milk visible. The second handler knelt and spread her legs. She felt cool hands fit the crotch strap between her pussy lips, then pull it tight, splitting her open for anyone to see.

She whimpered, but the collar vibrated—Warning. She bit down and held still.

The clear cups came next. The second handler wiped her nipples with alcohol, then pressed the cups onto her tits. The suction hissed, not enough to hurt, but enough to tug. Velvet moaned. The tubes ran from the cups to a tall glass cylinder by the wall, empty for now.

The handlers stepped back, checked her from every angle. They made small marks on a tablet, then pointed at the door.

“Display,” one said.

Velvet shuffled out, her feet bare on the cold tile. The collar guided her, zapping her left or right until she found the right path. Down the hall, past other doors. She heard sounds from the rooms: muffled moans, the slap of latex, the wet suck of mouths on flesh. She recognized voices, but not names. They weren’t allowed to talk to each other. Cows were meant to moo, not gossip.

The hallway ended in a steel door. It slid open, hissing. Beyond it was the Display Suite.

Lights hit her from every direction. The floor was glass, clear and cold, and below it she could see another Velvet, spread and bound, milk pouring from her tits. She realized it was her own reflection. Mirrors on the ceiling, on all four walls. She couldn’t look anywhere without seeing herself, harnessed and helpless.

The front wall was different. It was glass, but tinted blue. Behind it, shapes moved—people, maybe ten or twelve, each masked and robed. They stood in rows, staring. One leaned close, breath fogging the glass. They weren’t handlers. These were clients. Buyers.

Velvet’s heart pounded. The collar pulsed, making her walk to the center of the room. She went to her knees, thighs spread. Milk pooled under her breasts, dripped off her nipples and streaked down the latex.

She heard a click behind her. The milking cylinder powered up, a red light spinning at the base. The suction increased. The cups tugged hard, pulling her nipples deep inside. Velvet gasped and arched her back. The harness forced her tits higher, stretching the skin until it burned. She gritted her teeth, but the collar wanted more.

“Present,” said a voice from above.

She thrust her chest out, head tilted back. The collar made her stick out her tongue, panting like a dog. Her eyes rolled up, half-lidded. She saw herself in the mirror, tongue out, tits obscene, arms locked behind her. A perfect cow.

The suction built and built. Velvet moaned, low and broken. Milk filled the cups, streaming into the tubes. It spiraled down in fat white lines, hit the cylinder and pooled at the bottom. The buyers pressed close to the glass, faces hidden, hands cupped over their groins.

Her pussy throbbed. The harness rubbed her with every breath, latex sliding between her lips. She leaked down her thighs, wetter than before. She wasn’t supposed to touch herself, but the collar let her rock her hips. She ground against the strap, the rough seam grinding her clit.

A buzzer sounded. The suction stopped. The cups popped off, leaving her nipples fat and red. Milk splashed from the tips, arced onto the glass floor. Velvet gasped and shivered. The harness cut into her ribs, but she loved the feeling—tight, unforgiving.

The handlers entered, their red suits shining in the light. One knelt and sucked a drop of milk from her left nipple, licking slow and greedy. Velvet bucked, but the collar held her in place. The handler bit her nipple, not enough to break skin, but enough to make her whine. The buyers watched, motionless.

The other handler wiped the drool from Velvet’s chin. “Smile,” she ordered.

Velvet smiled. Her lips were numb, but she curled them back, bared her teeth. The handler slid a finger into her mouth, pressed down on her tongue, then smeared milk over her cheeks. Velvet tasted latex, salt, the faint tang of her own skin.

A buyer tapped on the glass. The handlers moved Velvet closer, making her crawl on hands and knees. Her tits swung low, almost touching the floor. She stopped at the glass, inches from the mask on the other side. The buyer raised a hand, palm out. Velvet pressed her breast to the spot. The milk smeared on the surface, a greasy film.

The collar zapped her, and she pressed harder. The glass was freezing, but her nipple flattened against it, spreading milk in a starburst. The buyer’s mask was white, featureless, eyes black holes. Velvet imagined they were smiling.

A voice came through the speaker above her. “Good girl. Now show us.”

She knew what they wanted. Velvet dropped to her elbows, stuck her ass in the air, legs wide apart. Her pussy gaped, shiny and pink, the crotch strap buried in her lips. Milk dripped down from her tits, traced lines over her belly. The buyers murmured, sound muffled by the glass.

The handler’s hand moved with clinical precision, latex fingers slipping under Velvet’s ass and sliding between her labia. The first two fingers pressed inside and Velvet jolted, the gloves cold and frictionless, sliding in with practiced impatience. Her cunt clamped around the digits, greedy, desperate, slick with the juice that had been seeping since the harness first bit. The handler pumped her slow and steady, each thrust dragging Velvet’s hips forward, making her knees squeak on the glass. The thumb circled her clit, then dropped south, pressing firm against her asshole, like she was marking her territory.

