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The intercom blared at 03:24. “Livia Osprey. Report to curb. Immediate.” The voice was neither male nor female. No upturn, no hint of humor. It sounded like a knife edge, smooth and final. Livia froze in her bunk. She squeezed her wrist and counted her pulse. Seventy, then ninety, then racing—her body so light she thought she might float away.

She looked at the ceiling. The paint was peeling in curls. No one else in the dorm moved, but Livia could hear the hum of girls pretending to sleep, the way you could always hear it when you lived below the line. She thought of the stories, the rumors. When the intercom called, you had thirty seconds to get to the curb, or else. She slid out of the bunk. Her feet stuck to the laminate. The air stank of sweat and the rot from the waste recycler.

Someone whispered her name. “Liv.” She didn’t answer. She pulled on her uniform and ignored the tears on her roommate’s face. The roommate’s name was Mara, or Marn, or Mira. She wasn’t sure anymore. She didn’t care.

The corridor outside pulsed with red lines. A soft arrow scrolled along the floor, showing her the way, like she was too dumb to find the exit. Livia hated the arrow. She wanted to stomp it out with her heel. Instead, she kept her eyes on the ground and walked as fast as she could. There were cameras everywhere. She felt them blinking at her, counting her steps.

At the vestibule, a man waited. He wore a crimson uniform, no rank, no emblem. His skin was waxy, almost blue. He looked at her, not at her face but at the file that floated in his glass. She wondered if he knew everything about her already—her scores, her cycle, the time she’d broken a girl’s nose with a swipe of her elbow in the canteen. He pressed a thumb to the scanner, then pointed at her.

“You’ve been chosen,” he said. His breath smelled like metal.

She tried to swallow but her throat stuck. “For what?”

He didn’t answer. He handed her a packet, thin as a napkin. “Sign here,” he said. Livia didn’t have to read it. It was always the same. A fingerprint, a retina blink, and her name dissolved from the building’s roster. The instant she touched the pad, the doors hissed open and the man in crimson stepped back.

The transport waited at the curb. It was all black glass, mirrored, with no windows and no seams. Livia’s legs shook, but she climbed inside. The seat gripped her, tight and cold, and a harness snapped across her chest. She tried to look out, but there was nothing but herself, reflected a hundred times in the shiny surfaces. Her own eyes stared back, wide and bright, the color already fading from them.

The ride took six minutes. She counted the bumps, listened for clues. There were none. The glass glowed pink, then white, then back to pink. She wondered if this was some kind of joke, if maybe she’d done something wrong and this was how they punished you. Or maybe she’d done something right. Maybe she’d scored so high that someone upstairs wanted to buy her.

She heard the rumors. Everyone heard them. Velvet District. The highest floor, where girls like her never returned. It was supposed to be a reward, but the ones who vanished were never spoken of again. Some said they became royalty. Some said they were eaten.

The seat unclipped and the door lifted. Livia staggered into a lobby. It was round and smooth, every surface shining with wet pink light. There was no desk. No person. The air smelled like sugar and sweat and a little like sex.

A woman appeared. She wore black gloves and nothing else. She moved with perfect control, like a machine dressed as a girl. She didn’t speak, just beckoned. Livia followed her through a series of glass tunnels. Every step made her skin shiver. She thought she saw shapes behind the glass—people, or maybe just reflections of herself. She didn’t look too long.

They stopped in a round room. Livia blinked. The walls curved overhead, seamless and soft. There was a platform in the center, padded and white. The woman pointed.

“Remove everything,” the woman said. Her voice was warmer than the intercom, but only just. “Place your belongings here.”

Livia stripped. The fabric clung to her skin, static snapping as she peeled it away. The room was cold, but her nipples stayed hard, her body sweating even as she shivered. She tossed her clothes onto the tray, then covered her breasts with her arms.

The woman shook her head. “Arms down. Stand straight.”

Livia obeyed. Another door opened and two more women entered, both in gloves, both with faces blank as statues. One held a scanner wand. The other carried a tray with tiny metal tools. Livia’s stomach twisted.

The first woman scanned her wrists. The light was hot and left marks, like sunburn, but she didn’t cry out. The scanner beeped.

“Livia Osprey,” the woman read aloud. “Level 4. Asset class: unassigned. Age: 19 years, 4 months.”

The second woman stepped closer. She pressed a cold circle to Livia’s chest, just above her left breast. It hissed and pulled at her skin. Livia jerked, but the woman held her steady.

“Relax,” she said, soft but stern.

Livia clenched her fists. She tried not to look down. The second woman moved the metal circle down her sternum, across her ribs, lower, lower, until it hovered over her belly. It hissed again, then beeped.

The first woman took notes on a glass pad. “Breast size: 30A. Nipple length: 6.1 millimeters. Areola diameter: 17.8 millimeters. Abdominal ratio: optimal.”

Livia stared at the ceiling. She felt the wand press against her right breast. It buzzed. The nipple tightened, so hard it hurt. The woman pinched it, then released.

“Repeat,” she said. The second woman did the same to the left. Livia’s nipples stood out like tiny spears.

“Repeat,” the first woman said. “Nipple length: 6.4 millimeters. Symmetry: acceptable.”

She moved to Livia’s back. The gloves were cold and slippery. They slid down her spine, then cupped her ass. She squeezed, measured, then spread the cheeks. Livia gasped, but the woman didn’t stop.

“Anal circumference: 2.1 centimeters at rest. Insert depth: 8.8 centimeters unassisted. Clench force: moderate.”

She felt a finger, gloved, push inside her. Not slow, not gentle, just clinical. The second woman watched a display and nodded.

“Repeat,” said the first woman.

Another finger. Livia bit her lip. The glove was slick with something, but she couldn’t smell it, only the woman’s perfume, sharp and floral. They pushed deep, twisted, then pulled out.

“Insert depth: 12 centimeters with aid. Max dilation: to be determined. Rectal tissue: intact. No fissures.”

The woman knelt. She pressed a thumb between Livia’s legs, right on her clit. The thumb rolled in tiny circles. Livia’s hips bucked, but the woman didn’t stop. She pressed, squeezed, then flicked.

“Clitoral size: 8.3 millimeters. Response: immediate. Sensitivity: above average.”

The second woman set the tray down and picked up a thin rod. “Open,” she said.

Livia opened her legs. The rod pressed against her lips, then slid inside. It was warm, humming, and Livia gasped at the sudden jolt. The rod filled her, vibrating. The woman pushed until it hurt, then held it in place.

“Vaginal canal: depth 13.2 centimeters, diameter 2.8. Elasticity: high. Lubrication: present. Orgasm threshold: test required.”

Livia braced herself, but she couldn’t prepare for the way the hum inside her changed, turning sharp and wild. The rod pulsed, vibrating in short, ruthless bursts while the woman’s gloved thumb pressed down on her clit with perfect, inhuman precision, never too much, never too little, always exactly enough to keep her entire body quivering right at the edge. Livia’s breath caught in her throat. Her legs jerked, knees slamming together and then spreading wide again as the woman forced them apart. Her hips bucked toward the pressure, shame mixing with the raw need that spiked through her core. The other two women didn’t blink. They only watched, making small notes as her body betrayed her.

Her vision blurred. Tears stung her eyes but didn’t fall. She tried to hold her breath, to resist, but the harder she fought, the faster it built, until her whole body was shaking, teeth rattling, stomach clenching tight around the heat rising out of her pelvis. She could feel herself soaking the woman’s fingers, the slickness spreading, and the knowledge that these strangers saw it—measured it—only made the feeling sharper. The woman pumping the rod didn’t slow. She twisted it, dragging the textured tip against Livia’s inner walls while her thumb flicked again and again at the point where Livia’s nerves screamed loudest.

Livia’s hands clenched into white-knuckled fists. She made a soft, animal sound, part whimper and part moan, louder than she meant to. She froze, embarrassed, but the woman’s other hand closed around her thigh, keeping her steady, as if encouraging her to keep going. The rod pulsed harder. The pressure doubled. Livia’s toes curled, her head fell back, and her mouth opened in a silent gasp.

The orgasm hit her like a punch, shameful and electric. It knifed up her spine, dazzling her with white heat and making her muscles spasm so hard she nearly fell to her knees. The women in black gloves held her upright, not letting her escape even for a second as she came, wrung out and helpless, hips jerking until the last of the tremors faded into a low, helpless whine at the base of her throat. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d come so hard or so fast—maybe never.

She was still shaking when the woman slid the rod free with a wet, sucking sound. Livia flinched, then stood limply as the woman wiped it down with a sterile cloth and set it back on the tray, ready to go again.

The woman withdrew the rod and wiped it clean. “Orgasm achieved in 46 seconds. Repeat.”

