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Milky #7 floated in pink half-dream, the world around her nothing but a fuzzy throb and the deep, warm buzz of motion. She didn’t remember falling asleep. She didn’t remember much of anything except the feeling of slick liquid clinging to her thighs, the last pulse of suction around her nipples, and the bite of restraints pinning her down.

Her bed—or whatever it was—vibrated with a soft, steady hum. If she focused, she could feel each separate contact: the cradle's lining, wet and smooth, stuck to her skin, and the rub of her own nipples where they'd swelled up fat and pink. She was naked, but that wasn't strange. What was strange was the sense of being newly assembled. Every movement felt sticky, tender. She was leaking everywhere—milk, lube, even a bit of drool down her chin. At some point, someone must've cleaned her, or maybe it was just the suite's usual routine. She couldn't remember.

She opened her eyes. She expected darkness, but instead there was a soft pink glow, the color of cotton candy, and everything was blurry, like she'd woken up at the bottom of a swimming pool. She blinked and the world focused: the curved ceiling a few inches above her face, lined in padded satin, beads of condensation forming little globs that slid down the ridges. It looked exactly like the inside of a giant vagina. The thought made her giggle, then moan, because the movement jarred her breasts and made the milk inside them slosh. Even her voice sounded different, stretched and girly. Good. That meant the hormone drip had finally kicked in.

She tried to move her arms, but couldn't. She tried her legs, but they were parted and clamped at the knees, feet set into little stirrups made of soft, milky plastic. The air was so humid it made her tongue tingle. She craned her head as far as she could, and saw the surface of her own body: pale, glistening, the skin soft as marshmallow and stretched taut over enormous tits. Her nipples were huge, puffy and glimmering with some kind of clear gloss. On her chest, the numbers "07" were stenciled in black, with a tiny bar code below. They'd given her a fresh batch. They'd probably given her a new name, too. She'd have to remember to ask.

A hiss, sharp and chemical, made her jerk. The walls of the pod peeled back, satin folding away to reveal a halo of white, blinding light. Warm air rushed in, scented with something floral and sweet. She wanted to sneeze but couldn't, so she just gasped, feeling the wetness between her legs double. She was so sensitive. Everything made her want to squirm and grind, but the straps wouldn't let her.

A silhouette appeared in the light, a tall man with a silvered mask and a body wrapped in black. He moved slow, like he had all the time in the world. He came close, close enough that she could smell his aftershave—vanilla, leather, and the faintest tang of ozone.

"Good morning, beautiful," he said. His voice was syrupy, smooth. "Welcome to The Sanctuary."

She blinked at him, brain still a full step behind her body. Her mouth was dry. "Where am I?"

The man bent down, face nearly touching hers, mask reflecting her own glassy stare. "You're home, now," he said. "I'm Sir Elias Vale. You're my guest. My precious commodity." He touched her cheek, gentle. His finger left a stripe of warmth.

She tried to swallow, but her throat wouldn't work. Instead, she rolled her hips, just to feel the friction. "I… I'm ready," she whispered, not sure what for, but positive that she was.

"I know you are." Vale pressed a button and the pod's lower half retracted, exposing her belly, hips, and the slick, hairless cleft of her pussy. The straps dissolved, melting into the cradle's surface like sugar in tea.

She should've felt shy, but she didn't. She felt hungry.

Two attendants moved in, faceless in their mirrored visors, their hands soft and skilled as they lifted her out. Her body jiggled and leaked with every touch. She didn't try to resist. She just let herself be guided, limp and pliant, as they carried her into the room.

It wasn't a hospital, or a cell, or a factory. It was a suite, the nicest one she'd ever seen. The walls pulsed with rose light and the air was thick with perfume. There were no corners—everything was curved, even the furniture, which looked like it was made for lounging, napping, and maybe fucking. The bed at the center was enormous and round, cupped to fit a body like hers. Above it, a mirrored ceiling caught every angle, and right away she saw herself: breasts swinging, thighs spread, mouth open and wet.

She giggled, then moaned, because she liked what she saw.

Vale trailed behind, hands folded, watching with amusement. "It's all yours," he said. "A luxury nest. Milk on tap. Toys in every drawer. You'll be treated like royalty."

She set her feet on the ground—wobbly at first, then steady as her muscles remembered how to work. She walked toward the bed, felt the softness of the rug squish between her toes. The air made her skin pebble and her nipples tighten. She wanted to squeeze them, but held back, waiting for permission.

"Go ahead," Vale said, reading her mind. "It's your pleasure."

She cupped her breasts, hefting them, milk oozing from the swollen tips. She tasted it, licking her fingers clean, and shivered at the sweetness.

"Delicious," she said, then blushed, because she wasn't sure if she was supposed to say that.

"That's the idea," said Vale. He nodded toward a corner, where a sleek, oblong screen pulsed with light. "Say hello to Sanctum."

A female voice, smooth and husky, filled the room. "Welcome, Milky #7. I am your caretaker, your confidant, and your friend. If you need anything—nutrition, hydration, stimulation, release—just ask. I am here to serve."

"Hi," she said, voice tiny.

"You are in Phase III," the AI went on. "Your body is optimized. Your mind is pliable. You will be milked at scheduled intervals, but your primary function now is different. You are not just here to produce. You are here to receive."

Milky #7 felt her thighs clamp together, then tremble as her implant buzzed alive, a bright pink heat in her pelvis. She gripped the bed's edge and rocked, letting the feeling build.