The buyers crowded the glass, faces anonymous behind smooth masks, but their excitement was obvious. Velvet caught their silhouettes reflected in the mirror ceiling—hands twitching, chests heaving under the robes. One buyer raised a phone and snapped a picture. The flash was a white-hot slap across her eyes, leaving her blinking, blinded, the afterimage burned above her vision. She whimpered and tried to hide behind her hair, but the harness kept her neck rigid, chin up, tongue out.

The handler’s fingers worked deeper, twisting inside her, stretching her open. Every thrust hit a new spot, every curl of those rubbery digits made Velvet’s pussy clench and un-clench. The thumb breached her asshole, pushing in slow, until she was filled, stuffed, stretched across two axes. She bucked, but the collar zapped her and the pain made her freeze, legs quivering, sweat running down the insides of her thighs.

The buyers pressed so close to the glass that it fogged, little clouds blooming and fading. Milk and sweat smeared on the wall, greasy trails in the blue-tinted light. Velvet could smell herself—animal sweat, the tang of latex, the salty-sweet milk pooling under her knees. The handler shifted, burying her fingers to the palm, twisting them inside Velvet’s hungry pussy, then pulled out just enough to flick the entrance, making Velvet yowl and squirt a stream that splattered on the handler’s sleeve.

The other handler stepped up, pressed the milking cups back over Velvet’s tits. The plastic domes sucked on immediately, the hiss of vacuum louder than before. The suction yanked her nipples long and thin, stretching them into the clear tunnels. Velvet howled, back arching, but the harness and collar kept her pinned, ass in the air, spine bowed like a felled tree. Milk shot from her tits, thick and white, the pressure so intense that it left her lightheaded. The tubes filled in seconds, froth swirling as the flow reached the cylinder. The buyers applauded, the sound ghosted through the glass, a pantomime of clapping and nodding.

The handler never stopped moving inside her. She scissored her fingers, thumb still buried in Velvet’s ass, palm grinding into her perineum. The pleasure was a bright, white pain, every muscle in her pelvis spasming. Velvet’s vision blurred, then split—the mirrors made infinite copies of her, all of them gaping, drooling, leaking milk and juice from every hole. Her hands clawed at the harness behind her back, but the straps dug in, holding her immobile.

When the orgasm hit, it was total. Velvet’s cunt clamped down on the handler’s fingers, squeezed so hard the latex squeaked. Her asshole spasmed around the thumb, her whole pelvis flexing. Milk sprayed out in two thick jets, arced through the tubes and splattered on the inside of the cylinder, leaving runny trails. Her pussy squirted again, clear and hot, soaking the harness and pooling between her knees. She threw her head back and screamed, the sound swallowed by the collar, which forced her mouth wide open, jaw locked in a silent O.

The handler withdrew, leaving Velvet’s pussy gaping and leaking. She slumped forward, but the harness snapped her upright again, tits still locked in the milking cups, suction relentless. The second handler knelt and licked up the squirt from Velvet’s thigh, tongue hot and rough, then bit her inner thigh hard enough to leave a ring of teeth. Milk dripped down the handler’s chin, and she smiled, eyes glittering behind the half-mask.

Velvet’s body shook. The harness creaked as she struggled to catch her breath. The cups made obscene sucking noises, the vacuum never letting up. Each pulse of the pumps sent a new spasm through her, every nerve ending raw and open. The buyers stared as if hypnotized, some pounding the glass in slow, rhythmic thumps.

The collar buzzed, holding her there. She sobbed, drooling onto the floor. The handler kept fucking her, never slowing. The suction pulled every last drop from her tits, left her empty and raw.

The buyers pounded on the glass, laughing.

The red latex handlers pulled Velvet up by the harness. She hung limp, arms behind her, tits dripping. The collar loosened, letting her breathe. She heard the buyers, voices soft now, whispering to each other.

One handler whispered in Velvet’s ear. “You’re perfect. They love you.”

Velvet smiled, dazed and glassy-eyed. Milk ran down her body, pooled at her knees. The harness held her up, kept her from falling. She didn’t want to leave. She wanted to do it again, and again.

The handlers wiped her clean, then led her back to her room. The buyers still watched, masks unmoving, breath fogging the glass.

Velvet crawled to her bed. She curled up, harness still on, milk drying in streaks on her skin. The collar purred, stroking her to sleep.

She dreamed of the buyers, and the glass, and the sound of milk hitting the cylinder.
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The room was always cold. The kind of cold that stuck to your bones, made your nipples ache even before the machines touched you. Velvet hated it, but she also loved it. The cold made her skin raw, sensitive. Every brush of air felt like hands on her, mouth on her, tongue tracing every nerve.

The handlers brought her in after midnight. She could tell by the way the halls echoed, empty and hollow. No buyers tonight, just the night shift and the sound of milk being made.

She shuffled barefoot across the tile. The harness still cut into her, tight on her ribs and shoulders. She wore nothing else. Milk streaked her thighs, dried into white rivers on her skin. She tasted it on her lips, thick and sweet, always there.