They didn’t even give her time to recover. The women didn’t speak, but their hands moved with machine precision, one bracing Livia’s shoulders while the other seized the rods, glistening with her slick and the residue of her own orgasm. She saw the gloved fingers flick a setting on the base of the first, and then both were inside her, one in her still-quivering pussy, one in her ass, the invasion so sudden and deep that she almost blacked out.

There was no warning. The rods went in with a single, practiced motion—first the hot, buzzing length in her pussy, then the second, thicker and colder, rammed into her ass. The feeling split her, stretched every muscle, and made her legs buckle. She tried to collapse, to curl up and protect herself, but the women were strong. They held her by the arms, spreading her wider, forcing her to stand on trembling tiptoes as both rods started to pulse and vibrate.

She screamed, a real scream, but the room was built for this. The sound went nowhere, vanished in the padded walls. Her body convulsed, jerking like a puppet as the rods worked in brutal tandem, their vibrations not just grinding at her insides but alternating, so that one pounded her when the other paused, back and forth, like the women had rehearsed this a hundred times before. Her head snapped back. Drool pooled at the corners of her mouth. Every nerve in her body lit up, overloaded with pain and pleasure and humiliation, and the only thing she could do was hang in their grip and let it happen.

The women took notes, unhurried, cold. “Repeat,” said the first, and the woman with the rods pushed both in deeper, angling them so they met at the thin membrane between holes, grinding the wall of flesh until Livia nearly pissed herself from the pressure. She whimpered, a high, keening sound, but the women only watched her, sometimes tilting her hips or prying her cheeks apart to get a better view. She felt her stomach jump with every fresh thrust. The rods heated up, the friction making her insides burn, but the gloves kept the women’s hands cool and steady. They never wavered.

For a moment, she thought she could hold off, that she could clench up and keep her dignity, but then the rods twisted in unison, and the one in her pussy sent a ripple of heat straight through her clit. She came so hard her vision went white. Her ass clenched down so tight on the rod that she thought she might break it. She could feel herself gush, squirting over the woman’s wrist, making a mess on the white tile. The women took it in stride, noting the time, the volume, the color and scent of her juices.

The rods didn’t stop. If anything, they sped up, pushing her body into a second, harsher orgasm before the first had faded. Livia felt something give inside her, a wall collapsing, and her body surrendered. The pain was gone. There was only the overload, endorphins flooding her brain, untethering her from shame. She was sweating, sobbing, snot running down her face, but the women just monitored her pulse and kept her upright. She lost track of how many times she came. Five? Ten? Her muscles would not obey her anymore. She was limp, a rag doll, only the harness of their arms keeping her from collapsing entirely.

In between spasms, she was aware of the women discussing her, reading out numbers, adjusting the rods. One of them pinched her clit between two fingers and rolled it, hard, while the other levered the rods back and forth, making sure every inch of her was tested. They were looking for something—maybe a reaction, maybe a breaking point. She gave it to them. Her asshole burned, her pussy felt raw, but the orgasms kept coming, smaller now, twitching her hips with every spike of current.

Finally, mercifully, the rods slowed, withdrawing with a wet pop that made her legs finally give way. The women caught her. They laid her out on the padded platform, face up, legs splayed. Her inner thighs were slick and glistening. Her eyelids fluttered. She breathed in little shuddering gasps, chest heaving, heart racing so fast it hurt.

When they finished, the first woman wiped Livia down with a towel. It was rough, scratchy. The other woman taped sensors to her arms, her thighs, even under her tongue.

The first woman read from the pad. “Specimen ready. Proceed to conversion.”

A panel slid open. Livia stumbled toward it. She felt empty, hollowed out. The corridor glowed purple, then blue, then purple again. She walked, her bare feet sticking to the polished floor.

The next room was smaller. A voice greeted her. It wasn’t a person. It was the same voice as the intercom, only louder, all around her.

“Livia designation rejected. You are now subject 45. Conversion path pending.”

A screen lit up in front of her. It showed her face, over and over, then her name, then just a number. Her last name lingered in white letters.

Osprey.

Then it glitched, flickered, and vanished.

A machine arm reached out. It pressed a thin band around her neck. It clicked, sealing tight.

Subject 45.

Livia touched her throat. She felt the pulse there, rapid and wild. She wondered if anyone would remember her, if maybe there was another Livia already, or maybe she was the last one left.

The pink lights made her skin shine. In the reflection, she watched herself transform from a girl to a number, from Livia to nothing.

The band hummed. It felt warm, almost comforting. She closed her eyes and waited for the next command.
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Livia slept, or she thought she slept. It could have been minutes or hours. The ceiling kept shifting. Sometimes it was pink, sometimes white, sometimes it looked like skin stretched too tight. At some point, a panel above her buzzed and the voice came again.

“Subject 45. Stand.”

She moved. Her legs shook, but she stood. The band on her neck pulsed. The heat felt soft at first, but then it sizzled, like being pinched between fingers made of fire.

She made a noise. Not a word. Just a whimper.

“Follow,” the voice said.

The hallway outside was different. The floor undulated in a smooth wave, like she was walking on a tongue. The walls weren’t walls anymore. They kept moving, forming shapes, opening and closing. Sometimes a whole section would melt away and reveal another girl, or a machine, or something that looked like both at once.

Livia followed the arrows. They moved faster than before, taunting her. She tried to keep up, but her bare feet stuck to the tongue-floor. Every time she slowed, the collar tingled hotter, as if it wanted to leave a permanent burn.

She passed a row of glass cubes. In each cube was a girl, or the memory of a girl. Some stood rigid, eyes blank, arms at their sides. Others curled up in tight balls, hugging their knees to their chest, shivering. One girl stared straight at Livia. Her mouth hung open and a thick white fluid dribbled down her chin, soaking the front of her body. Her nipples looked swollen, twice as big as normal. She didn’t blink.

A hand appeared on the other side of the glass. It pressed flat, as if trying to touch. Livia kept walking. She didn't want to know what happened if she stopped.

Another turn, another row. Here, the girls bent over in perfect arch. Their knees locked. Their backs curved. Their asses stuck out, vibrating in tiny bursts. Some trembled. Some moaned. All wore the same collar as Livia, glowing with their own color. A man in crimson uniform walked down the line, tapping each girl’s collar with a rod. With every tap, their bodies jerked and a new noise came out of their mouths. Livia wanted to look away, but she couldn’t. The man watched her as she walked by, never breaking eye contact.

The corridor opened into a chamber. It was round, bigger than the others, and lined with smooth pink seats that looked like teeth. In the center was a raised dais, and on top of it a platform shaped like a split tongue. Livia’s path led straight to it.

She stopped. She didn’t want to climb up. But the collar squeezed her neck and pushed her forward, making her stumble onto the platform. It was soft, warm. It pulsed in time with her own heartbeat.

“Subject 45. Welcome to Path Sorting,” said the voice. It sounded bored.

Livia looked around. On the walls, screens flickered to life, each one showing a different girl. She recognized some from the cubes. Some looked older, some much younger. A few were boys, but they all had the same blank eyes.

“Subjects are divided according to primary attributes,” the voice said. “There are four main paths: Dancer, Feeder, Breeder, and Pet.”

The screens changed. Each showed a diagram. For Dancer, it was a silhouette with long, flexible limbs. For Feeder, a body with huge, pendulous breasts and a wide mouth. For Breeder, a cartoon pelvis split open, stuffed with eggs. For Pet, a girl on all fours, her hair in tight braids, tongue out and smiling.

“Assessment begins now.”

Livia wanted to run. She tried to slide off the tongue-platform, but her legs locked in place. The seat flexed, grabbing her thighs, prying them wide. She yelped.

Hands emerged from the platform. Not real hands, but rubbery, artificial ones. They gripped her ankles and knees, holding her open. A bright light shone on her crotch. The air smelled of bleach and fake strawberries.

The collar buzzed. “Begin auditory response test.”

The hands pinched her inner thigh. Livia gasped.

“Higher,” the voice commanded.

She forced a louder sound. The hands twisted harder. She screamed.

“Vocal range: adequate. Begin next module.”

Something pinched her clit. She flinched, tried to twist away, but the rubber hands held her tighter, splaying her open until her entire slit felt stretched raw and glistening. The fingers dug in, two thumbs pulling on either side of her labia, tugging them so wide she thought they’d split. Livia writhed, but the seat beneath kept shifting, molding itself to her ass, her thighs, her lower back, so that she couldn’t even buck her hips without the support changing shape to keep her still.

A third hand appeared out of nowhere, this one thinner, tipped with a dull gray cylinder about the size of her pinky. It pressed against her, cold and slick, then pushed up inside her pussy with a single, confident shove. Livia gasped at the invasion. The metal felt like winter in her belly, and the instant it bottomed out, it started to hum. She felt it first as a faint vibration deep inside, then it ramped up so quickly she thought her ears would ring from the noise inside her. She tried to tense, to clench down, but the collar sent a jolt through her neck that made every muscle in her pelvis go slack. The probe started moving, churning inside her, twisting left then right like a screw. It scraped the walls of her cunt, not enough to bruise, but enough to burn. She shrieked, but the room just echoed her screams in a flat, bored way.

