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1 - ONE THOUSAND DOLLARS

The sterile scent of antiseptic filled Justine’s nose, a sharp counterpoint to the frantic drumming in her chest. The flyer, taped to a campus bulletin board between ads for used textbooks and yoga classes, had promised one thousand dollars to participate in a clinical trial. One thousand dollars. It was more than she made in a month at the campus coffee shop. It was textbooks. It was a dent in the tuition her mom, Bess, fretted over every night at the kitchen table. It was freedom from the gnawing guilt of being a financial burden.

The clinic was in a sleek, modern building downtown, all glass and brushed steel. It felt alien compared to the worn linoleum and faded paint of her family’s home. Dr. Mark Warner met her in a minimalist reception area. He was younger than she’d expected, maybe mid-thirties, with hair the color of pale wheat and eyes that were a disconcerting, crystalline blue. He wore a white coat over a crisp dress shirt, and his smile was professional, practiced.

“Justine Martin? Right on time. Come on back.”

His voice was smooth, a low baritone that seemed to vibrate in the quiet hallway. She followed him, her sneakers squeaking on the polished floor. The exam room was cold, dominated by a large, intimidating chair with metal stirrups at the end. A tray of gleaming instruments sat on a counter.

“This is a Phase One trial for a new pharmaceutical, Vexora,” Dr. Warner explained, his back to her as he typed on a tablet. “We need to establish a thorough baseline of physical health before administration. Standard procedure.”

“Okay,” Justine said, her own voice sounding small.

“I’ll need you to remove all your clothing and put on the gown, open in the front. You can leave your clothes on the chair.”

A hot flush crawled up her neck. She’d had physicals before, but always with a female nurse present, always with a quick, impersonal efficiency. Dr. Warner’s presence filled the small room. He didn’t leave. He simply turned to face the counter, giving her a semblance of privacy that felt utterly false. Her fingers trembled as she unbuttoned her jeans, shimmied out of them. Her sweater, her t-shirt, her bra, her panties—a simple cotton pair—all formed a small, vulnerable pile on the plastic chair. The gown was flimsy, the thin fabric leaving little to the imagination. She tied it loosely, the opening gaping. She perched on the edge of the exam table, her heart racing.

“Feet in the stirrups, please, and slide down until you’re comfortable.”

Comfortable. The word was a joke. She obeyed, the cold metal of the stirrups shocking against her arches. She lay back, the crinkle of the thin paper loud and intrusive. The ceiling tiles were white and perforated. She focused on a small, dark speck in one of them.

Dr. Warner approached, snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The sound was sharp, final. He started with the stethoscope, its disc cold through the thin gown on her chest. His movements were clinical, detached. But his proximity was overwhelming. She could smell his cologne, something clean and expensive, mixed with the scent of the gloves.

“Deep breath,” he instructed, his voice close to her ear.

She breathed. His hand, still holding the stethoscope, pressed firmly between her breasts. The gown shifted. She felt the cool air on her nipple, realized the gown had fallen open. She squeezed her eyes shut.

“Now for the physical exam.”

The gown was pushed aside entirely, baring her chest to the chill air and his icy blue gaze. His gloved hands were warm despite the latex. He began at her collarbones, palpating with firm, deliberate pressure. This is medical, she told herself. It’s for the money. But her skin prickled everywhere he touched. His thumbs swept over her clavicles, down the center of her sternum. Then his hands cupped the undersides of her breasts, lifting, weighing. His fingers traced the outer curves, then circled inward, toward the peaks. A traitorous tightness gathered there. His fingertips brushed over her nipples, once, twice—a deliberate, assessing motion. A jolt, sharp and electric, shot straight down to her belly. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips before she could trap it.

He didn’t comment. His expression remained one of focused study. But his eyes flicked up to hers for a fraction of a second. He saw. He knew.

“Normal breast tissue,” he stated, his tone flat. But his hands lingered for a moment longer, his thumbs making one last, slow pass over the hardened tips before he pulled the gown back, leaving her exposed from the waist down. The overhead light was brutally bright.

“Legs a little wider, please.”

She let her knees fall further apart, the position one of absolute vulnerability. Her heart was a trapped bird against her ribs. He sat on a rolling stool at the foot of the chair. She couldn’t see him, only feel his presence between her thighs.

His gloved fingers touched the inside of her thigh first, a light, tracing touch that made her muscles jump. Then, higher. A single finger pressed against her, parting her folds. She was already damp. The realization flooded her with a wave of scalding shame. This was wrong. She was naked, spread open, being touched by a man her stepfather’s age, a stranger, for money. And her body was responding.

“Relax,” he murmured, though it didn’t sound like a suggestion.

The finger slid inside her, slowly, inexorably. It was a foreign, stretching sensation, made slick by her own arousal. He moved it in a slow circle, pressing against her inner walls. A deep, internal pulse answered him. He added a second finger, the stretch becoming a burn that melted into a shocking, full feeling. He scissored them gently, exploring. Every nerve ending in her core seemed to awaken, concentrating on that slow, penetrating rhythm.

“Cervix feels normal,” he said, his voice a detached note in the humming silence.

He withdrew his fingers. The emptiness was abrupt. Then came the cold, metal touch of the speculum. She flinched.

“Easy. Just a little pressure.”

It wasn’t little. It was an insistent, steady invasion as he worked the device inside her. A click, and she felt herself being opened, stretched wider than she’d ever imagined possible. The exposure was profound, humiliating. She was on display, her most intimate flesh held open under the bright light for his inspection. She heard the soft clink of instruments, felt a cold swab deep inside, a sensation so bizarre and intrusive she bit down on her lip.

After an eternity, the speculum was closed and removed. She gasped in relief. But it was short-lived.

She felt the cool slickness of lubricant against her other entrance, the tight, forbidden pucker of muscle between her cheeks. Before she could tense, before she could even process the intention, his finger was there, pressing, and then in. A sharp, shocking intrusion. It was smaller, tighter, a different kind of fullness that sent a confusing riot of signals through her system—pain, yes, a bright sting, but underneath it, a deep, resonant thrill. This was not part of any physical she’d ever heard of.

He began to move it, a slow, shallow thrusting. The friction, aided by the lube, became a strange, rhythmic pressure against the shared, thin wall inside her. It pressed against the sensitive spots still throbbing from his earlier exploration. The shame was still there, a hot coal in her stomach, but it was being smothered by a rising tide of pure, physical sensation. Her hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk, meeting the motion.

He saw that, too. His other hand moved.

His thumb found her clit.

It was a direct, unerring contact. He didn’t tease. He pressed the pad of his thumb right against the swollen, hypersensitive nub and began to move it in firm, deliberate circles.

The combination was devastating. The filling thrust of his finger in her ass, the relentless, perfect pressure on her clit. The clinical pretense shattered. This was not an examination. This was an orchestrated taking. Her breath came in ragged, shallow pulls. The ceiling tiles blurred. A low, continuous moan built in her throat, spilling out unchecked. She was climbing, a tight coil winding impossibly tight in her lower belly. The sensations fused—the stretch, the friction, the glorious, grinding pressure. Her legs began to shake in the stirrups.

“That’s it,” Dr. Warner said, his voice dropping, losing its clinical edge, becoming something darker, intimate. “Let me see your baseline response.”

His thumb moved faster. His finger thrust deeper. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm tore through her with a violence that was almost terrifying. It was a white-hot detonation centered on his thumb, radiating out in convulsive waves that clenched around his invading finger, that made her back arch clear off the table. A guttural cry ripped from her throat, raw and desperate. And then—a hot, sudden gush, a release so total it felt like her very core was emptying itself. She heard it, a soft, wet sound on the paper sheet beneath her. She squirted. Heat and liquid and utter, devastating humiliation.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of her own harsh breathing. Slowly, carefully, he withdrew his fingers. The absence was a shock. He stood, peeled off the gloves with a snap, and dropped them into a biohazard bin. He didn’t look at her face. He looked at the wet patch on the paper.

“Physiologically, you’re an excellent candidate,” he said, his voice perfectly calm, perfectly professional again, as if he hadn’t just wrung a screaming, squirting climax from her on an exam table. “You can get dressed.”

She moved like an automaton, numb, her limbs heavy and trembling. She didn’t look at him. She pulled on her clothes with fumbling fingers, the cotton of her panties feeling alien against her sensitized flesh. The dampness there was a secret, shameful brand.

When she was dressed, he handed her a small paper cup, containing a single white pill.

“Take this now. You’ll return in two weeks for monitoring.” His blue eyes held hers. “No alcohol. No other medications.”

She swallowed the pill. It was tasteless.

The thousand-dollar check was handed to her in a sealed envelope. She clutched it like a lifeline.

The drive home was a blur. The check in her purse felt radioactive. Her body felt different—used, awakened, humming with a residual energy that was part horror, part addictive thrill. She walked into the quiet house. Her mom, Bess, was at work for another hour. But Kade, her stepdad, was home early.

He was in the living room, sprawled on the couch in a white t-shirt and work pants, watching a sports highlight reel. The muscles of his arms and shoulders strained against the cotton. A dark dusting of sawdust clung to his pants. He looked over as she came in.

“Hey, kiddo. You okay? You look… flushed.”

His voice, so familiar, so deep and warm, washed over her. She thought of Dr. Warner’s clinical baritone. She thought of cold metal and firm, gloved hands. She looked at Kade’s large, calloused hands, resting on his thigh.

The memory of her own body convulsing on the table, of the wet release, slammed into her with fresh, brutal force. And with it, the old, secret attraction she’d buried for years—the glances at his broad back, the way her stomach fluttered when he laughed—surged up, twisted now and fused with the raw, exposed need Dr. Warner had unlocked.

She wasn’t just flushed. She was on fire from the inside out.

“I’m fine,” she managed, her voice tight. “Just… a long day.”

2 - STRANGE SIDE EFFECTS

The next few days passed in a hazy, internal hum. The thousand-dollar check was safely deposited, a temporary balm for the tuition anxiety. But a new, more persistent vibration had taken root in Justine’s body, one the money couldn’t quiet.

It started as a constant, low-grade warmth between her legs, a physical echo of the exam that refused to fade. Then it became a thrum, a distracting pulse that seemed to sync with her heartbeat. By Friday, it was a relentless, buzzing need. Her thoughts, once occupied by textbooks and part-time shifts, were now hijacked by a relentless, graphic film reel. She’d be in the library, staring at a paragraph on microeconomics, and suddenly she’d imagine the weight of Kade pinning her to her mattress, the rasp of his work-stubble against her inner thigh. She’d see his hands, those large, capable hands, gripping her hips, spreading her open. The images were crude, shockingly detailed—his mouth between her legs, his tongue on her clit, the thick press of him taking her from behind. They’d flash behind her eyes without warning, stealing her breath, making her shift in her seat as a fresh wave of dampness soaked her cotton panties.

Is this the pill? The question was a frantic whisper in her mind.

Saturday morning dawned, and the mental noise was deafening. The smell of coffee and bacon from the kitchen usually meant comfort. Today, it felt like a prelude. She pulled on a loose tank top and shorts, her body feeling overly sensitive, her breasts strangely heavy and tender.

Bess was at the stove, humming. Kade sat at the small Formica table, a newspaper open beside his plate. He was in a faded gray tee that stretched across his shoulders, his forearms resting on the table. Justine’s gaze snagged on the corded muscle there, the dark hair dusting his skin. Her mind supplied an instant, unwanted sequel: those forearms flexing as he held her down, that chest pressing against her bare breasts.

“Morning, sweetie,” Bess said, flipping a pancake. “You’re up late. Hungry?”

“Not really,” Justine murmured, sliding into her chair opposite Kade. She kept her eyes on the salt shaker.

Kade glanced up. “You sleep okay?” His voice was morning-rough, a sound that did things to the buzzing inside her.

“Yeah. Fine.”

She reached for the orange juice carton. As she lifted it, a strange, sharp twinge shot through her left breast, a sensation so peculiar it made her gasp softly. A sudden, alarming dampness bloomed against the fabric of her tank top. She froze, arm in mid-air, feeling a cool spot spread just over her nipple.

“What’s wrong?” Kade asked, his attention fully on her now.

“Nothing. Cramp,” she lied, lowering the carton carefully, crossing her arms over her chest. The damp patch was small, but it felt like a beacon. She felt a second, similar twinge in her right breast, a faint, aching pull deep within the tissue. Oh god. What now?

She tried to eat a piece of toast, but the fantasy film reel spooled up again, more vivid. This time, it was Kade on his knees before her in this very kitchen, pushing her shorts down, his stubbled jaw scraping her stomach as he moved lower. Her face flushed hot. She could almost feel the phantom scratch of his beard, the wet heat of his mouth. Her nipples, already stiff and sensitive, pressed painfully against her crossed arms. Another tiny, betraying leak dampened the fabric.

She had to get out. Now.

“I’m—I’m not feeling great,” she stammered, shoving her chair back. It screeched against the linoleum.

“Justine?” her mom called, concern knitting her brow.

“Just a headache!” she called over her shoulder, already fleeing down the hall. She didn’t miss the way Kade’s dark eyes followed her, lingering.

She shut her bedroom door and leaned against it, her heart hammering. The arousal was a live wire now, sparked by her own shameful escape and the image of his questioning stare. The damp spots on her shirt were undeniable. With trembling fingers, she pulled the tank top away from her body and looked down.

Two small, dark circles of wetness stained the light blue fabric, directly over her nipples. A drop of something opaque and white clung to the tip of her right breast, beading against her skin before soaking into the cotton.

Milk.

The word slammed into her, absurd and terrifying. She wasn’t pregnant. She’d never been pregnant. But the evidence was there, a biological rebellion. A side effect. It had to be. Vexora.

The humiliation was a cold wave, but the physical need beneath it was a furnace. The two feelings warred, creating a frantic, itchy energy under her skin. She ripped the tank top off, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her breasts were fuller, the areolas darker, the nipples persistently erect. She touched one tentatively, a jolt of sensation—half pain, half piercing pleasure—shooting straight to her clit. She gasped, her other hand slipping into her shorts.

This was wrong. So wrong. But the buzzing was too loud, the images of Kade too sharp. She fell onto her bed, fumbling with the button of her shorts, pushing them and her panties down just past her hips. She didn’t need fantasy now; her body was its own argument.

Her fingers found her slick, swollen flesh. She was already so wet it was obscene. She thought of Kade at the table, his gaze dropping to her chest. Had he seen? Had he noticed the stains? The thought of his eyes on her, knowing, sent a fresh surge through her. She circled her clit, the pressure immediate and electric. His hands. His calloused thumbs. His mouth catching the milk beading on her nipple.

The climax crashed over her quickly, brutally, a stolen, shuddering release that she muffled in her pillow. It left her panting, empty, and more confused than ever. She lay there, sticky, the faint, sweet scent of milk in the air.

A hesitant knock at the door made her jolt. “Justine?” It was Kade. “Your mom’s running to the store. You sure you’re okay?”

“I’m fine!” she called, her voice too high.

“Can I come in for a sec?”

Panic seized her. She was half-naked, the room thick with the smell of sex and her own strange lactation. “Just a minute!” She scrambled, pulling her shorts up, grabbing a random sweatshirt from the floor and yanking it on, zipping it to her chin. It was too big, swallowing her. She opened the door a crack.

Kade stood in the hallway, filling the space. His eyes searched hers, then dipped, inevitably, to the front of the bulky sweatshirt. Even through the thick fabric, the new, round fullness of her breasts was apparent. And on the dark gray material, two new, tiny, unmistakable damp spots were slowly spreading.

He saw them. His gaze fixed on them, his expression shifting from concern to something more intense, more unreadable. His jaw tightened. For a long, silent moment, he just stared at the evidence of her leaking body.

“Justine,” he said finally, his voice low. “What’s going on? And don’t say ‘nothing.’” His eyes lifted back to hers, dark and piercing. “I saw you at breakfast. You’re jumpy. You’re flushed. And now…” He gestured vaguely, almost helplessly, at her chest, his own cheeks coloring slightly. “Are you sick?”

The direct question, the raw embarrassment in his eyes—it broke her feeble defenses. “It’s the clinical trial,” she blurted out, the words tumbling. “The pill. I think… I think it’s causing side effects. Weird ones.” Her face burned. She couldn’t say it.

The admission hung in the air, heavy and clinical, yet charged with a sudden, sharp electricity. Justine gripped the edges of her oversized sweatshirt, her knuckles white, her heart a frantic bird against her ribs.

Kade stood motionless. The air in the narrow hallway seemed to thin, vibrating with the secret she had just surrendered. He didn't pull away. He didn't offer a platitude about calling the doctor or suggest a trip to the ER.

Instead, his gaze dropped.

It wasn't a quick glance. It was a slow, deliberate transit that ended squarely on the two growing circles of dampness over her nipples. Justine felt her skin prickle, a fresh, hot twinge pulsing through her breasts. Under the dark gray fabric, her body continued its silent, involuntary rebellion, beading more of the sweet, white liquid.

His jaw worked, a hard muscle leaping in his cheek. He looked like a man trying to solve a puzzle he wasn't sure he wanted the answer to.

“Side effects,” he repeated, his voice dropping to a low, gravelly rasp.

He finally met her eyes again, and for the first time, Justine saw it—the flash of something dark and primal behind the concern. It wasn't the look of a stepfather. It was the look of a man recognizing a feast he wasn't supposed to touch.

He cleared his throat, the sound rough and forced. He took a step back, widening the space between them as if the air itself had become combustible.