The milking chamber looked different at night. Shadows clung to the walls, broken only by the lights over the bench. The bench was long and padded, covered in blue vinyl. At one end, two steel rings gleamed in the light—polished, wide, perfect for holding tits in place. At the other end, black leather straps hung loose, waiting for wrists and ankles.

The handlers guided her forward, gentle but firm. They pressed her chest to the bench, lined up her nipples with the rings. The latex harness made her tits stick out even more, so the handlers had to push them through. The flesh bulged out on the other side, nipples fat and red, still leaking from the last session.

Velvet tried to breathe, but the bench made it hard. Her face pressed to the vinyl, cheek hot against the cold blue. Her arms were strapped down next, wrists pinned to the legs of the bench. Ankles too, each foot buckled tight. She couldn’t move. Her ass hung off the edge, pussy open and dripping, the crotch strap pulled up between her cheeks.

She whimpered, soft and low. The collar vibrated, telling her to quiet down. She bit her lip and waited.

The handlers checked her restraints, made sure everything was perfect. One ran a hand down her back, fingers cold even through the latex glove. The other fiddled with the suction cups, then slid them over her nipples. The machine hissed as it powered on, air sucking tight around her tips.

The feeling was instant. Velvet’s nipples ballooned, flesh sucked deep into the cups. The pressure built and built, sharp at first, then numb, then hot. Milk started to flow, slow at first, then faster. The cups filled with white, bubbles running down the tubes.

The machine kicked up a notch. The suction yanked at her tits in hard, fast pulses. Velvet moaned, the sound trapped by the bench. Her whole body rocked with each tug. The pain mixed with pleasure, made her dizzy. She tried to squirm, but the straps held her still.

The handlers moved to her ass. She heard the snap of a glove, the squirt of lube. Fingers pressed against her pussy, cold and blunt. They slid in two at a time, stretching her wide. Another set of fingers teased her ass, circling, then plunging in. Velvet’s hips jerked, but the harness and straps kept her in place.

She loved the feeling of being stretched, filled. Her pussy clenched around the fingers, tried to pull them deeper. The suction on her tits made her want to push back, fuck the air, but all she could do was groan and drool onto the bench.

The first rod came next. She felt the hard tip at her pussy, thicker than the handler’s fingers. They shoved it in, slow but steady. The pressure made her grunt, the stretch almost too much. The handler pushed until the base pressed against her lips, then twisted, locking it in place.

Next was her ass. The rod for that hole was thinner, but just as long. They lined it up and slid it in, fast and rough. Velvet whimpered, breath stuttering. She couldn’t clench, couldn’t resist. The rod filled her, made her feel empty and full at the same time.

The handlers secured the rods, clicked them to the frame. Velvet realized what was coming. She was a machine now, part of the bench. The rods would fuck her, over and over, in perfect time with the suction on her tits.

The first handler pressed a button. The rods started slow, pulling out a little, then back in. The rhythm matched the machine on her nipples. In and out, suck and release. Velvet’s brain blanked. All she could do was ride the feeling, let the bench fuck her.

The pace got faster. The suction on her tits grew stronger, the rods slammed deeper. Milk poured from her nipples, splattered the inside of the cups. Her pussy and ass burned, stretched around the rods. The harness bit into her shoulders, kept her pinned.

She drooled onto the bench, lost in the cycle. Each pull of the rods sent sparks through her. Each yank of the cups made her pussy squeeze down, milk herself harder. She felt herself building, pressure tight in her belly, a need so sharp it hurt.

The second handler knelt by her face. He wiped the spit from her chin, stroked her hair. “You’re a good girl,” he whispered.

Velvet shivered. The words made her hotter, desperate.

The rods hit a new rhythm, faster and harder. The machine yanked at her tits, made her nipples scream. Milk sprayed in jets, filled the tubes, ran down her chest and onto the floor. Her pussy squirted, juices slicking the rod and bench. Her ass clenched, stretched wide around the machine.

She came, hard. The first wave hit so strong she almost blacked out. Her whole body arched, but the straps held her down. The machine didn’t care—kept fucking, kept milking, never letting up.

The handler leaned close, licked the milk from her nipple. “You were made for this,” he said, tongue swirling on the tip.

Velvet screamed. Her pussy clenched the rod, milk and cum pouring out. Her ass twitched, stretched to the edge. She came again, then again, each orgasm ripping her open.

The machine didn’t stop. The suction kept pulling, the rods kept thrusting. Velvet’s brain melted, reduced to gasps and sobs. Milk ran down her arms, her legs, pooled on the floor. Her skin was raw, her nipples swollen and bruised.

The handlers watched, taking notes on a tablet. One patted her ass, left a handprint on her cheek.

She lost count of the orgasms. Each one blurred into the next, pain and pleasure mixing until she couldn’t tell them apart. She cried, tears and milk running together. She begged for more, or maybe for mercy. She didn’t know which.

