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The examination room stretched out before Brittany, its blank whiteness as intimidating as the men who studied her. Dr. Calloway’s attention flitted from her softening curves to his tablet, altering the trajectory of her next stage. “Phase Two will push your limits,” he remarked, green eyes piercing through the cold air between them. A flush crept over her skin. She wasn’t alone in feeling the shift. Ethan’s stare clung to her, stark and heated, even as he stood with arms crossed and jaw set. She noticed the flex of his fingers, the tense angles of his body. But more than that, she noticed how his focus lingered on the way she fidgeted under his scrutiny, on the way her thighs pressed together. Brittany shivered. She was already wet and swollen, already aching for what they promised. She was about to be taken further than ever before.

Dr. Calloway glanced at Brittany, then back to his tablet. “Your levels are impressive,” he noted, swiping through graphs and data that mapped her progress. His cool, clinical tone did nothing to quell the heat pooling low in her belly. “Sensitivity. Capacity. You’ve exceeded our expectations.”

She shifted, the clinical gown she wore riding up her thighs. The fluorescent lights above cast stark shadows that felt as intrusive as the instruments and eyes trained on her. Her body had grown fuller, breasts and hips straining against the confines of the fabric. She felt lush, ripe, and the awareness of it sent a shiver up her spine. “So what’s next?” Her voice came out breathy, eager.

Calloway’s lips curved into a faint smile. “Your enthusiasm is commendable.” His eyes flickered over her, taking in the soft curves, the hint of tension in her posture. “Phase Two will be more demanding. Physically. Psychologically. I trust you’ll adapt.”

Ethan shifted, his arms uncrossing to reveal the tight clench of his hands. “She’s ready,” he interjected, his voice carrying a rough edge. There was a gleam in his eyes, something hungry and intent. He wasn’t looking at Calloway. He was looking at her.

The heat of Ethan’s stare sent a thrill through her, a delicious counterpoint to Calloway’s detached precision. She met his gaze, letting the corner of her mouth curve up in a teasing smile. “You don’t sound convinced.”

Ethan’s jaw ticked, but he returned her smile with one of his own, sharp and full of challenge. “Don’t worry, Brittany. We’ll make sure you are.” His voice was low, promising.

Calloway tapped a few more notes into his tablet before setting it aside. “Phase Two involves simulated breeding scenarios. More extensive lactation trials.” His gaze was direct, knowing. “You’ll be monitored continuously. Restrained to prevent... interference.”

Brittany’s pulse quickened, a liquid heat unfurling deep inside her at the thought of what he described. At the thought of being strapped in place, exposed and helpless, pushed beyond her limits. Her breath came faster, anticipation and arousal winding through her until they were inseparable.

“Good.” The word slipped out, breathless and wanting. She saw Ethan’s smile widen, felt Calloway’s satisfaction like a tangible thing in the air.

“You’ll begin this afternoon,” Calloway continued, his voice a steady, authoritative hum in the stark room. It resonated through her, thrumming in her bones. “Your body will be tested extensively. We’ll expect total compliance.”

She nodded, her mind racing ahead to what that would mean, to the delicious prospect of being driven past the edge of control. Her skin felt tight, sensitive, as if it might not be enough to contain the heat building inside her. She imagined the whir of machines, the pressure of restraints. It was almost too much, the wanting.

Calloway moved closer, his presence looming and precise. He was so sure of her. So sure of the outcome. “You will reach your full potential in this phase. Both of you,” he added, casting a glance at Ethan, whose eyes hadn’t left her.

Ethan gave a short nod, but his attention was still fixed on Brittany. He looked at her as though he could see right through the flimsy gown to the flushed skin beneath, to the way her chest rose and fell with each quickened breath. “She won’t disappoint,” he said, more to her than to Calloway.

Her lips parted, a soundless gasp escaping as the weight of his words sank in. She was exposed, vulnerable, and yet she craved it. Craved the way they both scrutinized and desired her. It was as though the very walls of the examination room pulsed with the tension between them, with the collision of the clinical and the carnal.

“Be ready at four,” Calloway instructed, dismissing her with a final, penetrating look. “We’ll conduct the first trial then.”

Brittany hesitated for a moment, absorbing the reality of how close she was to losing herself completely. To finding herself in the process. She nodded, excitement and submission a sweet tangle inside her. “I’ll be ready.”

She turned to leave, each step a brush of fabric against her hypersensitive skin, a reminder of how attuned her body had become. The coldness of the room did nothing to douse the fire she felt. With one last glance over her shoulder, she saw both men watching her. Waiting. Her cheeks were flushed, her thighs damp, her anticipation heavy as she walked away from them. She couldn’t wait.

The restraints clicked shut with a finality that made Brittany’s pulse spike. Metal bit into soft skin, leaving her splayed open and ready, exposed to both the cold air and the two men who stood over her. “We need to gauge your response to simulated insemination,” Calloway explained, matter-of-fact as always. “Relax.” But relaxation was impossible. The anticipation was its own kind of restraint, a shackle as binding as the cool metal. Brittany felt slickness pool between her thighs, felt her body respond even before the machine came to life. A mechanical arm descended, nudging her folds with something sleek and heated. She jerked against the restraints, hips moving of their own accord. The first deliberate pulses sent stars exploding behind her eyes. She heard Ethan suck in a breath, caught the way his jaw tightened, and knew she wasn’t the only one who was tense and wanting. The next waves broke over her in dizzying succession, until all she could do was whimper and writhe and succumb.

“Keep still,” Calloway instructed, though his voice had taken on a low, almost encouraging quality. Brittany couldn’t keep still. She was already soaked and swollen, already jolting helplessly under the precise, teasing pulses. Her body felt alien and new, all sensation and urgency, stretching her mind to the breaking point.

She gasped, arching into the mechanical pressure, straining against the metal that held her open. Each deliberate thrum was another notch on the tension inside her, another step closer to losing herself completely. Ethan’s eyes were on her, burning with an intensity that made her ache all the more. He stood tense and still, except for the tight flex of his fingers and the shallow rise and fall of his chest. She could tell he was barely keeping it together.

Calloway adjusted the settings on the machine. “Interesting,” he murmured, leaning in to watch her more closely. His eyes tracked the way her muscles tensed, the way she jerked under each pulse. “Your responsiveness has increased.”

Brittany whimpered as the stimulation intensified, as her body sang with a need she couldn’t control. Her breath came in short, desperate gasps, each one pushing her further and further into the blinding throb of pleasure. It was all she could think about, all she could feel.

The machine whirred, lowering again, and she let out a soft cry as it pressed tighter against her dripping pussy. She barely heard Calloway’s clinical observations, barely noticed the click and beep of equipment around her. All she could focus on was the next pulse, the next wave, the next frantic arch of her back.

“It seems we underestimated her capacity,” Calloway noted, but his voice was distant, washed out by the sound of her own ragged breathing and the relentless thrum between her legs.

Ethan’s jaw was a hard line, his frustration palpable. But she could also see the way his eyes darkened, could see the flush rising at the collar of his shirt. She wasn’t the only one affected. He moved closer, watching her squirm and writhe, unable to hide his own arousal.

The pressure grew, a steady pulse that made Brittany dizzy with wanting. It was too much and not enough. She wanted more, wanted to be filled completely, to be taken over and pushed past her limits. She could feel herself getting wetter, could feel every nerve on fire, ready to snap.

“Look at her go,” Ethan finally muttered, more to himself than to Calloway. His voice was low and thick with something dark, something hungry.

Brittany heard him through the haze of pleasure and the shattering chaos inside her. It pushed her further, pushed her to arch higher and beg silently for more. Her body had taken over, instincts and desires overriding any rational thought. Her skin was flushed, hot and damp, glistening in the cold clinical light.

She strained against the restraints, against the blinding tension inside her, against everything and nothing all at once. It was like drowning, like losing herself in an endless ocean of sensation, and she couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop.

Calloway adjusted the machine once more, and the pulses grew more intense, more frequent, crashing over her in waves that left her gasping and thrashing. He seemed pleased with the results. “Remarkable.”

But it was all too much for Brittany to comprehend. Her world narrowed to the slick heat between her thighs, to the metal that held her open, to the sensation that burned through her veins. She was lost to it, to the helpless eagerness of her own body, to the fire that consumed her.

The waves came faster and faster, until she was blind to everything but the pleasure and the want and the overwhelming force of her own response. She moaned loudly, not caring who heard, not caring about anything but the next relentless pulse and the next and the next. Her mind emptied out, leaving nothing but white-hot sensation in its place.

Her body surged forward, every muscle tensing as she felt herself reach that final, dizzying edge. She heard someone cry out, distantly, and it might have been her, but she couldn’t tell, couldn’t think, couldn’t feel anything but the heat and the need and the delicious agony of release.

Brittany writhed against the table, against the bonds that held her in place, her mindless cries echoing through the room. She came hard, shuddering and helpless and lost to everything but the tidal wave of pleasure that crashed through her. The last thing she felt was the cool metal biting into her skin, the last thing she heard was the sound of her own moans filling the room as she surrendered completely.

