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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Author’s Note

Before we begin…

If you enjoy dark, daring, and deliciously wicked stories, you might want to join my private reader list.

Subscribers receive:

free exclusive stories

early access to new releases

bonus scenes Amazon doesn’t show

reader-only giveaways and sneak previews

Join here:

romanvale.uk/secret

Now… let’s begin.

— Roman Vale


Have you read Book 1: The New Heifer?

[image: ]

https://a.co/d/0blZqLKO

Glass Yield continues the Bell & Brand sequence, and while each book opens a new corner of this world, the experience is richest when read in order.

In The New Heifer, Mira Reyes is brought to Dominion Farm during a storm and introduced to the brutal, intimate rituals of Bell & Brand for the first time. Through collaring, handling, herd life, public discipline, and the first terrible lessons of yield, Mira discovers that the farm is not simply a place of captivity — it is a system built to transform resistance into purpose.

The book introduces Dominion Farm, Cain Hart, the handlers, the herd hierarchy, and the rules that shape Bell & Brand’s world.

If you have not yet stepped inside the barn with Mira, you may want to begin there before entering the glass chambers of Book 2.

Start with Book 1: The New Heifer — then continue into Glass Yield. https://a.co/d/0blZqLKO


Prologue – Glass Yield

There is no night inside the duel chamber, only the endless daylight of clinical spotlights and the liquid shimmer of glass. I know this place by its sound: the thrum of machines, the hush of hundreds holding their breath, the high whine of data totems floating above us like gods judging the yield.

I’m already strapped into the milking chair, thighs spread, wrists pinned to the armrests, every inch of me on show. The restraint bars are warm from the last girl. My collar’s LED pulses in the glass: pale blue, then violet, then a bright, urgent pink as the algorithm chases my heartbeat. Above me, the mirrored ceiling fractures my image into a dozen trembling Aria Chens—every face slick with sweat, every mouth biting off a cry, every body a ruin of nerves and swollen flesh.

Across the platform, Jada is watching me. Her skin gleams under the lights—bronze, powerful, milk already trailing down the curve of her chest and pooling in the cups. Her hands grip her own restraints as if she could squeeze victory from the metal itself. Her mouth is fixed in a shape somewhere between a grin and a snarl.

The crowd is chanting for her. For me. For yield. I hear my name sometimes—Aria, Aria, Aria—but mostly I hear numbers: our ID codes, the volumes spooling on the data screens, the collective gasp as Jada’s graph surges upward in red. I’m trailing. I know it even before the numbers flicker above my head. The totem projects my stats in blue: 620ml, heart rate 128, “orgasm index: 3.8.” Not enough. Not yet.

“Asset ready?” The voice crackles in my earpiece, all protocol and poise. Dr Vane, or her assistant. Cain stands beside the platform, crook staff in hand, mouth bent in that wolfish half-smile I’ve learned to dread. He doesn’t need to speak for me to feel his command.

“Yes,” I say, but my voice is little more than a tremor. The tail plug in me hums with anticipation, its battery already warming the muscles deep inside. The pulse harness is tight, straps biting into my ribs and across the new, swollen fullness of my breasts. Each breath makes the cups shift, tugging my flesh, teasing more milk to bead and slip away.

I can taste the humiliation, metallic and bright as blood on my tongue. I can smell it in the air—antiseptic, latex, the hot tang of adrenaline, and beneath it, the scent of milk: Jada’s, mine, Mira’s from some memory I can’t quite claim. The glass pen is visible at the edge of my vision—a transparent box, empty now, but its floor still shining with the aftermath of other duels.

I was a volunteer. I chose this. I remind myself with every pulse of the collar’s needlepoint teeth, every twitch of the restraint. But choice here is a myth. What matters is yield, spectacle, and survival. What matters is this moment: every eye on us, every drop measured, every climax archived for the record.

A synthetic chime splits the air. The duel is live.

I try to breathe. Jada’s gaze pins me, daring me to falter first.

The platform between us is barely a meter wide. I can see the glisten of sweat on her temples, the muscles flexing beneath her copper skin as she strains against her bonds. The suction cups on her breasts pulse with mechanical hunger, coaxing milk in thick, steady streams. The crowd shouts as her numbers jump again: 660ml, then 670.

“Performance dose in three, two, one—” Dr Vane’s voice is softer now, almost intimate. “Let go, Aria. The more you give, the more you win.”

A hiss at my neck—the collar delivers its final booster. Heat floods my body in a wave, liquid fire seeping from my jaw down through my chest, swelling, tightening, a pressure so intense I gasp. The sensation is everywhere at once: my breasts feel impossibly heavy, skin feverish and glassy, nerves ringing with need. I can feel every vein, every duct, every fluttering cell demanding release.

The milking cups are transparent—by design. Everyone can see the first bead form at my nipple, can watch it tremble, then break and slide into the spiral tubing. The audience murmurs, a ripple of hunger and delight. Above me, the totem’s light flashes green: “Letdown achieved.” Numbers climb—591, 602, 613.

The harness vibrates as the tail plug comes alive, synched to my yield. Each time the monitor records a surge, the plug kicks higher, sending a shudder through my hips. My thighs strain against the restraints. I can hear my own breathing now—short, high, ragged.

Jada is watching, too. Her eyes are dark, bright with triumph, but her jaw flexes. She’s close, I realize. Her graph spikes in crimson. “Come on, city girl,” she whispers, barely audible, “show them you’re not just glass.”

The crowd laughs. Cain leans over my chair, his cedar scent mixing with latex and sweat. “You’re holding back,” he murmurs, lips by my ear. “You want to win, you want to be top yielder, you have to give them everything. Don’t you?”

I bite my tongue. Yes. No. I can’t remember. My chest aches, the pressure building—too much, too much—and then the plug kicks again, the harness tightens, the suction goes up a notch, and my body gives way.

Milk floods the cups. The audience erupts.

Time collapses. I am nothing but sensation and sound.

I hear the pulse of the machine, the whirr as the tubing fills, the crowd’s chant rising to a fever pitch. The data totem projects my stats in 3D above my head: “Yield spike—734ml. Heart rate—142. Orgasm index—5.2.” My nipples throb, nerves shot through with lightning. Each new surge of milk is a climax and a defeat.

Jada cries out beside me—a guttural, half-sob, half-roar. Her numbers spike, but I’m closing in. Her hands claw at her restraints, body bucking, milk splattering the inside of her cups. She glares at me, daring me to break. “You can’t beat me,” she spits, lips curling. “You’re just data. I’m the real thing.”

The tail plug vibrates at maximum. My hips lift involuntarily, every muscle screaming for release. The bell on my collar rings with every shudder. The crowd eats it up—hungry for spectacle, for surrender, for the moment when one of us loses control.

“Asset 229, peak yield approaching,” the announcer calls. Cain’s voice, cold and absolute: “Finish it.”

Jada’s graph peaks—920ml, then plateaus. She screams, and for a moment I think she might pass out, but she holds on, eyes locked to mine, defiant and blazing.

My own vision blurs. The glass ceiling fractures my body into a kaleidoscope of pain and pleasure, my face contorted in effort and shame. My breasts are a furnace, the skin tight as a drum, the cups overflowing with every pulse. I feel the milk run down my sides, pooling under me, the humiliation sharper than the ache.

But there is pride, too. The crowd sees everything, but I am still here. Still fighting. Still Aria.

The climax crests. The machine pulls, the plug vibrates, my body arches, and for a heartbeat I am nothing but yield—milk streaming, breath torn from my lungs, the collar’s bell chiming like a call to prayer.

The crowd roars. The totem flashes gold: “New record—981ml.”

Jada sags in her chair, spent and trembling. Her bell rings once—a note of defeat.

Cain steps forward, his crook tapping the platform. “Ladies and gentlemen, your champion—”

But the data keeps climbing. My milk doesn’t stop. The collar pulses, the restraint bars shift, and the plug hums so hard I’m afraid I’ll shatter. I am sobbing now, helpless, wracked by pleasure and loss and pride all at once. The crowd goes silent, watching me shake.

Dr Vane’s voice floats down from above: “Final calibration, subject Aria Chen. Accept your victory.”

I look at Jada—her eyes are closed, her mouth set in a hard line. I want to reach for her, to share the moment, but my arms are trapped, my body still the machine’s.

Cain’s voice is softer, almost tender. “Yield, Aria. Let them see you.”

I do. My body yields. My mind floats free. The audience becomes a blur of light and sound. The collar’s bell rings and rings, echoing in the hollow of my chest.

For a moment, everything falls away—the shame, the noise, the hunger—and I am alone, suspended in glass, crowned by data and milk and the applause of strangers.

This is the moment they will replay. The moment I learned what glass yield really means.

The world snaps back.

The duel is not over. The crowd is chanting again, a hundred voices merged into one endless demand. The platform’s glass surface is slick with milk, the lights glaring, my own reflection fractured into a mosaic of agony and pride. Above me, the data totem pulses: “Champion—Pending.”

Jada lifts her head. Her eyes meet mine, fierce and wounded. She mouths something—a promise, or a threat, I can’t tell. The bell at her throat rings, a soft, defeated chime.

Cain raises his crook, voice amplified to fill every corner of the chamber. “Time.”

The plug still buzzes in me, but the suction slows. The cups are heavy, nearly overflowing. My body shakes, nerves jangling with aftershocks. The audience is on its feet, applauding, jeering, some with hands pressed to the glass, desperate for more.

Dr Vane’s face appears above, cool and unreadable. “Protocol complete. Record established.”

I stare at my own reflection, face streaked with sweat and milk, mouth open, eyes wide and blazing. I see the data, the numbers, the proof of my body’s surrender. But inside, in the space the machine cannot reach, I am still here. I am still more than yield.

This is what they made of me. But I chose what they could not take.

Cut to black.


Chapter 1 – Offer Accepted

The city falls away in a blur of neon and rain as the shuttle glides through the midnight silence, windows blacked out, the world beyond reduced to faint smears of light. Aria sits rigid in the rear seat, spine not quite touching the plush leather, legs pressed tight together. Her hands—slender, knuckles pale—grip the folder that contains everything she owns: the signed contract, a government-issued ID, a single credit card on the verge of decline. The paper is slightly damp, smudged by sweat.

The driver is silent. She’s seen only the shape of him—a blur behind mirrored glass—when she climbed in, but now, as the car slows and the engine purrs into idleness, even that presence evaporates. Instead, there’s only the sound of her own breath, shallow and uncertain, and the rain drumming against the roof, sharp as static.

The gates are a sheet of glass, lit from within, their surface traced with white script: VANE BIOTECH—ANNEX. An automated eye flickers red as the shuttle draws near, reading her face, her posture, maybe the uncertainty in her eyes. She’s been awake for nearly twenty-four hours, and exhaustion should numb her, but her body is tense with the alertness of prey—shoulders drawn in, chest heaving beneath a soft grey jumper she has outgrown in the last year. Her breasts strain against the fabric, heavy and sensitive, a constant, humiliating reminder of what she’s here to surrender.

As the car doors sigh open, the first breath of outside air hits her—sharp with antiseptic and the faintest hint of ozone. She hesitates, then steps out, trainers squeaking on the polished concrete. The contract folder feels impossibly thin now, barely a buffer between her skin and the clinical future awaiting her.

Overhead, the building is all chrome and glass, glowing in the wet dark, windows tall and relentless. Every light feels deliberate, every camera lens a silent observer. Her reflection swims in the glass doors as she approaches, smaller than she remembers, her hair a sharp black bob that refuses to stay neat. She tucks a strand behind her ear, noticing the tension in her own jaw, the dryness of her lips. Even the act of swallowing feels too loud.

A blue line pulses on the pavement, guiding her to a vestibule that seals the moment she enters. The air is different here: filtered, cold, every molecule scrubbed of city and rain. A pair of ceiling-mounted security drones descend on silent rotors, cameras scanning her from every angle, green beams painting her hands, her chest, the shape of her hips beneath the jumper. For a moment she feels flayed, dissected by algorithm—nothing left to chance, nothing left her own.

“State your name and present your documents,” intones a synthetic female voice, echoing in the marble emptiness.

She forces her throat to work. “Aria Chen.” Her voice is low, a note of defiance beneath the nerves. She holds out the folder, her hands trembling only slightly.

A slot opens in the counter; the folder is sucked away with a click. For a heartbeat, Aria’s chest tightens—something permanent, irreversible has just happened, a door closing she can’t unclose.

A green light flickers. The doors ahead open with a hiss.

She steps forward, leaving the city, her possessions, and the last fragments of her old life behind. Every footstep echoes. The vestige of rainwater on her trainers dries instantly on the heated glass floor. She catches sight of herself in a wall panel—shoulders hunched, arms tight across her chest, face washed pale under sterile lighting. She looks younger and older at the same time; someone at the beginning of a story she’s not sure she chose.

A mechanical chime sounds. “Welcome, Aria Chen. Please proceed to Intake.”

Her heart lurches, then steadies. She moves on, the blue light flickering along the corridor, the silence behind her now absolute. Every muscle in her body is clenched against cold, uncertainty, and something shamefully like anticipation. She is here, and there is no going back.

The corridor stretches ahead in quiet defiance of time. Soft blue floor lights guide each step, diffused and clinical, reflecting off the seamless glass walls that reveal nothing beyond but her own pale reflection, multiplied and re-angled. With every footfall, Aria is confronted by the double image of herself—one girl moving forward, the other looking back. Each ghostly double reminds her she is both subject and observer now.

She pauses at a security checkpoint—just a single glass shelf projecting from the wall, atop which rests a biometric reader. A dull ache throbs in her temples. She runs her fingertips over the reader. It glows amber, humming, and a moment later her name blooms on a hidden monitor: Chen, A. | Intake: Voluntary | Contract ID: 2884-11A.

She waits. Her breath fogs in the cold, filtered air—an alien thing in this antiseptic world. She wraps her arms around herself, fingers pressing into her upper arms for warmth, feeling the tension and slight soreness where her bra band bites against skin. Every heartbeat feels amplified, echoing in the hollows of her body.

Her gaze falls on her own reflection, etched in blue light. She studies herself: sharp cheekbones, dark eyes rimmed with fatigue, mouth pressed into a determined line. Her breasts strain against her jumper, pressing up and out—a physicality she is suddenly, painfully aware of. She wonders if she should have worn something looser, but remembers the instructions: “Dress comfortably. Your clothing will not be retained.”

Her fingers stray to her collarbone, feeling the fine line of old scars from childhood accidents. She drags her nails along her skin, grounding herself in sensation. She watches the rise and fall of her chest—both anxious and proud of the way her body fills the borrowed space.

As she waits for the next door to unlock, the memory returns: the meeting, the contract, the sterile conference room where her fate was decided.

She can almost feel the chill of that place—a different sort of cold, heavy with expectation. Dr Vane had sat across from her, white coat immaculate, every gesture precise. The smell of menthol had cut through the air, making Aria’s nose prickle. The contract was printed on real paper, thick as cardstock. At the top, the words: Voluntary Clinical Placement—Debt Discharge Pathway.

She’d gripped her pen so tightly her hand ached. “You understand the terms, Miss Chen?” Dr Vane had asked, voice smooth, diction impeccable.

“I do,” Aria had said, though she wasn’t sure what that meant anymore. The price was so clear: complete submission to protocol. The promise: all debt erased, a life reset. “No guarantees of privacy or autonomy,” the clause read. “Subject will submit to all clinical protocols, data collection, and bodily modifications deemed necessary.”

Dr Vane had slid the contract toward her. “You have a choice. But I will say this: we only accept candidates who can yield. Who can perform.”

Aria remembered her own shame—her body, so quick to respond to even clinical language, her mind both recoiling and craving acceptance. “I want to do this,” she had said. “I need to.”

The memory flickers; she’s back in the corridor, heart heavy, knees weak. Was it a choice? Did she have any real agency? Her hand lingers at her throat, feeling the ghost of the collar that will soon mark her.

A soft beep snaps her attention back. The glass shelf slides away; the door ahead dissolves. The contract folder, the last proof of her former life, is visible one final time behind the glass—then drops out of sight as a steel hatch clicks shut.

She swallows hard. The air feels colder now, and she steps forward into it, shoulders squared. She can’t look back—not anymore. Every step is heavier, every sense more acute. She is inside the Annex now. Whatever comes next, her body and future are in their hands.

The new room is both smaller and brighter, its walls a seamless expanse of frosted glass that diffuses the harsh white light from above. Every surface is slick, smooth, and unforgiving; there are no shadows, no privacy, not even a seam where wall meets floor. A thin mist hangs in the air, carrying the chill of sterility. It prickles on Aria’s cheeks, leaving her skin damp and tight.

A robotic arm descends from the ceiling, its joints smooth and silent. It extends a clear panel with text glowing across its face: REMOVE ALL CLOTHING. PLACE ITEMS IN BIN. STAND ON INDICATED TILE.

Aria swallows, the sound loud in her own ears. She looks down. At her feet, a square of the floor glows blue, the outline precise and inescapable. She hesitates, glancing around—half expecting to see someone watching, half wishing someone would step in and halt this. But there is only the faint hum of machinery, the filtered air cold against her exposed wrists.

Slowly, methodically, she begins to undress. She peels off her jumper first, the fabric catching at her shoulders, then clinging to her chest before coming free. The chill bites at her skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. She stands for a moment in her bra, fingers trembling at the clasp, and then it too slips away, her breasts heavy, nipples tightening instantly in the cold.

Her jeans follow, awkward to wiggle out of, the denim resisting before surrendering to her hips and thighs. She steps out of them, toes curling on the cold tile, then hooks her thumbs into the waistband of her briefs and slides them down. Her whole body flushes with embarrassment, heat rising to her cheeks even as the air leaves her shivering.

She feels every imperfection: the faint stretch marks that bloom over her hips, a small scar near her knee, the subtle asymmetry of her breasts. She presses her thighs together, a futile attempt at modesty, but the light finds everything. The glass reflects her in endless fragments—her posture, the slight tremble in her thighs, the tension in her jaw.

She folds her clothes neatly, one piece at a time, stacking them atop the glass bin. With each item surrendered, she feels herself shrinking, stripped not just of fabric but of any shield between her and what comes next.

The bin lid slides closed with a hiss. Her possessions vanish, swallowed into the machinery. She stands now in nothing but her own skin, arms wrapped over her chest, spine rigid. The blue square glows brighter, and she steps onto it, feeling the cool surface against the soles of her feet.

A second robotic arm sweeps low, releasing a fine UV mist that tickles and burns. The scent of ozone and antiseptic floods her nose, making her blink tears from her eyes. The mist is cold, almost painful, settling in her hair and running down the curve of her back. She shivers, fighting the urge to flinch as the mist seeps into every crease and fold, rendering her raw and new.

An intake garment descends—a disposable, barely-there wrap of soft polymer, clear and medical, designed for modesty but offering none. She draws it around herself, the material clinging to damp skin, highlighting every curve. Even covered, she feels more exposed than ever.

Finally, a small hatch opens in the glass, and a sterilized tray glides forward. Resting on a pad of blue gauze is the collar: clear, polymer, banded with chrome, a tiny screen already glowing with her name and ID. The collar is heavier than it looks, and her hands tremble as she lifts it, the cold pressing into her palms.

She stands for a long moment, wrap clinging to her, collar in hand, staring at her own reflection in the glass. Every inch of her is on display—her flushed cheeks, her parted lips, the rising and falling of her chest, the faint fog of breath. The weight of the collar is a promise and a threat.

She isn’t sure if she’s more afraid of putting it on, or of what will happen if she refuses.

The robotic voice returns, softer this time, as if coaxing a child: “Proceed to fitting. Confirm your readiness aloud.”

Her voice shakes, but she makes herself speak: “Ready.” The word echoes back, magnified, impossible to deny.

Her journey into the Annex is complete. The last barrier is gone. And as she places the collar around her neck, feeling the cold bite of the micro-needles just beneath the surface, she realizes with a tremor of fear and something darker—anticipation—that her body is no longer her own.

The intake chamber feels colder now, the glass walls closing in with every passing second. The only color in the world is the pulse of the collar’s tiny screen: a pale blue shimmer, her name and intake number flickering in the sterile light. CHEN, A. | VOLUNTARY ASSET | INTAKE PENDING. The words cast faint reflections across the floor, branding her shadow.

Aria clutches the collar to her chest, the clear polymer pressing cool and unyielding against her skin. She draws a trembling breath, feeling the chill settle into her bones, and steps forward as instructed. Her bare feet stick slightly to the floor—she can feel every ridge, every tiny imperfection beneath her toes. The sense of being physically inscribed upon this place grows stronger with each heartbeat.

A section of the wall slides away with a pneumatic hiss, revealing a mirrored alcove and a single figure within: an attendant, face obscured by a surgical mask, eyes unreadable above it. The attendant’s gloves gleam in the light—blue, nearly translucent. They gesture for Aria to approach, their movements slow and precise, stripped of anything resembling comfort.

She moves to stand on the indicated mark, her reflection filling the mirrored alcove: a young woman, skin still dewy from mist, intake garment clinging to every swell and angle, collar clasped in shaking hands. She meets her own gaze, searching for the person she remembers and finding someone already changed.

“Raise your chin,” the attendant says, voice low and practiced.

Aria obeys, exposing her throat. The attendant steps close, so close she can feel the exhalation through the mask—a faint current of warmth in the clinical air. The collar is taken from her hands with a gentle but implacable grip.

There is a ritual to the fitting. The attendant presses the collar to the hollow of Aria’s neck, fingertips cold even through the gloves, then slides it around her throat, aligning the smooth band with the pulse just under her jaw. Aria holds her breath as the latch clicks shut, the collar molding itself to her skin with a soft, magnetic hum.

A flash of heat—a dozen micro-needles deploy beneath the surface, puncturing the skin just enough to send a jolt through her nerves. Aria flinches, a gasp escaping her lips. The prickling sensation fades to an insistent ache, then to a dull warmth that spreads outward across her collarbone and shoulders.

The collar’s LED flares. Her name blazes bright, then cycles through diagnostic codes, finally settling on a slow, rhythmic pulse in time with her heartbeat. She can feel it—a subtle, living presence now, as if the Annex itself is testing her, mapping her, learning her rhythms.

“State your name and intake status for the record,” the attendant says, voice made tinny by the mask.

Aria’s throat is dry. She swallows, forcing herself to speak past the pressure of the collar. “Aria Chen. Annex asset. Voluntary participant.” Each word lands with new weight; each syllable is recorded, displayed, confirmed.

The attendant nods, then steps back into the shadowed alcove, vanishing as the wall slides shut. Aria is left alone with her reflection—her body taut with adrenaline, the collar’s presence an undeniable claim. She runs her fingers along the polymer band, feeling the tiny ridges and embedded diodes, the faint tingle of electricity where the needles have set themselves.

Her skin is hypersensitive now—every breath feels like a trespass, every shift of muscle a declaration. She sees herself as the Annex will see her: not as a person, but as a subject, a set of numbers, a data point to be harvested.

And yet, beneath the humiliation and fear, something else stirs—a spark of resistance, or is it pride? She straightens her shoulders, meeting her own gaze, jaw set in defiance even as her body trembles.

A soft chime from the collar. Intake confirmed.

The chamber door slides open, and for a moment, Aria stands poised at the edge—no longer just a girl, but an asset, a commodity, a story only just beginning.

The glass pen awaits her—a cell within the Annex, perfectly transparent on three sides, the fourth a seamless partition of white polymer studded with ports and rails. As Aria steps through the threshold, the door glides shut behind her, the faint hiss of the seal final as a lock. She stands barefoot on cool glass, the floor faintly misted from the cleaning cycle, leaving every step visible, every droplet a mark of her presence.

The cell is both larger and smaller than she imagined. There is a low bed tucked against the far wall, its sheets white and pristine, the outline of restraint straps coiled at the corners like sleeping serpents. A sterile sink and toilet are recessed behind a half-wall of glass. Above the bed, a tablet is mounted flush with the wall, flickering softly with an animated welcome: ARiA CHEN | INTAKE COMPLETE.

Hovering overhead is a data totem: a clear, floating cylinder that emits a faint blue glow, tracking her every move. Her name and intake number spiral across its surface, the display ready to log every pulse, every response. The air in the pen tastes faintly of ozone and lavender—clinical, but not entirely cold.

She takes a step further inside, arms wrapped around her middle, the collar’s weight a constant reminder. The glass beneath her feet chills her soles, but her body is flushed, the nerves in her chest and thighs buzzing with a tension that will not dissipate.

The silence is broken by the sudden sound of footsteps—a rhythmic tap, tap, tap on the glass outside her cell. Aria turns to see a man approaching from the corridor, the sound growing louder, deliberate. He is tall, his frame broad beneath a close-cut jacket, shoulders squared with the practiced ease of someone used to command. In one hand he holds a slim crook staff, the other tucked casually into his pocket. His gait is confident, purposeful, betraying only a slight limp—an old injury, perhaps, half-disguised by his composure.

He stops before her cell, close enough that she can see the stubble along his jaw, the wolfish set to his smile. His eyes are sharp, bright with intelligence, but softened by something else—a kind of indulgent amusement. The scent of cedar wood wafts faintly through the exchange port as he activates the intercom.