The machine slowed, finally. The rods pulled out, slick and shining. The suction eased, popped the cups off her tits. Her nipples were huge, leaking milk even without the machine.

The handlers unstrapped her, wiped her down with rough towels. She slumped to the floor, too weak to stand. Milk pooled under her, soaking her hair, her face.

One handler knelt by her ear. “Do you want to stop?” he asked.

Velvet shook her head. She wanted to stay, wanted to feel the machine again. She was made for this, and she knew it.
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Velvet waited in the dark, standing naked in line. Her arms were pinned behind her by thick leather. Her chest jutted out, heavy and swollen, the harness pushing her tits up and together until the veins made blue rivers in her skin. Her nipples hung low, already dripping. Milk gathered on the floor by her feet.

There were three other girls in line. They looked just like her—white skin stretched pink over meat, tits bigger than their heads, hips so wide their knees touched when they stood. None of them spoke. They just breathed, and waited, and stared at the back of the next girl’s neck.

The room hummed with air, cold and wet. The lights above were red, but beyond the doors, it was all pink and gold and shining. The Exhibition Hall. She could hear the noise from inside—a dull roar, like a zoo before feeding time. Voices, laughter, clapping, the sound of glass hitting glass.

The handlers checked her last. They wiped sweat from her skin, rubbed oil into her nipples until they shined like hard candy. One slipped a finger into her, testing for tightness. She clenched around it, desperate for more, but the handler just smiled under her mask and pulled away.

“Ready?” the handler said. Velvet nodded.

A black plug pressed against her pussy, thick and rubbery, and slid inside. She shivered. Another plug followed, smaller, sliding into her ass. Both were attached to a harness—snug under her crotch, locked to the belt around her waist. They vibrated, just a little, and Velvet bit her lip to keep from moaning.

The handler adjusted the collar. It buzzed, checking the connection. Then the door opened, and the crowd howled.

Velvet stepped onto the pedestal. It was round and glossy, like a cake plate, and spun slowly to show off every side of her. Lights burned hot above. The crowd stared from every direction. Men and women, all in black robes and silver masks, lined the pit around her. Some leaned in, faces so close she could see their eyes through the holes. Others lounged at the back, drinks in hand, staring at the screens above.

The screens showed everything: her stats, her face, her body, even a live closeup of her pussy and ass. Data scrolled in bright pink letters. Volume: 2.4 L/hr. Compliance: 99.4%. Stretch rating: 8.2. Womb viability: Excellent. There were scores for everything, and the numbers updated every second.

The collar zapped her. She arched her back, thrust out her tits, let the milk pour down her belly. The pedestal spun her, slow, and the crowd watched her drip.

Someone banged a gavel. The first event began.

“Present,” the speaker said, voice booming through the hall.

The collar vibrated. Velvet dropped to her knees, thighs wide, tits swinging in front of her. The harness dug into her chest, made the milk spurt in long, clear arcs. The plugs inside her pulsed in time with her heart, fast and hot. She panted.

The crowd cheered. Someone threw a rose onstage. Another tossed a handful of credits, the coins pinging off her shoulder.

The collar zapped again. Velvet crawled forward, dragging her tits along the glass. The milk left streaks behind, lines of white. The plug in her ass buzzed harder, making her hips jerk. She gasped, loud enough to echo off the walls.

The speaker laughed. “She likes it.”

The crowd laughed, too. Some mimicked her moans, oinking and mooing. Others just stared, silent, hands hidden under their robes. The air smelled like sweat and sugar and latex.

The screen flashed. Next event.

A handler approached the pedestal. He held a long silver rod, tipped with a rubber bulb. He touched the bulb to Velvet’s left nipple, then pressed the button.

Electricity jumped through her chest. Her nipple stood straight out, the color turning red to purple. Milk shot from the tip, splashing the handler’s glove. The crowd clapped. Velvet yelped, writhing on her knees, back arched.

The rod moved to her other nipple. The process repeated: zap, spurt, cry, applause. The milk dripped off the edge of the pedestal, pooling on the floor below.

The collar forced her to speak. Her mouth opened, tongue sliding out. She looked at the crowd and said, “Please. Milk me more.”

Her own voice shocked her. She wasn’t supposed to talk unless ordered. But the collar decided. The crowd went wild. Some pounded on the rails, others howled. The screen glowed, her Compliance spiking to 100%.

The handler flicked her clit with the rod, gentle at first, then harder. Velvet moaned, body shaking. She felt the plug in her pussy twist, stretching her walls. The crowd loved that. A closeup of her hole filled the screens, stretched and shiny and leaking.

The pedestal spun faster. Velvet fell forward, tits mashed to the glass. The handler pulled her hips up, exposing her ass to the cameras. The plug in her ass buzzed even harder, until her legs trembled. The collar forced her to wag her ass at the crowd, and they roared.

