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1 - ARRESTED AND CHARGED

The red and blue lights painted the inside of her car in frantic, dizzying stripes. Melody’s knuckles were white on the steering wheel, her heart a frantic drum against her ribs. She’d taken the back road too fast, the old Mustak’s engine a roar of defiance that had finally drawn the wrong kind of attention.

Of course. The thought was a bitter pill. Of course it’s tonight.

The officer’s flashlight beam was a cold, invasive sun. “License and registration, please.” His voice was flat, professional, devoid of the anger she expected. That was worse. Calm meant procedure. Procedure meant trouble.

She fumbled in the glove box, the half-empty bag of white powder tumbling out as if it had been waiting for its cue. The world seemed to slow, the beam of light freezing on the tiny plastic Ziploc. She saw the officer’s posture shift, a subtle hardening. The next few minutes were a blur of clipped commands, the cold bite of handcuffs on her wrists, the smell of stale coffee and leather in the back of the cruiser. She stared out the window, her reflection in the glass a ghost with wide, green eyes. The city lights smeared into streaks of gold and white.

The county jail was a symphony of harsh sounds and sterile smells. The clang of metal doors was a period at the end of every sentence. A bored female deputy with tired eyes processed her, her fingers efficient and impersonal as she cataloged Melody’s possessions—her phone, her lucky silver ring, the cocaine. The holding cell was a concrete box with a stainless-steel toilet. She spent the night on a thin plastic mattress, listening to the echoing cries and mutters of other women, the relentless buzz of fluorescent lights. She didn’t sleep. She traced the cracks in the ceiling and thought about the felony charge hanging over her, a concrete weight ready to crush her future before it even began.

Morning came with stale toast and watery oatmeal. Then came the shackles, the transport van, and finally, the cavernous silence of the courtroom.

Her public defender, a young man with a poorly knotted tie, whispered urgent, meaningless advice. The prosecutor’s words were dry stones dropped into a still pond: “possession with intent,” “class four felony,” “mandatory minimum.”

Then the judge spoke. He was older, with a face like worn leather and eyes that held no warmth. He listed the charges, the potential sentence—years, not months. Melody’s stomach hollowed out. But then he paused, steepling his fingers.

“You are eighteen, Miss Martin. This is your first offense,” he said, his voice filling the quiet room. “The state has an alternative. The Waverly Clinic. A residential treatment facility. Successful completion means the felony charge is dismissed, your record sealed.”

He looked at her, his gaze piercing. “It is not a spa. It is not an easy way out. It is structured, rigorous, and entirely voluntary. You may choose the clinic, or you may choose to proceed with the standard sentencing for your crime. What is your decision?”

The choice was no choice at all. A felony conviction was a life sentence of its own, a stain that would never wash out. Waverly Clinic sounded like a prison with better wallpaper, but it was a door, however narrow, that wasn’t slamming shut.

“I’ll take the clinic,” she heard herself say. The words felt thin, foreign.

The judge gave a single, grave nod. “So ordered. Remand her to the custody of the Waverly Clinic for intake today.”

2 - A THOROUGH INTAKE EXAMINATION

The transport van was a gray metal box on wheels, smelling of industrial cleaner and old sweat. Melody sat in silence, her wrists cuffed to a chain around her waist, watching the city blur into suburbs, then into flat, empty countryside. The only sound was the rumble of the engine and the occasional staticky crackle from the guard’s radio. She felt hollowed out, a shell rattling down a road she hadn’t chosen.

When the van finally slowed and turned, pulling into the parking lot of Waverly Clinic. The building was a low, modern sprawl of glass and pale brick, surrounded by manicured lawns and tall, privacy fencing. It looked like a corporate headquarters, not a prison or a hospital. The dissonance made her skin prickle.

The guard uncuffed her at a secure rear entrance. A woman in pastel-blue scrubs took her paperwork with a nod. “This way, Miss Martin.”

The inside was all soft lighting and quiet. The floors were a warm, polished tile that muted their footsteps. It was the quiet that got to her—no yelling, no clanging doors, just the faint hum of climate control and distant, muffled voices. They walked down a long hallway. A door opened ahead, and two women emerged, guided by another staff member. Both women wore loose cotton dresses. And both were very, very pregnant, their rounded bellies leading the way. One rested a hand on her stomach, a slow, absent circles. Their eyes passed over Melody, blank and placid, as if she were a piece of furniture.

What the hell kind of clinic is this?

The question screamed inside her skull, but her mouth stayed shut. The scrubs-clad woman led her to a door marked Intake. “Dr. Day will see you now.”

The office was all cool, professional calm. Framed diplomas hung on taupe walls. A large desk sat tidy, nothing out of place. And behind it, a man stood up.

Dr. Day was older, maybe in his late forties, but handsome in a way that felt deliberate. His hair was silvered at the temples, cut short and precise. He wore a white coat over a crisp dress shirt and tie. His eyes were a cool, assessing blue. He smiled, but it didn’t reach his eyes. It was a practiced, professional expression.

“Melody Martin. Please, have a seat.” His voice was smooth, a low baritone that filled the quiet room. He glanced at the file in his hand. “Eighteen. Felony possession. Court-ordered to our care.” He looked up at her. “You made the smart choice. The legal system is not kind to pretty young felons.”

The word pretty hung in the air. It wasn’t a compliment. It was a categorization.

“What is this place?” Melody asked, her own voice sounding small. “I saw pregnant women.”

“Waverly is a comprehensive wellness facility,” Dr. Day said, closing the file. “We treat a variety of conditions. Substance dependency is one. The female reproductive system is another. They are not mutually exclusive.” He came around the desk, leaning against its edge. He was tall, and his proximity felt invasive. “My job today is your intake examination. A full physical and psychological baseline. It is mandatory. Your continued residence here, and therefore your avoidance of a felony conviction, depends on your compliance with all procedures. Do you understand?”

She understood the threat perfectly. It was wrapped in polite language, but it was a steel cable around her neck. She gave a tight nod.

“Good. Follow me.”

He led her out a side door and down a shorter, brighter hall to a standard exam room. But it wasn’t standard. The centerpiece was a padded chair, upholstered in slick gray vinyl. It had adjustable sections for the back, legs, and arms. And on each of those sections were sturdy-looking leather straps with chrome buckles.

Melody’s feet rooted to the floor. “What are those for?”

Dr. Day was already at a counter, his back to her, preparing something. “Safety,” he said, his tone matter-of-fact. “Some patients experience anxiety or involuntary movements during certain procedures. The restraints are for their protection and mine. It’s protocol.” He turned, holding a clipboard. “Remove your clothing, please. Everything. Place it on the chair in the corner. Then lie back on the exam chair.”

The air in the room grew thick, difficult to pull into her lungs. “No.”

Dr. Day didn’t frown. He didn’t get angry. He simply looked at her, his blue eyes like chips of ice. “Melody. Let’s not begin with disobedience. You are not in a position to refuse. The judge’s order grants us full custodial authority for your treatment. Would you prefer I call the orderly to assist you? Or would you prefer to be driven back to county jail to await your felony sentencing? The choice, as ever, is yours.”

The options were no options. A cold, sick feeling spread from her stomach outwards. This was the price. This was the first payment on her freedom. Her hands, which felt like they belonged to someone else, went to the hem of her t-shirt. She pulled it over her head. The air in the room was cool on her skin. She unfastened her jeans, pushed them down her hips, stepped out of them. Her bra, her panties—last shreds of her own identity—joined the pile on the plain wooden chair. She stood there, naked, trying to cover herself with her arms, her skin erupting in gooseflesh.

“On the chair, please,” Dr. Day said, his gaze clinical, sweeping over her as if she were a chart.

She walked the few steps to the vinyl chair, the material cold and unyielding against her back and thighs as she sat, then leaned back. He approached, and his fingers were efficient, not rough, as he guided her arms to the armrests, her ankles into the stirrups at the end of the leg supports. The leather straps were cool and firm. He buckled them around her wrists, her forearms, just above her knees, and around her ankles. The buckle snicked shut with a terrible finality. With each fastener, she felt a layer of her control peel away. She was trussed, spread, utterly exposed. Her heart hammered, a trapped bird beating against her ribs.

Dr. Day pulled a rolling stool close to her side and sat. He snapped on a pair of latex gloves. The sound was obscenely loud. Snap.

“We’ll begin with cardiopulmonary,” he said, his voice now a soft murmur. He picked up a stethoscope, the metal disc gleaming. “Deep breaths, please.”

The metal was shockingly cold on her chest. He moved it, his other hand resting lightly, professionally, on her shoulder. In. Out. She focused on the ceiling tiles, counting the tiny holes. His presence was a dense heat beside her, the scent of his soap—something clean and citrus—mingling with the sterile odor of the room.

“Good,” he murmured. He moved the stethoscope to her back, his hand pressing her forward slightly. The touch was impersonal, but her skin burned under it.

He set the stethoscope aside. “Now, a breast exam. Standard screening.” His gloved hands came up, and there was no hesitation. His palms were warm through the latex as they cupped the undersides of her breasts, lifting them slightly. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, once, lightly. A purely clinical touch.

But her body betrayed her. A sharp, electric jolt shot from her nipples straight down to her core. They tightened, pebbling under his thumbs. She gasped, a short, sharp intake of air.

Dr. Day’s hands stilled. His eyes flicked up to her face. “Sensitive?” he asked, his tone still flat, observational.

She couldn’t speak. Shame, hot and oily, flooded her. He continued, his fingers now gently palpating the tissue of her breasts, moving in slow circles. Each pass sent another low, unwelcome thrum through her. It was wrong. It was so wrong. But the traitorous heat between her legs grew, a slow, insistent awakening. She clenched her thighs, but the straps held them fast, wide apart.

“No masses,” he said to himself, as if noting a chart.

His thumbs circled her areolas again, this time with a faint, deliberate pressure. The sensation was unbearable—a mix of violation and a deep, physical thrill that made her stomach clench. Her breath came in shallow pants now. She could feel the dampness gathering on the vinyl beneath her.

He finished, his hands dropping away. She felt both relief and a bizarre, aching loss. He turned back to the counter, and she heard the click of a bottle cap, the wet sound of lubrication.

“Pelvic exam,” he stated. He swiveled back, his gloved fingers glistening with clear gel. “Relax your muscles.”

She couldn’t. Every fiber was taut as a wire. He didn’t wait. His touch landed on her inner thigh, then moved inward. His index finger pressed against her entrance. It was cold from the gel, a shocking contrast to the heat of her body. He pushed inside.

Melody jerked against the straps, a muffled cry escaping her. It was an invasion, stark and physical. But her body, the damnable, traitorous thing, was wet, slippery. He slid in to the knuckle with ease.

“Good cervical position,” he said, his eyes on where his hand worked. He began to move his finger, a slow in-and-out that was horrifically gentle. Then he added a second finger, stretching her. A low, choked sound came from her throat. It wasn’t a protest. It was something else entirely.

He scissored his fingers slightly, stretching the tender inner muscles. A bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure ripped through her, so intense her vision blurred. No. No, no, no.

“Elasticity is excellent,” Dr. Day noted. He crooked his fingers, pressing upward against a spot that made her entire body arch against the restraints. A white-hot spark ignited in her pelvis. She bit down on her lip until she tasted copper.

He withdrew his fingers. The emptiness was acute. She was panting now, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

Next came the speculum. He showed it to her, cold steel. “This will allow visualization.” He coated it with more gel. The touch of the metal at her opening made her flinch. Then came the pressure, the inexorable widening as he turned the screw. It didn’t hurt, not exactly, but it was a profound, stretching fullness, a feeling of being opened and displayed. She felt utterly, helplessly vulnerable. A click, and it was locked in place, holding her wide.

Dr. Day reached for a long cotton swab. “Screening for pathogens.” He inserted it, swabbing deep inside. The clinical nature of it, combined with the intense exposure, sent another confusing wave of heat through her. He removed the swab, placed it in a tube, then released the speculum. It slid out with a soft, wet sound.

She thought it was over. She prayed it was over.

Dr. Day turned to the counter again. When he turned back, he was holding something that made her blood run cold. It was a dildo, but unlike any she’d ever seen. It was made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone, thick and long, with a flared base. It was medical, yet unmistakably sexual.

“What… what is that for?” Her voice was a raw scrape.

“We need to assess your depth and elasticity,” he explained, as if discussing a blood test. He squirted a generous amount of lubricant onto its length, coating it thoroughly. “Complete relaxation is necessary for an accurate measurement.”

“No. You can’t. That’s not medical.” Panic pitched her voice higher.

He leaned closer, his face inches from hers. His breath smelled of mint. “Melody,” he said, softly, lethally. “Every part of this is medical. Your resistance is noted as psychological opposition, which will be addressed in therapy. Now. Relax.”

He positioned the tip at her entrance. The slick, blunt pressure was immense. She squeezed her eyes shut. He pushed.

It was too big. It stretched her unbearably, a slow, burning invasion. A whimper escaped her. He pushed steadily, inexorably, until the entire thick length was buried inside her, the flared base snug against her. The feeling of being stuffed, filled to absolute capacity, was overwhelming. She felt split open.

“Good,” he breathed, his own composure seeming to crack for a second, a faint flush on his neck. He held it there for a moment, letting her adjust. Then, he pulled it back, almost out, before sliding it home again.

It was a slow, measured stroke. Then another. It wasn’t frantic. It was deliberate, a clinical rhythm. The drag of the silicone against her inner walls was maddening. Each inward stroke pressed against a deep, hungry spot that the fingers had only teased. A treacherous, building pressure began to coil in her lowest belly.

“Please stop,” she whispered, but it was a lie. Her body was singing a different song.

“Almost done,” he murmured, his eyes fixed on where the toy disappeared into her body. His rhythm remained steady, each stroke a little deeper, a little more precise. His free hand, still gloved, moved down from her belly, through the coarse curls, and found her clit.

The touch was direct, a circling pressure exactly where she needed it. It was too much. The dual sensations—the deep, stretching penetration and the sharp, focused friction on her most sensitive nerve—collided.

Her back bowed off the chair as much as the straps allowed. A sound tore from her throat, guttural and raw, nothing like her. The coil snapped. Pleasure detonated inside her, a seismic wave that crashed from her core out to her fingertips and toes. It was violent, total, wracking her with spasms. Her inner muscles clamped viscously around the invading silicone, milking it, and a hot gush of fluid followed, soaking the vinyl beneath her with a sound like a splash. She kept cumming, wave after wave, her cries dissolving into broken sobs.

Dr. Day worked her through it, his fingers relentless on her clit until she was oversensitive, jerking away from the touch. Only then did he slowly, carefully, withdraw the dildo. The sensation of its exit was almost as profound as its entry. She lay there, wrecked, trembling, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes into her hairline. The smell of sex and latex filled the air.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of her ragged breathing. Then, methodically, Dr. Day unbuckled the straps. The leather fell away. Her limbs were boneless, heavy. He helped her sit up, his hands impersonal once more. He handed her a thin, light blue hospital gown. It tied in the back. She put it on with fumbling fingers, the coarse fabric scratchy against her oversensitive skin. He handed her no underwear. He gathered her street clothes—her last link to her old life—and dropped them into a plastic bag, which he sealed with a zip-tie.

From a drawer, he took a small paper cup with a single white pill in it. He filled another cup with water from a cooler. “Take this, Melody.”

Numb, hollowed out, her body still throbbing with the aftershocks of the shameful, explosive orgasm, she took the cup. She put the pill on her tongue, bitter and chalky, and swallowed it down with the cold water. It felt like swallowing a stone.

He pressed a call button. The door opened almost immediately. An orderly, a large, silent man with a placid face, stood there.

“Take Miss Martin to room 7B,” Dr. Day said, not looking at her again, already making notes on his clipboard.

Melody stood on shaky legs. The gown did little to cover her, the back gaping open as she followed the orderly out. The hallway seemed longer now, the lights brighter. They passed more doors, all closed. They took an elevator up one floor, then walked down another identical corridor. The orderly stopped at a plain white door with 7B stenciled on it in black. He unlocked it with a key from his belt, pushed it open, and stood aside.

The room was a cell. Small, sterile, painted a soft, depressing beige. A single bed with a thin mattress and a beige blanket. A stainless-steel toilet and sink in one corner. A small, bare desk and a hard plastic chair. A narrow, horizontal window set high in the wall, offering a sliver of gray sky. The door clicked shut behind her. The lock engaged with a solid, metallic thunk.

What have I gotten myself into?

3 - THE BREEDING ROOM

The thin cotton gown did nothing to stop the chill in the air, or the deeper, more invasive cold seeping into her bones. Melody stood in the center of the sterile room they’d assigned her, her arms wrapped around herself. The intake examination had been humiliating. She felt scraped raw, her rebellious energy tamped down under the weight of institutional efficiency.

A soft shuffle of footsteps drew her to the door’s small, wired-glass window. Young women, girls her age or a little older, filed past in a silent, orderly line. They wore identical light blue gowns, their faces a mixture of blank acceptance and something else—a strange, placid focus. One of them, a willowy blonde with tired eyes, caught Melody’s gaze through the glass. She didn’t smile, but she paused, her head tilting just a fraction.

The lock on Melody’s door clicked, and it swung inward. The blonde stood there. “Lunch,” she said, her voice flat. “You’re new. Come on.”

Melody hesitated, but the girl—Brandi, she’d learn—just turned and walked, expecting to be followed. The hallway was long, lit by soft, recessed lighting that felt more like a high-end spa than a clinic. The only sounds were the whisper of bare feet on polished linoleum and the distant, gentle hum of machinery.

The day room was a surprise. It was bright, airy, with large windows looking out onto manicured gardens. Round tables were dotted around, and a serving station stood at one end where staff in crisp, white uniforms doled out portions onto trays. The food looked decent—grilled chicken, steamed vegetables, a roll. It was all so… normal. Eerily so.

Melody took a tray, her fingers clumsy. She followed Brandi to a table in the corner.

“So,” Melody began, her voice low. “What’s the deal here? Group therapy? Meds? What’s the treatment?”

Brandi took a slow, deliberate bite of green bean. She chewed, swallowed, and dabbed her lips with a napkin before answering. “It’s an honor,” she said, her tone warming with a conviction that felt at odds with her exhausted face. “To be chosen. To serve.”

Melody blinked. “Serve? Serve who?”

“The community. Families in need.” Brandi’s eyes took on a distant, glazed quality. “Before I came here, I was nothing. A prostitute. A drain. I had nothing to offer society.” She leaned forward slightly. “Now, I have a purpose. I get to give the greatest gift.”

A knot of dread tightened in Melody’s stomach. “What gift?”

“A child.” Brandi said it with serene simplicity. “For a wealthy family who can’t conceive. My body, my health… it’s being put to good use. It’s a privilege.”

Melody’s fork clattered against her plate. The grilled chicken suddenly looked like molded clay. “You’re… you’re pregnant?”

“Not yet. Soon.” Brandi smiled, a small, practiced thing. “The treatment is very thorough. Dr. Day ensures success.”

Horror, cold and slick, poured down Melody’s spine. This wasn’t rehab. This was something else. Something her mind scrabbled away from, refusing to fully grasp. “They can’t… they can’t force you to have a baby.”

“Force?” Brandi looked genuinely puzzled. “I consented. We all consent. It’s a noble act. Dr. Day says we’re helping to build stronger families, better futures.”

Before Melody could form another protest, a presence materialized at the edge of their table. The air seemed to still. She looked up.

Dr. Day stood there, tall and impeccable in a white coat over a dark suit. His hair was silvered at the temples, a distinguished frame for a face that was all sharp angles and authority. His eyes, a piercing, glacial blue, fixed on Melody. They didn’t just look at her; they seemed to catalog her, to assess her viability down to her cellular level.

“Miss Martin.” His voice was a smooth, deep baritone, devoid of warmth but full of an undeniable command. “It’s time for your first treatment session. Come with me.”