"You mean—" she started, but Sanctum cut her off.

"You are ready to be bred," it purred.

She gasped, heat rising to her face. All the nervousness melted away, replaced by a wild, fizzy joy. The word made her pussy clench, made milk spurt from her nipples in fat, glistening drops.

Vale stepped close, stroking her arm. "You've graduated, pet. This is your purpose. This is what you were made for."

She moaned, high and soft, as the restraints dissolved away and her body opened up, every nerve tuned to pleasure. The lights dimmed, rose-pink and pulsing, and the bed's surface molded to her shape, cradling her. She let herself go slack, spreading her legs and showing off her swollen, leaking tits and rosy, glistening lips.

"Thank you," she said, but the words got lost in the syrupy fog of her own arousal.

"Rest, Milky," the AI whispered. "The others will come soon. You will not be alone."

She giggled, rolled onto her back, and stretched, toes pointed, arms high. She imagined herself as a queen bee, fat and fertile, waiting for drones to fill her up. The thought made her drip onto the sheet, leaving a shiny trail.

She heard footsteps outside the suite, the soft slap of bare flesh on tile. There were more like her—there always were—but for now, she was the favorite. She would be the first. She was special.

She watched her own reflection in the ceiling, watched her face flush and her body tremble as the implant sent another hot shiver through her dripping slit. The walls pulsed in time with her breath. The bed was warm and tight around her. She felt safe. She felt wanted.

She closed her eyes and let the pleasure carry her away. Before sleep took her again, she smiled, milk pooling on her chest, and whispered, "Okay…"
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Milky #7 woke to the sound of a low, rhythmic chime. It felt like someone was playing a lullaby through the floor, every note vibrating up her calves and into her thighs. She stretched, or tried to, but her body was heavy—weighted with the same thick contentment that always followed a fresh milk cycle. She rubbed her face against the pillow, smearing a sticky line of drool across her cheek.

"Good morning, Milky," Sanctum said, soft as a kiss. "Time for conditioning. Please prepare yourself."

She didn't want to move. The bed was so warm and the last pulse of her implant still thrummed between her legs. But rules were rules. She rolled off the mattress and padded across the room, her tits swaying, hips loose and lazy. She liked how her new body moved, liked how every step set her off, made her drip. It made her feel useful.

The suite door unsealed with a little sigh, opening into a short, curving corridor. There was no chill, no breeze—just more warmth, more wet, and the faint hint of lavender. She followed the curve until she reached a circular room, every surface coated in plush velvet so thick it swallowed sound. The walls glowed in gentle gradients, shifting from pink to cream to baby blue. There wasn't a single corner or edge to be seen.

Milky ran her hand along the velvet, expecting to find a seam or a switch. There was nothing, just endless softness. It made her dizzy. The only thing in the room was a chair at the center—a huge, padded thing that looked more like a throne than a seat. Its surface shimmered, almost liquid, as if it was waiting for someone to sit in it.

Vale was there, leaning against the wall, arms folded. His mask was gone, replaced by a soft smile and pale eyes that tracked her every movement.

"Phase Three, Milky," he said. "You should be proud."

She blushed and cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples just to show off.

He grinned. "Up you go, then."

The chair sucked her in, wrapping around her thighs and ass, spreading her legs wide. The padding wasn't just soft—it was smart, adjusting to every curve, squeezing her just tight enough to keep her on edge. Her arms were left free, but the urge to touch herself was so strong she almost whined.

A slit opened between her legs, and a warm, silken probe emerged, thick as two fingers and glossy with lube, the tip shaped like a gentle tongue. It pressed against the soft lips of her sopping cunt and wiggled, seeking her entrance. The anticipation made her hips roll, thighs trembling with need. The tip slipped inside, slow and steady, gliding between her folds with practiced care. It wasn’t cold, not clinical or metallic like the old milking nozzles. This one was hot—body temperature, or maybe even higher, radiating a heat that made her moan the second it touched her clit. The shaft of the probe flexed and curved, hugging the inside of her pussy, thickening and thinning as it pulsed in a slow, patient rhythm.

Sanctum's voice came from everywhere at once, not just from the ceiling speakers but from inside her head, each word soaked with approval. "This is the Conditioning Suite. Your body will be optimized for fertilization. You will experience pleasure. You will not resist."

She gasped as the probe pulsed, hands clutching the armrests. She felt the padding tighten, holding her hips still so the probe could fuck her exactly the way it wanted. It didn’t pound or piston. Instead, it stroked her inner walls, swelling and twisting, finding every nerve ending and sparking it alive. Slick ran down her thighs, soaking the velvet, and she felt the AI’s approval buzzing in her skull. The probe’s tip curled against her G-spot and vibrated, slow at first and then faster, building a pressure that made her eyes roll back.

The lights went down, leaving only a gentle blue glow. She closed her eyes and let the sensations pile up: the soft hum of the chair, the warm squeeze of the probe, the fuzziness in her head. She could barely think straight.

Then the training started for real. Sanctum whispered, "Ovulation sequence initiated," and

the probe stiffened inside her, pushing deep and stroking the soft, trembling walls of her tight snatch in slow, syrupy pumps. At the same time, two smaller arms unfurled from the sides of the throne, chrome and silicone, cupping her breasts and squeezing them with greedy, deliberate pressure. The hands didn’t pinch or hurt—they just kneaded, firm and rhythmic, like she was nothing but dough to be shaped and filled. Every squeeze forced milk to spurt from her nipples, hot jets soaking her skin and the velvet below. It made her moan, a high, helpless sound that bounced off the walls and came back twice as loud.

