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Rent was due in four days, and Kylie's banking app had the nerve to show $43.18. 

She stood at the bus stop with her tote digging into her shoulder, wind picking at the hem of her skirt, and stared at the glossy poster taped to the shelter’s glass. Healthy Volunteers Needed. Compensation up to $1200. Clinical Research Study. The font was clean, medical-blue, the margins strict. The little QR code glared at her like a dare. 

Twelve hundred. She could hear the word in the same part of her head that tracked the smell of coffee and soap and the sour tang of yesterday’s rain on asphalt. Twelve hundred meant rent, relief, and maybe groceries that weren’t noodles and apples. Heat crept up the back of her neck anyway, as if the number itself had slid under her skin. 

She lifted her phone, the cracked corner biting her thumb, and scanned. A page sprang open. Screening questions, eligibility, fine print. Twenty-four to thirty-five, healthy, no history of whatever—she skimmed. She could almost feel the thin paper gown on her shoulders, the scratch of it when she shifted. She imagined the room bright and white, the air cooler than it needed to be, her breath moving too loud in her ears because she would be listening for something else: footsteps, a chair rolling, a voice telling her what to do. 

Her stomach tightened, part hunger, part something that made her stand straighter. Supervised sessions, the page said. Monitoring. Compliance required. She licked her bottom lip and tasted lipstick from hours ago, faintly waxy. Compliance. The word sat there like a weight she wanted to test with her hand. She pictured a wrist cuffed, only to a blood pressure monitor, cuff snug, humming while it squeezed. The sting that wasn’t pain, the squeeze that told her to be still. 

Kylie scrolled, thumb moving, mind running ahead. There was rent, and there was the email with the red exclamation point from her credit card, and there was the text from her boss asking if she could cover a double on Saturday. There was also the tightness between her ribs when she thought about saying yes to things. Yes, I can. Yes, I will. Yes, I’ll be there. The idea of walking into a room where “yes” was the whole point relieved something in her. She could imagine a clipboard, a line waiting for her signature, a box checked that said Consent. She liked the shape of that word too, simple and upright. 

Cars hissed past, tires slicing through the last of the rain. She glanced at the clock at the top of her screen and at the tiny battery icon that always felt like a threat. The bus would come in three minutes. The study paid in installments. The session length varied. She imagined a schedule with blocks of time filled in, her name penciled next to them. Her pulse tripped a little harder at the thought of sitting on the edge of an exam table, knees together, hands folded, being told to relax. Tilt your head. Breathe in. Hold that. Again. Simple commands traveling through her body, making something inside her settle into place. 


The form opened like a door and she stepped through with her thumbs. Name. Date of birth. Height, weight. She pictured numbers sliding into a clipboard, a pen scratching. Health history. No. No. No. The questions tightened as she scrolled: pregnancy test required, urine samples collected, physical exams performed by licensed staff, sessions may include observational procedures and biofeedback. Biofeedback made something hot spread low in her belly. Wires on her skin. A screen showing her pulse racing while she tried to breathe like they told her. Try to relax. Try to hold still.

She clicked the last consent box and hit submit. A new page popped up with a calendar, times stacking in neat rows. The earliest slot blinked open for tomorrow morning. She picked it before she could think herself out of it.

The bus sighed to a stop. She kept seeing the word Confirm in her mind as she climbed on, as if it had stamped itself behind her eyes.
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She walked into the lobby at 8:52 and the smell hit her first—alcohol wipes, lemon cleaner, the faint powdery scent of gloves fresh from a box. The floor shone. A printer whirred somewhere behind the desk. The air ran cold over her legs, the A/C breathing through vents with a steady hiss. 

“Name?” the woman at the front asked, eyes on her monitor. 

“Kylie Reed.” Her own voice sounded too loud against the glassy quiet. Her tote strap stuck to her skin where sweat had dried under her T-shirt during the bus ride. 

The printer spit out a badge. “You’re checked in. Intake will come get  you. Bathroom’s to the left if you need it.” 

She sat. The chair didn’t give at all. A digital clock above the door counted in hard red numbers. A plant in the corner looked like it had never been touched by real air. She rubbed her palms on her skirt and tried not to watch the second hand on a different wall clock crawl. A monitor somewhere beeped once, then went back to a low, steady hum. She breathed in cleaner and plastic and felt her shoulders start to lift and then drop with the rhythm anyway. 

“Ms. Reed?” A man in scrubs stood at the door that led to the hall, a tablet in his hand. He wore a badge that said LUCAS, RA. 

He held the door for her. “Orientation first,” he said, voice low, even. “Then if you decide to proceed, we’ll do vitals.” 

She stood, the badge on her chest swinging against her shirt, and followed him into the hall. The lights were bright. His shoes squeaked once on the tile. She kept pace with the square line of his shoulders and the way his scrub top pulled a little across his back when he turned. Cold air skimmed her calves. A cart rolled by with sealed packets of gauze and two covered trays. The faint bite of antiseptic clung to everything. 

“Conference room B,” he said, tapping a card to a reader. The lock whispered open. He clicked on a small projector. A stack of forms waited like a neat stack of plates. 

“Have a seat. I’ll walk you through the consent and the overview. Stop me if anything isn’t clear.” He slid a thick packet and a pen in front of her, his hands clean, nails short. “Water?” 

She shook her head, sat. The chair was hard and cool. The pen felt heavier than it should. He settled into the chair beside her and angled the packet between them so she could see, not crowding, giving her the space to touch each page. 

“First, general consent,” he said. “Confidentiality, payments, your rights. You can withdraw at any time. There’s a safe-word protocol for any session that involves restraint or intense stimulation.” 

Safe word. The phrase sent a tight shiver through her stomach. Her fingers pressed into her knee under the table before she made them stop. 

He went on, page by page. “We do several studies under the same umbrella. You can opt into none, some, or all. We compensate per session. This sheet breaks down the rates.” 

Her eyes tracked numbers, the neat squares for initials. $75 for baseline vitals. $200 for sensor calibration with guided arousal. $350 for… she blinked and read it again. Induced lactation protocols, weekly, compensation escalating. 

Lucas flipped to a section stopped by a blue tab. “This is an overview of the physiological arousal studies. We use noninvasive sensors. Skin conductance on fingers and sternum, respiration bands, pelvic floor electromyography. For vaginal pulse measurement, a light-based probe. You insert it yourself in private. We see changes on the screen, you get coached breathing or stimulation tasks. Staff remain in the room unless you request privacy. No one touches you unless you consent beforehand.” 

Her mouth felt dry. She could picture a small glossy device in her hand, the drag of smooth plastic over her skin, pushing it in while someone waited and watched a monitor. Heat crawled into her face. Her thighs wanted to slide together. 

He turned another colored tab. “Nipple stimulation and lactation studies. We test milk ejection reflex, nipple sensitivity thresholds, suction tolerance and volume tracking. For lactation induction, there are medication and non-medication arms. Medication requires physician consult . Non-medication uses progressive suction with hospital-grade pumps, scheduled sessions, breast massage, hydration protocols, and—” 

His voice stayed even. The words hit her chest and dropped lower. 


Something warm slid low and thick, damp blooming through the thin cotton between her legs. She pressed her thighs together and felt it, slick heat spreading, the fabric catching on her clit for a second when she shifted. The chair’s seam pressed up under her and she had to swallow before her voice would work. 

“I—” Her tongue felt clumsy. “I want to opt into those. The arousal. The nipple protocols.” 

His pen clicked softly. Paper slid. “Initial here, here, and sign there.” 

“When do I actually get the twelve hundred?” she asked, pen hovering. 