“Welcome to the Annex, Miss Chen.” His voice is rich, every syllable measured, the accent ambiguous—cultured, but with an edge. “I’m Cain Hart, your handler for as long as you’re in my care. Everything you do here, everything your body gives, is measured. There’s no hiding. Not from us, and certainly not from yourself.”

Aria feels herself flush. The totem above records the spike in her pulse, her breathing already quickening. She straightens, folding her arms as if the gesture can protect her modesty from his gaze, though she knows her intake garment hides almost nothing.

Cain’s eyes linger on her, not with hunger, but with the cool appraisal of a craftsman inspecting a new tool. He lets the silence stretch just long enough for her to feel it—her heartbeat thudding, nipples tightening beneath the thin wrap, a blush rising to her cheeks. He glances at the collar, his mouth curling into a half-smile.

“You’ll get used to it,” he says, nodding toward the band at her throat. “Everything in the Annex is designed to bring out your best—your strongest yield, your highest performance. Some find it… liberating. Others, less so. But no one leaves unchanged.”

He taps the crook staff once against the glass. “If you have questions, ask them. If you have doubts, keep them for later. For now, rest. Hydrate. Tomorrow, your real induction begins.”

Aria manages a nod, though her throat is tight. She feels seen and unseen at once—her body catalogued, her fear and pride both naked beneath the clinical light. Cain gives her one last look—less appraising, more personal now, as if searching for a spark that might flare into something useful or dangerous.

He turns away, staff tapping out a steady rhythm, the cedar scent lingering behind him. The data totem records her quickened breathing, her flushed skin, every involuntary tremor.

Alone, Aria draws in a shaky breath. The glass pen is hers now—her world reduced to transparency, measurement, and waiting. Yet in the afterimage of Cain’s gaze, and in the way her heart pounds in her chest, she senses both threat and invitation. This is not what she imagined, but it is exactly what she came for.

She sits on the edge of the bed, the collar pressing into her throat, her body acutely aware of every detail: the cool glass beneath her, the pulse of data overhead, the faint, electrified ache of anticipation.

The silence that falls after Cain’s departure is absolute—a hush thick enough to press against Aria’s skin, as if the glass itself holds its breath to watch her. She stands at the centre of her new pen, arms loose at her sides, uncertain what to do now that every command, every expectation has retreated behind sealed walls.

For a long minute, she doesn’t move. She simply lets her senses catch up, lets herself be in this new reality. The room is cold, but her body is feverish from nerves and embarrassment. She runs her palms down her arms, feeling the prickle of goosebumps, the subtle give and muscle beneath the skin, the racing of her pulse.

She moves to the bed and sits on the edge, the sheets stiff and almost scratchy, the mattress firmer than she’s used to. The intake garment clings to her, translucent and unflattering, making every curve and flaw feel exposed and amplified. She tugs it down over her thighs—pointlessly, as it barely covers her at all—then gives up and lets her hands rest in her lap.

The overhead light fades to a twilight hue, and for the first time, she dares to really look at herself—not as a girl trying to hide, but as the newest subject of the Annex.

She is, in some ways, unmistakably striking: petite, but with an athletic solidity shaped by years of yoga and running. Her skin is pale olive, almost golden in the low light, marred only by the faintest constellation of scars—a white slash along her left knee, a pinprick burn on the heel of her right hand, old traces of living. Her legs are strong and shapely, the muscles of her calves and thighs more defined than most expect from her small frame.

Her breasts, now the most scrutinized part of her, are round and full for her size—too full for comfort, pressed high against the collar’s edge and aching faintly from cold and anticipation. She cups them through the thin wrap, feeling the weight in her palms, the sensitivity of her nipples (still puckered, still tight from nerves and the air). There’s a flush along her chest, a lingering pinkness that betrays every rush of embarrassment.

Her stomach is flat, but not without softness—just enough for a hand to rest, just enough to remind her that hunger and fear are close cousins. The dip of her waist gives way to the gentle swell of her hips. She smooths her hands over them, as if mapping the borders of a new country.

Her hair, black and sharply cut, has already gone wild from the mist and the tension, falling forward to frame her face and jaw. She tucks it back behind her ear, feeling the cool skin at her temple, the slight throb of a headache she’s been ignoring.

She glances down at her feet—small, high-arched, toes painted a faded coral she forgot to remove. Even this detail feels intimate and exposed under the gaze of the room. She folds one leg beneath her, tracing the topography of her body with both hands, as if reacquainting herself with flesh she will soon have to surrender to science and spectacle.

The collar, though, is the inescapable focus: a physical and psychological weight. She touches it tentatively, running a fingertip over the seamless band, feeling the embedded circuitry and the subtle thrum of power beneath her skin. Where the micro-needles entered, her flesh is tender, pulsing in time with her heart.

Emotion surges in a wave—self-consciousness, yes, but also wonder, even a twisted kind of pride. Her body is the raw material the Annex wants. It is what has gotten her here, what will decide her fate. It is both the reason for her humiliation and her ticket to freedom.

She draws the thin blanket around her, more for comfort than warmth, and curls onto her side on the too-firm mattress. She listens to the hum of the data totem above, the faint click of her collar, the distant, almost imperceptible sound of another girl crying somewhere deeper in the building. The room smells of ozone, synthetic lavender, and her own anxiety—a sharp, almost sweet scent.

Aria closes her eyes, feeling every ache and edge of her body as if for the first time. Her heart is loud in her chest, each beat another reminder that she is here, that her life has changed. Beneath the fear and the shame, a kernel of anticipation pulses—dangerous, secret, impossible to name.

As she drifts toward sleep, her hand rises unconsciously to the collar at her throat, tracing its cold arc, wondering what it will make of her. She promises herself, in that liminal darkness, that whatever happens—however much she yields—she will not disappear. She will not become just another number on a data screen.

But in the silence of the glass, she wonders if it’s a promise she can keep.


Chapter 2 – Decontam & Collar

Dawn in the glass pen arrives with a cold, clinical clarity. The overhead lights shift from deep blue to sterile white, tracing every contour of Aria’s body beneath the thin blanket. There is no sunrise here—only exposure, the world reduced to glass and reflection, her every move under the unblinking eye of the data totem floating overhead.

She stirs, senses aching and skin prickling from the chilly air. The sheet has slipped down in the night, leaving her shoulders bare. Her breasts, full and heavy, press uncomfortably against the intake garment—skin sticky from sweat and the chemical tang of the previous day’s decontamination. A fine sheen of condensation marks her chest, nipples hard and flushed. She shivers, uncertain if it’s from cold or anticipation.

The collar is the first thing she feels: a dull pressure at her throat, the slight sting where the micro-needles set themselves. Even lying down, it asserts itself—a constant, physical reminder of her submission to the Annex’s regime. She raises a hand, fingertips drifting over the polymer band, feeling the hum of energy beneath her skin. A faint warmth pulses from its core, synchronizing with her heartbeat. The device seems almost alive, as if testing her readiness.

Aria pushes herself upright, blanket pooling around her hips. She draws her knees up, wrapping her arms around her shins, letting herself take stock of the new reality. Her body is sore in unexpected ways—shoulders tight from restraint, thighs aching, breasts tingling as if expecting touch. There’s a throb of need low in her belly, shameful and inescapable. She remembers fragments of restless dreams: invisible hands, the sharp snap of latex gloves, cold gel on fevered skin, and the whispered promise of pleasure as data.

Her eyes drift to the mirrored panel across from the bed. She examines herself—hair tousled and wild, mouth parted, eyes swollen with the afterimage of sleep and tension. Her face looks strange, both younger and older, marked by uncertainty and something rawer beneath. The thin wrap clings to her curves, half-transparent in the morning light. She catches the faint outline of her nipples, the subtle rise and fall of her chest with each anxious breath.

A musical chime interrupts her reverie, the sound sweet but inescapably commanding. The tablet on the wall flashes, displaying her intake number and a single directive: “Prepare for Decontamination. Compliance mandatory. Remain nude until instructed.”

Her pulse kicks. There’s no privacy, no time to steel herself; already, a mechanical voice issues from the ceiling. “All assets, please rise. Data session will commence in three minutes. Present yourself at the pen door.”

Aria stands, feeling the air ghost over her skin. She strips away the intake wrap and the last of her defences, her body now bare under the pale light. Her nipples tighten even further, breasts heavy and aching from a tension she cannot quite define. Between her thighs, a pulse of warmth builds, both humiliating and strangely thrilling. She bites her lip, eyes darting to the data totem as if it could sense her arousal.

She crosses to the door, arms at her sides, spine straight. The cool glass floor stings her feet, and she’s acutely aware of every shift and sway of her body. The collar’s gentle pulse is a constant, subtle seduction. She stands naked in the light, exposed in every way, unable to hide her physical state from the waiting machinery.

As the door slides open, a low hum rises in her ears. Somewhere, she hears another girl’s moan—a sound muffled by distance but unmistakably edged with pleasure and pain. Aria’s breath catches. She realizes that whatever shame she feels is not unique. She is one of many, her body just one more instrument tuned for yield, sensation, and display.

A new day in the Annex has begun, and Aria steps forward, body bared, nerves alive with dread and secret hope, into whatever ritual the lab has prepared for her.

The corridor outside her pen is colder still, the air sharp as a blade, every sound magnified by polished stone and glass. Aria’s bare feet stick to the tiles with each step, her skin prickling as she follows the blue guidance line toward the decontamination chamber. Her pulse thunders in her throat; the collar seems to grow heavier, reading every spike of fear and heat in her blood.

As she approaches the chamber, two drones whir into view, their silver bodies reflecting the harsh light. Each carries a thin, sterilized collar, ready to clamp around an ankle or wrist should she disobey. There’s no need—Aria moves as bidden, compelled by shame, curiosity, and the mechanical authority of the Annex.

Inside, the chamber is a study in clinical intimidation: walls of reflective glass, high-gloss white floor, banks of nozzles and holoscreens, a rack of restraint harnesses in graduated sizes. A faint mist curls along the ceiling, glowing blue in the ultraviolet. A padded bench stands at the centre, surrounded by a raised platform scattered with towels and data tablets.

A masked technician waits for her, eyes hidden behind mirrored lenses. They offer her no greeting—just a nod toward the centre of the room and a clipped command. “Step onto the platform. Arms out. Legs apart.”

Aria obeys, heart hammering, every nerve alive with anticipation and dread. She feels the scrutiny—real or imagined—of unseen observers behind the glass. Every move is measured, every muscle on display. She tries not to cover herself, but her hands tremble at her sides, fingers twitching as she surrenders her body to the ritual.

The technician moves with practiced detachment, scanning her body with a cool, humming wand. Light dances along Aria’s skin, pausing over her breasts, hips, thighs. “Hold your breath,” the technician says, voice almost gentle. A spray of warm mist bursts from the nozzles, enveloping her in chemical heat and ozone. The sensation is shockingly intimate, a gentle sting that seeps into pores, leaving her skin tingling and almost raw.

Aria’s nipples bead at once, a pulse of heat rushing to her core. She tries to suppress a shudder, but the collar’s pulse accelerates, recording every involuntary response. The technician’s gloved hand comes to rest on her shoulder, steadying her as another burst of mist floods her body, this time cooler, almost icy.

A new voice—this one unmistakably male—crackles from a hidden speaker above. Cain Hart. “Subject Chen. Intake phase two. Begin nerve calibration. Prepare for device fitting.”

The technician nods, selecting a device from the tray: a slim, wireless vibrator, clinical white and ridged with sensors. Aria’s eyes widen, pulse thrumming in her ears. “Spread your legs,” the technician says, voice businesslike, not unkind.

Shame and anticipation blend, sharp and electric. Aria obeys. The technician kneels, fitting the device against her sex—no lingering, no caress, only the mechanical click of contact and the buzz as the vibrator comes to life. Aria’s gasp is soft but helpless; the sensation is immediate and all-consuming, a low thrum that pulses through her hips and belly, sending shivers up her spine.

“Remain still. Calibration requires complete data,” the technician instructs. The holoscreen above flickers to life, displaying her vitals, heart rate, “orgasm index: 1.3,” and rising.

The device cycles through settings: gentle pulses, escalating waves, and—briefly—sharp, fluttering bursts. Each change is mapped in real time, her body’s reactions logged, projected, and analyzed. The humiliation is total, but it is also arousing beyond anything she has ever known. Her body clenches, thighs trembling, nipples hard and aching as the mist clings to her flushed skin.

The technician fits a second set of suction cups over her breasts, the cool silicone latching on with a soft pop. With a tap, the cups hum to life, a gentle suction pulling at her nipples—soft at first, then stronger, milking her with a rhythm matched to her heartbeat. Aria cries out, the sound muffled, part pleasure and part mortification.

The data totem whirs overhead, lights flashing as her stats soar. The collar tightens, a subtle reminder of her submission, while the technician’s hands—always clinical, always gloved—adjust her harness, spreading her further, exposing every angle for the holoscanners.

For long minutes, Aria is lost in the ritual. Pleasure builds and ebbs, forced and yet undeniably hers, body wracked by the interplay of cold and heat, suction and vibration, shame and helpless arousal. She blinks back tears, biting her lip to keep from crying out too loudly.

At last, the devices slow, then stop. The technician removes the vibrator with a swift, efficient motion, then the cups. Her breasts are flushed and swollen, skin tingling, her sex slick and throbbing. Her stats linger on the screen, proof of her body’s undeniable yield: “Orgasm index: 2.8. Peak yield: 71ml.”

She stands trembling, breath ragged, every nerve still alight. The technician turns away to make a note on the tablet. Cain’s voice returns, now a purr of clinical satisfaction. “Well done, Aria. That’s a promising baseline. Let’s see how you improve.”

Aria’s cheeks burn, but somewhere in her shame is a seed of pride, and—worse—a growing hunger for more.

The decontamination chamber settles into silence, broken only by the low whirr of the data totem above and Aria’s own jagged breathing. Her skin is flushed and damp, nipples still aching from the suction, thighs trembling from the relentless calibration. The taste of shame lingers on her tongue, sharp and almost metallic. Yet beneath it, a secret thrill pulses—a craving she tries, and fails, to silence.

The technician removes the last of the harnesses, gloved fingers ghosting over Aria’s shoulders and hips in a way that is both impersonal and devastatingly intimate. She’s left standing naked, the intake garment folded on a nearby tray, her body illuminated in harsh, surgical light. Every inch of her feels raw—exposed not just to the room, but to the endless machinery that records her every shiver.

Cain’s voice crackles over the speaker, its warmth a weapon in the clinical space. “Subject Chen, prepare for collar synchronization and serum administration. Remain compliant. Yield is mandatory.”

A panel in the wall slides open. A new device descends: a clear, glass ampoule already docked into a port on the back of her collar, glinting with a faint pink fluid—L-92, the Annex’s signature serum. Aria’s heart thunders. She remembers the rumors: the way the serum awakens everything inside, makes the body impossible to ignore.

The technician steps forward. Their hand cups Aria’s jaw, tilting her head so the collar is perfectly exposed. She smells latex, menthol, and her own arousal rising from her flushed skin. There’s a click—the ampoule locks into place.

“Initial dose: micro,” the technician says, tapping the collar’s interface.

A pulse of warmth spreads through Aria’s throat, radiating outward in a liquid wave. For a heartbeat, she is still. Then the serum takes hold.

Heat floods her chest, pooling in her breasts, blooming down her belly and between her thighs. Every nerve sharpens, tingling and alive. Her nipples harden painfully, the skin of her breasts tight and oversensitive. She gasps, unable to hide the effect. The collar tightens a fraction, syncing to her pulse, and for a moment, she feels utterly possessed—her body no longer merely hers, but an instrument the Annex can play at will.

The technician observes her response, eyes intent above the mask. They brush a sensor over her breast, watching as the skin flushes and prickles, then trace it down her side, over her hip, and along the inside of her thigh. Aria’s knees nearly buckle. The collar records every spike, every shudder—her arousal not just felt, but made data.

Cain’s voice is softer now, almost coaxing. “There’s no use resisting, Aria. Every body here learns to yield. Some fight. Some… surrender.”

She wants to speak, to protest or plead, but the words dissolve as another wave of heat wracks her body. The serum is insistent—a command written in chemistry, impossible to ignore. She squeezes her thighs together, desperate for relief, but the technician gently nudges them apart again, ensuring her exposure remains absolute.

“Orgasm index: 3.7. Heart rate: 132,” the holoscreen reads, each number a public testament to her surrender. Her cheeks burn, but the collar rewards her compliance with a gentle pulse—a vibration so subtle, so deeply threaded through her nerves, that her body arches instinctively, a helpless offering.

The technician makes a final note on the tablet, then steps away, leaving Aria trembling in the centre of the room, the serum still coursing, the collar’s light now a slow, steady blue. Her body feels like an engine left running—primed, eager, unable to cool.

The door hisses open. “Proceed to data ritual,” the technician instructs, voice now almost kind.

Aria swallows hard, every movement an act of exposed, erotic compliance. She is both ashamed and alive as never before. The Annex has made her a creature of sensation—humiliated, hungry, and ready for whatever comes next.

The corridor beyond the decontamination chamber is colder, impossibly bright, and thrumming with the electric anticipation of spectacle. Aria is marched forward, still naked but for her collar, skin flushed from serum and arousal, every step a negotiation between trembling knees and the prickling glass floor. The technician’s gloved hand stays firm at her shoulder—a steady, impersonal pressure that guides her toward her next ordeal.

Ahead, double glass doors slide open, revealing a chamber more gallery than lab. The walls are lined with holoscreens, each projecting data feeds in bold, clinical fonts: YIELD / ORGASM INDEX / HEART RATE / SESSION DURATION. Floating above, a cluster of data totems spins, their lights flickering in anticipation. There’s an audience here—technicians and staff in their white coats, a handful of handlers, and, behind a separate barrier of one-way glass, other girls in intake wraps or transparent harnesses.

Aria’s breath hitches as she enters, every eye tracing the lines of her body, every display reminding her of her status. Her stats begin streaming overhead the moment she crosses the threshold: “Chen, A. — Yield: 71ml | Orgasm Index: 3.7 | Baseline Complete.”

A raised platform sits in the center of the room, fitted with padded restraints and a head-high mirrored panel. The technician guides her up the step, fitting her wrists and ankles into adjustable cuffs—secure, but not cruel, designed for both stability and display. She stands tall, chest rising and falling, the collar’s pulse matching her heartbeat, the flush in her breasts and belly deepening with every new gaze.

Above and beside her, other girls’ data scrolls in anonymised columns: “M—, R.: Yield 142ml, OI 4.8” … “R—, J.: Yield 155ml, OI 5.1.” She doesn’t need the names spelled out; she recognises the numbers from whispers in the intake lounge. Mira. Jada. The best, the ones she is meant to rival or surpass.

The technician announces, “Baseline photo and scan. Please maintain position.” The camera’s red light blinks, capturing every inch: the angle of her breasts, the dew still clinging to her thighs, the embarrassment painting her cheeks. The holoscreen records the tightness of her nipples, the tension in her thighs, the rise of her chest with every breath.

As the camera shifts for profile and full-body scans, a second technician approaches, holding a pulse sensor shaped like a small wand. It trails down her body—over collarbone, between her breasts, along the curve of her waist, across her hip. When it pauses just above her mound, Aria’s body betrays her: she tenses, then shudders, a ripple of involuntary heat surging through her. The “orgasm index” on the holoscreen jumps, a whisper of laughter moving through the staff.

One of the handlers, a woman with hard eyes and a slow smile, leans into her comm. “Subject Chen, response curve is excellent. Public comparison will be ongoing—expect to see your numbers alongside the best. Don’t be discouraged by early gaps. The Annex values improvement… and spectacle.”

Aria’s eyes drift to Mira’s column—yield nearly double her own, orgasm index higher still. The shame bites deep, but underneath is a reckless pride: she has been chosen, she is here, and her body has answered every demand. Even now, the serum hums in her blood, making every gaze feel hotter, every display a potential trigger.

Another camera flashes. A technician reads off her stats, voice clear, almost ceremonial. “Baseline: Chen, A.—Yield 71ml. Orgasm Index 3.7. Heart Rate 128. Data secured.”

The cuffs release. Aria sags, a blend of exhaustion, humiliation, and a new, raw hunger taking root inside her. The audience murmurs, staff making notes, data totems continuing their silent, judicious spin.

A final directive appears on the nearest holoscreen: “Subject cleared for further training. Return to pen. Await handler.”

The technician hands Aria a disposable wrap, but she feels changed—her body newly sensitive, every nerve mapped and measured, her humiliation public and, impossibly, laced with pride. As she steps down, she glances once more at the stats: not the best, not yet, but present. Visible.

As she passes the barrier, a girl in the shadows—Jada, she thinks—locks eyes with her through the glass. For an instant, rivalry and recognition spark. Aria’s collar pulses in response, and she knows, in her bones, that her performance is only beginning.

The corridor back to her pen feels longer than before—each step marked by exhaustion and a low, simmering ache in her body. The technician offers Aria the disposable wrap, but it does little to shield her from the chill or the sense of exposure still burning under her skin. She clutches it around herself, but her nipples remain hard and sensitive, breasts heavy, belly still fluttering with the aftershocks of pleasure and public humiliation.

As she moves, the collar pulses softly, a living band that seems to read her thoughts. Its faint blue light reflects in every surface—reminding her, with every step, that she is always seen, always measured. The faint hum of the data totem echoes in her ears, a soundtrack to her new existence.

She re-enters the glass pen and the door seals behind her with a sigh, cocooning her in the familiar, clinical hush. Alone at last, she allows herself to collapse onto the bed, the mattress now feeling almost welcoming in contrast to the hard exhibition platform. The wrap slips from her shoulders; she lets it fall, baring her body to the cold air and her own gaze.

For a long moment, she just lies there—staring up at the ceiling, letting her heart slow, her mind replaying every touch, every instruction, every pulse of shame and arousal from the past hour. The scent of antiseptic is overlaid now with something unmistakably her own: the musky tang of sweat, serum, and desire.

She runs her hands over her body, reacquainting herself with the new contours and heightened sensitivity. Her skin tingles where the suction cups were attached, her breasts feel swollen, and a faint ache pulses deep in her core—a blend of fatigue and lingering, unsatisfied need. She squeezes her thighs together, surprised by the wetness there, the evidence of just how deeply the clinical ordeal has unsettled her.

Her fingers trail across her collar, feeling the heat it still radiates, then drift down to her chest. She cups her breasts, thumbs circling the still-tender nipples, and shivers as sparks shoot through her nerves. The memory of the technician’s hands—impersonal, methodical—mixes with the fantasy of someone else watching, of being studied, desired, controlled. She bites her lip, eyes fluttering closed as a fresh wave of arousal washes through her.

She stops herself, embarrassed. The cameras might still be watching; the totem overhead pulses, quietly logging her every reaction. She sits up, pulling the sheet around her, trying to reclaim some measure of privacy, even though she knows it’s a fiction.

The loneliness of the pen settles over her then—thick and heavy, but also charged. She is exhausted, but her body is alive in ways it has never been before. She wonders about the other girls—about Mira, about Jada—about what it would feel like to surpass them, to win the approval of the handlers, the praise of the crowd. For the first time, she does not flinch from these thoughts. She lets herself imagine what it might be like to yield, not just because she must, but because it is what her body now craves.

She glances at the data tablet on the wall, which glows with her new stats, and at the collar—her inescapable mark of compliance and possibility. The ache in her chest and between her legs is not just shame, but hunger: for more sensation, more control, more of whatever it is the Annex awakens in her.

As her eyes flutter shut, Aria realizes she is already changed. She is not sure whether she is losing herself or finding something new. But for the first time, the anticipation outweighs the fear.

In the hush of the glass, her body thrums with unanswered need, and her story truly begins.


Chapter 3 – Calibration

Aria’s dreams dissolve into a rush of bodily discomfort. She wakes in a tangle of sheets, heart pounding, the air in the pen heavy with a sweetness she can’t place. For a moment she tries to remember where she is—a flash of home, the comfort of her old bed, the absence of the collar. Then she moves, and everything comes rushing back.

Her breasts ache. It’s not the ordinary soreness she knows from running, or even the bruised tenderness from the suction cups and probes the day before. This is different: a heat and fullness that pulses from her chest to her belly, skin tight, nipples so swollen and sensitive that even the brush of the sheet sends a shiver through her. She sits up abruptly, arms crossing to hold herself, and gasps at the sensation—her breasts feel impossibly heavy, swollen, and strange, the skin glossy with a faint film of moisture.

It takes a second to realize the source. She glances down, sees two dark patches staining the front of the intake wrap, the fabric clinging wetly to her. When she touches the edge, her fingers come away sticky, coated in a thin, milky fluid. Panic flares in her chest. She pulls the sheet aside, peering at her body—the wrap is soaked, dampness spreading down over her ribs, pooling beneath her. There’s a faint, musky-sweet scent in the air: unmistakable, new, and deeply shaming.

Milk. Her own.

She scrambles for a towel, hands shaking, desperate to mop up the evidence before the cameras—or, worse, a handler—see her like this. But the towel only smears the milk across her skin, cooling into tacky streaks on her breasts, her belly, her thighs. The harder she scrubs, the more raw her skin becomes, and the faster her breasts seem to leak—little pearly beads forming at her nipples, welling and dripping, impossible to control.