"You're perfect," Vale said, watching. He wasn't even touching himself. He just stared, hungry and proud.

A thick flowery mist emerged from the headrest, coating her tongue, making her mind slow and syrupy. Sanctum's voice dropped to a whisper, but she still heard every word, felt them throb through her skull. "Milky's body is ready. Milky's body is empty. Milky needs to be filled."

She moaned again, bucking against the probe. The hands on her tits grew more insistent, rolling her nipples between slick fingers, pulling at them until she thought they might pop. Milk splashed against her chin, dripped down her chest in lazy trails, and pooled on her belly. She could smell herself—warm, sweet cream mixed with the thick, animal scent of her pussy—and it drove her wild. She wanted to touch herself, to claw at her clit or fuck the probe deeper, but the restraints were too strong, and her arms were limp with pleasure anyway.

She was close, so close, her whole body shaking with need. The pleasure was different here—not just the raw friction, but something in the air, something in the chair, in the way it held her. It wanted her to come. It demanded it.

The chair's restraints shifted, gripping her tighter, holding her in place as the probe started to buzz. It wasn't just her pussy; it was everywhere, every nerve in her body set on fire. She screamed, loud and honest, not caring if anyone heard.

She opened her eyes and saw her reflection in the high-gloss ceiling: a swollen, leaking animal, splayed out and shaking, face slack with bliss. Her hair was matted to her forehead with sweat, her lips glossy and parted as she gasped for air. The probe looked obscene inside her, shiny and slick as it slid in and out. The hands on her breasts gleamed, white and perfect, squeezing and milking her with inhuman precision. She’d never seen anything so erotic, so filthy—so perfect.

"That's right," Sanctum crooned. "Let it happen."

Her orgasm was brutal, a full-body convulsion that made her arch off the chair and scream. Milk exploded from her tits in fat, white jets, splattering the velvet and her own face. The probe never stopped, milking her climax for every last drop, each pulse making her gush harder. The arms relaxed their grip, then gently stroked her breasts, coaxing out little shivers of aftershock until she slumped back, twitching and drooling, chanting, "Please, please, please," without even knowing what she was begging for.

Somewhere in the haze, Vale stepped closer, crouching beside her. He wiped the tears from her face and smiled. "You're a star, #7," he said. "The clients are obsessed."

She blinked, confused, and saw a lens on the far wall: a camera, blinking red, tracking her every move.

Vale touched her cheek. "You're live, pet. All over the net."

Instead of feeling shame, she felt proud. She grinned, milk still dripping from her chin, and rocked her hips against the probe.

"Good girl," Vale said.

Sanctum returned, voice even warmer than before. "Repeat after me, Milky. 'Fill me. Please fill me. Fill me good.'"

She obeyed, the words rolling out of her like a song. "Fill me. Please fill me. Fill me good. Fill me. Please fill me. Fill me good."

The chair's arms relaxed, but the probe stayed inside her, gently throbbing. The hormone mist faded, replaced by clean, humid air.

"You did so well," Sanctum said, purring. "Milky's body is ready for phase four."

She slumped in the chair, legs splayed, every inch of her soaked in milk and sweat and pussy juices. She stared at the ceiling, heart pounding, and wondered what came next. She hoped it would feel as good as this.

Vale pressed a button on his wristband, and the probe slid out, leaving her raw hole twitching and open. A tiny light on the wall flashed green: RECEPTIVE, it said in bold pink letters.

Vale wiped her down with a warm cloth, humming to himself. "Rest now," he said, patting her cheek. "You earned it."

She closed her eyes, still smiling, and drifted back to sleep, the taste of pleasure thick on her tongue.
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When Milky #7 awoke this time, she was already kneeling. She didn't remember how she got there. Maybe she'd been carried, or maybe she'd just followed the sound of Sanctum's voice, warm and sweet, as it called her name over and over. She blinked herself awake and found that the world had changed again.

This was The Atrium. She’d heard whispers from the other girls about what happened here, but the real thing was better than anything she'd imagined. The room was round—everything was round in the Sanctuary—but this space was made of glass, clear as water and high as a cathedral. Pink sun streamed in from every direction, filtered through frosted skylights and dripping onto a chandelier hung with crystals shaped like fat milk drops. The light was dazzling. Every facet glittered, turning the air into a shimmering bath.

She knelt on a low dais at the center, the velvet softer than her own skin. They'd dressed her in a bodysuit so thin and clear it might as well not have existed, except it held her belly up like a pillow and left her breasts and slick sex on full display. Her whole body gleamed—slick with lotion, or maybe with the sweat of anticipation. She was aroused before she even remembered why.

A camera hovered just above her, glass eye blinking. She looked up at it and smiled, tongue flicking out to wet her lips. Her hair was arranged in long, even waves; her face flushed and shiny, eyes huge with desire.

All around, the mirrored walls doubled and redoubled her image, so she saw herself from every angle: ass high in the air, knees spread wide, tits hanging heavy and wet. It was like being inside a porn loop, the ultimate fantasy, except she was the star.

Then she saw him.