Lucas’s eyes flicked to the door. “Let me grab Dr. Houck.” 

A moment later a white coat moved in, the scent of soap and coffee trailing. The badge read HOUCK, MD. He was older, yes, but he carried it in the way his body filled the coat—broad through the chest, the fabric pulling smooth over muscle when he moved. His hair was cut close and silvered at the sides, darker on top. A clean jaw with a day’s shadow. 


The doctor’s voice was even, clipped. “Payment is structured by time blocks. The first three hours of participation in the arousal and lactation protocols pay twelve hundred. If you enroll in the inpatient intensive and remain the full seven days, total compensation is twelve thousand.” A pause. “Baseline and calibrations count toward the first block.” 

Kylie felt light in her head and heavy between her legs at the same time, a rush that made her grip the pen harder. Three hours. Seven days. The numbers stacked and pressed. 

She signed. Her hand shook a little on the last curve of her name. The paper rasped under her wrist. 

“Good,” the doctor said. “We’ll start with baseline .” The coat brushed the chair when he turned. “Lucas will take you to Exam 4.” 

She stood, her badge shifting against her chest, and followed the scrubs and the white coat back into the cold hall. Her thighs stuck and slid with each step; the damp there was impossible to ignore; it made every step a reminder, a wet rub that sent little sparks up her spine. 
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Exam 4 was bright and square. Vinyl bench. Metal stool. A cart with neatly coiled cords and clear tubs with lids. The air was colder in here, the vent pushing a thin stream that kissed her thighs. Paper crinkled on the exam table. 

“Gown is on the hook,” Lucas said. “Undress from the waist up for the bands. Underwear can stay for now. I’ll step out for a minute.” His eyes didn’t linger; he backed out, door pulling shut with a soft seal. 

She peeled her T-shirt off, the fabric dragging over her damp skin, then unhooked her bra. Her nipples brushed the air and went hard as soon as the cold touched them. A shiver chased across her chest. She slid into the gown, thin and open in front, the tie slipping awkwardly while her fingers tried to make a neat knot. The paper on the table crackled when she sat, the edge rough against the backs of her thighs. Her panties clung; when she shifted they pulled wetly against her labia and her clit caught on the seam again. She had to exhale and hold very still for a second. 


A knock, then the door moved and he came in with Lucas behind him. The white coat, the clipped nod, the clean smell close this time—soap, coffee, a faint edge of alcohol swab. 

“Ms. Reed.” His gaze went to her face, then the tablet. “Alright. Baseline physical. Is it okay if I examine you?” 

“Yes.” It came out small. She cleared her throat. “Yes.” 

Glove  box snapped. The thin blue slid over his hands with a soft stretch. He rolled the stool closer. The air shifted across her bare skin where the gown gaped. She felt nipples tight and aching against the paper gown, felt the damp heat between her thighs like it had a pulse of its own. 

He held up the stethoscope, warmed the bell against his palm a second, then touched it to the top of her sternum. Cold, then pressure. “Breathe in. All the way.” 

She did. The metal kissed bone. Her chest pushed up, the gown dragged over her areola; she felt the rough paper scrape one nipple and had to swallow. He moved the bell a precise half inch. “Again.” The cadence and the word slid down her spine. Her legs pressed tighter. Wet cotton grated right over her clit and she sucked air between her teeth, chest lifting against his knuckles when his hand steadied the tube. 

“Again.” The bell slid to the side, firm and precise. He made a small adjustment and waited. She filled her lungs. The gown rasped. Her nipples dragged under the paper and throbbed, tight little points that felt like they were asking for something. He moved to her back, the bell pressing between her shoulder blades now, the cold circle biting in and out as she breathed like he told her to. She could smell his soap when he leaned closer—clean and faintly sharp—and the heat between her legs went heavier. 


“Lucas,” the doctor said, voice steady. “Nipple metrics. Diameter at rest, areolar diameter, protrusion. Then stimulated values. Standard suction curve. Ms. Reed?” He looked up at her. “Is that okay?” 

She heard herself say yes, a small sound that still seemed to ring in the bright room. 

Lucas pulled a tray closer. Fresh gloves stretched over his hands with a soft snap. He set out a slim digital caliper, a flexible measuring tape, two clear domes with short lengths of tubing and a tiny gauge, a square of gauze. The metal stool clicked once as he slid in near her hip. 

“I’m going to open the gown,” he said. He lifted the paper edge. Cold air bit her nipples and they tightened harder, a quick ache that made her throat close. She kept her knees glued together, palms slick on the paper. 

“Arms down,” Dr. Houck said. “Neutral posture. Don’t hold your breath.” 

Lucas leaned in. The caliper’s smooth edge touched the base of her right nipple. Metal cool. The lightest pressure. Her back wanted to arch and she fought it, jaw clenching. He adjusted one jaw a millimeter, eyes on the tiny display, then looked up without meaning to meeting her face. He glanced back down and the caliper closed that last fraction. The jaws pressed into the soft rise and her nipple twitched, a hard throb that shot straight down into the slick heat between her thighs. 

He read the number out, quiet, and shifted to the left. The cool metal kissed the base again. Her nipple stood tight and dark, thicker now, and when the caliper slid she felt the edge graze the tip. A hot spark punched through her belly. She breathed shallow because the paper scraped if she filled her lungs and the scrape made it worse. 

“Areolar diameter,” Lucas said softly, and the little tape touched the pebbled skin, circling. The adhesive edge tugged faintly when he adjusted. He smoothed the last inch with a gloved fingertip and that light drag over the sensitive ring made her clench her teeth. Her panties pulled across her clit when her thighs flexed; the damp fabric stuck and then slipped, a tiny grind that made her pulse jump. 

“Resting protrusion,” Dr. Houck said. The word protrusion made something inside her tighten. Kylie sat still as Lucas adjusted the measuring tape around her areola. She could feel the cool air on her damp skin, the weight of their gazes on her body. Her heart pounded in her chest, making her breasts feel heavy and sensitive. The thin paper gown did little to shield her from the chill, and she fought the urge to cover herself with her arms. 

Dr. Houck's voice cut through the silence. "Stimulated values, please." 

Lucas nodded and reached for the small pump attached to the tube. Kylie took a deep breath as he squeezed the bulb, watching as her nipple hardened further under the clear dome. The sensation was both strange and intensely arousing, sending a bolt of electricity straight to her core. 

Lucas jotted down the measurements, his face expressionless. Kylie couldn't help but feel self-conscious under his gaze, but there was something clinical and detached about the way he handled her body that made her feel oddly calm. 
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Kylie follows the white coat and scrubs down the bright, cold hallway, her heart still thumping from the exam. She can feel the dampness between her legs, the slick heat that's spread through her panties, a constant reminder of her body's response to their touch. She wonders if they can tell, if it's somehow visible to them. She feels a shiver run through her, half anticipation, half anxiety. 

The doctor opens a door, revealing a small, private room. "This will be your space for the duration of the study," he says, gesturing for her to enter. The room is simple, with a single bed, a small desk, and a bathroom. There's a large window that looks out onto the clinic's courtyard, but it's one-way glass, ensuring her privacy. 

Kylie steps inside, her heart pounding. She can't believe she's actually doing this, that she's agreed to participate in this study. She's always been a private person, reserved, keeping her thoughts and feelings to herself. But there's something about this situation, about the way these strangers are making her feel, that's breaking down those walls. 

She sets her tote down on the bed, her hands shaking slightly. She can still feel the weight of their gazes on her body, the cool metal of the stethoscope, the gentle touch of the gloved hands. She can still hear their voices, steady and calm, guiding her through the exam. 