Every instinct screamed at her to run, to refuse, to fight. But the memory of the judge’s voice, the cold weight of the felony, pinned her to the chair. She was legally committed. There was no walking away.

Slowly, mechanically, she stood. Dr. Day turned without another word, expecting compliance. She followed, her bare feet cold on the floor. They left the bright day room, turning down a different hallway, one that grew quieter, more secluded. The doors here were heavy.

He stopped before one. A simple, laser-printed sign was affixed to it: BREEDING ROOM.

Dr. Day produced a keycard. A soft beep, a click, and he pushed the door open, gesturing for her to enter.

The room was warmer than the halls, the air carrying a faint, clean scent of antiseptic and something else, something muskier, primal. The lighting was soft, indirect. In the center stood a wide, padded bench, upholstered in easy-wipe vinyl, its contours suggesting specific, supporting shapes. And standing to the side, waiting, were three men.

They were all shirtless, wearing only loose-fitting gray sweatpants. They were, objectively, stunning. Sculpted muscle carved defined chests, abdomens, arms. They didn’t leer; they regarded her with a detached, professional interest that was somehow more intimidating than lust.

One had hair the color of ripe wheat and eyes like a summer sky. He had the build of a swimmer, lean and long. The second had rich chestnut hair, a darker tan, and a more compact, powerful frame, like a gymnast. The third had hair as dark as her own, but straight, falling across a forehead above eyes of deep, stormy gray. His skin had an olive tone, and his physique was more brutally powerful, with broad shoulders and thick, corded arms.

“These are our prime bulls,” Dr. Day said, his voice clinical as he locked the door behind them. “Blaine, Caleb, and Landon. Their genetics, health, and potency are rigorously vetted. You are a cow, Melody. Your role is to receive, to nurture, to ultimately bear fruit. This is your treatment. This is your purpose.”

The words landed like physical blows. Cow. Bulls. The horror crystallized, sharp and absolute. “No,” she whispered, the word tearing from a dry throat. “No, I want to leave. I don’t consent to this.”

Dr. Day didn’t react with anger. He offered a thin, patient smile. “You were remanded to this clinic by a court of law, Melody. You are not free to leave. Standard sentencing would see you in a state penitentiary for thirty-six to sixty months. Here, you have an opportunity for redemption, and for significant compensation.”

“Compensation?” Melody asked, her mind still trying to process the situation.

He took a step closer. “Upon confirmed pregnancy, you will be transferred to our gestational wing for exemplary care. Upon live birth and surrender of the child to the designated family, an amount of one million dollars will be deposited into a trust in your name.”

The number hung in the warm air, colossal, impossible. Melody thought of her empty apartment, her maxed-out credit card, the seventy-three dollars in her checking account. A million dollars. It was more money that she could even imagine.

“The choice is yours,” Dr. Day said, though his tone made it clear it was no choice at all. “Accept your treatment and begin your journey toward contribution and reward. Or, I can have you transported back to county to await your felony sentencing. The judge was quite clear on the mandatory minimums.”

Her heart was a trapped bird, fluttering against her ribs. She looked from Dr. Day’s implacable face to the three silent, watching men. Shame, terror, and a desperate, greedy want warred inside her. The want won, cold and clear.

She gave a single, jerky nod.

“Good,” Dr. Day said. “Remove your gown and lie on the bench. On your back.”

Her fingers trembled as she fumbled with the simple tie at the back of her neck. The cotton slithered down her body, pooling at her feet. The air felt suddenly alive on her bare skin. She was painfully exposed under the gaze of the four men. Keeping her eyes fixed on the acoustic tiles of the ceiling, she walked to the bench and lay down. The padding was cool against her back. She placed her calves into the curved, padded rests at the end of the bench, letting her knees fall apart. The position was shockingly vulnerable, her most intimate self offered up on this clinical altar.

Dr. Day gave a slight nod to the blonde man—Blaine. He stepped out of his sweatpants, his erection already thick and full, jutting upward from a nest of golden hair. He was big, thickly veined, the head a flushed, ruddy pink. He approached the bench, his movements economical.

He didn’t touch her otherwise. No hands on her thighs, no attempt to stimulate her. He simply positioned himself at her entrance. She was dry, tight with fear. He reached down, took himself in hand, and used his own arousal to slick the broad head, pressing it against her.

He pushed forward.

A sharp, burning stretch made her gasp. Her eyes watered. He paused, allowing her body a moment to fight the invasion before yielding. Then he pushed again, deeper, a slow, inexorable slide that filled her in a way nothing ever had. The burning faded, replaced by a stunning, shocking sense of fullness. He was deep, so deep, seated fully inside her.

Then he began to move.

Slow, at first. Long, dragging withdrawals followed by that same deliberate, filling thrust. The friction was strange, uncomfortable, then… not. A sensation began to spark where their bodies joined, a low, gathering heat. Her breath, which had been coming in short pants, evened out. Her hips, tense and locked, gave a tiny, involuntary jerk upwards to meet his next stroke.

Blaine’s rhythm changed. The strokes became shorter, faster, more purposeful. The slap of his thighs against hers was a quiet, rhythmic beat in the silent room. The spark became a flame, licking up through her core. A soft, breathy sound escaped her lips, not a moan, but a sigh of surprised release. Her fingers curled into the vinyl of the bench.

He was hitting a spot now, a place deep inside that sent little shocks through her with every drive. Her back arched slightly off the bench. The clinical setting, the watching men, the horror of it all… it all blurred, smeared by the gathering physical urgency. This was wrong, it was monstrous, but her body, traitorous and alive, was responding. The heat pooled, tightened, coiled.

Blaine’s breathing grew ragged. His thrusts lost their precise rhythm, becoming harder, deeper, more urgent. His hands finally came down, gripping her hips, holding her in place as he pistoned into her. The force of it drove a series of sharp, bright gasps from her. The coil wound tighter, tighter, until the edge of it began to fray.

With a grunt that was all animal, Blaine drove in one last, punishing time and held. She felt him swell, pulse, and then a sudden, lavish heat flooded her depths. His release was a visceral jet, filling the empty space he’d carved inside her. He stayed buried for a long moment, his body shuddering, before he carefully withdrew. The loss of him felt abrupt, leaving her aching and strangely empty. He turned, pulled up his sweatpants, and walked to the side of the room, his part done.

Before she could process it, the brunette—Caleb—was there. He didn’t wait for instruction. A strong hand on her shoulder urged her up, turned her over. Dazed, dripping with Blaine’s seed, she got onto her hands and knees on the wide bench. The position was even more degrading, more bestial. Cow, the word echoed in her head.

Caleb’s hands were rougher, more possessive. He gripped the swell of her hips, his thumbs digging into the dimples at the base of her spine. He didn’t tease. He guided himself to her slick, used entrance and pushed in with a single, powerful thrust.

He was thicker than Blaine, a different shape that stretched her anew. A cry was torn from her, but it was swallowed by the bench. He set a brutal, driving pace immediately, taking her from behind with a focused intensity. Each thrust jolted her forward, her hands sliding on the vinyl. The sensation was overwhelming, a merciless friction that ignited every nerve. The shame was still there, a shrill note in the back of her mind, but it was being drowned out by the raw, physical reality of being fucked. Really, truly fucked. Her body was slick now, accepting him easily, the wet, rhythmic sounds filling the room.

One of his hands left her hip, snaked around her torso, and found her breast. He kneaded the soft weight, his fingers plucking at her nipple until it drew into a hard, aching peak. The dual assault—the deep, pounding penetration and the sharp pleasure-pain on her breast—shattered her thoughts into fragments. She was just sensation: the burn of stretch, the slap of skin, the electric pull on her nipple, the hot spill of seed already inside her mixing with her own arousal.

Caleb’s tempo increased, becoming frenzied. He was muttering something under his breath, curses or prayers, she couldn’t tell. His fingers bit into her flesh. She felt her own muscles begin to clench, a tidal wave of tension building from her toes, up her thighs, concentrating in that deep, pummelled core. It was coming, a climax forced from her by the sheer, relentless physicality of his use of her body.

He came before she could tip over. With a hoarse shout, he slammed into her, his body locking. Another flood of heat, distinct, pulsed into her, layering over the first. He collapsed over her back for a second, his sweat-slick chest pressing against her spine, before pushing himself off and away.

She was panting, trembling on her hands and knees, dripping from between her thighs. Before she could even try to move, the third man—Landon—was there.

He didn’t touch her. He just waited, his gray eyes watching her. Understanding, she slowly lowered her chest to the bench, presenting herself fully, her ass in the air. A low sound of approval rumbled from his chest.

When he entered her, she whimpered.

He was bigger. Significantly so. A stretch so profound it bordered on pain, a fullness that felt like it would split her open. He didn’t rush. He seated himself to the hilt and stayed there, letting her adjust, letting her feel every inch of him claiming the space the other two had prepared.

Then he began to fuck her. And it was different. It wasn’t the athletic drive of Blaine or the brutal possession of Caleb. This was slow, deep, and utterly consuming. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each thrust a slow, deliberate re-conquest. He reached depths the others hadn’t, a part of her she didn’t know existed. His hands, large and warm, smoothed over the curves of her ass, not gripping, almost… appreciating.

The slow, grinding rhythm was maddening. It built a different kind of tension, a deep, throbbing ache that demanded release. Every cell in her body was focused on the place where he joined with her. The clinical room vanished. There was only the heat of him, the smell of sex and clean sweat, the incredible, stretching fullness, and the slow, sure drag of his cock along her sensitized walls.

Her fingers clawed at the bench. Soft, pleading noises spilled from her lips with every exhale. She was pushing back against him now, meeting each slow drive, desperate for more, for the friction to sharpen, for the coil to snap.

He sensed it. His pace remained measured, but his thrusts gained a sharper edge, a more forceful final drive. He hit that deepest spot with unerring accuracy, over and over, a relentless, pounding pressure.

It broke her.

The orgasm didn’t crash; it erupted from that deep, touched place, a seismic wave of pure, mindless sensation. Her body convulsed, clamping down on him in vicious, rhythmic pulses. A choked scream was ripped from her throat, muffled by the vinyl. Lights danced behind her clenched eyelids. She shook, utterly possessed by the violent, shocking release.

He rode her through it, his own control fracturing. As her internal spasms began to subside, his rhythm finally shattered. He drove into her once, twice more, then buried himself with a force that lifted her hips off the bench. His release was a torrent, a hot, endless rush that seemed to go on and on, flooding her, claiming her, mixing with the others until she felt impossibly, decadently full.

He stayed inside her, panting, for a long minute. Then, with a final, soft groan, he withdrew. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a void. She felt spent, used, a vessel now brimming.

Silence, broken only by their ragged breathing. She heard the soft rustle of fabric as the three men pulled up their pants. Without a word, they filed to the door. Dr. Day unlocked it, and they left, their task complete.

Dr. Day approached the bench. He handed her the discarded gown. “Excellent,” he said, his voice holding a note of professional satisfaction. “Your receptivity is promising. With continued treatment, you should be pregnant very soon.”

Melody took the gown with numb fingers. She couldn’t look at him. She sat up, wincing at the soreness, at the slow trickle down her inner thigh. She wrapped the thin cotton around her, its former humiliation now feeling like a feeble shield.

The door opened again. An orderly, a large, silent man, stood waiting.

“Return her to her room,” Dr. Day instructed. “Ensure she rests.”

The orderly gestured. Melody stood, her legs unsteady. She walked past Dr. Day, out into the cool hallway. The walk back was a blur. The orderly didn’t speak. The other girls in the hallway seemed to look through her, or perhaps they saw her too clearly.

Her room door closed behind her with that same soft, final click. She stood in the center of the sterile space, the ghost of three different men moving inside her, their combined essence a warm, heavy reminder in her womb. Horror curdled in her stomach. She was a broodmare. She had sold her body, her potential motherhood, for money and a clean record.

But beneath the horror, under the shame, a treacherous, glowing ember remained. The memory of that final, shattering climax. The feeling of being so utterly full, so completely used. A deep, secret part of her, the part that drove her to recklessness, to losing control, thrummed with a dark, satisfied thrill. She had never felt so alive, so real, as she had in those moments of complete physical surrender.

That night, in the narrow bed, she couldn’t sleep. Every slight shift brought a tender ache, a visceral reminder. She stared into the dark, one hand resting on her lower belly, wondering if a life was already taking root in the fertile ground they had so forcefully sown. The fear was a cold stone. But the ember glowed, and in the silent dark, she acknowledged its heat.

4 - THE MILKING ROOM

Melody woke to a strange, insistent pressure. A dull, deep ache that seemed to radiate from the center of her chest. She shifted on the thin mattress, the soreness between her legs a familiar, unwelcome ghost from the day before. But this was new. She pushed herself up on her elbows, the pale morning light from the high window washing the sterile room in gray.

A cool, damp spot on the front of her cotton gown caught her eye. Two spots, directly over her nipples. She frowned, touching the fabric. It was wet. She pulled the neckline down, peering at her own breasts.

A pearly, opaque bead welled at the tip of her right nipple, swelling until it broke and traced a slow, glistening path down the pale curve.

Her mind went blank, then filled with a white-noise static of confusion. What the hell?

She pressed a finger to the other nipple. A similar droplet appeared, clinging to her skin. She brought her finger to her lips without thinking. The taste was faintly sweet, milky. Lactation. The word dropped into her thoughts like a stone into a still pond. But that was impossible. It had only been a day. Even if… even if the treatment had taken, her body wouldn’t respond this fast. It made no sense.

The door clicked open. Brandi stood there. “Time for breakfast,” she said, her voice flat. Her eyes flicked to Melody’s exposed chest, to the visible damp trails. No surprise registered on her placid face.

Melody yanked her gown up, covering herself. “What’s wrong with me?” The question came out sharper than she intended, edged with a panic she couldn’t suppress.

Brandi stepped in, placing the cup on the small bedside table. “Nothing’s wrong. Your body is producing milk.”

“Milk?” Melody’s voice was a whisper. “I’m not… I can’t be…”

“You’re not pregnant yet. Not for sure, anyway. Those white pills they give us induce lactation.” Brandi spoke as if explaining the schedule for laundry. “The milk is collected. It’s part of the program.”

“Collected.” Melody repeated the word, the horror dawning slow and cold. “You mean… pumped? Like a cow?”

A faint, almost imperceptible smile touched Brandi’s lips. “It’s a precious resource. The families who adopt… they want everything. Breast milk is more nutritious than formula.”

“Now, come on. Let’s go eat breakfast.” She started walking towards the day room, and Melody followed along with her new, dripping reality.

The day room was its usual bright, quiet self. Melody moved through the line on autopilot, her tray filling with scrambled eggs and fruit. The damp patches had dried on her gown, but she could still feel the subtle, alien fullness in her breasts, a heaviness that seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat.

She sat across from Brandi, who ate with her usual mechanical precision. Melody couldn’t touch her food. “How long?” she asked, her voice low.

“How long what?”

“Does this… milking… go on for?”

“As long as you’re here,” Brandi said simply. “During pregnancy, after birth. For a while. It’s a significant revenue stream for the clinic.” She looked at Melody, her tired eyes holding a flicker of something—pity, or maybe just recognition. “You get used to it. The sensations. Some even… well. You’ll see.”

Before Melody could ask what that meant, the air changed. A presence approached, crisp and commanding. Dr. Day stood at their table, his white coat immaculate, his blue eyes fixed on Melody with that same penetrating assessment.

“Miss Martin. Your first lactation session is scheduled. Come with me.” It wasn’t a request. It was a statement of fact.

Melody’s fingers tightened on her fork. The eggs looked like yellow paste. She set the fork down, the metal clinking softly against the ceramic. She stood, her legs steady but her insides quivering. She followed him out of the day room, down a different hallway than the one to the Breeding Room. This one was just as quiet, but colder, with a faint, sterile scent that carried a metallic tang.

He stopped at a door that stood out from the sterile corridor only by the stark, clinical sign mounted at eye level: MILKING ROOM. He swiped a key card against the reader. A green light flashed, and the door hissed open.

It was smaller than the Breeding Room, more overtly clinical. The walls were a stark, easy-clean white. The centerpiece was a single, padded chair, tilted back at a slight angle. It had thick, black leather straps at the wrists, ankles, and across the torso. At chair-level on either side stood two sleek, chrome-and-plastic units, each with a clear collection jar, a length of transparent tubing, and a conical, silicone suction cup.

Dr. Day closed the door behind them. The lock engaged with a solid, final thunk.

“Remove your gown,” he said, already moving to one of the machines, checking dials.

Melody’s breath faltered. The room was cool. Her skin prickled with goosebumps. She untied the gown, letting it slip from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet, leaving her naked in the clinical light. Her breasts felt heavier than ever, the nipples tight and sensitive.

“Sit. Recline.” Dr. Day gestured to the chair without looking at her.

She walked to the chair, the floor cold under her bare feet. She sat, the padding cool against her back and thighs. She leaned back, the chair conforming to her shape. He approached, his movements efficient. First, the ankle straps. The leather was surprisingly soft, but unyielding as he secured it, buckling it snug but not painfully tight. Then the wrist straps, each one cinching her arm down to the armrest. Finally, the broad strap across her torso, just below her breasts, pinning her to the chair. She was utterly immobilized, spread-eagled and exposed.

Her heart thudded against her ribs, a trapped, frantic rhythm. She was strapped down. Helpless. The clinical setting made it worse, gave the violation a veneer of procedure.

Dr. Day stood beside her, his presence a wall of focused intent. He picked up one of the silicone suction cups, its opening wide and soft-looking. “The process is straightforward,” he said, his voice a calm, instructional monotone. “The suction will mimic a suckling reflex. It will draw the milk from your ducts. You may feel a pulling sensation. Some discomfort is normal.”

He didn’t ask if she was ready. He simply brought the cup to her left breast. The silicone was cool, a shocking contrast to her warm skin. He positioned it, covering her areola and nipple completely. A switch clicked.

A low, mechanical hum filled the room. Then the pull began.

It wasn’t painful, not at first. It was a deep, insistent, rhythmic tugging, a pressure that seemed to originate from deep inside her breast tissue and radiate outward. She gasped, her back arching as much as the strap allowed. Her nipple, already sensitive, was drawn into the tunnel of the cup, the suction creating a steady, milking rhythm.

Almost immediately, a thin, white stream jetted from her nipple, tracing through the transparent tubing before splashing into the waiting collection jar. The sight was surreal, deeply shaming. She wasn't a woman in this room; she was merely a biological resource, a prize specimen being systematically drained of her dignity.

Dr. Day attached the second cup to her right breast. The dual sensation was overwhelming. A synchronous, rhythmic pulling that seemed to connect directly to her core. The hum of the machines was a constant backdrop, a mechanical heartbeat to the intimate violation.

“Good,” Dr. Day murmured, watching the twin streams of milk begin to flow more steadily, filling the jars with a faint, rhythmic ping-ping-ping. “Initial let-down is strong. Your body is responsive.”

Melody tried to disassociate, to stare at the acoustic tiles on the ceiling, to think of anything else. But her body refused to cooperate. The suction was unrelenting, a persistent, intimate stimulation that she couldn’t escape. And beneath the shame, beneath the horror of being used as a dairy animal, a treacherous warmth began to stir.

It started as a low, visceral clenching deep in her belly. A familiar, unwanted heat that spread outward, warming her chilled skin. Her breathing, which had been shallow and rapid, grew deeper, more uneven. Between her thighs, where she was still sore from the day before, a different, slicker ache began to pulse in time with the pumps. Her nipples, hard and stretched by the suction, were sending sharp, electric signals straight to that gathering heat. It was a feedback loop of humiliation and arousal, each feeding the other.

She squeezed her eyes shut, but it only intensified the sensations. The sound of the milk hitting the glass. The mechanical hum. The deep, internal pull. Her own traitorous body, warming, softening, preparing.

