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1 - USED AT THE DAIRY FARM
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The first blast of the whistle tore through the morning fog, a sharp, piercing sound that made every muscle in Sarah’s body lock. Around her, the other women in the paddock moved with a practiced, weary obedience, their nude forms shuffling toward the steel gate that led to the barn. The damp grass chilled her feet. The electronic collar around her neck gave a soft, warning hum. She didn’t move.

Eeeeeeet!

The second whistle, longer, more insistent. The hum at her throat spiked into a low-voltage buzz, not painful but deeply unsettling, a relentless reminder buzzing against her spine. Her jaw tightened. Rebel. Fight. But her feet, traitors, were already carrying her forward, the need to make the sensation stop overriding the fury in her chest. She fell into line, the plastic ear tag clipped to her lobe swinging with each step.

The barn wasn’t like any barn she’d ever seen. The interior was all sterile steel and harsh white light, smelling of antiseptic and warm animal hide—their hide. Row upon row of heavy-duty restraint stations lined the central aisle: stocks for wrists and ankles, bars, chains, and gleaming machines with clear plastic tubing. The mechanical thump-thump-thump of pumps filled the air.

Silas stood near the main door, a mountain of a man. His shoulders strained the fabric of his simple grey work shirt, his arms thick and roped with muscle earned through real labor. He held a tablet, his eyes scanning the herd of women as they filed in. His gaze, cool and assessing, landed on her. It always did.

“Tag 447. Step out.”

His voice was a low rumble, devoid of malice, devoid of care. A command for a piece of equipment. Sarah felt heat flood her cheeks, a mix of shame and that stubborn, unkillable anger. She stepped out of the line. The other women didn’t look at her; they kept their eyes down, moving to their assigned stations where automated arms waited to secure them for the Let-Down.

“Follow,” Silas said, turning without checking if she obeyed.

He led her past the main floor to a separate, smaller bay. Here, the equipment was more substantial, more personalized. A large set of wooden stocks, polished smooth from use, dominated the space. A table held an array of tools: brushes, bottles, and a console with two large, bell-shaped suction pumps connected to glass collection jars.

“Quality check,” Silas stated, placing his tablet aside. “Position.”

Sarah knew the drill. The rebellion was a flame in her gut, but her body knew the cost of refusal—the searing shock from the collar, the isolation box, the withheld meals. She approached the stocks, placing her wrists into the carved grooves. Cold wood met her skin. She leaned forward, the position bending her at the waist, presenting her. Heavy bars swung shut with a clunk, securing her wrists and, with a separate mechanism, her ankles, spreading her stance slightly.

Silas moved behind her. She heard the click of the console, the low mechanical whirr as the pumps powered up. His hands, large and calloused, were surprisingly deft. He lifted her left breast, his fingers cool against her flesh. She flinched.

“Be still,” he said, his tone flat.

He positioned the first suction cup, a cool, flexible silicone ring. A soft hiss echoed as the seal engaged, the pressure immediate and strange. He repeated the process on her right side. The sensation wasn’t painful—it was a deep, tugging pull, a hollowing pressure centered on her nipple. The machines whirred to life, a rhythmic thump-suck, thump-suck. Within seconds, thin streams of milk sprayed against the glass of the collection jars with a steady ping-ping-ping.

“Yield is adequate,” Silas muttered, more to his log than to her. “But tension is high. Affects taste. Protein content.”

Sarah’s heart hammered against her ribs. The relentless pull on her breasts was stirring something low in her belly, a traitorous heat that spread despite her rage.

The air in the barn felt cold against her exposed skin. She was stretched, vulnerable, the pull on her breasts and uncomfortable, exposed position, creating a dizzying contradiction of sensations. Humiliation burned, but underneath it, a pulse of raw, unwanted anticipation throbbed between her legs.

“Must be properly relaxed,” Silas said.

A new sound: the stiff bristles of a coarse brush, the kind used on horses, scraping against his palm. He started at the backs of her calves. The bristles scratched over her skin, not gentle, not cruel. Just efficient. They swept up over her thighs, over the curves of her ass, each pass leaving a trail of faint, pink marks and a startling wake of heightened sensitivity. Her skin came alive, every nerve ending screaming. The brushing was impersonal, a farmer grooming a beast, yet her body arched into the sensation, a soft gasp escaping her lips before she could bite it back.

The brush left her skin tingling, hyper-aware. She heard the click of a cap, the wet sound of lubricant. A cold, thick drizzle landed against her back entrance. She stiffened.

“Easy,” Silas murmured, his first word that held any trace of inflection. A warning, or a mockery of comfort.

The blunt, slick head of the dildo pressed against her. It was large, unyielding. He pushed, and her body resisted, clenched tight with shock and protest. He applied steady, immense pressure. The stretch was immense, a burning, fullness that stole her breath. It wasn’t pleasure, not at first. It was an invasion, a claiming. He worked it deeper, inch by relentless inch, until the base sat snug against her. The fullness was staggering, a solid presence inside her that seemed to magnify every other sensation—the tug of the pumps, the cool air on her spread flesh.

He left it there, a plug anchoring her in this obscene presentation. For a long minute, there was only the sound of the machines and her own ragged breathing. Then, his hands were on her hips, his thumbs rubbing circles into the tense muscles of her lower back.

“See?” he said, his voice closer now, a warm puff of air against her shoulder. “Tension. It all holds here.”

His hands were magic, or maybe just expertly knowledgeable. Those strong, rough fingers found knots of resistance she didn’t know she had and pressed, kneaded, until they melted under his touch. Against her will, a groan vibrated in her throat. Her head lolled forward. The rebellion in her mind was still shouting, but her body… her body was liquefying, surrendering to the skilled manipulation. The sharp, uncomfortable fullness in her ass began to shift, the burning stretch softening into a deep, radiating warmth that spread through her pelvis.