She looks around the room, taking in the details. There's a schedule on the desk, outlining her sessions for the next few days. She feels a flutter in her stomach, a mix of excitement and nervousness. She's never done anything like this before, never let strangers touch her, examine her, study her. 

But there's something about it that's thrilling, too. She's always been curious about her body, about what it's capable of. And there's something about the clinical, detached way they're handling her that's making her feel more turned on than she's ever felt before. 

She sits down on the bed, her mind racing. She can't believe she's agreed to this, can't believe she's actually going to go through with it. But there's no turning back now. She's committed, and she's curious to see where this will lead. 

She lies back on the bed, her mind filled with erotic thoughts, her body tingling with anticipation. She can't wait for the next session, can't wait to see what they'll do to her next. She feels a sense of submission, of giving herself over to their care, and it's a feeling she's never experienced before. 

She closes her eyes, her mind drifting to the next session, to the next touch, the next sensation. She can feel herself getting wetter, her body responding to the thought of what's to come. 


Her hand slid under the waistband before she’d finished the thought. Cotton met her palm, warm and damp. She paused, listening—air vent hissing, distant printer, a cart squeaking somewhere down the hall—then pressed. The pressure alone sent a tight, bright ache through her belly. She exhaled through her nose, slow , and worked small, steady circles, the heel of her hand grinding where she wanted it most, fabric dragging just enough. 

She rolled onto her side to muffle the sound against the thin pillow, breath catching . The schedule on the desk waited in the corner of her vision—sensor calibration, guided arousal, suction tolerance—and every word put more heat low in her body. She thought of the clear dome sealing to her skin, the tiny gauge ticking up, a voice telling her to hold still while the pull built. She pressed harder, finding a rhythm that made her thighs shake and the bed whisper under her. 

The room smelled like wipes and lemon cleaner, a clean bite that only made the filthy pulse of what she was doing throb sweeter. She slid her hand deeper, under the elastic, into the humid heat, and bit her lip when the first true spark lit. Slow, don’t rush it. She teased herself with the lightest touch, barely there, just enough to make the need sharpen until it almost hurt. The slick heat spread under her fingertips, slippery and hot, her swollen clit catching against the pad of her middle finger when she barely brushed it. Sensation kicked hard through her pelvis, a jump that made her breath break into fast, shallow pulls. 

She tugged the crotch of her panties to the side and found skin. Wet. Warm. Her fingers slid with no resistance, the first glide over her clit making her hips twitch. She cupped her mound with her palm and pinned herself to the mattress, grinding up into her own hand, trying to keep quiet and failing in little choked sounds into the pillow. The room hummed around her—vent, distant beeps—everything else thinning under the drag and press of her touch. 

She eased a finger lower and felt the slick seam at her entrance, the swollen give of it. She circled it, teasing, smearing wet up over her clit, then back down. She pictured the clear plastic probe they’d shown on the chart, imagined  sliding it in with them watching numbers climb on a screen. Her finger slipped in, tight heat swallowing the first knuckle and then more, her cunt clenching down like it wanted to pull her hand deeper. A thick, obscene pulse rolled through her belly. Her wrist flexed and she pushed in to  the hilt, the tight, hot grip around her finger making her gasp into the pillow. She curled and dragged against the front wall, slow and searching, and a sharp, needy ache bloomed deep. She rode that spot with shallow thrusts, palm grinding her clit each time her hand bottomed out. Wet spread over her knuckles, slick sounds soft and obscene under the hiss of the vent. The cotton bunched under her cheek smelled faintly like bleach and someone else’s detergent; it hardly registered past the heat rolling through her pelvis. 

She added a second finger, breath stuttering as her cunt stretched around them. Full. Tight. The stretch made her hips jerk and her thighs tremble against the mattress. She held the crotch of her panties wide with her thumb and worked her fingers, curling up, rubbing hard on that rougher patch inside while she rolled her clit under the heel of her hand. The pressure stacked fast; she couldn’t keep quiet. Little broken sounds bled into the pillow, high and helpless. She pictured the dome on her nipple again, the gauge ticking up while someone watched, and she fucked her own hand harder, chasing it. 

Everything narrowed to friction and pulse. Her calf muscle cramped and she didn’t stop until the tight flicker at the base of her spine broke open. It hit hard, a clenched, brutal snap that tore a sound out of her throat. Her cunt gripped around her fingers and pulsed, wet pumping around them, slick flooding out over her knuckles and down into the heat of her palm. She ground her clit steady through it, teeth buried in the pillow, hips jerking in short, ragged thrusts against her own hand while the spasms rolled. Her thighs shook. The mattress hissed under her. She rode it until the sharpness blurred to a heavy throb and the aftershocks twitched through her belly. 

She lay there panting, fingers still inside, the heat of her slick cooling on her skin. The room sounded too loud suddenly—the vent, a cart rattling far away, the small click of something settling in the wall. She eased her fingers out and they slid free with a wet sound that made her blush in the empty room. Her panties clung crooked across her slit, soaked. The inside of her thighs felt sticky. 

A knock. Two quick taps, polite. “Ms. Reed? Ten minutes,” Lucas’s voice called through the door, even, like nothing about her mattered except the clock. 
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She wiped her hand on the sheet, useless, heat still slick between her thighs, then yanked the crotch of her panties back into place and sat up. “Okay,” she called, voice rough. 

The door opened. Lucas scanned her badge with a click against his tablet. “Ready.” 

She stood, legs unsteady, pulled the hem of the gown down in front without thinking, then realized it was already open at the chest. She kept her arms folded over it until he turned and she could walk behind him, eyes on the pale blue of his scrubs. The corridor felt colder now. Every step made the damp fabric between her legs shift and catch, a reminder she couldn’t hide. 

He tapped them into a room that wasn’t an exam cube. Larger. A windowed cabinet held plastic flanges and tubing coiled in sterile loops. A white pump unit sat on a cart, digital readout dark, two glass bottles clipped under ports, caps gleaming. A warmer with a stack of soft cloths  steamed faintly when Lucas lifted the lid. 

Dr. Houck stood there already, gloves on, mask looped loose under his chin. He looked up when she came in, a small nod, then to the machine. “Have a seat,” he said, voice even. “We’ll do a ten-minute suction tolerance curve, bilateral, then rest. You can stop at any point. Say ‘red’ if you need a full stop.” 

Her face burned. “Okay.” Even the word felt shameful in her mouth, because her body had already started to answer him. 

“Gown open,” he added. “Arms at your sides.” 

She climbed onto the chair—more of a recliner, vinyl, wide armrests, feet on a small stool—and let the paper gown fall. Cold air hit her tits. Her nipples were already stiff from the exam, darker than usual, the areolae pebbled. She fought the instinct to hunch her shoulders forward. Arms down. Be good. 

“Warm compress,” Lucas said, and spread one over each breast. Heat sank in, heavy and damp. It felt obscenely good. The weight forced her back into the chair, heat soaking into the ache under her skin. Her nipples pushed against the cloth, sensitive and needy, a steady throb that met the heavy pulse between her legs and made her breath go shallow. 

“Any tenderness?” the doctor asked. 

She shook her head, then remembered to speak. “No.” 

“Good. We’ll start low.” He pointed to the flanges on the tray. Clear plastic, wide cones with straight tunnels. He lifted one and turned it. “These go over the nipple and areola. You’ll feel traction at the tip and pressure at the base. It should be pulling, not pinching. Tell me if it pinches.” 