She heard Dr. Day move away, then return. She forced her eyes open.

He was holding something. A large, flesh-toned silicone dildo, thick and veined, glistening with a clear lubricant. It was obscenely realistic, a brutal imitation of the real things that had filled her the day before.

“Physical stimulation increases oxytocin and prolactin release,” he explained, his tone still clinical, as if he were discussing a chemical equation. “It optimizes milk production.”

Melody’s mouth went dry. “No,” she whispered, the word a thin, broken thread of sound.

He didn’t acknowledge her protest. He moved between her strapped-down legs, his gaze impersonal as it traveled over her exposed sex. The pumps continued their relentless work, her milk flowing. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, a futile attempt to close her legs.

He positioned the head of the dildo at her entrance. She was wet. She could feel it, the slick evidence of her shameful arousal betraying her. He pressed forward.

The stretch was immediate, shocking. It was big, almost as big as Landon had been, but unyielding, artificial. It didn’t warm with her body’s heat; it remained a cool, invading presence. He pushed it in slowly, watching her face, watching the way her stomach muscles fluttered. He slid it deep, until the fake, sculpted base pressed against her.

A ragged sob tore from her throat. It was violation, pure and simple. And yet, her inner muscles clenched around the intruder, a spasm of shocking pleasure-pain. The fullness complemented the pulling on her breasts, creating an overwhelming sense of being occupied.

He began to move it. A slow, deliberate in-and-out, the silicone dragging against her sensitized, swollen flesh. The friction was exquisite, a sharp, bright counterpoint to the deep, rhythmic ache in her breasts. Her head thrashed on the headrest. Sounds spilled from her—whimpers, choked gasps, the wet, slick sounds of the dildo moving in her own arousal.

“Please,” she moaned, not knowing if she was begging him to stop or to never stop.

He didn’t alter his pace. He fucked her with the toy in that same measured, clinical rhythm, his eyes on her face, on the way her breasts jiggled with each thrust, milk still streaming. The arousal was a storm now, breaking over her, drowning the last fragments of resistance. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. The dual stimulation was too much, too perfect in its degradation.

Then he stopped, withdrawing the dildo completely. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a physical ache. She cried out, a wordless sound of loss.

He reached to a tray she hadn’t noticed and picked up a second dildo. This one was slightly slimmer, but longer, with a tapered tip. He coated it liberally with more lube.

“Anal stimulation triggers a particularly powerful neurochemical response,” he stated, as if reading from a manual. He positioned the tapered tip against her other, tighter opening.

“Wait—no, not there—” Panic laced her arousal. That was a line, a last boundary.

He pushed. The tip, slick and cool, breached her with a sharp, burning pressure. She screamed, her body going rigid against the straps. The pain was bright, searing. He paused, allowing the initial shock to subside, then applied more steady, inexorable pressure. Her body fought, then yielded, the ring of muscle stretching painfully to admit the invader. It was a deeper, more invasive fullness, a shocking sense of being penetrated in a way that felt fundamentally wrong and, in the context of her utter helplessness, unbearably erotic.

Once it was fully seated, he left it there for a moment, letting her feel the incredible, stretching fullness in both channels. Then, he picked up the first dildo again.

He worked them in tandem.

It was slow at first. A thrust with the vaginal dildo, then a subtle twist of the anal one. Then he found a rhythm, a counterpoint that made her feel split open, utterly conquered. The pumps pulled at her breasts. The two artificial cocks moved inside her, filling her beyond capacity. The sensations crashed together—the deep pull, the burning-stretching fullness front and back, the rough drag of silicone, the coolness against her hottest, most secret flesh.

Her world dissolved into a white-hot point of pure sensation. Shame, horror, identity—they burned away in the furnace of her body’s response. She was an animal, a machine, a vessel being operated for maximum output. And she was coming alive.

Her climax didn’t approach. It ambushed her. One moment she was a writhing, sobbing mess on the chair, the next a tidal wave of release detonated from her very center. It was not like the deep, rolling wave Landon had forced from her. This was sharper, brighter, a screaming, electrical storm that crackled through every nerve. Her back arched violently against the torso strap. A raw, guttural scream ripped from her throat, echoing in the small room. Her internal muscles clamped down on the invading shapes in vicious, rhythmic convulsions that had no thought, only instinct.

And as she convulsed, as the peak tore through her, a hot, sudden gush erupted from her—not from where the dildos were, but from her urethra. A clear, pulsing jet of fluid splashed against Dr. Day’s white coat and the chair between her legs. Squirting. The realization was a distant, shaming echo in the shattered remains of her mind. She was not just cumming, she was spraying her climax, adding another humiliating fluid to the collection.

The pulses went on and on, wracking her strapped-down body, each spasm milking the dildos, each contraction seeming to squeeze more milk from her breasts in a sudden, quickened flow. The ping-ping-ping in the jars became a frantic, chaotic patter.

Slowly, agonizingly slowly, the storm subsided. She collapsed into the chair, spent, drenched in sweat and her own release, trembling uncontrollably. The pumps continued to hum, pulling weakly now at breasts that felt drained, numb.

Dr. Day watched the final tremors pass through her. He looked at the collection jars, now holding a significant amount of milk. He looked at the wet splash on his coat and on the chair. A flicker of something—satisfaction, triumph—passed through his icy blue eyes.

He withdrew the dildos, first from her ass, then from her pussy. The emptiness they left was profound, a hollow, aching void. She felt raw, stretched, and impossibly open.

Next, he turned off the pumps first. The sudden cessation of the pull was almost as shocking as its start. A soft, relieved sigh shuddered out of her. Then, with careful, precise movements, he detached the suction cups from her breasts. Her nipples were swollen, deeply pink, standing out stiffly from the abused areolas. They felt tender, hypersensitive to the cool air.

Without a word, he unbuckled the straps. First the torso, then the wrists, then the ankles. The blood rushed back into her limbs with a prickling tingle. He handed her the discarded gown from the floor.

“Your production is excellent,” he said, his voice returning to its detached, professional tone. He peeled off his soiled white coat, revealing a pristine dress shirt and tie underneath. He draped the coat over his arm, the wet patch hidden. “I am very pleased. This bodes well for your overall viability in the program.”

Melody couldn’t speak. Her hands shook so badly she could barely pull the gown over her head. The cotton felt abrasive against her tender nipples. She managed to stand, her legs liquid, barely supporting her. A slow trickle of mixed fluids—milk? lube? her own release?—traced a path down her inner thigh.

Dr. Day walked to the door, unlocked it, and opened it. The same large, silent orderly from before stood waiting in the hall.

“Return her to her room,” Dr. Day instructed. “She requires hydration and rest. Her next session will be this afternoon.”

The orderly gestured. Melody stumbled forward, her gait unsteady. She passed Dr. Day without looking at him. The walk back was a haze of physical exhaustion and psychic ruin. Her body hummed with the aftershocks of the most intense, degrading orgasm of her life. Her breasts ached with a dull, full emptiness. Between her legs throbbed with a raw, well-used sensation.

The other girls in the hall were a blur. She didn’t care if they saw, if they knew.

Her room door closed. She stood in the center of it, the silence pressing in. She could still hear the hum of the pumps. She could still feel the deep, pulling rhythm. She could still feel the twin, stretching fullness.

She sank onto the edge of the bed, her head in her hands. The horror was there, a vast, cold ocean she was drowning in. She’d been strapped down, milked like livestock, and fucked with toys until she screamed and squirted. She was a thing. A production unit.

But the ember from the night before was no longer an ember. It was a wildfire, raging out of control. Her body, slick and trembling, sang a hymn of utter, devastating satisfaction. The memory of that climax—the helplessness, the intensity, the sheer, shocking physicality of it—burned away everything else. It was the most potent drug she’d ever experienced.

She lay back on the bed, one hand drifting to her tender breast, the other sliding between her still-throbbing thighs. She was ruined. She was alive. And she already dreaded and craved the next session.

5 - THE THREE BULLS

The afternoon light had shifted, casting longer, thinner shadows across the floor of her room. Melody lay on the bed, her body a map of recent violations. The deep ache in her breasts had settled into a constant, low-grade thrum, a reminder of the milking machines and the shocking release that had followed. Between her legs felt tender, swollen, the memory of the dildos a vivid, physical echo. She was exhausted, but a restless energy hummed beneath her skin, a craving that shamed her more than the act itself.

The lock disengaged with a precise click.

Dr. Day stood in the doorway, his silhouette crisp against the bright hallway. He had changed his coat; the new one was as spotless as the first. His blue eyes swept over her, assessing, cataloging. “It’s time, Miss Martin.”

No explanation. No inquiry about her state. Just time.

Melody pushed herself up, the thin cotton gown sticking slightly to the dampness between her thighs. She didn’t ask where or why. She already knew. The knowledge sat in her stomach like a cold, heavy stone. She stood, her legs steadier than she expected.

He turned and walked. She followed, her bare feet whispering on the polished linoleum. The clinic was so quiet. Only the distant hum of machinery and the soft swish of his trouser legs. They didn’t go to the Milking Room. They retraced the path from the day before, turning down the corridor that led to the Breeding Room.

Her pulse, which had been a sluggish thing, began a faster, harder rhythm against her ribs.

Dr. Day used his keycard. The door hissed open, releasing the same scent—antiseptic overlying something muskier, primal. The room was exactly as she remembered: the padded bench in the center, the soft, recessed lighting, the observation window a dark eye on the far wall.

The three men were already there.

They stood in a loose group near the bench, dressed again in simple gray sweatpants and nothing else. Blaine, with his golden hair and confident posture. Caleb, his muscular frame looking even more solid and imposing. And Landon.

Her gaze snagged on him immediately. He was leaning slightly against the wall, arms crossed over his broad chest. The sweatpants hung low on his hips, outlining the dense muscle of his thighs and the notable bulge at his groin. His dark hair was short, neat. His gray eyes, which had been so detached the day before, were now fixed on her. There was a focus in them, an intensity that felt different. Personal.

Their eyes met.

A current, sharp and electric, jolted through her center. It wasn’t fear. It was recognition, a spark in the void of clinical procedure. He held her gaze for a beat too long, then his eyes dipped, taking in her body through the flimsy gown, before returning to her face. A faint, almost imperceptible tension tightened his jaw.

Dr. Day’s voice cut through the silence. “Take off the gown.”

Melody flinched. With trembling fingers, she pulled the gown up and over her head, letting it drop beside her. The air in the room was cool on her naked skin. Her nipples, already sensitive from the morning’s suction, tightened into stiff peaks. She could feel the weight of four pairs of eyes on her.

“On your knees. In the center of the room,” Dr. Day commanded.

A hot flush crawled up Melody’s neck. This was different from being laid out on the bench. This was active submission. Her legs felt weak. She glanced at the men. Blaine’s expression was one of mild interest. Caleb’s was unreadable, his dark eyes watchful. Landon had uncrossed his arms. He was just looking at her, waiting.

Swallowing against the dryness in her throat, Melody moved to the indicated spot on the cool floor. She lowered herself to her knees. The hard floor pressed into her kneecaps. She kept her eyes down, staring at the speckled pattern of the linoleum.

“Proceed,” Dr. Day said.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then she heard the soft rustle of fabric. A shuffle of feet. They surrounded her.

From her peripheral vision, she saw gray sweatpants pooling around ankles. Then they stepped closer, until her world was a forest of male legs, muscular calves, and the thick, heavy shapes of their cocks at her eye level.

Her breathing shallowed. There were three of them. All erect. All different. Blaine’s was long and straight, a pale gold like his hair, with a prominent vein tracing its length. Caleb’s was thicker, darker, curving slightly upward, the head a flushed, ruddy purple. And Landon’s… it was like the rest of him: imposing, beautifully formed, thick with a defined ridge beneath the head, the skin smooth and stretched taut.

The sheer reality of it, the overwhelming maleness, made her head spin. There was a musky smell in the air, intimate, animal.

“Oral and manual stimulation,” Dr. Day instructed from somewhere behind her. “Maintain rhythm. Ensure they are fully prepared.”

Melody’s hands shook. She didn’t know where to start. An order was an order.

She reached out tentatively, her fingers brushing Blaine’s hip. He didn’t move. She wrapped her right hand around his shaft. The skin was warm, silken over the iron hardness beneath. With her left hand, she found Caleb, her fingers barely able to meet around his girth. They both felt alive, pulsing with a low heat.

That left Landon, standing directly before her.

She looked up. His gray eyes were a storm, his expression unreadable but intense. His cock stood mere inches from her face. She could see a glistening bead of moisture at the slit. The clean, salty scent of him filled her nostrils.

Her mouth watered traitorously.

She leaned forward, parting her lips. She took the head of Landon’s cock into her mouth.

The taste was clean, slightly salty, uniquely male. The smooth skin gave way to the firm crown. A low, rough sound came from above her, a vibration she felt through his body. Landon. The sound spurred her. She slid her mouth down, taking more of him, her tongue pressing against the sensitive underside. He was big, stretching her lips, filling her mouth. She began to move, a slow, tentative bob of her head.

At the same time, her hands began to move on the other two. She stroked Blaine in a smooth, steady motion, her thumb sliding over his wet tip on the upstroke. On Caleb, her grip was tighter, her strokes shorter, focusing on the friction against his thick shaft. Her world narrowed to touch and taste and rhythm. The slick sounds of her mouth on Landon, the softer glide of her hands, the ragged breaths of the men surrounding her.

She lost herself in the mechanics of it. Suck. Stroke. Twist. Her own arousal, which had been a dormant hum, ignited into a steady flame. The submission, the sheer debasement of being on her knees servicing three men at once, should have horrified her. It did. But beneath the horror, a dark, thrilling current of power surged. She was doing this. She was making these powerful, silent men breathe harder. She was drawing those guttural sounds from Landon’s throat.

She switched her attention, pulling off Landon with a soft pop and turning her head to take Blaine into her mouth. He was smoother, easier to deepthroat. She took him to the back of her throat, suppressing a gag, then drew back, swirling her tongue. Her hand moved to Landon, stroking him in time with her mouth on Blaine, while her other hand continued its work on Caleb.

Cock after cock. Taste after taste. The musk of their skin, the pre-cum slick on her tongue, the solid, living weight in her hands and mouth. It was too much, and yet her body screamed for more. Her own core was soaked, a hot, slick emptiness begging to be filled. Her nipples scraped against the rough hair of Caleb’s thigh as she turned, sending sharp jolts to her clit.

She moved to Caleb next, his thickness a challenge. She could only take the head and part of the shaft, using her tongue to press hard against the frenulum. He grunted, a short, sharp sound, and his hand came down to tangle in her curls, not guiding, just holding. The possessiveness of the gesture made her pussy clench.

Back to Landon. This time, when she took him in, he did guide her. A large hand cupped the back of her head, his fingers threading through her hair. He didn’t force, just held, his hips giving shallow, controlled thrusts into the warm cavern of her mouth. His gaze was heavy on her, watching her lips stretch around him. The intimacy of it, amidst the clinical setting, was devastating.

“Enough.”

Dr. Day’s voice was a crack of ice. Melody jerked back, her lips wet and swollen. The men stilled. Her hands fell away, her arms aching.

“On the bench. Hands and knees.”

Melody crawled the short distance to the padded bench, her body thrumming with unmet need. The leather was cool against her palms and shins. She assumed the position, back arched, head down, presenting herself. Utterly exposed. She heard Dr. Day move, the click of a case opening.

“This will enhance muscular contractions during insemination,” he said, his clinical voice right behind her. “It will also… stimulate.”

Something cold and slick touched her back entrance. She tensed, a flashback to the morning’s violation searing through her. “Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

“Relax, Miss Martin. It is part of the protocol.”

The pressure was insistent, a blunt, cool intrusion. It burned as it stretched her, a sharp, shocking fullness so different from her front. He pushed it deeper, then there was a soft buzz as he turned it on.

The vibration was immediate, a deep, internal thrum that resonated through her pelvis. It wasn’t painful. It was intensely strange, invasive, and within seconds, unbearably erotic. The steady buzz seemed to travel straight to her clit, mingling with the ache of emptiness between her legs. A broken moan escaped her.

“Proceed with donor one.”

Movement behind her. A body, warm and solid, pressed against her back. Hands gripped her hips. It was Blaine. She recognized his leaner frame. The blunt, smooth head of his cock nudged at her soaked entrance. He pushed in without ceremony.

The stretch was glorious. After the artificial fullness of the dildos, the living, heated reality of a man filling her was a relief. He was deep in one long, smooth stroke, burying himself to the hilt. She cried out, the sound muffled against the bench. The vibration from the plug amplified every sensation, making her feel stuffed, electrified.

He started to move. His rhythm was athletic, efficient, powerful pistons of his hips driving into her. Each thrust rocked her forward, the plug shifting inside her, the dual stimulation short-circuiting her thoughts. There was only this: the slap of skin, his ragged breaths, the overwhelming fullness, the buzz building to a fever pitch in her core.

Her own responses were primal, involuntary. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts. Pleasure coiled, tight and hot, deep in her belly. It was different from the orgasm this morning. This was organic, building from the friction of his cock, the mastery of his grip on her hips, the sheer animal coupling of it.

“I’m… I can’t…” she gasped, not knowing what she was saying.

Blaine’s pace increased, becoming punishing, relentless. The sound of their joining was wet, obscene, beautiful. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her with a violence that stole her voice. It was a white-hot detonation that clenched every muscle, that made her see stars behind her closed eyelids. Her inner walls spasmed around his invading length, milking him, pulling him deeper. She shuddered, a continuous, helpless quaking.

As she peaked, he gave one final, deep thrust and held. A hot, liquid pulse erupted inside her, jetting against her deepest part. His seed, joining whatever might already be there from the day before. He groaned, a sound of pure release, and stayed buried as his own tremors subsided.

He pulled out slowly. A warm trickle of their mixed fluids followed his withdrawal, dripping down her inner thigh.

“Donor two.”

Caleb was there before she could recover. Larger, hotter. His hands on her hips were heavier, more possessive. He didn’t guide himself; he just positioned the broad head and drove in.

The stretch was more intense. He was thicker, and she was already sensitive, already stretched from Blaine and the plug. A sharp cry was ripped from her throat. He didn’t pause. He set a deliberate, deep, grinding rhythm. Each thrust seemed to reach a different place, a slower, more profound assault. Where Blaine had been fast and hard, Caleb was slow and devastatingly complete. He filled her utterly, his pubic bone grinding against her ass with every inward push.

The vibration of the plug sang against his movements. The overstimulation was immense. Her recent climax had left her hypersensitive, every nerve ending raw and screaming. Yet, beneath the almost-pain, the pleasure was rebuilding, hotter, darker. He was using her, claiming her in a way that felt fundamental. His silence was more intense than any groan.

One of his hands left her hip and snaked around her stomach, pulling her up so her back pressed against his solid chest. His other hand remained on her hip, anchoring her as he thrust up into her from this new angle. The change hit her cervix, a deep, resonant pleasure-pain that made her gasp. He was so deep. So impossibly deep.

His mouth was near her ear. “Take it,” he muttered, the first words she’d heard from him. The command was gravelly, absolute.

And she did. Her body, traitorous and eager, yielded completely. A second climax, slower but no less powerful, began to gather. It built from the depths he was pounding, a rolling wave of sensation that blurred the lines between pleasure and surrender. She came with a choked sob, her internal muscles fluttering around his massive cock in ragged, desperate clenches.

He followed her over the edge moments later. His thrusts lost their rhythm, becoming erratic, urgent. A hot, second flood filled her, mixing with Blaine’s, a profound sense of being filled beyond capacity. He held her tightly against him as he emptied himself, his breath hot and harsh in her ear.

He withdrew, and she almost collapsed onto the bench, supported only by her trembling arms. She felt drunk, used, overflowing.