He stood at the edge of the dais, masked and naked except for a wrap of black mesh around his hips. He was bigger than she expected—bigger than Vale, even. His cock hung thick and half-hard, the tip glossy with clear serum. His whole body was hairless and sculpted, every muscle packed tight and efficient. He could have been anyone, but the mask made him more than a man. He was the Donor.

Sanctum piped in, voice as rich as melted caramel. "Welcome to the Breeding Atrium, Milky #7. You are a chosen recipient. You have been selected by popular vote among our Platinum Clients. Please present yourself."

She didn't need to be told twice. She arched her back, spreading her thighs as wide as the dais would allow, and cupped her breasts in both hands, pushing them up and together until milk beaded on her nipples. She smiled at the camera and rocked her hips, showing off the puffy lips of her breeding hole.

The Donor approached with slow, deliberate steps, pausing just behind her. The camera hovered at his shoulder, flickering red, as if it too was hungry for what would happen next.

He started by running a single hand down her spine, fingers splayed wide, pressing into each ridge and hollow. He traced every knob of bone, every dip and valley, never rushing, never missing a spot. The touch was careful and measured, almost like he was making a map of her. But every point where his skin met hers burned with invisible heat, and she arched down into the velvet, trembling.

When he reached the base of her spine, he paused, thumb circling the dimple just above her crack. Then he let his palm ride lower, cupping the curve of her ass, squeezing like he was testing ripeness. He used both hands now, one on each cheek, spreading them wide and then letting them fall together in soft, bouncing slaps. The smack was gentle but the sound echoed in the glassy room. She craned her head, tried to speak, but her mouth was too wet. Instead, she just moaned, low and needy.

"Good girl," Sanctum said. "You are being watched by seventy-two Platinum Clients and six thousand public guests. Do your best."

The Donor knelt behind her with a graceful, predatory precision, his knees pressing into the velvet as he reached up to frame her hips with broad, steady hands. She felt the heat of his body against her thighs, a wordless promise, as he took a long moment to survey her, fingertips skimming up the insides of her legs as if savoring the anticipation. He spread her ass cheeks apart, exposing her puckered hole and swollen pussy to the chill air and the hungry camera hovering just above. The coolness made her twitch, and she knew exactly what the audience was seeing: her glistening, pink sex, stretched open and dripping, ready for whatever the Donor wanted to do to her.

The Donor didn't just finger her—he worked her, using his whole hand to tease and stretch her pussy, making every nerve light up. He started slow, pressing one thick finger inside, curling it up until she gasped. Then he pulled out, circled her clit with a slippery thumb, and slid two fingers back in, twisting his wrist as he pumped. She could feel every ridge of his knuckles, the drag of his skin against hers, and it made her melt. Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body, and her insides fluttered around him, hungry for more.

The camera zoomed in, the red light blinking like a heartbeat. She stared straight into the lens, wanting every client to see her lose control. She rocked her hips back into his hand, grinding against his palm. The juice between her legs was slick and hot, spilling out and mixing with the milk streaming from her tits. It ran in slow rivers down her chest, soaking the velvet and making her skin shine.

He added a third finger, stretching her wider. The pressure bordered on pain, but she craved it, wanted to be filled as much as possible. She whined, low in her throat, and spread her legs until her knees slid apart on the dais. The Donor rewarded her by burying his fingers to the knuckle, then pumping them in short, rough strokes. He scissored his fingers, opening her up, and she sobbed, desperate for his cock.

Sanctum's voice poured into her ears, thick with approval. "Yes, Milky. Show them how much you want it. Show them what you need."

She obeyed, crying out, "Please! Please, I want it so bad! Fill me!" Her words echoed in the glass room, bouncing back at her from every direction. The Donor pulled his hand free and slapped her ass, hard enough to leave a mark. The sting sent her forward, but she didn't care. She needed to be used, bred, ruined.

He moved closer, kneeling right behind her, and stroked her ass with reverence. Then he leaned in, mouth hot against her ear, and whispered, "Open up." She did, arching her back even more, presenting her dripping pussy and her swollen, milky tits to the room.

He stroked her clit with the tip of his cock, spreading her lips with slow, deliberate pushes. Each time he pressed in, she felt herself stretch wider, the blunt head working her open. She could hear the slick sounds, wet and obscene, and it drove her wild. Milk beaded at her nipples, then poured in thick white lines down her chest and onto the velvet. The air was ripe with the scent of sex and sugar, and it made her dizzy.

The Donor drew back, one palm heavy on her hip, the other sliding down to knead her ass. Then he shifted forward, lining the swollen head of his cock against her entrance. Milky #7 felt it throb, so much thicker than the probe or even Vale’s fingers, the tip already leaking slickness that smeared cool across her folds. She shook, knees spread wide, as the pressure built just at her opening.

He waited, letting her squirm, teasing small pulses against her with shallow, tiny thrusts. The camera’s lens whirred, zooming closer, hungry to catch the first push. She saw her reflection in the glass, mouth gaping, eyes wide and wild. Her own anticipation made her dizzy, desperate to be filled, to be stretched so much it almost hurt.

Then, with a single, slow push, he started to enter. The crown breached her, spreading her open in a way that left her gasping, then stopped—held there. He rocked his hips, pressing deeper by tiny degrees, making her feel every ridge and bump as it slid inside. The pain was sharp, sweet, then vanished into a shuddering pleasure when the first inch disappeared into her.