She awoke to the sensation of heat, the memory of the machine’s relentless pulse still vivid in her mind. Brittany’s skin was flushed and glistening, her body remembering more than her consciousness could grasp. Her limbs felt boneless, warm with the aftershocks of pleasure that hadn’t fully released their grip. She blinked against the harsh light, seeing the two men silhouetted above her.

“Her recovery time is improving,” Calloway remarked, noting something on his clipboard. His tone was less clinical now, tinged with satisfaction that made Brittany’s stomach flutter.

Ethan loomed closer, a shadow of intensity and want. “Didn’t think she’d last that long,” he said with a smirk that didn’t quite mask the hunger in his eyes. He looked like he wanted to say more but held back.

Brittany shifted on the table, acutely aware of how exposed she was beneath their gaze. The restraints had been loosened; her wrists and ankles were free but still bore red imprints from where they’d held her. Her heart thudded at the realization that she wanted them locked again, wanted to feel that helplessness and heat once more.

“We’ll monitor your responses over the next few days,” Calloway continued, his voice breaking through her haze. He moved away, leaving Ethan to watch over her.

There was a charged silence as Brittany propped herself up on shaky elbows, the thin gown clinging damply to her curves. She caught Ethan’s eye and saw the fierce possessiveness there.
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Her eyes fluttered shut as she exhaled. The ceiling lights were a pure, clinical white, so bright that they made the red of her skin and the purple of her nipples stand out like bruises against her naked body. Brittany lay on the padded examination table, heart beating wildly, breath shallow and quick as the memory of last week’s breeding session overwhelmed her. She squirmed in place, unable to find a comfortable position, aware that every twitch and moan was being observed and recorded. Calloway hovered above her, skimming his cool fingers along her burning skin, stopping now and then to adjust data on his tablet. "Your body is responding beautifully to the conditioning," he said, the low timbre of his voice barely concealing his satisfaction. His touch lingered a moment too long on her full, aching breasts, and she gasped. He moved down her side, noting the wetness that had begun to seep between her thighs, the swelling that made her pussy flush and sensitive. Ethan watched from across the room, his fists clenched, his jaw tight, helpless as he watched her react to the doctor’s clinical attention. He knew she was enjoying every second of it.

The room was quiet except for the hum of machines and Brittany’s ragged breathing. She glanced down, the motion making her breasts quiver, and saw Calloway tap the tablet with one hand while the other continued to explore her changing form. Her skin tingled where he touched her. "It’s only been a week," he continued, his voice smooth and clinical, but beneath it she detected something else, a darker current. "I see marked improvements in output. Sensitivity has increased exponentially."

Brittany couldn’t speak. Every nerve in her body felt alive and raw. The lights above blurred as her eyes fluttered shut again. He had been distant and composed when she arrived at the center, an untouchable authority, and she had been curious and intimidated by him. Now, with his hand inching along her stomach, she wondered how much of that had changed. She bit her lip as his fingers grazed the top of her pussy.

"Is this uncomfortable?" Calloway asked, lifting her hips higher with a push of a button.

"Only when you stop," Brittany gasped. She opened her eyes to see him arch an eyebrow, and a playful smile tugged at her lips. The table was adjusting beneath her, arching her back, thrusting her hips upward so he could inspect her more closely. Her breasts hung heavy on her chest, full and aching, leaking a little as she shuddered.

He ran a finger down the crease of her thigh, where her wetness had already started to spread. Her response had been better than expected. Beyond clinical interest, his cock began to stiffen in his pants. "Good," he said, adjusting the settings to capture every reaction. She squirmed, moaning softly.

Ethan’s shoes echoed as he paced. His fists unclenched, then clenched again. He wanted to drag Calloway away from her and push Brittany’s limits himself. She was changing so much, so quickly, and it was Calloway who was guiding her transformation, his hands that were making her breathe like this. It wasn’t right. He knew Brittany was enjoying it, knew she was on fire for the doctor’s cold, detached touch, and it infuriated him.

"Interesting swelling," Calloway noted, his hand spreading over the roundness of Brittany’s belly. He traced a line to her pussy, flushed and full, rubbing his thumb along her sensitive lips. "How does this feel?"

Brittany arched her back, her restraints pulling tight as her hips bucked. She was leaking everywhere now, milk from her tits, slickness from her aching cunt. The way Calloway observed and noted her body, the way he manipulated and recorded every change—it was almost too much. Her breath came in ragged gasps, and when he leaned in closer, she nearly cried out.

"You seem uncomfortable," Calloway said, not pausing in his examination.

"I...I want..." Her voice cracked, and she bit her lip. She felt Calloway’s fingers leave her skin and opened her eyes, panicked he might stop.

"You can tell me," he said, one corner of his mouth twitching upward.

Brittany was so close to coming, she couldn’t even think. "Don’t stop," she finally breathed.

He returned to his work, more intent, more focused. Brittany arched against him, unable to stay still. He was becoming less clinical with every passing moment, more possessive, and she loved it.

Ethan slammed a fist against the wall. Calloway was being more hands-on than he’d ever seen, more than he ever was. Watching Brittany respond, seeing her come undone beneath him, made Ethan’s breath catch in his throat. She wasn’t just another subject; she was a challenge, a conquest. It was infuriating. It was turning him on.

Brittany’s body and mind were in overdrive, the fullness of her transformation so close she could taste it. She wasn’t even sure how many more weeks were left, but she was ready. She wanted the feeling of submission, of being theirs, of giving herself up completely. "Please," she begged. "Please..."

Calloway pulled back, not without reluctance. He looked down at her leaking, quivering form, and she saw the darkness in his eyes, the satisfaction. He set down his tablet, and Brittany thought she heard him exhale a breath he’d been holding the whole time.

"Remarkable," he said. "Let’s continue."

Her head swam, her skin on fire. She knew she was ready. She knew she could take more.

Ethan stepped toward her, his expression dark and predatory. "Ready for the next round?"

Brittany gave him a defiant look, testing him, teasing. "I can take it," she said, grinning.

"Set up the device," Calloway instructed, but Ethan lingered a moment longer, watching Brittany as she caught her breath, as she opened her eyes and focused on him.

He wanted her again, and she knew it.

With a curt nod, he left to follow the doctor’s orders, leaving her alone with Calloway.

Her tits leaked milk, her pussy dripped down the curve of her ass, her hips still suspended and on display. She didn’t care. She wanted more.

Brittany looked at Calloway with half-lidded eyes. "Don’t make me wait."

He exhaled slowly, savoring the moment. She didn’t have to.

The machine worked her relentlessly, thrusting deep inside her pussy, making her body shake with each perfectly calibrated movement. Brittany’s face twisted with pleasure, and her voice came in ragged gasps, echoing in the clinical room. She thought she could last longer, thought she could hold out, but her skin was already slick with sweat, her body alive and quivering under the perfect pressure. Her muscles tensed as the device went harder, faster, pushing her to the very limits of what she could take. Brittany moaned, the sound desperate and hungry. She knew she wouldn’t last much longer.

Every inch of her was stretched and exposed, dripping with sweat, milk, and the slickness of her own pussy. Her back arched, her toes curled, and she thought she might come already, thought it might be too much to handle. She loved the intensity, the feeling of submission, of giving herself over to the machine. She wanted them to see how much she could take. She wanted Calloway to fill her with his cock. She wanted Ethan to shove his own length so far down her throat that she choked on it. Brittany gasped, each breath an effort as her body bucked beneath the unending, mechanical thrusts.

The restraints held her tight against the table, her mind racing, and she realized the device might be too much even for her. But Brittany wanted to last, wanted them to see her give in without breaking, without holding back. Her tits ached, milk pouring from them as they bounced with each thrust, as the machine fucked her faster, harder. She was so close. So close to coming. She moaned again, head thrown back, body on fire with pleasure. She couldn’t hold out. She couldn’t last. Brittany gasped for air as the pressure built inside her. She needed release.

"Look at her," Calloway said, his voice low and dark as he took notes on her performance. He watched her through narrowed eyes, seeing her belly swell with artificial cum, her body shaking with the effort of holding out against the machine. Brittany heard him, wanted to scream.

Ethan’s eyes were wide as he leaned against the wall, his own breath coming fast as he watched her fall apart. He shifted uncomfortably, knowing he had to wait, knowing it wasn’t his turn yet. He couldn’t stand that Calloway was the one breaking her down, that Brittany was already coming undone. "I’m looking," he said, voice thick with lust and jealousy.

Calloway tapped a few more notes into his tablet, his hands surprisingly steady. He wondered how much more she could take, if she’d already reached her peak or if there was more, so much more, for her to give. "Subject is responding well," he said, his voice detached, clinical, but Brittany heard the undercurrent of satisfaction. "Better than anticipated."

She couldn’t take it. Not anymore. Her body was raw, each thrust pushing her closer to an edge she couldn’t pull back from. She was coming. She was already coming. The machine injected a hot, viscous flood of cum deep inside her, and she screamed as her orgasm exploded, soaking the table with juices and milk.