Her thighs pressed together instinctively. Pulling sounded too close to something else. Lucas took away the compresses. The air felt cold and cruel after that. Her nipples tightened more, as if they were reaching. She watched the doctor smear a dab of something clear at the edge of the flange. It gleamed. Lubricant. He held it up so she could see the bore. 


He brought the cone close. She watched the clear mouth hover over her right nipple, the edge cool where it met her skin. He centered it, the tunnel aligned with the tight, dark tip, then pressed in. The rim sealed  with a soft tack of lube. Her nipple sat inside the tube, glossy under the plastic. The doctor’s fingers steadied the flange at the base, firm but not touching her nipple itself. Lucas did the same on the left—another cool circle, a small push, the slick catch of lube, then the press down until it sealed. 

The machine chirped when Lucas hit a button. A faint vibration traveled through the tubing. She felt nothing for a second—just the weight of the plastic—then the first pull started. Gentle, rhythmic, a light tug that stroked straight down the center of her breast to the tip. It felt like suction on the top layer of skin at first, a soft kiss pulling out, then another, then another. Her nipple lengthened under the clear tunnel with each pulse. The gauge on the cart ticked up one line. 

“Breathing normal,” Dr. Houck said, voice level. 

She tried. In, out, air cold through her nose. The suction stroked again, a little stronger. The pull gathered the flesh at the base of her nipple, drawing more areola into the cone, the pressure spreading wider. Not pain. A pull, steady and insistent, each pulse making the tip throb. Her nipples felt bigger already, slick inside the plastic, the tunnel fogging a little where her skin warmed it. 

“Any pinching?” he asked. 

She shook her head once. “Just…pulling.” The word sounded stupid and correct at the same time. 

He nodded, glanced at the readout. The next increase made the pull sharper. The machine settled into a pattern—draw, release, draw, release—noisy only in the wet-sounding little clicks in the lines. Her nipples slid a fraction with each suction, then held, then slid again, as if the machine were milking the tip out by degrees. Her breasts felt heavier already, nerves ringing in a way that wrapped around her ribs and dipped lower. The throb between her legs answered it without her permission. She pressed her thighs together against the slick mess in her underwear and felt the soaked fabric move over her clit, a quick, filthy spark. 

“Curve to three,” Lucas said, mostly to the machine. 

The tug went deeper. The tunnel bit down at the ridge where areola   met nipple , firm pressure that made her back want to arch even as she tried to sit still. The flange base glued to her breast with suction, the rest of her breast yielding under it in a tight, obscene way. The tips pulled long. She stared at them—her nipples dark and stretched, trapped in clear plastic, the flesh behind them bunched and pebbled—and something in her belly swam. The pressure pulsed again. Her nipples ached, sweet and raw, the ache rolling itself into heat low in her pelvis. 

“Good response,” the doctor said. “Kylie, tell me if the pressure becomes sharp.” 

“It’s…good,” she heard herself say. 



6

By night they settled her in a different bed, narrower, rails low, the sheets cool and tight. The room was dim except for the green blink of a wall unit and the soft glow over the door. A tiny red dot above the corner window told her the camera was live. She couldn’t hear it, but she felt it like a prickle along her scalp. 

Sticky circles dotted her chest and ribs again, fresh leads tugging faintly when she shifted. A wide elastic band wrapped her torso under the breasts, snug enough that each breath pressed against it. A pulse clip hugged her fingertip; a cuff lay loose around her upper arm, the velcro scratchy. She smelled adhesive, rubbed alcohol, laundered  cotton. The latex tang clung in her throat. 

“Overnight monitoring,” the woman in soft shoes had said, not too loud, face half in shadow as she checked the line down Kylie's sternum. “Hands on top of the blanket after lights. If you need the bathroom, press the call button. We’ll come unhook you. Keep movements small. The cameras are for safety. Audio is on.” 

Audio is on. The words buzzed through her chest. 

A blanket settled to her waist. The fabric slid across her bare, tender nipples and she sucked a breath through her teeth. The woman’s hand paused, then patted the sheet once, a quiet, neutral touch that made Kylie's skin jump like she’d been stroked. “Good. Try for  sleep by 2300.” Then the door clicked and the soft shoes went away. 

Silence pushed into the room. Not silence—vent hiss, a far-off printer, a distant elevator ding, a low murmur from wherever the staff lived on the other side of the wall. She lay on her back and tried not to notice the heavy ache in her chest, the way everything there felt swollen and electric after the machine. Every inhale rubbed her nipples under the thin gown; the band around her ribs tracked the rise and fall like it mattered. Her mouth tasted like mint and metal. 

“Baseline one begins.” A speaker in the ceiling whispered the words, clipped, almost kind. She flinched, then stared at the dot in the corner. The voice came again, softer. “Hands still. Breathing slow . In for four. Out for six.” 

She counted. The numbers made a rhythm that gave her something to hold. In, two, three, four. Out, two, three, four, five, six. Her chest rose under the elastic, the gown rasped, the sheets kept their hospital-cool promise under her thighs. Every few minutes the cuff hummed and squeezed, the pressure swallowing her arm and then easing with a long sigh. The clip on her finger warmed and blinked green-green-green. 

“Good,” the ceiling breathed. Then, lower, as if it wasn’t for her but somehow slid inside her anyway: “Strong trace. Don’t lose it.” 

She turned her head enough to see the window. It looked like a dark panel now, but if she angled just right she caught a thin strip of light and what might have been movement. She imagined monitors blue and white in the other room, her graphs climbing and dipping. She imagined banks of screens lit with her name, a line for her heart, a number for how wet she got. She felt heat  pool lower just thinking the words. 

The speaker sighed again. “Probe kit is on your left.” 

She turned her head. A blue-wrapped packet sat on the tray beside the rail, a coil of thin clear cable peeking out. She hadn’t seen anyone set it there. Her mouth went dry. 

“Take it out. You’ll place it yourself. Use the lubricant provided. After insertion, hands back on the blanket. Minimal movement.” 

She dragged the tray closer with a squeak that sounded huge in the quiet. The kit tore with a sterile, crunchy rip. Inside: a slim, clear wand no thicker than her finger with a bevelled tip and a shallow flange near the base, a small foil packet of gel, a clip to fix the cable to the sheet. The cable snaked to a small jack at the bedrail, already waiting. 

Her hands shook. She plugged the cable in; the jack clicked. The foil packet resisted, then split. Cool, slick gel coated her finger. The lube smelled faintly medicinal. 

“Gown up to your hips.” 

She dragged the thin fabric to her waist. The air hit the wet heat between her thighs and she clenched her teeth. The elastic band around her ribs hugged each breath. The camera dot in the corner stared. 

“Dominant hand places the probe,” the ceiling murmured. “ Other   hand keeps  the blanket clear.” 

She swallowed and slid her knees a little apart. The blanket rustled. The inside of her thighs felt sticky, lips swollen and slick. She stared at the shiny tip in her fingers, then touched it to herself. Cool plastic kissed the messy, tender seam of her slit. Her whole body flinched at the contrast—cold-hard against hot-wet—and a low sound slipped out of her throat before she could bite it back. 

“Describe,” the voice said, not quite a command, not quite a suggestion. 

“Cold,” she whispered. “It’s…cold.” 

“Continue.” 

She pressed. The tip slid between slick folds with almost no resistance, lube and her own wet making it obscene-easy. The plastic ridge at the flange bumped her labia. She pushed past that, slow. The first inch went in and heat closed around it at once, her cunt clutching on reflex to the invasion, a hungry, tight grip that made her eyes go wide. She exhaled hard, then eased it deeper, watching the clear shaft disappear, watching her own fingertips get shiny. The bevel nudged the front wall and a sharp, sweet ache bloomed a thumb’s width in. Her hips wanted to roll up to meet it. 