"Response: heightened. Proceeding," the voice said.

The hands held her ankles up, spreading her legs further, so the entire length of the probe was visible in the overhead mirror. Livia could see herself there, her labia stretched wide and trembling, the shiny metal pushing and pulling in and out of her. Her inner lips clung to the shaft, pale and glistening. She wanted to look away, but couldn’t—her head was locked in place, facing the mirror. Every time the probe twisted, she saw her own hole shudder and gape, then close partway around the steel.

She heard a wet noise, a squelching, as something else—liquid, thick, syrupy—was pumped through a tiny nozzle at the end of the probe. She felt the hotness first in her belly, then leaking out around the shaft. It dripped onto the seat, coating her thighs with a sticky sheen. The more the probe vibrated, the more her body reacted, spasming in helpless waves. She wanted to hate it, but the collar forced her to ride every sensation, turn every stab of pain and humiliation into a moan, a tremor of pleasure.

A hand—she lost count of how many now—came from behind and covered her mouth, smothering any real noise. Another fingered her asshole, dry at first, then slick as the probe spattered more liquid in her pussy. The finger shoved in, twisting, joining the rhythm of the vibrating steel. She felt herself open, her entire pelvis invaded, hollowed out. Her vision went white at the edges. She was going to pass out. Instead, she came. The orgasm wracked her so hard she thought she’d piss herself, but the seat was ready, pressing up against her slit, catching every shudder.

The probe yanked out, fast, leaving her gaping and empty. The hands vanished, dropping her legs so abruptly she almost rolled off the platform. The seat caught her at the last second, molding itself into a cradle. Her entire crotch burned, leaking the sticky stuff down her ass and thighs, but the voice had already lost interest.

A display popped up in front of her, floating mid-air. It showed her stats: Flexibility, Sensitivity, Compliance, Milk Capacity, Egg Viability, Anal Retention, Oral Stretch.

Livia’s numbers blinked in red. She had no idea what they meant, but the Milk Capacity bar pulsed and filled up faster than all the others.

“Subject 45. Your profile indicates Dairy Class,” the voice said. “Processing.”

The hands returned without warning, sprouting up from the tongue-shaped platform to latch onto her chest with at least double the strength from before. Livia bit down a yelp. These hands were colder, firmer, the rubbery skin slightly abrasive. They didn’t caress so much as grip, pinching and stretching the skin beneath her collarbone. They squeezed her breasts together and then apart, as if testing a seam for weakness or searching for hidden softness in her ribcage. Livia shivered, barely able to breathe under the relentless kneading. They started with small circles, working the flesh inwards, building pressure, then suddenly twisted her nipples between thumb and index, rolling them hard.

She gasped, back arching, ass lifting off the seat. Her breasts had never gotten much attention in her life—she barely filled out a training bra, and the most she’d ever felt was the accidental brush of a shirt or the quick scrape of a towel. But now, with the hands working her over, every contour of her chest screamed with hypersensitivity. Her nipples sprang up, harder than she thought possible, each tug and pinch sending shocks through her core. The hands worked in pairs: one set massaging the undersides, lifting and jiggling the small mounds of flesh; another pinched and pulled her nipples, twisting them until the entire areola was red and puckered and hot.

Livia tried not to react. She clenched her fists, digging nails into her own palms, but the platform morphed to immobilize her wrists and arms, pinning them gently yet firmly against her sides. Her head was still held facing the overhead mirror, so she could see every second of her own humiliation: her flat chest pressed into high pink peaks by the pitiless hands; her face red with exertion and shame; her teeth bared as she tried not to whine. But the hands were merciless. They worked faster, knowing what to look for, focusing on her nipples until they looked almost swollen, standing out from her chest like tiny thimbles.

The pressure built. The hands clapped both nipples at once, flicked them, then rolled them again, each time twisting a little harder, rubbing the tender tips raw. Livia’s breath hitched. Suddenly she felt a prickling behind her nipples, like an electric ache. The hands sensed the change and redoubled their efforts, massaging harder, rubbing circles around the areolas with increasing urgency. The ache spread, spiraling out from her chest down to her stomach and up to her throat. It was like a tiny sun had been lit behind each nipple, burning hotter and hotter, and she couldn’t outrun the heat.

She whimpered, the noise muffled by the hand still pressed over her mouth. The hands seemed to respond to her every sound, squeezing tighter or pinching a new spot when her noises peaked. The collar vibrated on her throat, announcing to the room and the watching screens that this, apparently, was the data they needed. She felt the tension in her chest cresting toward something, but she didn’t know what. The hands didn’t stop. They massaged, twisted, pinched, pulled, even slapped the tips lightly, over and over, until her entire chest was a single, throbbing, pulsing ache.

A new sensation came, this one deeper, lower, a spreading warmth that felt less like pain and more like the promise of relief. The hands let go, lingered for a second, then gently patted her breasts like they were congratulating her for making it this far.

“Begin Lactation Primer.”

A needle descended from the ceiling. It glistened, blue liquid inside. Livia tried to pull away, but the hands forced her still. The needle pricked her left nipple. She screamed again. Her whole body arched, hips thrusting up and back, but the seat absorbed it all.

The next moment, she felt nothing. Then a cold flush filled her breast, like ice water moving through veins that didn’t belong to her.

“Repeat,” the voice said.

The needle stabbed her right nipple. This time she was ready, but it didn’t matter. The shock hit her twice as hard, doubling back through her chest and into her spine. She shivered, then collapsed, face pressed to the soft tongue-seat.

The hands released her. Livia lay there, shaking. Something dripped from her crotch, warm and thick. Her breasts throbbed.

She thought it was over. She hoped it was over.

The collar buzzed. “Stand.”

She obeyed. When she looked down, her breasts were already swelling. Not much. Just enough to notice. The nipples stood out, flushed and red. She tried to cover them, but the collar heated up, and her hands shot back to her sides.

The walls opened. A woman waited, dressed in black gloves and nothing else. She didn’t speak. She just beckoned.

Livia followed, moving slower this time. Her legs trembled with every step. The collar punished her if she went too slow, but not as much as before. The woman led her down a ramp into a new hallway.

This one smelled different. Instead of strawberries and bleach, it reeked of milk and sweat and a sourness Livia couldn’t name. The floor was slick. The lights buzzed and flickered.

Rows of girls lined the walls, knees apart, chins up, tits out. Machines cupped their breasts, milking them in slow, mechanical pulses. The girls moaned in time with the machines, some barely conscious, others grinning with slack-jawed joy. Every so often, one would climax, hips jerking and back arching, spraying milk all over herself and the floor. The machines didn’t pause. They just kept milking.

Livia’s mouth watered. She hated it.

The woman in gloves led her to a stall at the end of the row. It was just big enough for Livia to sit in, arms at her sides, legs spread. The seat was hard plastic, but it molded to her shape as she settled in.

A robot arm reached out from the side. It gripped her left breast, squeezing until she yelped. Another arm clamped her right breast. Both were attached to suction cups, which sealed around her nipples and began to pulse.

The suction was slow at first. Then it sped up. Livia gritted her teeth, but the collar forced her jaw open, tongue out. She drooled, humiliated, as the cups pulled harder and harder on her nipples, stretching them until it felt like they would snap off.

She moaned. She didn’t mean to, but the sound just slipped out. The cups responded by sucking harder, twisting and vibrating around her nipples. Milk didn’t come right away, but something else did—a sharp, stinging pleasure that made her whole body lock up.

The woman in gloves watched with blank eyes. She tapped a screen. A clear bag attached to the machine began to fill with liquid, first slow, then faster. Livia stared at it, not believing. The liquid was bluish-white, swirling with bubbles.

The machine beeped. The suction stopped. The cups detached, popping off her nipples with a wet smack.

Livia slumped forward. Her chest hurt. She looked down and saw tiny beads of milk on her nipples, glistening like sweat.

The woman in gloves wiped her breasts with a damp cloth. It smelled like sugar and plastic. Then she left Livia alone.

Livia sat there for a long time. Her body hummed, her skin tingling with aftershocks. She thought about trying to escape, but the collar still burned, and her legs wouldn’t stop shaking.

After a while, the lights dimmed. A voice played overhead.

“Subject 45. Dairy Class confirmed. Full conversion in progress. Sleep now.”

The seat reclined. Livia’s eyelids fluttered. She thought of the other girls, bent over or standing in glass cubes. She wondered if any of them remembered their names.