Calloway’s eyes darkened as he watched, thrilled by how easily she surrendered, by how completely she gave in to the process. It was fascinating. It was everything he wanted to see.

Ethan clenched his fists, and a low, hungry sound escaped his throat as Brittany writhed beneath the machine. It wasn’t right, seeing her pushed to this point without him. She wanted it, though. She wanted Calloway. She wanted all of it.

Brittany thrashed on the table, legs wide, back arched, filled with so much she thought she might break. Her breathing was ragged, her tits still leaking as her body refused to stop coming. She wanted them to touch her, to fuck her, to make her lose herself even more. But they didn’t. They watched as the machine took her further, as she gasped for air, as the first orgasm faded and the next one began to build.

The room smelled like sex. Her own scent, musky and rich, mixed with the sterile air and filled her senses. Brittany was helpless against the relentless thrusts, each one more intense than the last. Her voice was hoarse as she moaned and begged, the words almost incoherent as the device moved deeper, as her body gave in again and again.

"She’s incredible," Ethan said, his voice low and full of want. He could barely keep still as he watched, as Brittany arched and gasped and pushed herself to the limit. He wanted to take her, to claim her, to show her how much he wanted this, wanted her. But she was lost in the machine, lost in the pleasure that Calloway had orchestrated so perfectly.

Calloway’s eyes didn’t leave Brittany’s body, didn’t miss a single reaction. "Yes," he said, and his voice was almost soft, almost possessive. He had never seen a subject respond like this, had never seen someone give in so thoroughly. It was better than he’d imagined.

Brittany came again, her face flushed, her tits bouncing, her pussy dripping with a mix of juices and cum as she soaked the examination table. She felt her own slickness pouring down her thighs, the device keeping her filled even as she thought she might break. Her vision blurred, and she moaned Ethan’s name, hoping he would take her, hoping he would fill her mouth with his cock.

He stepped forward, fists still tight, unsure if he should stop it, if he should be the one to finish what Calloway had started. "Brittany," he said, and she shivered at the sound of her name on his lips.

Her breath came in short gasps. "I want..." she tried to say, but her voice broke as she came again. She didn’t even know what she was begging for. Her tits dripped with milk, her wrists strained against the tight straps, and her pussy clamped down around the device with each thrust. She was close. So close.

Calloway watched her thrash, watched her writhe, and he couldn’t look away.

Ethan knew she was enjoying every second of it, knew she loved being so exposed, so filled, so utterly helpless.

Brittany didn’t care if the machine was enough or not. She wanted them. She wanted this. She didn’t want it to end. She didn’t care if it was Calloway breaking her down or Ethan taking control. She loved being caught between them. She loved being so desperate for more.

The pressure built in her belly again, and she gasped.

She was coming.

She was coming again, harder, faster.

She was about to break, and it felt incredible.
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Ethan was furious, but he couldn’t drag himself away from the scene unfolding in front of him. Brittany’s transformation was spectacular—an undeniable success, exactly what they’d wanted—and it was killing him. Watching her now, how she fit so perfectly into her new role, should have made him feel victorious. Instead, it was like he’d lost something vital. She was too willing, too compliant, and the obedience was eating him alive. Brittany shivered on the station as Dr. Calloway’s calm voice flowed over her, each instruction received with unblinking dedication. The small huffs of breath as she strained her body, the soft gasps of pleasure—all of it sent a jolt through Ethan’s core.

Her skin was flushed and slick, glowing in the stark light of the lab as if she was already spent from exertion. But he knew better; she had incredible stamina now, a product of the precise regimen they’d put her through. Ethan didn’t miss the pride in Dr. Calloway’s eyes as he adjusted the suction with clinical precision, the older man’s satisfaction a sharp counterpoint to the chaos Ethan felt. He should be in control, not pushed to the sidelines. His fists clenched at his sides, a futile attempt to keep his reactions in check.

It didn’t help that Dr. Calloway had eyes like a hawk, always aware of the slightest change in his subjects. When those eyes shifted to Brittany, a searing bolt of possessiveness lanced through Ethan. She should have been straining against him, giving him the fight he craved, but there was none of that now. Just acceptance. She was lost in the sensation, pliant and productive. He barely recognized the woman he’d spent so many weeks testing, and that terrified him.

Brittany let out a low, trembling moan, her body arching against the restraints as if they were the only thing keeping her grounded. Ethan felt like he was suffocating, each breath an effort as he watched her become exactly what the program demanded. There was no struggle, no hint of the playful resistance that had marked her early days in training. She moved with purpose, responding to commands so efficiently it was like they were programmed into her bones.

He saw the gentle way Dr. Calloway touched her, and he wanted to rip those hands away. Instead, he stood there, silent and furious, while Brittany’s soft sighs filled the sterile room. “Good girl,” Dr. Calloway murmured, the approval in his voice like a needle in Ethan’s skin. Brittany’s blissful expression should have thrilled Ethan. Instead, it left him raw and restless, longing for something that was slipping away.

The session seemed endless, each passing moment a taunt. Brittany was at her peak, churning out high-yield output without breaking a sweat. She was beautiful in her productivity, but to Ethan, it felt like a betrayal. He remembered the challenge she used to be, the spark that had drawn him to her in the first place. This new Brittany was still gorgeous, still everything he desired, but she was missing the friction, the edge. She was missing him.

Dr. Calloway finally shut off the machines, his expression a mixture of pride and possessive interest. “Excellent work today, Brittany. I’m very impressed,” he said, running a thumb along her cheek. Ethan thought he might explode, the words hammering into him like nails. Brittany’s eyes were dreamy, her lips parted in a breathless smile.

“Thank you, Doctor,” she murmured, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She stretched languidly as Dr. Calloway released her from the restraints, completely unaware of Ethan’s presence. It took everything he had not to storm across the room, drag her away from the smug bastard, and remind her exactly who she belonged to.

Dr. Calloway gave Ethan a sharp nod before leaving, and suddenly they were alone. Ethan’s body tensed, the sudden silence making his pulse thunder in his ears. Brittany seemed to sense him then, finally looking his way with a lazy smile. It was like she thought everything was still the same between them, like she couldn’t see the fury rolling off him in waves. He couldn’t take it anymore.

“Brittany,” he said, his voice strained as he closed the distance between them. Her expression was open, carefree, and it made his blood boil.

“Hi, Ethan,” she said, completely oblivious to his turmoil. “Did you see how well I—?”

He grabbed her wrist, cutting her off with his urgency. He needed to know, had to hear it from her own lips. “You still want this, don’t you?” His words were low and raw, betraying the desperation he felt. She looked at him, wide-eyed and innocent, and he could hardly stand it.

“Want what?” she asked, genuine confusion in her eyes.

“This. All of this,” he said, gesturing to the lab, the equipment, the entire goddamn situation. “You’re okay with being like this?”

Her brows knitted together, and for a moment he thought she might finally understand. “Ethan,” she said softly, “of course I’m okay. I told you, this is what I want.”

His grip on her wrist tightened as he struggled to find the right words. “But you’re different now. Everything’s... changed.”

She laughed, a light, teasing sound. “What’s changed, Ethan? I’m still me.” The playful lilt in her voice drove him mad, but he didn’t release her.

“It doesn’t feel like it,” he muttered, his jaw tense with the effort of holding back. She should have known what he meant, should have sensed the threat that felt so close to consuming him.

Brittany’s expression shifted, a hint of amusement creeping in as she tilted her head to the side. “Ethan,” she said slowly, drawing out the word, “are you jealous?”

His eyes flashed, and he nearly pulled her against him right then and there. “You think this is funny?” he asked, his voice rough. Her lips curved into a smile, and she leaned in, her lips brushing his cheek with infuriating softness.

“You’re jealous of Dr. Calloway,” she said, her tone incredulous but playful, like the idea was a joke she couldn’t quite wrap her head around. “You have nothing to worry about.”

“Don’t I?” he asked, frustration leaking into his voice. He’d thought she would resist, thought she would push back against the constraints of the program. But here she was, flirting with him like nothing had changed, like he wasn’t being ripped in two.

Brittany’s eyes softened, and she touched his arm gently. “You haven’t lost me, Ethan. I promise.” There was sincerity in her voice, an earnestness that cut through some of his anger.

“You’re sure?” he pressed, hating how vulnerable he sounded. She should have been questioning, doubting, but instead, she seemed so damn certain.

“I’m sure,” she said, a glint of mischief returning to her gaze. “And if you ever want to check, I’m not going anywhere.”

He loosened his hold on her, the fight leaving his shoulders as doubt crept in. What if she was right? What if he’d been so consumed by his own fears that he hadn’t noticed she was still the Brittany he knew, just—different? She gave him one last, meaningful look before slipping out of his grasp, and he watched her walk away, her hips swaying with playful purpose.

The lab felt empty without her, the sterile walls pressing in around him as his thoughts tumbled over each other. His body thrummed with tension and need, but beneath it all, a new resolve began to form. Brittany might think she was still herself, and maybe she was right. But Ethan knew one thing for certain: He needed to prove it to her, to himself, to anyone who dared to take her away.