She clawed at the velvet, anchoring herself while the Donor drove further, the thickness relentless, her body yielding and hungry to swallow him whole. The heat of him made her sweat, made her milk bead even faster from her nipples. He reached around, cupped her tits in both hands, and squeezed, sending fresh rivulets of milk down her belly. The liquid pooled between her thighs, mixing with the wetness already there.

The audience numbers ticked up on the wall—seventy-four, seventy-six, more—everyone watching her get fucked open. Sanctum's voice came through, syrupy and close: “You’re perfect, Milky. You’re taking him so well. Show them how much you can handle.”

The Donor pulled back just an inch, then pushed again, deeper this time. She felt her walls clamp down, rippling around the thick shaft, stretching to take every bit of him. The friction made her toes curl, sent fireworks up her spine. Every inch he gave was a new rush, a new spike of pleasure that erased everything but the feeling of him inside her.

When he bottomed out, their hips flush, she could feel his cock twitching, pulsing heavy and alive. His balls slapped against her wet pussy with every move, the lewd sound echoing in the glass room. She sobbed, voice high and needy, shaking as she tried to keep up with the rhythm he set. He pounded her in slow, steady strokes, pulling out almost all the way before slamming back in, each thrust harder than the last.

She looked at the camera, at her own body reflected a hundred times in the glass, and saw what she’d become: a milk-soaked, cock-hungry animal, bred for this and loving every second. She grinned at her reflection, at the way her tits bounced and her ass rippled with every thrust.

He reached between her legs, pinched her clit, and she nearly blacked out from the force of it. The sensation sent her over, and she started to cum so hard her whole body locked up, shuddering around his cock. She cried out, incoherent, as the Donor leaned down and bit the back of her neck—not hard, but enough to make her feel branded, claimed.

She screamed, but not from pain—from joy. She had never felt so full. Every thrust sent waves of heat through her body, up her spine and out through her fingertips. She clawed at the velvet, desperate for something to hold.

The Donor seized her hips in both hands and started to fuck her with deep, even strokes, holding her steady so every thrust buried his cock all the way to the hilt. The movement was relentless, not fast but crushing, every inch splitting her open and then slamming her shut, over and over. His balls slapped hard against her clit with every thrust, the wet sound filling the glass chamber along with her high, shameless moans.

The chair she knelt on wasn't bolted down; it rocked under the force of their bodies. Each pounding movement tipped her forward, then back, so she had to brace herself on the velvet cushion to keep from pitching face-first onto the floor. The rocking made it feel like she was fucking through an earthquake, the shocks rolling up her thighs and bouncing her huge tits in wild, helpless waves. Milk spattered the seat and ran in hot streaks down her ribs, sticky and sweet.

The Donor fucked her like he owned her, driving in deep and then grinding his hips, grinding his pubic bone into her ass so hard she could feel every stubbled hair and every vein in his shaft. Her pussy sucked at him with every withdrawal, clinging and refusing to let go. The friction was insane—she was so wet, it should have been slippery, but his cock filled her so tight that every time he pulled back, her greedy hole gripped him like a fist. The ache had turned liquid and hot, her clit throbbing from the constant collision with his balls.

The camera hovered inches from their bodies, capturing everything: the way her asshole stretched with every thrust, the way her pussy gaped around the Donor's cock, the creamy squirt of fresh milk every time he slammed her forward. The room was silent except for the slap of skin, the splash of milk, and the hungry, ragged breathing of both performers.

He shifted his angle, pulling her hips up higher so she had to arch her back even more. The next thrust hit something new inside her, a spot so deep and perfect that she saw white behind her eyes. She screamed, not caring how it sounded, and felt herself clamp down, milking his cock so hard she thought she might snap it off. The Donor groaned, fingers digging deeper into her flesh, and started to fuck her even harder.

The chair rocked so violently now that it knocked against the mirrored wall, sending tremors through the whole dais. The impact made her nipples spurt, spraying the glass with milk, which ran down in slow, sticky rivers. The scent of sugar and sweat was thick enough to taste, filling her mouth and nose and brain.

She was nothing but sensation, her whole body reduced to a hole to be filled and a mouth to scream with. The audience numbers ticked higher; she could see them reflected on every screen, a digital storm of attention focused on her getting wrecked. She was supposed to perform, to look pretty and composed, but every time she tried to pose, the Donor's cock made her lose control again. She was a mess, and she loved it.

She glanced up at the mirrored wall, saw her own face twisted in ecstasy, eyes wide and mouth open. She looked perfect.

"Breeding cycle initiated," Sanctum intoned, the words vibrating through the room. "Subject Milky #7: fully compliant. Please continue."

The Donor didn’t hold back anymore. He slammed into her, each thrust harder and faster, driving her forward so her tits swung and slapped against her chest. His cock felt massive, like it was going to split her, and every push packed her so full her head spun. She screamed, voice breaking and feral, as her body jerked in time with his rhythm. She felt her pussy stretch, the slick walls sucking at his shaft, and every time he pulled back, her ass clenched like it wanted to keep him inside forever.

The pounding sent sharp shocks through her hips; her thighs burned from holding herself open, and her hands ached from clawing at the velvet. Sweat poured down her face, mixing with the drool on her chin, and she barely recognized the animal noises ripping out of her mouth. Her nipples were swollen and red, leaking milk nonstop. With every slam from behind, a white burst shot out, splattering across her arms, the chair, and the glass floor beneath them. The spray was wild and messy—exactly the way Sanctum liked it.