“Right. Well.” He rubbed the back of his neck, his hand shaking almost imperceptibly. “If it... if it gets worse, maybe you should call that doctor.”

He didn't wait for her to respond. He turned on his heel and walked back toward the kitchen, his boots heavy on the linoleum.

Justine stood in the doorway, frozen. She listened to the sounds of him moving about—the clatter of the newspaper, the heavy thud of the fridge closing—but her mind was stuck on the way his eyes had lingered. He hadn’t just glanced; his eyes had practically tasted her.

3 - CAUGHT IN THE KITCHEN

The late afternoon sun slanted through the kitchen window, painting the linoleum in long, lazy stripes of gold. Justine stood before the open refrigerator, the cool air doing nothing to douse the persistent, humming heat between her legs. It had been a week since her visit to the clinic, and Vexora’s strange side effects were only becoming more intense. A low, sweet ache in her swollen breasts and a damp, insistent throb at her core made sitting through lectures an exercise in pure torture.

Her eyes scanned the contents, not really seeing the milk or the leftover pasta. They landed on it, nestled in the crisper drawer. A cucumber. Not the slender, waxy kind, but a thick, ridged one, dark green and heavy-looking. It was almost obscene in its suggestion. A flush, hot and immediate, swept from her chest to her hairline. Her nipples tightened painfully against the thin cotton of her t-shirt, a fresh, familiar dampness spotting the fabric. Milk. The thought was a shiver of shame and something else, something darker and more compelling.

The house was silent. Bess was at her office. Kade wouldn’t be home from the construction site for at least another hour. The silence felt thick, charged. It was an invitation.

She didn’t think. Thinking led to guilt. She just moved. Her fingers, trembling slightly, closed around the cool, bumpy skin of the vegetable. She pulled it out, hefting its solid weight. It was perfect. A crude, ridiculous substitute, but her body didn’t seem to care about nuance. It just wanted.

In the center of the kitchen, under the bright fluorescent light, she peeled her clothes off. The t-shirt, the jeans, her plain cotton panties, already damp. The air kissed her skin, raising goosebumps that warred with the internal fire. She looked down at herself. Her breasts felt fuller, heavier, the areolas darker. A single, pearly drop beaded at the tip of one nipple. She wiped it away with a shaky thumb, bringing it to her mouth. The taste was faintly sweet, alien. Her own.

Holding the cucumber, she hoisted herself onto the cold laminate of the kitchen island. The stone was a shock against her bare thighs and ass. She leaned back on her elbows, her curly brown hair spilling around her shoulders. She spread her legs, the movement exposing her completely to the empty room. The vulnerability was a sharp, thrilling spike.

She brought the blunt end of the cucumber to her entrance. It was cool, a stark contrast to the molten heat she found there. She pressed. The resistance was immediate, then gave way with a soft, wet sound that seemed deafening in the quiet. A gasp tore from her throat, ragged and unfiltered. She pushed it deeper, the ridges catching and dragging against her inner walls, a rough, delicious friction that was nothing like her own fingers.

Her head fell back. She began to move it, a slow, tentative slide in and out. The sensation was… good. Solid. Filling. But her mind needed more. It craved a specific shape, a specific fantasy to latch onto. She closed her eyes.

And there he was.

Kade.

Not as her stepdad, the man who fixed the sink and joked with her mom. But as the broad-shouldered ghost who had haunted her most private fantasies since she was sixteen. The way his t-shirts stretched across the dense muscles of his shoulders and chest. The dark hair on his forearms, the olive tone of his skin under the summer sun. The easy, powerful way he moved. She’d seen him once, years ago, coming out of the shower in just a towel, a fleeting glimpse of a thick, shadowed line trailing down his stomach. Her imagination, fueled by the drug’s relentless hunger, took that fragment and built the rest.

In her mind, it was his cock, not the vegetable. Thick, veined, heavy in her hand. The fantasy took root, vivid and potent. Her strokes with the cucumber became more urgent, her hips lifting off the cool stone to meet each thrust. Her free hand went to her breast, fingers plucking at the hard, aching nipple. A thin stream of milk shot out, arcing onto her stomach, warm and shocking. The dual sensations—the deep, fake penetration and the sweet, sharp pull at her nipple—coalesced into a tight coil of pleasure low in her belly.

She was so lost in it, the rhythm of her own making, the vivid, taboo pictures in her head, that she didn’t hear the key in the lock. Didn’t hear the heavy, work-booted tread on the entryway tile.

The kitchen door swung open.

Justine’s eyes flew open. Time fractured.

Kade stood frozen in the doorway, his tool belt slung low on his hips, a film of drywall dust coating his dark hair and shoulders. His dark eyes, usually warm and crinkled with laughter, were wide, unblinking, taking in the scene: his stepdaughter, naked and splayed on the kitchen counter, a cucumber buried inside her, milk glistening on her abdomen and breast.

A sound escaped her—a choked, mortified whimper. She tried to scramble, to cover herself, to pull the vegetable out, but her limbs were locked in a paralysis of sheer horror. The coil of pleasure snapped, replaced by a flood of ice-cold dread. Oh god. Oh god, no.

For a long, agonizing second, there was only the hum of the refrigerator and the pounding of her own heart in her ears.

Then Kade moved. He didn’t turn away. He didn’t shout. He stepped fully into the kitchen and let the door swing shut behind him with a soft, final click. His gaze traveled slowly, deliberately, from her flushed face, down her trembling body, to where her hand still clutched the base of the cucumber.

“Justine,” he said, his voice a low rumble, stripped of its usual easygoing tone.

“Kade, I—it’s not—the medicine—” The words tumbled out, nonsensical, desperate. Tears of shame burned her eyes.

He took another step closer. The scent of him—sawdust, sunshine, male sweat—filled the space between them. He was looking at her like he’d never seen her before. Like she was a puzzle he’d just solved.

“Don’t,” he said, cutting off her stammering. “Don’t be embarrassed.” He was close enough now that she could see the flecks of amber in his dark eyes, the rapid pulse in his throat. “Fuck, Justine. That’s… that’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

The words shouldn’t have landed the way they did. They should have repulsed her, sent her fleeing. But the Vexora in her bloodstream, the arousal that had only been banked by shock, roared back to life, hotter and hungrier than before. His approval, his raw, undisguised desire, was a key turning in a lock she didn’t know she had.

He reached out. Not for her, but for the cucumber. His large, calloused hand closed over hers. His skin was rough, warm. A jolt, electric and pure, shot up her arm. Slowly, he guided her hand, pulling the slick vegetable out of her. The sound was obscenely wet. He held it up, examining the glistening length, a slow, predatory smile touching his lips. “Using this?” he murmured, his voice dropping to a velvet-rough whisper. “When I’m right here?”

Before she could process the meaning, he tossed the cucumber into the sink with a dull thud. His hands, those big, capable hands, went to the buckle of his tool belt. He let it drop to the floor with a heavy clatter of metal. His eyes never left hers as he gripped the hem of his dusty t-shirt and pulled it over his head.

Justine’s breath stopped. His chest was exactly as she’d imagined—broad, sculpted from physical labor, dusted with dark hair that narrowed into that tantalizing trail leading into his jeans. This was real. This was happening.

“You’re leaking, baby,” he said, his gaze dropping to her breasts.

The term of endearment, so wrong, so illicit, made her clench internally. He leaned in, his heat enveloping her. One hand came up to cradle her breast, his thumb sweeping over the nipple. A fresh bead of milk welled up. He didn’t hesitate. He lowered his head and his mouth, hot and wet, closed over her.

The sensation was unimaginable. The rough scrape of his tongue against the ultra-sensitive peak, the strong, rhythmic suction. It wasn’t gentle. It was claiming. A deep, pulling ache that connected directly to the throbbing between her legs. A broken cry fell from her lips. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his dusty hair, not to push him away, but to hold him there. He drank from her, swallowing, a low, appreciative groan vibrating against her skin. The intimacy of it was devastating, more penetrating than any object.

While his mouth worked on one breast, his other hand found the neglected one, pinching and rolling the nipple, sending twin currents of sharp pleasure-pain radiating through her. She was panting, her back arching, offering herself more completely.

He switched sides, his mouth latching onto her other breast with the same hungry intensity. His free hand, meanwhile, slid down her quivering stomach, through the damp curls, and found her core. He didn’t tease. One thick finger, then two, pushed inside her, curling, exploring the soaked, clutching heat. “So fucking wet,” he growled against her skin, his voice muffled.

He straightened up, his lips and chin glistening with her milk. He looked feral, beautiful. He fumbled with the button of his jeans, then the zipper. He shoved them and his boxers down just enough to free himself.

Justine’s eyes dropped. Her fantasy hadn’t done him justice. He was thick, heavy, ruddy and fully erect, curving slightly upward. A bead of moisture already crowned the tip. A fresh wave of pure, carnal want drowned the last fragments of her conscience.

He moved between her legs, his hands gripping her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the counter. The laminate dug into her thighs. He positioned himself, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick entrance. He paused, his dark eyes burning into hers. “Look at me,” he commanded, his voice rough.

She did. She saw the hunger, the triumph, the sheer male need. And she wanted to give it all to him.

He pushed forward.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. He was so much more substantial than the cucumber, filling her in a way that was almost too much. A sharp, gasping inhale was her only response. He sank deeper, inch by inexorable inch, until he was fully seated inside her, their bodies joined. The feeling of fullness was absolute, a deep, satisfying pressure that touched something primal in her.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his head dropping forward, his forehead touching hers. “Justine… god.”

He began to move. Withdrawing almost completely, then driving back in with a solid, powerful thrust that shook her entire body and made the countertop shudder. He set a relentless, pounding rhythm, each stroke dragging against every sensitive nerve inside her. The sounds were filthy, wet slaps of skin on skin, their ragged breathing, her high, desperate whimpers.

His mouth found hers. The kiss was bruising, possessive, tasting of her own milk and his unique, musky flavor. His tongue mimicked the thrust of his hips. She kissed him back with a fervor that shocked her, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back.

One of his hands slid between them, his thumb finding her clit. The contact was electric, precise. He circled the swollen bud in time with his deep, driving strokes. The pleasure, already a towering wave, began to crest, sharp and undeniable.

“Kade,” she sobbed into his mouth, the name a confession and a plea.

“Cum on my cock,” he grunted, his pace becoming frantic, brutal. “Let me feel it.”

The crude words, the overwhelming physical stimulation, the forbidden reality of it all, shattered her. The orgasm tore through her with violent, blinding force. Her inner muscles clamped down on him in rhythmic, pulsing spasms, her back bowing off the counter, a raw, screaming cry ripped from her throat. The sensations seemed to go on forever, waves of electric pleasure radiating from her core to the very tips of her fingers and toes.

Feeling her convulse around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar that was pure animal, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. She felt the hot, sudden rush of his release flooding into her, jet after jet, a claiming so intimate it stole the air from her lungs. He shuddered against her, his big body trembling with the force of his climax.

For a long moment, they stayed like that, locked together, panting, slick with sweat and other fluids. The world slowly seeped back in: the fluorescent light, the familiar kitchen, the distant sound of a lawnmower.

Reality, cold and sharp, followed.

Kade’s eyes opened. The raw hunger was gone, replaced by a dawning awareness. He pulled out of her slowly, the separation feeling like a loss. He quickly tucked himself back into his jeans, doing up the fly with fumbling fingers.

“Shit,” he muttered, not looking at her. “Bess…”

The name was a bucket of ice water. Justine scrambled off the counter, her legs nearly giving way. She grabbed her clothes from the floor, her movements frantic. She didn’t look at him. She couldn’t. She dressed with her back turned, yanking the fabric over skin that still hummed with his touch, that still felt the phantom stretch of him inside her.

When she turned around, he was at the sink, running water, washing the cucumber with a bizarre, focused intensity. He placed it back in the crisper drawer. He wiped down the counter where she’d been lying with a paper towel, balling it up and shoving it deep into the trash.

The domestic normalcy of the actions was surreal. He turned to her. The air between them was thick, charged with what they’d done and everything it meant.

“Justine,” he started, his voice hoarse.

The garage door opener hummed to life in the distance. Bess was home.

Panic, cold and sharp, cut through the remaining haze of the Vexora.

"I can't—" Justine’s voice cracked, the words catching in her throat still tight from screaming his name. She didn't finish the sentence. She couldn't look at him, couldn't look at the man who had just dismantled her life on the kitchen counter.

She turned and fled.

Her bare feet slapped against the linoleum, a frantic, rhythmic sound that echoed in the sudden silence of the hallway. She scrambled into her bedroom and threw the door shut, her hand trembling so violently she could barely turn the lock. She collapsed against the wood, sliding down until her knees hit the carpet, her breath coming in jagged, shallow gasps.

Outside, she heard the muffled sound of the side door opening.

"I'm back!" Bess’s voice drifted through the house, cheerful and unsuspecting. "Kade? You're home early! Help me with these bags, honey, I bought enough to feed an army."

Justine squeezed her eyes shut, pressing her forehead against the cool wood of the door. Every inch of her body felt branded. Her thighs were sticky, her breasts were heavy and aching behind the fabric of her shirt, and the phantom sensation of Kade’s weight was still a crushing, delicious pressure against her soul.

The guilt was a physical weight, a sickening twist in her gut that warred with the frantic, humming pulse the Vexora refused to let die. She had betrayed her mother in the most fundamental way possible. She had taken the man who provided their stability, the man who kept the house running, and turned him into the architect of her own undoing.

She heard Kade’s voice—calm, steady, the perfect imitation of the man he had been an hour ago. "Coming, Bess. Let me just get my boots off."

Justine curled into a ball on the floor, burying her face in her hands. She had wanted this for years. She had cataloged his every move, his every scent, building a temple of desire in the dark corners of her mind. But now that the temple had been sanctified in sweat and milk, the reality was a nightmare she couldn't wake up from.

She was no longer just a student, no longer just a daughter. She was a secret. And as she listened to her mother laugh in the kitchen—the same kitchen where the scent of sex still lingered in the air—Justine realized that the Vexora hadn't just changed her body.

It was destroying her family.

4 - A FOLLOW-UP APPOINTMENT

The next few days were a special kind of torture.

Kade didn’t look at her. He didn’t speak to her beyond the most essential, monosyllabic exchanges. ‘Pass the salt.’ ‘Door’s locked.’ He left for work before dawn and came home after she’d retreated to her room for the night. The house, once a place of comfortable noise, became a minefield of silence and loaded absence. Bess noticed the tension but chalked it up to stress—his work, her school, the general grind of life.

Justine felt his avoidance like a physical withdrawal. Her body, still humming with the artificial fire of the Vexora pill, screamed for the relief only he had provided. The memory of his weight, his taste, his possession was a constant loop playing behind her eyes. But it was her breasts that became the true seat of her agony.

The heavy, swollen feeling intensified. A dull, persistent ache settled deep in the tissue, a building pressure that made every movement, every brush of fabric, an exercise in sharp sensation. Her nipples were perpetually hard, sensitive to the point of pain. And they leaked. Constantly. Small, sticky beads of opaque white milk would form throughout the day, staining her bras, sometimes seeping through to dampen her shirts. She took to wearing dark colors and layered sweaters, even in the mild spring weather, a prisoner in her own overheated skin.

The need to be drained was a primal, pounding thought. It overshadowed her studies, her hunger, her guilt. It was a biological imperative, a deep, pulling emptiness that echoed in her ducts. She tried, once, in the shower, to express some of the pressure manually, her fingers trembling as she mimicked what she’d read about. The brief spurt of relief was instantly swamped by a fresh wave of arousal so intense it left her shaking and nauseous against the tiles. She couldn’t do it herself. Her body was a lock, and Kade had been the key. Now he was gone, and the mechanism was jammed, ratcheting tighter with every hour.

The day of her follow-up appointment arrived like a reprieve.

The sleek, modern clinic felt both familiar and sinister. The quiet hush of the doors, the scent of antiseptic and lemon polish—it all carried the memory of her first humiliating, thrilling examination. Dr. Warner’s assistant, a woman with a polite, vacant smile, led her not to the standard exam room, but to another door at the end of a different corridor.

This room was colder. The lights were brighter, more clinical. The centerpiece was not a standard exam table, but a large, padded chair that looked more like something from a dentist’s office or a film she shouldn’t have watched. It reclined, and on the ends of the armrests and near the footrest, she saw sturdy, black leather straps with silver buckles. A chill that had nothing to do with the temperature skittered down her spine.

A wheeled cart stood beside the chair. On it rested two large, clear plastic funnels connected to an electric pump by a series of tubes. The tubes led to a collection jar, marked with measurement lines.

Dr. Warner entered a moment later, his white coat pristine, his pale hair perfectly in place. His icy blue eyes swept over her, taking in her layered clothing, the faint flush on her cheeks. “Justine. Good to see you. Please, have a seat.” He gestured to the ominous chair.

She sat, the vinyl padding cool through her jeans. “How have you been feeling?” he asked, his tone professionally neutral as he tapped on a tablet.

“I’ve… I’ve been having side effects,” she began, her voice unsteady. “My breasts. They’re… full. They hurt. And they’re… producing.” Saying the word aloud to him, in this setting, was its own peculiar shame.

He looked up, a spark of keen interest in his gaze. “Lactation. Excellent. That’s within expected parameters. A sign your system is responding optimally to the Vexora.” He set the tablet down. “We’ll need to express the colostrum and measure the yield. It’s a critical data point. Please, disrobe completely and position yourself in the chair.”

The command was delivered with such calm authority that resistance felt not just futile, but absurd. This was the trial. This was the process. She’d accepted the money. And, a treacherous part of her mind whispered, she needed the relief.