A low chime hums from the ceiling—the data totem’s alert. Aria freezes, staring up at the glowing ring of light above her bed, the pulse of her collar quickening in response. The totem’s soft blue glow dances over her exposed chest, catching the slickness on her skin and throwing it in stark relief. She realizes, with a stab of humiliation, that her every motion is already recorded, every leak logged in some clinical database.

She tries to compose herself, fighting a flush of anger and embarrassment. The shame is deep—more profound than nudity, sharper than pain. Her body is betraying her in ways she’d never imagined, turning her into a spectacle before she’s even left her bed.

But beneath the shame is something more complicated—a guilty, insistent thrum of arousal. The ache in her breasts is not just pain, but a need for touch, for relief. She presses her thighs together, feeling a pulse of warmth bloom between them. The memory of yesterday’s ritual—gloved hands, suction, vibration—returns with a shiver, and her breath comes faster.

She catches her reflection in the glass wall: a girl undone, breasts swollen and shining, intake wrap soaked and half-off, hair wild, cheeks flushed. She looks both vulnerable and transformed. The collar’s light picks out the beads of milk at her nipples, the slick on her skin, the tension in her jaw.

She covers herself as best she can, hugging her knees to her chest, but there’s no way to hide. She is exposed—her body’s secrets made public, her humiliation complete.

And yet, as she waits for the next summons, she cannot quite quell the pulse of curiosity and pride that stirs beneath her shame. Something inside her has changed. Something is just beginning.

A chime cuts through the silence—a precise, clinical sound, impossible to ignore. Aria startles, pulling the damp wrap tighter around herself, feeling the sticky fabric mold to her breasts, each movement making them ache and leak even more. Her heart pounds, not just from embarrassment but from something sharper, a thrill that is equal parts dread and anticipation.

“Asset Chen, proceed to calibration suite. Compliance required,” comes the disembodied voice from the tablet on her wall. The display flashes with her intake number and a live countdown, a not-so-subtle reminder that every hesitation is measured.

She stumbles from the bed, wrapping her arms around her chest as if she can hide the worst of the stains, but it’s hopeless. The wrap is soaked, nearly translucent now, clinging to the curve of her belly and the swollen swell of her breasts. With every step, the slickness rubs her nipples raw against the fabric, making her gasp—a mix of discomfort and involuntary pleasure.

She glances at her reflection as she passes the glass wall: her body is bolder now, changed. Her breasts are larger, skin taut and flushed, beads of milk welling at her nipples despite her best attempts to wipe them away. Her thighs press together, both for modesty and because the ache in her sex—sparked by shame, serum, and her own restless dreams—has not faded.

The corridor outside her pen is already alive with movement. Drones hover in the ceiling corners, their cameras whirring. Down the hallway, other staff and hucows move in their own transparent cells—some glancing up to watch her pass, others turning away. Aria feels every gaze as if it’s a touch, her cheeks burning, her steps uncertain but compelled forward.

Cain’s voice sounds from a hidden speaker, low and almost teasing: “You’re right on schedule, Aria. Our data team is eager to see how you’re adapting.”

She wants to shrink, to disappear into the glass, but there is no escape. Instead, she lifts her chin, swallowing hard, forcing her feet to keep moving. Each step sends a fresh trickle of milk down her belly; the wrap can’t contain her, the cold air making her nipples harden, each movement stoking the tension in her body.

Passing a cluster of staff, she hears a whisper—“First surge already? Good. Promising yield.” She knows they’re talking about her, that the leak, the swelling, all of it is a spectacle meant for their eyes and their data.

She’s led into a wider corridor where two other hucows are waiting—one small and pale, the other with coppery skin and a calm, intimidating stillness. Aria recognizes Jada from the intake lounge, the girl’s posture confident, breasts already impressive beneath her harness. For a moment, Jada’s gaze flicks to Aria’s chest, lips curling in an unmistakable smirk.

“Garment too tight?” Jada murmurs, voice pitched for Aria’s ears alone. “It’ll only get worse.”

Heat floods Aria’s face, but there’s no time to respond. A staff member gestures her forward, the doors to the calibration suite sliding open with a hiss. Inside, the air is crisp and almost sweet, tinged with the scent of antiseptic and something unmistakably feminine—the mix of milk, arousal, and clinical promise.

Aria enters, shoulders back, the shame and desire mingling with a growing, reckless pride. Her body has betrayed her, yes—but it has also made her undeniable.

She is on display, and for the first time, some part of her wants to be seen.

The calibration suite is a theatre of glass and light, designed for spectacle as much as science. Walls of crystal panels reflect Aria’s image from every angle, fracturing her body into a hundred versions—each marked by the same swelling, flushed breasts, and the sticky, humiliating sheen of milk. The air is brisk, carrying the scent of antiseptic and something headier, sweeter: the undeniable musk of arousal and yield.

A group of technicians in clinical whites waits by the central platform. Cain stands nearby, data tablet in hand, gaze sharp but unreadable. Above the platform, holoscreens project a live feed of her stats—yield, heart rate, “orgasm index”—alongside anonymous numbers that can only belong to other girls. Jada’s, Aria is sure, stands out in red: her scores are higher, her data more stable, her body the current standard.

“Up,” says a technician, patting the platform’s surface. Aria climbs up, acutely aware of the way her breasts bounce and leak with each movement. The wrap, meant for modesty, is soaked and useless—every curve, every droplet visible beneath the harsh lights.

The technician fits padded restraints to her wrists and ankles, not cruel but absolute. “Baseline scan,” they announce. “Hold still. Arms above your head, legs apart.”

Aria obeys, face burning as the cameras click and whir. The platform rotates, offering her up for full view—front, side, back, each pose captured. With her arms up, her breasts lift and swell further, milk beading at her nipples and sliding in slow, sticky trails down her skin. The cold air tightens her nipples, making them painfully erect. She can’t help but shiver, both from cold and from the heat of so many eyes upon her.

A second technician steps forward, holding calipers and a scanner. They measure her bust—fingers cool and clinical, pinching and adjusting the flesh, jotting down numbers on the tablet. “Swelling up 18%. Rapid onset, excellent tissue response.” They say it to Cain, but loud enough for the whole room. “Left is slightly fuller. Mark asymmetry.”

Another tech kneels to wipe away a line of milk trailing down Aria’s belly, fingers brisk and impersonal. “Yield increasing. Good. Letdown is strong—she’s already started self-stimulation response.”

Aria bites her lip, unable to stop the flush that sweeps through her. The public commentary is a second humiliation, each clinical note an announcement of her new identity—not just a girl, but an asset, a vessel for the Annex’s data and desire.

She hears the whirr of a suction device powering up, and the tech fits clear silicone cups over her nipples. They hum softly, drawing out more milk in rhythmic pulses, the suction bordering on pleasurable. Her body responds immediately—hips shifting, thighs tensing as arousal floods her belly, shame giving way to an undeniable craving for release.

A third device—a slender probe—traces patterns along her inner thighs, mapping nerve sensitivity. The screen above her flickers: “Orgasm index: 4.1.” She gasps as the probe lingers, its subtle vibrations teasing her until her legs tremble and her breath stutters. The crowd of technicians murmurs, a ripple of excitement and appreciation at her responsiveness.

All the while, the holoscreens update with each measurement, her stats climbing: “Yield: 112ml. Heart Rate: 142. OI: 4.4.”

Cain approaches, standing just close enough for her to smell cedar and the faintest edge of sweat. “You’re adapting quickly, Aria. The Annex loves a fast learner.” His gaze lingers on her chest, then flicks to her face, and she can see approval—and the promise of further trials.

As the calibration ends, the devices are removed, her breasts wiped, but the ache remains. Her body thrums with unmet need, nipples still leaking, skin alive and raw. She is left in the restraints for a final scan, exposed and helpless before the holoscreens and the watching staff.

“Prepare for comparative assessment,” a tech announces. The restraints release, but Aria is slow to move—her legs weak, mind dizzy from the mix of shame, arousal, and pride. She steps down, wrap forgotten, body bared, and stands waiting as the next phase of her humiliation and awakening begins.

The calibration suite transforms from a clinical theatre to a stage for spectacle. The holoscreens ripple, data totems rotating to spotlight the new focus: Comparative Assessment—Yield & Orgasm Index: Live. The technicians murmur and reposition, eager for the show. Cain stands back, arms folded, eyes flicking from one girl to the next as if weighing their potential.

Jada enters, confident and composed, wearing only a fitted clinical harness that leaves nothing to the imagination. Her frame is powerful—broad-shouldered, copper-skinned, every muscle honed from months (or years) inside the Annex. Her breasts are even fuller than Aria remembered, high and perfect, her nipples already beaded with milk beneath the clear silicone cups attached to her harness. Her stride is easy; she owns the room.

Aria is positioned beside her, data totem humming overhead, stats ready to be broadcast for all to see. A technician steps between them, calibrating each totem, reading out the numbers in a crisp, formal tone. “Subject Chen, Aria: Yield—112ml, Orgasm Index—4.4. Subject Rivers, Jada: Yield—164ml, Orgasm Index—5.1.”

The numbers flash across the screens, color-coded for the crowd: Jada’s in commanding red, Aria’s still climbing blue. The staff murmur, and Aria feels the weight of every gaze—some clinical, some appreciative, some predatory. The scent in the air is thicker now: milk, sweat, a trace of perfume from the staff. Her own arousal hums at the back of her throat, shame and hunger intertwined.

Jada turns, cool and amused, looking Aria up and down. “You’re off to a quick start,” she says, her tone equal parts encouragement and warning. “First surge always feels like a curse, but you’ll learn to love it.”

Aria’s cheeks burn. The technicians adjust her stance, nudging her feet apart, tilting her chin so the cameras can capture every angle. The harness on Jada tightens with a soft whirr, lifting her breasts higher, squeezing out another trickle of milk that slides down her skin and is caught in the reservoir below. Aria feels the heat between her legs flare at the sight—half jealousy, half awe.

The public comparison is relentless. The holoscreens split: one side showing Aria’s stats, the other Jada’s. Their bodies are mapped in colored outlines, differences in breast volume, muscle density, and “yield zones” highlighted for the staff and, by extension, the entire Annex. Every reaction is logged: Aria’s nipples hardening in the cold, Jada’s slight arch of her back, both their pulses racing in time with the data totem’s light.

A technician steps forward with a small vibrating probe, pressing it to Jada’s inner thigh. “Sensitivity calibration,” they announce, turning to Aria and repeating the process. The device buzzes, sending a jolt through Aria’s leg and up to her sex; her thighs quiver, and her breath escapes in a ragged sigh. The holoscreen spikes: “Orgasm Index—4.9.”

Jada glances at her, eyes glittering. “First time’s always the worst. Or the best, depending on who’s watching.”

Cain moves in, his gaze clinical but hungry for data. “Good, girls. Keep your focus. Remember, the Annex rewards not just yield, but adaptability.” He gives Aria a look that lingers just a moment too long, making her blush deepen, her chest rise and fall with short, shivery breaths.

The session ends with both girls side by side, the data totems spinning overhead, milk dripping into cups, their stats frozen on the screens for the staff to compare and discuss. Jada offers Aria a small, secretive smile—rivalry and camaraderie in equal measure.

“You’ll outgrow that wrap by noon,” Jada murmurs as they’re led apart. “If you last.”

As Aria is escorted from the chamber, her body aches from the inside out—breasts heavy and leaking, thighs trembling, sex throbbing with unsatisfied need. The humiliation is sharp, but beneath it, pride and longing spark to life. She has been measured, compared, and found wanting—but she is here, and she is determined to rise.

The competitive heat lingers in her veins, more intoxicating than any drug. For the first time, Aria feels not just exposed, but awakened.

Back in her pen, Aria feels like a different person. The door seals behind her with its signature hush, but the silence isn’t comforting—it’s charged, alive with echoes of everything that’s just happened. Her skin is damp with the ghost of the suction cups, tingling where the technicians’ gloved hands and vibrating probes have left their mark. Her breasts feel huge and sore, hot to the touch, milk still beading at her nipples and sliding in sticky trails down her belly.

She strips away the intake wrap—it’s hopelessly soaked, torn, clinging to her in patches—and stands naked in the cold light. She turns slowly before the glass, examining her reflection from every angle. Her breasts are undeniably larger, skin stretched and faintly luminous, nipples flushed and impossibly sensitive. She lifts them with trembling hands, feeling the new weight and the wet slip of milk over her fingers. There is wonder in the gesture—disbelief and secret pride.

Her thighs press together. The arousal that has been building all morning refuses to fade. Every small movement sends a fresh pulse of pleasure through her. She can still feel the ghost of the vibrator on her inner thigh, the suction’s rhythm, the lingering buzz of being compared, measured, exposed beside Jada. The memory brings another gush of milk and a flush of heat that sweeps from her cheeks to her core.

Aria sits on the edge of the bed, legs spread, breathing hard. Her hands drift over her body—down her belly, between her thighs—exploring the slickness there. She finds herself touching, tentative at first, then bolder, as if testing the new boundaries of what’s possible. The shame is still there, but it’s softened now, replaced by curiosity and a reckless craving for sensation.

She imagines the cameras watching, the data totem overhead pulsing with every spike in her pulse and temperature. Her collar tightens, the subtle buzz at her throat syncing with the rise and fall of her chest. She lets herself moan, quiet and desperate, the sound muffled by the sheets as her fingers circle and tease, bringing herself to the edge—not quite tipping over, but learning what this new body can do, how easily it answers the Annex’s touch.

When she finally stops, trembling and spent, the room feels different. She’s still alone, but the loneliness has changed shape. It’s no longer just emptiness; it’s anticipation, possibility. She lies back, arms flung wide, milk still leaking, sheets beneath her growing damp again.

For the first time, she lets herself want more—not just relief, but attention, praise, the thrill of being watched and measured and compared. She thinks of Jada, of the technicians’ hands, of Cain’s lingering gaze. The shame hasn’t disappeared, but it’s joined by something sharper and more dangerous: pride.

Her body is a map of new boundaries and new hungers. As she drifts toward sleep, she presses a palm over her swollen chest, fingers grazing the collar, and wonders what she will become—how much she will yield, and what she will demand in return.

She knows, with absolute certainty, that this is only the beginning.


Chapter 4 – Logical Panic

Morning in the Annex brings no softness—only bright, unyielding light that reveals every change, every failure of Aria’s control. She wakes on sweat-damp sheets, the data totem’s quiet hum above her already tracking her heart rate, skin temperature, and—she knows without looking—her ever-rising yield. The air is thick with the scent of milk and her own anxious, hormonal sweat.

Aria rolls onto her back, hands flying instantly to her chest. The transformation is undeniable. Her breasts are larger—impossibly so, skin stretched glossy and thin, nipples flushed a dark, needy pink. Even the gentlest brush of her palm sends a tremor through her body. Milky fluid beads and slips down her sides, pooling in the hollow of her ribs, soaking the remains of the intake wrap she’s tried to salvage.

She groans in frustration, blinking away tears. “It’s just protocol,” she whispers, reciting the mantra she built for herself in the days before. “I am not my body. I am data. I am numbers.” But her body betrays her with every breath, every involuntary clench of her thighs, every ache that radiates out from her swollen breasts.

She sits up, dragging the sheet around her shoulders. The data tablet by her bed glows with her stats: Yield: 184ml (since midnight). Orgasm Index: 2.2. Sleep Quality: 64%. She tries to focus on the numbers, finds herself tracking trends, mentally drafting a chart—anything to keep her mind from the raw physicality of her transformation.

She attempts to bind her chest for modesty, tearing strips from the ruined intake wrap, winding them around her breasts. But the pressure only makes things worse—the fabric digs in, milk wells up and leaks down her belly, nipples stiffening against the roughness. She gasps, equal parts pain and reluctant pleasure. When she stands, the binding unravels almost at once, her new curves too much for any makeshift cover.

Angry, humiliated, she stands before the glass wall and tries to will herself invisible. Her reflection is unrecognizable: her hair wild, skin flushed, breasts swollen and leaking, hips fuller than she remembers. There’s a rawness in her face that both frightens and excites her—a girl stripped to her most basic elements, nothing left to hide.

Her hands stray downward, pressing against her thighs, feeling the dampness there, the ache that started as shame and has become something hungrier. She catches herself, breath shallow, cheeks burning. “Stop it,” she hisses. “Think.”

But her mind spirals: every attempt to logic her way out only makes her more aware of her body, more desperate to escape—or to be caught.

A chime sounds at the door. The ritual of exposure is about to begin again, and Aria knows she’s failed before she’s even started. Her body is no longer hers to reason with. It’s becoming something else—something the Annex wants, something she is terrified to admit she wants too.

The chime repeats, sharper this time—a summons with no room for hesitation. Aria’s pulse leaps. She wipes at her chest with the last dry edge of the sheet, but the leaking continues, fresh beads of milk blooming as fast as she can clear them. Her nipples are swollen and dark, skin prickling from cold and overuse. She tries again to wrap her chest, but the fabric slips uselessly from her hands. There is no way to hide.

The door glides open. Two technicians wait, one holding a data tablet, the other a small clear container marked YIELD SAMPLE. Their eyes slide over Aria, cataloguing every inch—her swollen breasts, the milk running freely, the flush rising up her throat. She draws herself up, chin high, trying to muster dignity, but the heat between her thighs and the sticky dampness of her skin betray her.

“Intake wrap’s no good,” one of the techs notes clinically, jotting it down. “Surge response confirmed. Asset’s swelling ahead of schedule.”

The corridor is busy—other hucows being led to their own calibrations, staff moving briskly, drones hovering. As Aria steps into the hall, she feels eyes following her, curious, amused, some tinged with open hunger. Her breasts bounce with every step, milk streaking down her sides, the air alive with the scent of lactation and antiseptic.

At the data station, the second technician gestures for her to stand on the scale. She obeys, cheeks burning as her stats flash across the screen: weight up, body fat percentage recalculated, breast circumference measured by an automated scanner that orbits her chest with a cool hum.

“Yield collection,” the first tech says. With no warning, she fits soft suction cups over Aria’s nipples, the device purring to life. The gentle, rhythmic pull is overwhelming. Aria’s head drops, breath catching, as milk flows into the clear container—more than before, the sound of it trickling loud in the hush of the corridor.

Another tech—this one young, with an unsympathetic smile—leans in, voice pitched just loud enough for nearby staff to hear: “Getting heavy, aren’t you? You’ll be on a new harness by lunch if you keep this up.”

The others snicker, but the laughter is edged with interest, even admiration. One of the handlers murmurs, “Best first-week surge I’ve seen in months.”

Aria closes her eyes, heat racing up her spine. She wants to disappear, but the suction, the eyes, the public commentary are impossible to ignore. Her body betrays her, hips shifting as arousal prickles along every nerve. The suction cups seem to draw not just milk but shame and reluctant pleasure, leaving her shaking, nipples throbbing and sensitive long after the cups are removed.

When the sample is full, the tech detaches the cups with a soft pop. Aria’s breasts feel emptier, but still ache, still leak. The technician marks down the yield—“231ml, excellent”—and waves her forward to the next station, where photos are taken, her posture adjusted by cool, clinical hands. Every angle is captured: breasts, belly, thighs, the gleam of wetness on her skin.

“She’s holding well,” one staffer says, not bothering to hide a smile. “Let’s see if that composure lasts when the next booster hits.”

The public ritual is over as quickly as it began. But Aria knows the humiliation—and the secret, forbidden thrill it awakens in her—will linger long after she returns to her cell.

The calibration room is colder than before, the glass walls fogged with condensation from the yield tests. Aria is led in, still bare-chested, her body marked with streaks of milk, her nipples aching and swollen from the suction. She tries to hold herself with dignity, but the pulse of her collar and the weight of her breasts make every movement clumsy, every breath a reminder of her changed reality.

A semicircle of staff waits with data tablets in hand, holoscreens flickering behind them. Her stats—yield, orgasm index, heart rate, fluid loss—are displayed in brutal clarity. Next to her numbers, Jada’s and Mira’s run in neat, color-coded columns: Jada’s stats climbing steadily, Mira’s yield marked as “Bronze Tier—Mentor.” Aria can’t help but glance at the numbers, heat crawling up her cheeks.

Cain stands at the center, reading her stats aloud. “Asset Chen: morning yield 231ml, orgasm index 2.2—lower than yesterday but trending up. Swelling significant, tissue response is optimal. Surpassing first-week benchmarks.”

The staff nod, murmuring their approval, but their words cut into Aria’s composure, slicing away any illusion that she’s just another patient or volunteer. She is a set of metrics, a spectacle, an experiment on display.

Another technician chimes in, tapping her tablet, “Yield up 35% since intake. Leakage is now constant. Compare to Rivers, Jada—who plateaued at day four, then spiked with the first public duel.” She gestures to the holoscreen, which now loops video of Jada in an earlier session: breasts full and gleaming, milk flooding the collection cups, face slack with a mixture of humiliation and pleasure. The image is both a warning and a promise.

Cain steps closer, his eyes on Aria’s chest. “Swelling’s faster than average. The L-92 seems to be working well. We’ll try a booster at midday. Thoughts?”

“Potential for a second surge,” a staff member answers, “but monitor for fatigue. Her composure is slipping already. Might be worth calibrating with a longer suction or vibration cycle.”

Aria’s skin tingles at their words. The clinical discussion of her body—her pleasure, her failures, her future—becomes a new humiliation, but also something sharper, more dangerous. The more they talk about her, the more she can’t ignore the pulse of arousal, the desperate ache for attention, even if it comes in the form of critique.

She tries to keep her expression neutral, but her body betrays her. Her nipples harden under the scrutiny, a fresh bead of milk forming at the tip. The collar hums, registering her heart rate spike, projecting the data for all to see.

“Orgasm index rising,” the technician notes with clinical satisfaction. “She responds well to observation.”

Cain gives Aria a final, lingering look, his smile half-conspiratorial, half-cruel. “Keep yielding, Miss Chen. The Annex values a girl who learns to let go.”

Aria is dismissed, her legs weak, skin alive with shame and reluctant pride. She realizes she’s becoming what they want—what the data demands—whether she likes it or not.

The session ends, but Aria is given no time to collect herself. Instead, she’s escorted back through the bright, exposed corridor that runs past the staff lounge and the other hucows’ pens. Her arms fold across her chest, more out of instinct than hope—her breasts are far too swollen to hide, and the thin wrap she’s been given hangs uselessly open, already spotted with fresh milk.

Jada is waiting just outside the lounge, leaning casually against the glass, arms folded under her chest. She radiates confidence, every inch of her a studied contrast to Aria’s embarrassment—hair coiled, posture loose, harness cinched snug around breasts that seem to have grown even fuller since their last meeting. Her gaze flicks over Aria, lingering with a smirk on the way the new surge has stretched her body. A few staffers hover nearby, watching the exchange with thinly veiled amusement.

“Trying to hide it?” Jada calls, voice loud enough for all to hear. “Don’t bother. We all see it—and so does the data.” Her eyes drop pointedly to the dribble of milk running down Aria’s belly. “You’ll never get ahead trying to fight the program. Only way out is through.”

Aria flushes, biting down on a retort. One of the handlers grins, pulling out his data tablet. “Rivers has a point. But maybe our new star would like to prove her discipline.” He turns to the staff. “Asset Chen—let’s see if she can last an hour without leaking or touching herself. Winner gets a dessert; loser gets extra training.”

Laughter ripples through the group. Aria tries to nod, shoulders squared, forcing a show of compliance. But even standing still is impossible: her nipples are already leaking, breasts heavy and throbbing, the faintest brush of the wrap against her skin sending fresh shudders through her body.

The challenge is announced on the holoscreen: NEW ASSET CONTROL TEST—YIELD RESTRAINT: 1 HOUR. The timer begins to count down as all eyes fall on Aria.

At first she holds herself rigid, clenching every muscle, trying to focus on numbers and breathing. But the heat in her body is relentless, the urge to squeeze or soothe her aching breasts only growing. The wrap grows wetter by the minute, beads of milk running over her hands, down her belly, forming a tiny, humiliating puddle at her feet.

Staff pass by, some whispering, some openly watching. Jada moves closer, her tone mocking but not without sympathy. “You can’t win, you know. They make us need it—make us want it. Let go, and it gets easier.”

Aria lasts less than fifteen minutes before her body rebels. She cups her breasts, desperate to stem the leaking, only to cry out as the touch sends another rush of milk down her body, pleasure and shame peaking together. The holoscreen flashes: TEST FAILED—UNCONTROLLED YIELD.

The staff clap in mock approval. “Extra training for you tonight, Miss Chen,” one handler calls, already marking it in her file.

Aria stands, trembling and mortified—but beneath the humiliation is something dark and addictive. She glances at Jada, who gives her a quick, knowing wink. The failure, the public spectacle, the enforced surrender—it all churns into a single, burning desire to prove herself, to outlast, to out-yield, to be seen as more.

As the crowd disperses, the timer still glowing in defeat, Aria realizes she’s trembling not just from shame, but from excitement. Every loss in this place is a new threshold—and she is learning just how much she craves the challenge.