The thump-suck of the pumps seemed to sync with her heartbeat. The milk flowed freely now, the streams becoming fuller, richer. A strange, heavy languor settled over her. Her mind grew foggy, distant, a passenger in a vessel being expertly operated.

She heard the rustle of clothing, the clink of a belt. The dildo was removed, the sudden emptiness a shock. It was replaced immediately by the hot, blunt pressure of something alive. Silas’s cock, thick and insistent, nudged at her loosened entrance.

He entered her in one smooth, powerful thrust.

The air rushed from Sarah’s lungs in a choked cry. He filled her completely, a burning, stretching fullness that was entirely different from the toy. This was living heat, a solid, pulsing presence that touched depths the toy could not. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a punishing, rhythmic pace, each powerful drive of his hips slamming her forward against the stocks, making the wood creak.

The force was incredible. Farm-hand strength, relentless and untiring. Each thrust jolted through her, a shockwave that radiated from the point of joining. The suction pumps tugged in counter-rhythm, pull-thrust, pull-thrust. Her world narrowed to the symphony of sensation: the deep, dragging pleasure-pain in her breasts, the brutal, fulfilling penetration from behind, the rough grip of his hands on her hips, holding her in place for his use.

Her earlier anger was gone, burned away by a consuming fire. Shame had evaporated. There was only this: the raw, physical reality of being used, of being milked in every sense. A coil of tension, tighter than any knot he’d massaged away, wound at her core. It wound with every slap of his skin against hers, every ping of milk hitting glass.

“That’s it,” Silas grunted, his voice strained with effort. “There it is. Let it happen.”

His words were a trigger. The coil snapped.

Her climax tore through her with no permission, no conscious thought. It was a violent, convulsive wave that broke over her, wracking her body with tremors. Her back arched hard against him, a silent scream on her lips. The pumps seemed to pull harder, milk flowing in a sudden rush as her muscles clenched and fluttered around his driving length. Pleasure, sharp and absolute, burned along every nerve, whites out her vision, leaving only pulsating, mindless sensation.

Silas drove into her through her quakes, his own rhythm fracturing into ragged, hard thrusts. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself inside her, a hot groan leaving his chest as his own release flooded her core, a searing rush that mingled with the last pulses of her own.

For a moment, the only sounds were their harsh breaths and the slowing thump-suck of the machines. The pumping stopped. The suction released with a soft pop, the sudden lack of pressure a strange relief on her sore, sensitized nipples.

Silas pulled out of her slowly. A trickle of warmth slid down her inner thigh. He released the stocks. Her arms fell limp to her sides, muscles like water.

He turned her around to face him. Her eyes struggled to focus. He checked the collection jars, noting the volume on his tablet. He looked back at her, his gaze still that cool, professional assessment. He reached out and gave her hip a firm, open-palmed slap—the same sound, the same motion, he’d use on a cow he’d just milked.

“Good yield,” he said. “Back to pasture. Graze. You need the bulk.”

He pointed to the open bay door, beyond which the misty green field waited. Numb, legs trembling, Sarah stumbled toward the light, the specialized feed, and the empty, grazing hours ahead. The ghost of his hands, his cock, the machines, still thrummed under her skin.

2 - A CHANCE FOR EARLY RELEASE
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By 2040, the world had become a hollowed-out version of its former self. Economic collapse had swept through the cities, leaving behind a landscape of industrial decay and desperation. The middle class had evaporated, leaving only the ultra-wealthy in their gated enclaves and a massive underclass struggling to find a reason to wake up each day.

For women like Maeve, the options for survival had narrowed to a single, grueling path. The streets were crowded with those who had once been teachers, nurses, or office workers, all forced to trade the only thing they had left—their bodies—just to afford a meal or a night in a heated room.

The night Maeve’s life changed was bitingly cold, the air thick with the smell of wet pavement and exhaust. She stood under the flickering amber glow of a dying streetlamp, her coat pulled tight against a frame that had grown leaner with every missed meal. When a dark, expensive-looking sedan slowed to a crawl beside her, she didn't feel fear; she felt a flicker of relief. The man behind the wheel looked wealthy—someone with real money to spend. She smoothed her hair, forced a practiced, inviting smile onto her lips, and leaned toward the passenger window as it slid down.

She offered her usual price, her voice a low, suggestive murmur designed to close the deal quickly. The man didn't respond with a counter-offer or a nod of agreement. Instead, his face remained a mask of clinical detachment. Before Maeve could register the lack of a wallet in his hand, he reached out with a speed that left her breathless. The sharp, metallic click of handcuffs snapping around her right wrist echoed in the quiet street. The “trick” was an undercover agent for the Public Morality Division, and within seconds, his radio was crackling as he called for backup. Maeve stood frozen as the blue and red lights of a transport van rounded the corner, her dreams of a warm bed replaced by the cold reality of steel against her skin.

The legal process was a mockery of justice, stripped of its old-world pretenses. There were no lawyers and no juries for women like Maeve—only a fast-tracked appearance before a magistrate in a windowless, gray courtroom. The judge didn't look at her as a human being; he saw her as an “unutilized resource” under the new National Productivity Mandate.

Prostitution was no longer a crime that resulted in a jail cell. In an era of scarcity, the state had found a far more profitable way to deal with the “unproductive” classes. The judge’s gavel struck with a finality that made Maeve’s heart sink. He sentenced her to five years of “Rehabilitative Extraction” at the North Sector Dairy Factory.

The factory was a massive, windowless complex of white concrete and barbed wire, looming like a tomb on the edge of the city. As the transport van pulled through the heavy iron gates, Maeve realized her life as a free woman was over. Within these walls, the elite’s demand for “Pure Nutrition” outweighed any claim she had to her own autonomy. She was no longer Maeve; she was a unit of production. She was processed, stripped, and prepared for a life where her only value was the milk her body could be forced to provide for the wealthy who lived in the towers above the smog.