Her fingers fumbled with her sweater, her jeans, her bra and panties. The cool air of the room pebbled her skin instantly. She climbed into the chair, the leather straps hanging like dormant snakes. She leaned back, and Dr. Warner approached, his movements efficient.

He didn’t ask. He simply took her left wrist and guided it to the armrest, securing the leather cuff snugly around it. The buckle clicked with a soft, final sound. He did the same with her right wrist. Then he moved to her ankles, spreading her legs and fastening each one to the stirrups at the base of the chair. She was spread open, immobilized, utterly exposed. A flush of utter humiliation burned from her chest to her hairline, but beneath it, a familiar, unwelcome heat began to stir.

“Comfortable?” he asked, not really waiting for an answer. He turned to the cart, switching on the pump. It emitted a low, rhythmic whirr-thump, whirr-thump.

He picked up one of the clear plastic funnels. It was wider than she’d expected, the interior rim soft and pliable. He lifted her left breast, his gloved hands clinical yet firm, and centered the funnel over her nipple. The soft silicone created a seal against her skin. He repeated the process with her right breast. She was trussed up, tethered to the machine by her aching mounds.

The suction was instant and profound.

It wasn’t painful. It was a deep, pulling release that made her cry out, a ragged sound of pure sensation. The pump’s rhythm established itself, a steady, insistent pull that seemed to reach into the very core of the ache. She could see it—thin, white streams of milk being drawn from her nipples, traveling down the tubes, and dripping in steady, rhythmic pulses into the waiting jars below. The relief was so intense it was dizzying. A wave of weakness washed over her, a boneless surrender to the machine’s mechanical suckling.

Her head fell back against the headrest. Her eyes closed. The whirr-thump filled her ears, a hypnotic soundtrack to the slow, delicious emptying of her breasts. The sharp pain melted into a throbbing, deep pleasure. Each pull seemed to connect to a nerve ending low in her belly, coiling tension there she hadn’t fully acknowledged.

She felt him move beside her. A gloved finger, cool with lubricant, touched her clitoris.

Her eyes flew open. Dr. Warner stood watching her, his expression one of detached observation. His finger began to move in slow, deliberate circles, applying perfect, knowledgeable pressure.

“No… oh, god…” she moaned, the protest automatic but hollow. Her hips twitched against the restraints, a futile attempt to seek more friction. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the deep, pulling relief at her nipples and the sharp, building pleasure at her clit. They fed each other, a feedback loop of mounting intensity. The room blurred at the edges. Her breathing became a series of short, sharp pants.

“Yield is good,” he remarked conversationally, his eyes flicking to the jars where her milk collected. His finger never stopped its relentless, circling torture. “Physiological response is also pronounced. Very good.”

She was so wet. She could feel it, a slick warmth coating her inner thighs, proof of her body’s betrayal. The pump continued its work, the jars filling with her essence.

Dr. Warner removed his hand from her clit. She whimpered at the loss, but he was already turning to the cart. From a drawer, he produced a large, flesh-toned dildo. It was medical-grade silicone, smooth and unyielding, thicker and longer than Kade had been. He coated it generously with clear lubricant.

He positioned himself between her strapped-open legs. He didn’t speak. He simply guided the blunt, cool tip to her entrance, which was already fluttering, slick and eager.

And he pushed it inside.

The stretch was immense, breathtaking. It was a cold, hard invasion, a fullness that went deeper than Kade’s cock, stretching her in a way that felt both impossible and perversely right. A choked scream caught in her throat. He worked it in slowly, relentlessly, until the entire formidable length was buried inside her, the base pressing against her swollen lips.

Then he began to fuck her with it.

His movements were methodical, powerful. He used the dildo like a tool, pistoning it in and out of her with deep, measured strokes. The schlick of wet silicone filled the air, mingling with the pump’s rhythm and her own ragged sobs. It was too much. The fullness, the friction, the relentless suction on her nipples—it was a sensory overload that short-circuited thought. She was just a body, a collection of raw nerves being played with expert precision.

Her climax didn’t build; it detonated.

It erupted from her core, a cataclysmic wave of pure release that locked every muscle in her body taut against the straps. A guttural, broken sound tore from her lips as her cunt clenched viscously around the hard silicone shaft. And then she was squirting, a hot, clear gush of fluid that splashed against the dildo, against his gloved hand, dripping down onto the chair’s padding beneath her. The pulses seemed to sync with the pump’s pulls, a dual drainage that left her shuddering, spent, and utterly hollow.

He worked her through it, fucking her with the dildo until the last tremors subsided. Then, with a final, slow withdrawal, he removed it. He switched off the breast pump. The sudden silence was deafening.

The relief in her breasts was profound, a sweet, heavy emptiness. The ache was gone, replaced by a tender, well-used sensitivity. Dr. Warner carefully removed the funnels, wiping her nipples with a cool cloth. He unbuckled the restraints, freeing her wrists and ankles. She could barely move, her limbs like water.

He examined the collection jars, holding them up to the light. “Three hundred milliliters total. A robust initial yield.” He made a note on his tablet. “You’re doing extremely well, Justine. Your body is accepting the Vexora beautifully.”

He handed her a wad of paper towels to clean herself, then turned his back as she shakily got dressed. Her clothes felt alien on her oversensitive skin. Her mind was a blank, buzzing static.

When she was dressed, he presented her with a small paper cup. “Your next dosage,” he said. Inside were two white pills, twice the burden of the first. “Report any intensification of symptoms. We’ll see you in two weeks for another expression and evaluation.”

She took the cup, her fingers numb. Two pills. The first dose had rewired her cravings, altered her body, and led her to Kade’s bed and a kitchen counter. What would two do?

She walked out of the clinic on unsteady legs, the ghost of the pump’s suction still echoing in her tender breasts, the phantom stretch of the dildo lingering between her thighs. She had gotten the relief she craved. So why did she feel so empty, so hungry for something more? With a double dose of Vexora coursing through her system, a terrifying, thrilling question took root.

What new, impossible cravings would it ignite?

5 - A FORBIDDEN CONFESSION

The next two days were a blur of damp fabric and distracted thought. The higher dose of Vexora had amplified everything. The heavy, tender fullness in her breasts returned within hours, the ache deeper, the need to be touched, to be drained, a constant, throbbing hum in her body. Her nipples leaked almost continuously now, small, sticky patches blooming on her shirts no matter how many layers she wore. She’d taken to stuffing folded paper towels into her bra, a crude, humiliating buffer that needed changing between classes.

Her mind was no better. Schoolwork was impossible. The words in her textbooks swam on the page, replaced by the memory of Kade’s mouth, hot and demanding, pulling the sweet relief from her. The feel of him, thick and relentless, stretching her open on her bed. The shameful, electric thrill of being caught in the kitchen, a vegetable buried inside her. His voice, rough with arousal.

Kade had retreated behind a wall of icy indifference, acting as if the heat of the kitchen had been nothing more than a fever dream. He wasn’t just busy; he was gone, even when he was in the same room. He’d look through her, his jaw tight, his eyes shuttered. The silence between them was a living thing, thick with everything they’d done and his apparent determination to never do it again.

It was maddening. Her body, buzzing with the chemical cocktail, screamed for his touch. The emptiness inside her was a physical void, a hollow ache that her own fingers couldn’t begin to fill. She’d tried, late at night, muffling her cries in her pillow, but it was a pale, frustrating imitation. It only made the craving worse, a desperate itch just out of reach.

On the third afternoon, the tension in the house reached a breaking point. Bess, humming to herself, announced she was heading to the grocery store. “We’re out of everything. Be back in an hour or so.” The front door clicked shut behind her, leaving a sudden, profound quiet.

Justine stood in the hallway, listening to the fading sound of her mother’s car. Kade was in the living room. She could hear the low murmur of a sports commentary show on the TV. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat of fear and need. This was her chance. It might be her only one.

She walked into the living room. He was on the couch, leaning forward with his elbows on his knees, staring at the screen but not seeing it. He didn’t turn as she entered.

“Why are you avoiding me?” The question came out quieter than she intended, a fragile thing.

He tensed. Still, he didn’t look at her. “I’m not.”

“You are. You haven’t looked at me in days. You haven’t said a real word to me.” She took a step closer. The scent of him—sawdust, clean sweat, pure male—wrapped around her, making her head swim. “Was it a mistake? What happened… with us?”

That got his attention. He turned his head slowly, his dark eyes finally meeting hers. They were full of a stormy conflict. “You know it was, Justine. Christ, you know it was wrong.” His voice was gravel. “It can’t happen again.”

“But you want it to,” she whispered, the accusation hanging in the air.

He looked away, his jaw working. A muscle ticked in his cheek. “Wanting something doesn’t make it right.”

The dam inside her cracked. The fear, the confusion, the sheer physical misery of the last few days poured out. “I don’t know what I’ve gotten into with this trial, Kade. I’m scared. My body… it’s doing things. Changing. I can’t control it.” Her hand went unconsciously to her chest, pressing against the swollen, aching curve of her breast. A fresh dampness seeped through her shirt at the touch. “It’s like it’s not even mine anymore.”

His gaze snapped back to her hand, to the dark spot blooming on the gray fabric of her t-shirt. His eyes darkened, the pupils swallowing the brown. The raw hunger she saw there stole her breath.

“I know it’s wrong,” he said, his voice dropping to a low, strained rasp. “I know I should walk away right now.” He stood up, his movements tense, predatory. He closed the distance between them in two long strides. He was so close she could feel the heat radiating from his body. “But god help me, Justine… seeing you like this.” His eyes raked over her, lingering on her chest. “Those tits, all swollen up… leaking for me. It turns me on so damn much I can’t think straight.”

The admission was a lightning strike. It shattered his pretense and her last shred of resistance.

Before she could react, his hands came up. They weren’t gentle. They gripped the neckline of her t-shirt and pulled. The fabric tore with a sharp, ripping sound, parting down the middle. Cool air washed over her skin, followed immediately by the searing heat of his stare. Her plain, cotton bra was already stained with two distinct, damp circles.

A rough sound tore from his throat. He didn’t bother with the clasp. He hooked his fingers under the straps and yanked down, exposing her completely. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, the nipples dark and taut, beaded with milky moisture.

“Fuck,” he breathed, the word reverent and filthy.

Then his mouth was on her.

He didn’t tease. He devoured. His lips sealed over her right nipple, sucking hard, his tongue flattening against the sensitive peak. The pull was immediate, profound, a direct line of relief and pleasure that made her cry out and buckle at the knees. He held her up, one arm banding around her back, his mouth working hungrily. The sweet, thin stream released into his mouth, and he groaned, the vibration traveling straight to her core. He swallowed, sucking harder, drawing more out. The sensation was beyond anything—a deep, pulling emptiness that felt right, a primal satisfaction that soothed the ache even as it stoked the fire lower down.

He switched to the other breast, his hunger insatiable. He lapped at the leaking tip, then sucked, drinking her down. Justine tangled her hands in his hair, holding him to her, her head thrown back. Whimpers and moans fell from her lips unchecked. This was what she needed. This was the only thing that could quiet the screaming need inside her.

When he finally lifted his head, his lips and chin were glistening wet. His eyes were black with pure lust. “Taste so fucking good,” he growled. His hands went to his belt, his movements frantic. He unbuckled it, yanked open his jeans, and shoved them and his boxers down just enough to free his erection.

He was already fully hard, thick and veined, the tip flushed and leaking. The sight sent a fresh flood of wetness between her own legs.

“On your knees,” he commanded, his voice leaving no room for question.

Her body obeyed before her mind could process it. She sank to the worn living room carpet in front of him, the coarse fibers scratching her knees. He fisted his cock, stroking it once, twice, before guiding the broad head to her lips.

“Open.”

She did. He pushed inside her mouth.

He filled it, the taste of salt and musk exploding on her tongue. He didn’t let her set the pace. He held her head, his fingers tangling in her curly brown hair, and began to fuck her mouth with slow, deep thrusts. She relaxed her throat, letting him slide deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft. Drool and pre-cum slicked her chin. The sounds were obscene—wet, gagging gulps, his ragged grunts, the slick slide of his cock over her tongue.

“That’s it,” he gritted out, looking down at her, his expression fierce with possession. “Take it all. Such a good girl for me. Sucking my cock like you were made for it.”

The words, so dirty, so wrong, sent a bolt of pure heat to her clit. She moaned around his length, the vibration making him curse. She reached up, cupping his heavy balls, rolling them in her hand as she took him deeper. Her other hand went between her own legs, rubbing frantically over her jeans, seeking any friction to ease the throbbing there.

He saw it. With a final, deep push that made her eyes water, he pulled out of her mouth. A string of saliva connected her lips to his glistening tip. “None of that,” he said, his voice rough. “You come on my cock or not at all. Now, get up. Turn around. Bend over the couch.”

Trembling, she pushed herself up. She turned her back to him, facing the worn, floral-patterned couch that her mother loved. She bent at the waist, bracing her hands on the cushions, presenting herself to him. She heard the rustle of his jeans being kicked away, then his footsteps on the carpet behind her.

His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh. One hand slid around to the front, popping the button of her jeans, dragging the zipper down. He shoved her jeans and panties down to her thighs in one rough motion, leaving her exposed, open.

The cool air kissed her wetness. Then she felt him, the blunt, hot head of his cock nudging against her entrance. He was slick with her saliva and his own pre-cum. He rubbed the tip up and down her slit, coating himself in her arousal, teasing her.

“Please, Kade,” she begged, pushing her hips back, trying to impale herself.

He chuckled, a dark, thrilling sound. “So eager. So fucking hungry.” He positioned himself. “You want this?”

“Yes! God, yes, please…”

He drove into her.

There was no slow, gentle penetration. He slammed home in one powerful, brutal thrust, burying himself to the hilt. The force of it drove her forward, her hands sliding on the couch cushions. A scream was torn from her lungs—a sound of shock, of overwhelming fullness, of perfect, agonizing rightness.

He didn’t pause. He set a punishing rhythm from the start, pulling almost all the way out before plunging back in, each stroke deep and claiming. The slap of his flesh against hers echoed in the quiet living room, a frantic, obscene counterpoint to the muted TV. His grip on her hips was iron, holding her in place for his relentless assault.

The angle was different than on the kitchen counter. Deeper. Each thrust ground the base of his cock against her clit, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her with every impact. The coil in her belly tightened with terrifying speed. Her breasts, heavy and swinging freely, brushed against the rough fabric of the couch with each forward jolt, the friction on her sensitive nipples adding another layer of exquisite sensation.

“This what you needed?” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “This what that fucking pill makes you crave? My cock in this tight little cunt?” He punctuated each question with a harder, deeper thrust, making her cry out.

“Yes! Oh god, Kade, yes!”

“You’re so fucking wet. Soaking me. Dripping for me.” One of his hands left her hip and snaked around her front, his fingers finding her swollen clit. He pressed and circled in time with his thrusts, the dual stimulation pushing her instantly to the edge.

The world narrowed to the feeling of him splitting her open, filling her, the rough pad of his finger on her most sensitive nerve, the sweet, pulling memory of his mouth on her breasts. The guilt, the fear, the consequences—they all burned away in the white-hot furnace of her need. This was wrong. It was a sin. It would destroy her family. And she didn’t care. She wanted it to destroy her.

“I’m gonna cum,” she sobbed, the words barely coherent. “Kade, I’m gonna—”

“Cum,” he ordered, his voice a guttural command. “Cum all over my cock. Do it. Now.”

It shattered her.

The climax ripped through her with violent, convulsive force. Her cunt clamped down on him in rhythmic, vise-like pulses, milking his length. A raw, screaming cry tore from her throat as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, drowning her. She felt herself gush around him, a hot flood of release that slicked his thrusts even more.

Her orgasm triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust that pressed his pubic bone hard against her ass, he buried himself as deep as he could go and roared his release. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his cum flooding her, jet after jet, filling the emptiness the pill had carved inside her. The heat of it seemed to seep into her very bones, a branding. He held himself there, throbbing inside her, as the last tremors shook them both.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, gasping breaths, the faint drone of the TV, and the wet, intimate sound of their joined bodies.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A trickle of his release followed, warm on her inner thigh. The reality of the room—the familiar couch, the family photos on the wall, the afternoon sun streaming through the window—came rushing back, cold and stark.

He stepped back. She heard him pulling his clothes up, the rustle of fabric, the click of his belt buckle.

Justine stayed bent over the couch, unable to move, her body humming, sated, and utterly ruined. The physical relief was profound. The aching emptiness was gone, replaced by a well-used, tender fullness. The pressure in her breasts had eased. For the first time in days, her body was quiet.

But the silence in the room was louder.

“Get dressed,” Kade said, his voice flat, emptied of the passion that had filled it moments before. “Before she gets back.”

She pushed herself upright, her legs shaky. She pulled her jeans and panties up, wincing at the wet, sticky mess between her thighs. Her torn t-shirt was useless. She held the two halves together over her bare breasts, feeling more exposed now than she had naked.

He wouldn’t look at her. He was staring at the TV again, his profile hard.

“Kade…” she started, not knowing what she wanted to say.

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway made them both freeze. Bess was home.

“Go,” he cut her off, his tone final. “Get out of here. Hurry.”

6 - AN AFTER-SCHOOL TRYST

Justine’s last class on Thursday was a blur of thermodynamic equations that swam before her eyes, meaningless symbols against a backdrop of relentless physical need. The second dose of Vexora had settled into her system like a low-grade fever, a constant hum of awareness centered in her swollen breasts and the empty, aching hollow between her legs. She’d changed the paper towels in her bra twice since lunch, the damp patches a shameful secret against her skin.