The corridor’s bustle fades as Aria is guided back to her pen, her skin still prickling with the ghost of hands, eyes, and data. The door hisses shut, sealing her in the now-familiar silence, but it’s not peace she feels. Instead, it’s the dense, buzzing aftereffect of public exposure: the memory of Jada’s taunts, the handler’s laughter, her own body’s spectacular failure. It all lingers, hot and insistent, just beneath her skin.

She lets the useless intake wrap slip to the floor, unable to stand the clammy, milk-sodden fabric against her body. Naked, she stands before the mirrored glass, examining herself—not out of shame, but out of a hungry, almost scientific curiosity. Her breasts are enormous now, flushed and aching, skin stretched to shining tightness, nipples still leaking in slow, steady pulses. Each breath lifts and swells them further, the weight at once exhausting and arousing.

Her fingers drift over the taut skin, tracing stretch marks, cupping the new, impossible fullness. Milk beads and drips with the lightest touch, sending sparks of sensation straight to her core. She remembers the way the staff watched her, how the room hummed with attention as her body surrendered—how the challenge of restraint had only deepened her craving for release.

She sits on the edge of her bed, thighs parted, hands wandering over her body: belly, hips, then up to her breasts, kneading gently until milk runs down her fingers. There’s no way to stop it—her body has become a thing for yielding, for sensation. The shame she’d felt at her loss in the corridor is already shifting, twisting into something darker and more addictive: a thrill at being measured, compared, corrected. She remembers Jada’s wink, the data totem’s relentless recording, and a low moan escapes her lips.

She gives in, fingers teasing her nipples, the milk flowing faster, her other hand drifting between her thighs. The collar hums, recording her pulse, her stats, her surrender. This time, she doesn’t fight it. She lets her body feel everything—the ache, the pleasure, the liquid heat that builds with each squeeze and roll of her breast, the slick pressure between her legs.

When she comes, it is as much a release of fear as of pleasure—a shuddering, helpless yielding that leaves her boneless and gasping, milk slicking her chest and belly, thighs shaking. The data totem pulses, stats updating overhead. For a moment, she lies utterly spent, eyes closed, heart thudding in her ears.

After, she cleans herself as best she can, moving slowly, reverently. Her body is not just the Annex’s property now; it is her proof of survival, her challenge, her new self. She crawls under the thin sheet, wrapping herself tight, and lets herself dream—not of escape, but of triumph, of out-yielding them all, of turning her transformation into victory.

The fear has not left her. But it is joined now by pride and anticipation, and a hunger for the next test—a hunger she will no longer deny.


Chapter 5 – Harness Punishment

The morning arrives with a heaviness Aria cannot shake. The usual brightness of the pen feels harsh, pressing against her closed eyes even before she’s truly awake. She shifts beneath the thin sheet, her whole body sore—breasts painfully swollen, muscles aching, every nerve over-sensitized from the day before. There is a dull, thudding ache behind her eyes, as if her body is warning her that she has finally reached some limit.

For the first time since entering the Annex, she feels a genuine reluctance to move. Her arms and legs are slow to obey, her head fuzzy with the residue of too many orgasms, not enough rest, and the endless churning of adrenaline and shame. The air is thick with the scent of milk—her own, sour and sweet, sticky on her chest and belly. She blinks, looking down to find the sheets beneath her stained, her skin glossed with the evidence of another restless night.

The data tablet by her bed chirps for attention. Aria drags herself upright, ignoring the sheets that cling to her skin, and checks her stats through bleary eyes:

Yield (midnight–0600): 97ml (↓).

Orgasm Index: 0.8 (↓).

Compliance Status: FLAGGED—UNDERPERFORMANCE.

Note: Correction Protocol Pending.

A bolt of shame cuts through her fatigue. She’d been so proud, so hungry to impress, and now her numbers are slipping—yield down, body sluggish, the endless leaking slowing to a slow, aching drip. She cups her breasts, finding them hot and heavy, the skin stretched tight and sore. The nipples are still leaking, but the flow is less urgent, more a sign of exhaustion than stimulation.

She stands, wobbling, her legs weak, and tries to coax more milk from her body—squeezing, kneading, rubbing at her breasts with increasing frustration. Only a thin trickle comes, more pain than relief, and the ache in her arms and chest tells her she’s close to some unseen edge.

“It’s just a dip,” she whispers to herself, forcing calm. “Bodies fluctuate. I can catch up.” But as she looks at her own reflection in the glass—eyes shadowed, lips bitten, hair wild and tangled—she isn’t sure. Shame and fear swirl together. If she can’t perform, what is she here for? If she stops yielding, will the Annex simply correct her—replace her, forget her?

Desperate to regain control, Aria tries to steel her mind, cycling through mantras, focusing on numbers. But the very act of resisting her own fatigue only makes things worse. Her body feels foreign, unruly, on the verge of betraying her in new, deeper ways.

The data totem overhead blinks yellow—a warning, a promise.

Correction Protocol Pending.

Aria’s heart sinks. She knows what’s coming next.

The summons arrives before Aria can muster the energy for breakfast—a sharp, mechanical tone that vibrates through her collar and into her chest. The data tablet lights up in urgent red: “Report to Training Bay 3. Correction Protocol: Immediate.” There is no time for doubt, no space for self-pity. In the Annex, flagged performance means one thing: discipline.

Her body aches as she moves. Each step is a small rebellion—muscles protesting, breasts swinging heavy and sore, the leak now little more than a languid drip from raw, swollen nipples. She pulls on the loose, synthetic shift left for her, but the fabric clings uncomfortably, catching at every sensitive swell and curve. By the time she steps into the corridor, her legs feel unsteady, the light too bright, her skin exposed and tender.

The corridors are empty this early, save for the occasional staffer or a drone whirring by overhead. Aria’s mind races, a loop of dread and longing tangling together—part of her wants to shrink from punishment, another part, deeper and hotter, wants the correction, wants to be put back in her place.

At the end of the hall, the doors to Training Bay 3 stand open. Inside, the space is clinical and imposing—metal rails, padded benches, an array of restraint harnesses and clinical equipment gleaming under rows of LED lights. The centerpiece is unmistakable: the auto-tightening harness, its thick straps gleaming with fresh polish, milking cups and sensors dangling with the promise of use.

Cain stands beside it, arms folded, crook staff leaning against the table. His presence fills the room—broad-shouldered, posture relaxed but predatory, cedar scent cutting through the sterile air. He looks up as Aria enters, a wolfish smile curving his mouth.

“Good morning, Aria.” His voice is rich, almost cheerful, but laced with something sharper. “Did you enjoy your rest? Or did you just forget why you’re here?”

She stands straighter, ignoring the heat rising in her face. “I’m sorry—”

He cuts her off with a raised hand, the smile widening. “Sorry isn’t data. Yield is data. And yours, this morning, is abysmal.” He circles her slowly, eyes lingering on her chest, the sheen of dried milk, the bruised flush of her nipples. “You know what happens to assets who hold back?”

She shakes her head, throat dry, fear and anticipation warring in her chest.

“They’re corrected,” Cain says, voice dropping low. He gestures to the harness. “Step up. Strip down. The Annex will remind you what your body is for.”

Aria hesitates only a moment before slipping the shift from her shoulders, baring her body to the cold air and Cain’s gaze. She steps to the platform, heart hammering, breasts heavy and leaking again—her fear and humiliation stirring something raw and urgent deep inside.

Cain helps her into the harness, his touch practiced, impersonal but firm. Straps tighten around her waist, thighs, and chest, lifting and separating her breasts, framing them for the milking cups. Each cinch is deliberate, biting just enough to make her gasp. “Yield is the only measure here, Aria,” he murmurs, fingers grazing the sensitive skin below her breasts as he snaps the last buckle closed. “Don’t make us do this twice.”

He fits the milking cups to her nipples, cold silicone tugging as suction builds, then attaches the pulse sensors to her collar, belly, and inner thighs. The tail-plug and clitoral stimulator rest on a padded tray, in full view—a silent promise of what comes next if her data disappoints again.

Cain steps back, arms folded, watching her. “The harness will correct you. You know what you need to do.”

A group of staff enter quietly, settling in to observe, data tablets ready. Other hucows, in harnesses or shifts, are lined up at the far wall, eyes on Aria and the show about to begin.

Humiliation, fear, and anticipation burn through her, sharper than ever. Her body trembles, not just from exhaustion, but from the hungry, reckless hope for punishment—and the chance to redeem herself under Cain’s gaze.

The room is silent but for the hum of the machines, the whirr of the data totem, and the sharp click of Cain’s shoes as he circles Aria on the training platform. Her body is held open, every joint fixed in perfect exposure: harness biting at her hips, the bands beneath her breasts lifting them until they feel swollen and impossibly heavy. Her nipples are dark and engorged, the milking cups hovering like a threat.

Cain’s hands move with clinical assurance—never lingering where comfort might be found, but always exact, always purposeful. When he selects the plug, holding it up for the gathered staff and hucows to see, a fresh wave of heat rushes through Aria. The plug is bigger than she expected, the tip glazed in cold, slippery gel. The anticipation is as sharp as fear.

“Correction isn’t cruelty,” Cain announces for the audience, voice smooth as glass. “Correction is transformation. The body resists, the body yields, the body learns its true purpose.”

With one gloved hand, he spreads her cheeks, exposing her utterly. She feels the cool, clinical pressure at her entrance, the tip pressing in, slow and relentless. She tenses—instinct, shame, arousal all at war—but the harness responds, the straps tightening fractionally, forcing her to exhale, to soften, to accept.

The plug slips in, stretching her open in a slow, unyielding glide. She bites her lip, the line between humiliation and pleasure vanishing. Once it’s seated, she can feel its presence with every pulse of her heart, the weight of it resting deep inside her. Cain taps a control, and the device buzzes to life—first a subtle, teasing vibration, then stronger, syncing to the rhythm of the milking machine.

Staff adjust the milking cups, attaching them to her nipples with a pop and a gentle, insistent suction. Instantly, milk flows into the clear tubing, the sound of it joining the background hum of the machines. The suction intensifies with every data dip, and when Aria’s muscles tense or her breathing catches, the plug vibrates harder, the harness biting just enough to make her gasp and relax.

The public nature of her punishment becomes the spectacle’s core. Staff watch her closely, noting every tremor, every gasp. Some hucows in waiting gasp in sympathy, others watch with undisguised longing. A technician calls out the live stats as her body responds:

“Yield: Rising.

Orgasm Index: 3.1 and climbing.

Pulse: Elevated.

Plug compliance: 89%—good.”

Cain stands at her shoulder, his presence both judge and reward. “You want to control yourself, Aria?” His tone is low, meant for her alone. “Let go. Don’t hold back. Show us what the Annex made you for.”

The harness tightens again, squeezing her breasts and forcing the milking cups deeper onto her nipples. The plug pulses in quick, brutal bursts—each vibration forcing her to shudder, thighs straining uselessly against the restraints. The shame is unbearable: she is leaking, moaning, her body’s surrender on display, all data logged and compared in real time.

But surrender is not simply defeat. As the minutes stretch on, the waves of pleasure build—humiliation fusing with heat until Aria feels herself tipping into a new state, a kind of ecstatic helplessness. Her first orgasm comes fast, wrung from her by the unrelenting buzz of the plug and the greedy pull of the cups. Milk floods the machine, stats spike, and the staff murmur their approval.

The harness relaxes briefly, but the plug continues, the machine refusing to let her rest. The pattern is clear: resist, and the harness punishes; yield, and the plug rewards. Her orgasms come in helpless, involuntary bursts—each one reducing her further, every moan and leak projected on the holoscreen, every climax another datapoint in her correction.

Cain’s hand comes to rest on her shoulder, grounding her as her cries turn to whimpers. “That’s it, Aria. Let it happen. You belong to the process now.”

She loses track of time—body shaking, muscles aching, breasts emptied and refilled, each orgasm leaving her more open, more vulnerable, more desperate to please. The plug vibrates deep inside her, coaxing, demanding, teaching her body to obey.

When at last the harness loosens, the plug slows to a stop, and the suction cups are removed, Aria is boneless and gasping, her skin flushed, hair plastered to her cheeks with sweat and milk. Her body feels transformed, nerves thrumming, every inch marked by the Annex’s discipline.

The staff log her final stats:

Yield: 358ml (↑↑)

Orgasm Index: 5.6 (NEW HIGH)

Pulse: Steady.

Compliance: RESTORED.

Cain removes the harness, but leaves the plug in place—her mark of correction, a reminder that pleasure and punishment are now inseparable. He lifts her gently down from the frame, and for a moment she leans into his hold, dizzy with exhaustion and a wild, flickering pride.

She is spent, wrung out, but deeply changed. The Annex’s training is working—her submission is not just required, but wanted.

Cain guides Aria to a padded bench in a curtained recovery nook. A tech approaches, spreading cool aloe gel over her swollen breasts and the reddened marks from the harness. The touch is gentle, not clinical now but caring, letting Aria’s breath settle and her body calm.

Cain sits at her side, his tone softened. “You did well, Aria. The data is clear—sometimes it takes a correction to reach your potential. Remember this feeling. The Annex wants you to thrive, even when you’re pushed.”

He shows her the tablet: the spike in her yield, the high compliance score. “You’re not being punished. You’re being made ready.”

Aria closes her eyes, letting pride and gratitude mingle with exhaustion. The staff’s attention is no longer mocking but respectful, even admiring. Her body aches, but in the afterglow, she feels strong—rebuilt through discipline and pleasure.

She is beginning to understand what it means to belong.

Returned to her pen, Aria moves slowly—body battered, nerves raw, mind echoing with Cain’s words and the relentless surge of the machines. She’s still naked, the plug firmly seated inside her, a constant, throbbing presence that makes every movement a reminder of her correction. Her breasts are tender but lighter, skin warm where aloe lingers, nipples still sensitive enough that the brush of air makes her shiver.

She paces the narrow space, arms hugging her chest, feeling both fragile and transformed. The shame of public use is still there—a sting when she recalls her moans, the flood of milk, the helpless way her body surrendered to discipline. But the shame is blurred now, overlaid with something stronger: pride in how much she could take, how many times she could let go, how far her body could be pushed and still yield.

The data totem above hums quietly, displaying her updated stats in glowing blue:

Yield: 358ml

Orgasm Index: 5.6

Compliance: RESTORED

For the first time, she does not feel like a failure. Instead, she feels marked and chosen, the plug a private badge of her transformation. When she touches the base, a faint vibration pulses, not enough to overwhelm, but enough to keep her on edge—never fully at rest, always aware of her new limits.

Aria sits on the edge of her bed, legs spread, back straight. She lets her hand wander from the collar at her throat, down to her chest, tracing the pink lines from the harness, then lower, cupping the fullness of her breasts. Her fingers squeeze gently, milk beading at her nipples, the ache now almost pleasurable.

She slides her hand between her thighs, touching where the plug sits, pressing until a ripple of sensation climbs her spine. She moans, softly, unashamed—offering her surrender to the watching totem, to Cain’s memory, to the Annex itself.

As her arousal builds again, she doesn’t fight it. She lets her hips move, the motion driving the plug deeper, pleasure and discipline fused together. She doesn’t climax—she savors the tension, lets it stretch, learning to love the feeling of being kept just on the edge, owned by the process, by her own hunger.

She whispers into the silence, “Yield is the only measure,” and for the first time, she means it.

Exhausted, satisfied, and aching for more, Aria curls up beneath the thin sheet, the plug’s weight a comfort, her body alive with memory and anticipation.

In the darkness, pride blooms—a seed planted by punishment, watered by pleasure. She is learning what it means to belong, to give herself over, to be remade by discipline and desire. And already, she is hungry for whatever the Annex will demand next.


Chapter 6 – Training Escalation

The pen is washed in early light, but it feels colder than ever. Aria wakes tangled in her sheets, every nerve on edge, the plug still lodged inside her—no longer punishing, but ever-present, a silent claim on her body. She lies still for a long moment, feeling the throb in her hips, the ache in her belly, the weight and heat of her breasts pressed heavy against her ribs. The memory of yesterday’s discipline lingers in every twitch and soreness.

When she shifts, the plug’s subtle pressure sends a pulse up her spine. She gasps, thighs clenching, unable to ignore the reminder of her correction, her compliance. Her breasts are more swollen than ever—skin taut and tender, nipples sticky with leaked milk that glues the thin sheet to her chest. She peels it away, grimacing at the mess: dried streaks of white, skin flushed and feverish, a musky tang in the air that is unmistakably her own.

She sits on the edge of her bed, arms wrapped around her knees, watching the blue glow of the data totem as it floats above, silently tracking every breath, every flutter in her pulse.

Yield: 71ml (since midnight). Orgasm Index: 1.2. Compliance: STABLE.

A faint thrill of pride blooms, mingled with dread—she remembers the warning in Cain’s eyes, the pressure to perform, and the rumour whispered among the girls: today she’ll receive her first booster. The one that turns a “good asset” into a star.

Her body aches for relief, but her mind is restless, cycling between hope and fear. She imagines Dr Vane’s cool gaze, the gloved hands of the staff, the sting of the syringe, and the aftermath—the swelling, the leaking, the hunger for touch that she’s already begun to crave.

A new directive pings on the wall tablet:

“Prepare for performance review. Remove plug, shower, report to Clinical Suite 2. Delay will result in corrective penalties.”

Aria moves slowly, pulling herself upright, hands moving to the base of the plug. The removal is as humiliating as its insertion—a slow, stretching ache, followed by a gush of sensation as her muscles finally relax. She moans, low and breathy, unable to suppress the raw relief. Her body is slick, thighs sticky, skin marked where the harness and plug pressed into her most private places.

She shuffles to the shower stall in the corner, letting the hot water sluice over her, washing away the milk and sweat and shame. She scrubs every inch, but her skin tingles with anticipation, hunger mounting with each passing minute. The plug’s absence leaves her feeling hollow and exposed—longing, somehow, for the control it enforced.

When she’s clean, she towels off, catching her reflection in the glass: flushed cheeks, eyes bright with nerves, hair wild, body swollen and ready. She is more changed than she ever imagined she could be, and the day has barely begun.

Aria dresses in the provided wrap—loose, barely adequate for her size now—and waits at the pen door, heart hammering. Today is not about survival, but about transformation. She is ready to become something new, or to be unmade in the attempt.

The door slides open, and she steps into the future the Annex has prepared for her—naked, hungry, and more alive than she has ever been.

The clinical suite is a chamber of cold light and polished glass, every surface scrubbed to a mirrored sheen. Aria steps inside barefoot, her wrap clinging damply to her hips, breasts threatening to spill out with every uncertain breath. She shivers in the overcooled air, but her skin is hot—flushed from nerves, and the lingering aftermath of the plug.

Dr Vane stands at the center of the room, pristine in her lab coat, menthol perfume sharpening the sterile air. Her presence is formidable—tall, elegant, eyes cutting through Aria’s attempts at composure. Around her, staff consult data tablets, murmuring as they review Aria’s stats. The data totem hovers over the main exam bed, already streaming her numbers to the holoscreen:

Yield: 71ml | Orgasm Index: 1.2 | Compliance: Stable | Swelling: Marked

“Good morning, Aria.” Dr Vane’s voice is crisp, coolly reassuring and implacable. “You’ve performed well—your curve is impressive. But the next phase is critical. We expect to see not just consistency, but true escalation. Do you understand what’s expected of you?”

Aria nods, swallowing hard, her pride mingling with a knot of anxiety. “Yes, Doctor.”

“Excellent. Remove your wrap and lie back. Let us see the effects of yesterday’s correction.” Dr Vane gestures to the padded exam table, and Aria obeys, baring her body to the lights, the hungry gaze of the staff, and the flickering lens of the data tablet.

As Aria reclines, the staff begin their inspection—measuring the circumference of her breasts, pressing and probing for tenderness, checking the firmness of her nipples and the tension in her skin. One records the data aloud; another photographs her from every angle. Milk wells up at the slightest touch, trickling over Dr Vane’s gloved hand as she pinches Aria’s nipple, watching her face for any sign of resistance.

“Yield is excellent, and swelling is on target. You’re adapting quickly.” Dr Vane’s praise is real, but her eyes are sharp. “But remember: if you fall behind, the correction will be much less pleasant.”

A staffer preps her arm, swabbing the inside of her elbow. Dr Vane holds up the syringe, the liquid inside pale pink, faintly iridescent. “This booster will accelerate the next surge. It will feel intense, but that’s what makes you valuable. The more you yield, the more you’ll be rewarded.”

The needle slides in—a sharp prick, a cold burn spreading through Aria’s veins. Almost at once, her skin prickles, nipples tightening, every nerve waking as if plugged into the clinical current of the room. A wave of warmth surges through her chest, her breasts swelling heavier, fuller, her pulse skipping in her throat.

“Vitals steady,” a technician calls, eyes on the monitor. “Orgasm index already climbing.”

Aria gasps as a fresh ache blooms in her chest—her body eager, her nerves fraying at the edges. She meets Dr Vane’s eyes, desperate for approval, and sees both satisfaction and challenge there.

“Show us what you can do,” Dr Vane says softly. “Don’t just meet the curve—exceed it. Make the Annex remember your number.”

Aria nods, pride and longing twisting together. She is no longer just surviving—she is being remade, and for the first time, the prospect of surrendering to the process fills her with a reckless kind of hope.

The staff help her up, guiding her toward the training bay, where the real test—and her new, transformed self—awaits.

The training bay is busier than ever—a theatre of restraint and spectacle. Aria is ushered onto the central platform, every eye in the room on her bare, flushed body. The effects of the booster ripple through her: her skin tingles, breasts ache and seem to swell heavier by the minute, the world reduced to heat and hypersensitivity.

Waiting on the padded bench is the upgraded harness, its straps broader, padding thicker, a tangle of sensor wires and chrome buckles. Beside it, a new plug—longer, thicker, its tip banded with faint blue LEDs—gleams in a dish of clear lubricant. The staff handle each device as if it’s both tool and prize.

Cain appears at Aria’s side, his tone clinical but electric with anticipation. “You’ve impressed the Annex, but the curve only gets steeper from here. The new harness will support your size—and discipline your attitude.” He taps the plug. “This will be synced to your data. The more you yield, the more it rewards. Resist, and it will correct.”

Aria stands tall, legs trembling, as Cain helps her step into the harness. Straps wrap her chest, lift her breasts, cinch her waist. The pressure is firmer, almost punishing; her breasts spill out, the harness biting into her flesh as her swelling becomes ever more obvious. The milking cups are larger, the suction more powerful. When they’re pressed to her nipples, she feels the pulse of her heart magnified tenfold.

Cain kneels, fitting the new plug. She feels the gel, the slow pressure as he works it in—deeper, wider, almost overwhelming. The LEDs flicker, and as the plug locks into place, she feels it connect with her collar, with the harness, with every monitor in the room. “Yield is everything, Aria. Let the Annex see what you’ve become.”

The staff snap the final buckles, fix her thighs to the bench, and fit a smooth, vibrating pad at her clit—its hum is gentle at first, almost teasing, but ramps up at the slightest hesitation or data lag. The room is alive with clinical chatter: “Swelling: 14% over last session.” “Pulse: 138.” “Baseline yield: 86ml and rising.”

The session begins. The suction on her nipples pulls and tugs, the milking cups drawing milk with greedy insistence. The plug buzzes in short, sharp pulses, synced to the spike and fall of her stats. Every time she tries to hold back or shift away, the vibration intensifies—the harness tightening around her chest and hips, the plug pulsing harder, the clit pad going from gentle to almost cruel.

Aria’s body is wracked with sensation. Her breasts throb, heavy and leaking. Milk gushes down the tubes in hot, pulsing waves, each letdown triggering a fresh burst of suction and a jolt from the plug. Her hips strain against the straps, thighs quivering as the clit pad sends her nerves spinning. The pressure is constant, escalating, impossible to resist.

A crowd of staff and other hucows watches, data totems whirring. Her stats are projected live:

Yield: 134ml | Orgasm Index: 3.9 | Surge Rate: High

Her cries are open now—helpless, exposed, somewhere between pain and pleasure, every climax logged and displayed. The plug rewards her compliance with deep, rolling pulses; her resistance brings a spike of tightness and sharp, targeted vibration. She’s caught in a cycle: surrender brings pleasure, but the cost is being witnessed, measured, and compared to the others.

Aria loses track of how many times she comes—each orgasm washing through her, draining her milk, her shame, her resistance. The audience murmurs approval as her numbers rise. “Asset Chen—rapid adaptation. Her yield curve’s breaking last quarter’s record.”

Cain steps close, stroking her hair. “You’re making the right choices, Aria. Keep letting go. Don’t fight what you’ve become.”

When the session finally ends, the devices slow, the harness loosens, and the plug’s vibration fades to a gentle, steady hum. Aria sags in her restraints, chest heaving, milk pooling beneath her, body marked by the harness and the relentless touch of the machines.

She is spent, but her pride burns bright—she has endured, yielded, and surpassed what the Annex demanded. Her body is still trembling, still hungry, and she can only wonder what heights—or depths—the next escalation will bring.