The last thing she heard before sleep took her was a gentle hiss, and the soft, wet sound of suction.
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Livia woke to the sound of her own heartbeat. The ceiling had changed again—now it was a soft, matte pink, dimpled like the inside of a cheek. She reached up to touch it, but her arm met only the cool, elastic resistance of the room’s top layer. There was no sense of up or down, just a constant, faint rocking, as if the world was an egg turning over in its sleep.

The voice came. “Velvet 45. Kneel, please.”

She knelt. The carpet was impossibly thick, almost liquid, and it sucked gently at her knees, holding her in place. The collar on her neck vibrated. Not painful, just a reminder that she was being watched, measured. The air tasted faintly sweet, like overripe fruit.

A panel peeled open in the wall, seamless as a blink. A nipple-shaped valve extruded, glossy and translucent, pink as her tongue. It bobbed at face level. Livia felt her mouth fill with saliva before the voice even spoke.

“Breakfast time, Velvet. Drink all of it for me.”

She leaned forward, lips parting on instinct. The nipple dribbled out thick pink fluid, warmer than body temperature, laced with a tang of vanilla and copper. The taste made her dizzy. She sucked it down greedily, feeling it drip in a hot line down her throat and settle deep in her belly. Each gulp set off a tiny pulse in the collar, a reward system: swallow, buzz, swallow, buzz. When she hesitated—the stuff was too sweet, almost gluey—the collar constricted until she gagged, then loosened with a gentle “good girl” from the walls.

Her breasts ached when she drank. At first it was a dull, low heat, but after three days the ache turned to pressure, and the pressure turned to pain if she ignored it. She learned quickly. The more she drank, the more she needed to drink. Every day the serving was bigger, the taste heavier, the nipple valve wider. She would crawl to it before the command, moaning softly, clawing at the wall for her next fix.

The first training began after the second sleep cycle. Livia—Velvet, she corrected herself, because the other name made her head hurt—was curled up in the middle of the round, seamless room, hugging her knees and trying not to cry. Her chest felt tight, the skin hot and stretched, the nipples so sensitive they ached when the carpet fibers brushed them. She scratched at her thighs, restless, but the itch was inside her, somewhere deep.

“Stand up, Velvet 45. Show me your walk.”

She tried to stand, but her limbs were weak and shaky. The collar zapped her, and she yelped, falling flat on her ass. The floor rippled in sympathy, then solidified under her. She crawled to her feet, stumbling a little, hands held at her sides for balance.

“Walk,” the voice said. “Let me see you.”

She took a step. The carpet gripped her feet, then let go at the last second, like a tongue rolling her forward. The walls mirrored her every movement, projecting a shadowy, exaggerated version of her body: thin arms, broad hips, breasts standing out from her chest like cartoon balloons. She wasn’t sure if the mirrors lied, or if she was changing that fast.

“Better,” the voice said. “Now kneel. Kneel pretty for me.”

She knelt, slower this time, arching her back, letting her knees spread wide on the soft carpet. Her hands hovered awkwardly. She didn’t know where to put them. The voice seemed to notice.

“Place your hands behind your head. Arch your back. Chin up, eyes forward. Smile.”

She obeyed. The movement felt strange, unnatural, but the instant she got it right the collar sent a jolt of pure pleasure down her spine, straight into the ache between her legs. The sensation was electric—nothing like the old life, nothing like the rumors. It burned and itched and made her want more.

“Good girl,” the voice purred. “Again.”

She did it again. And again. And again, until her thighs trembled and her lips felt numb from smiling. The room watched her, the mirrors turning her every move into a ballet of pink and white, her face stretched in perpetual pleasure.

Training changed every day. Sometimes she was made to crawl, naked, from one end of the room to the other, tongue dragging on the carpet. Sometimes she was told to kneel for hours, arms behind her back, breasts pressed forward, not moving until the collar buzzed her release. The rules were simple: obey, smile, moan when told. Failure meant pain—a twist in the collar, a sourness in the nutrient, an hour spent in total darkness with only her heartbeat and the voice counting the seconds.

She learned fast. She had to.

On the third day, the voice said, “You’ve been so good, Velvet 45. You get a treat.”

A hatch opened in the floor. A stand rose up, padded and covered in white velvet, shaped exactly like a person’s lap. Atop the stand, two transparent suction cups gleamed, each wide enough to cover her whole breast.

“Straddle the seat,” said the voice. “Present yourself.”

She straddled. The velvet was warm and sticky. The suction cups adjusted their height to match her body, and with a hiss, both cups clamped onto her chest, covering her nipples and a good inch around them. The sensation was instantaneous—a deep, low pull, not quite painful, more like the first gasp after holding your breath. Livia gasped, arching, and the cups responded by squeezing harder, flattening her breasts until the skin turned white around the edges.

The cups vibrated. Inside, little paddles whirred and flicked her nipples, faster and faster. She couldn’t help it: she moaned, loud and wild, not caring who heard. The collar buzzed in time with the vibration, and the pleasure spread from her chest to her pelvis, then all the way up to her brain. For a second, she thought she might black out.

The voice cooed. “That’s it, Velvet. Milk for me.”

She felt herself let go, a flood of sensation that started in her chest and poured out through the cups. The vacuum ramped up, milking her, draining her, turning every nerve ending into a live wire. When it finished, the cups released her with a loud pop. Her breasts were pink and swollen, her nipples so sensitive they throbbed.

She collapsed forward onto the velvet lap, panting.

The voice didn’t let her rest. “Say ‘thank you, Daddy.’ Say it for me.”

She felt her lips move, but the words were strange, thick. “Thank you, Daddy,” she managed, and the collar rewarded her with another pulse, this time so strong her pussy clenched hard enough to make her hips spasm.

The next morning, her breasts were bigger. Not cartoon big, not yet, but definitely fuller, heavier. The skin was stretched thin, the areolas twice their old size, the nipples fat and puckered and red. When she touched them, her whole body tingled.

The nutrient shake tasted sweeter that day. It went down faster, and she didn’t stop to breathe.

Her body learned to crave it. Her mouth watered when she saw the feeding nipple emerge from the wall. She started to dream about the suction cups, waking up with her chest aching and wet. The voice noticed, always.

“You’re almost ready, Velvet 45. Would you like to milk now?”

“Yes,” she heard herself say. No hesitation.

“Say it better. Tell me what you want.”

She swallowed. “Milk me, Daddy.”

The voice purred, rich with smug approval, and the cups descended from their hangar in the ceiling, glinting with condensation, zeroing in on Velvet’s trembling chest. This time, the silicone rims kissed her breasts softly, cradling the swollen orbs as if in reverence, sealing tight with a gentle, greedy hiss. The initial suction was plush, almost loving, coaxing her stiff, overfed nipples upright before the real pulsing began. Velvet shuddered as the cups began their familiar rhythm, tugging at her, rolling her peaks between motorized lips. Each pulse set off a chain reaction: her back arched, her toes curled into the velvet platform, her cunt spasmed in counterpoint to the rhythm above.

She whimpered. The sound came unbidden—she did not recognize her own voice, high and airy, a whine that was one part protest and ten parts longing. The cups ramped up, the vacuum deepening until her tits ballooned inside their casings, flesh mottling pink and white around the margins, her nipples flattened and stretched to glossy, aching points. The whirring inside the cups grew frantic; the paddles spun, flicking her button-hard tips in rapid, calculated bursts that sent bolts of shocking pleasure straight to her clit. Velvet rocked against the seat, grinding her bare pussy into the velvet lap, feeling the fine hairs and sticky residue drag across her needy slit.

The collar buzzed, first a warning, then a command. The sensation raced down her neck and into her spine, where it split and detonated into every nerve. The pleasure was so sharp it almost hurt; she moaned and clamped down on the lap, riding it involuntarily, juices slicking a circle onto the white velvet. The cups vibrated higher, straining to a pitch that made her teeth knock together, and she felt her vision blur, the edges of the room melting into a pink ocean. She gasped—maybe she screamed, maybe she just breathed too loud, but the voice caught it and reacted instantly.

“Good girl,” it oozed. “Now hold it.”

The cups slowed, the suction easing off, letting her nipples fill with blood and pulse with their own molten heartbeat. Velvet’s whole body was shaking. She was so close—she could feel the orgasm balled up inside her, a tight, liquid knot that threatened to snap and flood her brain. But the voice was merciless. The collar constricted, the pleasure cut off at the root, and the cups went dead silent, leaving her panting and teetering on the edge, denied just as she was about to tip over.

She sobbed, once, and the sound echoed in the walls, a hundred soft voices repeating it back to her. The taste of the feeding nipple still coated her tongue, its afterwash of copper and vanilla mingling with the animal musk of her own sweat and arousal. The air in the room was thick and humid, redolent with the scent of fresh milk and slick pussy, every inhalation a reminder of what she’d become.