She pushed through the heavy doors of the science building, the late afternoon sun warm on her face. And there he was.

Kade leaned against the driver’s side door of his dusty pickup truck, parked illegally in a loading zone. He wore a dark blue work shirt, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, revealing the corded muscles of his forearms. His dark eyes found her instantly, pinning her in place from across the quad. No smile. No wave. Just that intense, unreadable stare that made her stomach clench and a fresh trickle of warmth seep into her padding.

Her steps slowed, then quickened. She walked toward him, her backpack feeling like a lead weight. “What are you doing here?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper as she reached the truck.

“Get in,” he said, his voice flat. He didn’t open the door for her. He just turned and slid into the driver’s seat.

A thrill, sharp and dangerous, shot through her. This wasn’t the avoidance of the past week. This was something else. Something purposeful. She climbed into the passenger side, the familiar scent of the truck—old coffee, sawdust, his soap—wrapping around her. He pulled out into traffic without a word.

They drove in silence for ten minutes, leaving the university behind, moving into a part of town she rarely saw. Strip malls gave way to aging storefronts, then to a long, low-slung building with a flickering neon sign: Sunset Motor Inn. It was the kind of place that rented by the hour, the parking lot dotted with cars tucked discreetly behind faded privacy hedges.

Kade pulled into a spot near the end. He killed the engine. He got out of the truck and walked into the motel office. He came out with a plastic keycard.

He opened the passenger side door, reaching behind the seat, pulling out a small, black duffel bag. The sight of it, so deliberate, so prepared, sent another jolt through her system.

“Come on,” he said, and got out.

She got out, following behind him, her legs unsteady. He led her to room 114. He unlocked the door, holding it open for her. The room was exactly what she expected: dim, smelled of stale cigarette smoke and industrial cleaner, a large, queen-sized bed with a brown geometric bedspread dominating the space. The curtains were drawn, casting the room in a perpetual, murky twilight.

The door clicked shut behind them, the sound final.

Kade tossed the duffel bag onto the foot of the bed. He turned to her, and the controlled mask he’d worn in the truck fell away. His gaze was pure, unadulterated hunger, a look that stripped her bare more effectively than any command.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” he said, the words rough, dragged from some deep, desperate place. “About you. Those fucking tits, leaking. That sweet cunt, dripping for me. I tried, Justine. I tried to stay away. But it’s all I see.”

He closed the distance between them in two strides. His hands came up to cup her face, his thumbs rough on her cheeks. “Tell me you want this. Tell me you need it as bad as I do.”

She couldn’t lie. The pill had stolen that ability from her. Her body was a traitorous, honest thing. “I do,” she breathed. “I need it. I’m so… empty.”

A low growl rumbled in his chest. His mouth crashed down on hers.

This kiss wasn’t like the frantic, guilty ones in her bedroom. This was claiming, possessive, and laced with a dark intent that made her knees weak. He explored her mouth with his tongue, tasting her, dominating her. She kissed him back just as fiercely, her hands fisting in his work shirt, pulling him closer. The scratchy fabric abraded her palms, a delicious contrast to the heat of his body beneath.

His hands slid down, over her shoulders, her back, settling on the curve of her ass. He gripped her there, pulling her flush against him. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection straining against his jeans, pressing into her belly. She rocked against it, a helpless, instinctive motion, and he groaned into her mouth.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “Clothes. Off. Now.”

He didn’t wait for her. His fingers made quick work of the buttons on her blouse, popping them open with impatient tugs. He pushed the fabric off her shoulders, letting it fall to the cheap carpet. Her plain, practical bra was already showing twin damp circles. A sound of pure want escaped him. He unfastened the clasp in the back, the straps falling loose. He peeled the cups down, and her heavy, milky breasts spilled into his waiting hands.

“Christ,” he whispered, his thumbs sweeping over her taut, dark nipples.

A fresh bead of white moisture welled up at each touch. He bent his head and licked one, a slow, flat stroke that made her cry out. The sensation was a direct line of fire to her core. He suckled gently, then harder, drawing the sweet, thin liquid into his mouth. The relief was instant, profound, a slight easing of the relentless pressure. He switched to the other breast, drinking from her with a focused intensity that was more erotic than anything she could have imagined.

While his mouth worked, his hands went to her waist, unbuttoning her jeans, dragging the zipper down. He pushed them, along with her panties, down her hips. They pooled at her feet. He stepped back for a moment, just looking at her, standing naked in the dim motel light, her breasts glistening from his mouth, her body flushed and trembling.

“Perfect,” he breathed.

He shrugged out of his own shirt, the muscles of his chest and abdomen flexing. He kicked off his boots, shoved his jeans and boxers down, and stood before her, fully erect. He was magnificent, all hard planes and powerful strength, his cock thick and curving upward, the head already glistening.

He picked up the black duffel, unzipped it, and pulled out a pair of black leather cuffs, a long chain dangling from each one. He held her gaze. “I want you helpless. I want to take my time. You understand?”

A shiver of pure, electric submission raced through her. She nodded, unable to speak.

He guided her to the bed. “On your back. In the middle.”

She lay down, the rough bedspread scratchy against her skin. The pillows smelled faintly of mildew. He climbed up beside her, taking her right wrist first. He wrapped the padded cuff around it, the leather cool and firm. Then, he looped the chain through the wrought-iron headboard, securing it in place. He did the same with her left wrist, spreading her arms wide. She was utterly open and exposed, completely at his mercy. The vulnerability was terrifying. And it was the biggest turn-on of her life.

He stood beside the bed, looking down at his work, his cock jumping visibly. “Fuck, look at you. All laid out for me.”

He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her splayed thighs. He leaned down, his mouth finding hers again in a searing kiss. Then he trailed kisses down her neck, over her collarbone, before returning to her breasts. This time, he was less gentle. He sucked hard, pulling deep draughts of milk from her, switching from one to the other, until soft, satiated cries were falling from her lips. The ache was transforming, melting into a deep, radiating pleasure that made her hips lift off the mattress, seeking friction she couldn’t find.

“Please,” she begged, her voice broken. “Kade, please touch me.”

“I will,” he promised, his voice muffled against her skin. “Everywhere.”

He kissed his way down her belly, his stubble scraping a delicious path. He nuzzled the thatch of brown curls, inhaling deeply. “You smell like heaven.” Then his tongue found her.

He didn’t tease. He licked a firm, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, and her whole body jerked against the restraints. He did it again, and again, establishing a rhythm that had her panting. Then he focused on her clit, circling it with the tip of his tongue, applying perfect, rhythmic pressure. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them, finding a spot that made her see stars. He fucked her with his fingers, slow and deep, while his tongue worked her sensitive nub.

The coil inside her wound tight, unbearably so. She was so close, teetering on the edge.

He pulled his mouth away. She whimpered in protest.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice dark with promise.

He reached into the duffel bag again and pulled out a sleek, black vibrator. It was thicker than his fingers, with a subtly curved tip. He pressed a button, and it came to life with a low, insistent buzz.

He brought it to her clit. The direct, vibrating contact was so intense she screamed, her back arching off the bed. He held it there, letting the waves of sensation crash over her, watching her face with rapt concentration. Just as she was about to tip over, he moved it away, trailing it down through her soaked folds. He pressed the buzzing tip against her entrance, then pushed it inside her, just an inch. The fullness, combined with the relentless vibration, was maddening.

Then he removed it completely.

Before she could process the loss, she felt the cool, slick tip of the vibrator, now coated with her arousal, pressing against a different, tighter entrance. Her eyes flew open. He was looking at her, his blue eyes blazing with intent.

“Relax,” he murmured, and pushed.

The vibrator slid into her ass.

The invasion was shocking, a stretch that burned for a second before melting into a deep, forbidden fullness. The vibrations echoed through her, a low hum that seemed to resonate in her bones. She gasped, her muscles fluttering around the intrusion.

And then his mouth was back on her pussy.

The dual sensation shattered her. His tongue, hot and wicked, lapped at her clit and her entrance, tasting her, fucking her with his tongue. The vibrator buzzed relentlessly in her ass, a constant, thrilling invasion. The stimulation was everywhere, overwhelming, too much and not enough. Her world narrowed to the bed, to his mouth, to the buzzing in her core. The restraints held her perfectly in place, a prisoner to the pleasure he was orchestrating.

“Kade… I can’t… I’m going to…” she sobbed, her words fragmenting.

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue flicking faster, his lips sealing around her clit and sucking hard. The orgasm exploded through her with a violence that stole her breath. It was a full-body convulsion, her cunt clamping down on nothing, her ass clenching around the vibrator, a raw, screaming cry tearing from her throat as waves of electric pleasure wracked her from the inside out. She felt herself gush against his mouth, a hot flood of release.

He worked her through it, his tongue gentle now, lapping up her juices, until the last tremors subsided into weak shivers. He slowly, carefully, removed the vibrator from her ass. The sudden emptiness there was profound. He unbuckled the restraints, his hands rubbing the feeling back into her wrists.

Before she could fully recover, he was moving her. “Hands and knees,” he instructed, his voice thick.

She rolled over, her body pliant and boneless. She got onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him, feeling the cool air on her wet, sensitized skin. She heard the slick sound of him spreading lube on his cock. Then she felt his fingers, slick and cool, rubbing the lubricant over her back entrance, circling the tight, used ring of muscle.

“This is what I really want,” he growled, positioning himself behind her. The broad, hot head of his cock pressed against her, not where she was wet and open, but at that forbidden pucker. “This tight little ass. I’ve dreamed about it.”

He pushed, just an inch.

The stretch was immense, a burning, tearing sensation that made her cry out. He held still, letting her adjust. “Breathe,” he commanded.

She did. The burning slowly subsided, replaced by a feeling of incredible, impossible fullness as he slid in another inch, then another. He went slowly, torturously slowly, until he was fully sheathed inside her, his pelvis pressed flush against her ass cheeks. He felt bigger here, hotter, more dominant. The feeling of being taken this way, so completely, was the ultimate surrender.

He began to move.

Slow, deep pulls at first, each stroke dragging a moan from her lips. The friction was incredible, a dirty, thrilling scrape that lit up every nerve. He picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming harder, more powerful. Each drive forward jolted her whole body, made her breasts swing, sent fresh sparks of pleasure-pain through her over-sensitized clit.

One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again. He rubbed tight, fast circles, perfectly in time with his deep, pounding thrusts into her ass.

It was too much. Another orgasm, different from the first, built with terrifying speed. This one was deeper, darker, rooted in the shameful, exquisite violation of her body. She was being fucked in the ass by her stepfather in a cheap motel, and it was the most incredible thing she had ever felt.

“Come for me,” he grunted, his rhythm becoming frantic, brutal. “Come on my cock, you dirty girl.”

The permission, the filthy words, broke her. The climax ripped through her with a silent, screaming intensity. Her ass muscles clamped around his invading length in rhythmic pulses, milking him, and she felt him lose his rhythm.

With a final, savage roar, he buried himself to the hilt and erupted inside her. She felt the hot, liquid pulse of his release filling the deepest part of her, a branding heat that seemed to mark her soul. He held there, throbbing, as her own orgasm slowly ebbed, leaving her trembling and utterly spent.

He collapsed forward, his sweat-slick chest pressed against her back, his breath hot on her shoulder. They stayed like that for long minutes, the only sounds their ragged breathing and the distant hum of traffic.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. A messy trickle of lube and his release followed. He rolled onto his back beside her. The room smelled of sex, sweat, and musk.

Without a word, he got up, went to the bathroom, and returned with a warm, damp washcloth. He cleaned her with surprising tenderness, wiping the sticky evidence from her thighs and ass. Then he cleaned himself.

They dressed in silence. Justine’s clothes felt like a costume. Her body was a map of new sensations—the tender ache in her breasts, the deep, well-used throb between her legs, the unfamiliar, stretched feeling in her back passage. She felt raw, used, and more satisfied than she ever had in her life.

Kade zipped up the duffel bag, checking the room for any forgotten items. He looked at her, his expression complex—a mix of satiated lust, deep shame, and something else she couldn’t name. “We can’t go home together,” he said flatly. “I’ll drop you off somewhere. You walk the rest of the way.”

She nodded, her throat tight.

The drive back to their neighborhood was made in the same heavy silence as the drive out. He let her out two blocks from their house. “Tell your mom you had a study group that ran late,” he said, not looking at her. “I’ll say I was working overtime on a site across town.”

“Okay,” she whispered.

She walked down the quiet street, her legs still unsteady. She let herself into the house. Bess was in the kitchen, washing dishes.

“Justine! You’re later than I expected,” her mother said, smiling over her shoulder. “How was class?”

“Fine,” Justine said, her voice miraculously steady. “Study group ran long. We’re prepping for midterms.”

“Oh, good for you. Kade just got home, said he was stuck at the job site. Long day for everyone, I guess.” Bess turned back to the sink, humming.

Justine slipped past her and went straight to the shower, scrubbing her skin until it was pink, trying to wash away the scent of the motel, the feel of the leather restraints, the memory of his possession. It was futile. It was under her skin.

That night, lying in her dark bedroom, her body throbbing with a pleasant, deep-seated ache, she tossed and turned. Her mind replayed the afternoon in vivid, pornographic detail—the feel of the vibrator, the taste of his kiss, the shocking fullness of him in her ass. But other images intruded. The cold clinical light of Dr. Warner’s exam room. The rhythmic pull of the breast pump. His detached, observing eyes as he brought her to a screaming orgasm with a thick dildo.

A cold knot of fear tightened in her stomach, cutting through the afterglow. What is this drug doing to me? It had ripped open a door inside her she never knew existed, and behind it was a hunger that felt bottomless. She was scared. Terrified of where this would lead, of what she was becoming, of what she might do next.

But beneath the fear, a dark, thrilling intrigue pulsed in time with her heartbeat. She was scared. And she was intrigued.

7 - RECKLESS DESIRE

The next week settled into a dangerous, intoxicating rhythm. Kade’s craving for her milk became a constant, silent demand that pulsed beneath the surface of their shared home. Whenever Bess’s car pulled out of the driveway, or her mother’s soft snoring drifted from the master bedroom at night, he would find her. In the kitchen, leaning against the counter as she tried to do dishes, his hands would slide under her shirt, his mouth latching onto a nipple before she could utter a word. In the laundry room, the scent of clean sheets and detergent mingling with the musk of their bodies as he bent her over the dryer. It was quick, desperate, and focused on one thing: feeding from her.

The Vexora pill ensured her supply was endless. The more he suckled, the more her body produced, a twisted, pleasurable feedback loop. Her breasts were perpetually heavy, her nipples constantly tender and damp. She lived in a state of low-grade arousal, a simmering heat between her legs that only his touch could properly ignite.

Tonight, deep in the blackest hours, she woke to the familiar weight on the edge of her mattress. The room was pitch dark, but she knew his shape, the heat of him. A calloused hand slid under the hem of her thin cotton tank top, palming the full curve of her breast. A thumb brushed her nipple, and a fresh bead of moisture instantly soaked the fabric.

“Kade,” she mumbled, her voice thick with sleep. “I’m tired. I have an early class…”

He didn’t answer with words. His other hand came up, gripping the neckline of her tank top. He pulled it down, not tearing it, just dragging it roughly below her breasts, exposing them to the cool, dark air. Her protest died in her throat as his mouth descended, hot and urgent, sealing over her left nipple.

The pull was deep, insistent. A soft, helpless moan escaped her as the sweet relief flowed into him. He swallowed, a greedy, audible gulp in the quiet room, and sucked harder. The sensation was no longer just about relief; it was a direct line to her core, a tug that made her hips shift restlessly against the sheets. Her body, traitorous and well-trained, responded instantly. Dampness bloomed between her thighs, a warm, slick welcome.

He switched breasts, his tongue lapping at the leaking tip before drawing it deep into his mouth. As he drank, his free hand slid down her stomach, over the waistband of her sleep shorts, and into the damp heat of her. He didn’t tease. Two fingers pushed inside her, curling upward, finding that perfect, spongy spot with unerring accuracy.

She gasped, her back arching off the bed. The dual sensations were overwhelming—the rhythmic, pulling suction on her breast and the slow, deep thrust of his fingers inside her. It seemed to trigger something. The milk flowed faster, a sweeter, richer stream that made him groan against her skin, his fingers pumping in time with his swallows.

“That’s it,” he muttered, his voice a dark rumble against her damp flesh. “Give it to me. So fucking sweet.”

Her arousal built with terrifying speed, a tight coil winding in her belly. Her own wetness soaked his hand, the slick, filthy sounds filling the dark room. She was panting, her fingers tangling in his hair, holding him to her, her earlier fatigue burned away by the fire he stoked.

He withdrew his fingers, shiny with her essence. She heard the rustle of his sweatpants, the soft snap of elastic. Then she felt him, the thick, blunt head of his cock, nudging against her soaked entrance. He was already rock-hard, dripping.

He didn’t ask. He positioned himself over her, his knees pushing her legs apart. He kept one hand on her breast, his thumb rubbing her wet nipple as he guided himself to her. With a single, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself fully inside her.

The fullness stole her breath. He was so deep, stretching her, filling the aching emptiness the pill and his absence had created. He didn’t move for a moment, just buried inside her, his forehead resting against her shoulder, his breath hot on her neck. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, deep and grinding, each one pushing his pelvis hard against her clit. The pace was possessive, relentless. The bedsprings gave a faint, rhythmic creak. He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue mimicking the thrust of his cock. She could taste the faint, sweet tang of her own milk on his lips.