Brittany was flushed from the earlier session, a dreamy look in her eyes as she wandered the dimly lit observation wing. She barely noticed Ethan’s approach, so lost in her own world that she didn’t realize he was behind her until she was pressed against the cool metal wall. “This isn’t you,” he murmured, his lips dangerously close to hers. Brittany shivered but didn’t pull away. If anything, her breath hitched in anticipation. When he kissed her, it wasn’t gentle; it was possessive, desperate, a fight against the conditioning that was taking her away from him. For a moment, she kissed him back just as hungrily—but then she stiffened, blinking like she’d just remembered something. “I… I should go,” she whispered, stepping back, leaving Ethan standing alone in the dim glow of the lab.

She looked so lost, and it tore through him like a blade. The haze in her eyes made it seem like she wasn’t entirely there, as if her mind was floating in a different space. Her lips were still slightly parted, soft and inviting from the exertion of the earlier session. Each time her footfall echoed softly in the corridor, it matched the erratic beat of Ethan’s heart. Brittany’s state left her open, exposed—vulnerable in a way that shook him to his core. He wanted to reach out and pull her back from wherever she was drifting, bring her back to him before it was too late.

She seemed unsure of her surroundings, like she was seeing everything for the first time. Her cheeks were pink, her skin warm and glistening, the mark of how completely she’d thrown herself into the role he’d helped shape. Ethan followed her at a distance, watching the sway of her hips, the almost lazy grace of her movements. The warm glow of the lab lights wrapped around her like a halo, softening her silhouette, casting her in a dreamy, golden light. Each step was a reminder of how deeply she’d embraced the transformation, how far she’d come—and how far she might slip away.

His desire to claim her, to mark her as his and no one else’s, boiled beneath his skin. He couldn’t let the conditioning take her, couldn’t stand to see her slipping through his fingers like this. Her expression was pure, open, and for a terrifying moment, Ethan wondered if she was truly happy in this new state. He couldn’t let that happen—not without a fight. His movements were quick, almost predatory, as he caught up to her and pinned her against the wall. She let out a soft, startled sound, her eyes wide with surprise.

“This isn’t you,” he repeated, each word raw with the urgency he felt. Her body trembled beneath his, but it wasn’t fear he saw in her eyes. It was something else, something that gave him hope. Her breath was hot against his skin, a delicate hitch that made his blood thrum. She wasn’t pulling away. Her body arched, pressing closer, a silent invitation that made Ethan’s resolve waver.

The anticipation in her eyes was more than he could bear. He covered her mouth with his, desperate to reclaim her, to make her remember everything they had before the program took hold. The kiss was hard and possessive, filled with all the desperation and frustration he’d been carrying. His fingers tangled in her hair, holding her in place, making sure she couldn’t slip away from him this time.

He poured everything into the kiss, every ounce of need and longing, fighting the feeling that he’d lost her for good. Her reaction was more than he could have hoped for—she kissed him back with equal fervor, matching his intensity with a hunger that set him on fire. A small, conflicted sound escaped her throat, and it only spurred him on. Maybe she wasn’t as lost to him as he feared. Maybe she still wanted this, still wanted him.

They were flush against each other, the heat of their bodies creating a tension that threatened to undo him. Her soft curves melted against his hard edges, the contrast a reminder of all they’d been through, all he stood to lose. Each brush of her lips, each small gasp for breath, fueled his determination to pull her back from the brink. She was so pliant, so ready, and he couldn’t stop himself from taking everything she offered.

Then he felt it—a slight shift in her posture, the way her muscles tensed under his touch. She blinked up at him, the dreamlike haze giving way to something more sober. Ethan’s heart sank as he saw the hesitation in her eyes. It was like he was losing her all over again.

“I… I should go,” she whispered, the reluctance in her voice a dagger to his chest. Her gaze was troubled, conflicted, as if she was questioning everything they’d just shared. She pulled back, her touch lingering like a phantom on his skin, then took a step away, leaving a cold emptiness in her wake.

“Brittany,” he called after her, reaching out to stop her retreat, but she was already moving down the corridor. The space between them widened with each step, a gaping chasm that filled with all his unsaid fears. He stood there, fists clenching and unclenching, while the soft patter of her footsteps faded into silence.

The lingering scent of her skin, the warmth of her body pressed against his—it tormented him as he realized how far he was willing to go to reclaim her. The hollow ache of her absence settled into his bones, leaving him with only the dim glow of the lab to keep him company. He’d thought he could bring her back, thought he could make her remember. But she was slipping, and he was powerless to stop it.

The lab felt emptier than ever, a cold, sterile reminder of how much she meant to him and how much he stood to lose. His resolve solidified, harder and more determined than ever. He wouldn’t let her slip away. Not to Dr. Calloway, not to the program, not to anyone or anything. She was still his, still Brittany. But she wouldn’t be for long if he didn’t act. He needed her back, needed to know she was still in there somewhere. It wasn’t over. Not yet.
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Dr. Calloway leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled as the grainy security footage flickered across his screen. The timestamp didn’t lie—Ethan had touched what didn’t belong to him. Brittany, spread beneath him, writhing, gasping, utterly undone.

His eyes narrowed as he zoomed in on Brittany’s face, her mouth open, lost in the throes of ecstasy. Even captured on camera, the way she gave in so completely was intoxicating. Ethan’s broad body covered hers, his movements controlled, relentless. Calloway’s jaw twitched as he observed the girl’s expression, each wave of pleasure sweeping through her until she was mindless, his only the echo of a long-held note. He watched the footage as if he could capture it, still it, possess it.

He thought back to the first time he’d seen her, standing in the clinical brightness of the intake room, a curiosity he found as disarming as it was promising. Her eyes had been wide, asking question after question—eager to understand the science behind her transformation, almost too eager for her own good. Calloway had indulged her briefly, seeing the advantage of intelligence, how it could sharpen the eventual breaking point, make the snap that much sweeter. She hadn’t realized then how much her submission would consume her, and he’d been content to let her think it was all an experiment. At least at first.

Ethan, he recalled, had been a complication from the beginning. The first time Calloway had set him loose on Brittany, she’d responded even better than he’d predicted. She was surprised by Ethan’s hands-on approach, intrigued by his physicality. Calloway had watched from a distance as her eyes flashed, a glint of challenge, interest, desire. It was clear even then she found Ethan’s methods more engaging than the scientist’s clinical detachment. Calloway had been annoyed but unwilling to intervene—letting her think she had choices when every move was still under his control.

His focus returned to the screen, the footage now slowed to a languid pace. Brittany’s head was thrown back, throat exposed, the delicate line of her neck trembling as Ethan drove her further. Her breasts were fuller than before, her transformation more advanced. Each movement caused them to sway heavily, a testament to the progress she’d made under Calloway’s meticulous supervision. He watched as Ethan gripped her hips, pulling her harder against him. Her back arched, and her voice carried, audible even through the grainy recording, a sound of pure and simple surrender.

As Brittany’s cries echoed in his office, Calloway compared them to her initial responses. Her hesitance, the way she’d fought to maintain control, to hang onto the illusion of autonomy. She had believed, briefly, that the experiment would not overtake her, that she could observe it from a safe distance. Even then, Calloway had known better. He’d seen through the veneer, understood her deepest desires before she did, and it had only been a matter of time before her resistance shattered completely.

He could imagine the satisfaction of her future acquiescence, how utterly pliant she would become. Once he stripped Ethan’s influence away, her submission would be even more exquisite. She thought she’d reached the peak of her new identity, but he knew there were higher heights to explore, especially with him guiding her. She’d believe, as she had at the beginning, that she understood what was happening, and he would relish showing her how mistaken she was.

Ethan would be a challenge, Calloway mused. He watched the trainer’s body as it worked over Brittany’s, an efficient, primal force. Ethan thought himself the alpha, saw Brittany as a prize he could win and keep, and in many ways, Calloway found this assumption useful. The competition pushed both the trainer and the girl to their limits, but as the footage played out, Calloway felt the faint tug of annoyance—a reminder that letting Ethan go unchecked was not without risks. Yet even this he could manipulate to his advantage.

He remembered conversations with Ethan that teetered on the edge of conflict, debates about method and outcome. “She’s headstrong,” Ethan had noted after his first encounter with Brittany. “Give it time,” Calloway had replied, a calm confidence underscoring his words. They had argued about the pace of her transformation, Ethan insisting on pushing her faster, harder. Calloway had held his ground, allowing Ethan to feel he’d won small victories, knowing that the larger game was always his. He had indulged Ethan’s need for conquest, but now, seeing the man’s success play out on-screen, he felt the familiar pull of control.

His focus sharpened as he zoomed in again, the image clarifying to show Brittany’s hands on Ethan’s biceps, gripping, pulling him deeper. The juxtaposition of their bodies—Ethan’s muscular, commanding presence against Brittany’s soft, yielding curves—created a dissonance that rankled him. She believed this was her new role, her new identity, but Calloway knew better. He saw the angles, the intersections, the pathways that would lead her back to him.