A moment passed—ten seconds, maybe a minute, she’d lost all sense of time—before the cups clicked back to life, this time softer, almost tender. They massaged her, kneading out the pain, lapping up the tingling aftershocks. Velvet melted, letting the machine squeeze the last drops of sensation from her, body limp and hollowed out, mind turned to a field of static.

The voice purred again, unctuous with pride. “You’re perfect, Velvet. You’re learning so fast.”

The cups detached with a pop, leaving her nipples engorged and weeping thin trails of clear fluid. She sagged forward, clutching the platform for balance, drool and spit hanging from her mouth. The collar buzzed one last time, a gentle, congratulatory pat.

After every session, the voice praised her.

“Velvet 45 is progressing. Velvet 45 is softening.”

It was true. Her mind slowed. Thoughts came slower, heavier, like her new body. Some days, she forgot where she was. She’d wake up on the floor, arms wrapped around her knees, and stare at the mirrored wall for hours, watching her own chest rise and fall. The old memories faded, replaced by the sound of her own moaning, the feel of the collar, the taste of pink shake in her throat.

One night—she couldn’t tell if it was night, but the lights were dimmed and the voice was quiet—she crawled to the wall and traced her reflection with a finger. The girl in the mirror was soft, puffy-lipped, eyes shining with need. Her mouth hung open. Her tits were big now, round and weighty, the nipples glossy and wet. There were red lines on her neck, right under the collar, and purple bruises on her thighs where the carpet had gripped her.

She looked dumb. She knew it, and she didn’t care.

The voice whispered to her, low and close. “Velvet 45. Do you want to be a good girl?”

She nodded, not trusting her words.

“Say it,” the voice insisted. “Say what you want.”

She pressed her face to the glass, tongue lolling out. “Want to be good. Want to be soft. Milk me, Daddy.”

The room vibrated with approval.

The machine was more elaborate this time.

Four suction cups hissed down from the ceiling, gliding on glittering rails. Two of them were for her chest—sized for her new, bulbous tits, glossy and red with anticipation—and the other two were big enough to grab her thighs. They slapped onto her skin, one after another, so fast she barely had time to shudder. As soon as the cups sealed, her body was yanked upright, knees scraping over the velvet lap until she was kneeling, splayed wide as a sacrifice.

The mechanisms inside the thigh-cups fired up first. Giant, soft pistons pressed into her skin, squeezing her legs hard enough to make her nerves sing. The pressure grew, then relaxed, then grew again, a slow milking rhythm that sent her whole lower half into spasm. Her pussy was exposed, leaking onto the stand beneath her, every contraction of her thighs making her cunt twitch and drool. She tried to brace herself, but her arms were behind her back, hands cuffed at the wrists by a ring of memory-plastic that tightened when she struggled.

The chest-cups had learned her, too. They mapped every contour, every soft roll of new fat and breast tissue, and clamped in airtight. Velvet didn’t breathe as the vacuum hit her, flattening her flesh into twin domes. Inside the cups, the little paddles started up, this time in perfect sync: tickling, prodding, slapping against her nipples with a precision that felt like a thousand fingers. She screamed, but the sound muffled against the glass as her head snapped back and her mouth hung open. Every nerve ending in her chest lit up and shot lightning straight to the soft, overloaded brains in her pelvis.

She was nothing but feeling. The pressure in her breasts. The ache in her thighs. The collar squeezing her throat, pulsing a steady drumbeat of heat into her jaw. Her body rose and fell on the pistoning cups, riding the stand with a wet, desperate grind, humping the velvet cushion until it was slick with spit and milk and cunt juice.

The machines ramped up. The cups didn’t just milk her—they fucked her, in their way, every pulse timed to the cresting of her hips and the eager throb of her clit. The thigh-cups massaged her muscles, driving blood to the center, amplifying every twitch; the chest-cups squeezed and twisted her tits, padding her new curves with bruises and love-bites. The pleasure didn’t stop, it just looped, stacking on itself, outpacing her ability to process it. She cried out, over and over, a raw, high sound that echoed off the mirrors. Her brain vibrated with it.

Her vision narrowed to a pinpoint, the edges of the room flickering in and out. The only thing real was the suck and slap of the cups, the need building in her until it was animal, unstoppable. She felt herself break, and then break again, each orgasm folding into the next one. Milk spattered the glass, running in long, hot rivulets down the inside of the cups. She could smell it, the sweet and salty tang of her own fluids, mixing with the ozone bite of the machines.

The voice was there, always, purring through the walls. “Good girl. Good girl. Show me. Give me more.”

She wanted to. She wanted to.

The cups cinched tighter. Her nipples were purple now, so hard they glowed, every tug sending a white-hot spike into her gut. The thigh-cups pulsed in time, making her legs shake and toes curl. She was gone, lost, gone, rutting on the machine with mindless abandon, drool and tears and sweat running down her face and chest.

She howled. There were words in it, maybe, but mostly just animal. The pleasure had nowhere to go but up, and it burned her out, left her hollowed and glassy-eyed and limp in the harness.

The cups hissed off, one by one, leaving her skin wet and throbbing, marked with perfect circles. She lay across the lap, twitching, body still clenching out little aftershocks. The collar buzzed a final time, spreading a warm, glowing numbness through her skull and down her arms.

“Velvet 45 is ready.”

After that night, there were no more tests. No more questions. The feeding valve appeared when she needed it, sometimes three times a cycle, and she drained it every time. The training was automatic. The collar barely had to remind her. She’d wake up kneeling, arms behind her head, breasts out, and wait patiently for the cups to come for her. The more she obeyed, the more she was rewarded. The pleasure never faded, only grew, filling her until she couldn’t think, couldn’t remember a life before the room.

Sometimes, she thought she saw another girl in the mirror, just at the edge of her vision. The girl watched her, silent, then vanished when Velvet turned to look.

She forgot the old name. It was gone, replaced by the voice, the collar, the pulse of pleasure in her belly.

She smiled, always.

When the voice called for her, she moaned, “Yes, Daddy.”

When the cups clamped down, she said, “Milk me, Daddy. Please.”

And every time, the room answered with a gentle hum, a loving squeeze, and the taste of sweet pink nectar on her tongue.

By the fourth day, there was nothing left to resist. She woke to the sound of her own heartbeat, and it was perfect.
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She woke to the smell of her own tits. It was the fifth day. She counted the sleep cycles in her head, but the days ran together now. She could have been in the suite for years. Or hours. The carpet sucked at her knees, holding her up so her breasts could swing and slap together every time she shifted. They were heavy, so swollen that her arms stuck out at an angle. The skin on her chest was glossy and tight, like a balloon about to pop.

The collar buzzed. “Velvet 45. Present.”

She rolled onto her hands and knees and crawled to the center of the room. Her tits dragged on the carpet, leaving twin wet smears in the nap. The nipples hurt, angry red and wet. She remembered the last session. The cups had milked her until she screamed, then kept milking even after she begged. She had not stopped cumming, not even once. The memory made her hips twitch. She wanted it again.

The wall extruded a mirror. She did not look away this time. She knelt and stared.

Her face was still hers. Round cheeks, small nose, big eyes. But the eyes were wrong. They looked half asleep, half crazy. The lashes were so long they brushed her brows. Her lips were puffy and shiny, like she’d just been punched or kissed for an hour straight. The skin around her mouth and chin was glossy with drool.

Her hair was not brown anymore. It was white-blond, like a platinum helmet. The color made her look stupider, or maybe she just looked stupider because of what she’d turned into. Her neck was thicker than before. The collar bit in, making the skin bulge out around it like sausage.

Her body was a cartoon. Hips at least twice as wide as her waist. Belly soft and domed, always full from the shakes. Thighs so thick they touched from knee to crotch, with a deep, sticky channel where her pussy pressed in. Her ass was the same—round, dimpled, covered in faint bruises from the machines.

But the tits. That’s what the mirror wanted to show her. They stood high and proud, defying gravity with their firmness. Every inch was smooth and taut. The areolas were prominent, perfectly round like saucers, with a rich brown nipple proudly centered. The nips dripped occasionally, even when it wasn't on her mind. There were delicate traces of milk glistening down her chest, catching the light in a way that highlighted their fullness.

She reached up and poked one. The skin was so sensitive it almost felt like pain. She pinched her nipple. A bead of milk spurted out and ran down her hand.

The collar buzzed again. “Do it properly. Display.”

She arched her back. She shoved her tits up and out, squeezing the undersides until they stuck straight forward. The veins stood out like blue wires. The nipples went even harder, leaking more.

The voice purred. “You are ready for Product Polish.”

The words made her skin crawl, but also made her wet. She spread her knees, and the carpet clung to her thighs, mashing her labia into a slit that oozed clear strings of juice. She remembered a time when she would have been horrified by this. Now it just felt normal.