The restraints release with a final hiss, and the staff unbuckle Aria from the bench, leaving the plug in place, the harness loosened but still framing her swollen breasts and trembling hips. Her legs feel unsteady as she’s guided to stand on a raised platform beneath the harsh light of the main bay. The totem above projects her stats in bold blue, while the soft murmur of the crowd becomes a low, anticipatory pulse in her ears.

She’s not alone. On either side, Jada and Mira step up onto their own platforms—Jada powerful and poised, her copper skin gleaming, her breasts almost obscene in their size and fullness; Mira, smaller but sharp-eyed, her Bronze-tier collar glinting with authority, milk still glistening at her nipples. All three are on display, data totems spinning, every yield and tremor broadcast to the room.

The holoscreens split and compare, projecting measurements and live feed:

Chen, A.: Yield 148ml | Orgasm Index 4.2 | Surge Rate: Exceptional

Rivers, J.: Yield 170ml | OI 4.7 | Consistency: Leader

Reyes, M.: Yield 110ml | OI 3.6 | Bronze Tier: Mentor

Technicians circle, pointing out differences—Aria’s rapid swelling and recent “breakthroughs,” Jada’s raw volume and composure, Mira’s steadiness and mentorship. Comments swirl:

“Asset Chen’s growth is unprecedented—her yield curve is still climbing.”

“She’ll need to be watched for burnout.”

“Potential for top yielder if she maintains this pace.”

The girls themselves feel the pressure—Aria stands taller, conscious of her body’s heat and slickness, pride warring with the sting of envy as she glances at Jada’s superior numbers and Mira’s easy calm. Jada offers a tight smile, a glint of competition in her eyes. “Not bad for a new girl, but the real test is consistency. Don’t peak too soon.”

Mira, more gentle, lays a hand on Aria’s arm. “You’re doing better than you think. Just remember, everyone crashes after a surge. Save some pride for the long run.”

The staff ramp the praise and challenge, their clinical praise edged with warning. “Chen, don’t let your new size slow you down. Next session will push you harder—yield drops mean correction, as you know.”

Aria feels the eyes on her, the throb of the plug still deep inside, her body raw but alive with the knowledge she’s being seen, measured, admired. She feels herself flush with pleasure and anxiety, wanting both to impress and to prove herself again and again. The numbers spinning overhead are proof—she is not just another subject, but a contender, a spectacle.

As the comparison ends, the staff signal for the girls to step down, the crowd dispersing but the heat of scrutiny lingering on her skin. Aria moves stiffly, legs weak, breasts swaying heavy and sore, but inside she is electric—proud, frightened, and fiercely hungry for more.

The walk back to her pen is a daze—her muscles limp, skin flushed, nerves still buzzing from the training. Every step reminds Aria of the plug’s deep presence, the aching throb in her hips, the wetness at her thighs where her body continues to leak milk in slow, insistent pulses. Her breasts are larger than ever, the skin stretched tight and glowing, nipples hypersensitive to even the lightest brush of the air or the thin wrap draped over her shoulders.

Inside her pen, she lets the wrap fall away, unable to bear the constriction. She stands before the glass, breath coming quick, and lets her hands roam her changed form. She cups the massive swell of her breasts, feeling their new weight and fullness, milk seeping from her fingertips and running down her belly in warm, sticky streams. Her body is unfamiliar—almost alien in its responsiveness, its hunger, its wild, exhausted readiness for more.

She sinks onto the edge of her bed, legs splayed, exploring the ridges where the harness bit into her hips, the flushed skin at her chest, the tender ache where the plug still stretches her open and alive. Every shift of her body teases a shiver from her core, a reminder that pleasure and pain, humiliation and pride are now fused.

She recalls the faces of Jada and Mira, the clinical chatter, the numbers flashing overhead. For the first time, she isn’t just afraid of her changes—she wants them. She wants to be the best, to make them watch, to feel her name climb up the data boards and become legend within these glass walls. The rivalry and the risk have become her fuel.

Curiosity and craving overcome her exhaustion. She lies back, one hand drifting to the plug, pressing and twisting it until a ripple of sensation draws a helpless moan from her lips. The other hand cups her breast, thumb rolling over a swollen nipple, coaxing a fresh stream of milk. Her climax is slow, shaky—driven less by fantasy than by the raw, needy demand of her body, the emptiness that only submission and use seem to fill.

Spent and sticky, she finally drags herself beneath the sheet, drawing it up to her chin, the scent of milk and sweat sweet and animal in the dark. She curls around herself, hands pressed between her thighs, still feeling the echo of the harness, the weight of her new breasts, and the gentle, constant thrum of the plug.

In the soft hush, pride grows where fear once lived. She has survived the surge, embraced the escalation, and discovered a new kind of power in surrender. Her body may no longer belong to her, but her will—to endure, to outperform, to become more than anyone expects—is wholly her own.

As she drifts toward sleep, Aria’s last thought is not of what she has lost, but of how much more she is ready to become.


Chapter 7 – Humiliation

The main floor of the Annex is brighter, colder, and impossibly more exposed than anywhere Aria has yet been. When the doors slide open, she’s hit with a wave of light and sound—chatter of staff, the hum of machines, and the soft, ever-present drip of milk from a dozen hucows lined up along the perimeter. She’s marched through the center, every footstep echoing on the slick glass, her harness biting at her ribs and hips, breasts jostling heavily with every step.

A chorus of data totems spin overhead, projecting stats and names onto the white walls in scrolling blue and gold. Chen, A.—Current Yield: 152ml | OI: 4.1 pulses over her head. As she walks, the audience’s focus sharpens; a wave of murmured commentary follows her, some clinical, some curious, some openly admiring or hungry.

She’s led to a raised platform at the heart of the room, her harness left on but loosened enough to let her breasts hang heavy and full, their new size unmistakable. Every movement sends a new trickle of milk running down her belly, the droplets gathering in the catch tray at her feet. The plug, still inside her, throbs with each step—a private heat beneath her public shame.

Then Mira is brought up beside her, and the comparison is immediate, undeniable. Mira’s figure is a study in perfected proportions: smaller-framed, her body compact but elegant, muscles toned from months in the program. Her breasts are high and round, not as large as Aria’s but perfectly symmetrical, nipples a dusky rose, already beading with a measured letdown. Her skin is a warm olive, flawless, the Bronze-tier collar glinting at her throat.

Aria is taller, but her build is softer, fleshier, her hips wider, thighs fuller where the rapid surges have thickened her form. Her breasts dwarf even Mira’s—swollen, veined, nipples dark and wide, the skin stretched and shiny with milk. The staff make no effort to hide their interest in the contrast. Two technicians circle, calling out measurements:

“Chen—Bust, 37.9 inches. Circumference up four since last session. Nipple diameter: 1.6. Leaking rate: highest in cohort.”

“Reyes—Bust, 33.4 inches. Minimal asymmetry. Nipple diameter: 1.2. Yield: stable, predictable curve.”

The visual is as stark as the data: Mira stands poised, barely leaking, her breasts pert and perfectly aligned, every muscle under control. Aria, by contrast, is messy, swollen, body marked by the harness, milk trickling in erratic rivulets down her curves. Her areolae are stretched wide, the flesh puffy and sensitive, the occasional spasm sending fresh beads to the floor.

A handler holds Mira’s arm aloft, turning her to display the fullness of her breasts, the way the skin glows but holds firm. When it’s Aria’s turn, the same rotation leaves her breasts swaying, the skin trembling, a fresh gush painting her stomach. She tries to draw in her belly, to present herself with composure, but the staff’s eyes dart between her thighs and her breasts, noting the leaking, the flush, the raw need on her face.

She can feel the differences in her own body: how heavy her breasts are, the heat and ache in her nipples, the way even the faintest touch or breeze brings them to painful awareness. Her thighs press together for balance, but the fullness there only reminds her of how quickly her body is changing, swelling, adapting to each dose and ritual.

The staff take photographs—Mira and Aria side by side, their breasts nearly touching, the contrast in shape, color, and size impossible to ignore. Some whisper about yield and efficiency, others about aesthetics. The data totems above update in real time, projecting a visual overlay: Mira’s bust outlined in green, Aria’s in blue, the differences highlighted for all to see.

Aria is burning with embarrassment and something sharper—a competitive heat. Her size is not “ideal,” but it is undeniably attention-grabbing; she sees some staff glancing again and again at her leaking, trembling breasts, the swollen nipples that never quite stop releasing. Her body is a spectacle, a warning, and perhaps, she realizes, a new standard for the Annex to measure against.

As she stands in the light, side by side with Mira, the hum of humiliation and rivalry settles into her bones. She knows she’ll be judged for what she is—and she finds, to her own surprise, that she wants to win.

The crowd quiets as Mira takes her place at the centre of the platform. The handlers adjust her posture with the ease of long practice—chin high, shoulders back, hands resting lightly on her thighs. She is composed, every movement deliberate, every breath shallow and controlled. Her Bronze-tier collar pulses softly, the holo-projector above her head already reading Reyes, M.—Bronze Tier | Standard Bearer.

Two technicians step forward and, with clinical efficiency, fit the milking cups to Mira’s nipples. The clear silicone molds click into place; a faint mechanical hum rises as the machine draws its first gentle suction. Mira’s face is a study in calm surrender—her eyes close, lips parting only slightly as the rhythm begins.

Milk flows steadily into the tubes, unhurried and perfectly timed to the machine’s cycle. Mira’s stats climb in textbook precision: Yield: 163ml | OI: 2.7 | Leak: Controlled. Her body responds smoothly, muscles barely shifting, her breasts maintaining their shape and firmness even as they empty. The staff point out her composure, her minimal spillage, the almost mathematical curve of her output.

“Notice how she relaxes her chest, keeps her breathing measured,” one technician murmurs to the onlookers. “Her letdown is trained—see the pulse in the milk flow? That’s efficient oxytocin conditioning.”

“Areola compression minimal,” another notes, “skin rebound is excellent. No overstimulation, no swelling. This is what we want in a standard bearer.”

As Mira is milked, her face remains composed—only the faintest flush hints at any inner response. Even the mild arousal registered by her collar appears as a gentle curve on the display: controlled, elegant, never overwhelming. Her hands rest quietly on her knees, fingers splayed, no tremor or tension visible.

Aria is told to step forward, watched by the crowd and by Mira herself, who offers a reassuring, almost sisterly nod. The staff replace Mira’s cups with new ones, less lubricated, intentionally colder, and fit them to Aria’s much larger, more swollen breasts. At the first touch, Aria shudders, nipples hardening, a flush rising along her collarbones and down her chest. The suction is stronger than before, and the letdown is immediate and messy—milk spurts against the cups, beads escaping and sliding down her skin.

Her stats spike, but her composure does not hold:

Yield: 159ml (instant spike, but irregular) | OI: 4.7 | Leak: Excessive

Her body jerks with each pulse, her thighs tense, hands gripping the edge of the platform as she tries to match Mira’s stillness. But every new contraction of her breasts brings more milk, more heat, and more visible loss of control. The machine, unyielding, forces her to stay open, exposed.

Staff don’t bother to whisper.

“High yield, but look at her swelling—letdown is uncoordinated, wasting product.”

“Nipple diameter nearly double Mira’s. Edema risk rising. Overstimulated, clearly.”

“Asset Chen, breathe slower—try to follow Reyes’s example.”

Mira sits quietly beside her, a gentle hand on Aria’s back, but the contrast is sharp: Mira’s body is a vessel of discipline, Aria’s a torrent of raw, untrained response. Staff invite the other hucows to observe, to watch the difference in how their bodies behave. Aria feels eyes on her every tremor—some sympathetic, some hungry, some taking notes for their own survival.

The shame is intense, but so is the fire beneath it. Each critique stings, each flash of leaking or spasm becomes a challenge. When the machine cycles off, Mira is already wiped down, her breasts perky, skin clean. Aria drips milk down to her thighs, her breasts puffy and marked by the cups, her face burning with effort and humiliation—and an impossible, gnawing pride that she’s out-yielded the standard, even if it’s a mess.

As the session ends, Aria is left gasping, body raw and nerves jangling. Mira, calm and immaculate, offers a warm squeeze of her hand—a silent message: It gets easier. But Aria isn’t sure she wants easier. She wants more—more yield, more spectacle, more proof that her body can exceed even the standards of perfection.

The crowd’s focus lingers on the stark difference between Mira’s flawless composure and Aria’s messy, powerful yield. Technicians mop up spilled milk around Aria’s platform, their gloves cold and brisk against her thighs. The air is thick with the mingled scents of latex, antiseptic, sweat, and fresh milk—a clinical musk, almost sweet.

From the edge of the assembly, Jada’s voice cuts through the quiet—a low, mocking purr that turns every head. “Is that all you’ve got, city girl? You’re going to drown yourself before you ever catch up.”

There’s laughter, not cruel but edged, a current of competitive hunger flowing through the room. Aria looks up, finding Jada in the first row: arms folded, posture loose but predatory, her own harness barely containing breasts that are somehow even larger than Aria’s, skin taut and radiant, no trace of the swollen rawness Aria feels. Jada’s nipples glisten, but there’s no drip, just a slow, deliberate bead of milk cupped perfectly in the silicone.

“You want to outgrow me?” Jada continues, voice rising as the staff hush the others to listen. “You’ll need more than a lucky surge and a mess on the floor.” She leans forward, her collar flashing red-gold. “Try and keep up when the real milking starts. I’ll be the one the donors remember.”

The challenge isn’t just verbal. Jada steps up, taking a place beside Aria, their bodies close enough that Aria can feel the heat radiating off her rival’s skin. The difference is undeniable: Jada’s breasts are impossibly round, veins showing just beneath her copper skin, every line perfect, every letdown smooth and strong. Where Aria is all trembling, swollen flesh and uncontrollable leaking, Jada is control—her letdown timed to the rhythm of her breathing, her muscles steady, even her blush a show of deliberate restraint.

The staff play up the rivalry, projecting their data side by side, the holoscreens alive with curves and stats:

Rivers, J.—Yield: 182ml | OI: 4.4 | Control: Peak

Chen, A.—Yield: 159ml | OI: 4.7 | Leak: Excessive

Technicians encourage the competition. “Rivers leads for volume and control. Chen’s surge is unmatched, but at a cost. Maybe she just needs more training—unless she can handle another booster?”

A ripple of anticipation goes through the crowd, the possibility of another “performance round” clear in the air. Jada turns, close enough that only Aria can hear: “I hope you’re ready, rookie. Because once you start climbing, there’s no ceiling but the floor beneath you. And you’re already dripping all over it.”

The words sting, but beneath the shame, Aria feels a throb of something hotter—anger, pride, and the desperate desire to prove herself, to not just match Jada, but to surpass her. Her nipples ache, another jet of milk spurting into the cup as her body responds more to rivalry than humiliation.

The audience’s eyes never leave her. Every tremor, every spill is now performance. Aria lifts her chin, meets Jada’s gaze, and manages a breathless, challenging smile. “We’ll see who’s still standing by the end.”

Laughter and a fresh wave of commentary rise as the staff move to prepare the next escalation. Aria’s shame has turned to hunger; she no longer wants to hide—she wants to be watched, measured, and ultimately, to win.

The tension on the main floor is electric as the handlers and staff prepare for the “performance round.” Devices are checked, cables plugged in, and the holoscreens reset to project every drop of milk, every pulse of pleasure, every moment of surrender. Aria, Jada, and Mira remain side by side, but it is Aria who draws the focus now—her rapid transformation, her rawness, her desperate, undeniable yield.

A technician approaches with a tray of upgrades: the plug Aria wears is synced to her live stats, its wireless pulse quickening with every spike in her heart rate and yield. The milking machine is recalibrated, its cups larger and heavier, suction set to “performance mode.” A slick, humming clit pad is fixed in place, and the staff don’t bother to lower their voices as they note, “Let’s see if the rookie can match Rivers for control when she’s truly pushed.”

The room hushes as Cain, now MC for the event, calls out the protocol: “Performance mode, three minutes. Yield, orgasm index, and control under open review. Audience may respond as desired.”

The milking cups are fitted to Aria’s swollen, aching nipples. The suction starts gentle, but immediately ramps up, drawing milk in thick, hot gushes that fill the clear tubes, each contraction amplified by the plug’s rhythmic vibration. The clit pad pulses, sending new waves of sensation through her core. Aria’s body jolts with each cycle—her moans more desperate, her muscles trembling as every nerve is pushed to the limit.

The audience watches, some silent, some whispering encouragement, some openly taking notes. Jada stands beside her, chest rising and falling in slow, measured breaths, her own machine humming at a steady pace. Mira’s gaze is soft and sympathetic, but all eyes return to Aria as her stats begin to soar:

Yield: 191ml (in two minutes) | Orgasm Index: 6.2 | Leak: Max

Control: Strained | Plug/Clit Sync: 94%

Aria feels the humiliation of every drop, every cry, but the arousal is hotter, sharper—her body has become a machine for pleasure and production, and the awareness that everyone is watching, judging, and recording her surrender only drives her higher.

The plug vibrates harder every time her stats spike, driving her to the brink of climax again and again, never letting her rest. The milking suction alternates between punishing and soothing, and the audience’s reactions—gasps, laughter, clinical commentary—become part of the experience. Jada shoots her a glance, half-challenge, half-admiration, as if recognizing that Aria’s ordeal is as much performance as punishment.

Cain’s voice cuts through: “That’s it, Aria—show us what you’re made for. Don’t hold back now. Make every ounce count.”

Aria lets go, her body wracked by orgasm after orgasm, milk gushing, stats flashing on the screens, her cries open and shameless. She has no composure left, only raw sensation and the fierce desire to not just survive, but to break records, to prove herself in the only language the Annex values—yield, surrender, spectacle.

When the machine finally powers down, Aria is left sagging in the harness, breasts empty and glistening, plug still thrumming inside her, thighs wet, vision swimming with exhaustion and strange pride. The staff log her record stats and, for a fleeting moment, there is genuine applause—she has given more than anyone expected.

The shame is still there, but it has been transformed—public, erotic, and weaponized. She glances sideways at Jada, who gives her a grudging nod, and at Mira, who squeezes her hand. Aria is utterly exposed, but something new pulses in her: the belief that if she can endure this, she can win anything the Annex demands.

The roar of the crowd and the harsh white lights fade as Aria is helped down from the platform. Her legs are shaky, every muscle loose with exhaustion, her skin slick with sweat and the lingering milk that glistens on her thighs and belly. A staff member offers her a towel and steadying arm. The harness and plug are carefully removed—gentle, almost reverent, in contrast to the relentless spectacle she has just survived.

She collapses onto a padded bench behind the curtains, breath still coming in short, ragged bursts. Mira sits beside her, warm and steady, pressing a bottle of cold water into her hand. “You did it,” Mira murmurs, her voice equal parts comfort and admiration. “Don’t let them tell you otherwise. Not everyone can handle that kind of pressure. Not at the start.”

Aria drinks, the coolness grounding her, and tries to speak, but emotion knots in her throat. She is overwhelmed by the memory of her own cries, the heat of so many eyes on her, the ache that still pulses from her chest to her core. Her breasts are emptied but throbbing, skin marked by the harness, every nerve lit with the aftermath of so much forced pleasure and surrender.

Jada appears at the edge of the curtain, her posture as easy as ever, but her gaze now laced with respect—and the edge of challenge. “You’re not bad, city girl. But you’re not done, either. Tomorrow the pace doubles. Think you can keep up?” She winks, the rivalry both sharp and somehow encouraging.

Aria manages a weak but honest laugh, pride and longing colliding in her chest. She glances down at her own body—at the deep red lines where the straps pressed, the swelling in her breasts, the evidence of her leaking and climaxing and yielding. She is humiliated, but the shame is a living heat, a drive rather than a weight.

As staff begin the process of logging her new record stats and prepping her for aftercare, Aria lets herself feel it all: exhaustion, gratitude, hunger, and a fierce hope that refuses to die. She finds herself longing not just to survive the next ordeal, but to win it—to claim not only the audience’s attention, but their awe. To make her body the standard against which all others will be measured.

Later, alone in her pen, she cradles her tender breasts and the lingering ache between her legs, heart pounding with anticipation. In the darkness, she whispers to herself, “I’ll show them. I’ll show all of them.” The words are both a vow and a plea, a promise to herself that she will never again shrink from the spotlight, no matter how raw or exposed it leaves her.

Humiliated, yes—but also empowered, burning with ambition and the growing certainty that her time is coming. Tonight, she dreams not of escape, but of triumph.


Chapter 8 – Rival Duel Announced

The Annex is alive with a different kind of energy. From the moment Aria wakes, the air seems charged, every sound sharper, every shadow pregnant with promise and dread. The data totem over her bed cycles between her stats and a looping announcement: “Rival Duel: Tonight—Chen vs. Rivers. All assets and staff to observe. Yield, Orgasm, Endurance: Measured and Rewarded.”

She blinks up at the projection, her body already responding to the threat and the lure. Her breasts are impossibly full—larger even than yesterday, skin stretched tight and glossy, areolae broad and dark, nipples leaking onto her chest and the already-damp sheets. She lifts one heavy globe in her palm, marveling and wincing at the weight, feeling the slow, involuntary trickle begin as soon as she sits upright. Her belly is faintly distended, thighs pressed together for balance, every movement slick and sticky.

Rumors drift down the corridor as she showers and readies herself: the duel will be a spectacle, every stat projected, every tremor of pleasure or failure seen and recorded. Some girls giggle, speculating about who will “break” first; others whisper in awe at Aria’s recent surge, or in envy of Jada’s perfect, unshakeable composure.

As she dries off, Aria catches her reflection in the glass. She is barely herself—her hips have widened, her breasts now the largest in the cohort, each as big as her head and leaking a constant, embarrassing sheen of milk. Her nipples are swollen, pink and sensitive, her skin marked by faint lines where harnesses and hands have shaped her.

Even dressing is a challenge. The standard wrap is useless; she’s given a wider one, but it barely encircles her chest, the fabric stretched thin, milk already soaking through before she’s even finished tying it. She feels a constant ache and heat beneath the weight, the plug’s ghost still haunting her entrance, every nerve tuned to a higher pitch.

She is called for breakfast—“fuel for the duel,” as a staffer jokes—and joins the other girls in the communal pen. Jada is already there, regal and relaxed, her copper skin glowing, breasts taut and high even under the strain of her own swelling. Jada’s nipples are thick and dark, the letdown controlled but visible, each drop catching the light as it slides over flawless curves. Her body is broader, more muscular; where Aria is softness and swelling, Jada is definition and power.

As they eat, staff circulate, eyes lingering on the contrast:

Jada: Breasts high, skin almost unblemished, leakage minimal but steady, thighs hard and flexed.

Aria: Breasts low, enormous and plush, milk beading in heavy droplets, skin flushed and marked, legs trembling with the constant burden.

Jada meets Aria’s gaze with a slow, knowing smirk. “Ready to see whose body the Annex really wants?” she whispers. “Careful, rookie. Sometimes it’s the girl who spills the most who wins. Sometimes it’s the one who never spills at all.”

Aria feels her face burn, but something inside her flares with pride. She lets herself imagine standing beside Jada under the lights—breasts bare, milk flowing, the audience gasping at their size, at the volume, at the intensity of their surrender.

Her body aches with fear and anticipation. She wants to win. She wants to be seen. And she is desperate to know how much more she can take before she finally breaks, or becomes something entirely new.

The duel announcement comes in a spectacle of ceremony. Aria and Jada are summoned to the arena prep bay, where the entire staff and cohort of hucows are gathered—rows of milking benches moved aside to clear a central stage, holoscreens arranged in a bright semicircle overhead. The air is thick with anticipation, a crackling energy that vibrates in Aria’s chest and makes her skin prickle with nervous sweat.

Cain stands atop a platform at the front, crook staff in hand, his presence commanding. Dr Vane and her clinical team flank him, data tablets poised to record every stat, every reaction. The duel platform glistens under the lights: two identical milking chairs side by side, each fitted with oversized suction cups, vibrating plugs, and restraint rails padded for comfort—but designed for total exposure.

“Welcome to the annual Rival Duel,” Cain begins, voice amplified for every corner of the Annex. “Tonight, our top contenders—Rivers and Chen—will face off in a true test of yield, endurance, and submission. Every drop, every peak, every tremor will be measured, displayed, and rewarded.”

He gestures for Aria and Jada to step forward. As they mount the stage, the physical comparison is immediate and intense:

—Jada’s body is broad, muscles taut beneath perfect skin, breasts riding high and proud even as they swell beyond her usual size, the dark shine of her nipples promising control and power.

—Aria’s is softer, hips and thighs plush, her breasts hanging heavier, nearly brushing her belly, skin stretched and luminous with milk, nipples pink and glistening, the leaking almost constant now.

Both girls are made to stand facing the audience, arms raised. Technicians record stats aloud:

“Chen: Bust 41.3 inches, left/right variance minimal, areola diameter 1.7, leakage max, swelling pronounced.

Rivers: Bust 39.5 inches, symmetry perfect, areola diameter 1.5, steady letdown, muscle density high.”

The crowd murmurs at the data, some impressed by Aria’s sheer mass and excess, others nodding at Jada’s sculpted perfection. The holoscreens display real-time overlays—body outlines glowing, differences in breast size, letdown, and muscle all highlighted in pulsing color.