The cold of the standing stall seeped into Maeve’s bare feet. The specialized collar around her neck weighed more than any jewelry she’d ever worn, a thick band of polished metal that hummed softly against her clavicle. It was a tether, a monitor, a brand. Naked, her skin prickling in the climate-controlled air, she stared at the sterile white wall before her. The induction drugs worked through her system, a deep, unfamiliar ache spreading through her breasts, a dull, persistent thrum that made her hyper-aware of their new, heavy fullness.

Footsteps echoed on the polished floor. Mr. Cleaver’s voice was a dry rasp, devoid of warmth. “Posture. Shoulders back. Present the assets.”

She obeyed, the movement making the ache sharpen. A technician approached, hands sheathed in sterile latex. He attached the automated milking cups without ceremony. The silicone was cool, then warming as it formed a seal. A soft pulse, then a rhythmic, mechanical tugging began. The sensation was bizarre, invasive, a deep, internal pull that originated in a place she’d never felt before. A thin, pearlescent stream began to flow through the clear tubing. Her milk. A luxury. A commodity. She closed her eyes, trying to detach.

The reprieve was short. The milking system detached with a soft hiss. Cleaver was back. “Mr. Braxton is here. Top-tier wholesaler. You make a good impression, secure the sale, and you'll get a favorable review. Maybe even an early release.” His eyes, flat and calculating, scanned her. “Do you understand the opportunity?”

A spark, faint but desperate, ignited in her chest. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Follow.”

The hallway was long, all gleaming surfaces and indirect lighting. Her collar clicked softly with each step, the only sound besides their footfalls. Her nakedness was complete, yet the collar made her feel more exposed than bare skin ever could. It marked her as property, as product. Cleaver stopped before an unmarked door. It slid open silently.

The room beyond was a contrast to the farm’s clinical sterility. Rich, dark wood paneling. Low, ambient lighting that glowed from recessed strips. The air smelled of leather and antiseptic. Along one wall, an array of equipment hung in neat rows: floggers, paddles, sleek silicone shapes Maeve recognized. In the center, a padded bench, upholstered in black vinyl. And to the side, a console with several advanced, programmable breast pumps.

A man stood by the console, turning as they entered. Mr. Braxton. He was older than Cleaver, with a trim silver beard and sharp, appraising eyes that moved over Maeve with the focus of a connoisseur inspecting a vintage.

“The new stock, I presume?” His voice was smoother, deeper than Cleaver’s.

“Prime condition,” Cleaver said, a salesman’s pitch entering his tone. “Just began full production. Hormone levels are optimal for flavor and nutritional yield.”

Braxton stepped closer. Maeve held her breath. His fingers, warm and dry, lifted her chin. He studied her face, then let his gaze travel down her throat, over her collarbones, to her swollen breasts. The pink nipples were still tight from the machine’s attention. “The traditional sampling method, I think. For a product this… pure.”

A flicker of something—disgust, fear, a weird thrill—shot through her. Cleaver gave a curt nod. “Of course. I’ll be outside. Seal the deal, Maeve.” He left. The door shut with a definitive thud.

Silence, thick and heavy. Braxton’s hands settled on her shoulders, then slid down her arms. “Relax,” he murmured, his breath near her ear. “This is the most important part of the process. The human touch.” He guided her to stand before the bench. “Bend over. Rest your forearms here.”

The padded vinyl was cool against her skin. The position arched her back, thrusting her rear into the air, her breasts hanging down, full and heavy. She heard him move behind her, then his knees touched the floor in front of her. His hands cradled the undersides of her breasts, lifting their weight. He didn’t speak. He simply lowered his head and took her left nipple into his mouth.

The shock of warmth, of wetness, was absolute. His mouth was hot, his tongue firm and deliberate as it swirled around the areola before settling into a strong, sucking rhythm. The mechanical pull of the pump was nothing like this. This was alive, hungry. The ache in her breast intensified, coiling into a sharp point of pressure, then—release. A rich, warm gush filled his mouth. He made a low, appreciative sound in his throat, swallowing. The sound was intensely private, intimate. Her own body responding, letting down for him.

He suckled deeply, his hands massaging the firm flesh, encouraging the flow. A strange, unwanted heat pooled low in her belly. It was biological, a traitorous reaction to the stimulation. He switched to the other breast, his mouth just as demanding, just as skilled. He drank until her breasts felt lighter, softer. Finally, he pulled back, a drop of white milk on his lower lip. He licked it away.

“Exquisite,” he breathed, his eyes dark. “Creamy. A slight sweetness. Far superior to any synthetic nutrient.” He stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “But quality assurance requires… a full assessment.”

He walked to the wall of gear. Maeve stayed bent over the bench, her heart hammering against her ribs. She heard the soft slap of leather against a palm. He returned, standing to her side. “A little stimulation improves circulation. Enhances yield.” He said it like a clinical fact.

The first strike of the flogger was a surprise. Not a sharp pain, but a broad, stinging impact across the backs of her thighs. She gasped. The second landed on the curve of her ass, the many soft tails spreading the sensation into a warm, spreading flush. He found a rhythm: thwack… thwack… thwack. Each strike built on the last, the sting melting into a deep, radiating heat that seeped into her muscles. Her skin grew fever-hot. Her breath came in short pants. The earlier unwanted warmth in her core was now a throbbing, insistent pulse. She pressed her thighs together, a futile attempt at friction.

The flogging stopped. She heard a soft, rattling sound. Cool, slick silicone touched the cleft of her ass, a single, smooth bead. He pressed. Her body resisted for a heartbeat, then yielded, the bead popping past the tight ring of muscle. A full, stretching sensation. Then another. And another. He worked them in slowly, one after the other, until a strand of them nestled inside her, filling her up in a way that was shocking, decadent. Each slight movement made them shift, a constant, maddening pressure against her deepest, most sensitive spots.