He thought of reconditioning her, the techniques he would employ to reshape her focus. It was time to draw her in closer, remind her of the bond they shared—scientist and subject, creator and creation. She would learn, as all of his subjects did, that every breath she took was his to dictate. It was only a matter of precision, patience, and the power he held over the desires she could barely understand.

The footage played to the climax, Brittany’s entire body tensing before she broke apart, an expression of pure ecstasy flooding her features. Calloway’s eyes stayed on the screen as she rode out her orgasm, fascinated by the depth of her response. She was shaking, breathless, her fingers clutching Ethan as if the trainer were her lifeline, the one anchor in a sea of delirium. Calloway was mesmerized. He leaned forward, the sharp green of his eyes darkening with determination.

“Foolish,” he muttered to himself, but the word was not without a touch of admiration. She thought this was the endgame, that she had been claimed entirely. But Calloway was already strategizing, planning the next steps that would bring her back to him, more his than she ever imagined possible. He could see the pieces falling into place, the inevitability of it, and he felt the familiar rush of anticipation, a pulse that quickened with the certainty of her future.

She would be his, in every way that counted, and soon.



Brittany’s wrists were strapped to the padded table, her thighs spread wide, held firm by the unyielding restraints. She trembled, anticipation curling through her like heat, the cold metal of the breeding device pressed teasingly against her hot wet pussy.

Her breath came in short, desperate bursts as the machine withdrew to tease her entrance. She gasped, the device vibrating against her clit, her body slick with want. She pulled against the restraints, back arching, trying to drive herself further onto the relentless pulse. The sudden fullness of the device pushing deep inside her again made her cry out, the sound echoing in the sterile room. Calloway’s touch was infuriatingly gentle, a feather-light contrast to the mechanical insistence, the gloved fingers trailing down her chest, circling her engorged nipples without ever quite touching.

Brittany strained against the straps, her muscles tensing, pulling, each new wave of pleasure breaking over her like an unrelenting tide. Her mind struggled to catch up with the sensations, to make sense of the hot electric current that surged with every thrust of the machine. Calloway’s presence was overwhelming, his green eyes watching her as if she were a specimen under a microscope. She knew she was making sounds, small whimpers, gasps that bordered on pleas. He said nothing at first, letting her squirm and writhe as the device continued its meticulous work.

“You’re learning so well,” he finally murmured, his voice deep, soft, a current that pulled her under. Her mind flashed to Ethan, his rougher hands, the way he pushed her to this point of need, but Calloway was a different creature entirely. There was no mercy in his precision, no rush to his seduction, just an unwavering dedication to watching her unravel. Brittany was trembling, her body a live wire, taut with the delicious tension between submission and release. The rhythmic pounding of the machine was driving her insane, her hips jerking, the muscles of her thighs shaking with effort and need.

She remembered her first time in this room, how the restraints had scared her, how the exposure had made her squirm with something like embarrassment. She had been curious then, unsure of how far she could let herself go, unsure of how far they would take her. She’d resisted, thinking she could maintain control, that she could walk away. The memory seemed so distant now, laughable as she thrashed against the padded table, as the heat of Calloway’s gaze anchored her to the moment. Her new body, fuller, more sensitive, felt like it belonged to someone else, someone she hadn’t fully become until now.

She wanted it, more than she ever thought she would, more than she dared admit. The confession hit her like the next thrust of the machine, shocking in its intensity. She wanted to please him, to hear the approval in his voice, to know he was the one to break her. It was terrifying and thrilling, the awareness creeping in just as the pleasure threatened to swallow her whole. Calloway stayed beside her, his cool detachment a steady counterpoint to her growing desperation.

“I can see it in your eyes, Brittany.” Her name on his lips was another shiver, another reminder of who she belonged to. “You want to give in.” She did. God, she did. The thought was a white-hot spark that set every nerve on fire, each thrust of the machine blurring the lines between thought and sensation until she was nothing but raw need. Calloway adjusted the controls, the rhythm of the machine increasing, and she knew he was aware of every subtle change in her, the way her body moved, the way her moans rose to new heights.

She was on the edge, teetering, the sensation almost too much to bear. “Please,” she heard herself whisper, a ghost of a word, the last semblance of control slipping through her grasp. She could feel herself tightening around the unyielding metal, a delicious, almost painful ache as her body fought against the building tension. Calloway leaned in, his breath warm on her skin. “Not yet,” he commanded, pulling her back with nothing more than his will. She wanted to obey, even as her body screamed for release, for the finish that always seemed just out of reach.

The machine slowed, teasing, vibrating against her in short, cruel bursts that left her panting, frantic. She was dizzy with it, dizzy with him, and she almost sobbed when he pulled the machine back, leaving her empty, pulsing, needy. His hand replaced the device, his touch still clinical, fingers sliding into her slick wet heat, and she arched against him, greedy for any contact. He stroked her, a steady, maddening pace, never enough to push her over. Her muscles ached, her skin flushed with effort and desire. She couldn’t remember what it felt like not to want, not to need.

“Do you see?” he asked, as if she could respond, as if she could even hear him above the thundering of her pulse. “This is where you belong, Brittany.” It was, it was, it was. She nodded, the movement a frantic jerk of her head as his fingers curled inside her, each movement sending sparks up her spine. Her mind was going blank, each thought dissolving into sensation, each cry of need louder, longer, until she was sure the entire center could hear her.

He reached for something behind him, and Brittany’s eyes widened at the sight of the inflatable plug. She was close, so close, but the sight of the black silicone, the thought of what he intended, made her struggle harder against the restraints. She was ready to be filled, ready for him to take her to that place where nothing else existed but him and the pleasure he could create. He placed the tip of the plug at the tight ring of her ass, the coolness a sharp contrast to the warmth of her skin.

“Hold on for me,” he ordered, and she tried, she really did, but the sensation was too much, too deep, too consuming. He pressed the plug forward, stretching her until her entire body went taut, a choked gasp escaping her throat, her back bowing high off the table. The sensation was overwhelming, the fullness pushing deeper inside her, and she was shaking, her mind unable to hold onto anything but the sharpness of each movement. Her breath caught, a broken staccato as she struggled against the restraints, every nerve in her body alive with heat. It was maddening, just on the edge of too much, and she wanted it even more than she thought possible.

Calloway increased the pressure, the plug moving inside her an inch at a time, relentless, each inch drawing a new cry from her lips. The feeling was exquisite, a perfect counterpoint to the steady rhythm of the machine driving into her pussy. He stretched her further, the delicious ache pushing her closer to the brink, a cliff she was desperate to fall from. Her muscles clenched, her entire body tensing with the impossible effort of holding back, of waiting for his command. She wanted to break, to let the roaring need consume her, but she knew he wouldn’t let her until every part of her was his.

She thrashed, frantic, her legs straining against the straps, the fullness inside her more than she could bear. He pushed deeper, and she let out a sharp cry, the sound tearing through the room, her will crumbling under the weight of his control. She tried to pull away, then tried to take more, the desperate struggle spiraling into absolute surrender. Her moans turned to pleas, soft and breathless, as his fingers filled her, as the plug stretched, as the world narrowed to only Calloway and the pleasure he held just out of reach.

She was close, so close, the fullness of the plug driving her to madness, the pressure from his fingers perfect and unceasing. Her mind blanked with the effort of holding on, her body a live wire of tension and raw need, and she knew she couldn’t last.

She was shaking, the addition of the plug filling her completely, her pussy clamping down on his fingers with an intensity that almost sent her over. “Now,” he commanded, and she couldn’t hold back, couldn’t do anything but obey.

The world shattered around her in a blinding explosion of pleasure, the machine relentless against her needy pussy, sending her spiraling into a place beyond thought. Each thrust electrified her body, the fullness of the cold metal surging like white-hot fire, making her convulse with a need so raw it was almost unbearable. Her pussy spasmed around the hard insistence of the device, clutching for completion as she teetered on the edge of oblivion. She could feel her ass tightening, the pressure of the plug expanding inside her, stretching her further than she had ever imagined, the intense, consuming sensation pushing her past the brink.

There was nothing but Calloway's will, the singular, driving momentum of the machines as they molded her to his vision. She was claimed, taken over, every part of her body wired to the overload of bliss that consumed her. Each pulse of the plug was like a shockwave, radiating from her core, her muscles clenching in desperate, exquisite contractions. She was shaking, mindless, the impossible fullness overwhelming, and she wanted it all, more than she ever thought she could want. Her moans echoed in the sterile room, rising to a fevered pitch as the devices seemed to work in perfect, destructive unison.

Nothing existed but this moment, the meticulous craftsmanship of Calloway's design taking her further than she knew she could go. She was beyond anticipation, beyond desire, only able to feel the relentless force of pleasure transforming into something that she could hardly endure. Her focus narrowed to each penetrating thrust, each stretch of the plug, the entire world obliterated by the intensity of each new sensation. The machines never paused, never slowed, insistent in their campaign to make her his. She was shaking, the addition of the plug filling her completely, her pussy clamping down on the shaft of the electric cock with an intensity that sent her over.