Cain paces before them, crook staff tapping. “The duel is simple. Side by side, you will be restrained, plugged, and milked in full view. Every yield, every climax, every response is measured. Winner takes a week’s privilege: privacy, first choice of aftercare, access to new enhancements. The loser will be disciplined—publicly, and thoroughly. And all of you,” he adds, sweeping his gaze across the room, “will witness and learn.”

Jada’s face is stone, but her fists clench and her nostrils flare. Aria’s heart hammers; her legs feel weak beneath the heavy, leaking weight of her breasts. But she stands straighter, shoulders squared, body trembling with a mixture of dread and desperate pride.

The technicians fit the first stage of restraints: padded cuffs at wrists and ankles, a broad band across the chest just under the breasts to keep them lifted and accessible. The fabric of Aria’s wrap is peeled away, leaving her breasts swinging free, milk now streaming in earnest; Jada’s harness is loosed as well, her nipples already beading, the skin of her chest stretched glossy and taut.

“Stats will be projected throughout,” Cain says, as the holoscreens flicker with the first numbers. “You may compete, you may taunt, you may beg or boast—but you may not hide. Yield is the only measure here.”

He pauses, letting the audience drink it in, then adds, “And to ensure a fair fight, both contenders will receive the performance serum. We want a duel to remember.”

The room erupts in anticipation. Aria’s breath catches; she looks sideways at Jada and sees, for the first time, a flicker of real uncertainty in her rival’s eyes. They are naked, ready, and about to be remade before the eyes of the entire Annex.

As the staff wheel out the serum cart, Aria feels her own fear sharpen into a kind of exhilaration. She is no longer just a candidate—she is a spectacle. And for better or worse, her body will set the standard from this day forward.

The air vibrates with anticipation as the serum cart is wheeled onto the platform, twin syringes gleaming with iridescent fluid. Aria and Jada are both restrained in the milking chairs—backs straight, breasts bared, arms bound at their sides, thighs spread and secured with padded cuffs. Their bodies are presented as living trophies: Aria’s breasts hang like ripe fruit, enormous and heavy, leaking down her ribs; Jada’s sit high and proud, taut with definition, her nipples dark and glossy, milk beading in precise, controlled drops.

Dr Vane herself steps forward, her presence razor-sharp, eyes glinting with pride and warning. “Performance dose for both. The effects will be immediate: expect rapid swelling, heightened sensitivity, and yield beyond prior experience. Any attempt to resist or hide will only intensify the effects.”

She injects Jada first, the serum entering her arm in a slow, steady push. Jada grits her teeth, chest rising, muscles flexing beneath her glowing skin. Almost instantly, her nipples harden, her breasts swell visibly, the skin stretched even tighter, veins rising blue beneath the copper. A shudder runs through her whole frame as her letdown begins to overflow, milk trickling in thicker lines down her chest, collecting in her lap and the catch basin below.

Aria’s turn comes. The needle bites, the serum a cold fire flooding her veins. The effect is blinding: heat radiates outward from her chest, her breasts seeming to inflate with each pounding heartbeat. The skin grows glossy, her areolae darken and widen, nipples standing out huge and flushed. Milk wells and then pours—no longer beads, but steady rivulets that drip onto her thighs and the floor, soaking the chair, matting the curls between her legs.

A low, helpless moan escapes her as sensation overtakes her: a fullness that is both pleasure and pain, her breasts now grotesquely, gloriously larger than she’s ever imagined. Every inch of skin tingles, the faintest air movement feels electric, her pulse a living drum beneath her flesh.

The audience gasps and murmurs as the changes take hold—staff call out the numbers, awed:

Chen: Bust—45.1 inches (new record); Areola diameter—2.1; Leak—extreme, swelling pronounced

Rivers: Bust—43.7 inches; Areola diameter—1.8; Letdown now uncontrolled

On the holoscreens, the differences and similarities are magnified. Jada’s muscles ripple as she strains against the sensation, her composure faltering as her own milk gushes in new, wild surges. Her face flushes, lips parted as she tries to ride the wave of sensation.

Aria is less able to control herself. Her body writhes in the chair, thighs trembling, back arching as her breasts pulse and leak, the milk now splashing down her belly and between her legs. Her nipples throb, so sensitive that even the brush of cool air makes her gasp and leak harder. She looks down at herself in disbelief, sees her own body transformed—marked by veins, flush, and a swollen, insatiable ache.

Jada glances sideways, her bravado fading into wide-eyed astonishment. For the first time, both girls are truly matched: two bodies made monstrous and beautiful by the serum, their curves and leaking, swelling flesh the centrepiece of the room.

Dr Vane surveys them both, lips curling in satisfaction. “Now you’re ready to perform. Let the audience see how much more you can become.”

The crowd’s cheers swell. Aria’s head swims with fear, pride, and a wild, greedy thrill. She is utterly changed—beyond shame, beyond control. She is a living engine of milk, surrender, and competition.

As the staff finish the preparations, the dueling hucows are now legends in the making—two visions of excess, their bodies on display, their rivalry set to erupt in front of the entire Annex.

The duel platform gleams under the floodlights—twin milking chairs mounted side by side, footrests and arm cuffs gleaming, catch trays already slick with leaked milk. Aria and Jada are lifted and secured, the staff moving with practiced, ceremonial efficiency: thighs strapped wide, arms restrained at their sides, waists belted in place so their swollen breasts jut out, fully exposed and available.

Technicians snap on the upgraded milking cups—oversized now to fit the girls’ newly expanded flesh. The cups are clear, thick-rimmed, each suction point lined with sensors to record pressure, temperature, and flow. They are fitted with a soft, liquid pop, cool silicone kissing their hot, swollen nipples. For Aria, the sensation is immediate and shocking: milk gushes with the first touch, a hot, urgent pulse that fills the cup in seconds. Jada shudders beside her, her own letdown triggered, a thin line of milk arcing down her breast before the cup seals it in.

The staff check the restraints: every strap is tight, but not cruel; every girl’s body is forced to fullness, their breasts presented side by side for direct comparison. Aria looks down—her breasts now dwarf even Jada’s, so heavy they seem to flatten against her ribs, skin burning and tight. Jada’s are higher, more compact but fiercely engorged, every vein visible beneath her dark skin.

The audience presses forward, breathless. Cain circles the stage, reading out the data:

“Chen, Aria—Bust: 45.1. Leak: Max. OI: 7.0. Rivers, Jada—Bust: 43.7. Leak: Severe. OI: 6.4.”

Holoscreens flash with their stats, side-by-side visuals overlaying their forms—outlines tracing each curve, highlighting size, shape, letdown velocity, even the color and tension of their areolae. Every detail is amplified, turned into spectacle, performance, and competition.

A final set of plugs is presented—sleek, gleaming, the insertion performed in public view. Aria is lifted, her thighs parted wider, a tech coating the plug in slick gel before pressing it home. The fullness is immediate, her hips jerking in response. Jada receives her own, her muscles tensing, her control wavering but not breaking. As the plugs lock in, their vibration synced to their heartbeats, the milking machine begins to purr, suction ramping up slowly but insistently.

Audience members are handed small tablets—real-time “vote” buttons for whose yield and performance most impress. Staff offer commentary, encouraging the crowd to watch for not just volume, but response: who handles the pleasure, the shame, the spectacle best.

In the moments before the duel, Aria and Jada catch each other’s eyes. There’s no room for mockery now—only the bright, wild fear and hope of equals. Jada gives a tiny nod, a flash of teeth in a half-challenging, half-reassuring smile.

“Ready to see what we’re made of?” she whispers.

Aria swallows, her body throbbing with need and nerves. “I’m ready to win.”

The milking machines shift to standby, the room quiet but for the soft drip of milk, the hum of the plugs, the rapid breathing of two transformed rivals—about to perform for the entire Annex, every inch of flesh, every shudder, every gush recorded for history.

The ritual is complete. Aria and Jada are held tight in the duel chairs, bodies trembling, every nerve on fire from the serum’s surge and the relentless pressure of the plugs and cups. The platform is awash in spectacle: milk already dripping in thick streams from their breasts, skin sheened with sweat and anticipation, each girl’s stats flickering in bright colors overhead.

Cain paces the platform with theatrical gravity, his staff tapping the glass with each step. The audience’s energy has shifted from excited chatter to reverent silence, the air electric with expectation. Around the room, staff, hucows, and handlers alike are focused entirely on the two competitors—two bodies on display, side by side, both swollen past all prior limits, their leaking an open challenge to the entire Annex.

A tech checks their vitals one last time, voice ringing out for all to hear:

“Chen: Heart rate 158, OI 7.3, bust 45.4, plug synced, leak max.

Rivers: Heart rate 153, OI 6.9, bust 43.8, plug synced, leak max.”

Cain takes the center, crook staff raised. “Witness the peak of transformation. Tonight, yield is your only measure—discipline, pleasure, surrender, spectacle. Remember, only one asset will claim victory. Only one will taste privilege. The other will learn from her loss.”

The crowd’s attention sharpens as the duel timer appears on the holoscreen. The hum of the plugs and the gentle pull of the milking cups fill the charged silence. Aria’s body quivers—breasts impossibly heavy, skin stretched, every pulse of suction threatening to send her over the edge before the contest even begins. The plug throbs inside her, perfectly synced to her pounding heart, each contraction sending a bolt of sensation up her spine.

Jada is breathing deep and slow, her muscles flexed in preparation, her expression set with a fierce, desperate focus. Milk drips in a steady line from her cups; her composure, always her shield, looks close to breaking.

Cain’s voice drops to a low, magnetic cadence. “Contenders, last words before the duel begins?”

Jada glances sideways, sweat beading on her brow, her voice low and rough. “You think you can outpour me, rookie? Better hope your body holds out.”

Aria’s voice is soft but certain, her gaze locked on Jada’s. “You taught me how to last, Jada. Now watch how far I can go.”

The crowd is silent—each word echoing off glass and metal, every face riveted on the two swollen, leaking, shaking girls about to break and remake every record.

Cain lifts his staff high. “Three…”

The crowd picks up the count.

“…Two…”

Aria’s eyes flutter closed, a hot, wild need rolling through her—fear, desire, ambition, all fusing in her bloodstream. Her entire world narrows to the feeling of her body, the ache in her breasts, the pulse of the plug, the challenge of the girl beside her.

“…One.”

A chime sounds. The duel begins.


Chapter 9 – The Duel

The moment the chime sounds, the room erupts with energy. The milking machines purr to life, their suction cups tightening around Aria’s and Jada’s swollen nipples. The hum of the vibrating plugs intensifies, syncing to the frantic rhythm of their heartbeats. Overhead, the holoscreens light up with real-time data: yield counters, orgasm indices, pulse rates, muscle tension—all projected in pulsing color.

Aria’s body responds instantly. The first pulse of suction is so strong it nearly lifts her off the seat, her breasts jolting, milk gushing in hot, urgent torrents down the tubes. The plug vibrates at her core, each wave of stimulation pushing her further into a state of helpless arousal. The pressure and fullness in her chest transform into a rolling, liquid pleasure that blurs the lines between pain and ecstasy.

Beside her, Jada’s muscles ripple in resistance. Her jaw is clenched, eyes narrowed in focus, but even she can’t hide the way her body succumbs: her breasts are squeezed high and hard, each contraction sending milk in perfect, powerful spurts through the tubing. Her control is legendary, but the audience can see the tremor in her thighs, the way her nipples pulse and bead with every new surge.

The staff bark out early stats, their voices crisp and clinical.

“Chen—Yield: 41ml in first thirty seconds! Rivers—Yield: 39ml! Orgasm Index—Chen: 3.1, Rivers: 2.7, both rising!”

The crowd roars, chanting names, waving tablets to vote for their favorite. Some call encouragement, others jeer, all eyes glued to the spectacle of two transformed bodies being pushed and emptied in the name of yield and spectacle.

Aria locks eyes with Jada, feeling the rush of competition flood through her. Every nerve is alive, every muscle tense and vibrating. Her own leaking is constant—milk splashes down her belly, the heat and embarrassment somehow stoking her drive to perform. She watches Jada’s composure crack with each new pulse, sees the sweat bead along her rival’s brow, the first hint of vulnerability at the corners of her eyes.

A staffer ramps up the suction for both, and the plugs begin to throb in tighter, quicker bursts. Aria’s breath catches in her throat; she moans aloud, the sound lost in the roar of the audience, the clinical rhythm of the machines, and the steady, erotic rush of her own body’s surrender.

Every sensation is on display, every drop and tremor counted and recorded. There is nowhere to hide—not from the crowd, not from Jada, not even from herself.

She is not afraid.

She is alive.

And she is ready to win.

The duel platform throbs with energy as the machines ramp up. The suction on Aria’s nipples intensifies, alternating between deep, rhythmic pulls and sharp, insistent tugs that force her to arch in her restraints. The plug inside her pulses in sync, the vibration climbing from a teasing flutter to a relentless, punishing buzz. Her entire body feels wired—skin hot, flesh stretched, every nerve exposed and alive.

Beside her, Jada rides her own wave. Her jaw is set, arms straining against her cuffs as she tries to maintain control. Sweat beads along her collarbone, and her nipples, impossibly dark and swollen, stand out like ripe fruit. Her milk flows in steady, powerful streams, the tubing filling and emptying with a precision that makes the crowd gasp.

Staff shout updates over the roar:

“Chen—Yield: 93ml, Orgasm Index: 5.2! Rivers—Yield: 97ml, OI: 5.1! Neck and neck!”

“Heart rates spiking—both assets showing record stamina!”

The audience erupts, a tide of voices chanting, “Faster! Harder! Let it go!” Some watch the stats, others watch the bodies—the contrast stark and mesmerizing. Aria’s body is a storm: breasts huge and flushed, milk running in messy rivers down her belly and thighs, her face slack with open-mouthed pleasure and shock. Jada is all muscle and willpower, her leaking precise, her control slipping only in the tremble of her legs and the hitch of her breath.

Cain’s voice booms above the chaos: “Assets, yield! No holding back. The Annex wants everything.”

At every new wave of pleasure, Aria feels her shame and hunger fuse. The crowd’s jeers and encouragement push her higher, and the comparison with Jada—every glance, every spasm, every gush—becomes its own kind of foreplay. Their stats bounce back and forth, numbers climbing with each contraction and moan.

Staff escalate the settings again—milking cups pulse in rapid double-beats, the plugs increase their vibration, and a cold jet of air is blown over Aria’s swollen breasts, making her gasp and spurt anew.

“Chen—Orgasm Index 6.8, yield still rising! Rivers—6.6! They’re breaking every record!”

Through it all, a grudging respect grows between the rivals. Jada glances over, meeting Aria’s eyes for a heartbeat, and the look is clear: don’t stop. They are adversaries, but also co-conspirators in this raw, public transformation.

Aria feels herself nearing a new crest—a cycle of leaking, climaxing, and performance that she can’t and doesn’t want to escape. She surrenders to the machines, the plugs, the crowd, and to the exhilarating truth that her body, with all its mess and excess, is not just enough but extraordinary.

And the duel is far from over.

The hum of the machines grows into a relentless, vibrating tide that reverberates through the duel chamber, pressing into every nerve ending of Aria’s body. Her breasts, swollen beyond anything she’s experienced before, feel impossibly heavy, pendulous with milk that gushes in hot, unrelenting streams into the collection cups. The harness lifts and constrains them at once, biting into the underside with precise, clinical pressure, forcing her to arch with every surge. The plug pulses deep inside her, a relentless thrum that stretches and teases her simultaneously, synced perfectly to her pulse and the rhythm of the milking machine.

Jada is no less impacted. Her frame, compact, muscular, and perfectly conditioned, flexes against her restraints as her own breasts swell, nipples dark and taut, milk flowing in clean, powerful streams. Her control, legendary throughout the Annex, is visibly strained as the combined assault of harness, suction, and plug drives her nerves to the limit. The veins along her chest rise like cords under skin, and even her perfect posture betrays subtle quivers of fatigue and arousal.

The crowd is spellbound. Murmurs of awe ripple through the audience as every drop, every twitch, every gasp is amplified by the holoscreens:

Chen, Aria—Yield: 214ml | OI: 7.5 | Leak: Max | Control: Fraying

Rivers, Jada—Yield: 220ml | OI: 7.1 | Leak: Controlled | Control: Strained

Aria can feel the audience’s gaze like a physical pressure, each pair of eyes adding weight to the straps, each whisper and murmur a pull on her nerves. Her breasts jerk with every tug of suction; milk beads at the tips, trickling down the taut skin to her abdomen and dripping onto the chair. The plug pulses deep, vibrating along the nerve bundles she didn’t know existed, sending shivers through her thighs, along her spine, down to her toes. Every micro-contraction of her body sends new waves of sensation, and yet the staff demand more—more yield, more endurance, more spectacle.

Jada catches Aria’s eye mid-peak, a flash of raw competitive fire igniting between them. Even as her muscles tremble, she tries to maintain composure, flexing subtly to counterbalance the pull of the machines. Aria, in contrast, sags, hips jerking, hands gripping the sides of the harness to steady herself, every gasp and whimper a testament to the relentless stimulation. Their bodies are polar opposites in form and training—Aria’s soft, swollen, unrestrained by muscle; Jada’s taut, compact, controlled—but their suffering and ecstasy are equally public.

The staff, delighted, push the machines further. Suction intensifies, the plug pulses faster, and a new clit pad is activated against Aria’s vulva. She arches with the sudden stimulation, milk gushing harder, nipples stretching painfully under the cups. Her cries are muffled but audible, a mix of shame, desperation, and uncontrollable pleasure. The holoscreens register a spike: OI: 8.0. Aria’s heart pounds in her throat, her breath ragged, chest heaving under the weight of her own flesh.

Jada’s control begins to crack under the combined assault. The milking cups pull harder, the plug pulses more insistently, and the audience murmurs at every quiver along her body. Milk streams in uneven, powerful arcs, her muscles straining, every twitch recorded as a testament to both discipline and human limitation. Her face is taut with effort, mouth parted, eyes wide with the shock of sensation. She is still upright, still proud, but her body is betraying her in ways the crowd is quick to notice.

Aria, meanwhile, finds herself riding wave after wave. Her breasts are now grotesquely, gloriously large, leaking milk in thick, erratic torrents. Her nipples throb so intensely that even the brush of the harness sends her body quaking. The plug’s vibrations penetrate her core with a precise cruelty, every pulse coordinated with the suction and her racing pulse, forcing spasms of ecstasy that she cannot contain. Her thighs tremble violently; her back arches repeatedly as she teeters between release and endurance.

The audience’s reaction becomes its own stimulus. Staff shout encouragement, whispers of “Look at her yield!” and “She’s holding better than expected!” blending with gasps, murmurs, and cheers. Every spasm and gush of milk is a performance, a data point, a spectacle of human transformation. The holoscreens update constantly, highlighting Aria’s wild spikes, Jada’s tense consistency, every comparative detail accentuated for maximum impact.

Minutes blur. Aria loses track of time, lost in the endless loop of suction, vibration, leaking, and climax. Her mind teeters, shame and pride and desire fused in a single, overwhelming current. The sensation of being observed, measured, compared, and ranked only heightens her arousal, making her body respond with a desperate, frantic obedience.

Jada falters slightly, a gasp escaping as her own muscles strain under the unrelenting devices. Aria sees it and feels a surge of triumph and fear—triumph at outlasting part of her rival’s composure, fear at the intensity of what is yet to come. They are two extremes now: Aria, the overflowing, tremulous force of raw body and desire; Jada, the taut, precise, controlled vessel of yield and power. Both spectacular. Both utterly exposed.

Aria cries out again, hips jerking, milk spraying into the collection tray, nipples burning, plug pulsing, clit pad buzzing. Her stats spike beyond every previous measure: Yield: 245ml | OI: 8.5 | Surge Rate: Max | Leak: Extreme. She is shaking, trembling, yet somehow, a fierce pride rises in her chest—she is alive, powerful, and seen in ways she never imagined.

The staff exchange impressed glances; Cain watches intently, crook staff tapping with rhythmic approval. “Hold nothing back, Aria. Give us everything. The duel is not about control—it’s about total surrender, total yield.”

Aria arches again, body wracked, every nerve humming, and for a moment, she forgets shame. She is raw, exposed, leaking, trembling—and utterly alive. Her body has become the duel, the spectacle, and she is the impossible standard in motion.

The countdown is over, and every mechanism in the arena is at its peak. The milking machines surge with relentless rhythm, pulling and tugging at Aria’s swollen breasts. The silicone cups adhere with perfect suction, veins rising under taut skin, nipples stretched and dripping with milk that pours freely down her chest and belly. The plug throbs inside her, every pulse amplified, synchronized to the rapid beat of her heart and the relentless cycles of suction. The clit pad vibrates in perfect harmony, sending waves of hot, liquid sensation curling up through her core and spine.

Jada mirrors her, taut and powerful, muscles straining, breasts rising and falling under the harness, milk flowing in precise, controlled streams. Her nipples glisten, dark and swollen, as the suction draws them into the cups; her body trembles subtly under the pressure, but she holds her face composed, chin high, a steel line to her jaw betraying only the slightest flicker of her rising pleasure.

The holoscreens above track every micro-movement, every pulse of milk, every spike in orgasm index. Staff call the numbers aloud:

Chen: Yield 280ml | OI 9.1 | Surge Rate: Max | Leak: Uncontrollable

Rivers: Yield 270ml | OI 8.7 | Surge Rate: High | Leak: Controlled

Aria’s body reacts violently to the combined onslaught. Her back arches repeatedly, pressing her chest into the harness as the suction alternates between punishing and teasing. Milk gushes in thick, hot streams, some caught by the cups, some sliding freely down her taut skin. Each pulse of the plug hits her deepest nerve bundles, forcing tremors up her spine, making her thighs quiver in helpless, desperate response. The clit pad’s vibration climbs higher with every spike in yield, pushing her to repeated spasms she cannot control.

The audience is rapt, some clapping, some whispering encouragement, others holding their breath. Every gasp, moan, and shudder is on display; the duel has become both clinical measurement and raw erotic spectacle. Cain paces along the edge, crook staff tapping the platform in rhythm with the girls’ pulses. “Push! Don’t hold back. Every drop, every quiver, every gasp counts!”

Jada is pushed to her limits. Her body strains against the harness and plugs, veins visible along her chest and neck, every muscle flexing. Milk spurts in powerful jets from her nipples, arcing into the collection cups, her breathing ragged, voice low and almost hoarse. For the first time in public, her control falters: a twitch of her hips, a tremble of her hands, and the audience murmurs in awe. The serum, the harness, the plug—every device conspires to strip her body of composure and force pure, public yielding.

Aria feels a surge of pride and shame in equal measure as she matches Jada blow for blow. Her own breasts swell heavier, nipples engorged, milk gushing and streaking down to her thighs. The plug vibrates in rapid pulses, forcing her hips to jerk, each wave of sensation pushing her closer to the brink. She screams, arches, trembles, spilling orgasm after orgasm under the relentless rhythm of the machines. Her body is exposed, shaking, and utterly alive—her humiliation fused with raw, ecstatic pleasure.

The audience counts each moment, the holoscreens flashing with their stats, the contrast between the girls laid bare: Aria’s chaotic, overflowing mass versus Jada’s precise, sculpted control. Staff adjust suction, pulse, and vibration in response to their performance, escalating until each girl is gasping, leaking, and shivering, their bodies stretched and trembling with overwhelming sensation.

Aria’s next peak arrives with a violent surge—the plug drives deep, the milking cups tug mercilessly, her milk flowing in thick torrents. Her entire body shudders, chest heaving, hips jerking in helpless rhythm to the stimulation. Her OI hits 9.8, her yield climbing with every second. She cries out, voice raw and broken, and feels a shiver of triumph alongside the flood of pleasure.

Jada’s composure finally cracks. A whimper escapes her, her muscles tremble, her back arches involuntarily, and milk gushes unchecked from her swollen nipples. She is still a model of strength, but for the first time, her body is publicly, undeniably tested—and Aria can feel, even in the haze of her own pleasure, that she is on the verge of surpassing her rival.

Every spasm, every drop of milk, every pulse of the plug and clit pad is broadcast to the audience and logged by the totems. The room is a storm of sensation, light, and sound: the hiss of suction, the buzz of plugs, the slap of milk onto collection trays, the shouts and gasps of the crowd. Aria is trembling, shivering, moaning, and utterly consumed, but the heat of competition drives her further. Her pride, humiliation, and raw desire are intertwined into a single, overwhelming rush.

When the machines finally slow and the plugs ease, both girls are left heaving, breasts emptied but throbbing, skin flushed and glistening, bodies shaking from overexertion. Their stats are frozen on the holoscreens, marking the end of the climax: Aria slightly ahead, Jada a breath behind, both physically spent, emotionally exposed, and transformed.

The duel has pushed them past every prior limit, and both girls lie in the aftermath, bodies twitching with lingering stimulation, milk still dripping, nerves alight. Pride and shame, humiliation and ecstasy, rivalry and reluctant respect—every emotion fused into the raw aftermath of the final surge.