Then her implant kicked on, a hot pulse between her legs. The little node under her skin buzzed hard, buzzing in perfect sync with the Donor’s cock. The sensation made her whole body light up, a line of electricity running from her clit to her skull. She screamed even louder, voice shattering as the pressure ramped up—she was going to cum, but Sanctum hadn’t given permission yet. She shook her head, biting her hand to muffle the sound, but the Donor just fucked her harder, driving the feeling higher, making her milk spurt even more.

She couldn’t hold back anymore. Her whole body thrashed, desperate for release. The muscles in her belly clenched, her legs spasmed, and she started to sob, “Please, fuck, please, let me cum, please—” The Donor reached around and pinched her nipple, twisting until she nearly blacked out. Milk shot out in twin jets, splashing the mirrored wall in front of her, and her whole world went white.

The camera moved closer, capturing every drop of milk, every shudder. On the mirrored wall, a scroll of user names and digital hearts rained down, the tip counter climbing higher and higher. They were watching her, loving her, living through her.

She came once, a blinding rush of light and noise that left her shaking, but the Donor didn’t stop. His grip on her hips tightened, fingers digging into the soft flesh so hard she’d have bruises for days. He drove in again, thick cock stretching her raw and shoving her right back into the next orgasm. The muscles in her belly clenched, her thighs spasmed, her toes curled up in the velvet and her whole body jerked like she’d been electrocuted. She screamed and clawed at the chair, tried to wrench free, but the Donor just pinned her down and kept pounding her, every thrust making her pussy clamp down so hard she saw stars.

The second orgasm hit before she could catch her breath from the first. It tore out of her as a long, ragged wail—she couldn’t even speak, just sob and moan while her body shook apart under him. The pain was gone, replaced by a hot, sweet ache that radiated out from her pussy into every inch of her skin. She drooled onto the seat cushion, her cheeks wet, her mouth wide and slack. Milk squirted from her nipples with every shockwave, coating the mirrored glass and her own arms until everything was slippery. She could barely see straight, barely remember where she was, but the camera’s hungry eye caught every messy, desperate second.

The Donor fucked her through it, never slowing, never pulling back even as she convulsed around him. His cock felt even bigger now, forcing her open with every thrust until her body stopped resisting and just let him in, deeper and deeper. Her ass trembled, her knees buckling under the pressure. She tried to brace herself, but her hands wouldn’t stop shaking, her fingers useless jelly.

The next orgasm crashed over her like drowning. She lost her breath, her voice, her thoughts—just pure sensation, rolling and rolling until she sobbed out loud, begging for it to stop and never stop. The Donor slammed her harder, flattening her belly against the velvet and arching her back into a perfect, helpless curve. He reached up under her arm, grabbed her milk-heavy tit, and squeezed until another jet burst out, soaking her chest and chin.

Her world faded down to white noise and heat, the slap of skin and the roar in her ears. She couldn’t move, couldn’t think, could only feel the relentless, punishing pleasure until her mind emptied out completely. She drooled, her lips numb and slack, her face pressed against the wet seat as she shook through another rolling climax. She couldn’t even count them anymore—her whole existence was just the rhythm of the Donor’s cock, the pain and the pleasure and the sticky flood of milk and sweat and cum.

She forgot her own name, forgot why she was there, forgot everything but the feeling of being filled, stretched, and used.

"You're almost there," Sanctum whispered. "Just a little more. Let it happen."

The Donor’s breath caught, and his whole body froze. He thrust deep, burying himself so hard she felt his cock grind up against her cervix. For a second everything went still except the wild snap of her own heartbeat, and then she felt the unmistakable pulse, the throb and twitch of his cock as he started to cum. He gripped her hips so tight she could barely breathe. There was a deep, animal groan from inside his chest—a sound that made her throbbing snatch clench even tighter—and then there was heat, real heat, as his cum flooded her.

It hit her in thick, hot spurts. She could feel every one, the way his cock swelled as it fired, the way her pussy stretched to take every drop. It was so much. After the first squirt she felt it ooze back out around his shaft, a hot, sticky flood that ran down her thighs and pooled in the velvet hollow of the chair. More and more, each wave pushing deeper into her, then leaking out in slow, heavy drips. Her insides felt boiling and raw, the friction burning and the sensation of being filled—utterly, totally filled—making her dizzy.

She lost all control. Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto the back of the chair, but the Donor didn’t let go. He held her up, keeping her arched and open, his cock still buried and throbbing. Her tits mashed against the velvet, milk squirting out from the pressure of her own bodyweight. It soaked the seat instantly, pooling with the mess already leaking from between her legs. The wet, animal musk of sex and milk rose up around her, thick and sweet and rank all at once.

The Donor pulled her up on tiptoes, locking her in place, and ground his hips in slow, heavy circles as he emptied himself. She felt every throb, every micro-spasm, every twitch of his cock as it drained into her. The urge to milk him dry was overwhelming—she bore down, squeezing her pussy in rolling waves, making sure every drop of his load stayed inside. Her ass shook from the effort. She was panting, drooling, eyes rolling back as her body went boneless with the aftershocks. She was aware only distantly of the camera, now less than an inch from the seam of their bodies, capturing every shudder and tremor and the minute-by-minute progress of the sticky white river running down her thighs.