“Need you,” he growled against her mouth, his rhythm increasing. “Need this. Every fucking day.”

His words, raw and desperate, pushed her higher. She wrapped her legs around his waist, locking her ankles at the small of his back, pulling him deeper with each drive. The slap of skin on skin, the wet, rhythmic sounds of their joining, the creak of the bed—it was a symphony of recklessness.

He rolled them over without breaking their connection. Suddenly she was on top, straddling him, his hands gripping her hips. She looked down at him, his face shadowed but his eyes gleaming in the dark. She rose up, his slick cock sliding almost all the way out, then sank back down, taking him in to the hilt. A low, satisfied groan tore from his chest.

She set the pace now, riding him with a frantic, hungry energy, her breasts bouncing with each movement. He reached up, capturing one, drawing the nipple into his mouth as she moved. The dual stimulation—his mouth on her breast, his cock pounding up into her—was too much. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her with silent, violent intensity. Her cunt clenched around him in rhythmic, milking pulses, a hot flood of release gushing between them. She threw her head back, a silent scream on her lips as the waves of pleasure wracked her, her body convulsing with the force of it.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural roar he muffled against her skin, his hips pistoned upward, holding her down as he emptied himself deep inside her. She felt every hot, liquid pulse, the intimate heat spreading, marking her. He shuddered beneath her, his grip on her hips bruising-tight.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their ragged, gasping breaths in the dark.

Then, from down the hall, a door opened. A floorboard creaked.

“Kade?” Bess’s sleepy voice, muffled by walls but unmistakable, called out. “You okay? I heard a noise.”

Justine froze, her body still joined with his, his cum leaking out of her. Panic, cold and sharp, lanced through the post-orgasmic haze.

Kade’s reaction was instantaneous. He pushed her off him, the sudden separation a cold shock. He scrambled off the bed, yanking his sweatpants up in one frantic motion. He didn’t look at her. He was at the door in two strides, slipping out into the hallway and pulling it silently shut behind him.

“Just going to the bathroom, Bess,” she heard his voice, strained but calm, from the hall. “Sorry if I woke you.”

Justine lay in the wreckage of her bed, the scent of sex and milk thick in the air, his release cooling on her inner thighs. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic, terrified drum. The reality of what they’d just done—the sheer, stupid risk of it—crashed down on her. He’d left without a word, without a glance, consumed only by the need to not get caught. He seemed to have no concern for the consequences at all.

8 - A SICKENING SECRET

Justine stood outside the sleek, glass-fronted clinic. As she pushed through the heavy doors into the cool, antiseptic air, the irony tasted bitter. Nothing about her life felt clean anymore.

The receptionist, the same polished woman as before, smiled without recognition.

“I’m here to see Dr. Warner,” Justine croaked, her stomach twisting in knots.

“He’s expecting you. Go right back to his office, last door on the left.”

The hallway seemed longer this time, the hum of the HVAC a judgmental whisper. She knocked on the office door, her knuckles barely making a sound.

“Come in.”

Dr. Warner sat behind a large, minimalist desk, the pale wheat of his hair catching the low fluorescence. He looked up from a tablet, those piercing blue eyes scanning her instantly, clinically. He didn’t smile. He never did. “Justine. Please, sit.”

She took the chair opposite him, perching on the edge. The room was aggressively neutral—gray walls, a single abstract painting, shelves of medical texts.

“Your four-week follow-up,” he said, setting the tablet down. “How have you been since our last appointment? Any adverse effects? Pain, dizziness, emotional lability?”

She swallowed, her mouth dry. Her breasts, tightly bound in a restrictive sports bra beneath her hoodie, ached with a familiar, milky pressure. “The… the physical effects are… intense.” Her voice was a thread. “The constant… arousal. It’s distracting. And my breasts… they don’t stop.” She felt a hot flush creep up her neck. “It’s driving me a little crazy, to be honest.”

He steepled his fingers, his gaze unwavering. “The heightened libido and lactation are primary responses to Vexora. Your body is performing optimally.”

“But I can’t focus on school. I can’t think straight. I’m… leaking everywhere.” The confession spilled out, tinged with a desperation she hadn’t intended to show. “I’m not sure… I’m not sure I should continue the trial.”

Dr. Warner leaned forward slightly, the movement deliberate. “Discontinuation would be a significant loss, Justine. Your physiological data is some of the most responsive we’ve recorded. You are providing an invaluable service to pharmaceutical science. The benefits of this research could be profound.” He paused, letting the weight of that statement hang in the sterile air. “The compensation for the next phase reflects that value. An additional two thousand dollars upon completion of today’s session.”

Two thousand more. Her tuition bill, a stack of textbooks, her mother’s tired eyes… they all materialized in her mind, drowning out the voice of doubt.

She hesitated, twisting her fingers in her lap. “I just… it’s a lot.”

“It is,” he agreed, his tone smooth, reasonable. “But so is the contribution you’re making. Think of the future patients who will benefit.”

The internal war was brief, brutal, and ultimately one-sided. Need won. She gave a small, tight nod. “Okay. I’ll continue.”

A flicker of something—satisfaction?—passed behind his eyes so quickly she might have imagined it. “Excellent.”

At that moment, a sharp beep erupted from a pager on his belt. He glanced at it, a faint frown marring his placid features. “Forgive me. A minor emergency with another subject. I’ll be just a moment. Please wait here.” He stood and left the office, the door clicking shut with soft finality.

The silence he left behind was oppressive. Justine’s heart thudded against her ribs. Her eyes drifted across the pristine desk. His computer monitor was on, the screen saver a swirling, hypnotic DNA helix. An impulse, reckless and sharp, seized her. She stood, her chair scraping softly. She rounded the desk, her fingers hovering over the keyboard. The mouse was cold under her touch. She jiggled it. The helix vanished, replaced by an open document.

It was a research abstract. Her eyes skimmed the dense text, medical jargon swimming before her. Then a phrase jumped out, clear as a slap.

…the lactogenic compound VX-7, a key metabolite of Vexora, demonstrates significant psychoactive binding affinity with opioid receptors in the mammalian reward pathway…

Her breath froze. She scrolled, her heart now a frantic drum against her sternum.

…preliminary data suggests the excreted lactational fluid carries a concentration of VX-7 sufficient to induce a dependent state in subjects exposed to it regularly via…

The words blurred. Dependency-forming. Opioid receptors. Addictive qualities.

A cold, clarity like shards of ice crystallized in her gut. Her milk… it was designed to be addictive. They were harvesting it. To put in other drugs? To make them more potent, more irresistible? Kade’s frantic, daily need, his desperate hunger that overrode all caution—it wasn’t just lust. It was chemistry. He was an addict, and she was his living, breathing dispensary.

A wave of nausea rose, bitter and hot. She stumbled back from the desk, the office walls seeming to tilt. She barely managed to collapse back into her chair, her legs jelly, just as the door handle turned.

Dr. Warner re-entered, his expression unchanged. “Apologies. Now, shall we proceed to the examination room?” He didn’t seem to notice the tremor in her hands, the pallor of her skin.

She followed him, her mind screaming, her body moving on autopilot. The familiar exam room was a chamber of horrors now, the padded chair with its leather straps not just a tool for procedure, but an instrument of something far more sinister.

“As before, please disrobe completely and position yourself,” he instructed, his back to her as he prepared instruments on a steel tray.

Her fingers fumbled with the drawstring of her sweats, the zipper of her hoodie. Each piece of clothing that fell felt like shedding a layer of her own complicity. Naked, she climbed into the chair. The vinyl was cold against her thighs, her ass. She placed her feet in the stirrups, the vulnerability now laced with a new, chilling fear.

He turned, pulling on a fresh pair of latex gloves with that precise, snapping sound. “We’ll begin with a standard extraction to measure volume and composition.”

He quickly strapped her into the chair, the leather buckles closing with soft, definitive clicks, immobilizing her. He reached for the breast pumps, the clear plastic cones. He positioned them over her heavy, sensitive breasts, the seal tight and sudden. The rhythmic, pulling suction was a shock that made her gasp. Her back arched off the chair instinctively, her nipples pulled into hard, taut peaks within the tunnels. The milk began to flow in steady, thin streams, collecting in the jars. The relief was immediate, profound, and sickening. Her body was doing exactly what it was engineered to do.

Dr. Warner watched the levels rise, making a note on a chart. “Fascinating. Production seems even more prolific than at your last visit.” His cool eyes lifted to her face. “Has your sexual activity increased in the last two weeks?”

The question, so blunt, so knowing, made her flinch. She could only nod, shame burning her cheeks.

“The data correlates. Sexual arousal appears to stimulate further production.” He spoke as if commenting on the weather. She was spread open, utterly helpless, as the machines continued their rhythmic work, pulling the addictive fluid from her body.

He checked the jars, his icy blue eyes assessing. “For the next part of the data set, we need to measure the ways in which arousal affects your milk production,” he stated, as if announcing the next step in a recipe. He selected a slender, medical-grade vibrator from the tray. It was white, unadorned, with a subtly flared head. He lubricated it with a clear gel from a sterile packet.

He didn’t prepare her. He didn’t touch her elsewhere first. He simply brought the buzzing tip to her exposed clit.

The contact was a bolt of pure, focused electricity. She cried out, her body jerking against the restraints. The vibrations were deep, insistent, thrumming directly into the swollen, hypersensitive nerve bundle. He held it there, his grip clinical, his eyes observing her face, the monitors beeping softly nearby. The pleasure was acute, unbearable, a white-hot wire of sensation that began to sing through her veins. It warred with the horror in her mind, but her body, trained and manipulated, began to betray her. A warm, slick gush of her own arousal coated her inner thighs.

“Good,” he murmured, not to her, but to the data.

He moved the vibrator down, tracing her soaked folds, before pressing the buzzing head against her entrance. He pushed it inside, slowly, the mechanical stretch a strange, full feeling. He worked it in and out, a shallow, relentless piston, the vibrations radiating through her pelvis. The coil inside her, the one she now knew was part of the trap, wound tighter and tighter.

He watched the monitor, his head tilted. “Peak sympathetic response is approaching.” He moved the vibrator away.

The loss was a physical ache. She panted, her chest heaving, the pumps still pulling steadily at her breasts.

He reached for another instrument. A dildo, larger than the vibrator, made of smooth, flesh-toned silicone. It was intimidatingly thick, with a pronounced, rounded head. He coated it generously with lube. Without ceremony, he positioned it at her entrance, now gaping and slick from the vibrations, and pushed.

The stretch was immense, a burning, full feeling that stole her breath. He worked it into her with slow, inexorable pressure, until it was fully seated, a deep, invading presence that seemed to press against everything inside her. She felt impossibly full, stretched to a limit that bordered on pain.

Before she could adjust, she felt a second cool, lubricated tip press against her other hole. Her eyes flew open in panic. He had a second dildo, slightly thinner but still substantial.

“Dual stimulation will provide more complete data,” he explained, his voice devoid of any inflection beyond academic interest. He pressed against the tight ring of muscle.

“Wait—” she gasped.

But he didn’t. He pushed, the resistance giving way with a shocking, burning pop. The second invader slid in alongside the first, a twin violation that filled her beyond reason. The feeling of double penetration was overwhelming, a sense of being stuffed, invaded, and owned in the most clinical way possible. A broken sob escaped her lips.

He began to move them. Not in unison, but in a counter-rhythm. He would push the dildo in her pussy deeper, then work the one in her ass, creating a rolling, relentless friction that sparked through her overstimulated nerves. The stretch was a constant, throbbing ache that began to morph, twisting into a perverse, deep-seated pleasure. Her body, confused and hijacked, responded. Her inner muscles fluttered around the intruders, a traitorous clutch. The earlier stimulation from the vibrator had brought her to the edge, and this brutal, filling fullness pushed her over.

The orgasm wasn’t a wave; it was a seismic event. It ripped through her with a violence that made her scream, a raw, ragged sound that echoed in the sterile room. Her back arched violently against the straps, her cunt and ass clamping down in frantic, rhythmic pulses around the silicone shafts. Lights danced behind her closed eyelids. The release was a flood, a gushing surrender that left her trembling, sweat-slicked, and utterly hollow.

Dr. Warner checked the jars, nodding slightly as he made another note. He slowly withdrew both dildos, the sudden emptiness making her feel cavernous, used. He then turned off the breast pumps, the silence they left behind ringing in her ears. He removed the cones. Her breasts felt lighter, tender, her nipples dark and wet.

Then, he did something new. He removed his gloves, tossing them into a biohazard bin. He leaned over her restrained form, his pale hair falling forward. Without a word, he lowered his mouth to her left breast.

The feel of his mouth, warm and human and direct, after the cold machinery, was a shock. His lips sealed over her nipple, his tongue lapping the residual moisture before he began to suck. Not like Kade’s desperate, hungry pulls. This was measured, evaluative. He swallowed, his throat working. He did the same to her right breast, drinking from her with a detached curiosity that was, somehow, more humiliating than anything before. He was tasting his product. Assessing its quality.

After a few long pulls, he straightened, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He unbuckled the straps with efficient motions, freeing her limbs. “You may dress.”

She moved like a marionette with cut strings. Her limbs were heavy, shaky. She pulled her clothes on over her damp, violated skin, avoiding his eyes. He walked over to the counter and wrote out a check.

He handed it to her. Two thousand dollars. The paper felt toxic.

“Your next dose,” he said, holding out a small, white paper cup. Inside were three white Vexora pills.

She stared at them. The pills that had remade her body into a factory for addiction. Her hand trembled as she took the cup. She didn’t want them. She wanted to dash them to the floor. But the check was in her other hand. And the image of Kade, his eyes dark with a need that wasn’t just for her, but for what she produced, flashed in her mind. If she stopped… what would he do? The withdrawal, the craving…

With a numb finality, she tipped the pills into her mouth and dry-swallowed, feeling them catch in her throat.

“Excellent. Schedule your next appointment in two weeks with the receptionist.” He was already turning away, his focus returning to his tablet.

Justine walked out of the clinic, the afternoon sun glaringly bright. The check was in her purse. The pills were in her stomach, already beginning their work. Her body ached, a well-used emptiness between her legs, a familiar fullness returning to her breasts.

But her mind was a storm of cold, clear fury and terror. Dr. Warner wasn’t just studying a drug. He was engineering dependency. Her body was a farm. And Kade… Kade wasn’t just a man succumbing to a taboo temptation. He was a patient, unknowingly addicted to the chemical cocktail she was forced to produce.

She stood on the sidewalk, the traffic noise fading into a dull roar. The moral outrage was a sharp, clean blade. What he was doing was wrong. But beneath it, a more terrifying thought coiled. If Kade was addicted… what happened if she took the supply away?

9 - ONE LAST TIME

The silence in the house was absolute, a thick, cottony quiet that seemed to press against Justine’s eardrums. Bess had left for her book club meeting thirty minutes ago, the cheerful trill of her goodbye still echoing in the nervous hollow of Justine’s chest. She’d deposited the two-thousand-dollar check from the clinic in her bank account, a guilty secret. The three white pills in her system were a ticking clock, a familiar, low hum of need already beginning to vibrate in her blood.

She found him in the master bedroom. The door was ajar. He was sitting on the edge of the king-sized bed he shared with her mother, still in his work clothes—dusty jeans and a tight, gray Henley that strained across his shoulders. He was staring at his hands, calloused and powerful, resting on his knees. He looked up as she appeared in the doorway, his dark eyes widening with a flicker of alarm, then something else—a hungry, reflexive pull that he visibly tried to stifle.

“Justine.” His voice was rough.

She stepped inside, closing the door behind her with a soft, definitive click. The sound seemed to seal them in a new, intimate space. The room smelled of her mother’s lavender fabric softener and Kade’s musky, clean sweat. “We need to talk.”

He shifted on the bed, his posture defensive. “About what?”

“About the trial. About what Dr. Warner is doing to me.” She wrapped her arms around herself, feeling the persistent, heavy ache in her breasts, a dull throb that seemed to sync with her heartbeat. “It’s not just side effects, Kade. I saw something. On his computer.”

He watched her, his expression guarded but intent.

“The Vexora… it makes my milk addictive.” The words felt ridiculous, terrifying, spoken aloud in her mother’s tidy bedroom. “There’s a compound in it. It binds to the same parts of the brain as opioids. He’s studying it. He’s trying to… to create something. Super addictive drugs. My body is just… the factory.”

Kade’s face went perfectly still. The color drained from his olive complexion, leaving him looking pale beneath the shadow of his stubble. For a long moment, he just stared at her, his jaw working silently. Then, a shudder ran through his large frame. He dropped his head into his hands, his fingers digging into his dark hair.

“Jesus Christ,” he whispered, the words muffled.

“The craving you feel,” Justine pressed on, her own voice trembling. “It’s not just… me. It’s not just us. It’s the drug. You’re addicted to it, Kade.”

He lifted his head. His eyes were raw, stripped bare. All the dominant certainty, the rough possession he showed in the dark, was gone. In its place was a profound, shocking vulnerability. “I know,” he breathed. The admission hung in the air, stark and awful. “I fucking know that, Justine. I feel it. It’s like a… a worm in my brain. An itch under my skin I can’t scratch. I think about it… about you… all day. The taste. The smell. The way you feel. It’s all I fucking think about.” His voice broke on the last word, a sound of pure anguish.