She was lost, taken, existing only in the white-hot explosion that burned away everything but the need that defined her. It was bliss, pure and undiluted, consuming every fiber of her being until she was empty of everything but the intense, consuming rapture he had orchestrated. She was shaking, wild with it, her muscles clenching in desperate, exquisite contractions as her body milked the devices mercilessly, each spasm pushing her further past the brink, further past herself. Her mind blanked, unable to hold any thought but this, any sensation but this, any desire but this. The entire world seemed to collapse into the relentless momentum that stole her name, her identity, her very being, leaving her with nothing but the explosive climax that Calloway had engineered.

She heard his voice through the fog, a low murmur of satisfaction, a claim he was right to make. Her body was limp, boneless, her lungs dragging in air that felt like fire. He stayed beside her, stroking, calming her as she came down, his touch more possessive than gentle. She was spent, shaking, the shudders slowly subsiding as he stopped the machine and slowly withdrew the plug from her ass, leaving her to feel the loss of its presence.
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Ethan stormed into Dr. Calloway’s office, the door slamming behind him like a gunshot. The older man didn’t even flinch, as if he’d been expecting this confrontation for days. He remained seated, leaning back in his chair, calm in the chaos, the flickering glow of the security monitor casting restless shadows across his face. He seemed amused, even satisfied, at the intensity of Ethan’s reaction, knowing that every moment of last night had been captured.

The monitor pulsed in the dim light, looping the same scene in damning clarity. Ethan’s skin prickled as he watched himself with Brittany again, his hands gripping her, the sheen of sweat glistening on their bodies as they moved in rhythm. Her head was thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy. He couldn’t tear his eyes away from the screen, where her figure arched and twisted, a perfect encapsulation of everything Calloway was about to use against him.

“I’ve been reviewing the footage,” Calloway said, his voice as smooth as the glass that separated him from his subjects. He clicked the mouse, pausing the video at a precise moment where Ethan’s mouth hovered over Brittany’s skin, his name caught in her throat. Calloway’s fingers were steepled, and his eyes were predatory, watching Ethan with the same intensity he reserved for his experiments. “You’ve taken liberties I didn’t authorize.”

“Doesn’t seem like she minded,” Ethan shot back, but his bravado was thin, strained against the weight of Calloway’s certainty.

The older man smiled, cold and calculating. “She was meant for the program,” he said, each word deliberate, punctuated by the silence of the paused video. “Not for you.”

Ethan’s fists clenched at his sides, his heart a hammer in his chest. He’d known this was a risk, but seeing it dissected, laid bare in front of Calloway’s detached gaze, twisted something deep inside him. He couldn’t stand the way the older man sat there, so composed and smug, the light from the monitor reflecting off his angular features like a mask.

“Brittany’s transformation is at a critical phase,” Calloway continued, the practiced authority in his tone making Ethan’s skin crawl. “Your interference jeopardizes her progress.”

“She’s right on track, and you know it.” Ethan took a step closer, looming over the desk, trying to force some kind of reaction. “What are you planning to do?”

Calloway seemed to savor Ethan’s frustration, like a fine wine he’d waited years to uncork. “Correcting this will take time, but it’s not insurmountable. She’ll remember her purpose soon enough.” He stood, unhurried, and looked directly at Ethan, his eyes gleaming with a dark, possessive satisfaction. “Don’t worry. I’ve already taken steps to fix your... mistake.”

The words cut through Ethan’s defenses, precise as a scalpel. For a moment, he could only stare, grappling with the implications of what Calloway had said—and left unsaid. The other man’s calm unraveling of his claim on Brittany was more than he’d anticipated. Ethan knew how to deal with resistance, but this was something else entirely. He could feel the control slipping, the dynamic shifting beneath him like unstable ground.

“You’re underestimating her,” Ethan said, forcing conviction into his voice, even as he wondered if it was true. Brittany had surprised him before. Maybe she could resist Calloway’s tightening grip.

Calloway’s smirk was infuriating, the confidence of a man who knew all the pieces were moving in his favor. “You’re the one who underestimated, Ethan.” He motioned to the door, dismissing him as though he were nothing more than an unruly assistant. “This won’t happen again.”

Ethan stood his ground, unwilling to back down completely, but the finality in Calloway’s voice made it clear: he had been outmaneuvered. He turned and left the office, the door clicking shut behind him with a chilling sense of closure. Every step down the sterile corridor felt like a concession, like losing Brittany all over again.



Brittany’s body quivered, bound tightly to the examination chair. The sterile laboratory exuded a chilling formality, a dimly lit space where science and lust intertwined. The room, furnished with cold stainless-steel equipment and illuminated by harsh fluorescent lights, hummed with calculated depravity. It was the perfect backdrop for her ordeal, a setting where she was both specimen and seductress, caught in the clinical throes of an explicit, exquisite transformation.

A tangle of hoses and wires converged on Brittany’s body, each one pulsing with a life of its own. The machine between her thighs was a marvel of depraved engineering, built to extract every ounce of resistance from her trembling form. A thick, translucent tube extended from the device, plunging deep into her slick pussy, its surface gleaming as it thrust with merciless intent. Suction cups latched onto her swollen breasts, their rhythmic pull synchronized with the relentless pounding inside her.

Brittany’s moans grew louder, more desperate, as the machine intensified its efforts. The tube inside her expanded and contracted, stretching her to the brink before pulling back with a shuddering release. Her nipples stood erect under the suction’s relentless tug, milk beading at the tips before being greedily siphoned away.

The device nestled deep inside her clenching and quivering

pussy moved with ruthless precision, each stroke relentless and rhythmic. Brittany strained against her bindings, caught between resistance and inevitable surrender. Her skin was flushed, damp with sweat that beaded and ran down the curves of her full, trembling body. Every calculated thrust filled her, stretching her, drawing out shuddering moans that echoed against the cold, uncaring walls. She writhed in the chair, lost in the ebb and flow of sensation, the pressure building to an intensity that left her gasping.

The slow, teasing suction at her swollen breasts matched the device’s rhythm, tugging insistently until her nipples were taut and oversensitive. Each pull and release seemed timed to override her thoughts, training her to crave nothing but this singular focus on submission. She felt her mind slipping, every ounce of defiance replaced by raw, aching need. The calculated movements, so exacting and clinical, left her body straining, hips rolling to meet the mechanical pleasure as it unmade and remade her.

From the shadows, Dr. Calloway watched with cold detachment, his presence a constant reminder of the program’s complete control. His sharp, angular features were partially obscured by darkness, but the glint of satisfaction in his eyes was unmistakable. He studied her every shudder and gasp, absorbing each moment as she unraveled under the device’s unyielding pace. He didn’t speak, didn’t need to; his silence was more powerful, more commanding than words, and Brittany’s body responded as if he were touching her with every carefully withheld syllable.

She bucked and arched, her body desperate and wild. There was no trace of Ethan’s interference, no hint of anything but the program’s demands. The stimulation blurred her awareness, the rhythm too precise to escape, the pressure too intoxicating to resist. She lost herself completely, and in that loss was everything Dr. Calloway wanted to see. Brittany’s whimpers filled the sterile room, and still the device went on, training her, teaching her, claiming her.

Dr. Calloway stepped forward, and his shadow loomed over her like a dark promise. Brittany shivered as his fingers traced over her thigh, a whisper of contact that electrified every nerve. She was beyond thinking, beyond anything but the desperate need for more, for release, for him. Her moan was a soft, broken plea as she strained toward his touch, her entire body trembling on the brink.

“You’re improving,” he murmured, his voice a deep, steady presence that anchored her to the moment. Brittany’s breath hitched, a sob of desire, as he increased the intensity just enough to push her closer to the edge. “That’s a good girl,” he added, each word like a hand on her skin, like possession itself. She convulsed, trapped in the sharp, exquisite line between too much and not enough, and when she broke, she broke completely.

The thick tube inside her expanded again, a final stretch that filled her completely, and she shattered around it, an explosion of raw sensation that ripped through her trembling form. Her scream was loud and unabashed, echoing against the sterile walls as her pussy clenched and spasmed around the relentless intrusion. The orgasm tore through her with violent intensity, each wave more consuming than the last.

Her nipples throbbed under the suction’s merciless pull, milk flowing freely now, a hot stream that matched the wetness spilling from between her thighs. The device continued its relentless pace, thrusting and milking with mechanical precision, prolonging her climax until it was almost too much to bear. She writhed in the chair. Hips Grinding wildly. The slick heat between her thighs spreading as the machine claimed every last bit of resistance.

.

Brittany was reduced to nothing but a quaking, sobbing mess in the chair. Her climax rolled through her, wave after overwhelming wave, and Dr. Calloway didn’t stop. His fingers pressed into her thigh, coaxing her with words and touch, ensuring there was no question of her submission, no hint of interference from anything but the program’s complete dominion over her desire. His expression was calm, satisfied, like a man who had already won.