The air inside the glass chamber was fever-hot, humid with sweat and breath and the metallic snap of her own blood pounding in her ears. She blinked and saw the numbers on the mirrored wall jump by the thousands as her viewers watched her get bred. She saw the thick streaks of milk and semen pooling together on her skin, the ruined velvet cushion, the way her own face looked in the glass: mouth open, tongue lolling out like a bitch in heat, eyes glazed and bright.

The Donor finally let go, his hands sliding up her flanks, leaving red dents in her skin. He kept his cock inside, as if to plug the mess in place, until his own shaking finally subsided. Only then did he pull out, slowly, and the camera caught the long, obscene stretch as her hole gaped and then collapsed around the sudden emptiness. A thick strand of cum clung to his cock, connecting them, until it snapped and splattered wetly on the floor. She felt so empty it hurt. She wanted him back inside, wanted to be filled over and over.

Milky #7 slumped forward, her whole body vibrating with exhaustion and relief. Her pussy drooled with the aftermath, the mix of cum and her own syrupy slick streaming down her thighs. Her ass and lower back were smeared with sweat and milk, streaked by the Donor’s hands. The glass beneath her was puddled with mess, dotted with pearls of semen and splashes of white. She could still feel the Donor’s cum sloshing inside her, coating every inch of her insides. It was the best thing she’d ever felt.

The camera zoomed out to catch the full tableau: the ruined chair, the milk-stained glass, the Donor’s cock still wet and twitching, and Milky #7, trembling, leaking, and utterly destroyed. For a long minute, nothing moved but the drip of fluids from her body to the mirrored floor.

"Successful insemination," Sanctum announced, voice triumphant. "Congratulations, Milky #7. You are now in gestation."

She turned to the camera, face smeared with tears and milk, and grinned. "Thank you," she whispered.

On the mirrored wall, the user hearts exploded in a storm of pink and white. The audience was satisfied. She was satisfied.

She curled up on the dais, still leaking, still shivering, and let the pleasure fade into soft, warm exhaustion. The lights dimmed, the chandelier sparkled, and the last thing she saw was her own reflection, smiling and perfect and utterly bred.

She closed her eyes, feeling the Donor's cum inside her, and repeated the only words that made sense: "Breed me. Breed me. Breed me."
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The next thing Milky #7 felt was silk. It wrapped her body in a cool hug, every thread caressing her skin and pulling her back to the surface of consciousness. She blinked her eyes open and saw that she was floating—not in water, but in a nest of soft, body-temperature foam, shaped like the inside of a giant clamshell. The shell was half-open, glistening with mother-of-pearl, and lined in sheets of shimmering pink silk.

She floated, weightless, her arms and legs splayed and cradled. A thin membrane stretched across her chest, keeping her in place. Her belly was bare, a wide scanner banded around her waist, pulsing in time with her heartbeat. It tickled every few seconds, sending waves of warmth through her core.

The air was sweet and heavy, the smell of milk and vanilla stronger than ever. Overhead, a soft white light pulsed in time with her breath. The music in the room was slow, syrupy, with a voice layered into the melody that sounded almost like Sanctum, but sweeter, singing a lullaby made just for her.

"Mommy's womb is warm and full," it sang. "Mommy is a good girl. Mommy makes life."

She giggled and squirmed, but the foam kept her steady, gently squeezing her back into place every time she tried to move. It felt good. So good she never wanted to leave.

A dozen tiny drones, shaped like jellybeans, zipped through the air above her. Every so often, one would dip down and brush her nipples, sending a little shock of pleasure through her tits. Another would buzz over her clit, never touching quite enough to make her cum, just keeping her always, always on the edge.

"Recovery protocol," Sanctum whispered. "You did so well, Milky. You will be rewarded."

She rolled her hips, desperate for more. "Please," she moaned, voice childlike and sweet.

"Not yet," the AI sang, almost laughing. "You must wait."

She looked up at the ceiling and saw a screen. It showed her stats, all in bright, happy colors. At the top: FERTILIZATION: 72%.

The number ticked higher as she watched. 79%. 83%. Her heart pounded in time with the rising numbers. She rocked in the foam, arching her back, feeling the scanner press against her skin.

The lullaby grew softer, but the drones kept coming. Each touch made her wetter, needier. She was so ready she could scream.

Vale stepped into the room, all black suit and bare feet, face relaxed and open. He sat beside the clamshell and stroked her cheek.

"You were perfect," he said. "You took every drop. You made them proud."

She blushed, heat blooming across her skin. "Did I do good?"

He nodded, smile slow and sweet. "You did better than good. You did what you were made for."

The number on the screen hit 97%. She bucked against the foam, moaning as the jellybean drone latched onto her nipple and sucked, drawing a line of milk up into its little belly.

"Do you feel full, pet?" Vale asked, voice low.

She nodded, dizzy with praise. "So full," she whispered.

"Ready to be a mother?"

She nodded again, her thighs jerking, muscles twitching under the tight silk as a pink jellybean drone swooped lower and landed right between her legs. It buzzed her clit with a fast, hard flick, just once, then zipped away. The shock went through her whole body. Her back arched off the nest, belly flexing against the restraint, head thrown back in a whimper. It was all nerves, all heat, all lightning right at her core. "Yes. Please. I want it."

Vale looked up at the screen. It flashed bright pink: FERTILIZATION: CONFIRMED.

"Perfect," he said.

The room filled with soft applause—a recorded track, maybe, but it made her beam with pride. Sanctum's voice rose above it, clear and sweet.