Hearing him say it, hearing the scientific horror confirmed in his own desperate confession, unleashed something in her. The fear didn’t vanish, but it twisted, merging with a dark, pooling warmth between her legs. Her own truth fought its way to the surface, ugly and glorious.

“I love it,” she said, the words a soft, shocking confession. She took a step closer. “I love being used by you. I love that you can’t help yourself. I think about you fucking me all the time. In class, at the grocery store… I’m wet for you constantly. The drug… it just made it impossible to hide.”

He looked at her as if she’d struck him. Then his expression crumpled, not in disgust, but in a terrible, clear sorrow. “Don’t you see? That’s the drug talking, too. Manipulating you. Making you want what it needs you to want. This… this is all wrong, Justine.” He surged up from the bed, closing the distance between them in two long strides. He didn’t touch her. He just stood there, his body radiating a tortured heat. “You have to stop. You have to quit that trial. Today.”

“I already accepted the money,” she started, the old, weak protest.

“Fuck the money!” he snarled, the vehemence making her flinch. His hands came up, gripping her upper arms, not hard, but with a desperate urgency. “I’ll get you the money. I’ll work double shifts. I’ll sell my goddamn truck. Please. This is killing me. Knowing what it’s doing to you… knowing I’m just… just a junkie feeding off you…” He shook his head, his eyes glistening. “I can’t live like this. We can’t.”

The raw plea in his voice, the sight of this strong man brought to his knees by a need he couldn’t control, shattered her last reservation. This was the clarity she’d been missing. The moral line, drawn not by society, but by his own terrified love.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Okay, Kade. I’ll stop. I promise.”

A ragged breath exploded from his lungs. The tension in his grip melted, transforming. His eyes searched her face, looking for the truth in her promise. He must have found it. With a groan that was equal parts relief and surrender, he closed the last inch between them and captured her mouth with his.

This kiss was nothing like the others. It wasn’t hungry or desperate or dominant. It was aching. It was a seal on a vow. His lips were soft, moving over hers with a tenderness that made her chest constrict. His tongue traced the seam of her lips, and she opened for him, a sweet, slow mingling of breath. She tasted the coffee he’d drunk, the unique, masculine flavor of him, and something else—the salt of unshed tears.

His hands came up to cradle her face, his thumbs stroking her cheekbones. The gentleness was its own kind of devastating arousal. A soft sound escaped her, a whimper of longing that had nothing to do with chemical compulsion.

He broke the kiss, his forehead resting against hers. His breath was warm on her skin. “I’m so sorry,” he murmured. “For all of it.”

“Don’t be.” She reached for the hem of her sweater, pulling it up and over her head. She stood before him in just her jeans and a plain cotton bra, already damp at the cups. “Just touch me. One last time. Before we stop.”

He looked at her, his gaze a molten mix of conflict and desire. The ‘one last time’ hung between them, a dangerous, seductive lie they both chose to believe. With a reverence that felt entirely new, he reached behind her and unclasped her bra. The straps fell away. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, the nipples dark and taut.

A low sound vibrated in his throat. Not the frenzied growl of his addiction, but a deep, appreciative hum. “God, you’re beautiful,” he breathed, as if seeing her for the first time.

He bent his head, but instead of latching on with frantic need, he pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the slope of her breast. His lips traveled with exquisite slowness, tracing the underside, nuzzling the soft flesh. His tongue flicked out, a delicate point of heat that made her gasp. He took his time, worshiping her with his mouth, kissing and licking every inch until she was trembling, her fingers tangled in his hair.

When his mouth finally closed over her nipple, it was with a gentle suction that was all about savoring, not taking. He drew slowly, his tongue circling the peak. The sweet, sharp relief of milk letting down was immediate, a warm trickle into his mouth. He swallowed, his eyes closing in a bliss so profound it looked like pain. He drank, but it was different. It was a farewell. A communion.

The sensation was deeper, more emotional than any frantic feeding. The pull went straight to her core, a sweet, melting ache that pooled low in her belly. Her jeans felt impossibly tight. She undid the button and fly, pushing them and her panties down her hips in one clumsy motion. She stepped out of them, kicking them aside.

He followed her body down as she sank onto the edge of the bed. He knelt between her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs. His thumbs found her center, parting her folds. She was already soaked, her wetness a slick, hot proof of her desire for him, not just the drug.

“So perfect,” he muttered against her skin, switching to her other breast, giving it the same tender, devastating attention. His thumb brushed her clit, a slow, circular stroke that made her hips jerk.

“Kade… please…”

He understood. He rose, stripping off his own clothes with quick, efficient movements. His body was a masterpiece of hard labor—corded muscle, a dusting of dark hair across his chest, trailing down his taut stomach. His cock sprang free, thick and fully erect, the head flushed a deep, ruddy purple and already glistening. He was magnificent, and the raw want on his face as he looked at her, naked and waiting on his bed, was the most potent aphrodisiac she’d ever known.

He climbed over her, lowering his weight onto her carefully, bracing himself on his elbows. The feel of his skin against hers, the heat and solidity of him, was a homecoming. He kissed her again, deep and slow, as he positioned himself at her entrance. The broad head nudged against her, slick with her own readiness.

“Look at me,” he whispered.

She opened her eyes, meeting his dark, intense gaze.

He pushed forward, an inexorable, breathtaking invasion. He filled her with a single, smooth stroke, burying himself to the hilt. The stretch was exquisite, a perfect, full ache that chased away every thought but this. He was inside her. Kade. Not the addict, but the man who was begging her to save them both.

He began to move. Slowly. Deep, grinding rolls of his hips that pressed his pelvis firmly against her clit with every inward stroke. It was a gentle, devastating rhythm that built pleasure not in sharp spikes, but in a rising, warm tide. Each thrust was a promise, an apology, a claim. She wrapped her legs high around his waist, locking her ankles, pulling him deeper. Her nails scored lightly down his sweat-slicked back.

His pace gradually increased, the gentleness hardening into something more urgent. The slap of skin grew louder, more rhythmic. His breath came in hot gusts against her neck. The coiled tension in her belly wound tighter, fed by the delicious friction and the emotional catharsis of their shared truth.

“Justine,” he groaned, his rhythm becoming harder, more possessive. “Fuck… I…”

He drove into her, his thrusts losing their measured control, becoming raw, powerful pistons. The bedframe knocked softly against the wall. This was the passion she remembered, the untamed hunger, but it was laced with a new, desperate sweetness. She was hurtling toward the edge, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around his driving cock.

Just as her orgasm began to crest, he suddenly pulled out. The loss was a cold, shocking emptiness. She cried out in protest.

“Shhh,” he soothed, kissing her shoulder. “Turn over. On your hands and knees.”

A fresh thrill shot through her. She obeyed, scrambling onto all fours in the center of the rumpled comforter. The position left her feeling exposed, vulnerable, utterly wanton. She heard him fumble in the nightstand drawer, the rattle of a bottle. Then the cool, slick drizzle of lube between her ass cheeks.

His fingers, slippery and sure, pressed against her back entrance. One finger worked its way inside, the initial burn a bright, shocking pain that quickly melted into a forbidden, full feeling. He prepared her with careful, stretching strokes, adding a second finger, scissoring them gently.

“You’re sure?” His voice was gravel, thick with need and concern.

“Yes,” she panted, pushing back against his hand. “Please.”

He removed his fingers. The thick, blunt head of his cock replaced them, pressing insistently against the tight ring of muscle. He leaned over her, his chest blanketing her back, his mouth at her ear. “Breathe out.”

She exhaled, and he pushed.

The penetration was a slow, burning conquest. An intense, unbelievable stretch that stole the air from her lungs. He didn’t stop, didn’t retreat. He pushed forward with relentless, gentle pressure until he was fully seated, buried in the deepest, most forbidden part of her. The feeling of being taken this way, of being so utterly filled and claimed, was overwhelming. A choked sob of pleasure-pain escaped her.

“Oh god,” he moaned, his body trembling against hers. “Justine… you’re so tight.”

He began to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, letting her adjust to the incredible, snug heat. Then, as her body relaxed and opened for him, his strokes grew longer, deeper. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each re-entry a shocking, full bliss. The angle was different, hitting places inside her that made stars burst behind her eyelids. The slap of his thighs against her ass was a lewd, rhythmic counterpoint to their ragged breathing.

He reached around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, wet and swollen. He rubbed it in tight circles, matching the pace of his deep, anal thrusts. The dual stimulation was too much. It short-circuited her brain, reducing her to a creature of pure, screaming sensation. The orgasm that tore through her was volcanic, a seismic detonation that clenched every muscle in her body. She screamed into the comforter, her vision whiting out, her inner walls convulsing around nothing while her ass gripped him with rhythmic, milking pulses.

Her climax triggered his. With a raw, guttural shout he buried himself to the hilt and held there, his body locking as he emptied himself in hot, spurting jets deep inside her. She felt every pulse, an intimate, claiming heat that seemed to brand her from the inside. He collapsed over her, his weight a welcome anchor as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For a long time, there was only the sound of their struggling breaths and the scent of sex and lavender in the quiet room.

Slowly, carefully, he withdrew. The sensation was strange, a sudden, hollow emptiness. He rolled onto his back beside her, an arm flung over his eyes. The reality of what they’d just done—the conversation, the promise, the devastatingly intimate act—settled over them like dust.

Wordlessly, they got dressed. Justine pulled on her clothes, her body sore, used, and humming with a profound, satiated peace. Kade tugged his jeans back on, not bothering with his shirt. He stood by the window, looking out at the darkening street.

The sound of a car door shutting made them both freeze.

“She’s back,” Justine whispered, panic flickering.

Kade turned from the window. He crossed the room to her in two strides, catching her face in his hands before she could leave. His eyes were deadly serious. “You promised. No more pills. No more clinic.”

The front door opened. Bess’s cheerful voice called out, “Hello! I’m home! Anyone want some pie?”

Justine looked up at him, into the face of the man who was her stepfather, her addict, her lover. “I promise,” she whispered.

10 - COLD TURKEY

The silence in the house stretched for two days. The two-thousand dollars in Justine’s bank account felt like blood money. The day of her follow-up appointment came and went. She and Kade moved around each other like ghosts, avoiding touch, avoiding even prolonged eye contact. The promise hung between them, a thin, taut wire.

On the morning of the third day, the wire snapped.

It started as a deep, bone-deep ache, a restless energy that felt like insects crawling under her skin. By noon, her muscles felt like they were being pulled from the inside, a constant, low-grade cramp that centered in her abdomen and radiated out to her limbs. A cold sweat beaded on her upper lip despite the thermostat being set to a normal temperature. Her head throbbed, a dull, persistent drumbeat behind her eyes.

Worst of all was the emptiness in her breasts. The heavy, milky pressure was gone, replaced by a painful, hollow tenderness. They felt like deflated balloons, the skin tight and sensitive. The craving wasn’t for relief, but for the fullness, for the purpose the drug had given her body. She sat on the edge of her bed, shivering in a tank top and shorts, and tried to breathe through the nausea.

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. An unknown number. She let it go to voicemail. A minute later, it buzzed again. Then again.

She finally picked it up on the fourth call. “Hello?”

“Justine Martin.” Dr. Warner’s voice was cool, devoid of its usual clinical detachment. It was flat. “You missed your scheduled follow-up appointment yesterday.”

Her mouth was dry. “I… I’m discontinuing the trial.”

There was a pause on the line, so complete she thought the call had dropped. Then, “That is not an option you have. You signed a contract. You have been compensated for phases you have not yet completed. You are legally obligated to see this through, or you will be in breach and liable for the return of all funds, plus substantial penalties.”

Panic, sharp and acrid, cut through the physical misery. “You can’t do that. I’ll return the money.”

“Mid-phase withdrawal results in a penalty of fifty thousand dollars.” Dr. Warner’s voice came through the receiver, smooth and chillingly professional. “In total, you will owe fifty-three thousand dollars.”

The breath left Justine’s lungs in a pained wheeze. She sank onto the edge of her bed, her knees going weak. “Fifty-three thousand? That’s… that’s impossible. I don’t have that kind of money. Nobody in my family does.”

“I’m aware,” Warner replied, and she could almost hear the thin, predatory smile on the other end of the line. “The penalty is designed to ensure the integrity of test subjects. We cannot have subjects walking away, during the experiment. It’s a waste of our resources and our time.”

“It’s a trap,” she whispered, her hand moving instinctively to her chest, where the heavy, aching fullness reminded her that the drug was still working, still changing her.

“It’s a contract,” he corrected her. “One you entered into willingly for the compensation. If you fail to appear for your scheduled exams, my legal team will move to freeze your accounts and place a lien on your mother’s property to recover the debt. Is that really the path you want to take, Justine?”

The silence that followed was heavy with the weight of her reality. What had she gotten herself into?

“I’ll see you tomorrow morning, 8:00 AM sharp,” Warner said, his tone returning to that terrifyingly neutral, clinical hum. “Don’t be late. We begin the next phase of the experiment.”

The line went dead. Justine stared at the blank screen of her phone.

The phone buzzed again immediately. A text message. It was a photo of the signed consent form, her own loopy signature circled in red. The highlighted text read: Martin, J. - Total Advanced Compensation: $3,000.00 - Balance Due Upon Default: $53,000.00.

She dropped the phone like it was burning. Everything her mother had worked hard for was at risk. Because of her.

A guttural groan from down the hall fractured her spiraling terror. It was Kade. She stumbled out of her room and toward the master bedroom. The door was open.

He was on the floor, curled on his side on the rug. His big body was clenched tight, sweat soaking through his t-shirt. Tremors wracked him. His face was pressed into the carpet, his teeth gritted so hard the cords in his neck stood out.

“Kade?”

He flinched at her voice. His eyes opened, bloodshot and desperate. “It hurts,” he rasped. “Everywhere. My head… my bones… It feels like I’m on fire from the inside.” He uncurled slightly, a spasm making him jerk. His gaze locked on her chest, on the loose fabric of her tank top. A pathetic, raw hunger flooded his features, instantly followed by a wave of self-loathing. He looked away, squeezing his eyes shut. “I can’t… I can’t think. I just… I need it. God, I need it so bad.”

This was the withdrawal. It was monstrous. And she had nothing to give him. Her body was dry, the factory shut down. Seeing him like this, this strong man reduced to a shuddering, craving wreck on the floor, was worse than any humiliation Dr. Warner had ever devised.

Her phone buzzed in her hand. Another text. Be at the clinic tomorrow, or I file the papers.

She looked from the screen to Kade, writhing in silent agony. The choice was no choice at all.

—

The clinic was a mausoleum. The receptionist wasn’t smiling. She merely nodded toward the familiar hallway. “He’s waiting for you in Exam Room Three.”

The door was ajar. Justine pushed it open. This room was different. Smaller, windowless. The center was dominated not by the padded chair, but by a long, low, padded bench, like a physical therapy table, but clad in black vinyl. Dr. Warner stood beside a stainless steel instrument cart, his back to her. He was wearing his white coat over dark slacks.

“Close the door,” he said, without turning.

The click of the latch was the sound of a cage locking.

He finally turned. His pale wheat hair was perfectly combed, his blue eyes glacial. He looked her up and down, taking in her pale face, her shaking hands, the way she hugged herself. “You look unwell.”

“I’m… I’m stopping the trial. I… I can’t do this.”

He took a step closer. “You have been a bad girl, Justine. A very bad girl. You took my money. You took my medication. And then you tried to run. That shows a profound lack of respect. For the science. For me.”

Her throat closed. “Please. The money… I’ll find a way to pay it back.”

“It’s not about the money,” he said softly, his voice a silk-covered blade. “It’s about the data. And about discipline. If you wish to leave, you may. But you will not receive any further medication to ease your… transition.”

The Vexora. The thought of it, of the relief it would bring, of the end to the crawling agony in her veins and the tortured look in Kade’s eyes, was a siren song. She needed it. They needed it.

“You’ll… you’ll give me the pills? After?”

“If you are compliant. And if you agree to continue the trial to its proper conclusion. The next phase is particularly valuable.” A thin, almost imperceptible smile touched his lips. “First, you will be punished for missing your appointment.”

He took a step closer to her. “Now. Strip. Everything. Then bend over the bench. Grasp the far edge.”

A cold numbness spread through her. This was the price. This was always the price. She fumbled with her clothes, her fingers clumsy and cold. The tank top, the shorts, her bra, her panties. They pooled on the sterile floor. The air in the room was cool on her bare skin, raising goosebumps. She walked to the bench on unsteady legs. The vinyl was cool and smooth under her palms as she leaned over, her torso flat against the padding, her ass raised in the air. The position was utterly exposed, submissive. She stared at the wall, at a small vent, and tried to disappear into her mind.

She heard the soft shush of a drawer opening. Then a sound that was both familiar and alien—the soft, heavy rustle of multiple tails of leather. A flogger.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t warn her.

The first strike landed across the center of her buttocks.

It was a crack of sound, followed a microsecond later by a bright, sharp line of pain that bloomed into a stinging heat. She gasped, her fingers clenching on the bench edge.

The second strike overlapped the first. Thwack. The pain deepened, a throbbing ache layered over the sting.

He began a rhythm. Not frantic, but methodical. Measured. Thwack. Thwack. Thwack. Each impact landed on her ass, her upper thighs, sometimes catching the tender underside of her cheeks. The pain was intense, a sharp, cleansing fire that drove the lingering aches of withdrawal from her mind, replacing them with a single, focused sensation. She jerked with each blow, soft cries forced from her lips. Her skin grew hot, inflamed. She could feel the welts rising, a map of her disobedience being written on her flesh.