A new stat appeared on the screen: Orgasm Readiness: 99.8%.

The handler pushed a finger into her pussy, right next to the plug. Velvet squeezed around it, desperate, grinding back. The handler grinned behind the mask.

“Please,” Velvet begged, “let me come.”

The crowd went silent. The only sound was her ragged breathing, and the soft whine of the machines.

The speaker raised his hand. “Permission granted.”

The collar detonated. All the plugs buzzed, twisted, and vibrated. Velvet screamed. Milk sprayed from her nipples in fat, white jets, coating the handler’s gloves, splattering the pedestal. Her pussy spasmed, clenched the plug, juices pouring out around the base.

The crowd applauded, a storm of noise. The screens glowed with her stats—milk volume spiking, heart rate off the chart, Compliance a perfect 100%. Some buyers came right there, moaning under their robes.

Velvet collapsed on the glass, body twitching, mouth open, drool spilling out. Milk leaked from her tits, smeared her cheek. She looked up at the crowd, eyes glassy.

They stared back, hungry. Some pointed at her, gesturing for more. Others just smiled, hands moving between their legs under the robes.

The handler cleaned her up, wiped the sweat and milk from her skin. He patted her cheek, gentle. “Good girl,” he whispered, not loud enough for the crowd to hear.

Velvet beamed. Her whole body hurt, but the pain felt good. She loved the way the crowd looked at her—like she was food, or treasure, or a new toy. She wanted to do it again. She wanted to be perfect.

The pedestal spun her one more time, slow and smooth, showing off every inch.

“Ready for sale,” the speaker said, and the crowd cheered until the glass rattled.
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The auction started with a blast of music. Velvet blinked, dizzy from the lights. She saw her own body on the big screen—knees spread, milk streaking her chest, mouth open in shock. She looked like a freak. She looked perfect.

Buyers crowded the pit, waving white paddles. The numbers climbed, fast and brutal. Velvet couldn’t follow the voices, but she saw her stats spike with each bid. “Fourteen! Eighteen! Twenty-two!” The crowd chanted the numbers, voices raw and hungry.

The collar kept her on the pedestal. She writhed, milk spraying every time she twisted. The crowd loved it. Some started to jerk off, hands lost under their robes. Others just stared, eyes locked on her dripping tits.

The bidding stopped. A single paddle raised—pure white, no number. The crowd gasped, then went silent.

The handlers rushed the stage. They unlocked Velvet’s harness, pulled her arms free. She slumped, weak and leaking. They held her up by the shoulders, parading her in front of the winning buyer.

The patron wore a silver mask, smooth and blank. The robe was deep blue, lined in gold. Velvet couldn’t see their eyes, but she felt them, hot on her skin.

The handlers pushed her forward. The collar forced her to walk on shaky legs. She followed the patron down a long glass hallway. The walls were transparent, so the whole Exhibition Hall could watch. She saw her own reflection, tits swinging, milk trailing behind her. Every step made her holes clench around the plugs.

At the end of the hall was a smaller chamber. The inside was velvet, the color of raw meat. There was a frame in the center—chrome and leather, shaped to hold a body spread-eagle. The patron gestured. The handlers bent Velvet over the frame, buckled her wrists and ankles in place. She was helpless, every inch of her exposed.

The patron circled her, slow and careful. They ran a gloved hand down Velvet’s back, over her hips, across her ass. They squeezed her cheeks, then slid a finger between them, pressing against the plug in her hole. Velvet moaned, hips jerking. The crowd beyond the glass pressed closer, faces mashed against the wall.

The patron pulled out the plug. Her ass gaped, open and wet. The handler replaced it with a bigger one, metal and cold. It slid in easy, her hole already stretched. She shivered. The plug pulsed, wired to the frame.

The patron moved to her front. They cupped her left breast, squeezed until milk dribbled over their glove. They pinched her nipple, hard. Milk sprayed in a thin jet, spattering the patron’s mask. The patron just nodded.

The handlers unclipped the pussy plug. Velvet whimpered, feeling empty for a second, then the next device entered her. It was glass, shaped like a fat cock, wired with sensors all along the shaft. The handler shoved it in, twisting at the end so the base locked against her lips. The inside of her pussy burned, stretched and full.

The patron leaned close. They stared at Velvet, then touched her clit, rolling it between gloved fingers. Velvet bucked, but the frame held her tight. The crowd howled approval.

The patron flicked her clit. “Milk,” they said, the voice muffled but sharp.

The machines powered on. Pumps latched to both of Velvet’s nipples, sucking hard, even before she adjusted to the feeling. Milk filled the tubes in seconds, bubbling into a clear tank at the side of the frame. The glass dildo started to vibrate, slow at first, then faster, in perfect time with the sucking on her tits.

Velvet’s mind blanked. The pleasure was too much, too fast. Her pussy clenched around the glass, juices mixing with the milk leaking down her belly. Her ass squeezed the plug, every nerve raw and alive.