“Seat it until the flange rests at the introitus,” the voice guided. 

She sank it that last fraction. The flange settled snug against her lips, sealing the heat in. The cable arched up from the base, an obscene little tail leading to the rail. The probe sat there inside her, in the hot, slick clutch of her cunt, and she could feel her pulse beating around it, a tiny throb-throb-throb that matched the green blink at her fingertip . 

“Pelvic floor contraction on my count,” the ceiling said. “Squeeze around the probe. Hold for three. Release for six. Ready. One… two… three. Hold.” 

She clenched. The snug, slick ring of muscle gripped the shaft and the sensation shot up her belly. The plastic pressed harder against that rough spot inside. She tasted metal under her tongue and stared at the red dot until her vision fuzzed at the edges. 

“Release… two… three… four… five… six.” 

She let go. The probe eased in the softness, then her cunt fluttered once all on its own, greedy and small. 

“Again. Squeeze. Two. Three. Hold.” 

She obeyed. The flange dragged faintly against her lips with the internal pull. Wet shifted around the base, warm and messy. 

“Release. Breathe.” 

She breathed. The band around her ribs registered the rise and fall and the clip on her finger blinked, steady. The cuff on her arm whirred without warning, wrapped tight; pressure swallowed her bicep and the difference between the squeeze there and the hard fullness between her legs made her hips try to tilt. She held still. 

“Describe,” the voice said. 

“Full,” she whispered. “It’s… tight. It pushes on the front. Feels like—” She stopped, cheeks burning. 

“Continue.” 

“Like I need to rub,” she got out. Her throat felt dry. 

“Not permitted. Hands still. Next: quick pulses. Ten rapid contractions. Begin.” 

She pulsed her muscles around the shaft—tight, tight, tight—little grips that made the plastic click faintly against the inside of her pelvic bone each time she caught it. The sound was tiny, but she heard it. Her clit throbbed against nothing, swollen and slick under the wrinkled edge of the gown bunched at her waist. 

“Nine… ten. Hold. Release.” 

She let it go with a shaky exhale. Wet slid under her, a thin line creeping toward her ass. The sheet would be damp. She felt heat rise to her face and wasn’t sure if it was shame or the way every nerve in her cunt felt lit. 

“Good trace,” the speaker breathed. “Sustained contraction for five. Do not move your pelvis. Ready. Squeeze.” 

She bore down and then pulled up inward, finding that grip that made the probe press exactly at the right angle inside. It made a thin, almost mean ache that sent bright little needles up toward her clit. She held it while the band measured her breath and the cuff let go with a sigh. 

“Four. Three. Two. One. Release.” 

Her pelvic muscles trembled when she let go. The tremble kept going—tiny, involuntary flutters around the shaft that she couldn’t stop. It felt obscene, like her body was clenching just to taste the shape inside again and again. 

“You will hear a tone. Raise the pitch with contractions. Lower it with relaxation.” 

A soft beep sounded at the edge of hearing. She squeezed and it climbed, a thin electronic whine. She relaxed and it dipped. She did it again and felt ridiculous and also like a dog being trained, heat flooding her face as the pitch skated up and down with the grip of her cunt. 

“Maintain midline,” the ceiling told her. “Keep it steady at 440.” 

She found the tightness that held the note. The pressure on her front wall stayed exact, a steady press that made her clit twitch even though nothing touched it. She could feel slick gathering under her ass, the sheet turning wet against her skin. The band at her ribs caught every shallow breath and scolded her with its squeeze. 

“Report arousal on a scale of zero to ten,” the voice said. 

She swallowed. Her tongue felt thick. “Seven,” she whispered, then corrected herself because it wasn’t a lie to make it higher. “Eight.” 

“Hold eight. No climax. If you approach ten, say ‘yellow.’ Begin paced breathing. In for four, out for six.” 

She dragged air in. The elastic hugged her. The probe sat hooked into the muscle and the soft, mean ache of it made her legs want to close tight. She couldn’t. Hands flat on the blanket, fingers spread, she stared at the red dot and kept the tone steady with little internal clenches that made her want to cry and grind and beg. 

The cuff grabbed her arm again. Squeeze. Release. She bit the inside of her cheek. Another small flutter rolled through her pelvis without her meaning to do it; the tone wobbled, skated up, then she caught it and pinned it, cunt quivering around the plastic. 

“Describe,” the speaker breathed. “Sensation.” 

“Full,” she said. “It rubs inside. I keep… grabbing it. I want… to rub my clit.” The last words came out a hiss, throat tight. 

“Denied. Increase grip for five contractions. Release for ten counts. Begin.” 

She squeezed hard. The shaft ground the spot she couldn’t stop aiming for now, the pressure bright and direct, her cunt squeezing wet around it until her belly clenched. One. Two. Three. Four. Five. She let go and the wanting rose like a wave and didn’t fall. The release felt cruel. Her legs trembled against the sheet. The blanket rasped her skin and the rasp might as well have been fingers on her clit for how sharp her body took it. 

Her nipples ached under the gown, hard points dragging with every tiny breath. The elastic band at her ribs had become a second set of hands, measuring, insisting. She could smell herself now under the lemon and the clean—hot, slick sex and a thin edge of the sterile gel. The clip on her finger blinked steady. She felt anything but. 

“Hold eight,” the voice said. “No climax.” 

Her eyes watered. She kept the note in the throat of the tone and counted silently so she wouldn’t beg. Her cunt pulsed on its own—small, treacherous flutters—and each one jabbed the probe against that rough spot with a mean sweetness that crawled up her spine. She could feel her clit standing out, slick and swollen under the bunched gown at her waist, the air cold on it when she shifted even a little. 

The tone dipped; she snatched it back with a hard clench that kinked the pressure right where it made her see sparks. The sound steadied, thin and high. Her thighs quivered. 

“Maintain. Out for six.” 

She bled air slow. The ache inside turned from sharp to heavy and then to sharp again when her cunt betrayed her and fluttered around the shaft. Her toes curled under the sheet. She could feel her own slick creeping toward her ass, a warm line she couldn’t do anything about. 

“Arousal?” the ceiling asked. 

“Nine,” she rasped. It hurt to say it because saying it made it real. Her clit throbbed like a minute hand ticking. 

“Hold nine. No climax.” 

It felt impossible. She pinned the tone and rode the urge like it was a wave she wasn’t allowed to let break. Her belly tightened; the muscles low in her pelvis clenched in little treacherous grabs that made the probe drag hard against that rough patch and throw heat up her spine. 

A new sound ticked to life—softer than the vent, softer than the printer, a faint clinical purr she felt in her nipples before she placed it. Milk pump? No—the chair, no hoses—but the memory of the pull rolled through her chest and her nipples hardened under the gown until the fabric scraped like sandpaper. Her mouth flooded; she swallowed and it tasted like metal and mint and want. 

“Report,” the voice murmured. 

“Hurts,” she whispered, then corrected herself because it wasn’t pain and they’d know it. “It’s…too good. I’m close.” 

“Color.” 

She knew what they wanted. Shame flared hot under her skin. “Yellow.” 

The purr died. The room went back to hiss and blink. The relieved sag of her pelvic muscles happened without her permission; the tone dropped. She grabbed it back and held it midline while she panted. 

“Good. Downregulate. In for four. Out for eight.” 

She obeyed. The breath count pulled her back from the edge a fraction, just enough to make the ache turn meaner. Her cunt clutched the shaft once, twice, as if trying to steal it deeper, then sulked around it, tight and slick. 

“Resume pulses. Ten. Begin.” 