She heard the rustle of clothing, the soft clink of a belt. Then he was behind her, his body crowding her space. His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into the hot, flogged flesh of her rear. The blunt, broad head of his cock nudged against her entrance. She was slick, her own readiness shaming her. He didn’t ask. He pushed forward.

He filled her in one long, relentless stroke. The stretch was immediate, breathtaking. He was thick, and the beads inside her made everything feel tighter, more intense. He held himself there, buried to the hilt, letting her adjust. Every internal quiver was amplified. He leaned over her, his chest against her punished back, his mouth near her ear.

“Now,” he growled. “Let’s see what this premium product can really do.”

He withdrew almost entirely, then slammed back in. The force drove a choked cry from her throat. He set a punishing pace, each thrust grinding the beads inside her against her front wall, each retreat a sweet, empty agony. The sounds were obscene: the wet slap of skin, their mingled breaths, the low groan he let out with every deep plunge. The pleasure built in a frantic, coiling spiral, fed by the sting on her skin, the fullness in her ass, the relentless friction in her pussy. Her thoughts dissolved into pure sensation. She was a vessel, a dairy unit, a fuck-toy, and it was all she was, all she needed to be.

His hand snaked between her legs, his fingers finding her clit, already swollen and hard. He rubbed tight, rapid circles in time with his thrusts. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic wave of release that clenched around his driving cock and around the string of beads inside her. Her vision whited out. A gush of fluid, not milk this time, escaped her, soaking the bench beneath her. She screamed, the sound raw and ragged.

“Good girl,” he grunted, his own rhythm fracturing. He pulled the strand of beads from her ass in one smooth, swift motion. The sudden emptiness, the rush of sensation, made her convulse again. He pistoned into her twice more, hard and deep, then froze. A hot, pulsing flood filled her as he came with a sharp, satisfied shout, his hips jerking against hers.

For a long moment, the only sound was their ragged breathing. He slowly pulled out, leaving her feeling empty, used, trembling. He attended to his clothing, his movements efficient. He walked to the door and opened it. Cleaver stood there, expectant.

“The product is exceptional,” Braxton said, his voice steady, composed once more. “I’ll take two hundred liters a week. On a twelve-month contract.”

Cleaver’s smile was a grimace of triumph. “Excellent. I’ll have the papers drawn up.” He looked past Braxton to Maeve, still bent over the bench, dripping. “Clean her up. Return her to the stall. The machine will need to extract the remainder.”

Hands, impersonal and clinical, helped her stand. Her legs shook. A warm, damp cloth wiped between her thighs, over the heated skin of her rear. They led her, stumbling, back into the bright, cold hallway. The walk to the milking stall felt longer this time. The technician was waiting. The cool cups were attached once more. The rhythmic tugging began, pulling the milk from her spent body. She leaned her forehead against the cold wall, the hum of the machine a monotonous lullaby. The spark of hope for early release flickered, a distant, tiny light in the deep, physical exhaustion that swallowed her whole. The machine pumped on.

3 - SIDESHOW COW
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The iron bell’s weight was a constant, familiar pressure against Daisy’s collarbone. Its hollow clank echoed in the quiet of the Oddities Tent, a sound that had become the rhythm of her life. She shifted on the straw-littered floor of her cage, the coarse material prickling her bare thighs. The black-and-white cow-print stockings ended high, tight against her skin, the only garment she wore. Outside the canvas walls, a low murmur swelled—the crowd gathering, hungry for the main attraction.

The Ringmaster’s polished boots appeared first, stopping just outside the bars. His smile never reached his cold eyes. “Showtime, my lovely heifer. The herd awaits its milk.”

The cage door swung open with a metallic shriek. His gloved hand closed around the bell, using it to pull her forward. The leather of his gloves was smooth and cool against her heated skin. She stumbled out, the straw of her cage giving way to the rough wooden planks of a raised platform in the tent’s center. Kerosene lamps hissed, casting a flickering, hellish glow over the sea of men’s faces that pressed close. Their eyes raked over her naked body, lingering on the swell of her breasts, the dark triangle between her legs. A hot flush of shame crawled up her neck, but beneath it, a traitorous, skittering pulse began to beat low in her belly.

“Gentlemen!” the Ringmaster’s voice boomed, silencing the crowd. “Witness the fruit of her… conditioning.”

He guided her to the center of the platform where a strange apparatus waited. Two clear plastic cones connected to tubes, and beyond them, a polished metal bucket. He positioned her facing the crowd, her back to him. His hands were impersonal, efficient. He lifted her left breast, his fingers firm as he fitted the cool, slick rim of the suction pump over her nipple. A sharp, strange sensation—a pulling, tingling pressure—made her gasp. He repeated the process on her right. The machine, with a thunk-clank, thunk-clank rhythm, whirred to life.

The suction was immediate and intense. It wasn’t pain, not exactly. It was a deep, drawing pull that seemed to connect directly to her core. Her milk, thin and bluish-white, began to flow through the tubes, a steady stream that dripped with soft plinks into the waiting bucket. The crowd roared its approval. Humiliation burned her cheeks, but her nipples, stimulated by the relentless pump, tightened into aching, sensitive peaks. A bead of sweat traced a path between her breasts.

“A good cow needs motivation,” the Ringmaster purred, his breath hot against her ear. He stepped to the side, a black leather flogger appearing in his hand. It wasn’t for show. The first strike landed across her upper back.

Thwack.

The sound was crisp, loud over the machine’s clatter. A line of fire bloomed on her skin. She cried out, a sharp, involuntary sound. The crowd cheered louder.

Thwack.