As Brittany’s cries softened into whimpers, she felt the true depth of her transformation. It was all she could see, all she could feel. She was claimed, marked by the intensity of the experience and the undeniable weight of Calloway’s control. Her skin was still tingling when he finally stepped back, the machines powering down with a soft hum, their absence a stark reminder of everything they’d done to her.

“You’ll remember this,” Calloway said, his voice smooth and confident. “Only this.”

He watched as the tremors in her body slowed, as her eyes fluttered open and fixed on him with something like worship. The hint of a smile touched his lips, confirming what she was too spent to say out loud: Ethan’s hold on her was nothing but a distant memory. She was the program’s now, fully and completely, and they both knew it.
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Dr. Calloway’s private research suite was shrouded in darkness, the only illumination coming from the soft glow of monitors displaying Brittany’s biometric data. Midnight had long passed, and the facility was silent save for the steady hum of machinery. It had been a month since the breeding trials began, and Brittany's transformation was more evident with each passing day.

She lay on a padded examination table at the room's center, her body glistening with a sheen of perspiration. Her curves were lush and generous, stretching against the white gown that barely contained her. Her breathing was deep and rhythmic, a testament to the conditioning that now dictated her every instinct.

Her breasts, once firm and athletic, had swelled to an impossible size, the skin taut and flushed with warmth. Nipples that were once small and discreet now jutted obscenely from her chest, long and thick, their sensitivity heightened to an exquisite degree. Below, a thatch of neatly trimmed blonde hair framed her swollen clit, which had grown into a prominent nub, engorged and insistent. Her hips had widened considerably, lending her an unmistakably fertile look that was both alluring and obscene.

Dr. Calloway stood over her, his gaze intense and unwavering as he observed the latest results. Despite his usual detachment, there was an unmistakable fascination in his eyes. He adjusted his glasses, taking in the subtle changes—the flush of her skin, the fullness of her breasts, even though he had just milked her.

Brittany stirred slightly, a soft moan escaping her lips as she shifted under his scrutiny. She always seemed to be aware of him, responding to his presence with a need that bordered on desperation. Calloway noted this with clinical satisfaction, pleased at how deeply ingrained her submission had become.

He moved to the monitors, fingers flying over the keyboard as he logged data and tweaked variables for the next phase. The breeding trials had exceeded expectations, but he was not yet finished. There was still more potential to unlock—more boundaries to push.

The examination table felt cold against Brittany’s skin, the surface smooth and unyielding beneath her. She sprawled on its pristine expanse, limbs akimbo, her breath still ragged from the last round of milking. The clinical lights buzzed softly, bathing the room in a sterile glow that sharpened every edge and hollow. Overhead, her shadow wavered, a reflection of her own uncertainty, even as her body lay perfectly still. Brittany’s skin was flushed, dewy, betraying the storm beneath the calm facade. Dr. Calloway loomed over her, a silhouette of hunger and intent. He was the master architect of her transformation, and the lines on his face deepened as he ran a hand down the trembling length of her thigh.

He paused, fingers hovering over her slick skin, as though deciding where to leave his next mark. Brittany shivered, a soft moan escaping her lips despite the tension that coiled within her. She wondered if he could hear the wild patter of her heart beneath the tautness of her chest. Every nerve in her body screamed for release, yet a whisper of fear lingered, taunting her. She was afraid, yes, but drawn to the danger with a need that bordered on madness.

“You were made for this,” he murmured, the authority in his voice a cruel kindness. Each word was deliberate, branding her with its intent. She felt the shackle of his will settle over her, and somewhere deep, her mind rebelled while her body yielded. His hands moved with precision, parting her thighs and pulling her closer to the edge of the table. The cool metal beneath her was a stark contrast to the heat of his presence, consuming her.

Her breath quickened as she watched him, each second stretching like a taut wire, ready to snap. She was a finely tuned instrument, each fiber of her being conditioned to respond to him and him alone. Brittany held his gaze, eyes wide and glassy, the conflict within her a delicious torment. He was clinical, detached, the god of his own creation. And she was lost, hopelessly lost, in the meticulous design of it.

He knelt between her legs, the press of his body against her skin sending a jolt through her. His breath was warm, teasing, as it ghosted over her swollen clit. She gasped, the sound raw and unrestrained, as he lowered his mouth to her.

His tongue flicked out, a slow drag across her engorged nub that made her spine arch off the table. He was relentless, each stroke deliberate and precise, drawing her further into the web of his control. Brittany's thighs trembled around him, desperate to close but held apart by his unyielding grip.

Calloway's mouth worked with clinical devotion, lips sealing around her clit to suck with a pressure that bordered on exquisite torture. Her moans filled the room, each one a testament to how utterly he had claimed her. She writhed beneath him, fingers clawing at the table's edge as she fought to hold onto some semblance of herself.

But he would not allow it. His tongue circled and teased, relentless in its pursuit of her submission. The world narrowed to the point of contact between them—his mouth on her clit, the slick heat of it driving everything else away. Brittany's cries grew louder, more frantic, as he pushed her closer and closer to the brink.

He paused only to murmur against her skin, words that shattered what little resistance she had left. "You can't fight this." It was half command, half promise.

His mouth returned with renewed intensity, consuming her utterly. The tension inside Brittany coiled tighter and tighter until it was unbearable.

A slick finger pressed against her ass, the intrusion slow and deliberate as it slid inside. Brittany's body tensed, then melted around the dual sensation of his mouth and hand. Her cries turned to pleas, a raw symphony of need that echoed off the sterile walls.

Calloway's finger moved in rhythm with his tongue, each thrust and stroke timed to draw her closer to the edge. It was too much and not enough, a carefully orchestrated assault on her senses that left her mindless with want. She bucked against him, desperate for more, for everything he would give.

His grip tightened on her thigh as he devoured her, lips and tongue relentless on her swollen clit. The pressure of his finger in her ass was exquisite, pushing deeper, filling her completely. Brittany was lost in the overwhelming heat and friction, every nerve alight with pleasure that bordered on pain.

Her body responded with wild abandon, conditioned to crave what only he could provide. She no longer knew where she ended and his control began—there was only the consuming need for release.

"Please," she gasped, a broken whisper that betrayed how thoroughly he had unraveled her. She was close, so close, teetering on the brink of oblivion as he continued his merciless ministrations.

Calloway's finger pumped harder, matching the furious pace of his mouth. Her cries reached a fever pitch, each one ripped from her throat as he pushed her beyond any hope of resistance.

And then she shattered. A violent tremor seized her body as she came undone beneath him, pleasure crashing over her in relentless waves.

Her scream was raw and primal, echoing off the sterile walls as her body convulsed with the force of her climax. A gush of fluid erupted from her, soaking Calloway in a torrent of slick heat. His face glistened with it, dripping down his sharp features and staining his immaculate shirt. He did not flinch, eyes locked on Brittany as she quaked beneath him, utterly consumed by the release he had orchestrated.

Brittany's world splintered into fragments of blinding pleasure, each wave crashing harder than the last. She bucked wildly against him, her body beyond control as it surrendered completely to the ecstasy he drove into her. The wetness that coated him only seemed to fuel Calloway's relentless assault, his tongue and fingers working in tandem to prolong her shattering orgasm.

She writhed on the table, hips lifting off the cold surface as her cries became ragged and incoherent. Her mind was lost in the haze of sensation, every thought drowned out by the raw need that pulsed through her. She felt herself unraveling, a helpless captive to the intensity of his touch.

Calloway's grip on her thigh was ironclad, holding her in place as he continued to devour her with clinical precision. Her juices flowed unabated, covering him. He absorbed every tremor and spasm with satisfaction, watching as she dissolved into pure submission.

Brittany lay sprawled on the cold table, fingers frantic on her swollen tits as she coaxed milk from her long, tight nipples. Her body trembled, still lost to the aftershocks of her explosive climax. A desperate moan slipped from her lips, raw and insistent, as she tugged harder on her aching breasts. “More,” she panted, breathless with the intensity of her desire. Her breathing was ragged, chest heaving, as she squirted thick streams of milk into the air, the liquid spurting wildly around them. Each pull of her fingers brought a fresh flood, the release was as undeniable as her need for Calloway to fill her.

She watched him through half-lidded eyes, the fire inside her reigniting as he rose to his feet. He was drenched in the evidence of her submission, his glasses fogged, his hair matted to his forehead. Her pussy juices dripped from his chin, soaking into the fabric of his shirt, yet there was purpose in every movement as he stripped away the wet cloth. She could see the hard lines of his muscles, the dark smudge of her on his skin. But what held her breathless was the unmistakable intent in his gaze—one that promised to claim her again.

Brittany's hand stilled, and she gasped as he brushed her fingers aside, gripping her tits in his own hands. His practiced touch drew a new torrent from her, the force that of a man who had already owned her body and was poised to take her soul. She squirmed beneath him, every nerve alight with the electric anticipation of what he would do next.