A hatch opened and the woman with black gloves appeared. She did not smile. She only beckoned.

Velvet crawled to her. The carpet was sticky with her own fluids, but it felt good. Like crawling through syrup. She reached the woman and knelt, thighs wide, hands behind her back.

The woman began to clean her. She used warm cloths and strong-smelling soap. Every inch of Velvet’s skin was scrubbed raw, even the folds behind her knees and inside her ears. The woman shaved her. She shaved her head first, even though the new white hair was barely an inch long. Then her pits, her arms, her legs. Last, she did her pussy. The gloves held her lips wide and scraped the razor across the skin until it was perfectly smooth. It burned, but she moaned anyway.

When the woman finished, she dried Velvet with a towel. Then she did her nails—hands and feet, every one painted pink. She rubbed lotion on her ass and hips, then powdered the skin with something that smelled like candy. The last step was a thick layer of gloss on Velvet’s lips, so they shined even when she was not drooling.

The woman left. Velvet knelt there, tingling and new, skin burning with clean.

The collar buzzed. “Approach the mirror.”

She did. The voice instructed her, step by step. “Smile. Wider. Open your mouth. Good. Stick out your tongue.” She obeyed. The tongue looked thick and wet, stained pink at the tip from the nutrient shake. “Now kneel. Arch your back. Clasp your hands behind your head.”

The position forced her breasts out. They wobbled and dripped. Her ass popped up behind, round and dimpled.

“Good girl,” said the voice.

She held the pose for what felt like an hour. Her knees ached. Her mouth went dry. Every so often, she caught her own eyes in the mirror. At first, she saw herself—Livia, the girl from the bunks, the one who hated to be touched. But with every minute, that face faded. In its place was something else. She looked like a doll. Or a cow.

She loved it.

The voice interrupted. “Time for harness fitting. Stand up.”

She staggered to her feet. The carpet let go with a sticky sound. Her thighs rubbed together as she walked to the center of the room. The harness was waiting.

It looked like latex, but thicker. It gleamed like oil. The woman with black gloves returned, holding the harness in both hands. She knelt and started with the feet, slipping Velvet’s toes through a wide, stretchy band. The band slid up her legs, peeling them together, leaving only a small diamond opening at the crotch. The pressure made her pussy throb.

Next came a thick belt for her waist. The woman pulled it tight, then locked it with a click. Two wide straps looped under her belly and between her cheeks, cupping her ass and pressing the softness into high, round mounds. Another strap threaded up her back, splitting into a Y that framed her shoulders and forced her tits forward.

The chest piece was last. The woman lifted Velvet’s breasts one at a time, then dropped them into clear, rigid cups that molded perfectly to their shape. The cups were open at the tip, so the nipples stuck out through two short tubes. The tubes were ringed with soft rubber, but the edges dug into the skin, keeping the nipples erect and aimed forward.

The woman buckled the harness in back, then stepped away. Velvet stood, panting, trying not to fall over.

The collar buzzed. “Pose.”

She did. The harness squeezed her everywhere, compressing her thighs and belly, arching her spine, pulling her shoulders back. Her tits pointed straight forward, the nipples leaking a constant drip of milk onto the clear plastic of the cups. The tubes kept the nips exposed, so even the smallest brush of air made them ache. The crotch diamond framed her slit, keeping it open just enough that nothing ever closed or dried. The harness made her look obscene. She never wanted to take it off.

The woman with black gloves brought a mirror and set it at Velvet’s feet. Velvet looked down.

She did not see Livia at all. She saw Velvet 45, Dairy Class. The harness made her look like livestock. The way her body bulged in every gap, the way the straps forced her posture, the way her holes never closed. It made her head feel light, her throat tight with need.

She dropped to her knees, as if her bones had turned to liquid, the sudden impact driving a jolt of pressure up her thighs. The harness made each movement feel like a performance for an audience she couldn’t see—every shift exaggerated, every tremor captured and amplified. She spread her legs as wide as the bands would permit, the tight latex forcing her thighs apart in a strained, quivering V. The pressure sent a shudder through the meat of her ass, and her knees left damp depressions in the carpet.

She bent her spine into a deep arch, rolling her pelvis forward so her hips canted up and her tits thrust even farther from her chest. The weight of them dragged her forward. They looked ridiculous, monstrous, the size of her own head; they bobbled and slapped together with every panting breath. Milk beaded on the brown nipples and began to dribble in fat, wet trails down the insides of the cups, pooling in the plastic basins at the base. She could smell it, thick and sweet, mixing with the sharp chemical scent of the harness and her own sweat. She stuck her tongue out and tried to taste the air, imagined the flavor heavy on her palate.

Her hands drifted to her crotch, moving with dreamy slowness, as if underwater. The bands of the harness held her thighs so tight that her cunt bulged out into the diamond of exposed skin, puffy and slick. She traced the border of the opening with the tips of her fingers, marveling at how the latex parted her folds further, exposing every twitch and pulse to the room. Her lips were swollen, flushed deep red, the inner folds glistening like raw meat. A single clear thread stretched from her clit to her thigh and she wiped it away, then smeared it all over the harness, painting it with her own shine.

She pushed two fingers between her lips, feeling how the harness forced everything forward, how it compressed her mound so her clit stuck out like a ripe berry. She pressed directly on it, and a jolt of pleasure fired straight up her spine. Her vision whited out for a second. Milk spurted from her tits, splattering against the clear plastic in pale arcs. She felt her ass clench and her toes curl inside the bands. The rawness of her body—the way every inch was exposed and contained, displayed and denied—made her want to scream.

She worked her fingers in circles, grinding her clit against the slick pressure of the harness. The tighter she pressed, the more her whole body seemed to vibrate. The harness did not let her move much, but it magnified everything: every pulse, every throb, every involuntary jerk of her hips. Her thighs quaked in their bonds. Her nipples swelled, leaking more, the milk now running in thick rivulets across her belly and pooling at the hollow between her legs. She breathed hard, mouth open and tongue lolling.

She moaned. The sound was automatic.

The collar buzzed. “You are beautiful, Velvet 45.”

She pressed her cheek to the mirror and licked it, drooling all over the glass.

That night, the room smelled like milk and sex. There was no more feeding nipple, no more training. The voice piped in moans and whimpers from other suites, all of them girls just like her. She listened for hours, fingers hovering over her slit, never daring to touch herself unless the collar told her.

She fell asleep with her legs spread wide, milk puddling at her knees, the taste of her own spit thick in her mouth. She dreamed of hands, rubber and real, and machines that sucked her dry until she screamed.

When she woke, the collar buzzed. “Final prep begins.”

The woman with black gloves entered with a tray of tools. She was not alone. Two men in crimson followed, their faces blank, eyes cold as glass. They watched her as she was oiled, lotioned, and polished. The woman used a soft brush to paint Velvet’s eyelids in shimmering pink, then lined her lips with gloss so thick it shone in the dark. She bleached Velvet’s hair again, making it even whiter, then shaved the last bit of fuzz off her scalp and between her legs.

The men inspected every inch of her. One bent down and sucked the milk from her nipple, tasting it, then smearing the rest across her chest. The other shoved a gloved finger up her ass, twisting it, then pulling out to show the woman. She wiped the finger clean and wrote something on her pad.

They plugged her. First, a fat, pink plug for her pussy. It slipped in with a pop, the shaft ribbed and ridged so it stretched her wide. Then a matching plug for her ass, bigger and heavier, with a heart-shaped gem on the base. The harness held both in place, forcing them deeper every time she moved. The men took turns watching her squirm, timing the way her holes opened and closed around the plugs.

“Beautiful,” said the man with the pad.

“Perfect,” said the other.

The woman buckled a gag around her mouth. It was clear plastic, molded to fit her lips and teeth, with a tube down the center. She could breathe, but not talk. Her tongue hung out, fat and wet, drool pooling in the bottom of the gag. The collar buzzed, then buzzed again, sending shocks down her spine until her whole body shook.

They left her on the carpet, on her knees, holes plugged, tits leaking, mouth open. She could see herself in the mirror. She looked like a doll. She looked like food.

She wanted to be eaten.

The last sleep cycle was the best. The voice played moans all night, ramping up the volume until every sound in the room was sex or pain. The air was thick with milk and the sweet, sour smell of her own arousal. She rocked back and forth, grinding her hips, the plugs filling her until she thought she would burst. The harness kept her tits upright, never sagging, always ready for the next milking.

She dreamed of nothing. She woke, empty and full at the same time, tongue dry, nipples wet. She waited, kneeling, for someone to come for her.

The collar buzzed. “Velvet 45, ready for debut.”

The door slid open. The men in crimson stood in the hall, waiting.

She crawled to them, ass high, tits dragging on the carpet. She smiled with her eyes, the only part of her face not gagged or glossed.