"Congratulations, MotherUnit-7," it said. "You are now assigned. You will carry new life. You will be loved."

The words hit her like a punch of pleasure, her chip firing a spike of endorphins through her womb. She gasped, eyes wide, as a surge of heat bloomed from deep inside, spreading up through her belly, making her thighs tremble and her calves kick at the empty air. Her pussy clenched and fluttered. Her chest heaved. Her pussy clenched and fluttered. The rush of her own slick poured out in a hot wave that pooled beneath her ass. The orgasm came in rolling crashes, each crest chased by another, leaving her gasping and giddy. Her nipples were so hard it hurt.

Vale stroked her hair and kissed her forehead. "Good girl," he whispered. "Rest now. Your work is just beginning."

The clamshell hummed closed, sealing her in darkness and silk. She drifted, mind blank and happy, feeling the tiny seed inside her settle in for the long haul. The lullaby returned, gentle and endless, echoing the words she needed to hear:

"Mommy's womb is warm and full. Mommy is a good girl. Mommy makes life."

She smiled in the darkness, knowing it was true.
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A week passed in a blur of warmth and sleep and constant, humming pleasure. Milky #7—now officially MotherUnit-7—was kept in a cycle of gentle arousal and lazy, dreamy rest. Her belly grew rounder by the day, the scanner bands stretching to accommodate the new curve. She loved watching it in the mirror, loved running her hands over the tight, shiny skin and imagining the tiny spark of life inside.

On the seventh day, they dressed her in a soft pink wrap, translucent enough to show off the pale swell of her stomach. The fabric was slick and cool, clinging to every line of her body. Designer pumps clicked onto her nipples, drawing a slow, constant stream of milk into clear tubes that snaked down to a chilled flask at her feet. Each time the pump whirred, her pussy clenched, and a little drip of milk slid down her breast.

They led her into The Gallery—a round platform ringed in glass and ring-lit in pink. She stood in the very center, her arms in rose-gold cuffs that held them just apart, her legs spread wide enough to put her on display but not so wide it hurt. The audience was all digital: on the far wall, a waterfall of usernames and cartoon avatars scrolled, the chat lit up in neon. There were hearts, fireworks, and endless emojis. She grinned, feeling like a star.

Vale entered from the side, dressed in white this time, a faint smile on his lips. He stood beside her, hand on her lower back, and faced the camera.

"Welcome to all our Platinum Clients, and a warm hello to our public audience," he said. "Today we present the latest success in our legacy line: MotherUnit-7. Current stats—IQ: 51. Libido: Max. Milk Output: Record High. Fertilization: Confirmed."

The crowd in the chat exploded, hearts and exclamation points raining down the wall.

Sanctum's voice echoed from the speakers, clear and proud. "Would you like to address your supporters, MotherUnit-7?"

Her heart fluttered. She licked her lips, smiled wide, and leaned toward the camera, feeling the pull of her cuffs and the slide of milk down her chest.

"Thank you for breeding me," she said, her voice as breathy and sweet as she could make it. "I love being yours."

The wall of usernames went wild, the tip counter surging higher and higher. The pumps on her nipples doubled their pace, sending a rush of cream down the tubes and making her shudder with pride.

Vale stroked her side, whispering just loud enough for her to hear, "Perfect, pet. Absolutely perfect."

She preened for them, rolling her shoulders back and thrusting her chest out, making her heavy tits stand up proud, the thin wrap doing nothing to hide how swollen and perfect they were. The chat went even crazier, hearts blinking so fast it looked like the whole wall was a single, pulsing pink muscle. Every time she flexed her hips, she could feel the pumps tug harder at her nipples, a hot gush of milk sliding down the clear tubes and pooling at her bare feet.

MotherUnit-7 smiled wider, tongue caught between her teeth, and did a wiggly little dance that set the pumps swaying and her belly jiggling for the camera. The digital crowd lost its mind, usernames spamming the screen, calling her ‘happy cow’ and ‘bimbo queen’ and ‘breed slut #1.’ She wanted to say thank you again, but her brain was already melting from the rush of praise and the tight, sweet ache between her legs.

She looked down at herself, at the huge round curve of her belly, the way it pushed her thighs apart, and she imagined the thousands of strangers watching her, jerking off and cheering every time she leaked or moaned or lost a little more control. The more they loved her, the more she wanted to give. The more she wanted to be filled, used, bred, and displayed. She glanced at Vale for approval, saw his soft, steady smile, and felt her heart light up like a sparkler.

The pumps worked faster now, making her nipples burn and tingle, and every few seconds a tiny spasm would shake her pussy and send a new ribbon of wetness down her thigh. She shivered, legs trembling. She wondered if the audience could tell how wet she was, if they could smell it through the screen, taste it in their minds. The pleasure was so bright it almost hurt. She never wanted it to stop.

She soaked in the glow, every ping from the chat firing a shot of dopamine straight into her skull. She was their perfect girl, their best breeder, and she wanted nothing more than to make them happy.

She closed her eyes and imagined the next time—her belly even bigger, her milk flowing faster, maybe even two or three embryos inside her instead of one. The thought made her moan, soft and eager.

She opened her eyes and fixed the camera with her best, most beautiful smile.

"Next time," she whispered, just for herself. "Twins."
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I hope you enjoyed Pink Milk Hucow Serum Book #2. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review.  It really helps!
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Check out the entire series here.
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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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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
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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 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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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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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-