The patron watched, silent. They tapped a control pad. The suction on her tits doubled. Her nipples ballooned, fat and purple, milk streaming in thick pulses. The crowd beyond the glass went wild. Velvet heard them chanting her name.

The glass dildo heated up, almost burning. She felt it pulse inside her, matching her heart. She drooled, tongue hanging out, desperate for air. The frame kept her from falling.

The patron put a hand under her chin. They made her look up, right into the blank mask.

“Do you like it?” they asked.

Velvet tried to speak, but all that came out was a moan.

The patron twisted the dildo. “I said, do you like it?”

“Yes,” Velvet choked. “Yes, please, more.”

The crowd cheered. The screen showed her stats, every number red-lining. Milk overflowed the tank, splashing on the floor. Her pussy gushed around the glass, soaking her thighs.

The patron watched her struggle, then nodded. “Good girl,” they said, and pressed the button marked MAX.

Everything hit at once. The suction pulled so hard her tits flattened against the cups, milk blasting into the tubes. The dildo fucked her, in and out, so fast she couldn’t tell if she was coming or just dying. The ass plug vibrated, deep and rough.

Velvet screamed. The sound echoed through the glass chamber, into the hall. The crowd pounded on the walls, begging for more.

She came, over and over. The orgasms stacked, rolled through her, ripped her apart. Milk ran down her arms, her belly, her legs. Her pussy clenched the glass so tight she thought it might shatter.

The patron just watched, still and silent.

When the machines finally stopped, Velvet slumped in the frame. Her hair was plastered to her face. Her body was coated in milk and sweat and cum. The floor below was covered in puddles, white and slick.

The handlers unstrapped her. She fell to her knees, trembling. The patron crouched beside her, wiped the milk from her lips.

“Thank you,” the patron whispered. Then they stood and walked away.

The crowd went silent. Velvet looked up, saw the faces staring at her, eyes wide and shining.

She was nothing but an animal, a thing. And she loved it.

The handlers dragged her back down the glass hallway. Milk dripped from her, leaving a perfect trail. The crowd parted to let her through, hands reaching out, some just to touch.

Back in the pen, she curled up in her stall. Milk oozed from her tits, pooling under her. Her holes throbbed, but she wanted more.

She knew she would get it. She was perfect. She was theirs.
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They put Velvet in the center of the room. The lights were brighter than before, so bright her eyes burned. She blinked until the tears blurred the glass walls. Her hands were cuffed above her head. The chain stretched so tight she had to stand on tiptoe. Her legs were forced apart by a heavy metal bar locked to her ankles. Her pussy gaped around the fat plug still buried inside. Another plug filled her ass, wider than the first, stretching her raw.

The handlers left her there, naked and shaking, milk dripping off her chest. She could see herself in the mirror: mouth open, tongue out, tits glistening with sweat and milk. The harness dug into her ribs, pinched her arms behind her back, forced her to thrust out her chest. The nipples pointed at the floor, swollen and red, leaking in slow, steady lines.

The glass wall in front of her was two inches thick. Behind it, the buyers were back. Not just the new patron, but a whole row of them. Black robes, silver masks. They stared at her, not moving, not talking. She could feel their eyes anyway.

The patron stepped into the room. He wore a white mask, no eyes, no mouth, just smooth and blank. The robe was gold this time, trimmed with blue. He walked slow, hands behind his back, like he was inspecting a new car.

He stopped in front of Velvet and stroked her cheek with a gloved finger. It was so gentle she shivered. The finger traced her jaw, then slid down her throat, over the collar. The collar pulsed when he touched it, a deep hum that made her legs shake.

He whispered something. She couldn’t hear, but the collar buzzed, picking up his words. “Are you ready, little cow?”

She nodded, eyes wide.

He smiled. She could feel it behind the mask.

He stepped back and snapped his fingers.

The machines woke up all at once. The bench rose from the floor, pushing her up. The chain yanked her arms higher, until her shoulders burned. The metal bar spread her legs even wider, pulling her hips open for the buyers.

A rod mounted on the bench lined up with her pussy plug. It pressed forward, slow and steady. The plug popped out with a wet smack, and the rod slammed in to take its place. It was hard, cold, bigger than before. It rammed her open, bottomed out, and locked in.

Another rod met her ass. It lined up perfect, then drilled in deep. Velvet screamed, but the collar choked the noise. The buyers leaned closer to the glass, faces inches from her. One of them pounded a fist on the wall, making the whole thing vibrate.

Suction cups attached to her tits, sealed tight to the skin. The machines hissed, drawing air, then started to pull. The suction was brutal, like a vacuum on high. Her nipples disappeared into the cups, the flesh sucked deep and bulging. Milk filled the tubes in seconds, ran down to the collector at her feet.

The patron stood back, watching. His hands were in his pockets. He didn’t move, not even when the machines started to fuck her.