Tears spilled down her cheeks, silent. She bit her lip to keep from sobbing. Her body, ever the traitor, began to react to the violence. The adrenaline, the intensity, the sheer attention being paid to her body… a familiar, unwanted warmth began to gather between her legs. A slickness that had nothing to do with pleasure and everything to do with her hijacked nervous system. Humiliation burned hotter than the flogger.

After what felt like an eternity, the blows stopped. Her ass was a universe of throbbing, heated pain. She was panting, trembling from head to toe, her knuckles white where she gripped the bench.

She heard him set the flogger down. “Your punishment is complete. You may stand.”

She pushed herself up, her body protesting. She turned to face him, her arms instinctively moving to cover her breasts, her other hand drifting back to shield her sore, welted behind.

He was watching her, his head tilted. “Now. For the next phase of the trial. We are now studying the effects of Vexora’s primary metabolite on early fetal development. To that end, we require you to be bred.”

The words didn’t make sense at first. They bounced off the pain-fog in her brain. Bred.

A door opened. Three men walked in. They were all large, muscular, dressed in identical gray sweatpants and nothing else. They had the bland, focused look of orderlies or lab assistants, but their bodies were sculpted, powerful. Their eyes, impersonal and assessing, landed on her naked, marked body.

Ice water flooded her veins. “No.” The word was a whisper.

“Consent for this phase was included in your original contract, Justine. Section 4, Subsection C. ‘Authorization for Reproductive Study Procedures.’ You initialed it.” Dr. Warner’s voice was devoid of mercy. “Compliance ensures your continued access to Vexora. Non-compliance results in legal action and immediate cessation of medication. Choose.”

The image of Kade, trembling on the floor, superimposed itself over the three approaching men. The phantom itch under her skin flared. She needed the pill. He needed what the pill gave her. This was the only way.

Her arms fell limply to her sides. She gave a tiny, broken nod.

“Position,” Dr. Warner said.

One of the men approached. His hands were not gentle as he guided her back over the bench. Not bent over it this time, but on her hands and knees atop it. The vinyl was cool against her knees and palms. The position raised her ass even higher, presented her openly to the room. She heard the rustle of fabric, the soft snap of elastic.

She turned her head slightly, looking back. The three men had pushed their sweatpants down. Their cocks were erect, thick, each different but all imposing. They began to stroke themselves, their hands moving with a steady, workmanlike pace, their eyes on her exposed body. The clinical detachment in their gaze was worse than lust.

Dr. Warner stood to the side, a clipboard in his hand. “Proceed. Subject is primed.”

The first man stepped up behind her. She felt the broad, blunt head of his cock nudge against her entrance. She was dry, tight with fear. He spit into his hand, wetting himself roughly before pressing forward again. There was no tenderness, no preparation. He pushed.

The initial penetration was a burning, stretching ache. She cried out, a short, sharp sound of protest that died in her throat as he shoved himself deeper. He was big, filling her in a single, brutal stroke that forced the air from her lungs. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the fresh welts, and began to fuck her.

His rhythm was mechanical, deep, powerful pelvic drives that shoved her forward on the bench with each thrust. Smack. Smack. Smack. The sound of their joining was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Pain radiated from her core, a stretched, burning sensation. But as he settled into his pace, his cock dragging in and out of her unprepared passage, her body, conditioned by the drug and the recent flogging, began to betray her. A treacherous slickness started to ease his way. The friction began to change, the burning edge softening into a deep, full, grinding pressure. A low moan escaped her, one of shame and unwanted sensation. Her nipples, tight and sensitive, brushed against the cool vinyl with every forward jerk, sending little shocks through her.

The man grunted, his pace increasing. His fingers tightened on her hips. “Gonna fill you up,” he muttered, his breath coming faster. His thrusts became shorter, harder, more erratic. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt and held. She felt the hot, sudden pulse of his release flooding into her, a wet, claiming heat that seemed to mock the emptiness the withdrawal had created. He pulled out, spent, and stepped back.

She felt the trickle of his seed immediately, a warm, sticky leak down her inner thigh.

The second man was there before she could process it. He positioned himself, his cock, slick with her juices and the remnants of the first man’s cum, pressed against her well-used opening. He pushed in easily, her body now loosened, slick. His thrusts were different—harder, faster, more punishing. He pounded into her, each impact jolting through her sore body, his balls slapping against her. The mixture of pain and the deep, rhythmic stimulation was a confusing cocktail. Her breathing became ragged pants. A coil of tension, sickening and familiar, began to wind in her lower belly. No, no, no… But it tightened anyway, fed by the relentless, animal rhythm.

He came with a shout, pumping another hot flood into her. The feeling of being filled, overfilled, with their combined release was profoundly degrading. And yet, the fullness was a sensation, a shocking physical reality that anchored her in the nightmare.

As the second man stepped away, spent, the third took his place. He was the largest. He didn’t even guide himself. He just pressed the massive head against her and shoved. The stretch was renewed, intense. He fucked her with a hard, driving intensity that had none of the previous men’s fleeting passion. It was pure, focused exertion.

But her body had been pushed too far, stimulated too much. The shame, the degradation, the relentless physical sensation—it all fused into a terrifying peak. As he hammered into her, the coil snapped. An orgasm ripped through her, violent and unwelcome, making her cunt clamp down in frantic, fluttering pulses around his invading cock. She screamed, the sound muffled by the bench, her vision graying at the edges. Her climax seemed to trigger his. With a final, deep thrust, he stilled, and she felt the third, hottest rush of seed join the mess inside her.

He pulled out. She collapsed forward onto the bench, her cheek against the cool vinyl, her body spent, trembling, dripping. The room smelled of sex, sweat, and leather. She felt hollowed out, used, a vessel that had served its purpose.

Dr. Warner made a note on his clipboard. “Satisfactory. The samples should be well-mixed.” He looked at her crumpled form. “You may clean up at the sink. Then you will receive your medication.”

She couldn’t move. She lay there, breathing in the scent of her own violation.

Suddenly, the main door to the exam room exploded inward with a deafening crash of splintering wood.

Kade stood in the doorway, his chest heaving, his eyes wild. In his hand was a heavy, black pistol, held low but steady. His gaze swept the room, taking in the three half-dressed men, Dr. Warner, and Justine’s broken, naked form on the bench. A roar of pure, unadulterated fury tore from his throat.

“Get the fuck away from her!” he bellowed, the gun swinging to cover Dr. Warner. “All of you! Back up! Now!”

The three men scrambled back, hands raised. Dr. Warner’s clinical composure finally cracked, his eyes widening in genuine shock.

“Kade—” Justine sobbed.

“The pills,” Kade snarled, taking a step into the room, the gun unwavering. “Where are they? All of them. Now.”

Dr. Warner, his face pale, gestured shakily to a locked cabinet on the wall. “The key… in my pocket.”

“Open it. Slowly.”

With trembling hands, Dr. Warner retrieved a keychain and unlocked the metal cabinet. Inside, stacked in neat rows, were hundreds of small, white plastic bottles, each with a clinical label. Vexora.

Kade grabbed a black duffel bag from his shoulder—the same one from the motel—and threw it at Dr. Warner’s feet. “Fill it. Every last one.”

As Dr. Warner began frantically sweeping bottles into the bag, Kade kept the gun trained on him, his other hand reaching out to Justine.

“Put these on,” he commanded, his voice a jagged edge of gravel and rage as he tossed her discarded shorts and tank top toward her. He didn’t look away from the doctors, but his hand found hers, squeezing with a crushing, desperate strength.

Justine scrambled into her clothes, her fingers fumbling, her body still humming with the aftershocks. As soon as the last bottle clattered into the duffel, Kade snatched the bag and hauled her toward the door.

“If any of you follow us,” Kade promised, his eyes burning with a cold, lethal promise that made the men shrink back against the sterile tiles, “I won't be aiming for the walls.”

They sprinted through the clinical hallways, the fluorescent lights flickering overhead like a dying pulse. They burst through the exit into the cool air, the tires of Kade’s heavy-duty truck already idling. He vaulted over the console and she jumped into the passenger seat. He threw the vehicle into reverse before the door was even shut. Gravel sprayed like buckshot as they tore out of the clinic’s hidden driveway.

Justine was shaking, her breath coming in ragged hitches. The adrenaline was warring with the chemical weight in her system. Beside her, Kade was a statue of tension, his knuckles white on the steering wheel, his eyes darting to the rearview mirror.

He reached into the duffel bag, his hand emerging with one of the white bottles. He flicked the cap open with his thumb and poured four of the small, white tablets into his palm.

"Take them," he said, thrusting his hand toward her.

Justine looked at the pills, then at the man she had desired for years—the man who had just saved her from Dr. Warner’s grasp. She took the pills from his hand, her tongue catching on his skin as she swallowed them dry.

The effect wasn’t immediate, but it was swift. A warmth began in her stomach, radiating outwards like a slow, golden tide. The sharp edges of her panic began to soften, blurring into a manageable hum. The deep, bruised ache between her legs, the sting on her back, they didn’t vanish, but they became distant, secondary to a rising, familiar fullness in her breasts and a low, insistent throb of need in her core.

Justine closed her eyes, feeling the Vexora flood her senses. They were driving into the dark, fueled by stolen drugs and a forbidden hunger that the world would never understand.

11 - ON THE RUN

The world outside the car window was a smeared, speeding blur of streetlights and concrete. Justine pressed her forehead against the cool glass, her body trembling with aftershocks that had nothing to do with the vehicle’s motion. The memory of the clinic room—the searing bite of the flogger, the impersonal touch of multiple hands, the brutal, filling thrusts of strangers—played on a frantic, horrifying loop behind her eyelids. The scent of antiseptic and male sweat seemed embedded in her nostrils.

Kade’s truck ate up the road, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. The tense silence between them was a live wire, humming with everything that had just happened. She glanced at his profile, the hard line of his jaw, the dark intensity in his eyes fixed on the road ahead. He’d come for her. He’d broken in. The reality of it was too enormous to hold.

Justine watched familiar neighborhoods give way to less-traveled roads, then to a two-lane highway flanked by dark fields. They weren’t heading home. “Kade? Where are we going?”

He was silent for a long moment. The only sounds were the rumble of the engine and the whine of the tires. “I left a note for Bess,” he said finally, the words dropping like weights. “Told her not to look for us.”

A cold spike of disbelief pierced the drug’s warm haze. “What? Why?”

“Because Dr. Warner will be looking for us.” He finally glanced at her, his eyes black and bottomless in the dashboard glow. “You think he’s just gonna let me walk away with his pills? And you’re part of his experiment. He’ll never let you get away.” He shook his head, a sharp, frustrated motion. “And the craving… it’s in my bones. I can’t stop, Justine. I don’t even know if I want to. We can’t go back.”

His words should have terrified her. They should have sent her into a fresh spiral of panic. Instead, a slow, molten heat began to pool in her belly, spreading lower. The finality of it. The absolute severing of the old life. No more pretending. No more hiding in her room, aching for him. No more clinic. Just… this. Him. Them. The truth of their addiction laid bare, with no one to witness it but each other.

“So where are we going?” she asked again, her voice lower, thicker.

“A place,” he said. “A small house. Belongs to a buddy from my crew. He only stays there three months out of the  year. Keys were in his garage.” He looked at her, his gaze traveling from her face down to the front of her borrowed sweatshirt—one of his, she realized, smelling of him—where two dark, damp circles were already spreading. “It’s private. No one will find us. I’ve got the pills. I’ll give them to you. You’ll take them. Your milk will keep flowing.” His voice dropped to a gravelly promise that vibrated straight through her. “And I’ll drink from you. Every day. As much as I want. And I’ll use that pretty body of mine. Every hole. Whenever I want. However I want.”

A powerful, silky gush of wetness soaked her panties. Her nipples tightened into painful, aching points, and she felt the unmistakable trickle of milk seep from them, adding to the damp patches on the sweatshirt. The vivid, crude picture he painted—a life reduced to that single, carnal purpose—ignited a firestorm in her blood. She’d never been more aroused in her life. Her breath came in short, shallow pants.

“Okay,” she whispered.

He drove for another twenty minutes before turning onto a gravel lane, overgrown at the edges. At the end stood a small, boxy ranch house, dark and silent against the starry sky. He killed the engine. The sudden quiet was profound, broken only by the ticking of the cooling engine and the distant chorus of crickets.

He came around to her side, opened her door, and simply lifted her out. He carried her to the front door, fumbled with a key, and shouldered it open. The air inside was stale and cool. He didn’t turn on lights, navigating by the faint moonlight filtering through dusty blinds. Straight down a short hallway, into a bedroom dominated by a large, plain bed.

He set her on her feet beside it. “Strip,” he commanded, his voice husky. “Now.”

Her fingers, clumsy with need, obeyed. She pulled the damp tank top over her head. She pushed her shorts down her legs, kicking them aside. The cool air raised goosebumps on her naked skin, her breasts feeling heavy and full, milk beading at the tips of her dark nipples. She stood before him, utterly exposed, still marked from the clinic, her body humming with Vexora and desperate anticipation.

Kade’s eyes devoured her. A low, animal sound rumbled in his chest. He didn’t bother undressing fully. He just shoved his jeans and boxers down to his thighs, freeing his cock. It was already fully erect, thick and veined, the head glistening with pre-cum in the dim light.

He closed the distance, his hands rough on her hips, turning her to face the bed. “On your knees,” he growled, his breath hot on her shoulder.

She sank down onto the rough carpet, the fibers scratchy against her knees. He positioned himself before her, his cock at her eye level, a formidable, salty-scented presence. He didn’t guide her with his hands. He just looked down at her, his expression one of pure, dominant expectation.

Justine leaned forward. Her lips parted. She didn’t tease. She took the broad head into her mouth, her tongue flattening against the sensitive slit, tasting his essence. A groan ripped from his throat. Emboldened, she took more, her jaw stretching as she worked him deeper. She used her tongue, swirling around the crown, then sliding along the thick vein underneath. Her hands came up to cradle his heavy balls, rolling them gently in their sac.

“That’s it,” he rasped, his fingers tangling in her curly hair, not forcing, just holding. “Take it. All of it.”

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking firmly as she pulled back, then plunged forward again, taking him deeper. The stretch in her jaw, the feeling of him bumping the back of her throat, the musky, masculine taste of him—it was dizzying. She looked up at him through her lashes, saw his head thrown back, his eyes squeezed shut in pleasure.

“Deeper,” he demanded, his grip tightening slightly.

She relaxed her throat, willed her muscles to open, and pushed forward. The thick head slipped past the barrier, into her gullet. The sensation of being filled this way, of having him lodged in her throat, was overwhelming. She couldn’t breathe. Her eyes watered. But a dark, submissive thrill shot through her. She held there for a second, feeling him pulse, before pulling back with a wet, gasping sound.

He didn’t let her recover. He fucked her mouth then, using his grip in her hair to set a relentless, driving rhythm. He pushed into the wet heat of her mouth, past her lips, hitting her throat with each forward thrust. The sounds were obscenely wet, gulping, rhythmic. Drool slicked her chin. Her world narrowed to the push and pull of his cock, the scrape of his jeans against her cheeks, the guttural sounds of his pleasure above her. Her own core clenched around nothing, a desperate, empty ache. One of her hands slipped between her own legs, fingers sliding easily through the slickness there, circling her swollen clit as she serviced him.

He watched her do it, his eyes blazing. “You like that, don’t you?” he grunted, his hips pistoning. “Sucking my cock while you finger your greedy little cunt. You’re a natural slut.”

The crude words, instead of shaming her, sent a fresh flood of wetness coating her fingers. She moaned around his length, the vibration making him curse. His rhythm grew ragged, his thrusts harder, deeper. Just as she felt the telltale tensing of his body, the swell at the base of his cock, he pulled himself from her mouth with a slick pop.

He was breathing hard. “Bed. On your back. Now.”

She scrambled onto the mattress, lying back, her legs falling open in shameless invitation. Her pussy was a soaked, glistening mess, swollen lips parted, her own cream mixing with the lingering, sticky evidence of the men at the clinic. She saw him look at it, at the traces of other men on her skin, in her. A possessive snarl twisted his lips.

“Mine,” he stated, simple and absolute.

He didn’t hesitate. He didn’t ask. He climbed over her, his weight settling between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging through the slickness, finding her entrance. He looked into her eyes, holding her gaze as he pushed forward.

The invasion was breathtaking. A glorious, stretching fullness that erased every other sensation, every other memory. He was so much thicker, so much more real than the clinical instruments or the frantic strangers. He filled her completely, a hot, living brand claiming what was his. A broken cry tore from her throat as he buried himself to the hilt, his pelvis grinding against her clit.

He began to move. Hard, deep, punishing strokes that shoved her up the mattress. Each thrust was a statement, a reclamation. The slap of his skin against hers, the creak of the bedsprings, their mingled grunts and moans—it was a savage, beautiful music. He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue mimicking the thrust of his cock. She could taste herself on him.

One hand groped for her breast, his thumb and forefinger pinching her engorged nipple. A jet of warm milk shot out, arcing onto her chest and his hand. He broke the kiss, lowering his head to latch onto her. The sudden, strong suction on her nipple was an electric shock that arced straight to her core. He drank in deep, hungry pulls, even as his hips never slowed their brutal pace. The dual sensation—the deep, pounding penetration and the sweet, sharp pull on her breast—threatened to shatter her mind. Pleasure coiled, tight and unbearably hot, low in her belly.

“Kade… I’m gonna…!”

He released her breast with a wet sound, milk glistening on his chin. “Not yet,” he commanded. He pulled out of her suddenly, flipping her onto her stomach with rough hands. “Up. On your knees.”