The demand made something low in her belly weep. She did it anyway—tight, tight, tight—quick little squeezes that made the plastic grind the spot inside exactly where she’d been holding off. By five the need scraped raw through her belly; by ten her vision blurred around the red dot. 

“Hold.” 

She froze around the shaft, the muscles low in her pelvis shaking. The band at her ribs hugged her exhale. The cuff on her arm hummed and grabbed and the double squeeze—arm and cunt—made a thin, helpless noise leak out of her throat. 

“Release.” 

She let go and the emptiness inside her felt like falling. Wet leaked. The sheet drank it up. 

“Color.” 

She breathed, counted in her head because if she didn’t she’d beg. “Eight,” she whispered, and she knew she was lying down, shaving the number because she couldn’t survive another yellow. 

“Silence pressed for half a breath, then that soft tone returned, a steady line she had to ride. 

“Maintain. Thirty seconds.” 

Thirty seconds felt like a cliff edge. She kept the grip inside just tight enough to keep the sound level, tiny tremors fluttering around the shaft. Her clit throbbed, slick and swollen, nothing touching it except the whisper of air against the damp crease where the gown bunched. The urge crawled up her spine and perched behind her teeth, sour and sweet. She stared at the red dot and counted the last ten in her head, pulse clicking in her throat. 

“Release. Slow.” 

She let go like the voice told her to, millimeter by millimeter, trying to feel the difference between loose and looser while her cunt tried to steal the probe back with involuntary little grabs. The tone slid down and settled. She swallowed. The sheet under her ass was definitely wet now; every shift made a cooler smear kiss her skin. 

“Self-report.” 

“Seven,” she breathed, and this time it felt true for a moment, a slick, mean seven with a nine shadowing it. 

“Good. Remove the probe on my count. One… two… three.” 

She hooked a fingertip at the flange and eased it out. The slide dragged on the front wall and punched another stupid noise out of her. Wet followed it. The tip slipped free and air hit the open, hot ache inside; her hole clenched on nothing, greedy and empty. 

“Clip the cable to the rail. Hands on top. No touching.” 

She clipped it with a little plastic snap and lay her hands flat on the blanket, fingers spread, as if they could catch the want and pin it to the bed. Her thighs wanted to grind. She held still. The band around her ribs hugged her for another slow inhale, then slackened. 

“Begin downregulation. In for four, out for eight.” 

She did it, breath long enough to make her chest ache. The edge backed off a fraction with each exhale. Not gone. Just… caged. The cuff sighed and loosened on her arm. The green blink at her fingertip kept its slow pulse. 

The speaker softened until it barely felt like a voice. “Nocturnal monitoring continues. Hands remain visible.” 

The glow near the door dimmed another notch. The dot in the corner stayed steady. She lay open under the gown, the skirt of it bunched at her waist, the mess cooling on her inner thighs. Her nipples throbbed, rasping the cheap cotton with every breath. Every few minutes the cuff grabbed and let go. The urge to slide her palm down and end it scratched at her like an itch she couldn’t reach. 

She closed her eyes and counted backwards from a hundred twice. At ninety-seven she thought of the domes on her nipples and how the gauge ticked up with each tug. At sixty-two she remembered the stethoscope’s cold circle and the way the doctor’s glove creased at the knuckle. At twenty-one the ache blurred to a heavy, mean throb that pulsed with her heartbeat and finally, finally she drifted. 

She woke to soft shoes and the click of a cart hitting the door. 
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The nurse’s cart brushed the jamb and the sound went straight through her chest. She pushed up on her elbows and the gown dragged over her nipples—raw, electric. Heavier. She blinked down and saw it: her breasts looked swollen, the skin stretched a touch tighter, a faint blue web near the surface she hadn’t noticed yesterday. Her areolae were puffier, darker; the nipples broader at the base and standing out like they had been worked already. Heat ran through her and a narrow line of worry cut under it. Overnight? Is that me? 

Her palms framed them before she could stop herself. Warm weight filled her hands, fuller, the give under her fingers different, denser. She squeezed lightly and her right nipple fired a sharp ache that made her hips twitch. Her thumb rolled the left and she had to bite back a sound; sensitivity knifed through, bright and mean, and then—there, a damp cool—she drew her hand back and saw a clear bead clinging to the tip. It swelled, quivered, and broke, sliding warm over the pebbled ring. The smell rose faintly sweet, animal and clean. Her stomach dropped and fluttered at the same time. I’m leaking. Fuck. That’s…mine. 

She brought the wet thumb to her mouth like she had to confirm it. The taste hit her tongue—warm, thin-sweet, a ghost of cream—and the tiny humiliation of it, tasting herself like that, flushed her face hot. 

“Morning,” Lucas said from the doorway, voice low. Wheels whispered as the cart moved in. Plastic clinked. She yanked the gown back down and then gave up because the fabric rasped her nipples the wrong way and made them ache harder. 

“Vitals after,” Dr. Houck said, already at the pump, gloved, mask down. “Letdown massage. Full expression. You’re hydrated?” 

“Yes.” Her voice sounded wrecked. She cleared it and nodded toward the pitcher on the tray like that would make it more true. 

“Gown open,” he said. “Arms loose. Breathe.” 

She let the thin fabric fall. The cool air hit and her nipples tightened painfully. Warm compresses followed—Lucas’s hands steady, placing weight—and heat sank into the ache until she thought she might melt down into the mattress. Fingers—not skin, gloves, slick with a dab of lotion—worked a methodical circle from chest wall to areola, a firm pressure that pushed tissue forward. He didn’t pinch; he rolled and pressed, thumbs behind the areola, a C-shape that gathered her breast and milked it toward the center. Each slow squeeze sent a bright ribbon of sensation into the core of her, tight and a little cruel. Her breath chuffed out on a small sound when he trapped the base of a nipple and compressed; a thin trickle wet his glove. 

“Good,” the doctor said. “That’s your letdown beginning. Keep breathing.” 

Letdown. The word shivered loose inside her. She knew it meant something with hormones and reflexes. It felt like a deep ache blooming behind the areolae, a prickling heat that spread, pins-and-needles. 



8

His thumbs pressed behind each areola again, compress-and-roll, patient and firm. Heat prickled deeper. The ache behind each nipple sharpened until it felt like something inside her clicked open. A slow, hot rush spread under his hands and the tight sting at the tips turned into a pulling need that made her mouth fall open. 

“Good,” he said. “That’s your letdown. We’ll capture it. Hold still.” 

Clear flanges came in, the plastic cool against the swollen rings of skin. He centered each tunnel on her nipples with a tiny adjustment that made her hiss. The rims sealed with a slick tack of lube. Weight settled. Lucas clipped the bottles into place; glass touched plastic with a neat, quiet snap. The machine chirped, then the line filled and the first low suction stroked. 

Draw. Release. Draw. Release. 

The pull caught the fattened base of each nipple and milked them forward, an insistent tug right down the center of her breast to the tip. The ache turned into a greedy itch with every pulse. She watched her nipples lengthen inside the tubes, darker and slick, the flesh behind them bunched and pebbled. A cloudy wet kissed the ends. Another draw. A clear bead formed, clung, broke, and slid down the inside of the plastic. 

“Breathe,” he said. “Arms loose. Let your pelvis go heavy.” 

She let her arms hang at her sides. Her thighs wanted to clamp together. He noticed. He always seemed to notice. “Knees apart,” he said, not sharp, just steady. “Your pelvis relaxes; your milk flows better. Show me.” 