The rods moved together, in perfect sync. They pulled out, almost all the way, then slammed back in, hard and fast. Each thrust forced the air from her lungs, made her tits bounce. The suction on her nipples kept pace, yanking at the same rhythm. The whole machine was built to milk her and fuck her at the same time.

Velvet drooled. It dripped from her lips, ran down her chin. She couldn’t think, couldn’t move, just hung there while the machines destroyed her.

The first orgasm hit so fast she didn’t know what happened. Her pussy clenched the rod, milk sprayed from her tits, her ass spasmed around the plug. She screamed, but the collar silenced her, turning it into a whimper.

The patron reached out and grabbed her by the hips. His grip was strong, fingers digging into her flesh. He guided her, made her grind on the rods, forced her to fuck herself for the crowd.

“Look at them,” he said, voice smooth as butter.

She looked. The buyers were pressed against the glass, hands flat, masks fogged with their breath. Some had their hands between their legs, stroking under the robes. One woman licked the glass, tongue tracing the outline of Velvet’s nipple through the wall.

“Show them,” the patron said. “Show them what you are.”

He pulled the chain tighter. Her arms stretched so far her shoulders popped. He let go of her hips and slapped her ass, hard enough to make the skin sting. The buyers cheered, hands slapping the glass in wild rhythm.

The rods picked up speed. They fucked her so hard she thought her pelvis would shatter. The suction on her tits got stronger, milking her dry. The milk splattered on the floor, ran in rivers between her feet.

Velvet’s whole body shook. She wanted to scream, to beg for mercy, but the collar wouldn’t let her. The pain turned to pleasure, pleasure to hunger. She wanted to be used, wanted to be ruined for them.

The second orgasm ripped through her, stronger than the first. Her pussy squirted around the rod, sprayed the bench and her thighs. Milk shot from her nipples, hit the glass wall in thick ropes. The buyers howled, masks tilted back, hands clawing at the glass.

The patron stroked her cheek again. “Good girl,” he said. “Such a good little animal.”

She sobbed, tears running down her face. She wasn’t sad. She was happy. She was perfect.

The rods never stopped. The machine had no mercy, no pity. It just fucked and fucked, milking her for every drop. Her body went numb, then raw, then numb again.

She lost count of the orgasms. Each one hit harder, made her legs shake, her arms twitch. Her voice was gone, replaced by gasps and moans. Milk poured from her tits, covered her chest, dripped down into her mouth. She swallowed, greedy for the taste.

The buyers started to lose control. Some banged on the glass with both hands, others pressed their faces against it, tongues lapping at the streaks of milk. The noise was deafening, a wall of sound.

The collar buzzed, sending a shock through her skull. It told her to say something.

She opened her mouth, drool and milk spilling out. “Thank you, Daddy,” she said, voice hoarse. “Please, more.”

The buyers cheered. The patron leaned in, whispered in her ear. “That’s my girl. Show them what you’re made for.”

The rods rammed deeper. The suction on her tits hit max. Velvet screamed. Her whole body arched, feet off the floor, arms stretched to breaking. Milk exploded from her, flooding the collector, splattering her legs. Her pussy clenched the rod, juices pouring out. Her ass throbbed, stretched around the plug.

She came so hard her vision went white. The world vanished, replaced by pleasure. She hung there, wrecked, while the machines milked her empty.

The buyers wouldn’t stop. The crowd behind the glass screamed for more, hands slamming the wall. The patron snapped his fingers, and the machines slowed.

He unhooked the chain, let her arms drop. They fell limp to her sides. She could barely move them. He pulled her head up by the chin, made her look at the buyers.

“Smile,” he said.

She smiled, tears and milk streaking her face.

The rods pulled out, leaving her holes gaping and empty. The suction cups released, her nipples fat and purple. Milk still leaked from the tips, dripping onto the floor.

The crowd clapped, loud and wild.

The patron wiped the milk from her lips. “Good girl,” he whispered, and walked out.

The handlers came in. They unstrapped her from the bar, but left the harness on. They wiped her down, cleaned the milk from her skin, then fitted new plugs in her pussy and ass. These were bigger, heavier, locked in place so she couldn’t take them out.

They paraded her in front of the buyers again, made her crawl on hands and knees, tits swinging. The buyers pressed gifts to the glass—roses, credit chips, scraps of silk.

The handlers led her to the next room, the whole time the buyers watched. She heard their voices, low and hungry, even through the thick glass.

In the new room, there was only a bed, clean white sheets, and a single camera in the ceiling. The handlers left her there, locked the door.

She curled up on the bed, plugs still throbbing in her holes, milk leaking from her tits. She was tired, so tired, but she couldn’t sleep.

She stared at the camera and waited for the next time. She wanted it. She wanted them to see her. She wanted to be perfect.

And she knew they would never stop.
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They woke Velvet with cold water, splashed across her face and tits. She gasped, choked, sucked air and milk together. The plugs in her holes ached, stretched tight. The harness was gone, but her arms felt heavy, like they were still bound above her.