“Donor three. Final insemination.”

Landon.

He moved behind her. But he didn’t touch her immediately. She felt his gaze like a physical touch on her sweaty, exposed back, on the cheeks of her ass, on the place where his seed would soon join the others. The anticipation was agonizing.

Then, his hands. They were different. They didn’t just grip. They touched. One palm smoothed over the curve of her hip, warm and surprisingly gentle. The other traced the line of her spine from her neck down to the small of her back. The caress was so at odds with everything that had happened that she flinched.

“Easy,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble.

His touch continued, soothing, exploring. He brushed her tangled curls over one shoulder, exposing her neck. His fingers trailed over her shoulders, down her arms. It was maddening. Her body, already screaming from two orgasms and constant vibration, was hyper-aware of every point of contact. His gentleness was more unsettling, more intimate, than the rough possession of the others.

Finally, his hands settled on her hips. His cock, the one she’d tasted, nudged at her slick, well-used entrance. He pushed in slowly, inch by excruciating inch, letting her feel every millimeter of his invasion. He was big, and she was so full, so sensitized, but the slow stretch was its own kind of exquisite torture. He seated himself fully, his body pressed against her, and stilled.

For a long moment, he just held her there, buried inside her, his breath stirring the hair at her nape. The vibration from the plug hummed between them. Then he began to move.

His rhythm was a masterpiece of control. Slow, deep withdrawals followed by even slower, penetrating thrusts. He focused on the depth, on the friction along her most sensitive inner walls. Each stroke seemed designed to unravel her completely. His hands stayed on her hips, his thumbs rubbing small, circles on her skin.

One of his hands drifted from her hip, around her thigh, and inward. His fingers found her swollen, throbbing clit.

She jerked as if electrocuted. His touch was direct, firm, knowing. He began to rub in time with his thrusts, a perfect, coordinated assault that left her no room to think, only to feel.

“Look at me,” he said, his voice thick.

Dazed, she managed to turn her head to the side. The observation window was dark, but she could see their reflection, faint and ghostly, in the glass. She saw herself on her knees, face flushed, mouth open. She saw Landon behind her, his body moving against hers, his hand working between her legs. The visual, combined with the sensations, was utterly devastating.

The pleasure built not in a wave, but in a rising tide, submerging her by degrees. It was a sweet, aching, impossible build. His cock moving inside her, his fingers stroking her clit, the plug vibrating in her ass—it was too many points of stimulation, too much pleasure to contain. She was babbling, begging, though she didn’t know for what.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his thrusts becoming slightly harder, faster. “Let me feel it.”

Her third orgasm didn’t crash; it unfolded. It bloomed from her core, warm and deep and endless, spreading through her limbs in a cascade of liquid heat. She cried out, a long, keening sound, as her body convulsed around him, milking his cock with violent, involuntary pulses. The world dissolved into sensation: the pulse of his fingers, the throb of his length inside her, the electric buzz filling her from behind.

He held out for three more thrusts, then his control shattered. With a ragged groan, he drove deep and held, his own release jetting into her, a final, hot claim. She felt each spurt, each pulse adding to the incredible, messy fullness inside her.

He stayed there for a moment, his forehead resting between her shoulder blades, his body shuddering against hers. Then, with obvious care, he pulled out.

The immediate emptiness was a shock. Fluids—so many fluids—gushed from her, dripping onto the leather of the bench with a soft patter. She couldn’t move. Her arms gave out and she collapsed onto her side, legs splayed, breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. The plug still vibrated, a now-maddening reminder.

Dr. Day approached. He switched off the plug. The sudden cessation of the buzz was almost as profound as its start. Then, with a gloved hand, he reached between her legs and removed it. The sensation of it sliding out made her whimper.

“Satisfactory,” Dr. Day said, examining the collection of fluids on the bench with a clinical eye. “You may dress.”

The men were already pulling up their sweatpants, turning away, their task complete. They filed out without a backward glance. All except Landon. At the door, he paused and looked back. His gray eyes met hers one more time. His expression was unreadable, but the intensity was still there, now mixed with something else—something like contemplation, or maybe regret. Then he was gone.

Melody lay there, a wreck. Dr. Day handed her her gown. She fumbled it on, the cotton abrading her tender nipples. Her entire lower body felt liquefied, aching, gloriously used. Her mind was a blank slate of physical satiation.

Dr. Day produced another small white pill. Wordlessly, Melody took it, swallowing it dry. It stuck in her throat.

He gestured to the orderly who had appeared silently at the door. “Return her.”

The orderly helped her to her feet. Her legs nearly buckled. She walked, or rather staggered, leaning on his arm, down the hall. The clinic was a blur. The other girls in the day room glanced up as she passed. She didn’t care what they saw, what they knew.

Her room. The door closed. The silence enveloped her.

She sank onto the bed, not lying down, just sitting on the edge, staring at the opposite wall. The physical echoes of the session played on a loop in her nerves: the feel of Landon’s cock in her mouth, the pounding fullness of Blaine and Caleb, the shocking gentleness of Landon’s hands, the devastating synergy of his final thrusts and his fingers on her clit.

But beyond the physical, a new thought, cold and clear, cut through the fog of pleasure.

Why are they here?

The men. Blaine, Caleb, Landon. They weren’t machines. They were human. They had reactions. Landon’s gaze, his touch, his final look… there was a person in there. Did they volunteer for this? Were they paid? Or were they, like her, trapped here by some twist of fate, some legal leverage, trading their seed for their freedom?

The thought was unsettling. It made the whole transaction feel less clinical, more… human. More dangerous.

What were their stories?

6 - THROUGH THE VENT

The morning light was a pale, forgiving gray through the wire-glass window. Melody woke not to a shock, but to a deep, pervasive ache. It was a full-body memory, etched into her muscles and sinews. Her breasts felt heavy, tender. Between her legs was a familiar, swollen tenderness, a testament to the thorough use of the day before. She lay still for a long time, listening to the hum of the clinic, trying to separate the shame from the dark, lingering thrill that still simmered in her veins.

The heavy door unlocked at the same precise time as every morning. Brandi entered, her expression its usual placid mask.

“Breakfast,” she said, her voice a quiet command.

She led Melody down the sterile hallway to the day room, where they joined the line to grab their trays. They sat down at a table to eat, the silence of the room punctuated only by the rhythmic clinking of utensils against trays.

Melody watched Brandi, the way she moved with a quiet economy, as if conserving energy. The question from last night burned on her tongue.

“The men,” Melody said finally, her voice low. “Blaine. Caleb. Landon. Where do they… live?”

Brandi’s fork paused halfway to her mouth. She set it down carefully. “They have a dormitory. Upstairs from ours.”

“So we never see them? Except for…” Melody trailed off, her cheeks warming.

“Except for the procedures,” Brandi finished, her tone flat. “No. Contact is prohibited. Prevents… complications.”

“Complications,” Melody echoed. She thought of Landon’s hand on her hip, his murmured “easy,” the look in his eyes. That felt like a complication. “Are they like us? Did they get a choice?”

Brandi looked down at her food, pushing a piece of carrot around the plate. “We all got a choice, Melody. The same one.” She looked up, her gaze direct. “Don’t wonder about them. It doesn’t help. Just follow the protocol.”

But the rebellion that had gotten Melody into this mess was a stubborn, living thing. Contact prohibited. The words were like a dare. After they finished breakfast, Melody went back to her room, her mind racing. Upstairs. Her eyes scanned the ceiling, the walls. There, in the wall above the toilet, was a standard ventilation grate, about eight inches square.

A slow, reckless smile spread across her face. If she wasn’t supposed to talk to them, she damn well was going to try.

She climbed up on the toilet. Standing on it, she could just reach the grate.

“Hello?” she called, her voice echoing faintly in the metal ductwork. “Can anyone hear me?”

Silence. Then, the scuff of a shoe, the sound magnified and distorted by the ducts.

“Who’s that?” a male voice came back, muffled but clear. It was a low baritone, familiar in a way that made her stomach flip.

“Melody. From downstairs.” She swallowed, her heart hammering. “Is that… Landon?”

A pause. “Yeah. It’s Landon.”

A jolt of pure, undiluted excitement shot through her. She hadn’t realized how much she’d wanted it to be him. “You’re upstairs?”

“Looks that way. You’re not supposed to be talking to me, you know.”

“I’m not supposed to do a lot of things,” she shot back, a grin in her voice. “How did you get here? Really.”

His sigh traveled down the duct, a weary sound. “Same story as everyone else. Got caught. B and E. Burglary. Me and my partner, we were hittin’ houses in Lake County, the rich neighborhoods. Makin’ a lot of cash. We got arrested. He snitched. I was twenty-two, facing eight years in prison. They offered this… alternative.” His voice hardened. “Said I had the right genetics. Good sperm count, good health. Become a ‘bull.’ Do my ‘service.’ Record gets wiped. I’d be an idiot to say no, right?”

Melody’s throat tightened. He was just like her. The same trap, just a different bait. “Yeah. I mean…”

Melody’s throat tightened. He was just like her. The same trap, just a different bait. “Yeah. I mean…”

“How’d you get here?” he asked, his voice a gravelly rasp against the metal of the vent.

“Got caught with cocaine.”

“I’m not surprised. You’ve got that look. Reckless. Like you’re running towards a cliff just to see what’s at the bottom,” he said, and she could almost hear the wry twist of his lips.

The accuracy of it stole her breath. They talked then, in hushed, hurried tones. He was from the city, raised in a series of foster homes after his mom split. He learned to pick locks before he learned long division. She told him about her dead-end town, her checked-out parents, the endless, screaming boredom that the coke had momentarily silenced. They talked about stupid things, too—music they missed, the terrible clinic food, the weird, constant hum in the walls. For an hour, the vent wasn’t a duct; it was a lifeline. She felt more human, more seen, than she had since she arrived.

“I should go,” he said, reluctance coloring his words. “They’re about to do a headcount. But… this was good. Talking to you.”

“Yeah,” she whispered, her chest aching with a strange, sweet fullness. “It was.”

“Maybe… tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow,” she agreed before stepping down off the toilet.

She was still smiling, the first real smile in days, when her door hissed open. Dr. Day stood there. Her heart pounded against her ribs. Had he heard them talking?

“Miss Martin.” His voice was calm, but it carried a finality that froze her blood. “It is time for your morning treatment.”

The smile died. She followed him without a word.

He led her not to the Breeding Room or the Milking Room, but to a smaller, more intensely clinical space. It was dominated by a large, padded exam chair, like something from a dentist’s office, but more robust. It had heavy, leather-padded restraints for wrists, ankles, and across the torso. A bright, articulating lamp was mounted above it.

“Undress, please,” Dr. Day said, his back to her as he prepared instruments on a stainless steel tray.

Her fingers trembled as she untied the gown and let it fall. The air was cool, raising goosebumps on her skin. She stood naked, exposed under the harsh light.

“In the chair. Recline fully.”

She climbed onto the cool leather, lying back. The position was vulnerable, her legs falling open slightly. He approached, his movements efficient. First, the ankle restraints, buckled snugly. Then the wrists, fastened to armrests. Finally, the broad strap across her torso, pinning her down. She was immobilized, completely at his mercy.

He stood between her splayed legs, looking down at her with that detached, analytical gaze. “Today’s treatment focuses on pelvic floor elasticity. To maximize receptivity and ensure deep penetration during insemination events. The goal is to stretch the vaginal canal and surrounding musculature beyond its normal tolerance.”

A cold dread pooled in her stomach. “Stretch?”

“Manual dilation,” he clarified, as if discussing a minor adjustment. He pulled on a pair of thin, latex gloves. The snap of the elastic was obscenely loud. “Relaxation is key. Tension will cause discomfort. I will help you relax.”

His gloved hands went to her inner thighs, pushing them wider, opening her completely to the light and his view. She squeezed her eyes shut, humiliation a hot wave over her skin.

Then his right thumb found her clitoris.

It was a direct, deliberate touch. Not a caress, but a firm, circling pressure. A sharp gasp tore from her lips. Her eyes flew open. He was watching her face, his expression clinically interested.

He continued the slow, relentless circles. “Clitoral stimulation is the most efficient method to achieve the necessary physical state.”

Efficient. Necessary. The words were cold, but the effect of his touch was anything but. A treacherous warmth began to spread from the point of contact, a slow, molten seep that ignored her mind’s revulsion. Her body, well-trained now by the clinic’s ruthless curriculum, responded. She felt herself softening, growing wet. A faint, slick sound accompanied the motion of his thumb.

“See?” he said, a note of satisfaction in his voice. “The body understands its function.”

Shame burned alongside the building arousal. She tried to tense, to resist the unwelcome pleasure, but her muscles simply wouldn’t obey. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk upwards, seeking more pressure.

He noted it. “Good.”

His left hand joined, his fingers sliding through her folds, gathering the wetness she was so helplessly producing. He coated two fingers liberally, then pressed them against her entrance.

“One,” he stated.

The first finger slid in easily, a smooth, deep penetration. It was nothing; she was already loose from the previous day’s activities. He moved it slowly, in and out, crooking it to press against her upper wall. The dual stimulation—the insistent circles on her clit and the steady penetration—was maddening. Her breathing grew ragged, shallow. The restraint across her chest felt suddenly tight.

“Two.”

A second finger joined the first, stretching her more noticeably. The fullness was immediate, a sweet, deep pressure. He scissored them gently, stretching the walls laterally. A low moan escaped her before she could bite it back. Her head thrashed on the headrest. This was wrong. This was a medical violation. So why did her back arch, why did her heels push against the restraints, why was a hot, pooling sensation of pure want gathering in her core?

“You are remarkably responsive,” Dr. Day observed, his voice still calm, as if commenting on a lab specimen. “It will make the process more effective.”

“Three.”

The third finger was a challenge. The stretch became a burning, delicious strain. He worked them in slowly, patiently, until his knuckles were pressed against her. He held them there, deep, letting her feel the incredible fullness. Then he began a slow, pistoning motion, the three fingers moving in unison, stroking deep inside her. The sound was lewd, wet, undeniable. Her clit was a hard, throbbing knot under his thumb, each circle sending electric shocks straight to the root of her spine.

Pleasure coiled, tight and insistent. She was panting, her breasts rising and falling rapidly. The clinical setting, the restraints, his detached demeanor—it all should have sterilized the act. Instead, it intensified it. There was no pretense of romance, no illusion of mutual desire. This was pure, raw physiology, and her body was singing its primal song.

“Four.”

The fourth finger was an invasion. The stretch was intense, bordering on painful, but the thick slickness of her arousal and the relentless stimulation of her clit transformed the pain into a sharp, breathtaking edge of sensation. She was so full. So impossibly full. He worked the four fingers deep, his thumb still circling, circling, a relentless metronome driving her higher.

Her world narrowed to the nexus between her legs. To the incredible stretch, the deep, penetrating strokes, the brilliant, focused fire on her clit. The orgasm built not as a wave, but as a tectonic pressure, shifting, building, undeniable. She was babbling, “Please, please, please,” though she didn’t know what she was begging for—to stop or to never stop.

“And now,” Dr. Day said, his voice cutting through her haze, “the full hand. For maximum dilation.”

No. The thought was a flash of panic. It won’t fit.

But his four fingers withdrew slightly, then pressed back in, his thumb tucking down, aligning. He turned his hand, making a gentle fist. With steady, inexorable pressure, he began to push.

The stretch was monumental. It was a burning, overwhelming fullness that erased every other thought. She screamed, a short, sharp sound that echoed off the tiled walls. Her body strained against the restraints, back bowing off the chair. It felt like she was being split open, remade.

And then, the widest part of his knuckles slipped past her entrance.

He was inside her. His entire hand, buried to the wrist.

The sensation was beyond anything she had ever conceived. It was a total, absolute fullness. She could feel the shape of his hand inside her, a solid, occupying presence that touched everything, filled every crevice. The initial burn subsided, replaced by a deep, profound, and shockingly erotic pressure. She felt stuffed, impossibly stretched, utterly possessed.

He began to move. Gentle, shallow thrusts of his wrist, his fist moving within her. The latex of the glove provided a subtle, thrilling texture. The movement shifted his knuckles against her most sensitive internal spots, each tiny motion amplified a thousandfold by the sheer size of the intrusion.

His thumb, now inside her, was positioned perfectly. With each inward push, it rubbed directly over a spot deep inside that made her vision blur. The focused stimulation on her clit was gone, but it didn’t matter. The internal massage was all-consuming.

“Observe the muscular accommodation,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. “Excellent elasticity.”

She was beyond words, beyond thought. She was a vessel of pure sensation. The pressure built again, deeper this time, originating from the core of where he filled her. It was a slow, tectonic rising. Her cries were continuous now, sharp, animal sounds she didn’t recognize as her own. Her hips rocked futilely against the restraint, trying to meet the thrusts of his wrist, to take him even deeper.

He increased the pace slightly, the thrusts becoming more deliberate. The wet, squelching sounds filled the room. She was drenched, her arousal leaking around the tight seal of his wrist.

The climax, when it broke, was cataclysmic.

It didn’t peak; it erupted. A violent, convulsive release that ripped through her with the force of a detonation. Her body locked, every muscle seizing. A guttural scream was torn from her throat. And then, a hot, rushing gush of fluid erupted from her, a torrent that soaked his wrist, his arm, the chair beneath her, with a force that shocked her. It wasn’t a trickle. It was a release, a squirting orgasm that left her trembling, boneless, gasping for air as if she’d been drowning.

He held his hand still inside her as she pulsed and quaked around him, milking the last aftershocks from her spent body. Only when the final tremor subsided did he slowly, carefully, withdraw his hand.

The sense of emptiness was immediate and profound, a cool, hollow ache. She felt gaping open, used, utterly spent. Fluids dripped from her, a warm stream onto the leather.

Dr. Day stepped back, examining his gloved hand, which glistened in the light. He gave a short, approving nod. “Adequate.”

He unbuckled the restraints with swift, practiced motions. The blood rushed back to her limbs with a painful tingling. He handed her a stack of rough paper towels and her gown.

“Clean yourself. Dress.”

She moved robotically, wiping the evidence of her shocking release from her thighs, from the chair. Her hands shook so badly she could barely tie the gown. Her legs felt like water. The place between her legs throbbed with a deep, hollow, satisfied ache.

An orderly appeared. Dr. Day gave a dismissive wave. “Return her to her room. She is to rest.”

The walk back was a blur. She leaned heavily on the orderly, her mind a blank, white static. Only when her door closed, locking her in the familiar silence, did the thoughts begin to trickle back.

The violation had been absolute. Yet, her body hummed with a satiated glow that felt like betrayal. And cutting through the confusion was a single, shining thread: Landon. His voice in the vent. His story.

That night, after the clinic’s lights dimmed to their nighttime glow, she climbed back up on the toilet. She didn’t have to call out.

“You there?” His voice came, a quiet rumble in the dark.

“Yeah.” She curled up on the table beneath the opening, hugging her knees. “It was a bad day.”

“Tell me.”

And she did. Not the clinical details, but the feeling of it. The helplessness, the shocking intensity, the shameful, overwhelming pleasure. She spoke in a whisper, the vent carrying her confession up to him.

“He’s breaking you in,” Landon said after a long silence, his voice grim. “Like you’re a damn horse. Making you pliant.”

“Is that what they did to you?”

A bitter laugh. “In a different way. They break your mind. Make you think this is just a job. That you’re not a person using another person.”

“But you are a person,” she insisted, her heart aching.

“So are you,” he said softly. “Don’t let them make you forget that, Melody.”

They talked for hours. Not about the clinic, but about after. He wanted to go west, see the ocean. She’d never seen it either. They imagined a small apartment, one with windows that opened, a kitchen that smelled like real food. They talked about stupid, normal things—what kind of dog they’d get, whether they liked hiking. It was a shared dream, fragile and beautiful, woven there in the dark through a metal duct.