Another strike, lower this time, across the round curve of her rear. The sting was bright, shocking. It melted into a spreading heat that pooled in her stomach. Her hips jerked forward. The pumps tugged rhythmically, milking her, and with each lash, the humiliating pleasure coiled tighter. She was on display, being milked like livestock, and her body was responding. Wetness, wholly separate from the milk at her breasts, slicked her inner thighs.

“Louder for the customers, Daisy,” the Ringmaster commanded, striking her again. Thwack.

“Ah! Oh, god!” she moaned, the sound torn from her. It was part performance, part real desperation. The pain focused her, made every sensation—the pull on her nipples, the rough wood under her feet, the hungry eyes upon her—vivid and acute.

The milking seemed to last an eternity. The bucket was half-full, her breasts feeling strangely light and hollow, yet the pumps continued their mechanical stimulation, keeping her nipples hard and throbbing. The Ringmaster held up a hand, stopping the flogger. He gestured to a small table beside the platform, laden with wicked-looking implements: gleaming steel nipple clamps with little dangling weights, a polished wooden spreader bar, an array of thick, veined dildos.

“Now, who will sample our fresh produce?” he called.

The bidding was a fierce, guttural competition. It ended with a mountainous man with thick forearms and a coarse beard pushing his way to the front. He climbed onto the platform, his eyes dark and intent on Daisy. He smelled of tobacco and leather.

“Lay down,” he commanded.

He picked up the spreader bar. He knelt before her, his rough hands closing around her ankles. He lifted her right foot, then her left, buckling the leather cuffs around them. The bar forced her legs wide apart, exposing her completely to the crowd. A fresh wave of heat flooded her face, but the open, vulnerable position sent another jolt of that treacherous arousal straight to her core, now openly visible and glistening.

The man’s calloused thumb brushed over her slick folds. She flinched, a shaky breath escaping her. He chuckled, a low, rasping sound. He stood and selected a pair of the nipple weights. The pumps were detached with a wet pop, leaving her nipples swollen, dark, and exquisitely sensitive. The cool metal of the clamps hovered, then snapped shut.

Oh.

The bite was sharp, a precise, piercing pressure that radiated through her entire chest. The little weights pulled, a constant, sweet ache that made her back arch. The man watched her face, a grin spreading. He gave the left weight a gentle tug. A bolt of pure sensation, half-pain, half-pleasure, shot down her spine, moving where she was spread open and wet.

“Seems ready,” the man grunted to the Ringmaster.

He unbuckled his belt, the sound loud in Daisy’s ears. He freed his erection, thick and heavy, the tip already glistening. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head nudging against her.

The crowd’s noise faded to a dull roar in her head. There was only the weight on her nipples, the strain in her thighs from the bar, and the insistent pressure of him. He didn’t ask. He pushed.

He filled her, a slow, inexorable stretch that burned for a moment before giving way to a shocking, full sensation. He was everywhere, inside and out. He began to move, deep, punishing strokes that drove her back against the hard wooden floor of the platform. Each thrust jolted through her, making the weights on her nipples sway and pull, sending cascades of sharp sensation through her. The humiliation was complete, absolute. She was a spectacle, being publicly used. Yet, with each deep drive, the coil inside her wound tighter. Her own breath came in ragged pants, matching the rhythm of his hips. Pleasure, filthy and undeniable, built like a storm.

He fucked her harder, splinters from the wooden planks dug into her skin. The sounds of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, mixed with the crowd’s cheers and the distant thunk-clank of the idle pump. She was losing herself in the onslaught of sensation—the ache, the fullness, the crude, public violation that her body was greedily accepting. The climax, when it tore through her, was a silent scream. It locked her muscles, her channel clamping around his invading length in fierce, rhythmic pulses that dragged a guttural groan from the man above her.

He growled, his pace turning frantic, brutal. “Take it, cow,” he panted, his thrusts becoming shallow and urgent.

With a final, deep grind, he stilled. Heat flooded her, a sudden, intimate rush as he emptied himself inside her. He held there, pulsing, for a long moment before pulling out with a wet sound. The evidence of his finish began to seep down her inner thigh, a warm trickle against her skin.

The man stepped back, buckling his pants with a satisfied look. The Ringmaster appeared, unclipping the nipple weights. The sudden release was its own sharp ache. He unbuckled the spreader bar. Weak and trembling, she could barely stand.

“A fine yield tonight,” the Ringmaster announced to the cheering crowd, taking the bell and leading her, stumbling, toward the cage. The cold air hit her wet skin. As he guided her into the straw and locked the door, he leaned close. “Rest, Daisy. Two more shows tonight.”

He walked away, his boots thumping on the ground. Daisy collapsed against the bars, the man’s spend still warm inside her, her body humming with exhaustion and residual shocks of pleasure.

4 - THE SORORITY’S HOUSE COW

MMF / Hucow / College / Lactation / Milking / Cattle Prod / Vibrator / Suckling / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The cool brass tag pressed against her collarbone, a constant, weighty reminder. Chloe. It was the only thing she wore. The air in the basement was thick, smelling of old wood, clean hay, and her own sharp sweat. Straw prickled the backs of her thighs where she knelt in the small pen. Her entire world had shrunk to these four wooden walls and the dull, throbbing ache in her chest.

It had started hours ago with the shake—a chalky, pink liquid the active sisters called a “vitamin boost.” They’d watched her drink it with flat, expectant smiles. Thirty minutes later, a deep, insistent pressure had begun to build beneath her skin. Now, her breasts felt swollen, tight, hot. A tender, almost painful fullness radiated from deep inside, making her shoulders hunch forward. Every slight movement sent a jolt of sensitive heat through her nipples, which had hardened into tight, dark peaks against the cool basement air.

Footsteps sounded on the stairs—heavy, masculine ones, followed by lighter, feminine laughter. Chloe’s pulse jumped. She pulled her knees closer to her chest, trying to make herself smaller.

“Right this way, boys. Fresh stock.”