The handlers worked fast. They rolled her onto her belly, wiped the spit and sweat from her skin, then set to work on her hair. They brushed it white and smooth, then tied it back in two pigtails. The touch was rough but careful, like they didn’t want to break their favorite toy.

Her body felt different. Her tits were bigger than before, the skin stretched shiny and red, nipples fat and dark and leaking even at rest. Her hips ached, wider, her ass more padded, thighs pressing together even when she tried to spread them. The plugs were huge, so big she could barely close her legs. Each time she flexed, they pulsed and buzzed.

The handlers painted her lips cherry red, then glossed them until they looked wet and raw. They powdered her cheeks, darkened her lashes, lined her eyes with black. They polished her nails, stuck tiny rhinestones to each finger.

When they finished, they hooked the harness back around her chest, buckled it so tight she almost passed out. They left her arms free this time, but pulled them behind her head, elbows wide. The milk sprayed from her tits, splattered the handlers, ran in rivers down her belly.

“On your knees,” one handler said.

Velvet obeyed, kneeling in the middle of the room. Milk dripped from her nipples, pooled around her knees. The floor was slick, her skin shiny with sweat and oil.

The glass wall was clear now. Behind it, the buyers were back, more than before. Some had changed robes, new colors and symbols. One wore a crown. Some had masks with horns, or extra eyes, or just blank slabs with no features at all.

A screen flickered on above the glass. It flashed her stats—milk volume, elasticity, compliance, birth readiness, all in the red. At the top, her new name glowed: Velvet 45.

She saw herself on the screen, live feed from the room. She looked insane. Her tits jutted out, leaking like broken pipes. Her mouth was slick with gloss, lips swollen and parted. Her eyes were glassy, pupils huge. The harness pinched her skin, made her nipples stand straight out.

The buyers watched, silent, waiting.

A buzzer sounded. The collar vibrated, made her jolt.

“Present,” said a voice from the wall.

Velvet arched her back, stuck her chest out. She put her hands behind her head, elbows flared, fingers locked. Her tits swung forward, milk flying in fat arcs. She opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue, let the drool and milk run down her chin.

The crowd leaned in. They pounded on the glass, desperate for more.

The handlers brought in the milking machine. They pressed the cups to her nipples, sealed them tight. The suction started slow, then ramped up until her whole chest ached. Milk shot down the tubes, filled the collector at her knees.

The buyers moaned. Some pressed their faces to the glass, others stroked their bodies under the robes. The screen showed her nipples ballooning inside the cups, skin stretched to bursting, milk running in endless streams.

The collar buzzed her again.

“Thank them,” the voice said.

She looked up at the glass, eyes wide, lips trembling. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered. “Thank you for making me yours.”

The buyers cheered, masks bobbing, hands slapping the wall. The screen flashed her stats again. Velvet 45: Perfect.

The handlers swapped the suction cups for new ones, these with thick plastic rods attached. They shoved the rods into her holes, twisted them until they locked in place. The crowd howled, the noise shaking the room.

The collar shocked her, hard enough to make her scream.

She screamed for them. She milked for them. She belonged to them.

Tears ran down her cheeks, but she smiled, proud and wild.

The machines kept fucking her, plugs and rods and pumps, until she came again. Milk sprayed everywhere, soaked her skin, filled the collector and overflowed onto the floor. Her pussy clenched the rod, gushed wet and hot around the base. Her ass spasmed, stretched wide and numb.

The buyers pounded the glass, chanted her number. “Forty-five! Forty-five! Forty-five!”

Velvet came again, harder than before. The orgasm left her blind, deaf, floating.

The handlers shut off the machines, pulled out the rods, left the plugs in place. They wiped her down, glossed her lips again, then let her kneel in the milk and tears.

The collar hummed, stroking her brain. She was perfect. She was nothing but a hucow. She belonged to Daddy, and the buyers, and the machines.

The screen flashed her name one last time. Velvet 45.

She smiled for them, hands behind her head, tits leaking, body wrecked. She wanted the whole world to see. She wanted them to know she was made for this.

She whispered, “Thank you,” over and over, until the lights went out and the world was only heat, and milk, and bliss.


Thank you!

I hope you enjoyed The Velvet Hucow Book #2. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review. It really helps!

Want more milky, high-heat submission?

Sign up for the mailing list and get exclusive updates when the next story drops.

👉Sign up Here👈

Check out the entire series here.
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Pink Milk Hucow Serum (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Ava came for the paycheck. She stayed for the suction.

When broke and brilliant Ava signs up for a clinical trial at the secretive BlissMilk Research
Facillty, she expects injections, side effects, maybe a little discomfort. She doesn't expect
to wake up with swollen, leaking breasts, a head full of pink fog, and a craving for the
machine that won't stop milking her. The shimmering pink serum coursing through her
veins Is doing more than just changing her body—it's softening her thoughts, rewiring her
desires, and tuning her into the perfect bimbo hucow.
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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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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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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
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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