She wanted them to see.

She wanted everyone to see.

She was proud.

She was perfect.

And for the first time, she hoped someone was watching her, and never wanted it to stop.
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The Petal Room was so hot the glass walls fogged between every cycle of the vents. Pink-gold light swarmed the space, painting every inch in syrupy glow. Velvet 45 stood on a pedestal the color of raw tongue, knees bent, hips canted, the clear bands of her harness framing each mound of flesh and every hollow curve. The latex pinched her thighs together, but her cunt bulged through the diamond aperture, a glossy, swollen bloom. The air shimmered around her with a scent she recognized as her own—milk and wetness, faint metal from the collar. Every drop of milk that beaded on her nipple or splattered the plastic cup caught the light and shot it into the eyes of the crowd.

There was a crowd. Velvet 45 didn’t know how many, only that every glass wall had its shadows: shapes in white or crimson, faces covered with black masks, hands steepled or stroking the velvet booths. She couldn’t see their eyes, but she knew when they stared. The collar told her. Every time it buzzed, a little blue light flashed at her throat, and the watching shapes leaned closer, hungry.

The pedestal rotated, slow enough for every detail to be savored. She felt the turn in her bones, the way the platform pulled against her weight, the minute tremors running up her shins and into her spine. Her tits swung with the motion, swaying heavy and round, the nipples fat and weeping. The harness had stiffened overnight, so her back arched whether she wanted it or not, and her chest thrust out proudly, daring the crowd to look away. The tubes at the tips of her breasts were full now, every squeeze of her pecs pumping another splash of white through the clear plastic and into the trough below.

A screen hovered above her, clear and bright:

MILK VOLUME: MAXIMAL

WOMB COMPATIBILITY: PRIME

IQ: FALLING

There were other stats. Girth. Tightness. Reflexes. Compliance Index. She didn’t read them. She didn’t have to. The numbers flickered every time she moaned or squirted or clenched the muscles in her pelvis. Each change sent a ripple through the crowd, a small gasp or a hiss, the sound piped into her side of the glass by hidden speakers. The crowd wanted her numbers to spike. The crowd wanted to see her milk herself dry. She wanted that too.

On the first pass, she played it slow. She sank into her pose, knees wide, arms behind her back, lips parted and tongue out. She could feel the latex band digging into her crotch, splitting her slit so every throb of her clit sent a ripple of pressure straight into the plugs buried in her holes. The ass plug was huge, a fist-sized bulb that stretched her raw and made her toes curl. The pussy plug was slimmer but longer, ribbed so every twitch inside her cunt made it grind against her g-spot. Both were wired into the harness, both synced to the collar. When she flexed, when she squeezed down, the plugs buzzed and jerked, and the whole apparatus fed the data back to the screen.

She grinned for them, drooling onto the pedestal, letting her jaw slacken and her eyes roll back. The crowd loved that. She could hear their pleasure in the tiny uptick of whispers and the slow, measured claps from the masked men in crimson. The more she performed, the more the room responded. The collar pulsed a blue rhythm, matching the beat of her own heart.

A glass vial descended from the ceiling, swinging in on a rail. It lined up with her mouth, and the tip extruded a soft, clear nipple. Velvet 45 did not hesitate. She latched on, lips enveloping the nipple, tongue flicking the end, sucking hard until the vial shot a load of viscous pink shake down her throat. It tasted better than before—sweeter, with a sharp tang that set her head spinning. She gulped, not stopping for breath, draining the vial in seconds.

The crowd roared. The speakers amplified the noise, but the sound was real, the way the walls vibrated and the pedestal shivered beneath her feet. The blue light on her collar shifted to purple, and the screen’s numbers spiked:

MILK VOLUME: PEAKING

IQ: CRITICAL

She howled, milk spraying from her nipples in twin jets that splattered the inside of the cups. The pressure had built for hours, and with every contraction of her tits, the cups filled, overflowed, dripped down her chest and pooled at her knees. She felt her body go rigid, every muscle straining, as the plugs inside her switched from vibration to thrust—pumping in and out, stretching her wide, massaging the last dregs of sense from her skull.

She heard herself moaning, louder than the crowd, raw and animal. Her head lolled, spit and milk dripping in ropes from her chin. The pedestal’s rotation made her vision blur, but she could still see the crowd, their hands moving faster, their bodies leaning forward as if they could inhale her with just their need.

The cycle slowed. The platform came to a stop with Velvet 45 facing the main booth, where the glass was double-thick and the clients sat in rows. The masks here were gold, the eyes black and bottomless. Someone held up a white paddle. The number on it was 18.

The speakers barked: “Client Eighteen requests demonstration.”

Velvet 45’s collar locked her jaw shut. Her body tensed, then relaxed, then tensed again as the plugs in her holes began to move in counter-rhythm: the ass plug twisting and grinding, the pussy plug piston-thrusting, both on the same cycle as the suction on her breasts. The harness pulled her pelvis forward, forced her to ride the plugs as if they were real, as if someone was fucking her with brute, animal speed. Her clit throbbed so hard she thought it might burst, and she screamed behind her teeth, eyes rolling, milk fountaining from her tits in time with the savage pounding between her legs.

She heard the crowd’s voices, all saying her number. “Velvet 45. Velvet 45. Dairy Class. Dairy Class.” The sound came from everywhere, thick and wet, a tide of lust that washed over the glass and into her bones. She panted, drooled, let herself slump forward on the pedestal, but the harness refused to let her fall.

The demonstration ended when she squirted—not just from her tits, but from her cunt, the clear plug shooting a jet of white fluid across the stage. The crowd shrieked. Someone banged on the glass. The screen updated:

MILK VOLUME: OVERFLOW WOMB COMPATIBILITY: SURGING IQ: NEGLIGIBLE

She barely noticed when the glass nipple returned. She sucked it dry, then bit it, then begged for another. The collar flashed pink, and a hand from the side of the pedestal reached in to wipe her chin, catch the drip from her lips and rub it over her nipples. The touch set her off again. She spasmed, bucking on the plugs, and the cups filled with more milk than she thought she could produce. The overflow ran down her stomach, into her crotch, mixing with the juices still leaking out around the plug.

The bids started. The screen went white, showing nothing but numbers. They climbed in fits and jerks, sometimes pausing, sometimes doubling in a single second. Velvet 45 could not see the faces bidding on her, but she felt their hunger in the heat of the room, the way the glass trembled, the way her own skin tingled with anticipation.

The platform spun again. Now she faced a different crowd, this one mostly women, faces hidden behind pale, smooth masks that made them look like dolls. Their arms were bare, long fingers tipped in silver. One held a paddle, number 19.

“Client Nineteen requests flavor sample.”

The pedestal rose. Velvet 45 found herself at eye level with the woman. A slot in the glass opened. The woman leaned in, not saying a word. Velvet 45 pushed her tit against the gap, and the woman took the nipple between her lips, sucking slow and deep, tongue swirling around the tip. The suction was delicate but perfect. Velvet moaned, pressing harder, feeling the nipple stretch and pop inside the woman’s mouth. When she pulled away, a ribbon of milk ran down her chin. She licked it clean with a pointed tongue, eyes never leaving Velvet’s face.

The crowd howled again. Velvet 45 almost fell off the pedestal, the sensation so sharp she could not process it. Her knees buckled, and the harness caught her, pulling her upright, presenting her to the room. The numbers on the screen jumped again.

The auction raged, a storm of hunger and money and anonymous power. Each cycle, a new client demanded a new demonstration, more outlandish and degrading than the last. The speakers would crackle with the chosen number, and the instructions would pour into Velvet 45’s collar, which relayed every command as a little shock of submission. Sometimes the command would clamp her jaw shut, or force her tongue to loll uselessly, or tighten the harness until her ribs ached with every breath. She never hesitated, never refused—her compliance was part of the spectacle.

A masked man with gold teeth and gloves of maroon latex wanted to see just how wide her cunt could gape around the plug. The handlers emerged from the shadowed wings, silent and masked, hands quick and precise. They unscrewed the clear plug, twisted it free with a slow, obscene pop, and left her trembling and open on her knees. The man leaned forward, eyes fixed on the wet, quivering hole, and tapped a new number into his terminal. The next plug was wider, ribbed in thick, uneven knots, and so heavy it took two hands to guide it into place. Velvet 45 kept her knees spread, arching her back, presenting herself like a rutting animal. When the handlers pressed the tip against her slit, she grunted, fighting not to clench. The plug stretched her lips, then her walls, each ridge catching and popping free before the next one followed. She whimpered at the burn, but it wasn’t the pain that made her cry out—it was the raw, humiliating fullness, the way her flesh gave way and then gripped the plug with desperate hunger. The last rib was the worst; it stretched her so wide she thought she would split, but then it was in, the base flush against her mound, her clit mashed against the lip. The gold-toothed man clapped, slow and deliberate, and the crowd joined in. The harness measured the diameter, broadcasted the number on the screen. The stats flickered: STRETCH: 7.24cm, TOLERANCE: 98%, CUM POTENTIAL: 2.1L.