"You can have more," he echoed, a dark promise in his voice that sent a jolt through her. He squeezed roughly, his fingers cruel and relentless around her nipples, sending new arcs of her milk into the air as he pushed her closer to madness. Brittany couldn't think, couldn't breathe, could only feel the overwhelming need for him surging through her body, leaving no room for anything else.

The wet heat of her need saturated the air between them, and Calloway did not pause to savor the victory. His control was complete, and he wielded it with precision, sliding one hand down the length of her trembling body until he cupped the warmth between her thighs. Brittany's head snapped back, a strangled cry escaping her lips at the first brush of his fingers.

His thumb found her clit, swollen and slick, and he pinched the sensitive nub between his fingers. The pressure was exquisite, a perfect blend of pain and pleasure that made her entire body jerk with the force of it. Brittany's scream was immediate and guttural, torn from her throat as he rolled her clit between his fingertips with merciless precision. Her reality fractured around the intense sensation, leaving only the raw, unrelenting need for more.

He pulled at her clit, stretching it taut until she thought she would shatter from the sheer intensity. Each twist and tug sent shockwaves through her, obliterating any thoughts of resistance. She writhed beneath him, every muscle tense and quivering as he pushed her further into submission.

Calloway's grip was unyielding, each pinch calculated to drive Brittany to the brink of madness. Her cries filled the room, echoing off the walls as she bucked wildly against his hand. It was a new kind of torment, one that left her mindless and desperate for release.

"More," she begged again, voice raw and broken as she surrendered completely to his control.

The relentless assault on her clit was unbearable in its perfection, each pull dragging her deeper into a state of frenzied need. Calloway watched her closely, eyes dark with intent as he continued his ruthless manipulation of her body.

Brittany's vision blurred with tears of pleasure as she teetered on the edge of another climax. Her entire world narrowed to the point of contact between them—his fingers on her clit, twisting and pinching with brutal efficiency.

Her release was imminent, and he knew it. With a sudden, fluid motion, Calloway positioned himself between her legs, the blunt head of his cock poised at her entrance. Brittany's breath caught in her throat as he plunged into her, filling her with one powerful thrust. The shock of it shattered through her, and she screamed, the sound raw and primal as he drove into her with unrelenting force.

Brittany clawed at his chest as he fucked her, nails digging into his skin with each brutal thrust. Her body arched off the table, every inch of her straining to meet him as he slammed into her with merciless precision.

The force of his cock inside her was devastating, stretching her impossibly wide and filling her completely. Each plunge was a shockwave of sensation that left her gasping and desperate for more. She writhed beneath him, fingers curling around the hard muscles of his shoulders as he pounded into her without mercy.

Her tits bounced wildly with every movement, milk splattering across their bodies in thick streams as Calloway drove into her with relentless intensity. Brittany's moans were ragged and incoherent, each one a testament to the raw need that consumed her. She was lost in the overwhelming rhythm of his fucking, every nerve on fire with pleasure that bordered on madness.

Calloway's expression was focused, his green eyes dark with intent as he watched her unravel beneath him. Her juices coated his cock, slick and hot as he plunged deeper with each thrust. Brittany's world narrowed to the brutal cadence of his body against hers, pushing her closer to another shattering release.

She bucked wildly beneath him, unable to control the wild spasms of her body as he took her with ruthless efficiency. Her cries filled the air, echoing off the sterile walls in a chorus of submission and ecstasy. The wet slaps of their bodies colliding only seemed to spur him on, driving him to claim her with even greater force.

Brittany's mind was lost in the haze of sensation,Her body arched off the table to meet him, every nerve aflame with the overwhelming sensation of him inside her. Her pussy clenched on his cock, tight and insistent as it milked him with desperate urgency. The spasms were violent and all-consuming, her body seizing around him with a force that left her breathless. She was lost to the intensity of it, every muscle contracting as she came hard again, the climax ripping through her in brutal waves.

Brittany screamed, the sound raw and guttural as her body convulsed beneath him. Her pussy gripped him with an iron hold, squeezing with relentless pressure that sent shockwaves through both of them. Calloway groaned, the evidence of his own release hot and thick inside her as she continued to milk his cock with frenzied desperation.

The explosion of sensation shattered through Brittany, leaving her mindless and gasping for air as she rode out the violent aftershocks. Her body shook uncontrollably, each spasm pulling another ragged moan from her lips. The wet heat between them was frothing from her ravaged cunt.

Calloway's thrusts slowed but remained deep and possessive, drawing out every last tremor from her trembling form. He watched her closely, eyes dark with satisfaction as she unraveled completely beneath him. Brittany's fingers dug into his arms, nails biting into flesh as she clung to him through the final waves of ecstasy.

Her world was reduced to the chaotic pounding of her heart and the raw need that still pulsed through her veins. She couldn't think beyond the next breathless second, couldn't feel beyond the exquisite fullness of him still buried inside her.

Slowly, he withdrew from her swollen pussy, the slick sound of it obscene in the heavy silence. A shudder ran through her as he dragged his cock out, leaving her empty and aching for more.

“You’re meant to be bred,” he whispered, fingers tracing the slight swell of her belly.

Calloway straightened, his expression calm and collected as he looked down at her quivering form. The clinical detachment in his gaze sent a fresh wave of desire crashing over her, and Brittany's body responded instinctively, arching toward him despite her exhaustion.

"You're ready," he said, voice cool and measured as if assessing an experiment. He reached out to stroke a hand down the length of her sweat-slick skin, smearing their mingled fluids across her her stomach and down her thighs.
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Calloway's sharp, piercing green eyes were narrowed in thought as he sat behind his desk, fingers steepled. His short, dark brown hair was neatly combed, with strands of gray at the temples. His angular face was set in a neutral expression, betraying none of the intensity that had consumed him the night before. He was dressed in his usual crisp, professional attire—a tailored suit and tie that emphasized his commanding presence.

The office was pristine, clinical, a stark contrast to the chaos he had unleashed within Brittany. He reveled in the memory of her surrender, the way she had unraveled beneath him until nothing remained but raw instinct and need. A dark satisfaction coursed through him; she was his now, body and purpose.

Ethan stood in front of Dr. Calloway’s desk, his posture a study in barely-contained tension. The older man slid a tablet across the polished mahogany, its screen flickering to life with images that stole the breath from Ethan’s lungs. Brittany, gasping and writhing, lost in a frenzy of submission and desire. Calloway’s lips curved into something that was almost a smile, the gesture precise and clinical. “I won’t tolerate disobedience,” he said, his voice a scalpel, sharp and cutting.

Ethan’s jaw clenched, anger flaring bright and hot. “Is this your way of showing me who she belongs to?” he demanded, his voice thick with barely-contained rage. He stared at the images, the reality of Brittany’s submission hitting him with the force of a physical blow. The truth was there, undeniable, but he refused to accept it. Not yet. Not from Calloway.

Calloway remained cool, unfazed, the epitome of control. He watched Ethan with the detachment of a scientist observing a particularly intriguing specimen. “If you want to continue here,” he said, each word precise and measured, “you’ll accept your place beneath me—beneath this program.”

Ethan’s fists tightened at his sides, knuckles white with the force of his grip. Calloway’s smugness was infuriating, a reminder of just how far the older man was willing to go to prove his point. And yet, the images on the screen burned into Ethan’s mind, each one a testament to Brittany’s surrender.

“Or what?” Ethan spat, his defiance a live wire between them. “You’ll have security escort me out?”

“If necessary.” Calloway leaned back, steepling his fingers, the very picture of calculated calm. “You know as well as I do that Brittany was never really yours. The only question now is whether you can accept it and fall in line.”

Ethan’s breath came hard and fast, each exhalation laced with frustration and desperation. “You’ll never break her completely,” he said, more to himself than to Calloway. He couldn’t give up, not after everything. He wouldn’t let Calloway win.

“You’re welcome to try,” Calloway said with a dismissive laugh. “But I think last night’s footage speaks for itself.”

The tension in the room was a living thing, coiled and ready to strike. Ethan stood his ground, but the fury in his veins threatened to overwhelm him. Calloway’s calm demeanor was like oil on a fire, feeding his rage, making him reckless. He had always respected the older man’s intellect, but this was a new level of manipulation, even for Calloway.

Calloway leaned back in his chair, certain of his victory, waiting for Ethan to break. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating, and Ethan could feel himself unraveling at the edges. He had two choices: walk away and lose everything, or stay and play the game on Calloway’s terms. Both options tasted like ash in his mouth.

Finally, he spoke, his voice a low, dangerous rumble. “I’ll fall in line. But don’t think for a second that you’ve won.”

Calloway’s smile widened, a predator that knew his prey was trapped. “Remember your place, Ethan. Or we’ll be having this conversation again, and next time you might not like the outcome.”

Ethan nodded, the gesture tight with barely-contained fury. He turned on his heel and left, the tablet’s images still burning in his mind, each one a reminder of what he stood to lose and what he was determined to reclaim. He had conceded, for now, but the battle was far from over.
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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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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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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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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