She opened. The gown bunched at her waist. Cool air slid across the damp, exposed heat between her legs. Her cunt throbbed once at being seen like that—open, wet, the slick seam probably shining under the lights—and shame flamed up her chest, fast and hot. The pump answered with another pull and the shame twisted into something worse and sweeter. 

He nodded toward the cart. “Restraints for motion control,” he told her, voice even. “Wrists and thighs. You may stop at any time.” 

She heard her own voice. “Yes.” It came out breathy. That wasn’t enough. She lifted her chin because he hadn’t asked for that. “Yes, Doctor.” 

Padded cuffs wrapped her wrists, snug velcro and a click against the chair arms. A wide strap went over each thigh and buckled to the frame, keeping her legs open. The edges bit a little on her inner thighs. She felt how wet she was when the strap brushed the skin there. She couldn’t hide it. The straps kept her knees spread and her cunt showed itself, open and slick, lips puffy from the night and her own fingers. The humiliation of that made her nipples ache harder in the tubes. The pump sucked again; a thin thread of milk stretched from the tip of her right nipple and snapped, beading on the plastic wall. 

He adjusted the vacuum with two taps. The pull deepened. The bottles made a tiny glassy ring as the brackets took the new weight. She heard wet clicks in the lines and a low, wet gulp as a droplet slipped into the neck of the bottle. Another formed, swelled, fell. The sound landed between her legs like a pulse. 

“Increase to four,” he said. The vacuum deepened. The tug stopped being polite. It caught her at the root of each nipple and dragged, a firm stroke that pulled heat out from behind the areolae and sent it straight down her belly. The ache turned into a steady, greedy pull. Milk beaded faster. A thin stripe ran and left a cloudy track inside the cone before another pulled free. 

She couldn’t stop staring at herself—her nipples stretched long and slick in the clear tunnels, the rings of dark skin fat and tight behind them, each pulse milking them forward. The bottles stayed mostly empty, a few bright drops clinging to the glass, but the rhythm claimed her body in a way she couldn’t shake. Her cunt throbbed in time. The straps held her thighs apart and she felt cool air against the wet crease at her slit, an exposure that made her clit twitch painfully. 

“Breathe,” he reminded her. She dragged air in through her nose. The pull answered with a draw that made her back want to arch. The cuffs on her wrists clicked softly against the chair when she flexed her fingers. 

A gloved hand tapped the gauge down a notch. The pattern changed—shorter pulls, quick, faster, the machine nipping at her nipples in a way that made the sting sharpen and then melt to something sweeter. The chamber walls fogged with breath-warmth and cleared on the release, fogged and cleared. The bottles began to pat with each drop. Pat. Pat. A faster patter. 

“Good flow,” he said, low. “Don’t tense your jaw. Let it happen.” 

Her mouth had been clamped shut. She let it fall open and something loosened in her chest; the pins-and-needles letdown spread again, deeper this time, a hot flood from the upper curve of her breasts into the centers. The next pull dragged thin streams from each tip. She saw it, clear turning to faintly white, stretching, breaking, beading again. The smell lifted—sweet, warm, clean in a way that made her teeth ache. 

Her womb pulled in tiny cramps that came and went with the suction, quick twinges low that flicked her clit awake. She couldn’t grind. The thigh straps bit when she tried to flex. She settled for pressing her heels against the footrest and holding herself still while the machine milked her. 

“Sensitivity?” he asked. 

“High,” she breathed. It felt like a lie to use a small word for how sharp everything was. “I can—feel it a lot.” 

He made a small sound of acknowledgment. Lucas noted something on the tablet; she watched his hands because she couldn’t look at his face without heat crawling up her neck. The pump changed again—long draw, hold, release. The hold made the ache bloom and then hover at unbearable. Milk pearled, clung, then ran when the vacuum eased. The bottles began to weight, barely, but she felt the difference in the way the brackets creaked. 


“Please,” she blurted. Her voice broke. “I need to. I need to cum. Right now. Please.” 

The pump tugged and released and tugged again, greedy on her swollen nipples. Heat roared low in her belly. She couldn’t hide the wet sheen on her slit with her legs strapped open; cool air made her clit throb harder. The cuffs on her wrists were useless anchors. 

“Consent to clitoral stimulation with a device?” the doctor asked, steady. 

“Yes.” It came out too fast, raw. “Yes, Doctor. Please. I can’t—” 

“Lucas,” he said, and the wand was there, white, bulb head sheathed in a slick cover. The low hum buzzed against the tiles when he thumbed it on. He stepped between her knees. The chair’s vinyl kissed the backs of her thighs. She smelled latex and lube and the warm-sweet milk smell lifting off the flanges. 

“Touching,” he said, and her hips jerked against the straps when gloved fingers slid wetly along her slit. He parted her labia, slow and exact. The cool glove smeared through her slick; she felt how soaked she was, obscene and slippery, nothing left to pretend with. He drew the hood back with two fingers until her clit stood out fat and swollen, a tight, angry button, flushed and slick. She made a sound she couldn’t swallow. 

“Hold still.” 

The first press of the wand on her bare clit was a shock—hard vibration slamming through the tiny nub straight to her pelvis. She arched, straps biting. The noise punched out of her throat, open and helpless. The vibration drilled into the knot of nerves and spread, fast, a hard, buzzing burn that found every place she was wound tight and ripped it open. 

“Breathe,” he said, but she couldn’t find a slow breath; she could only pant. The wand held steady, firm and unkind, right on that spot. No mercy. No slipping. He didn’t chase her clit; he pinned it and let the machine tear the want out of her. The pump matched it—draw, hold, release—each tug on her nipples yanking another string inside her belly. She heard the bottles pat with each drop and then the pats came faster, little wet claps. Her cunt clenched hard, greedy and hot, grabbing at air because nothing was inside her, just the brutal buzz on her clit and the pull on her tits. 

“Keep your pelvis down,” he said, and pressed the wand tighter. The head pushed her clit into the bone; the vibration got deeper, meaner. Something in her broke. 

“Fuck—fuck—” The word tore out. Tears wet her temples. She couldn’t stop them. “Please. Let me—” 

“You may,” the doctor said. “Do it.” 

She did. Her pelvis jerked once and the straps held her open while it hit. It slammed through her in a hard, ugly snap that knocked the breath out of her. Her clit felt like it exploded under the wand; her cunt seized, tight spasms punching in fast, savage bursts that curled her toes until cramps grabbed low and hard. Heat ripped down her spine and burst in her pelvis. Wet gushed; her hole fluttered on nothing, clenching and opening in fast, helpless pulses that shoved slick out over her ass and the chair. The wand held steady and beat into her clit without letup. She sobbed air and came again on the tail of the first, a rough, messy surge that made her thighs shake in the straps and her heels drum against the footrest. 

The pump took her nipples and wrung them. Milk streamed, not drops now, thin lines dragging down the tubes and ticking into the glass with wet, eager sounds. Her nipples throbbed under the pull, swollen and aching, nerves raw and lit, each tug shooting straight to that quivering knot under the wand. She choked on a sound and let it tear out because there was nowhere else for it to go. 

“Good,” the doctor said somewhere above the roar in her head. The wand eased a fraction—still brutal, less crushing—and her clit screamed relief and need at the same time. She bucked and the straps bit the soft inside of her thighs. Another hard spasm seized her cunt; her abdomen jumped and she felt the contractions kick milk again, streams flashing cloudier as they slipped into the bottle. The smell got sweeter, thicker in the air. 

“Down,” he said, and pressed the wand lighter, then lighter again, walking her back in small, mean steps. Her breaths turned ragged pulls that tasted like metal and heat. The buzz softened from drill to throb. Her clit twitched under the head, oversensitive and slick, each touch a sharp spark. 