“When we get out of here,” she whispered, the words a promise, a prayer.

“When we get out of here,” he echoed, his voice full of a conviction that warmed her from the inside. “We’ll find each other. First thing.”

“First thing,” she agreed, a smile touching her lips.

7 - STORMY GRAY EYES

The day room’s artificial light was a flat, cheerless yellow. Melody sat at one of the round tables, picking at the edge of a plastic placemat. The space was quiet, just the low murmur of a wall-mounted television playing a nature documentary about penguins. Brandi sat across from her, methodically folding a paper napkin into smaller and smaller squares.

The silence stretched, but it felt different today. Less empty, more loaded. Melody watched Brandi’s slender fingers, the careful precision of her movements. This was a woman who had learned to make order out of chaos, one tiny fold at a time.

“What did you want to be when you grew up?” Melody asked, the question feeling absurd the moment it left her lips.

A faint, almost invisible smile touched Brandi’s mouth. She didn’t look up from her napkin. “I wanted to be a kindergarten teacher. When I was little.”

The honesty was disarming. Melody leaned forward, elbows on the table. “What happened?”

Brandi’s folding paused. Her soft, tired eyes lifted to meet Melody’s. They held a lifetime of distance. “The usual story. Bad home. Ran away at sixteen. Met a man who said he’d take care of me.” She said the last part with a flat, practiced cadence, like reciting a grocery list. “He did, for a while. Then the care had a price. Then the price was everything.”

Melody’s throat tightened. She thought of her own checked-out parents, the screaming silence of her house. A different kind of abandonment, but abandonment all the same. “A pimp.”

Brandi gave a single, slow nod. The napkin was now a dense, star-shaped lump. “Cold street corners. Hungry nights. The kind of men who make Dr. Day seem like a nice guy.” She trailed off, her gaze drifting to the window and the manicured, meaningless garden beyond. “You learn to go somewhere else. In your head. While it’s happening.”

A cold knot formed in Melody’s stomach. The clinic, with its sterile sheets and regimented meals, its clinical violations… to Brandi, it wasn’t a horror. It was a step up. “And then you got arrested.”

“Solicitation. Loitering. The judge said jail or… this.” Finally, Brandi looked directly at her, and for a fleeting second, the placid mask slipped, revealing a stark, raw truth. “Here, I’m warm. I’m fed. The clothes are clean. The men…” She glanced toward the ceiling, toward the separate wing. “They do a job. They don’t hate me while they do it. They don’t leave bruises.” She unfolded the napkin, smoothing the creases with her palm, a futile attempt to erase them. “And there’s a number at the end. A million dollars. It’s a trade. My body, for a future where my body is my own again.”

Melody absorbed the words. The logic was air-tight, born of a desperation she could only glimpse. Her own rebellion had been a search for feeling, for escape from numbness. Brandi’s was a search for basic safety, for a ceasefire in a war she’d been losing since girlhood. For the first time, Melody didn’t see a placid robot. She saw a survivor, making the only calculation that offered a sliver of hope.

“I get it,” Melody whispered, and she meant it.

Brandi’s eyes searched her face, as if looking for mockery. Finding none, she gave another small, tight nod. “Don’t fight it, Melody. It only makes it hurt more. Just let it happen. Your body knows what to do. Let it do its job, collect your money, and move on.”

The advice was grim, pragmatic. It clashed violently with the secret thrill humming in Melody’s veins—the vent, Landon’s voice, the promise of something more than a transaction. She filed Brandi’s story away, a piece of the clinic’s dark mosaic, but she didn’t mention the grate in her room. Trust was still a currency she couldn’t afford to spend.

The morning bled into a quiet lunch. The afternoon medication came—the small white pill to keep her lactating, to keep her body in its fertile, receptive state. She swallowed it dry, the chalky taste a familiar ghost on her tongue.

She was just beginning to wonder if the day would pass without a “procedure” when the door hissed open. Dr. Day stood there, his blue eyes scanning the day room and landing on her with the precision of a laser sight.

“Miss Martin. With me.”

No explanation. No preamble. Melody stood, her legs only trembling a little. She caught Brandi’s eye for a second. Then Melody followed the sweep of Dr. Day’s white coat out into the hall, toward the Breeding Room.

The familiar antiseptic scent was there, but underneath it was something else—a faint, clean smell of leather. The room was configured differently. The padded bench was pushed against a wall. In the center of the room, suspended from a heavy-duty hook in the ceiling, hung a sex swing. It was made of wide, black nylon straps, forming a seat and leg rests, with adjustable buckles at the ends. It swung slightly, empty, a silent promise of vulnerability.

The men were already there, standing in a line against the far wall. Blaine, his golden hair bright under the lights, his expression its usual mask of detached readiness. Caleb, his muscular frame looking even more imposing in the simple gray sweatpants, his gaze watchful, intense. And Landon. His gray eyes locked onto hers, and for a fraction of a second, they blazed with an emotion that was anything but detached. It was a flash of recognition, of shared secrecy, of a simmering anger that mirrored her own. Then it was gone, shuttered behind a neutral mask as professional as the others. But she’d seen it. The connection crackled between them, invisible and electric.

“Disrobe,” Dr. Day said, his voice cutting through the thick air.

Her fingers went to the ties of her gown. This ritual of exposure never got easier, but a strange defiance fueled her today. She untied the back, letting the thin cotton slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. She stood naked before the four men, the air cool on her skin, her heart hammering against her ribs. She kept her chin up, her eyes fixed on a point on the wall above Dr. Day’s head.

But before she could move toward the swing, Dr. Day turned to a small trolley. On it lay a flogger. The falls were long, slender strips of black leather, perhaps two dozen of them, gathered into a firm handle. He picked it up, testing the weight in his hand. The leather strands whispered against each other.

“Arousal is multifaceted,” he stated, his clinical tone making the words even more grotesque. “Pain receptors, when activated correctly, can heighten sensitivity and increase blood flow to the genital region.”

Melody’s blood ran cold. No. The word screamed in her head.

“Assume the position. Bend over the bench. Hands flat on the padding.”

Her body refused to move. Her feet were roots in the polished linoleum.

“Now, Miss Martin.” The command left no room for debate.

A low sound, almost a growl, came from the line of men. Her eyes darted to Landon. His jaw was clenched so tight a muscle jumped in his cheek. His fists were balled at his sides. He looked furious, a volcano barely contained. He took half a step forward, then stopped, his chest heaving. The system held him, too.

Trembling violently, Melody walked to the padded bench. She leaned over it, the vinyl cool against her stomach and breasts. She placed her palms flat, spreading her legs for balance. The position presented her bare back, her buttocks, completely to the room. Humiliation burned through her, a blush that felt like fire from her scalp to her heels.

She heard the swish of the flogger through the air a moment before the first impact.

It wasn’t a hard strike. It was a medium, stinging slap across the upper swell of her rear. The sound was a sharp, percussive thwap. The sensation was a bright, hot line of pain that instantly dissolved into a spreading, tingling warmth. She jerked, a gasp punching from her lungs.

“Hold position,” Dr. Day instructed calmly.

The second strike landed lower, overlapping the first. Thwap. The pain was sharper this time, a bite that made her toes curl. But again, as the initial shock faded, it left behind a strange, glowing heat. Her skin felt alive, hyper-aware.

The third strike came on the opposite cheek. Thwap. She flinched, a small cry escaping her. The pain was real, stinging, but beneath it, a treacherous current of something else began to stir. Her breathing grew ragged. Each impact sent a jolt through her, a vibration that resonated deep in her core. The shame was excruciating, but her body, that traitorous vessel, was responding. A faint slickness began to gather between her legs.

Dr. Day delivered a dozen strokes in a slow, rhythmic pattern, crisscrossing her backside from shoulders to thighs. The pain built, a cumulative fire, but so did the other sensation—a deep, throbbing arousal that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. By the tenth stroke, she was panting, her knuckles white where she gripped the bench. Her skin felt flushed, sensitized, every nerve ending singing. The hollow ache of desire was now a demanding presence.

He stopped. The silence was heavy, broken only by her rough breaths. Her entire rear end burned with a fierce, glowing heat.

“Good.” He set the flogger aside. “Now, into the swing.”

Legs shaky, she pushed herself upright. She didn’t dare look at the men, especially Landon. She could feel his furious gaze like a physical touch. She walked to the center of the room. Dr. Day held the swing steady. She climbed into the nylon seat, her weight causing it to dip. She placed her legs in the leg rests. She was suspended, her spread legs elevated, her most intimate parts utterly exposed and accessible. The swing turned slightly with her movement, a gentle, helpless rotation.

“Proceed,” Dr. Day said, stepping back to observe.

Blaine was first. He shed his sweatpants, his erection already thick and ready. He approached without ceremony, his bright blue eyes on the target, not her face. He positioned himself between her dangling legs, gripped her hips to still the swing’s gentle sway, and with one solid thrust, he was inside her.

The penetration was shocking, not from resistance—she was wet, open from the flogging’s perverse priming—but from the immediacy. There was no preamble, no touch, no kiss. Just the blunt, forceful entry of a man doing a job. He fucked her with a steady, mechanical rhythm, his hips pistoning against her suspended body. Each drive pushed the swing back, then she’d sway forward into the next thrust. The motion was relentless, rhythmic. The leather straps creaked softly.

Her mind tried to retreat, to go somewhere else as Brandi had described. But her body was anchored in the sensation. The flogged skin of her rear stretched and burned with each impact against his pelvis. The deep, full feeling of him moving inside her stoked the fire the pain had lit. A low, involuntary moan vibrated in her throat. Her nipples, exposed to the cool air, hardened into tight points. She was being used, publicly, clinically, and a part of her was dissolving into the sheer physical reality of it. Pleasure, sharp and undeniable, began to coil at the base of her spine.

Blaine’s breathing grew harsh. His rhythm faltered, became faster, more urgent. With a grunt, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding into her. He held there for a moment, pulsing, then withdrew, glistening and spent. He stepped back, wiping his brow, his expression unchanged.

Caleb was already moving forward. He was bigger, thicker. Where Blaine’s pace had been metronomic, Caleb’s presence was possessive. He didn’t just enter her; he took ownership. His large hands gripped the straps near her hips, his tanned, powerful frame looming over her. He pushed in, and the stretch was more pronounced, a delicious, burning fullness that made her cry out. His eyes, dark and intense, watched her face as he moved, a deep, rolling thrust that seemed to reach a place the others hadn’t.

He mixed Blaine’s seed inside her with his own deep, penetrating strokes. The wet, sloshing sounds were obscene. Caleb fucked her like he was marking territory, each thrust a deliberate, powerful claim. The swing jerked with his force. The pleasure built higher, tighter. She was panting, her head thrown back, her back arching against the restraints. She was close, so close, teetering on the edge of a climax just from the overwhelming fullness and the raw, physical dominance of his use of her.

With a final, grinding push, he emptied himself inside her, a hot, additional flood that tipped her over. A broken cry tore from her as a sharp, stunning orgasm ripped through her. It was intense, convulsive, her inner muscles clenching wildly around him as he finished. He held still, letting her ride it out against him, before pulling out with a soft, wet sound. He gave her a long, unreadable look before turning away.

The swing spun gently. She was dazed, humming with aftershocks, filled with two loads of cum. Her body was a live wire of sensation.

Then Landon was there.

He moved differently. There was a contained violence in his stride. His gray eyes, when they met hers, were filled with that same fury she’d seen earlier, but now it was mixed with a heat that had nothing to do with anger. He unbuckled his pants, freeing his erection, which was thick, veins standing in relief. He didn’t look at Dr. Day. He looked only at her.

He moved between her legs, his hands coming up to cradle her face for a breathtaking second, his thumbs stroking her cheeks. It was a gesture of startling tenderness amidst the violation. A silent message: I see you. This is for us.

Then his hands slid down to her hips, steadying the swing. He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her slick, used entrance. He didn’t shove. He pushed forward with a slow, inexorable pressure, sliding into the wet, welcoming heat, through the mixed seed of the other men, until he was fully seated, buried to the root.

A ragged sigh escaped them both. His eyes held hers, a gray storm locked onto her green. This is different, they said. This is real.

He began to move. Not with Blaine’s mechanics or Caleb’s possessive drive. His rhythm was deep, passionate, almost furious. Each thrust was a hard, deliberate pound that drove the swing back, each retreat a sweet, aching emptiness before the next deep, claiming stroke. He was fucking her, yes, but he was connecting with her. His gaze never wavered. She could see the conflict in him—the rage at the circumstance, the raw, desperate desire for her, the man breaking through the “bull.”

The feel of him was everything. The friction, the perfect stretch, the way his pelvis ground against her clit with every deep drive. The climax she’d just had was a mere tremor compared to the earthquake building now. It started in her core, a white-hot coil of pleasure pulled taut by every thrust. Her breath came in sobs. “Landon,” she whispered, the name a secret in the clinical air.

He heard it. His eyes flared. His pace increased, becoming harder, faster, more desperate. The swing creaked in protest. She was utterly lost in him, in the feel of his body claiming hers, in the silent conversation of their locked gaze. The outside world—Dr. Day, the room, the reason they were here—melted away. There was only the sweat-slick slide of skin on skin, the slap of his body against hers, the overwhelming, consuming sensation of being filled by him.

The orgasm didn’t build; it detonated. It erupted from that deep, secret place his cock was pounding, flooding her system with a paralyzing wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy. Her body bowed against the straps, a silent scream on her lips as she convulsed around him, her inner muscles milking him violently. The intensity was blinding, all-consuming.

It triggered his own release. With a choked, guttural groan, he drove into her one last, deep time and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, powerful pulses of his cum joining the others, a final, intimate claim. He collapsed forward slightly, his forehead resting against hers, their ragged breaths mingling, his body still shuddering inside hers.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, suspended in the aftermath, a bubble of stolen intimacy in the heart of the machine.

“Enough.” Dr. Day’s voice was a bucket of ice water.

Landon’s eyes closed in a spasm of frustration. He slowly, reluctantly, withdrew from her. The sense of loss was physical, a cold, aching emptiness. He buckled his pants without looking at her again, his face a stone mask once more, and fell back into line.

Dr. Day approached, unbuckling the ankle and wrist cuffs. Melody’s limbs felt like rubber. He helped her, almost gently, out of the swing. Her legs nearly buckled. Fluids trickled down her inner thigh. She stood, naked, trembling, utterly spent.

“Dress,” he said, handing her her gown.

She pulled it on, the thin cotton doing nothing to hide her shivers or the warm, sticky evidence between her legs. Dr. Day took a small paper cup from his pocket, holding out another white pill.

“Your hormonal levels are optimal. Conception is statistically likely after today’s session.” He watched her swallow it. “You will be pregnant soon, Miss Martin. The primary objective is within reach.”

The words were a cold anchor, dragging her back from the passionate haze Landon had created. She was a vessel, a soon-to-be incubator. The dream of an apartment by the ocean seemed to recede, replaced by the swelling reality of a clinic-mandated pregnancy.

An orderly entered. Dr. Day nodded. “Return her to her room. She requires rest.”

The walk was a blur. Every step sent a tender, aching reminder through her well-used body. But her mind was not on the ache. It was replaying the look in Landon’s eyes, the feel of his hands on her face, the searing connection as he came inside her. It was illicit, dangerous, and it felt like the only real thing in this entire hellish place.

Back in her room, the silence was deafening. She lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling, but she didn’t see the acoustic tiles. She saw stormy gray eyes. She touched her own cheek, where his thumb had been.

As night fell and the clinic settled into its nocturnal hum, energy buzzed under her skin. She waited until the hall lights dimmed to their dim blue glow. Then she moved the toilet, climbed up, and leaned into the dark mouth of the vent.

She didn’t speak. She just listened.

After a minute, his voice came, low and tense. “Melody.”

“I’m here.”

A long exhale traveled down the duct. “What he did… with that fucking thing. I wanted to put him through the wall.”

The ferocity in his whisper sent a thrill through her. “I know. I saw you.”

“It’s not just a job,” he said, the words bursting out as if he’d been holding them back all day. “Not with you. It’s… it’s something else. And this place… I can’t do this anymore. Watch them do that to you. Be a part of it.”

Her heart clenched. “What are you saying?”

“I’m saying we have to get out. Not when the program ends. Now.”

The word hung in the dusty air between them. Escape. It was the fantasy they’d woven, but now he was making it a plan. Reality crashed in—the fences, the keycards, the orderlies, the felony warrants that would activate the second they stepped off the property.

“We’d be fugitives,” she whispered, the fear cold and sharp. “They’d come looking. We could never stop running.”

“We’re not free now,” he countered, his voice urgent. “We’re livestock. You heard him. You’ll be pregnant soon. Then what? You think it gets better? You think they just let you go? This is a life sentence with a fancy paycheck.” He paused, and his next words were softer, but carried the weight of a vow. “I can’t leave you here, Melody. I won’t. I’ll get you out. I know how to move unseen. I know how to get past locks. We just need a chance. A moment.”

His conviction was a magnet, pulling at her own desperate hope. The image of the ocean, their apartment, a life where her body was her own… it fought against the terror of the unknown. He was offering not just escape, but escape with him. The man whose touch felt like a promise.

“It’s crazy,” she breathed.

“It’s the only thing that makes sense,” he said. “Trust me.”

8 - A DESPERATE PLAN

The thin light of morning painted her room in shades of institutional gray. Melody woke not to an alarm, but to the familiar, deep ache between her legs, a persistent souvenir from the day before. The memory of the swing, of Landon’s eyes holding hers as he moved inside her, flooded back with a warmth that battled the soreness. She touched her lower lip, half-expecting to feel the ghost of his breath.

Breakfast was the usual silent affair in the day room—rubbery eggs, dry toast, a carton of milk. Brandi sat across from Melody, and their eyes met over the rims of their juice cups. No words were needed. A silent understanding had settled between them, a fragile bridge built on shared survival. Melody found a strange comfort in it. For the first time since arriving, she didn’t feel entirely alone in her skin.

She was just swallowing the last of her milk when the door sighed open. Dr. Day stood there, his silvered hair immaculate, his blue eyes finding her instantly. The air in the room seemed to thin.

“Miss Martin. Milking Room. Now.”

The toast turned to dust in her mouth. She set her fork down, the clatter too loud in the quiet room. She stood, her gown whispering against her thighs. She didn’t look at Brandi as she passed, but she felt the other woman’s gaze, a silent anchor.

The walk to the Milking Room was a short, familiar journey through sterile halls. Her heart began a slow, heavy drumbeat against her ribs. The door, with its laser-printed label, swung open at Dr. Day’s keycard. The cold, antiseptic air washed over her, carrying the faint, clean scent of stainless steel and plastic.

The chair sat in the center of the small room, a throne of humiliation. The collection jars, the tubes, the console with its soft green lights—it was all as she remembered. But today, the routine felt charged, the silence more profound.

“Disrobe,” Dr. Day said, his back to her as he adjusted a setting on the machine.

Her fingers went to the ties at her neck. The cotton gown, her only constant, fell away. The cool air pebbled her skin, her nipples tightening instantly. She stood naked, arms hanging at her sides, staring at the patterns in the linoleum floor.

“Sit.”

She moved to the chair, the vinyl cold and unyielding against her bare back and thighs. He turned, his clinical gaze sweeping over her. He picked up the first strap, a wide band of padded leather. He leaned over her, his scent a mix of clean laundry and something sharper, like ozone. He secured the strap across her waist, buckling it snugly. The pressure was firm, inescapable. He moved to her left wrist, pulling her arm to the side of the chair and fastening it down. Then her right. The restraints weren’t cruel, but they were absolute. She was pinned, spread, utterly vulnerable.

He stood back, looking at her. His eyes lingered on her breasts, which felt heavy, sensitive. The lactation pills did their work well.