The sorority president, Elise, appeared first, her smile polished and sharp. Behind her came two men. They were seniors from Kappa Sigma, she guessed. They moved with a lazy, familiar confidence that filled the cramped space. The taller one, with dark hair and a smirk that didn’t reach his eyes, carried a black case. The other, blond and broader, held what looked like a slim, black baton.

“This is Chloe,” Elise said, gesturing into the pen like a curator presenting an exhibit. “She’s on day two. The blend is working perfectly.”

The dark-haired one—Jax—set his case down with a soft thud. He unlatched it, revealing a portable pump unit with two clear plastic canisters and a tangle of tubing. “Looks ready to burst,” he commented, his gaze crawling over her exposed skin.

Leo, the blond one, chuckled. “Let’s not waste time.”

The gate to her pen swung open. Chloe flinched back, but there was nowhere to go. Hay rustled as the two men crowded in, their presence overwhelming. Jax knelt in front of her, his knees brushing hers. He didn’t speak, just took one of the suction cups and brought it to her left breast. The plastic was shockingly cool against her feverish skin.

“Easy now,” he murmured, though the words held no comfort.

He positioned the flange, and a sharp, mechanical whir filled the air. A sudden, insistent pull latched onto her nipple, drawing it deep into the tunnel. Chloe gasped. It wasn’t pain, not exactly. It was a deep, drawing tension that went straight to the core of that awful pressure. A second later, the other cup sealed onto her right side with the same hollow thunk-whir.

Her body jolted at the dual sensation. Then, almost immediately, a thin, white stream began to flow through the clear tubing. It hit the bottom of the first canister with a soft ping, ping, ping.

“There it is,” Leo said, watching with focused interest. He reached out and ran a thumb over the skin of her stretched breast, just above the plastic flange. A shiver, part revulsion, part something else entirely, skittered down her spine. The pump rhythmically pulled and released, a mechanical mimicry of a hungry mouth. With each cycle, the deep ache lessened just a fraction, replaced by a strange, hollow relief that only made her more aware of the next building pressure.

Jax watched the canisters fill, his expression bored. “Too slow.” He nodded to Leo.

Leo lifted the black baton. Chloe’s eyes widened. It was a cattle prod, sleek and modern. He thumbed a switch on the handle; a low, angry buzz crackled in the air.

“This’ll get things moving,” he said.

Before she could even form a plea, he touched the tip to the side of her ribs, just below her arm.

A bright, lightning-bolt sensation shot through her. Her entire body convulsed, a sharp, involuntary clench of every muscle. The shock was more surprise than agony—a violent, buzzing jolt that locked her joints for a split second. As she spasmed, her back arching off the hay, the pumps redoubled their work. The ping of milk hitting plastic became a steadier stream.

“See?” Jax said, a laugh in his voice.

Leo did it again, this time on the other side. Another electric clench. Her cry was choked off, her fingers digging into the straw. The shocks were a brutal counterpoint to the relentless pull of the pumps—a sharp, commanding punctuation to the dull, enduring ache. Each zap forced a fresh, heavy surge into the tubes. The canisters were filling faster now, the white liquid rising.

Her mind began to blur at the edges, focusing only on the cycle: the building pressure, the shocking release, the fleeting emptiness. The men’s voices became a distant rumble.

“Roll her over,” Jax said.

Strong hands were on her shoulders, her hips, turning her onto her back in the scratchy hay. The position splayed her open, the pumps still chugging away at her chest. Leo knelt between her splayed legs, his shadow falling over her. From his pocket, he pulled a heavy, industrial-looking vibrator, gunmetal grey and thick.

He didn’t tease. He pressed the broad, flat head of it directly against her clit.

The sensation was so immediate, so absolute, it ripped a raw sound from her throat. It wasn’t a gentle buzz; it was a deep, punishing thrum that vibrated her very bones. The shock of it blurred seamlessly with the residual tingles from the prod. Pleasure, sharp and shocking, detonated low in her belly, completely separate from the humiliation, the confusion. Her hips jerked off the ground, seeking more of that brutal friction entirely on their own.

“There we go,” Leo grunted, adjusting the angle, pressing harder.

The world dissolved into sensation. The pull at her breasts. The deep, devouring vibration between her legs. The rough straw scraping her back. A thin, high moan leaked from her lips. Her hands fluttered, useless, at her sides before gripping handfuls of hay.

Jax watched for a moment, then bent his head to her chest. He disconnected the suction tube from one cup, letting the milk flow freely for a second before sealing his mouth over the plastic flange, nipple and all. His tongue lashed against the tender tip trapped inside, and he began to suck in time with the machine’s rhythm.

The dual stimulation was too much. A coil, wound impossibly tight, snapped deep inside her. Her first orgasm crashed over her with no warning, a seismic wave of release that made her back bow violently. The pulses seemed to sync with the pump’s pulls, milking her, emptying her. Leo kept the vibrator pressed hard against her, prolonging the shocks of pleasure into a continuous, trembling aftershock.

Before the tremors had even subsided, Jax stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He undid his jeans. He was already hard. Her vision, bleary with tears and pleasure, saw the thick length of him spring free.

“Hold her legs,” Jax said, his voice rough.

Leo put a heavy hand on each of her thighs, spreading her wider, pinning her in place. The vibrator was gone, leaving her clit throbbing and oversensitive. Jax positioned himself at her entrance. He looked into her glazed eyes, smirked, and pushed forward in one relentless thrust.

He filled her, stretching her, a blunt and claiming pressure. The friction was exquisite, her body still humming from the climax. She was wet—drenched—from the forced pleasure. He groaned, a sound of pure satisfaction, and began to move. His thrusts were deep, measured, powerful. Each drive buried him to the hilt, his hips slapping against hers with a solid, rhythmic sound.

The pumps still worked, the canisters nearly full. Leo bent over and took the nipple into his mouth, drinking directly from her with loud, greedy pulls. The suction was different from the machine—hot, wet, demanding.