The duel platform finally falls silent. Milking cups are removed, plugs deactivated, and the harnesses gently unbuckled. Aria collapses forward, body trembling, breasts emptied but still heavy, nipples dark and sensitive, milk still dripping along the taut lines of her skin. Her plug’s thrum has ceased, leaving a hollow, buzzing reminder of what she has endured. Every inch of her body is alive with aftershocks—muscles quivering, veins pulsing, and nerves still on fire from the relentless combination of suction, vibration, and exposure.

Jada stands beside her, equally spent. Her composure has fractured during the climax, leaving her breathing fast, chest heaving, and skin flushed. Milk drips from her already-perfect breasts in uneven streams, a visual testament to the final surge that tested them both beyond any previous limit. Even as her hands shake, there is a spark of pride in her eyes—a recognition that Aria has matched her almost perfectly, and that the duel has elevated both of them.

Handlers guide Aria from the platform, steadying her quivering legs, while staff apply gentle but precise aftercare. Aloe gel is spread across the tender skin of her breasts and nipples, cooling the sensitive flesh. Her back, arms, and thighs are massaged lightly, easing the lingering tension. She shivers from exhaustion, pleasure, and the cold air, but the care is methodical, clinical, and attentive—softened only by the whisper of congratulations.

Dr Vane appears, clipboard in hand, inspecting the data. “Asset Chen—outstanding performance. Yield exceeded expectations, and you maintained form under extreme stress. Privileges are granted; recovery is complete.” Her voice is crisp but carries a rare note of warmth. “You’ve earned this recognition.”

Cain steps closer, voice low and husky. “You’ve done the Annex proud, Aria. Remember this feeling—humiliation, exhaustion, triumph. It is proof of your capacity to yield, endure, and excel.” His eyes linger on her chest, noting every twitch, every residual drip, the faint sheen of sweat and milk. Aria’s face flushes, body still pulsing with the echoes of her final surge, but a thrill of pride ignites within her—a fierce acknowledgment that she has won.

Jada is led to a separate recovery station. Though she has lost, her defeat is dignified; she receives care and praise for her endurance. A glance between the two rivals is enough—a flash of respect, a silent acknowledgment of shared intensity and mutual transformation. Even in loss, Jada’s body radiates the lessons of the duel: control tempered by surrender, strength tempered by vulnerability.

Alone now, Aria sits on the padded bench, her body spent, dripping, and trembling. She cups her breasts lightly, feeling the weight and tenderness, the lingering ache of overuse, and the smooth skin now cooled by the aloe. She presses a hand between her thighs, exploring the lingering pulsing, a reminder of the climax that has left her both weak and electrified. Every nerve hums with residual sensation, every muscle aches, yet she is filled with a deep, intoxicating pride.

Her stats flash one final time on the holoscreen:

Yield: 402ml | OI: 9.8 | Compliance: Max | Control: Surpassed

Aria exhales slowly, letting the tension fall from her body. She has been tested, pushed beyond limits, and emerged triumphant. The humiliation, the rivalry, the physical ordeal—all fused into a singular, unforgettable triumph. The Annex has transformed her, not just physically, but psychologically: she knows now the power and allure of total surrender, of public exposure, and of mastery over one’s own yielding.

As she leans back, the hum of the totem fades, her body trembling in aftershocks of pleasure, milk, and pride, Aria realizes that this victory is only the beginning. Her hunger—for improvement, for recognition, for the next duel—burns stronger than ever. Tonight, she is not just a survivor of the duel; she is a conqueror of her own limits, a living testament to the potent blend of discipline, desire, and performance that defines the Annex.

As Aria is escorted to private aftercare, Cain signals the staff: it is time to administer the duel’s agreed-upon correction. Jada, still strapped in the milking chair, meets his gaze, eyes wide with a mix of defiance and fear. The audience of staff and other hucows leans forward, eager to witness the consequence of defeat.

The harness is tightened again, snug and unyielding. The suction cups are reattached to her engorged nipples, and the plug’s vibration is reactivated—not at a level of reward, but to enforce awareness, to amplify every twitch, every spasm that her body offers in response to discipline. A small clit stimulator is added, pulsing rhythmically to the beat of her heart. Her own body, trained to respond to the slightest provocation, betrays her immediately—nipples pebbled, milk trickling faster, core twitching involuntarily.

Cain’s voice carries through the chamber: “Remember, Rivers, the duel is as much about yielding as it is about strength. Learn from this. Your body will obey—or it will be corrected further.”

Staff adjust the milking machine’s suction, starting gently, then increasing incrementally with each sign of resistance: a shiver, a tightened thigh, a gasp of frustration. The plug vibrates in sync with the machine, reminding Jada of the surrender she must maintain. She gasps, hips jerking helplessly as the combination pushes her toward an involuntary release, her body reacting despite her attempts to hold control.

Holoscreens project her stats: Yield: 142ml | OI: 8.1 | Compliance: Failing | Leak: Max. The numbers appear large and unflinching, evidence of her submission—or her failure to maintain control. Staff murmur observations, comparing her leaking and spasms to Aria’s flawless performance, the contrast public, stark, and humiliating.

The audience observes quietly, some nodding approval at the corrective procedure, others whispering lessons to themselves. Jada’s cheeks burn, her pride and shame colliding, but her body cannot hide the pleasure, however reluctant. She is trapped in a loop of discipline, humiliation, and involuntary arousal—every reaction logged, every gasp amplified for maximum effect.

Finally, after several cycles of intensified suction and synchronized plug pulses, the staff allow her a brief release: a single, prolonged orgasm, wet and tremulous, that leaves her gasping, trembling, and soaked. She is then released from the harness, supported to her feet, skin flushed, nipples swollen, and body quivering.

Cain steps close, voice low, both admonishing and strangely approving: “Remember this moment, Rivers. Let it teach you that surrender and control are inseparable. Learn from it, or the next correction will be more… comprehensive.”

Jada’s breathing is ragged, her body marked by the punishment: tender skin, leaking nipples, and the memory of involuntary submission. Even as she is guided away to recover, a quiet respect glimmers in her gaze toward Aria—a recognition of her rival’s superiority this day, and a promise that she will endure, improve, and return stronger.


Chapter 10 – Aftercare

The world feels softer, dimmer, as Aria is guided away from the chaos of the duel platform. The bright lights and applause fall away, replaced by the hush of the private recovery suite. The door slides closed behind her, shutting out the hum of the audience, leaving her alone but for the low, gentle voices of the Annex’s aftercare team.

She is helped to the padded bench, her legs wobbling, every muscle trembling with exhaustion and aftershocks. Her breasts are heavy and empty, skin glowing with the residue of milk, sweat, and faint streaks of aloe from the handlers’ hands. Her nipples throb—dark and engorged, ringed with pale marks from the suction cups. Milk still beads and drips, leaving sticky trails down her ribs and stomach.

A cool washcloth glides over her body, careful hands wiping away the evidence of the duel: dried milk, sweat, and slickness between her thighs. The touch is professional, but not impersonal—fingers pausing to check for tenderness, the soft whisper of the cloth tracing every curve and dip of her flushed, swollen skin.

The plugs are removed last. A nurse’s hands are gentle, slow, letting Aria breathe through the stretch and release, easing the buzzing ache left in her core. For a moment, Aria feels emptier than she thought possible—body fluttering, nerves firing with memory. The absence of the plug is almost as intense as its use, leaving her hips squirming, thighs pressed together in reflex.

A fresh towel is draped across her shoulders, warm from the dryer. The staff guide her to lie back, pillowing her head and propping her feet, so her legs can relax, her arms fall limp at her sides. They begin to apply a thick, cooling gel to her breasts—fingers tracing gentle circles around the base, then swirling up over her nipples, massaging the inflamed tissue until the pain recedes to a warm, throbbing glow.

She sighs, breath shuddering, her eyelids heavy. Each touch soothes but also stirs—the memory of restraint and climax echoes in every nerve. The nurses work in silence, tending to her chest, belly, hips, and thighs, ensuring every spot is clean, cooled, and comforted. The chill of the gel soothes the heat from her skin, and yet she feels her body humming with awareness, alive and almost hungry, even in her exhaustion.

The final touch is a soft, absorbent wrap, bound loosely around her chest. It is not for restraint, but support and warmth—a reminder that she is cared for, valued, and allowed to recover after giving everything. Aria’s hands rest atop her breasts, feeling their shape through the towel, the pulse of her heart slowing as her breath deepens.

For the first time since the duel began, she is still. Milk, sweat, and the echo of the plug remain, but her body is being remade once again—not through pain or pressure, but through slow, gentle restoration. In the quiet, with only the soft hum of the suite and the murmur of the staff, Aria drifts between pride and vulnerability, every inch of her skin a memory of what she has just survived.

The hush of the recovery suite is a balm, broken only by the low, reassuring voices of the aftercare nurse and handler who remain at Aria’s side. She lies back on soft terry sheets, wrapped loosely in the absorbent towel, her skin still tingling with the memory of the duel. Her body floats between exhaustion and a strange, simmering awareness—a residual heat that has nothing to do with competition and everything to do with how deeply she’s been touched, seen, and used.

A glass of water is pressed into her hand, cool and welcome against her parched lips. As she drinks, the nurse gently lifts her head, tucking an extra pillow beneath her neck, fingers threading lightly through her damp hair. The touch is soothing, careful not to pull at her tender scalp, and Aria finds herself melting into the support. Every muscle slackens, her arms falling limp at her sides, her legs splayed and heavy, the tension of the duel draining from her body inch by inch.

Next comes the massage. The handler’s hands are skilled, clinical but deeply attentive, kneading the tight knots from her shoulders and down along her spine. Each pass is firm enough to release lingering aches, gentle enough to coax a shiver from Aria’s oversensitized skin. When the handler’s touch moves to her hips and thighs, they pause to check for pain, kneading the flesh where the harness left its marks. Aria sighs, the relief blooming from deep within her muscles.

Her breasts, still cooling from the aloe, are treated with reverent care. The nurse loosens the towel, exposing them to the soft light. She lifts each breast in turn, cradling the fullness in her palm, fingers tracing circles along the sore, streaked skin. Her thumbs pass gently over Aria’s nipples—careful not to press too hard, yet thorough enough to tease another spark of sensation from the still-swollen buds. Every pass is clinical, yet carries an undertone of intimacy; Aria cannot help but shudder as her body, even in fatigue, responds with a faint, involuntary pulse of heat and leaking.

The handler checks her pulse, then gently strokes Aria’s belly, tracing the faint lines left by the harness. Each touch is an affirmation: you are cared for, you are safe, you have endured. The nurse’s hand, warm and steady, rests over Aria’s heart for a moment, letting her feel the slow, rhythmic beat as she sinks deeper into comfort.

For a long time, the suite is filled only with quiet: the slow, careful movements of hands on skin, the creak of the sheets, Aria’s breath deepening as the last of her adrenaline fades. The outside world, the spectacle of the duel, the roar of the audience—they all shrink away, replaced by the gentle insistence of recovery, of touch, of being held.

As her body softens and her mind wanders, Aria feels a curious blend of gratitude, pride, and a slow, simmering need—an erotic afterglow that lingers beneath the care. She is tender, but not broken; exposed, but cherished. In this moment, she allows herself to be remade by gentleness, every touch a promise that her pleasure and pain have meaning, that her body’s yielding has value.

As the immediate waves of exhaustion fade, Aria lies still, enveloped by soft towels and lingering heat. Her body aches in the most intimate ways—her breasts sore and lighter, nipples still tingling, thighs weak and slick with the residue of earlier pleasure and leaking. The staff move with quieter efficiency now, letting her drift in a haze of contentment and vulnerability.

With each slow, steady breath, the images of the duel replay in her mind: the glare of the holoscreens, the pressure of the suction, the relentless throbbing of the plug, and the overwhelming rush of milk and climax. She remembers her own voice crying out, the audience’s reaction, the flush in Jada’s cheeks as her rival finally cracked and yielded beside her.

Aria studies her feelings, surprised by their complexity. There is pride, sharp and heady—pride in her yield, in her ability to outlast and outpour, in her transformation from overwhelmed rookie to the new standard. But there is also a thread of humility, and even gratitude, for Jada’s presence beside her. The duel was not just a contest of bodies, but a kind of mutual forging: both of them made stronger, more honest, more vulnerable by the ordeal.

She finds herself recalling the way Jada looked at her in those last moments—defeated, yes, but with something like awe and even respect. The rivalry had become a bond, forged in pain and spectacle. Aria wonders if she would have endured as much, or triumphed so spectacularly, without Jada there to test her limits, to push her past shame into pride.

The ache in her chest is no longer just the aftermath of suction and yielding, but a longing for more—for another test, another surge, another moment where she is measured, praised, and seen. The humiliation she once dreaded has become part of her hunger: she wants to be compared, to be watched, to be made into a spectacle of surrender and strength.

A quiet knock draws her from her reverie. Mira, wrapped in a pale shift, steps quietly inside. She kneels at Aria’s bedside, eyes kind, a gentle smile curving her lips. “You did it,” she says simply. “I’ve never seen anyone take the duel so far, so fast.”

Aria blushes, pride and embarrassment warring. “I didn’t know I could.”

Mira’s hand finds hers, squeezing gently. “None of us know. Not until the moment comes. You raised the bar for all of us.” She brushes a stray lock of hair from Aria’s cheek, her touch both sisterly and admiring. “Rest now. But don’t think this is the end. The Annex always finds a way to demand more.”

As Mira leaves, Aria’s chest swells with both anticipation and contentment. She lets her eyes drift shut, the memory of rivalry, pain, and triumph settling into her bones. She is remade not just by the ordeal, but by what it has awakened in her—a deeper craving, a pride in her own endurance, and a fierce love of the game.

The lights in the recovery suite dim to a soft blue glow. Aria lies back in silence, wrapped in plush towels, her skin freshly oiled, her muscles loose from massage. Her breasts, though lighter, still ache with an ambient tenderness, and her nipples throb faintly beneath the soft fabric where they occasionally brush the air. Her thighs are sticky, sensitive, her body still humming at a frequency just beneath pain—erotic, alive, and trembling with aftershock.

Without a word, one of the attendants returns and places a sleek holo-slab at her bedside. Aria turns her head. Her duel report glows to life.

Asset: CHEN, ARIA

Duel Performance – Vane Biotech Annex

Yield: 402ml

Orgasm Index: 9.8

Compliance: Max

Voluntary Climax: 6

Involuntary Climax: 4

Leak Rate: Sustained + Irregular

Surge Tolerance: Excellent

Plug Responsiveness: Hyper-sensitive

Audience Engagement: High

Her breath catches. Seeing it laid out like that—so clinical, so exact—sparks something strange and powerful inside her. These numbers are more than data. They are the story of what her body became, what it gave, and what it endured. She scrolls down and finds a comparison graph:

Comparison: Rivers, Jada

Yield: 388ml

OI: 9.1

Control Deviation: Mid-duel failure (noted)

Emotional Compliance: Withheld

Final Spike: Matched, then dropped

The satisfaction that rolls through Aria isn’t gloating—it’s deeper than that. She didn’t just win. She performed. Her body was spectacular, obscene, unforgettable. The humiliation, the public leaking, the tremors and collapse—none of it diminished her. It made her.

As she scrolls, another note appears:

Additional Privileges: 72-hour privacy access

Room upgrade: Bronze-tier reward bed

Enhanced pump access: unrestricted during rest cycles

Data nominated for public archive highlight

Mira Reyes note: “Asset shows exceptional promise. Rival class confirmed.”

She gasps, a soft, startled sound, and clutches the towel tighter around her chest. She can feel her nipples stiffen beneath the fabric, responding to nothing but data and approval. The faintest pressure from the wrap makes her hips twitch. Her thighs squeeze together, the residual slickness a reminder of the earlier peaks—and of what her body still seems to crave.

One of the handlers notices and steps closer, offering a soft tablet warmed with aloe. “Would you like more balm?” he asks, his voice low and professional, but his eyes dip meaningfully toward the curve of her breast peeking out from the towel.

Aria nods, voice barely above a whisper. “Please.”

He peels the towel back carefully, exposing her chest to the cool air. Her breasts remain full, though softer now, and her nipples are still flushed, drawn tight from stimulation and lingering arousal. He applies the balm slowly, pressing gently into the flesh, circling the areola with deliberate care. Aria exhales shakily. Her body tenses, not in pain, but in desperate, involuntary awareness.

She wants to cum again. Even now. Even empty.

But the balm is only balm. The reward is this: to be tended to, seen, affirmed, and left just sensitive enough that the memory of what she’s done will stay burning for days.

He covers her again with a fresh wrap, tighter this time—supportive, compressing just enough to press her swollen breasts close to her chest. “You’ll be bruised tomorrow,” he says. “Wear the data band with pride.”

Aria glances at her wrist. A small screen embedded in her clear polymer collar now cycles through her top stats. Yield. Compliance. OI peak.

No one will miss what she accomplished.

The recovery suite grows still.

The attendants have gone. The data slab dims to standby. The clinical scent of aloe and antiseptic lingers in the air, faintly sweet, oddly comforting. Aria lies on her side beneath the soft terry sheet, her arms curled close to her chest, her legs drawn up slightly as her body, at last, begins to still.

Her breasts are cradled by the wrap, heavy but no longer swollen, the ache giving way to warmth. Each breath shifts them gently, a reminder of all they’ve given—milk, sensation, spectacle. Her nipples still throb faintly, each brush of fabric like an echo from the duel, a final sigh of stimulation that hasn’t quite let her go.

Between her thighs, the ghost of the plug’s pressure remains: a sense of openness, of aftershock. She feels sore, slick, and impossibly empty—but not broken. She has not been undone. She has been opened.

She thinks of Jada—how she looked at the end, leaking and trembling, control shattered but pride somehow intact. She thinks of Mira, and the subtle smile that promised more than mentorship. She thinks of the audience, their gaze still burning on her skin. And she thinks of herself—not the version that arrived, small and unsure, but this new form: remade, inflated, undone and victorious.

This, Aria thinks, is what it means to yield and survive it.

She reaches for the water again, sips slowly. Her hand trembles faintly as she lowers the glass. The room is quiet, but her mind buzzes—not with doubt, but with curiosity. She had imagined the duel would mark a threshold. Instead, it feels like an invitation.

There is more to give. More to become.

A soft chime sounds overhead. She blinks.

“Asset Chen—standby transfer request received.

Temple rotation in queue.

Calibration log initiated.”

She frowns. “Temple?”

But before she can ask, the lights dim further, casting her into shadow. Beyond the glass partition, a figure passes in silence. Robed. Hooded. Veiled.

Not staff. Not Jada. Not Mira.

The figure pauses just long enough that Aria sees her silhouette: tall, graceful, hips swaying beneath ceremonial layers of white and silver. A handler follows closely behind, wheeling a tray—serum vials, pulse cuffs, a collar too ornate for the Annex.

Aria shivers. Her body still aches. Her mind still swims with milk, with climax, with numbers and shame.

And yet, the moment her eyes close again, it isn’t Jada or Mira she dreams of.

It’s the veiled girl.


Chapter 11 – Status Update

The air inside the collaring chamber is sharp with antiseptic and silence.

Aria stands at the center of the circular platform, draped in a thin, open-backed robe of soft grey cotton. It clings faintly to the curves of her still-recovering body—breasts loose and heavy beneath the fabric, the faint, sticky remnants of balm catching at the cloth. Her nipples, marked by the duel, still throb faintly under the dressing, and the soft pressure of the wrap beneath the robe sends a tingle up her spine with every slow breath.

The chamber is made of glass and pale steel. Three data totems hover overhead, displaying rotating metrics—her most recent yield totals, surge tolerance, orgasm index, leak rate—all rendered in gold against a white background. No voice reads them aloud. No handler claps. This ceremony is not for spectacle, but for designation.

She is alone, yet entirely exposed.

Dr Vane enters without announcement, her boots echoing softly on the seamless floor. In her gloved hands: the new collar.

Not transparent. Not silver.

Bronze.

Polished, warm-toned, edged in faint embossed scoring that curves in slow spirals across its surface. Aria’s breath catches. It looks heavier than the clear band she wore before. Final.

Vane approaches slowly. “Kneel.”

The word is not cruel. It is simply instruction. Aria lowers herself without hesitation.

Her knees touch the cold floor, and her thighs part automatically, the habit of restraint too deeply etched now to resist. The robe slips from her shoulders, pooling at her elbows, baring the full curve of her breasts. They still bear the signs of use: the red shadow of suction rings, faint bruises where straps once pressed, a slight stickiness where the balm has dried. Her nipples tighten immediately in the cool air, and a slow drip begins again from the left.

Vane watches it fall.

“You understand what this means,” she says. “Bronze-tier assets are no longer evaluated for viability. They are owned. Scheduled. Measured not by promise, but by consistency.”

Aria nods.

“Your yield, while unstable, was exceptional. Your orgasm compliance is high. You present well under restraint, and your performance in the duel has… impressed.”

Her tone is clipped, clinical. But Aria detects something else beneath it—satisfaction, perhaps. Or hunger.

Vane steps closer. The bronze collar is smooth and warm in her hands. She brushes Aria’s hair aside, tilting her chin, and positions the collar around her neck. There is no ceremony, no key. A soft click, and it locks. Seamless. Fitted.

A faint pulse hums through it. Aria flinches—not in fear, but in recognition. The collar is synched. Her vitals, her leak rate, her temperature, her cycle: all of it now visible, measurable, and stored.

A final click sounds, and the display activates just beneath her chin. A thin strip of light: her name, tier, and last yield rate.

Asset Chen – Bronze

402ml – Peak Output

The words don’t shame her. Not anymore.

Dr Vane walks a slow circle around her, hands folded behind her back. “You’ll be moved from the solo pens. Your schedule will be adjusted. Shared milking, sleep tracking, and direct comparison will become standard.”

Aria nods again, lips parted, breath just a little too fast. She’s still leaking.

“Do you accept this collar?” Vane asks quietly.

“Yes,” Aria whispers.

“Say it clearly.”

Aria lifts her eyes, her knees still aching against the cold floor, breasts bare, nipples stiff, milk beading slowly down the soft curve of her under-bust.

“I accept this collar.”

There is no applause.

Only a nod.

“Then rise,” Vane says. “And begin the next phase of your transformation.”

The corridor hums softly beneath Aria’s bare feet as she walks, flanked by a silent attendant and the ever-present whisper of her own collar display. The bronze band sits heavier than the clear one, a constant presence against the base of her throat. With each step, she can feel the light vibration of its live sync—monitoring her pulse, temperature, and leak rate in real time.

She’s still wearing the grey robe, though it does little to hide her. Her breasts sway freely beneath the loose fabric, still raw with sensitivity. The dual weight of milk and aftermath makes her posture strangely tentative, hips loose from recent use, shoulders drawn in as though anticipating observation.

And soon, she gets it.

The pen door slides open on a soundless track, revealing her new home: a double-unit pod. Entirely transparent. Floor-to-ceiling glass on three sides, with a seamless mirrored panel on the fourth that reflects their bodies back to them—an inescapable doubling of exposure.

Mira is already inside.

She lies curled on her side atop one of the sleeping platforms, wrapped in only a half-folded towel, legs bare, her bell collar catching the light as she lifts her head. Her breasts—smaller than Aria’s but perfectly sculpted, firm, high, and undeniably lovely—are visible in profile, one nipple marked faintly with suction bloom.

Aria halts for a breath, suddenly aware of her own state: robe slipping off one shoulder, milk still beading along one side, nipples visible in profile beneath the thin wrap she forgot she was wearing. Mira’s eyes flick to her chest, then to the numbers scrolling beneath Aria’s collar.

“Four-oh-two,” Mira murmurs, voice low and amused. “They really turned you into a fountain, didn’t they?”

Aria flushes. She steps onto the soft flooring and feels the change instantly: the entire pod is slightly warmer, infused with a faint scent of lavender and latex. A slow, pulse-like sound echoes from somewhere behind the mirrored wall—the low rhythm of sleep pump cycles, humming like a second heartbeat.

On the far wall, two yield displays glow softly, side by side.

Chen: 402ml · Bronze · 9.8 OI

Reyes: 361ml · Bronze · 9.4 OI

Mira watches Aria read the numbers, then stretches languidly, letting the towel slip lower down her hips.

“They’ll keep those running day and night,” she says. “Even when we’re asleep. Especially when we’re asleep.”

Aria swallows, stepping closer to the second sleeping platform. Her side. She notices her harness, hung neatly on a rack. Her pump ports. Her own embedded data tablet, synced to the collar. The impression of sameness unnerves her, even as it settles her.

“You leaking?” Mira asks casually.

Aria nods.

“Let me see.”

Before Aria can hesitate, Mira is already on her feet, standing in front of her. The shorter girl gently opens the robe, parting it at the shoulder, then down the front. Aria exhales shakily as the wrap is peeled back from her breast, exposing the swollen flesh, the still-damp skin, and the faint stream trickling down from her left nipple.

Mira brushes a thumb across it, catching the drop. “Still flowing. That’s good. Means you’re settling into production quickly.” She presses the edge of her palm against the side of Aria’s breast, feeling the softness, the pressure just beneath the surface.

“More volume than mine,” she mutters. “But I’ve got better reflex control.”

Aria wants to flinch. But her body doesn’t move. It receives the comparison—open, accepting, studied. It has to.