“Optimal fullness,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

Then, instead of reaching for the suction cups, he stepped closer. He placed his hands on the arms of the chair, caging her in, and leaned down. His face was inches from her chest. Melody froze, her breath catching in a silent knot.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t explain. He simply lowered his head and took her left nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was a lightning strike of shock. Warm, wet suction. The soft, insistent pressure of his tongue. A sharp, sweet pull that went straight from her breast to the pit of her stomach. She jerked against the restraints, a gasp tearing from her.

He suckled, firmly, his eyes closed in concentration. It’s a clinical act, she told herself. He’s testing the milk, assessing flow. But the feeling… it was nothing like the cold, mechanical pull of the machine. This was intimate, primal. A hot, rhythmic tug that sent jolts of electricity sparking through her nerves. Her back arched, pushing her breast deeper into his mouth. A low, treacherous moan vibrated in her throat.

He switched to the other breast, his mouth latching on with the same deliberate intensity. His hand came up to cradle the weight of her breast, his thumb stroking the underside. The dual sensation—the pulling of his mouth, the rough pad of his thumb on her sensitive skin—made her head fall back against the chair. Her eyes squeezed shut. Shame burned her cheeks, but it was a distant fire, drowned out by the rushing wave of physical response. A deep, throbbing warmth awakened between her legs, a slow, honeyed ache that spread through her pelvis.

He drank, swallowing audibly. The soft, wet sounds filled the silent room. Her milk was warm, sweet on his tongue, and the knowledge that he was consuming it, that her body was providing this for him, twisted the shame into something darker, more potent. Her hips shifted minutely on the vinyl seat, seeking friction. She was wet, a slick, undeniable heat gathering at her core.

After what felt like an eternity, he pulled away. Her nipple, wet and glistening, popped free with a soft, obscene sound. He straightened, wiping a trace of white from the corner of his mouth with his thumb. His piercing blue eyes met hers. They were calm, analytical, but in their depths, she saw a flicker of something else. A predatory satisfaction.

“Delicious,” he said, his voice slightly huskier than before.

Her body screamed at the loss of contact, a hollow, aching want left in its place. With efficient movements, he took the cool, silicone suction cups and placed them over her nipples. He turned to the machine. The familiar mechanical pull began, a rhythmic, insistent vacuum. Her milk, warmed by his mouth, began to flow, tracing thin white paths through the clear tubes toward the waiting jars.

The clinical part of the session had begun. But her body was already singing a different tune. The arousal he’d stoked didn’t subside; it simmered, a low burn beneath the mechanical sensation. She watched the milk pulse, her breathing still uneven.

Then Dr. Day’s hands went to his belt.

Melody’s eyes widened. This wasn’t part of the procedure. The other men were for breeding. This was… something else.

The buckle clicked open. The zipper rasped in the quiet. He pushed his trousers and briefs down just enough to free himself. And he was… big. Thick and long, already fully erect, the head flushed a dark, ruddy color. Veins stood in stark relief along the length. He stepped forward, between her restrained, spread legs.

Her mind blanked. This was a violation layered upon violation. Yet her traitorous body clenched in anticipation, a fresh surge of wetness seeping out to meet the air. The machine hummed, pumping her milk. He loomed over her.

He didn’t speak. He guided himself with one hand, the broad, smooth head nudging through her folds, finding her slick, willing entrance. He looked into her eyes, his expression unreadable. Then he pushed forward.

The penetration was slow, inexorable, a profound, stretching fullness that stole the air from her lungs. He was thicker than the others, and he filled her completely, a hot, solid presence that seemed to reach a deeper, untouched place. A choked sound, half-protest, half-relief, escaped her.

He began to move. Slow, deep, punishing strokes. Each inward drive pressed the hard ridge of his pelvis against her clit, sending shocks of raw pleasure through her. Each withdrawal was a sweet, aching emptiness before he filled her again. The chair creaked softly with the rhythm. The tubes from her breasts swayed, the milk flowing steadily.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice a low, clinical rumble that was somehow more degrading than a shout. “A perfect little milk cow. Dripping for me.”

The words were filthy, demeaning. They should have filled her with ice. Instead, they fanned the flames. Her cheeks burned, but her inner muscles fluttered around him, gripping him tighter. She couldn’t help it. The combination of the mechanical suction on her breasts and the deep, visceral fucking was short-circuiting her higher brain. Pleasure, thick and urgent, coiled at the base of her spine.

“Such a fertile young thing,” he continued, his pace increasing. His thrusts became harder, sharper, driving her body back into the chair. “So ripe for breeding. Do you think you’re pregnant yet? From yesterday? From the men who used you?”

“I… I don’t…” she whimpered, the words fragments.

“Perhaps we need to be sure.” He leaned over her, his breath hot on her ear. His thrusts became brutal, jackhammer strokes that rocked her entire body. The restraints bit into her wrists. “Perhaps I should put a baby in you myself. My seed. My contribution to the program. Would you like that, Melody? To be bred by the doctor?”

The image was horrifying. It was the ultimate loss of control. Yet, the explicit degradation, the raw dominance of his words and actions, acted like a key turning in a forbidden lock. Her arousal detonated. A wave of intense, shocking heat exploded from her core, radiating outwards. Her back arched violently against the straps. A raw, guttural cry tore from her throat, a sound of utter surrender she didn’t recognize as her own.

Her climax was a convulsive, milking tightness around his cock, a series of pulsing spasms that seemed to pull him deeper. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a white-hot obliteration of thought.

Her violent clenching triggered his own release. With a sharp, gritted groan, he slammed into her one final, devastating time and held, his body rigid. She felt the hot, pulsing jets of his cum flooding into her, a searing claim that joined the others. It felt endless, a deep, internal branding.

For a long moment, the only sounds were the hum of the machine, their ragged breathing, and the soft drip-drip of her milk into the jars.

Slowly, he softened inside her and withdrew. The sensation of emptiness was profound, accompanied by a warm trickle down her inner thigh. He stepped back, tucking himself away, fastening his trousers with calm, precise movements, as if he’d just completed a spreadsheet.

He then turned off the milking machine. The suction ceased. He carefully removed the cups, placing them in a tray. Her nipples felt sore, swollen, tingling with the aftermath. He unbuckled the wrist straps, then the one across her waist. The freedom of movement made her arms feel like lead weights.

“Dress,” he said, handing her the gown from where it had fallen.

She fumbled with the fabric, her hands trembling too much to tie it properly. He watched, his expression once more a mask of detached observation. An orderly appeared at the door.

“Take her back. She requires hydration and rest.”

The walk to her room was a haze. Her legs were unsteady, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting sensations—the deep, satisfying ache of a powerful orgasm, the sticky, leaking evidence of his violation, the lingering taste of her own shame, which was somehow sweet. She was put to bed, a cup of water placed on her nightstand.

She lay there for a long time, staring at the ceiling, feeling the slow seep of his cum from her body. She felt utterly hollowed out, yet humming with a residual energy she couldn’t name.

The afternoon passed in a gentle, surreal drift. After lunch, Melody found Brandi in the day room. They didn’t speak of the morning. Instead, they sat by the wire-glass window, watching the shadows of clouds move across the manicured lawn. Brandi talked about her childhood dream of teaching kindergarten, describing the laughter of the children with a wistfulness that made her seem painfully young. Melody talked about the ocean, the sound of waves, the feeling of sand between her toes. It wasn’t friendship, not exactly. It was the sharing of oxygen in a vacuum. And Melody realized, with a quiet shock, that she liked Brandi. In this place of calculated use, Brandi’s resigned honesty was a strange kind of sanctuary.

As dusk fell, a restless energy replaced the afternoon’s calm. The escape plan Landon had whispered about was a live wire in her chest. After lights out, she waited in the dark, counting the minutes, listening to the occasional soft footfall of an orderly in the hall.

When the blue night-lights cast their dim glow, she moved. She climbed up on the toilet, the stainless-steel cold under her bare feet, and she leaned into the dark vent.

“Landon?” she breathed, her voice barely a whisper.

Silence. Then, the rustle of movement, the sound of his breathing growing closer. “I’m here.”

Relief washed over her. “Today was… Dr. Day, he…”

“I know,” Landon cut in, his voice tight with a suppressed fury. “I heard the orderlies talking. That fucker.” The venom in his whisper was tangible. “It ends tomorrow night.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. “Tomorrow? So soon?”

“It has to be. The longer we wait, the more chance they have to move you, or me, or increase surveillance. My skills…” he said, the word heavy with a past he hadn’t fully shared, “I was good at getting into places I wasn’t supposed to be. High-end apartments, offices. The ventilation here… it’s commercial grade. Bigger ducts. I’ve been listening, mapping the sounds. I can get from my vent to yours.”

The image of him, that broad-shouldered, powerful man, squeezing through the dark metal intestines of the clinic was both terrifying and exhilarating. “How?”

“I’ll go after the 2 a.m. check. There’s a thirty-minute window where the patrol is thinnest. I’ll climb in, follow the ductwork. It’ll be tight, but I’ll make it. I’ll drop into your room.”

“And then what?” Melody whispered, her knuckles white where she gripped the vent cover. “The door is locked. How do we get out?”

“That’s where you come in,” he said, his voice dropping even lower, intense with planning. “Once I’m in your room, I’ll hide behind the door. Then, you fake an emergency. A seizure. A panic attack. Something convincing. You scream, thrash, make enough noise that the orderly on duty has to come in. It’s protocol. They have to help you. The second that door opens and he steps in, I overpower him. We tie him up with bedsheets, gag him. Take his keycard.”

The plan was audacious, reckless. A thousand things could go wrong. “What if there’s two of them? What if he has a radio? What if the keycard doesn’t work on all the doors?”

“Then we adapt,” Landon said, his tone leaving no room for doubt. “I’ll handle the orderly. Most of them are just hired muscle, not cops. The keycards are master keys for the residential wing. Once we’re out of this wing, we run. We get outside, we disappear into the woods. They won’t expect it. They think we’re broken, compliant.”

Melody’s mind raced. The woods. The cold, the dark, the unknown. Then, freedom. A chance. With him. The fear was a cold stone in her gut, but beneath it, a wild, desperate hope began to bloom. “And after? We’ll be fugitives. They’ll have our pictures.”

“We’ll have a head start. I have… contacts. People who don’t ask questions. We can get new IDs, get lost. Far away from here. That apartment by the ocean.” He paused, and his next words were a soft vow traveling through the metal duct. “I won’t leave you here, Melody. Not for one more day of this. But I need to know you’re with me. All the way. It’s dangerous. It might not work.”

She closed her eyes. She saw Dr. Day’s face over hers, felt the ghost of his thrusts. She saw the million-dollar mirage receding, replaced by a lifetime of being a clinic broodmare. Then she saw Landon’s stormy gray eyes, felt the memory of his touch—the one moment of real connection in this artificial hell.

The fear didn’t leave. It sat in her throat, cold and hard. But it was outweighed by a greater terror: the terror of staying.

“I’m with you,” she whispered, the words final. “Tomorrow night.”

A long, relieved exhale came from his side. “Good. Get some sleep if you can. Tomorrow, act normal. Eat your meals. Just be ready.”

“I will.”

She climbed down from the chair, her limbs shaky with adrenaline. She pushed the table back into place. Lying in the dark, every nerve was alive, vibrating with the plan. Sleep was impossible. The night stretched before her, every minute an eternity. She listened to the hum of the clinic, mapping the sounds—the distant clang of a door, the faint murmur of a radio down the hall, the steady tick of the clock in her mind counting down to 2 a.m.

9 - A NEW LIFE

The morning arrived not with the gentle promise of dawn, but with the sharp, metallic taste of anticipation. Every beat of Melody’s heart felt like a countdown clock ticking in her chest. Tonight. The word was a mantra, a secret flame she sheltered behind her ribs. She moved through the routine of washing, of dressing in the thin gown, with a surreal detachment. Her body was a vessel on autopilot, while her mind raced through dark ducts and silent forests.

Breakfast in the day room was a pantomime. She chewed the bland oatmeal, barely tasting it. I’m going to be with Landon soon. The thought was a current of warmth in her stomach, a counterpoint to the cold fear.

She was scraping the last bite from her bowl when the door hissed open. Dr. Day’s crisp white coat was a slash of clinical authority in the muted room. His piercing blue eyes found her, pinned her. “Miss Martin. With me.”

No room for question. She stood, the legs of her chair scraping the linoleum. Brandi, sitting across from her, gave an almost imperceptible nod. It wasn’t encouragement; it was an acknowledgment of the inevitable. Melody followed Dr. Day into the hall, her bare feet silent on the polished floor.

He led her to the Breeding Room. Her pulse stuttered. One more time, she told herself. Then freedom.

The door sighed open on its hydraulic hinge. The room was as she remembered: windowless, softly lit, the air carrying a faint, sterile scent underlaid with something muskier, more organic. The padded bench sat in the center, a familiar altar. But today, there was an addition. A rolling cart stood beside it, bearing the familiar console of a milking machine, its clear tubes and silicone cups coiled neatly beside two large collection jars.

And the men were already there.

Blaine, Caleb, and Landon stood against the far wall, dressed in identical gray sweatpants and nothing else. They were a study in varied masculine forms—Blaine’s lean athleticism, Caleb’s compact, muscular power, Landon’s broad, commanding presence. Her gaze flicked to Landon. In his stormy gray eyes, she saw the same fierce resolve that burned inside her. Tonight. It was a silent pact, a spark in the dim room.

Dr. Day closed the door, the lock engaging with a solid thunk. “Today’s procedure combines methodologies,” he began, his voice calm, instructive, as if lecturing. “You will be milked while the donors complete the insemination protocol.”

The cold, technical words should have numbed her. Instead, they made her skin feel too tight. She was a lab experiment, variables to be cross-tested.

“Disrobe and assume position on the bench. On your back.”

Her fingers trembled as she untied the gown. It whispered to the floor, a pool of pale cotton at her feet. The cool air touched her everywhere. She was acutely aware of three pairs of male eyes on her nakedness, and the fourth—Dr. Day’s—dissecting her with clinical precision. She walked to the bench, the vinyl padding cool against her shoulder blades and the backs of her thighs. She lay back, staring at the acoustic-tiled ceiling.

Dr. Day moved to the machine. His hands were efficient, impersonal. The silicone cups were placed over her nipples. The seal hissed softly. He flipped a switch on the console.

A familiar, rhythmic pull began at her breasts. A deep, internal tugging sensation that made her gasp softly. Almost immediately, thin, white streams of milk began to flow, tracing winding paths through the clear tubes before dripping, one after another, into the waiting jars. Plink. Plink. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room.

“Proceed,” Dr. Day said, stepping back to observe, his arms crossed over his chest.

Blaine was first. He moved with the confident, unhurried grace of an athlete approaching a starting block. His sweatpants were pushed down, his erection springing free—long, straight, already fully hard. He didn’t look at her face. His bright blue eyes were fixed on the junction of her thighs as he climbed onto the bench, straddling her hips.

The mechanical suction on her breasts created a strange, distracting counter-rhythm to the anticipation coiling in her belly. Blaine positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging through her folds. She was wet—a humiliating, automatic response her body had learned in this room. He pushed in.

The fullness was a shock, as always. A deep, stretching penetration that made her breath catch. He began to move, setting a steady, powerful pace from the outset. His thrusts were deep and measured, each one driving her body a fraction up the vinyl pad. He fucked her with a focused, athletic intensity, his abdominal muscles tightening with each movement.

Her mind tried to retreat, to go to the ocean, to the plan, to anywhere but here. But her body was anchored to the present by twin sensations: the relentless, sweet pull at her nipples, drawing her milk out, and the solid, sliding friction of Blaine inside her. The combination was disorienting, overwhelming. A low heat began to build in her core, independent of her will. Her hips twitched, meeting a thrust, and a soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips.

Blaine’s rhythm hitched. He looked down at her then, a flicker of something—surprise, maybe satisfaction—in his eyes. He drove into her harder, faster. The bench creaked. The tubes from her breasts swayed, the milk flowing in a steady stream now. The plink-plink-plink accelerated into a near-constant trickle.

She could feel the climax approaching, a tight coil of pressure low in her pelvis, fed by the dual assault. It felt wrong, degrading, to be brought to the edge like this, milked and fucked simultaneously under Dr. Day’s observing gaze. But her body didn’t care about wrong. The coil wound tighter, sparked by the friction of his pubic bone against her clit with every deep plunge.

Blaine grunted, his pace becoming ragged. “Gonna fill you up,” he muttered, his professional detachment cracking for a second. His thrusts turned urgent, pounding. The tension in Melody snapped.

Her back arched off the bench, a silent scream on her lips. The orgasm rolled through her in deep, concentric waves, a pulsing, milking contraction that gripped his cock tightly. It seemed to trigger the milk flow; for a moment, the streams from the tubes grew thicker, whiter. Blaine groaned, a rough, satisfied sound, and shoved deep, holding as his own release pulsed into her, hot and insistent. She felt the warm flood join the others already inside her, a vague, distant sensation beneath the aftershocks of her climax.

He withdrew, slick and spent, and moved off the bench without a word. Melody lay gasping, the milking machine still humming, still pulling. Her breasts felt oddly light, sensitive. The deep, satisfied throb between her legs was already being overshadowed by a renewed, trembling awareness.

Caleb was next. He didn’t wait. The moment Blaine stepped aside, Caleb was there, his powerful, tanned body crowding her space. His chestnut hair was messy, his eyes dark and intense. There was no athletic detachment in him. His gaze was possessive, hungry.

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging in, and yanked her lower body toward the edge of the bench. The movement was rough, jarring. The suction cups jostled, the pull becoming momentarily painful. He shoved his sweatpants down, his cock thicker, shorter than Blaine’s, and already weeping with urgency. He didn’t guide himself; he just positioned and thrust, burying himself to the hilt in one brutal motion.

“Ungh!” The air was driven from her lungs. Caleb’s possession was total, immediate. He fucked her with a raw, physical dominance that felt more like a claiming than a procedure. He leaned over her, his muscular arms caging her shoulders, his breath hot and ragged against her neck.

“Take it,” he growled, his voice a rough vibration against her skin. “All of it.” Each thrust was a deliberate, powerful slam, designed to conquer. The bench shook. The milking machine’ steady rhythm became a chaotic counterpoint to his pounding pace.

Humiliation burned through the post-orgasmic haze. Yet, perversely, the brutal treatment, the sheer force of him, stirred the embers of her arousal back to life. Her body, confused and sensitized, responded. Fresh wetness seeped around his driving length. A second, darker heat began to simmer, kindled by his aggression. She felt her inner muscles fluttering, trying to grip him, to pull him deeper even as her mind recoiled.

He kissed her—a hard, biting press of his lips against her shoulder, not a kiss of affection but of branding. “Mine,” he rasped against her damp skin, though the word made no sense in this context. It was pure, primal instinct.

His control broke. His thrusts became a frantic, pounding rhythm. He was chasing his own peak, using her body to find it. The pressure built in her again, a different kind of climax—sharper, more desperate, born from overstimulation and a strange, twisted resonance with his dominance. When he came, it was with a guttural roar, his body locking rigid as he pumped his seed into her in hot, pulsing jets. He collapsed on her for a moment, his weight crushing, before pushing himself off and away.

Melody was trembling, overspent, the milking machine’s pull now feeling like a cruel parody of comfort. Her milk still flowed, the jars half-full. She felt utterly used, filled to overflowing.

Then Landon approached.

His movement was different. Slower. More deliberate. His gray eyes were locked on hers, and in them, she saw the storm of the last few days—the connection, the whispered plans, the fury at her treatment. He didn’t look at her breasts or the machine. He looked only at her face.

He knelt on the bench between her legs, his hands coming to rest on her thighs. His touch was firm, but not gripping. Soothing, where Caleb’s had been demanding. He leaned down, his face close to hers. The world narrowed to the space between them, to the hum of the machine and the sound of their breathing.