Chloe was split in three: the deep, stretching penetration, the ardent pull of the machine at one breast, and Leo's licking and sucking at her other breast. Her mind floated, detached. She was just a body, a collection of nerve endings being played with brutal expertise. Another climax began to build, slower this time, a deep pressure coiling alongside Jax’s thrusts.

“Gonna come again, cow?” Jax gritted out, his pace increasing. “Go on. Milk yourself on my cock.”

The crude permission, the sheer debasement of it, tipped her over. She shattered with a broken cry, her inner muscles clamping down around him in rhythmic pulses. Jax swore, pounding into her through her contractions, before pulling out abruptly. Hot stripes of his release painted her stomach and the hay beneath her.

He stepped back, breathing hard. Leo released her breast, a thin trickle of milk tracing a path from her nipple to his chin. He didn’t bother wiping it away. He just stood, unbuckled his own belt, and moved to take Jax’s place.

“My turn,” he said, his eyes dark with intent as he looked down at her spent, trembling form. The pump’s motor hummed, starting on a new, empty set of canisters.

Leo didn’t wait. He shoved Jax’s spent body aside and dropped to his knees between Chloe’s spread legs, his own thick erection already in his hand. He was bigger than Jax, broader, and the sight of him made something inside Chloe clench with a dizzying mix of dread and raw, physical anticipation. Her body was still pulsing from the last orgasm, sensitive and wet.

He gripped her hips, his fingers biting into her flesh, and pushed into her with a single, claiming thrust.

The stretch was immediate, profound. A punched-out gasp left her lips. He filled her completely, a hard, insistent pressure that seemed to reach deeper than Jax had. He didn’t move at first, just held himself there, buried to the hilt, his intense gaze locked on her face.

“Look at you,” he grunted. “Taking it so well.”

Then he pulled back and slammed home again. The rhythm he set was different—less controlled, more brutal. Each drive rocked her body against the scratchy hay, the pumps on her breasts jostling with the motion. The suction tugged rhythmically, a counterpoint to the deep, pistoning friction between her legs.

Jax, breathing heavily beside them, watched for a moment before a dark smile touched his lips. He moved to her side. He didn’t leave her breast free for long. Instead, he carefully reattached the breast pump, ensuring the suction cup formed a perfect, airtight seal over her sensitive flesh once more. Now, both breasts were being pumped. A steady flow of white liquid filled the clear tubes.

Leo fucked her with steady, deep strokes, each one jolting her body. Chloe was a conduit. A vessel. Pleasure built in a continuous, rising wave, with no peak in sight. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting Leo’s thrusts, seeking more of that glorious friction. A broken, breathless sound escaped her with every exhalation.

“That’s it,” Leo encouraged, his voice strained with his own effort. “Use that cunt.”

His words, crude and commanding, sparked something hot and shameful in her gut. Her second orgasm of the evening gathered quickly, a tight coil of tension low in her belly that wound tighter with every drag of his cock. She was babbling, nonsense words and pleas, her fingers twisting in the hay.

It crested without warning, a crashing, full-body release that made her scream into the damp basement air. Her back arched violently, her inner muscles clamping down around Leo in rhythmic, pulsing spasms. The intensity seemed to trigger another rush of milk, and the machine pumped faster, trying to keep up.

Leo swore, a harsh, gratified sound. He hammered into her through her contractions, his own control snapping. With a final, deep grind, he spilled inside her, his heat flooding her already-overstimulated core. He stayed there, pressed deep, as his body shuddered with its own release.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the persistent hum of the pump. Leo pulled out of her slowly, and Chloe felt a hot, empty ache between her legs. She lay boneless, spent, her mind floating somewhere outside her body.

The men didn’t let her rest. Jax stood, his cock semi-hard. Leo’s gaze remained on her, speculative.

“Up on your knees, Chloe,” Jax ordered.

His voice brooked no argument. A tremor ran through her exhausted muscles, but she obeyed, pushing herself up onto shaky limbs. The hay stuck to her damp skin. The pump continued its work on her breasts, the canister nearly full again.

Jax moved in front of her, putting his cock in her face. Leo stepped to her other side, doing the same.

“Open,” Jax said, his voice flat.

Chloe’s eyes flickered between them, a last flicker of coherent protest dying in her throat. Her mouth felt dry. She parted her lips.

Jax guided himself between them, the head of his cock bumping against her teeth before sliding onto her tongue. He was still soft, but growing rapidly in the warm, wet cavern of her mouth. The taste of him, salt and skin, filled her senses.

“Suck,” he commanded.

She closed her lips around him, applying pressure. As she began to move her head tentatively, Leo’s hand fisted in her hair, not painfully, but with absolute control. He angled her face toward him.

“My turn.”

He pulled her off Jax and guided his own thickness into her mouth. He was fully hard, and he pushed deeper, until the head hit the back of her throat. She gagged, eyes watering.

“Easy now,” Leo murmured, but he didn’t retreat. He held himself there, letting her adjust, before pulling back and pushing in again, setting a slow, invasive rhythm.

They traded her like this, a shared toy. Jax would take her mouth for a few thrusts, his hands on her head, his hips moving, before Leo would pull her back to him. The pump whirred beside them, steadily draining her.

Her jaw ached. Her throat felt sore and used. But a strange, mindless rhythm took over. The focus narrowed to the weight on her tongue, the salty taste, the sounds of their pleasure above her, the mechanical pull at her breast. Her own arousal, though she was exhausted, simmered low and constant. Humiliation morphed into a numb acceptance, and then, frighteningly, into a perverse thrill at being so thoroughly used.

Jax’s thrusts became sharper, more urgent. He held her head still and spent himself on her tongue with a low groan, the bitter heat flooding her mouth. She swallowed reflexively, tears streaking through the dirt on her cheeks.