She got onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. Her ass was still marked from the flogger, a lattice of fine, red lines. He ran a reverent, rough hand over the marks, then gripped her hips. He guided himself back to her sopping entrance and plunged in again, this angle even deeper, hitting a spot that made her see white behind her eyelids. He fucked her like this, a relentless, powerful animal driving into his mate, his hands digging into the soft flesh of her hips, sure to leave bruises.

The coil snapped. Her orgasm crashed over her with tidal force, a screaming, convulsing wave that locked her muscles and blinded her. Her inner walls clamped down on his driving cock in frantic, fluttering pulses. She collapsed forward onto her forearms, a sobbing, writhing mess as the pleasure wracked her.

Her climax tore his control from him. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself and roared, his body going rigid as he emptied himself inside her. She felt the hot, spurting flood fill her, a possessive, internal claim that seemed to seal their fate. He collapsed over her back, his weight pinning her to the mattress, both of them slick with sweat and milk and cum, breathing in ragged, broken gasps.

Slowly, he softened and slipped from her. He rolled onto his side, pulling her with him, spooning her against his big, warm body. One arm wrapped possessively around her waist, his hand splayed over her stomach. His lips brushed her sweaty shoulder.

“Never again,” he whispered into the dark, quiet room. His voice was hoarse but certain. “No one touches you but me. No one hurts you. This is it now. You and me. This house. The pills. My mouth on you. My cock in you. That’s your life. You understand?”

Justine stared at the moonlit wall, feeling his seed leak from her well-used pussy, feeling the familiar, sweet pressure already rebuilding in her milk-heavy breasts. The fear was gone. The confusion was gone. In its place was a dark, profound, and utterly thrilling peace. This was her purpose. To be his. His relief. His obsession. His living, breathing addiction.

A slow, secret smile touched her lips. She cuddled back into his heat. “I understand,” she murmured. And she had never looked forward to anything more.

12 - A NEW LIFE

Six months had passed, but the time felt both endless and instantaneous, measured not in days but in the steady, inexorable swell of her belly. The small ranch house was their world, a shabby, quiet cocoon smelling of old wood, his sweat, and the sweet, ever-present scent of her milk. Justine stood at the bedroom window, a hand resting on the hard curve of her stomach. The baby moved, a soft fluttering roll that still surprised her, a new life stirring.

She wasn’t sure. That was the quiet, thorny truth she kept buried under layers of physical sensation and Kade’s constant attention. The child could be Kade’s. It could also be the product Dr. Warner’s “breeding,” a final, awful souvenir. She didn’t dwell on it. Kade had promised. The moment she’d told him, his face had gone still, then resolved into a fierce, unshakeable certainty. “It’s mine,” he’d said, his voice leaving no room for argument. “I’ll raise it as mine. It’s ours.” She’d clung to that promise, let it become her truth.

Her body had changed, profoundly. She’d stopped taking the Vexora pills. Yet her breasts had never stopped producing. The lactation, once a drug-induced side effect, had become a permanent state. They were heavy, full, aching globes, her nipples constantly dark and damp, leaking at the slightest thought of him, at the sound of his boots on the gravel outside. Her stomach was a taut, beautiful dome, her skin stretched shiny, a faint dark line running from her navel down. She felt primal. Powerful. Used in the most fundamental way possible.

The creak of the front door announced him. Her pulse, always attuned to his presence, gave a hard, familiar thump. She heard him drop his keys on the kitchen counter, the rustle of a grocery bag. Then his footsteps, heavy and sure, coming down the hall.

He filled the doorway. He’d been doing odd jobs for cash in the nearby town, and dust clung to his jeans and the worn flannel shirt rolled up to his elbows. His dark hair was damp, as if he’d splashed water on his face. His eyes, those intense dark pools, found her immediately, and the usual hungry spark there ignited into a slow, burning flame. He leaned against the doorframe, his gaze traveling over her—the profile of her belly against the light, the way her thin cotton dress clung to the full, low swell of her breasts.

“Jesus,” he breathed, the word a reverent exhalation.

He pushed off the frame and walked toward her. The room seemed to shrink, the air thickening. He stopped behind her, his big hands coming to rest on the slopes of her shoulders. His touch was warm, possessive. He bent his head, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You get more beautiful every goddamn day.”

A shiver that had nothing to do with cold raced down her spine. She leaned back into him, her head resting against his solid chest. “I was just standing here. Feeling the baby kick.”

One of his hands slid down, over her collarbone, palming the heavy weight of her breast through the dress. His thumb found her nipple, already hard and pebbled, and rubbed slowly. A warm, immediate trickle leaked, soaking the thin fabric. She gasped, her eyes fluttering closed.

“Look at you,” he murmured, his voice rough with want. He turned her gently in his arms to face him. His eyes drank her in—the flushed skin, the parted lips, the obvious damp circles darkening the dress over her nipples. “My pregnant girl. Leaking just for me.”

His words, the raw ownership in them, sent a rush of wet heat between her legs. Her need for him was a constant, low-grade hum, but now it spiked, sharp and demanding.

He didn’t wait. His hands went to the hem of her simple dress, gathering the fabric. “Arms up,” he said, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

She obeyed, lifting her arms. He pulled the dress up and over her head, letting it fall discarded to the floor. She stood naked before him, her body a testament to their six months of isolation and obsession. Her breasts were heavier, veins visible beneath the stretched skin, milk beading at both tips. Her belly was a perfect, round curve. The thatch of curls between her thighs seemed darker, richer.

Kade’s breath caught. His gaze was a physical caress, hot and devouring. “On the bed,” he commanded, his voice thick. “Lie back.”

She moved to the bed, the mattress dipping under her added weight. She settled against the pillows, her body on display. The afternoon light slanted across her skin, highlighting the swell of her stomach, the full, milk-heavy breasts. She felt no shame. Only a deep, thrilling exposure.

He stood at the foot of the bed, stripping off his own clothes with deliberate, slow movements. The flannel shirt, the dusty jeans, the boxers. Each piece revealed more of him—the muscular arms, the taut stomach, the dusting of dark hair across his chest that trailed down. His cock sprang free, already fully erect, thick and flushed, a drop of clear fluid glistening at the tip. He was magnificent, a primal contrast to her ripe, fertile softness.

He climbed onto the bed, but not over her. He knelt beside her, his eyes fixed on her breasts. “I need a taste,” he said, as if confessing a vital need.

He bent his head. His mouth, warm and insistent, closed over her right nipple. He didn’t latch with frantic hunger anymore; the desperation had mellowed into a deep, savoring need. His tongue circled the areola, then the nipple itself, lapping up the beads of milk before drawing the peak into the heat of his mouth.

The suction was immediate, perfect. A sweet, sharp pull that went straight from her nipple to her core, a direct line of pleasure that made her back arch off the bed. A soft cry escaped her. Her hands flew to his head, her fingers tangling in his dark hair, not to guide, but to hold on.

He drank. Slow, deep pulls that made her milk let down in a warm, steady stream. She could feel it, the release, the sweet relief in her breast matched by a clenching, empty ache between her legs. He swallowed, his throat working, a low, contented rumble vibrating against her skin. He switched to her left breast, giving it the same devoted attention, his tongue and lips working until milk slicked his chin and her chest.

While his mouth was busy, one of his big hands drifted down. It smoothed over the taut, round curve of her belly, a gesture of possession and wonder. His palm was rough, calloused, a thrilling contrast against the stretched-smooth skin. He spread his fingers, as if trying to cover the entire swell.

“So fucking perfect,” he muttered against her wet skin, transferring his kisses to her stomach.

He kissed the hard mound, his lips soft and reverent. He traced the dark line with the tip of his tongue, a slow, wet stripe from her navel downward. He nuzzled the underside of her belly, his stubble a delicious scratch, before planting open-mouthed kisses all over the domed surface.

The intimacy of it was devastating. This wasn’t just sex. This was worship of her changed form, an acceptance of everything she was—his, used, carrying a child. Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but they were tears of a profound, shocking happiness.

His mouth continued its journey south, his kisses trailing through the coarse curls. He didn’t pause. He hooked his strong hands under her thighs, lifting her, spreading her wide. The cool air touched her exposed folds, already glistening with her own slick arousal. Then his breath, hot and damp, followed.

He looked up at her, his blue eyes dark with intent, his chin wet with her milk. “I want to taste all of you,” he stated.

And then his mouth was on her.

His tongue was a broad, wet stroke from the bottom of her slit to the top, circling her clit but not lingering. He licked her like he was savoring a rare delicacy, long, languid passes that coated his tongue in her essence. He groaned against her, the sound vibrating through her sensitive flesh. He dipped his tongue inside her, a shallow thrust, tasting her depths before pulling back to focus on her clit.

He sucked the swollen bud into his mouth, applying a steady, rhythmic pressure. His tongue flicked over the tip, fast and precise, then swirled around it. One of his hands stayed on her thigh, holding her open, while the other slid beneath her, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass, tilting her pelvis to give him better access.

Justine cried out, her hands fisting in the sheets. The dual sensation—the sweet pull on her breasts now a memory, the exquisite, focused attention on her clit—was overwhelming. Her hips began to move of their own accord, a slow, grinding rhythm against his mouth. He encouraged it, his grip tightening, his tongue working in time with her movements.

“Kade… oh god, Kade…” Her voice was a broken chant.

He inserted two fingers into her pussy, curling them upwards, finding that sweet, spongy spot inside her as his mouth continued its relentless assault on her clit. The internal pressure, combined with the friction, built a coil of heat so intense it felt like a physical knot in her lower belly. Her breath came in sharp, ragged gasps. The pleasure was a bright, white-hot point, expanding, threatening to—

He pulled his mouth and fingers away.

The sudden absence was a cruel, delicious torture. She whimpered, her body trembling on the edge. “Please…”

He moved then, positioning himself over her. He knelt between her spread thighs, his cock, thick and ruddy, jutting toward her. He guided the broad head through her wetness, nudging against her entrance. His eyes locked with hers. The possessive fire was back, but tempered with something else, something fierce and protective.

“This is mine,” he growled, not a question, a declaration.

He pushed forward.

The stretch was glorious, a familiar, perfect fullness that her pregnant body welcomed greedily. He sank into her in one slow, inexorable slide, until his hips were pressed against the curve of her belly. They both groaned at the sensation. He was so deep, so completely seated inside her. Her inner walls fluttered around him, adjusting, clinging.

He began to move. Slow, deep, grinding rolls of his hips. The angle was different with her belly between them; each thrust pressed the base of his cock firmly against her clit with a delicious, consistent pressure. He kept his pace measured, intense, each stroke a deliberate claiming. He leaned down, bracing himself on his elbows, his face inches from hers. He kissed her, his tongue sweeping into her mouth, tasting of her milk and her own arousal.

“You feel so good,” he rasped against her lips. “So tight. So fucking perfect carrying my child.”

The words, the fantasy he insisted was truth, pushed her higher. She wrapped her legs around his waist as best she could, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. Her nails scored down his sweat-slicked shoulders.

His control began to fray. His thrusts grew harder, faster. The bed rocked with their rhythm. The slap of skin, the wet sound of their joining, their mingled grunts and moans filled the small room. He reached between them, his fingers finding her swollen, sensitive nipple, pinching and rolling it. Another jet of warm milk leaked, slicking his hand and her chest.

The stimulation was too much. The coil, wound impossibly tight, finally snapped.

Her orgasm detonated without warning, a seismic wave of pleasure that tore a scream from her throat. It radiated from her core, clenching her pussy in violent, rhythmic pulses around his driving cock, spreading like liquid fire through her limbs. She shattered, her vision whiting out, her body arching and trembling under his.

Feeling her convulse around him broke the last of his restraint. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt and held, his body locking as he came. She felt the hot, pulsing jets of his release flood her depths, a profound, claiming heat that seemed to seal them together. He collapsed onto her, his weight a welcome, grounding pressure, his face buried in the crook of her neck as they both shuddered through the aftershocks.

For long minutes, there was only the sound of their ragged breathing and the distant call of a bird outside. Slowly, he softened and slipped from her. But he wasn’t done.

“Turn over,” he murmured, his voice hoarse but insistent. He helped her roll onto her hands and knees. The position was awkward with her belly, but she managed, presenting herself to him. The cool air kissed her damp, well-used pussy, her ass.

She heard the cap of the lube bottle snap open. Then the cool, slick drizzle between her ass cheeks. His fingers, slippery and familiar, found her back entrance. One pressed inside, the initial burn a bright, welcome sting. He worked her open with careful, stretching strokes, preparing her with an intimacy born of months of practice.

“You want this?” he asked, his voice a low rumble.

“Yes,” she panted, pushing back against his hand. “Please.”

He removed his fingers. The thick, blunt head of his cock replaced them, pressing insistently against the tight ring of muscle. He leaned over her, his chest against her back, one hand splayed on her belly for support.

“Breathe,” he instructed.

She exhaled, and he pushed.

The penetration was a slow, burning conquest. An intense, unbelievable stretch that stole her breath. He didn’t stop, didn’t retreat. He pushed forward with relentless, gentle pressure until he was fully seated, buried in the deepest, most forbidden part of her. The feeling of being taken this way, so utterly filled—was overwhelming. A choked sob of pure, unadulterated pleasure escaped her.

“Fuck,” he moaned, his body trembling against hers. “Justine… god.”

He began to move. Short, shallow thrusts at first, letting her adjust to the incredible, snug heat. Then, as her body relaxed and opened for him, his strokes grew longer, deeper. Each withdrawal was a sweet agony, each re-entry a shocking, full bliss. The angle was exquisite, hitting places that made her see stars. The slap of his thighs against her ass was a lewd, rhythmic music.

He reached around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, swollen and sensitive from her previous climax. He rubbed it in tight, insistent circles, matching the pace of his deep, anal thrusts. The dual stimulation, so soon after her first orgasm, was an overload. Pleasure, sharp and bright, began to coil again, deep in her belly.

“Come for me,” he growled in her ear, his breath hot. “Let me feel you squeeze my cock.”

The command was all it took. A second, shocking orgasm ripped through her, tighter and more intense than the first. It was centered in the clenching ring of muscle gripping his shaft, a series of powerful, milking pulses that drew a ragged shout from him. He fucked her through it, his own rhythm breaking into frantic, shallow jerks as his climax followed. He buried himself deep and held, pouring himself into her ass with a series of hot, spurting jets. She felt every pulse, an intimate, final claim.

They collapsed together onto the bed, a tangled, sweaty, spent heap. He held her from behind, his big hand splayed over her stomach, his softening cock still nestled between her ass cheeks. Their breathing slowly evened out.

After a while, he stirred. “Come on,” he said softly, giving her a gentle pat. “Shower.”

He helped her up, his touch surprisingly tender. He led her to the small, utilitarian bathroom and turned on the water, adjusting it until steam began to fog the mirror. He stepped in with her, pulling the curtain closed, enclosing them in a warm, wet world.

He took the soap, working up a lather in his hands. He started with her shoulders, his strong fingers kneading the tension from her muscles. He washed her back, his touch firm and thorough. He turned her gently, soaping her swollen breasts with a reverence that made her throat tight. He rinsed her belly, his hand smoothing over the curve, and she saw him smile, a small, private thing.

As the warm water sluiced over her, washing away the evidence of their passion—the milk, the sweat, his seed—a profound clarity settled over her. The doubts about paternity didn’t vanish, but they shriveled, becoming insignificant next to the solid reality of his hands on her skin, his promise in her ears, this life they had built in the middle of nowhere.

She was exactly where she wanted to be. His. Pregnant. Nourishing him. This was her purpose, her entire world. And when the baby came, it would be theirs. He would raise it as his own. And she would continue to be here, in this house, his to use, his to drink from. The thought didn’t fill her with dread or humiliation. It filled her with a dark, thrilling peace. A perfect, completed circle of need.

She looked up at him through the steam, water droplets clinging to his lashes. “Kade,” she said, her voice quiet but clear.

He met her gaze, his hand pausing on her hip. “Yeah?”

“I can’t wait,” she whispered. “To have this child. With you.”

His expression softened, the hard edges melting into something so raw it stole her breath. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a soft, lingering kiss that tasted of clean water and promise. “I love you, Justine,” he murmured against her mouth. “And I love this baby.”
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Justine Martin is a nineteen-year-old college student with a mounting tuition bill and a family living paycheck to paycheck. She sees a flyer on campus as a lifeline: a clinical trial for a new drug called Vexora. One thousand dollars for a few weeks of her time. It seems like the answer to her prayers.

But Dr. Warner’s clinic isn't like any doctor’s office Justine has ever seen. From the first exam, the lines between medicine and mercy, science and submission, begin to blur.

The white pills work fast. Soon, Justine’s body is no longer her own. Plagued by relentless arousal and a startling physical transformation, she finds herself lactating—a side effect that should terrify her, but instead draws her into a forbidden web of heat and hunger with her stepfather, Kade.

Kade is a man of rough edges and hard labor, but Vexora has changed him, too. He doesn't just want Justine; he needs her. As they fall into a dark, addictive cycle of shared secrets and stolen moments, Justine discovers the terrifying truth behind Dr. Warner’s research: Vexora isn't just a drug. It’s a biological trap designed to create a dependency that can never be broken.

Justine is forced into a nightmare of clinical punishment and reproductive experiments. Caught between a predatory doctor who views her as a specimen and a man whose love has become a feral obsession, Justine must decide if she’s a victim of the protocol—or if she’s finally found the one place she truly belongs.
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