“One more time,” he whispered, the words so low only she could hear. A promise. A lament. “Then we’re gone.”

He kissed her.

It was nothing like Caleb’s bite. His lips were soft, searching. A real kiss. It was a shock of tenderness in the brutal room. Her lips parted under his, and the kiss deepened, slow and profound. It was an exchange of breath, of resolve, a silent sealing of their pact. In that kiss, she wasn’t a broodmare or a milk cow. She was Melody, and he was Landon, and they were in this together.

As his tongue touched hers, he slid into her.

The penetration was smooth, deep, but different. He filled her completely, but there was no violence in it. It was an entry, a joining. He began to move, a slow, rolling rhythm of his hips that was less about friction and more about connection. Each inward stroke was a deliberate, deep press, as if he were trying to reach the very center of her. Each withdrawal was a gentle drag that made her nerves sing.

The kiss broke, but their faces remained inches apart, his breath mingling with hers. His eyes held hers, and in that gaze, she saw not a donor performing a task, but a man. A man who saw her.

The slow, deep fucking, combined with the lingering sensitivity from the two previous climaxes and the relentless pull on her breasts, created a pleasure so intense it was almost spiritual. It built not in a sharp coil, but in a warm, golden tide that rose from her toes, up through her belly, swelling in her chest. It was an ache of sweetness, of a terrible, beautiful contradiction—finding something real in the most artificial of hells.

Her hands, which had lain limp at her sides, came up. Her fingers tangled in the short, dark hair at the nape of his neck. She held on, anchoring herself to him. A soft, broken sound, half-sob, half-moan, escaped her throat.

“That’s it,” he breathed, his own rhythm starting to falter, growing deeper, more urgent. “Cum with me.”

The tide crested. Her climax was a silent, shattering wave. It wasn’t a convulsion, but a total, radiant release that seemed to pour out of every pore. Her back arched, her mouth open in a soundless cry, her inner muscles clenching around him in rhythmic, endless pulses. The milking machine seemed to surge in response, the milk flowing in a sudden, strong rush, filling the jar with a soft, frothy sound.

Landon’s control shattered. With a choked, heartfelt groan, he buried himself as deep as he could go and held, his body shuddering as he released into her. His warmth joined the others, but this felt different. This felt like a gift, a secret hope planted deep within her.

For a long moment, he stayed there, inside her, his forehead resting against hers, their breaths synchronized. Then, slowly, regretfully, he withdrew. He stood, adjusting his sweatpants, his face a mask once more. But his eyes, as he glanced back at her from the door where Dr. Day was dismissing them, held a final, fierce message. Tonight.

The men filed out. The door closed, leaving her alone with Dr. Day and the humming machine.

He let it run for another minute, until the flow from her breasts slowed to sporadic drops. Then he turned it off. The sudden cessation of suction was a relief. He removed the cups, placing them on the tray. Her nipples were tender, peaked, glistening with a few beads of milk he didn’t bother to wipe away.

“Sit up,” he instructed.

She did, her body feeling heavy, liquid, profoundly spent. He handed her the gown. She pulled it on, the thin cotton a scant barrier against the world.

“Take this,” he said, holding out a small white pill—the lactation supplement. She placed it on her tongue and swallowed dryly, the familiar chalky taste a final indignity.

“Now,” he said, producing a small, sterile plastic cup. “A urine sample. The bathroom is through there.” He gestured to a small, adjoining door.

Confused, exhausted, she took the cup. She went into the tiny, clean bathroom, performed the humiliating task, and returned, handing him the warm cup. He took it without comment, setting it on the cart beside the now-full jars of her milk.

From a drawer in the cart, he removed a small, flat box. A pregnancy test.

“These tests are designed to detect pregnancy hormones as early as one week after conception,” he explained, his voice as flat as the linoleum floor. He dipped a narrow chemical strip into the cup, then laid it on a clean paper towel. They both watched in silence.

A line appeared. Then, unmistakably, a second line. Dark and clear.

Dr. Day looked from the test to her face. A small, cold smile touched his lips, one of pure clinical triumph. “Congratulations, Miss Martin. The protocol is a success. You are pregnant.”

The words hit her like a physical blow. The air left the room. The walls seemed to waver. Pregnant. A baby. A life, growing inside her, conceived in this sterile hell of machines and multiple men.

A violent cocktail of emotions erupted—shock, terror, a bizarre flicker of awe, and then a crushing, overwhelming wave of urgency. It has to be Landon’s. Please, let it be Landon’s. The thought was a prayer. But it didn’t matter. Not really. It was hers. And she would do anything to protect her baby.

The million dollars, the clean record—they evaporated like mist. They were shackles now. They would own her and her child. Dr. Day’s smile promised a future of more tests, more procedures, her body a monitored vessel for their prized asset.

The fear that had been a cold stone in her gut melted into a white-hot core of determination. She met Dr. Day’s piercing blue eyes, and for the first time, she didn’t look away in shame. She let him see the shock, yes, but she hoped he couldn’t see the steel forming beneath it.

“I see,” she said, her voice surprisingly steady.

“Indeed,” he replied, placing the used test in a biohazard bag. “This changes your status considerably. Your care regimen will be adjusted. We will begin monitoring more closely.” He gestured to the door. “Return to your room. Rest. You are nourishing two lives now.”

An orderly was waiting. The walk back was a blur. The walls, the lights, the sound of her own footsteps—all were muffled, distant. Her mind was a roaring static, with one clear signal cutting through: escape now. It was no longer just about her freedom. It was an evacuation. A rescue mission for two.

The orderly locked her in. She stood in the center of her room, her hands drifting to her still-flat abdomen. A life. Her life. Their life. She had to tell Landon.

The hours until lights out were an agony of forced normalcy. She lay on her bed, feigning sleep when the orderly did his visual check through the door’s window. The moment the blue night-lights glowed and the halls fell into their deepest quiet, she moved. The stainless-steel toilet was cold. She hauled herself up, heart hammering against her ribs, and leaned into the dark vent.

“Landon?” Her whisper was raw, urgent.

A scrape of movement. “I’m here. You okay? What happened, after…” His voice was tight with concern.

She took a shuddering breath. The words felt too big for the small metal duct. “Landon… I’m pregnant.”

Silence. A thick, profound silence from the other side. Then, a sharp, inhaled breath. When he spoke, his voice was different. Stripped of all pretense, low and fierce with a new, terrifying intensity. “Then we get you out. Tonight. No matter what. Not just for you. For both of you.”

10 - A CHANCE AT FREEDOM

The blue night-lights cast the room in a submarine gloom. Melody sat on the edge of her bed, every muscle wire-tight. She’d stopped trembling hours ago, replaced by a cold, clear focus that felt alien in her exhausted body. Her hands rested on her abdomen. A life. The reality of it was a quiet, internal earthquake. It made the air in the clinic taste different—staler, more toxic. Every second here was a theft.

A soft, metallic scrape echoed from the vent.

She was on her feet instantly, heart catapulting into her throat. She moved to the wall, pressing her ear against the cool metal grate. More scraping, a faint grunt of effort. The sounds were closer, louder than their whispered conversations had ever been. He was in the duct.

Her eyes darted to the door’s wire-glass window. The hall was empty, silent. The orderly’s last check had been thirty minutes ago. The next patrol wasn’t for another hour. This is it. We’re really doing this.

With a final, gritty shift, the rectangular vent cover on her side popped inward, hanging by one corner. A hand, streaked with dust and grease, reached out and pushed it aside. Then Landon emerged, his broad shoulders twisting, his body following in a controlled, sinuous motion. He dropped to the floor with a soft thud, crouching in the shadows.

He looked up at her.

In the eerie blue light, his face was all stark angles and determined shadows. His gray eyes were chips of flint, his jaw set. He wore the same gray sweatpants from the Breeding Room, now smudged with dust. He was breathing hard, but quietly, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. He looked wild, capable, and utterly real.

He stood in one fluid motion and was across the room in two strides. His hands came up, cupping her face. His palms were rough, warm. “You’re sure?” His voice was a gravelly whisper.

She nodded, her throat too tight for words. She placed a hand over one of his. I’m sure.

He searched her eyes, and she saw the moment his resolve hardened into something unbreakable. He nodded once, a sharp, decisive movement. “Okay. The plan. You know what to do.”

She did. They’d rehearsed it in whispers through the grate a dozen times. It felt flimsy now, a house of cards. But it was all they had.

Landon moved to her bed. With a brutal, efficient yank, he stripped the thin sheet from the mattress. He tore a long strip from the hem, his muscles bunching with the effort. Then another. He fashioned the strips into crude, strong bonds.

“Now,” he said, his voice barely audible.

Melody took a deep, shuddering breath. She walked to the center of the room, away from the door, and lay down on the cold linoleum floor. The chill seeped through her gown immediately. She positioned herself on her side, curled slightly, one arm tucked beneath her. She looked at Landon. He was a shadow in the deeper shadow by the head of her bed, the torn sheets in his hands, his body coiled.

She closed her eyes for a second. For the baby. For us.

Then she opened her mouth and screamed.

It wasn’t a practiced scream. It tore from a raw place of genuine terror and pent-up fury. “HELP! SOMEONE, PLEASE! I’M HURT! OH GOD, HELP ME!”

The sound was shockingly loud in the silent room. She screamed again, a ragged, desperate sound, throwing her body into a convincing convulsion of pain against the floor. “MY ANKLE! I THINK IT’S BROKEN!”

She heard the swift, heavy footsteps in the hall almost immediately. A beam of light cut through the window, sweeping over her prone form. The door lock disengaged with a loud clack.

The orderly burst in, a tall, thick-set man in pale blue scrubs. His face was a mask of annoyed concern. “What’s all this? Quiet down!” He hurried toward her, his focus entirely on the girl writhing on the floor.

He never saw Landon.

As the orderly knelt beside her, reaching for her shoulder, Landon erupted from the darkness. It was a blur of motion—a powerful arm snaking around the man’s throat from behind, a hand clamping over his mouth, cutting off his startled yell. The orderly’s eyes bulged. He flailed, grabbing at Landon’s arm, kicking out.

Landon tightened his hold, a muscle in his jaw standing out. “Shhh,” he hissed into the man’s ear, the sound vicious. “Just go to sleep.”

The orderly struggled, a wet, gurgling sound escaping. Melody scrambled back, watching in horrified fascination. Landon’s face was a study in grim concentration. He held the lock for what felt like an eternity. The orderly’s thrashing weakened, his hands falling away. His body went limp.

Landon lowered him to the floor, not letting go until he was certain. He checked the man’s pulse at his neck, then swiftly rolled him onto his stomach. With practiced efficiency, he used the torn sheet strips to bind the orderly’s wrists tightly behind his back, then his ankles. He finished by tearing another strip and gagging him securely.

He was breathing hard now, sweat tracing a path through the dust on his temple. He looked at Melody. “The keycard. Check his pockets.”

She moved, her own hands trembling as she patted down the man’s scrubs. Her fingers closed on a hard, plastic rectangle in his breast pocket. She pulled it out. A standard white keycard with a magnetic strip. It felt like a sliver of hope, cold and light.

Landon took it, his fingers brushing hers. The contact sent a jolt through her. “Okay,” he breathed. “We go. Now. Stay right behind me.”

He moved to the door, peering out the window into the hall. He gave a sharp nod and pushed the door open. The hallway stretched in both directions, lit by the same dim blue lights. It was empty.

He took her hand. His grip was firm, anchoring. They slipped out of the room, moving swiftly and silently to the right—toward the stairwell they’d identified as the route to the lobby.

Her bare feet were silent on the cool floor. Her heart hammered a frantic rhythm against her ribs. Every shadow seemed to hold a watching eye. Every distant hum of machinery sounded like a raised alarm. The gown fluttered around her legs, offering no protection, no dignity. She was a ghost in a thin shroud, fleeing a haunted house.

They reached a heavy fire door marked STAIRS. Landon swiped the keycard. A small green light blinked. He pulled the door open, wincing at the soft whoosh of air it made. They slipped inside.

The stairwell was concrete, utilitarian, lit by harsh fluorescent bars. It echoed. Their footsteps, even light, seemed too loud. “Down,” Landon whispered. “Three flights.”

They descended quickly, holding the railing. Melody’s legs felt weak, but adrenaline propelled her. The air grew slightly warmer, less sterile. They hit the ground-floor landing. Another door, this one with a small wire-reinforced window.

Landon peered through. “Lobby. There’s a desk. One guard. He’s not paying attention.” He looked back at her, his eyes fierce. “When I open the door, we run straight for the front doors. Don’t look back. Don’t stop.”

She nodded, her mouth dry.

He swiped the card. The light blinked green. He threw his weight against the door, bursting into the lobby.

It was a wide, carpeted space with potted ferns and a high desk. The guard, a middle-aged man with a bored expression, looked up from his phone. His eyes widened in disbelief.

“Hey!” he roared, scrambling to his feet.

Landon didn’t break stride. He pulled Melody along, sprinting across the lobby toward the large double glass doors at the front. The guard fumbled for something at his belt—a radio, maybe a weapon.

A loud, buzzing alarm erupted, ear-splitting in the quiet lobby. Landon shoved the door open.

Cold, fresh night air washed over them, a shocking, beautiful slap in the face. Freedom was a scent—damp earth, pine, endless space.

“Go!” Landon yelled, shoving her through the door.

They stumbled out onto a wide, circular driveway. The clinic was a monolithic, dark shape behind them, but lights were flicking on in upper windows. To their left, the driveway curved toward a distant gatehouse. Straight ahead, maybe fifty yards away, was a high chain-link fence.

“The fence!” Landon pointed, pulling her off the paved drive and onto the damp, manicured lawn. Their feet sank into the soft grass. The alarm wailed, painting the night with pulses of red light.

They ran. Melody’s breath sawed in her lungs, her gown tangling around her legs. The fence loomed closer. It looked impossibly high.

A shout rang out from behind them, cutting through the alarm. A voice she knew, cold and commanding.

“STOP!”

Dr. Day.

Melody dared a glance over her shoulder. He stood on the front steps, silhouetted by the lobby light, still in his white coat. He wasn’t running. He was walking with a terrible, purposeful speed, his piercing eyes fixed on them.

“Don’t look!” Landon gasped. “Climb! I’ll boost you!”

They reached the fence. The chain-link was cold, biting into her fingers. Landon laced his hands together, creating a step. “Now, Melody! Foot here, hands up!”

She stepped into his hands. He heaved with a powerful surge, launching her upward. She scrambled, her bare toes finding purchase in the links, her fingers clawing for the top.

“You can do it!” Landon yelled from below.

A sharp point caught the fabric at her thigh, tearing it with a loud rip. She ignored it. She swung her legs over and dropped.

The landing was jarring, a rough tumble onto hard, weedy ground on the other side. She scrambled to her feet, her ankle twinging but holding. “Landon! Hurry!”

He was already climbing, moving with an athlete’s grace. He was halfway up when Dr. Day reached the base of the fence.

“Landon! Don’t be a fool!” Dr. Day’s voice was sharp, clinical, even now. “This is irrational. You have a contract. She is a patient. You will only make it worse for both of you!”

Landon didn’t answer. He hauled himself to the top, his body a dark cut-out against the alarm-red sky.

Dr. Day lunged, his arm shooting out, grabbing for Landon’s foot. His fingers closed around Landon’s ankle.

Landon kicked back, hard. His heel connected with Dr. Day’s face. There was a pained grunt, and the grip loosened. Landon pulled free and dropped, landing in a crouch beside Melody.

On the other side, Dr. Day clutched his eye, his face a mask of cold fury in the strobing light. He stared at them through the fence, his blue eyes burning with a promise of retribution. “You can’t run forever!” he shouted, the words carrying over the wail of the alarm. “We will find you!”

Landon grabbed Melody’s hand again. “Run!”

They turned and fled into the wall of black trees that bordered the clinic property.

The woods swallowed them. The alarm faded to a distant, angry hornet’s buzz, then disappeared entirely, replaced by the crunch of their feet on dead leaves, the rush of their own breath, the frantic symphony of the night—crickets, the whisper of wind in the pines. They ran until the stitch in Melody’s side was a white-hot knife and her legs were rubber. Finally, Landon pulled her behind the massive, gnarled trunk of a fallen oak.

“Here,” he panted, leaning against the damp wood. “We need to stop. Catch our breath.”

She slumped against the tree, gasping, the cold air searing her lungs. The adrenaline was ebbing, leaving her shaking violently. The torn gown offered no warmth. The scratches on her ribs and thigh stung. She was barefoot, her feet already cut and muddy.

Landon was in a similar state, breathing hard, his sweatpants torn at the knee. He listened intently, his head cocked. No sounds of pursuit. Not yet.

“We need to get deeper in,” he said after a moment, his voice low. “Find a place to hole up until sunrise. They’ll have vehicles. They’ll search the roads first.”

She just nodded, her teeth starting to chatter.

He saw it. He moved closer, his body heat a palpable force in the chill. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling her against his side. The solid warmth of him was a lifeline. She burrowed into it, her shivers slowly subsiding.

“You did good,” he murmured into her hair. His lips brushed her temple. “You were incredible.”

She couldn’t speak. She just held onto him, feeling the strong, steady beat of his heart against her cheek. In the absolute dark of the woods, with the scent of pine and soil and freedom in her nose, she felt a fragile peace. They were out. They were together.

They found a dense thicket of young evergreens, a natural cave of sorts beneath the interlocking boughs. Landon cleared a space of sharp cones and twigs, then guided her down. They sat huddled together, sharing warmth, listening. The night was long and cold. They dozed in fits and starts, startling awake at every crack of a twig, every rustle in the underbrush. Landon kept his arm around her, his watchful gaze on the dark.

Slowly, imperceptibly at first, the blackness began to soften to deep gray. Birds started their tentative morning songs. The world resolved into shapes—trees, rocks, ferns dripping with dew.

When the light was strong enough to see by, Landon helped her up. Her body was stiff, every muscle protesting. Her feet were a mess of dirt and small cuts.

“We need to find a road,” he said, his voice hoarse. “Head west. My brother’s place is about fifteen miles that way.” He pointed through the trees.

They began to walk, picking their way carefully. The woods gave way to scrubland, then to the ragged edge of a two-lane county highway. The sun was fully up now, a pale gold in a washed-out blue sky. They stood at the shoulder, two figures in torn, filthy garments, looking utterly lost.

Cars passed, few and far between. Some slowed, the drivers’ faces curious or alarmed, then accelerated away. Melody’s hope, so fierce in the night, began to fray. They had no money. No shoes. They looked like escapees from an asylum.

Just as a deep, cold despair was beginning to tighten its grip, an old, boxy Volvo wagon, painted a faded green, rattled to a stop beside them. The passenger window rolled down.

The driver was a man probably in his late twenties. He had long, sandy hair tied back in a messy bun, a weathered face, and kind, crinkled eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. He wore a faded Grateful Dead t-shirt. He looked them over, his expression one of open curiosity, not fear.

“Whoa,” he said, his voice easy. “Rough night?”

Landon stepped slightly in front of Melody, protective. “We… had some trouble. We need to get to town.”

The man, Jasper, as they would learn, nodded slowly. He took in their hospital gowns, their bare feet, the haunted look in their eyes. “Clinic up the road?” he asked, not unkindly.

Landon hesitated, then gave a single, sharp nod.

Jasper sucked air through his teeth. “Heard some stories ’bout that place. Never good.” He popped the locks. “Get in. I’m heading into Middleton. Can’t have you walking the highway like this.”

The relief was so profound Melody felt dizzy. They climbed into the back seat, the worn upholstery feeling like luxury. The car smelled of old vinyl, patchouli, and coffee. Jasper didn’t ask questions. He put on a cassette of mellow folk music and drove.