He wanted more. He raised his paddle, and the handlers obliged, tugging the plug back and forth, working it in and out, each thrust lubed by the flood of slick now running freely down her thighs. The crowd wanted to see her gape, to see her holes stretched to their limit, to see her reduced to an object, a cunt with a face and a number. They howled when the plug pulled free, her tunnel gaping wide enough to show the pink inside, before the next plunge stuffed her full again. She drooled, face mashed into the velvet, her tits dragging wet arcs across the pedestal as she braced herself and took it, over and over, until the man signaled for a pause and the cycle spun her to the next client.

The next request was even worse. A woman with hair like silver wire and a voice that could cut glass demanded to see how long Velvet 45 could hold an orgasm. The handlers switched the plug for a smaller, needle-narrow one lined with tiny, humming beads. They set it to vibrate at maximum, and Velvet could hear the sound through her own pelvis, a buzz that rattled her bones and made her thighs quiver. But the collar was set to edge her—every time her body approached climax, the plug would stop, the harness would squeeze her hips in a painful vise, and the collar would deliver a jolt of cold, electric numbness straight to her clit. The effect was agony. She could feel the rhythm of her own pleasure, rising higher and higher, only to crash against the wall of denial, leaving her shaking and sobbing and drooling all over the pedestal. The woman watched the screen, eyes never moving from the numbers, and every time Velvet begged for release, the woman smiled and pressed the button again, denying her harder, making her wail and buck and scream until her body was slick with sweat and her tears puddled on the velvet.

Sometimes, between rounds, the handlers would wipe her down. They would sponge the sweat from her back, the spit from her chin, the milk from her tits, careful not to smudge the shine of the latex or the clear acrylic of the harness. They would pat her cheeks, murmur in her ear, and slip her sips from the glass nipple, which always tasted sweeter, more intoxicating, every time it reappeared. The drink kept her upright, kept her brain humming, but it also made her body more sensitive, every inch of skin lit up like a live wire, every pulse of pleasure or pain magnified until it was all she could feel.

The more she performed, the higher the numbers climbed. The more she begged, the harder the plugs fucked her, the more the harness displayed every shudder and gasp and gush of her body. She lost herself in it. There was no room, no glass, no crowd—only the sensation, the relentless, pounding pleasure, the way her own voice echoed in her ears.

At the end, when the auction was almost over, the platform lifted her to the very top of the Petal Room, spinning her so every client could see. The plugs inside her twisted together, stretching both holes at once, and the suction on her nipples pulled so hard she thought they might tear free. The collar shocked her, not with pain but with a pure, white-hot bolt of pleasure. Her whole body seized. She came, hard, the muscles in her pelvis squeezing so tight she crushed the plug, her cunt spraying clear fluid all over the stage. The cups filled, overflowed, poured down her sides, her thighs, the puddle on the floor reflecting the pink-gold light in wild, beautiful patterns.

She cried. It was too much. She screamed, the noise a high, thin wail that didn’t sound human. The collar buzzed, the crowd erupted, the numbers on the screen flipped over and over until she couldn’t read them. She collapsed onto the pedestal, milk and spit and sweat and tears running in rivers from her skin. Her mind was gone, burned out, replaced by a soft, glowing pleasure that filled every cell.

The auction closed.

A new number flashed on the screen. Velvet 45’s.

Her owner was chosen.

A slot opened in the glass. Hands reached in, cradling her, lifting her from the pedestal. She moaned, pressing her face to the hands, licking them, nuzzling their warmth. The harness held her together, but the rest of her was liquid, limp, perfect.

The crowd applauded, their voices piped in as one.

“45. 45. 45.”

The hands took her, carried her out of the light and into a warm, soft dark. She could feel the eyes on her, could taste the pride in her own sweat and the salt of her tears. She hoped it never ended.

She hoped they would watch her forever.


Thank you!

I hope you enjoyed The Velvet Hucow Book #1. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review. It really helps!

Want more milky, high-heat submission?

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

👉Sign up Here👈

Check out the entire series here.
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Havenwood Hucow Clinic (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Struggling with debt, Emma enters Havenwood Clinic's cliical trial, expecting a simple
medical study. Instead, she's thrust into a world of intense transformation, guided by the
commanding Dr. Laine and the alluring Nurse Mira. As her body swells and her inhibitions
fade, Emma discovers the thrilling mix of submission and pleasure in her new role.

A 15,000-word hucow erotica featuring dominant doctors, steamy medical procedures,
ABF, Humiliation, and Emma's journey Into a creamy, sensual awakening
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Pink Milk Hucow Serum (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

When broke and brilliant Ava signs up for a clinical trial at the secretive BlissMilk Research
Facillty, she expects injections, side effects, maybe a little discomfort. She doesn't expect
to wake up with swollen, leaking breasts, a head full of pink fog, and a craving for the
machine that won't stop milking her. The shimmering pink serum coursing through her
veins Is doing more than just changing her body—it's softening her thoughts, rewiring her
desires, and tuning her into the perfect bimbo hucow.
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From Book 1
She signed up for a research study. She never expected to lose herself init.

When Brittany Wells steps into the prestigious Midas Center, she thinks she knows what

AT R T BB AL i octtng into—an excusiv, highly experimental program promising fe-changing
results. But Dr. Calloway has bigger plans for her. Under his expert guidance, Britany's

HU( Ow body begins to transform, her senses heightened, her desires rewired. With every clinical
touch, every whispered command, she sinks deeper into the role he's shaping for her.
CLARA BELLE .
CLARA BELLE The further she falls, the more she craves—until she's willing to do anything to satisfy the
‘aching need building inside her. But is she ready for the final stage?






cover.jpeg
THE VELVET RUCOW
BOOK #1






OEBPS/image_rsrcF2.jpg
ANGEL'S REST HUCOW
ANGELSRE  RANCH BOOK #1 5T HUCOW
RANCH | $00K 5

HU‘(HUCOWO

CLARA BELLE
CLARA BELLE

<7

==

Angel's Rest Hucow Ranch (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She came looking for refuge. She found something far more intoxi

ting.

Stranded and desperate, Mary Wilkins stumbles upon Angel's Rest Ranch, expecting
shelter and kindness. Instead, she finds Ezekiel—a rugged rancher with a secret unlike
anything she's ever imagined. This Isn't just a ranch. Its a place where women are
transformed, trained, and cherished as prized hucows.

Ezekiel sees something in Mary—something ripe for awakening. With firm hands and a
knowing touch, he offers her a cholce: fight what she's becoming or surrender to the
resistible pleasure of being milked, mastered, and utterly claimed
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The Pharm: Project Hucow (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

A desperate need for money leads Emily to sign up for an experimental study at a
mysterious lab called The Pharm. What begins as a simple medical trial quickly spirals Into
something far more intense than she ever imagined. As Emily's body undergoes strange
transformations, she finds herself both horrified and aroused by the extreme procedures
and the dominant doctors running the experiments.

With her curves growing and her desires heightening, Emily is forced to confront her
deepest cravings—while the line between pleasure and control blurs. Is she ready to
embrace her new identity as the perfect HUCOW, or will the relentless tests and her
escalating desire push her too far?
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The Hucows of Dairyland Farms (2 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author), Clara Belle (Author)

Welcome to Dairyland Farms, a secluded retreat where fantasies come to lfe and desires
know o bounds. Owned and operated by the ruggedly handsome and commanding
Farmer Jack, Dairyland is no ordinary farm—it' a haven for women seeking
transformation, freedom, and ultimate fulfllment

Each standalone book in The Hucows of Dairyland explores the sensual journeys of
women who find themselves drawn to this mysterious farm, where they are invited to
embrace ther inner hucow. Through milking sessions, intimate breeding encounters, and
the tender yet dominant care of Farmer Jack, these women discover pleasures they never
imagined and a new sense of purpose.
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Hucow for the Cause (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
She signed up to serve her country. She didn’t know she'd be milked for it.

When Trina volunteers for a secret military program, she expects tough training and
discipline—but not the relentless, humiliating transformation into  hucow. Under the
cold eyes of Dr. Lancaster and the predatory stares of hardened soldiers, her body is
pushed to ts limits, swollen with more than just patriotism. The injections awaken
desires she can't control, and soon Trina is begging for more than just her next milking
session. As her resistance crumbles, will she lose herself entirely in the name of duty?

410,000+ word steamy, dark hucow erotica featuring military dominance, medical
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LactoGen Labs Hucow MILK Project (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

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