The pump shifted to shorter pulses, a fast suck-release that kept the ache alive but let her chest unclench. Her nipples slid in the tunnels, fat and red, rings stretched tight and glossy. The bottoms of the bottles filmed with milk, thin and pale; a line marked where it kissed the glass each time the pump drew. 

Her arms tugged weakly against the cuffs with each aftershock, useless little jerks. Sweat cooled in her armpits and ran along her ribcage under the band of the gown. She tried to close her knees and the straps stopped her; being held open like that—wet, leaking, used—sent another small, filthy tremor through her belly. 

“Color,” the doctor said. 

“Green,” she managed, voice rough. The word scraped her throat. 

The wand left. Air hit her clit and she whimpered at the exposure, a thin, involuntary sound. A gloved thumb slid the hood back down, merciful, shielding the swollen nub. He didn’t touch her otherwise. The absence of the vibration left a hollow that pulsed. 

The pump stayed on. Draw, release; the rhythm felt slower now, milking more than testing, a steady pull that kept the nerves in her nipples humming. Milk still came, slower than the frantic spill during the peak, a bead, a thread, a fall. The bottles clicked gently as drops hit the surface. 

Heat went out of her muscles by degrees. The straps itched where sweat gathered under them. Her cunt fluttered in small, 


weak squeezes she couldn’t control, little grabs that sent faint sparks up under her ribs. Her clit twitched under the hood with each pulse, overstimulated and tender, a sore, hot knot. 

“Ending cycle,” the doctor said. The pump wound down in steps, suction easing. The tunnels let go with softer pulls that felt almost like kisses after the rougher rhythm, then a last light tug and a wet pop as the vacuum broke. Air hit the slick tips and she winced, nipples throbbing angrily at the change. 

Gloved hands steadied each flange and twisted; plastic lifted. Cool air touched the swollen, fat nipples and she hissed. They looked huge to her, thick at the base, dark and glossy, the areolae puffy and tight. A clear drop swelled at the left and hung. He caught it with gauze and the brush of texture over the tip made her hips twitch in the straps. 

“Still expressing,” he said. The gauze compressed behind the areola, slow, and more fluid beaded at the tip, turned pale, smudged onto the pad. Warmth slid over her skin where it leaked and got wiped. The smell was right there again—sweet, clean, animal. 

She wanted to close her thighs. She couldn’t. The straps held her open and her slit glistened, a wet shine that felt obscene in the bright light. Slick cooled on her ass where it had run. The chair vinyl stuck to the backs of her thighs. 

“Wrists,” he said. Lucas undid the cuffs with two quick pulls. Her hands felt light and stupid on her lap; she couldn’t think of what to do with them. He loosened the thigh straps and the edges lifted off her skin; sweat-sticky prints tingled where the pressure had been. She kept her knees apart anyway because her muscles didn’t want to move yet, shaky and heavy. 

“Hydration,” the doctor said. A straw tapped her lip. She sucked water down and it tasted like plastic and lemon and relief. Her throat worked; her chest rose; the band under her breasts shifted with the breath and rasped her sore nipples. She gulped again. 

“Let’s clean you,” Lucas said. He slid a warm, wet cloth between her legs in one smooth stroke. The heat shocked her slit and she gasped. He was careful, slow, wiping from front to back, catching the mess that had leaked over her and down to the chair. He didn’t linger. Still, when the cloth brushed the edge of her clit hood she jerked and made a small, ugly sound she couldn’t swallow. “Sorry,” he said, quiet. The next pass stayed lower, warm pressure across her perineum, up along her inner thighs. The heat left them pink and prickling. 

Another cloth, cooler, dabbed under each breast where the flanges had sat, wiped the rings clean. He pressed gauze around each base again, coaxed a last thin, cloudy smear into the pad, then tucked a soft, thick liner into a mesh bralette and guided it up over her arms. 
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The mesh hugged her, soft and snug, the thick pads settling warm against the tender peaks and taking the edge off the raw thrum there. The band lay cool under her breasts; the stretch of it felt like being held. 

Dr. Houck checked the fit with two light presses, then met her eyes. “We can schedule you outpatient,” he said, even as ever. “Or you can move to the intensive wing. That includes continuous monitoring, controlled environment, advanced protocols. Seven days.” 

Her throat worked. The word seven opened in her head like a door. No more counting coins. No more deciding. Let them decide. Let the clock and the voice in the ceiling own her. Heat moved low and steady, not wild now—heavy, settling. 

“I want the week,” she said. The words surprised her by how steady they were. “All of it.” 

“Say the phrase,” he said, quiet, like it was a test she’d already studied for. 

“I consent to full participation,” she recited, voice rough. “I understand I can stop. I won’t.” The last bit wasn’t on any form. It just came, and it landed in her chest like a weight that made everything in her go quiet. 

He slid a new packet onto her lap. The paper felt cool and heavy. Her name printed there. Intensive Arm. Additional Risks. She initialed the boxes. He watched her sign the last page; the pen scratched. Lucas affixed a pale band to her wrist, different color, harder plastic. It clicked shut. The clinic’s logo pressed faint against her skin. 

“No private stimulation,” the doctor said, like he was noting the weather. “No unscheduled release. Use the call button for any need. You will be given tasks. You will complete them. You will be evaluated. Safe word remains the same. State it.” 

“Red,” she breathed, and felt it settle like a small anchor in the back of her mind. 

He tapped the schedule open on his tablet and turned it so she could see. The blocks stacked in a clean column. Calibration. Conditioning. Retention. Pairing. The last made her stomach tighten in a way that felt like stepping off a curb in the dark. 

“What’s pairing?” Her voice sounded small to her, curious and already halfway to yes. 

“Assisted response training,” he said, no color in his tone. “Partner present. Later in the week.” 

The pads in the bralette warmed with her skin. The ache there pulsed once, softer, answering something in his words that wasn’t in the room yet. Partner. She kept her face still and looked at the list again because looking at him felt too much. 

“We’ll move you upstairs,” Lucas said. “Personal effects are logged. Nurse will orient you to the room.” 

She stood on legs that still felt hollowed out and filled with something warm at the same time. The gown skimmed her thighs. The chair creaked when she shifted off it. She tasted lemon and the faint ghost of salt at the back of her throat. She was ready. 



Thank you!

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

Want more milky, high-heat submission?

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

👉Sign up Here👈

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

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

When broke and brilliant Ava signs up for a clinical trial at the secretive BlissMilk Research
Facillty, she expects injections, side effects, maybe a little discomfort. She doesn't expect
to wake up with swollen, leaking breasts, a head full of pink fog, and a craving for the
machine that won't stop milking her. The shimmering pink serum coursing through her
veins Is doing more than just changing her body—it's softening her thoughts, rewiring her
desires, and tuning her into the perfect bimbo hucow.
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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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The Velvet Hucow (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Livia thought she was being given an opportunity. In the Velvet District, women are
celebrated, transformed, and adored. She didn't expect how quickly shed come to love
her new role.

Now known as Velvet 45, she's immersed in 2 world of Luxury submission, trained to give
In to her deepest cravings—to serve, to be seen, to be milked. Her body Is reshaped for
milk production, her mind gently softened by soothing Al con ) and her pleasure
rewarded with praise, touch, and endless approval. Every session leaves her glowing,
every moan eams her affection. What began as a surprise has become exactly what she
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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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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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Midas Cen |nstitute Book #1 ter Hucow

Institute B by Clara Belle (Author)

i

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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LactoGen Labs Hucow MILK Project (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

Each new phase pushes her further: suction machines, penetration devices, and round-
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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