The fifteen-minute ride passed in a blur of quiet gratitude. Jasper dropped them off on a quiet street lined with modest apartment complexes. “That one, with the blue door,” Landon said, pointing. “Thanks. Seriously.”

“Take care of yourselves,” Jasper said, giving them a small, two-fingered salute before driving off.

They stood on the cracked sidewalk, exposed. The morning sun felt harsh on their skin. Melody pulled the torn gown tighter, acutely aware of how they must look. Landon took a steadying breath and led her to the door of a first-floor apartment.

He knocked. A firm, sharp rap.

Footsteps approached from inside. The door swung open.

The man in the doorway was clearly Landon’s brother. He had the same strong jaw, the same dark hair, though his was cut shorter, neater. He wore jeans and a worn flannel shirt, unbuttoned over a white tee. He was a few years older, his face harder, more lined with responsibility and worry. His eyes, a darker brown than Landon’s gray, took them in with one swift, shocked glance—the grime, the torn clothes, the bare feet, the wild desperation.

“Landon?” His voice was flat, disbelieving.

“Carl,” Landon said, the word heavy with everything that had happened.

Carl’s gaze flicked to Melody, then back to his brother. His initial shock curdled into something harder. Anger. “What the hell, Landon? What did you do now? I can’t keep bailing you out of—” He stopped, his eyes narrowing as he truly looked at Landon’s face, at the grim determination there, at the protective way he stood slightly in front of the trembling girl.

“It’s not like that,” Landon said, his voice low and urgent. “Carl, this is Melody. My… girlfriend.” The word hung in the air, new and powerful. “That place, Waverly… it wasn’t a hospital. They were holding us. Against our will. Doing… things.” He couldn’t elaborate, not here on the doorstep. “We just escaped. We have nowhere else to go.”

Carl stared. He looked from Landon’s hardened eyes to Melody’s wide, green ones, seeing the true, unvarnished fear there, the grime that wasn’t from partying but from crawling through ducts and woods. He saw the way Landon held himself, not with the defensive arrogance of old troubles, but with the weary, fierce stance of a soldier who’d just survived a war.

The anger bled from Carl’s face, replaced by a dawning, horrified understanding. He looked past them, down the empty street, as if expecting black vans to appear any second.

“Jesus,” he breathed. He stepped back, pulling the door wide open. “Get inside. Now.”

They stumbled over the threshold into the warm, lived-in clutter of the apartment. It smelled of stale coffee and clean laundry. Carl closed the door behind them, locking it, throwing the deadbolt with a solid, final sound.

He turned to face them in the small living room, running a hand through his hair. He looked at the two bedraggled figures standing on his rug, leaving smudges of forest dirt. His brother, who he’d thought was finally on a straight path with some fancy medical study program. And this girl, young, beautiful, and shattered.

Landon’s voice was raw. “We need a place to stay, Carl. They’re looking for us.”

Carl met his brother’s gaze. The last of his skepticism vanished. He saw the man, not the boy who used to get into trouble. He saw the protectiveness in the way Landon’s hand found Melody’s. He saw a truth he couldn’t deny.

“Okay,” Carl said, the word firm, decisive. He nodded once, his own jaw setting in a familiar, familial line of resolve. “Okay. You’re here now. You’re safe.” He looked at Melody, his expression softening into something gentler, more paternal. “Both of you. I don’t know what happened in that place, and right now, you don’t have to tell me. But you’re under my roof.” He took a deep breath, his chest expanding. “And I promise you, no one is taking you back there.”

11 - SALT-AIR AND SIMPLICITY

The worn paperback lay heavy in Melody’s lap, its words a blur she’d been staring at for twenty minutes. The late afternoon sun slanted through the cheap mini-blinds of their beachfront apartment, painting tiger stripes of gold across the beige carpet. She shifted on the second-hand couch, a hand drifting unconsciously to the hard, rounded swell of her stomach. Six months. The thought was a quiet, constant hum in her mind. Six months since the woods, the cold, the desperate run. Six months of stolen freedom.

The apartment was a sanctuary of salt-air and simplicity, consisting of a sun-bleached living room that bled seamlessly into a cramped kitchenette where the linoleum was worn smooth from years of use. A shadowed hallway, barely wide enough for two people to pass, tethered the main space to a single, modest bedroom and a bathroom that smelled faintly of old pipes and lavender. It was perched on the second floor of a weathered walk-up in a quiet, sleepy coastal town where no one cared to ask questions; here, they were just two more faces in the fog, lost among the locals and the transient tourists, finally granted the anonymity they needed to blend into the scenery and disappear for good.

The air was thick with the faint, ever-present sweetness of Melody’s milk. Her breasts, full and heavy, ached softly against the soft cotton of her maternity top. The lactation had never stopped. Dr. Day’s chemical legacy was a permanent fixture, a reminder that bled through the padded bras she wore, sometimes spotting her shirts if she leaned forward too quickly.

A key rattled in the deadbolt.

Melody’s pulse jumped, a familiar, skittish reaction she hated. She looked toward the door, her body tensing for a half-second before she forced it to relax. It’s just Landon. It’s always just Landon. The lock clicked, the door swung open, and he stepped inside, filling the doorway with his lean, muscular frame.

He looked tired, grime and fish scales streaking his dark t-shirt and jeans. He’d been working as a deckhand on a local fishing boat—hauling nets and gutting the catch for cash under the table, no questions asked. He shut the door behind him, his movements deliberate as he turned the lock again, threw the deadbolt, and slid the chain into place. The ritual was the same every time. Security. Safety. The illusion they both clung to.

He leaned back against the door, his eyes finding hers across the room. For a moment, he just looked at her, and the weariness in his face seemed to melt away, replaced by a warmth so profound it made her breath catch. A slow, genuine smile touched his lips.

“Hey, you,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the quiet apartment.

“Hey,” she whispered back, closing the book and setting it aside.

He pushed off the door and walked toward her. His boots were quiet on the carpet. He stopped in front of the couch, looking down at her, his gaze sweeping over her face, her swollen belly, the way her hand rested protectively over their child. The fish scales on him seemed to glow in the sunbeam.

“How was your day?” he asked, crouching down so they were eye-level. He reached out, his calloused fingers stroking a stray dark curl back from her forehead. The touch was gentle, reverent.

“Quiet. The baby was kicking up a storm earlier. Like a little soccer player in there.” She took his grimy hand and pressed it against the side of her stomach. “Wait for it.”

They stayed like that for a moment, his palm warm through her shirt. Then, a distinct, solid thump pressed against his hand. Landon’s eyes widened, and his smile deepened, transforming his entire face. That awe-struck look never got old. It was a balm on every raw, frightened part of her soul.

“Strong,” he murmured, his thumb moving in a slow circle. He looked up from her stomach to her eyes. “Just like his mom.”

“Or dad,” Melody said, the old, unspoken worry threading her voice. His? Blaine’s? Caleb’s? Dr. Days? The clinic’s cold efficiency had made paternity a lottery, a ghost that haunted her happiest moments.

Landon’s expression softened, understanding flickering in his gray eyes. He shifted his hand from her stomach to cradle her cheek. “Melody. Look at me.” His voice was firm, leaving no room for doubt. “That doesn’t matter. Not to me. That’s our baby in there. I’m going to be this kid’s father. I’m going to love them, protect them, teach them how to be good and strong. That’s a promise. My promise.”

Tears pricked hot behind her eyes. She believed him. In this chaotic, fearful world they’d built, his promise was the one unshakeable truth.

“I know,” she breathed. “I know you will.”

He stayed crouched before her, his gaze holding hers. The silence between them thickened, charged with something more than comfort. It was the quiet hum of six months of shared fear, of stolen touches in the dark, of longing that had been pushed aside by the sheer necessity of survival. Now, in this safe, sunlit moment, it rose to the surface, potent and undeniable.

“I think about it all day,” he said, his voice dropping to a raw whisper. “When I’m hauling those heavy nets, when the salt spray is biting at my face and the wind is howling... I think about coming home to you. To this. How lucky I am that we made it out. That I get to be here with you. That I get to be a dad to this baby.” His other hand came up, framing her face. “You saved me, too, Melody. You gave me a reason to fight.”

His words washed over her, eroding the last of her tension. A warm, deep pulse stirred low in her body, a sensation she hadn’t allowed herself to fully feel in too long. It was a slow, liquid uncoiling, a physical answer to the emotional truth in his eyes.

“Landon…” His name was a sigh.

He closed the last inch of space between them. His lips met hers.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a reclamation. A confirmation. His mouth was warm and firm, moving over hers with a certainty that stole the air from her lungs. She gasped against him, and he took the opportunity to deepen the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in a slow, searching stroke that sent a shockwave of pure sensation straight to her core. Her hands flew up, tangling in his dark hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him—coffee, sweat, salt, and him—was intoxicating.

He groaned into her mouth, the sound vibrating through her. One of his hands slid from her face down the column of her throat, over the slope of her shoulder, coming to rest on the full, heavy curve of her breast. Even through her bra and shirt, the contact was electric. Her nipple tightened instantly into a hard, aching peak, and a thin, warm trickle of milk leaked in response, dampening the fabric.

He broke the kiss, breathing harshly, his forehead resting against hers. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with desire. “I need you,” he rasped. “Right now. I need to feel you.”

She couldn’t speak. She nodded, her own breathing shallow and fast.

In one smooth, powerful motion, he slid his arms beneath her knees and behind her back and stood, lifting her from the couch as if she weighed nothing. She clung to his neck, burying her face in the crook of his shoulder, inhaling his scent. He carried her down the short hallway, his strides long and purposeful, and shouldered their bedroom door open.

Their room was simple. A double mattress on the floor, made up with plain sheets and a worn quilt. A single dresser. But it was theirs. Landon lowered her onto the bed with infinite care, as if she were made of spun glass. He stood over her, looking down, his chest rising and falling.

“You are so beautiful,” he said, the words rough with emotion. “Every day, you take my breath away.”

He leaned down, bracing his hands on the mattress on either side of her head, and kissed her again. This kiss was slower, deeper, a languid exploration that made her toes curl. His hips settled against hers, and she could feel the hard, thick length of him pressing insistently against her thigh through his jeans. She arched into him, a soft moan escaping her throat.

He kissed a trail from her mouth, down her jaw, to the sensitive spot just below her ear. His teeth grazed her earlobe, and she shuddered. “Let me see you,” he murmured, his breath hot against her skin.

His hands went to the hem of her soft, stretchy top. He drew it up and over her head, tossing it aside. The cool air hit her skin, pebbling it, making her nipples pull even tighter against the cups of her nursing bra. Landon’s gaze was like a physical touch, searing as it traveled over her swollen breasts, the dramatic curve of her pregnant belly, the dip of her navel.

He hooked a finger under the front clasp of her bra and released it. The fabric fell away.

Her breasts spilled free, full and heavy, the areolas darker now, the nipples hard and already beaded with droplets of milky white. Landon’s breath caught audibly. “God,” he breathed, a prayer and a curse.

He lowered his head, his mouth finding one peaked nipple. He didn’t just suckle; he worshipped. His tongue swirled around the tight bud, lapping up the sweet, thin milk that readily flowed. Then he drew the peak deep into his mouth, sucking gently, rhythmically. A bolt of pure, undiluted pleasure shot from her breast directly to her clit, which throbbed in desperate, aching response. She cried out, her back bowing off the mattress, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. The sensation was nothing like the cold, clinical suction of the machines. This was heat, and hunger, and love. Her other breast ached in sympathy, a fresh trickle of milk tracing a path down its curve.

He switched his attention, giving the other breast the same devoted treatment. Melody was panting, a continuous, low sound of want vibrating in her throat. Her hips moved restlessly against the sheets, seeking friction. The wet heat between her legs was a palpable, urgent presence.

After drawing one last, long pull that made her vision blur, Landon lifted his head. His lips and chin were glistening with her milk. He looked utterly debauched, utterly hers. He kissed his way down the taut, rounded expanse of her stomach. His lips brushed over her stretched skin, his tongue dipping into her navel. He placed a series of open-mouthed, tender kisses lower, until his face was level with the waistband of her maternity leggings.

His eyes locked with hers as his hands went to the band. He drew them down, slowly, taking her cotton panties with them. She lifted her hips to help, her heart hammering against her ribs. The cool air touched her bare skin, her swollen sex. She felt exposed, vulnerable, and more alive than she ever had in the clinic.

Landon settled between her thighs, pushing her legs apart with gentle pressure from his shoulders. His gaze was fixed on her, his expression one of raw hunger and awe. “I dreamed about this for so long,” he said, his voice thick. “Tasting you. Knowing you’re mine. Only mine.”

He didn’t wait for a reply. He lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a soft, flat stroke from the very bottom of her entrance all the way up to her throbbing clit. Melody’s entire body jerked. A strangled gasp tore from her lips. He did it again, slower, savoring. Then his mouth settled over her.

He ate her pussy with a focused, relentless intensity that shattered her thoughts. His tongue was a living flame, licking, probing, circling. He found her entrance and pushed inside, fucking her with his tongue in shallow, penetrating thrusts that made her whimper. Then he zeroed in on her clit, sucking the sensitive nub into his mouth, applying a perfect, rhythmic pressure with his lips while his tongue flicked over the very tip.

“Landon… oh, fuck… right there…” The words were a broken chant. Her hands fisted in the sheets, then in his hair, holding him to her. Her hips rose off the bed, meeting every stroke of his tongue. The pleasure built, a coiling, tightening spring in her lower belly. It was different now, deeper, richer, amplified by the pregnancy, by the safety, by the love in every touch. She could feel her own wetness, hear the slick, obscene sounds his mouth made against her.

He slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding a spot that made her see stars. He pumped them slowly, in time with the suction on her clit. The dual stimulation was too much, and yet not enough. The spring wound tighter, tighter. Her thighs began to tremble against his head.

“I’m… I’m gonna…” she panted, a warning she couldn’t finish.

He hummed against her, the vibration sending her right over the edge.

The orgasm erupted, a rolling, crashing wave that tore through her with no warning and no mercy. It wasn’t a peak; it was a seismic event. Her back arched violently, a raw, guttural cry ripping from her throat as her sex clenched around his fingers in pulsing, rhythmic spasms. White light exploded behind her eyelids. She felt like she was dissolving, coming apart at the seams, only to be remade by the force of her own release. It seemed to go on forever, each pulse wringing another choked sob from her.

Slowly, slowly, the waves subsided, leaving her boneless and gasping, her body covered in a fine sheen of sweat. Landon lifted his head, his lips wet and gleaming. He watched her come down, a look of fierce satisfaction on his face. He slowly withdrew his fingers and brought them to his mouth, tasting her without breaking eye contact.

The sight was so primal, so possessive, that a fresh jolt of desire, weak but insistent, sparked in her spent body.

He rose up on his knees, fumbling with the button of his jeans. He shoved them and his boxers down in one rough motion, freeing his cock.

It was thick and hard, the head flushed a dark red, already beading with pre-cum. He was big, a fact she knew intimately from the clinic, but seeing him now, in their bed, with love in his eyes instead of clinical detachment, made him look somehow more formidable.

He leaned over her, bracing himself on his arms. The tip of his cock pressed against her soaked, swollen entrance. He paused, his face inches from hers. “Okay?” he whispered, the single word laden with concern and a desperate need.

“Yes,” she breathed, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Please.”

He pushed forward.

The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, burning fullness that made her gasp. He filled her completely, burying himself to the hilt in one slow, relentless slide. They both froze, absorbing the sensation. He was so deep, his body flush against her pregnant stomach. She could feel every inch of him inside her, a claiming that had nothing to do with the clinic and everything to do with this moment, this room, this love.

He began to move.

His thrusts were gentle at first, slow and deep, rocking her whole body. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each return a homecoming. She met him stroke for stroke, her inner muscles fluttering around him, milking him. The friction was divine, stoking the embers of her climax back into a low, smoldering flame.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted against her neck, his rhythm steady. “So tight. So wet. All for me.”

“All for you,” she echoed, her voice ragged. “Only you.”

His pace began to quicken. The gentle rocking turned into more urgent drives. The bedframe, cheap and rickety, started to thump softly against the wall in a steady beat. The sound was obscene and wonderful. He shifted his angle slightly, and on the next thrust, he hit a spot so deep, so perfect, that she saw stars again.

“There!” she cried out, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back.

He found the angle and held it, pounding into that sweet spot with focused, piston-like drives. The pleasure built again, a different kind this time—deeper, more internal, centered on that glorious point of connection where their bodies joined. Her breasts, sensitive and full, bounced with each thrust, another trickle of milk leaking out to slick her skin.

“I can’t… I’m not gonna last,” he warned, his voice strained, his thrusts becoming erratic, harder, faster.

“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Don’t you dare stop.”

She was close again, the tension coiling impossibly tight. He dropped his head, his mouth finding hers in a messy, desperate kiss. His hips slammed into hers, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. The spring snapped.

Her second climax hit with the force of a freight train. It wasn’t as sharp as the first, but it was wider, deeper, a full-body convulsion of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that pulled a long, wailing moan from the depths of her soul. Her internal muscles clamped down on his cock in a vice-like, pulsating grip.

That was all it took. With a choked, guttural roar, Landon drove into her one final, searing time and came. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release deep inside her, a flood of warmth that seemed to fuse them together. He shuddered violently above her, his entire body going rigid as he poured himself into her.

He collapsed, careful even in his extremity to keep his weight off her stomach, rolling to pull her against his side. They lay tangled together, breathing in ragged, syncopated gasps. The room was filled with the sound of their panting, the scent of sex and milk and saltwater and sweat—the scent of their life.

Melody turned her head, her cheek pressed against his damp chest. His heart was a frantic drum under her ear, slowly beginning to steady. His arm was a heavy, comforting weight around her, his hand splayed possessively over the curve of her hip.

A profound, aching happiness bloomed in her chest, so vast it threatened to break her. She thought of the padded bench, the detached faces, the clinical humiliation. She thought of the razor wire, the cold woods, the fear. All of it had led her here. To this man. To this bed. To this life growing inside her.

He saved her. In every way that mattered, Landon had pulled her from the darkness and given her a future. The love she felt for him in that moment was a physical thing, a warm, golden light that filled every corner of her being.

“I love you,” she whispered into the quiet, the words finally feeling big enough to hold everything she felt.

He tightened his arm around her, his lips pressing a kiss into her sweaty hair. “I love you, Melody,” he murmured, his voice sleep-slurred with satisfaction. “More than anything.”

She closed her eyes, listening to his breathing even out. The baby gave a soft, sleepy kick against her ribs, as if settling in. For the first time in what felt like forever, Melody felt completely, utterly safe.

She was home.

BACK COVER

One wrong turn. One dangerous debt. One chance to become a million-dollar asset.

Melody Martin thought a cocaine possession charge was the worst thing that could happen to her. She was wrong. Faced with a felony conviction and a prison sentence, the rebellious eighteen-year-old chooses an alternative path: commitment to Waverly Clinic.

But Waverly isn’t a rehab center. It’s a high-tech breeding ground for the elite.

Under the cold, clinical gaze of Dr. Day, Melody is no longer a girl with a future—she is a “cow.” Subjected to a rigorous schedule of hormonal treatments, mechanical milking sessions, and "breeding treatments" by a trio of powerful "bulls," Melody is forced to surrender her body to a system that views her only as a biological resource.

But the clinic didn't count on Landon.

A convicted burglar forced into service as a bull, Landon is the only man in the facility who treats Melody like a woman instead of a biological resource. Through whispered conversations in the darkness of the ventilation ducts, a forbidden spark of rebellion ignites. In a world of breast pumps and systematic violation, their illicit connection is the only thing that feels real.

Melody and Landon must execute a heart-pounding escape, because at Waverly Clinic, the only way to own your body is to risk your life to steal it back.
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