Mira lets the robe fall back into place. “Get comfortable. You’ll need to leak together at least once per rest cycle or they’ll reset your harness.” She moves back to her mat, lies down, and closes her eyes. “There’s no privacy here, Aria. Only mirrors. Only numbers.”

Aria stands in the middle of the glass pen for a long moment before lowering herself to the mat. Her breasts press against her forearms as she lies down, one hand brushing her collar, the display still pulsing faintly beneath her skin.

Mira is right.

There’s no privacy now.

Only proximity. And yield.

The lights dim at 22:00 exactly.

No switches. No announcement. Just a soft fading of the pod’s ceiling glow until the glass pen is illuminated only by the halo of the yield screens on the far wall, rotating their quiet statistics like prayers.

Aria lies on her side, facing Mira. The mat is cool against her back, her breasts loose and sore against her chest. The soft wrap she’d been given earlier has been peeled down around her waist; the pressure had grown unbearable, and she couldn’t bear to feel anything tight across her nipples. Milk beads from both, slow and unhurried now, leaving faint trails against her ribs and the mat beneath her. The trickle is not enough to activate the pump ports—but enough that Mira notices.

“Still leaking,” Mira says, voice quiet in the dark.

“Can’t stop it,” Aria whispers back.

“You’re not supposed to.” Mira turns toward her, propping her cheek on one hand. “They want you full and flowing. You leak too fast, they give you sedatives. Leak too slow, they increase suction or adjust your cycle window.”

Aria doesn’t answer immediately. Her body is too tired for reaction. Her nerves feel raw, like her skin is one long, stretched wire still vibrating with ghost sensation. “You were right,” she says eventually. “About the duel. About how far they’d push.”

Mira smiles in the dark. “They always push further than you think you can go. That’s the point.”

They lie in silence for a while. The hum of the shared milking station idles quietly behind the mirrored panel, soft and constant like mechanical breathing. Somewhere deeper in the Annex, a muffled moan echoes—someone else in a pen, someone else leaking, someone else becoming.

“Do you hate her?” Aria asks.

Mira doesn’t reply right away. Then, “Jada?”

Aria nods, though she knows Mira can’t see it.

“No,” Mira says. “She pushes. And she hates losing. That’s a good combination—if it doesn’t break you.”

Aria thinks of Jada in the final seconds of the duel. How her muscles trembled. How the control she was so proud of splintered. How even in her defeat, she still looked beautiful.

“She’ll come back stronger,” Mira adds. “They always do.”

Aria shifts slightly, groaning as her breast brushes the mat, another drop of milk slipping free. She presses the heel of her hand lightly against the underside, trying to ease the weight. “Does it always feel like this after?” she asks. “The need? The ache?”

“The ache never leaves,” Mira says. “You just learn how to live in it. They don’t want it to go away.”

She sits up slowly, moving across the floor to Aria’s side. In the low light, Mira is all silhouette and glinting skin—smooth, practiced, utterly unhurried. She reaches out and gently lifts Aria’s nearest breast, cupping it with one hand, testing its weight. Her fingers slide up to pinch and roll the nipple, gently coaxing another bead of milk.

“Still too full,” she murmurs. “You’ll cramp if you sleep like this.”

Before Aria can protest, Mira leans in and softly closes her lips around the swollen nipple.

Aria gasps—sharp and high. Her back arches just slightly off the mat. The heat of Mira’s mouth is immediate, and so is the faint pull as she suckles, slow and deliberate. It’s not sexual—not exactly—but it’s intimate, and Aria’s body responds all the same. Her thighs squeeze together reflexively, her hands ball in the sheets.

Mira draws twice, then pulls away, licking the corner of her mouth.

“Better,” she says. “Just enough to relieve pressure. If it leaks again in your sleep, you’ll wake wet—but not in pain.”

Aria breathes heavily, unsure if she’s grateful or embarrassed. Or both.

Mira returns to her mat, curling onto her side, back facing Aria now.

“Get used to sharing everything,” she says softly. “There’s no such thing as modesty once they start ranking you.”

Aria stares at the mirrored wall, at the ghost of her own form stretched beside the outline of Mira’s. Her breasts are still full, still tender, still leaking—slower now, but steady.

She closes her eyes.

She is not alone anymore.

She is measured, ranked, desired—and watched. Always.

She wakes before the system chime.

The pod is still dark, illuminated only by the slow cycling of data across the wall display: Yield Totals, Leak Rate, Pulse Trends. She blinks against the soft light, her body sluggish, breath even. Then she feels it.

Her breasts are sore again.

Not the throbbing ache of climax or suction—but the deep, full heaviness of build. They’ve filled overnight. Her nipples are damp where they’ve pressed against the mat, and a slow, warm leak has pooled beneath her on the sheet. She shifts slightly, and the movement sends a sticky trail along her side. The smell is faintly sweet. Familiar. Hers.

She doesn’t rush to clean it.

Instead, Aria lies still, one hand drifting over her chest, cupping the soft fullness. Her fingers find the edge of her nipple—now tacky, swollen, but not yet painful—and she gently presses down, watching another thin bead rise. It drips, leisurely, against the underside of her breast. A soft pat. Then another.

The sound is quiet but rhythmic.

She closes her eyes and listens to it.

This isn’t shameful anymore.

It’s…hers.

Her collar pulses once—subtle, affirming. The small band under her skin responds with a gentle warmth as her vitals sync with the display. She glances toward the numbers, half-awake, and watches her own name glow.

Chen – Leak Active · Yield Pending · OI Recovery: Stable

The words are clinical. But to her, they feel personal.

Every drop her body gives is recorded, honoured, measured. Every twitch, every shiver, every moan—stored. She’s not just being trained. She’s being shaped. Tuned.

And she wants it.

She wants the stimulation, the leaking, the comparison. She wants to see Mira’s numbers next to hers and feel the thrill of overtaking her. She wants Jada to return and challenge her again—wants the harness, the suction, the plug. Not just for punishment. Not even for victory. But because she now understands: to yield is to be alive here. To be meaningful. To be seen.

She strokes her breast again and feels the warm response—the drip, the pull, the swell of pressure and pride. Her thighs rub together beneath the sheet, not urgently, but instinctively. Arousal isn’t a spike anymore. It’s baseline.

The collar vibrates again. A notification.

She doesn’t need to look. She knows what’s next.

Temple.

The veiled figure. The robed silhouette. The vials on the tray.

Something beyond the Annex. Beyond milk. Beyond comparison.

She isn’t afraid.

She presses her palm flat over her chest, feeling the heat of her breast, the weight, the purpose. Her body is still yielding—and she’s not done. Not close. Not even beginning to be full.

The pod’s lights warm slowly from deep blue to morning white.

Aria sits upright on her mat, the sheet still damp beneath her. Her breasts rest heavy on her chest, soft and slick with overnight leaking, her nipples flushed and slightly puffy from persistent pressure. Mira stirs across from her but says nothing, just shifts to lie on her back, arms above her head, letting one breast fall against the curve of her ribcage. The data halos have already begun their morning loop.

The chime comes soft, mechanical, without ceremony.

“Asset Chen.

Status: Bronze.

Next Rotation Assigned.

Temple Preparation Commences – 06:00.”

Aria’s breath catches.

The word feels like a brand. Not shouted. Not explained. Just delivered.

She looks across at Mira—who is already watching her. Not surprised.

“I figured,” Mira says quietly. “You produced too well. And you broke Jada.”

Aria doesn’t know whether to feel proud or afraid. She only knows that her body responds instantly: a flush of heat through her chest, another sudden leak, her thighs tensing involuntarily beneath the sheet. Her collar pulses once—acknowledging the response.

There is no question. No opt-in. The system has spoken.

Temple.

Her nipples tighten. Her pulse lifts. Her yield climbs.

She lies back down in the milk-damp bed, one hand resting over her breast, the other tracing the collar around her throat.

She wasn’t done yielding.

She was only just beginning.


Chapter 12 – Yield Defined

The pod lights rise at 06:00, exactly as they do every morning. Soft gold at first, then the full clinical glow. Enough to cast clean lines across bare skin, stainless rails, and the faint condensation beading against the interior glass walls.

Aria is already awake.

She doesn’t open her eyes immediately. She feels everything first.

Her breasts, huge and heavy, press into the sleep mat beneath her. Each one is supported by a wide, custom-fitted harness band with bronze trim and gently flexing seams—automated to detect overnight leaking and deliver micro-pulses to stimulate even output. The wrap breathes with her, warm and snug, but not tight enough to stop the slow, steady flow of milk that has been leaking for hours.

Her nipples are damp. The mat beneath her bears the familiar slick oval stains. Her thighs, parted slightly in her sleep, are faintly sticky from internal pulses—residual from the training plug that remains seated inside her, its vibration silent, now part of her natural sleep rhythm.

She breathes out slowly, then opens her eyes.

The pod has changed since those early days. It houses three now—Aria, Mira, and the newest arrival, Sera, whose collar still bears the pale silver trim of Provisional status. Mira lies on her side, breasts half-exposed, one arm draped across her stomach. She has become softer, fuller since the duel—her milk no longer peak, but still respected. Her presence steady.

Sera sleeps curled, face buried in the crook of her arm, a towel clutched to her chest. She hasn’t stopped trembling yet during night shifts. Aria remembers that stage. She doesn’t miss it.

The yield screens begin their morning loop. From her mat, Aria can see the updated stats cycling gently in the corner:

Chen, A.

Tier: Bronze+

Current Leak Rate: 15ml/min

Overnight Output: 406ml

Reflex Response: Excellent

Milking Delay: 0.0s

OI Resting Index: 3.7

Her numbers are beautiful. She knows this.

She rises slowly, letting the mat peel from her damp skin, the sweet scent of milk and body heat rising with her. Her breasts shift downward with weight and grace—no longer defiant or tight, but soft, overfull, obedient. The wrap contracts with her posture, adapting as she kneels, then stands.

Milk drips in slow, steady beads from both nipples, trailing down the lower curve of her breasts. It doesn’t embarrass her. It’s not even noticed. She stands calmly, stretching once, collar display blinking gently in response to her vertical rise.

Mira stirs, eyes half-lidded. “Platform today?”

Aria nods, checking the blinking alert on the internal wall panel.

Asset Chen. Featured Yield Rotation. Suite 4.

Please report prepared and pre-leaking by 06:40.

She doesn’t need a handler anymore.

She pads to the hygiene station, steps into the mist field, and lets the soft antiseptic vapor wash over her. No scrubbing. No cold. Just warmth, scentless steam, and a low chime when she’s clean enough.

When she returns, her harness pulses gently. She’s leaking a little faster now. The air, the movement—it’s enough to tip her over from sleeping trickle to active output. Her breasts are responding to schedule.

She smiles faintly.

Exactly what they want.

The platform chamber is quiet when Aria enters—quiet in that reverent, humming way that only exists in clinical spaces engineered for obedience. The floor is matte black resin, temperature-controlled to feel warm against bare feet. Every surface is curved, soft-edged, designed for exposure without cruelty. There are no corners. No hiding places.

And no curtains.

The raised yield chair sits at the center beneath a halo of ambient light, flanked by dual data totems and a semi-circle of mirrored panels that reflect Aria’s body back from every angle. Above, a silent holoscreen waits—blank for now, soon to bloom with her stats.

Two handlers approach her without a word. They no longer need instruction prompts; she knows her marks.

The wrap is unfastened first, peeled slowly from her breasts. The pressure releases with a low sigh of warmth as her milk begins to flow more freely. Both nipples are dark and swollen, soft with sensitivity, and already glistening. The lower curve of her breasts drips before she’s even seated.

The plug remains in. It hums faintly now, a low-level stimulation synced with her collar and the suction system. It won’t escalate unless her yield dips. Aria hasn’t needed escalation in weeks.

The handlers guide her into the chair.

It’s more like a throne, really—moulded and reclined, legs parted, arms cradled open at her sides. The milking cups lower from above, transparent and clean, each fitted with soft internal rings and laced with microstim electrodes. They’re programmed for her nipples exactly.

The moment they seal, her breath catches—not from pain, but the pressure. The suction syncs instantly to her output. There is no lag. Milk begins to stream in clear white ribbons along the tubing, pooling below in a shallow basin that glows with faint blue light.

Her stats begin to update live.

CHEN, ARIA

Current Yield: 74ml

Suction Interval: 3.1s

Pulse Control: Synched

OI Spike Detected: Mild

Leak Index: Flowing+

The plug hums once—gentle, internal, coaxing more than forcing. Her thighs twitch just slightly in the restraints. It’s not for punishment. It’s performance reinforcement.

The watchers enter.

Two biotech interns. A handler in observation whites. One tall woman in grey with a clipboard, no name badge. They stand in a quiet half-moon behind the mirrored glass, watching her reflection instead of her body. Aria’s image fills the pane: full, wide-hipped, her breasts visibly draining, her nipples pulled into long slow pulses inside the cups.

They murmur between themselves. She hears nothing distinct. But she knows the sound.

Admiration.

She doesn’t flinch anymore. She doesn’t blush or strain. She leaks. She gives.

Time passes in a slow, liquid blur. The milk collects in rhythmic waves. Her pulse remains steady. The plug pulses again—higher this time. Not enough to push her to climax, but enough to keep her hovering just above compliance euphoria. She can feel her orgasm index ticking upward.

One of the observers leans closer to the display. Notes something. Nods.

Aria closes her eyes.

She lets herself be used.

Milked.

Admired.

Measured.

And loved for it.

By the time the cups detach, her breasts are light.

She breathes out slowly as the suction releases with a final wet sigh. Her nipples, flushed and slightly swollen, glisten in the overhead light, a few stray drops sliding down to her stomach. The handlers work in silence, gently wiping her clean with soft cloths—no haste, no roughness. Just ritual.

She stays in the chair, legs still parted, plug still humming faintly inside her. Her thighs twitch with the rhythm. Her body is so attuned now that she barely notices the stimulation as foreign. It simply belongs. Like her collar. Like her leaking. Like the feeling of being watched.

Her gaze drifts toward the mirrored panels again.

The woman reflected there is not a trainee. Not a volunteer. Not even a rival.

She is yield.

Five months ago, she would have flinched at the thought. At the weight of her own breasts, the constant dampness between her thighs, the quiet ache of being always on the edge of climax but never quite permitted release. Now, it grounds her. Defines her.

Her body has changed in more ways than she can catalogue. Her breasts are at least twice the size they were on arrival, with weight and shape adapted for efficiency and spectacle. Her nipples react faster. Her leak reflex is sensitive to posture, to tone of voice, to gaze.

Her thighs are softer now—her hips wider. Her body retains more fluid. Her pulse slows when she’s plugged. Her OI threshold has dropped by three full points. Even her skin has changed: supple, flushed, always faintly scented with milk and antiseptic balm.

But what surprises her most is her mind.

She doesn’t want to be compared. She needs it.

She wants her leak rate displayed. Her OI noted. She wants to hear her own stats whispered behind glass by people who will never touch her. She wants her image flickering silently on holopanels in the hallway while other assets tremble.

She remembers the duel with Jada not as a climax, but as a beginning. It wasn’t the competition that changed her—it was being seen. Judged. Measured. Transformed.

Aria Chen, then, was full of nerves. Shame. Resistance.

Now?

She shifts in the chair, her thighs brushing the smooth leather, and another trickle of wetness slides from her—milk above, slickness below.

She exhales.

Now she doesn’t resist anything.

Not sensation.

Not spectatorship.

Not herself.

The aftercare suite is smaller than the duel recovery room. It’s private, quieter. No mirrored walls here—just curved frosted glass, ambient pink light, and the soft, padded bench where Aria now lies, chest up, arms open.

The handlers work with practised calm. One massages aloe-rich balm into her breasts, carefully smoothing it around the perimeter of each curve, avoiding direct pressure on the nipples until the last moment. The other wipes between her thighs, removing the faint slickness left by the plug, then gently unseats it with a soft twist and slow withdrawal.

Aria groans—quietly. Not in protest. In adjustment.

Her plug threshold is so attuned now that its absence feels as meaningful as its presence. Her body flutters in response, but it’s a trained flutter, not a tremor. She remains still, compliant, milk-warm.

The senior nurse on shift—Caley, mid-40s, gentle hands, clipboard gaze—approaches with the tablet.

“Yield peaked at 413,” she says, placing the report beside Aria’s head. “Excellent pacing. Four voluntary pulses. No suction lag. Output sustained through first plateau.”

Aria doesn’t speak. She only nods once, eyes closing again as the aloe massage circles in slow, warm spirals across her chest.

“You’re at 94.2 percentile for Bronze+. The upgrade committee will be watching tomorrow’s rotation closely.”

The words settle deep in her, not like pressure—but like permission. Her thighs shift slightly on the bench. Her breasts ache in that clean, post-use way she’s come to love. Her collar pulses once.

The balm is wiped clean. A fresh breast wrap is applied—wider now, thicker. It hugs her body with reassuring firmness, lifting her slightly, cradling her still-sensitive skin. It isn’t restraint. It’s maintenance.

One of the nurses gently smooths her hair.

“You’re presenting beautifully,” she says softly.

Aria doesn’t answer. But she smiles.

She thinks of the screen. Of her name, her numbers, her flow rate blinking above her reflection.

She no longer needs to speak to be heard.

The corridors are quiet at this hour—just past the end of Rotation, just before the soundless preparation of the next. Aria walks barefoot, escorted only by a single handler, her steps slow and even across the soft-lit floor. Her wrap hugs her chest, firm and lifted. Milk still beads faintly from her nipples beneath the layers. She doesn’t wipe it.

No one wipes that anymore.

The Annex doesn’t discourage dripping. Not once you’ve earned it.

They pass the collaring chamber on the way back to her pen.

And there she is—the new girl.

Kneeling.

Collarless.

Shaking.

Her arms are tight to her sides, fists curled in the fabric of the issued grey robe. It’s too loose for her, not yet tailored for her curves, which are small, high, and untested. Her bare knees press into the ceramic floor like she doesn’t know whether to stand, bow, or run. Her eyes dart upward once, and in that moment she sees Aria.

Not a flash of recognition. Just… fear.

Aria stops. The handler beside her does not protest.

Inside the chamber, the new girl is spoken to softly by one of the intake nurses—measured tones, calm words, a hand on the shoulder that means nothing gentle. Behind them, the bronze collar waits, set into the presentation tray like a wedding ring.

Aria leans slightly toward the glass. Her breasts press gently against the fabric of her wrap, and another slow drip falls down her torso, pooling beneath her sternum.

She doesn’t remember the words spoken to her during her own collaring.

But she remembers the feeling.

The weight of her breasts when they were first beginning to swell.

The shame that came with leaking.

The thrill of being watched.

The moment resistance became obedience.

And then: the moment obedience became her.

The new girl’s lip trembles as the robe is slipped from her shoulders.

Aria smiles—not cruelly. Not smugly. But with calm, radiant understanding.

This isn’t the end of a journey.

It’s the beginning of hers.

“It took her months to learn what the new girl would now be taught in hours:

Surrender wasn’t the price. It was the gift.”


Stay With Me A Little Longer
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https://a.co/d/0e0SwQ0C

Thank you for staying with Bell & Brand through the glass.

Aria’s time in the Annex proved that yield can be measured, scored, displayed, and turned into rivalry beneath the lights. But Bell & Brand is not only glass, data, and clinical spectacle. Beyond the Annex lies another part of the system — warmer, older, rougher, and far more intimate.

In The Creamery Farm, the story moves back into the heart of the herd.

Kess knows the rhythms of Bell & Brand in a way newer women do not. She knows the weight of a collar, the sound of bells in the morning, the ache of routine, and the strange comfort of knowing exactly what is expected. At the Creamery Farm, obedience is not a single test. It is a life. The days are shaped by milking, inspection, public display, punishment, care, rivalry, and the complicated bonds that form between women who have all been changed by the same system.

This is where Bell & Brand begins to feel less like a place you survive and more like a world with its own rules, hierarchy, and terrible tenderness.

Kess’s journey reveals what happens after the first breaking.

What happens when the herd becomes familiar?

What happens when humiliation starts to feel like belonging?

Continue with Book 3: The Creamery Farm — where the herd has its own queens, rituals, rivalries, and rewards. https://a.co/d/0e0SwQ0C
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If you sight up for my mailing list you will get a free ebook straight away and then will be able to join my monthly give aways too.

You can connect with me on:

https://romanvale.uk

https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=61584740375802

Subscribe to my newsletter:

https://romanvale.uk/secret


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found something here to crave — something intense, tender, unsettling, or impossible to forget — I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review.

Every review helps other readers discover my work and keeps these dark, daring stories reaching the people they were written for.

— Roman Vale
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Year of Denial – Quarter One - Teased & Tormented: Teased & Tormented: Femdom Chastity, Erotic Denial, and the First Three Months of Submission - 3 Books in 1 Collection

https://a.co/d/03cTDc3m

One contract.

Three months.

No release.

Adam thought he agreed to a simple challenge.

One month locked in chastity to prove he could change.

Rachel knew better.

What begins in January as a relationship ultimatum quickly transforms into something far more deliberate — a carefully structured system of control, denial, and obedience.

Each month tightens the rules.

Each evaluation strips away another layer of resistance.

Each moment without release reshapes Adam’s body, his thoughts… and eventually his identity.

Quarter One: Teased & Tormented collects the first three volumes of the Locked for the Year saga:

	January Jail – The cage closes for the first time.

	February Frustration – Adam learns there is no early release.

	March Meltdown – Denial becomes psychological.



Catch up on the series so far now! New book every month.
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The Glass Slipper: A Dark Fairytale of Power, Desire, and Possession

https://a.co/d/06Ay4M91

The Glass Slipper is a dark Cinderella retelling that transforms a familiar fairytale into something far more intimate, dangerous, and psychologically charged.

Ella has spent most of her life surviving quietly. In a house that was never truly hers, she has learned to be useful, obedient, and easy to overlook. She knows how to make herself small. She knows how to endure. What she does not know is what it means to be fully seen — not as a servant, not as an inconvenience, not as a burden, but as something wanted.

Everything changes with the invitation to the royal ball.

But this is no innocent celebration, and the palace is not glittering with romance. Beneath the beauty and ceremony lies something older, darker, and far more deliberate. The women invited are not simply guests. They are being observed. Assessed. Measured. Every glance means something. Every interaction is part of a design. And at the centre of that design is the Prince — a man who does not chase, does not guess, and does not charm in the way the storybooks promise.

He chooses.
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Do Your Worst: She said she could take it. He never promised to stop - A Dark Romance of Power, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/0gpb7SX1

She said she could take it. He never promised to stop.

Kate wants more than date nights and polite kisses. She wants the tremble that starts in her belly when she kneels; the hush that turns the world soft when he says good girl. One reckless whisper at the kitchen table—do your worst—becomes a contract neither of them can forget.

Sam doesn’t bargain with desire; he builds it. Rules arrive like gifts wrapped in ribbon: how she stands, how she speaks, how she waits. Mornings taste of obedience; evenings taste of consequence. And when he decides her devotion should be worn, not just spoken, Kate feels the first cool brush of metal and understands: this isn’t a phase. It’s a life.
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14-Day Lock: A Valentines Day Ritual Femdom Romance of Chastity, Control, and the Pleasure of Obedience

https://a.co/d/0a10F8dm

Fourteen days.

Fourteen keys.

One lock she controls completely.

Isla Mercer does not play games.

Every February, she begins the same ritual—carefully measured, deliberately unromantic, and absolutely unyielding. A glass heart sits in the centre of her living room, filled with fourteen identical keys. Each one represents a day of control. Each one must be earned through obedience, service, and restraint.

Theo has agreed to submit.

From the moment the lock clicks shut, his pleasure is no longer his concern. Isla does not offer mercy, reassurance, or reward. She offers structure. Rules are spoken once. Failure resets everything. Desire is allowed only as fuel for obedience, never as a bargaining tool.
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The Valentine Handler: A Dark Valentines Day Romance of Chastity, Control, and Surrender

https://a.co/d/06ezmhIH

Every February, she takes one man.

Powerful crime families don’t call Valentina Moreau to kill their problems.

They call her to reassign them.

Known only as the Valentine Handler, Valentina specialises in bloodless victories—contracts instead of bullets, devotion instead of destruction. Her methods are elegant, discreet, and irreversible.

This year’s assignment is Luca De Santis: a reckless syndicate heir whose charm, excess, and entitlement are destabilising the city’s fragile balance of power. Killing him would start a war. Letting him live unchecked would be worse.
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Til Denial Do Us Part: A Femdom Marriage Contract Romance of Chastity, Power Exchange, Denied Pleasure, and a Wife’s Awakening into Control

https://a.co/d/0gpRLjMm

On the night before their wedding, Elena and Daniel sign a joke “Marital Control Contract.”

What begins as laughter quickly becomes the most dangerous kind of truth.

When fiery, athletic, red-haired Elena slips the velvet pouch with the key into her bag, she tells herself it’s only a game. But once the ring is on her finger and the vows are said, something shifts inside her—something bold, hungry, and impossibly powerful. Daniel expects a perfect wedding night. Instead, his new wife gives him a soft kiss, a teasing smile… and the first denial.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.

Coming Soon:

Decoration by Design

Silken Chains
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