Leo didn’t make her finish him. After Jax stepped back, leaking and spent, Leo simply pulled himself from her lips and stroked himself to completion over her face, marking her with hot stripes across her closed eyelids and mouth.

They left her then, kneeling in the pen, the pump finishing its cycle with a final click. The silence was absolute.

The days blurred.

The pump. The shocks. The rough hands and demanding mouths. Sometimes it was Jax and Leo. Sometimes other brothers, their faces merging into a haze of hungry expressions and murmured praise. “Good cow.” “Look at her produce.” The vitamin shake came every morning, ensuring the pressure never fully abated, keeping her in a constant state of swollen, leaking readiness.

Her world shrank to the sensations: the blessed relief of the pump’s pull, the sharp thrill of the prod, the deep fullness of being used. Her thoughts, once sharp with fear and confusion, softened, dissolved. She stopped thinking of classes, of her dorm room, of the person she was before she walked into the sorority house.

The brass tag against her collarbone was no longer a reminder of her name. It was just a fact. Chloe. The House Cow. The title seeped into the empty spaces in her mind, filling them with a simple, bovine purpose.

As a new pair of brothers entered her pen, she didn’t flinch. She simply turned onto her hands and knees, presenting herself, a low sound of anticipation humming in her throat.

5 - MILKED BY THE ENEMY
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Cold steel bit into the backs of her thighs, her shoulders, the curve of her spine. Sergeant Natalie Miller hung suspended, her wrists and ankles locked into rigid cuffs attached to a vertical frame. The air in the underground bunker smelled of damp concrete, stale sweat, and something coppery. Her head throbbed, a remnant of the blow that had taken her down in the ruined street above. But that pain was a dull echo compared to the agony in her chest.

Her breasts felt enormous, swollen tight against the torn fabric of her fatigue jacket. A deep, rhythmic ache pulsed from her core to her nipples, which stood hard and sensitive against the coarse material. Every shift, every breath, sent sharp jolts through her. A warm, wet patch spread over her left breast, then her right. The synthetic hormone worked fast. Too fast. Her body screamed in confused protest, heavy with a fullness it was desperate to relieve.

The door hissed open on pneumatic hinges.

Boots tapped against the concrete floor. Not the hurried scuff of a guard, but a measured, confident stride. Colonel Vane stopped before her, his silhouette blocking the harsh fluorescent light. He was a tall man, his uniform crisp despite the grime of the bunker. His eyes, a flat gray, scanned her from boots to tangled blonde hair.

“Sergeant Miller,” he said, his voice a dry rasp. “Our newest resource.”

He reached out, not touching her, but tracing the wet patches on her jacket with a fingertip. A shudder racked her frame. Don’t, she thought, but her jaw was clamped shut.

“Let’s see what you’re producing.”

With efficient, impersonal motions, he took a knife from his belt and slit her jacket open down the front. The cool air hit her feverish skin, pebbling her flesh. He peeled the fabric away. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and full, the pale skin stretched taut, veins visible underneath. A drop of pearly white milk beaded at each nipple and fell, splattering on the floor between his boots.

Vane made a satisfied sound in his throat. He turned to a wheeled cart, retrieving a pair of clear, bell-shaped suction cups attached to thick tubes that snaked to a silent pump unit and a large, empty glass jug.

“This will help with the backlog.”

The cups were cold. He pressed one over her left breast, sealing it with a click. A sudden, violent pull made her cry out. The pump hummed to life, a low, insistent vibration that traveled straight into her aching core. He attached the second cup. The sensation was overwhelming—a relentless, rhythmic tugging that stole her breath. Her milk began to flow, thin streams at first, then steady pulses of white moving through the tubes toward the jug.

Vane watched the jug fill for a moment, then picked up a heavy leather belt, doubled over in his fist. “Production is adequate. Let’s see if we can encourage a faster yield.”

The first lash caught her across the tops of her thighs. A line of fire bloomed on her skin. Natalie jerked against her restraints, a ragged gasp tearing from her throat. The machine hummed, pulling harder. Another strike, lower on her stomach. Her abdominal muscles clenched. A strange, terrible feedback loop began: the pain sharpened her senses, coiling tight in her belly, and the pump seemed to pull deeper, drawing from a well of raw sensation. Her milk flowed faster.

“Good,” Vane murmured, circling her.

He stopped behind her. She felt his hands on her hips, then the cold, slick touch of lubricant against her rear entrance. She stiffened. No. A smooth, hard pressure nudged against her. He pushed. The vibrating anal plug slid into her, stretching, filling.

The moment it was seated deep inside, a deep, buzzing thrum erupted inside her, a counterpoint to the external suction on her breasts. It was invasive, undeniable. Her legs trembled. Pleasure and shame and sharp, clinical violation twisted together, an electric current running through her trapped body. The machine’s jug was half-full now, her milk hitting the glass with a steady plink, plink, plink.

Vane moved in front of her again. His eyes were dark, fixed on where the tubes disappeared into the suction cups. His breathing had changed. He unfastened his trousers, freeing his erection. He was thick, fully hard. He stroked himself once, twice, his gaze never leaving her leaking breasts.

He stepped forward, aligned himself, and pushed into her in one smooth, claiming thrust.

Natalie’s back arched against the cold steel. He filled her completely, a brutal, stretching presence. He didn’t move at first, just held himself deep, letting her feel the dual vibrations—from the plug inside her ass and the pump on her breasts. Then he withdrew and slammed back in.

His rhythm was punishing, efficient. Each drive of his hips rocked her body in the rack. His rough hands came up, cupping her swollen breasts, his thumbs roughly circling her nipples around the clear plastic cups. He squeezed, massaging, working her flesh in time with his thrusts. “That’s it,” he grunted, his voice thick. “Give it up.”

The sensations collided. The deep, internal massage of his cock. The frantic buzz of the plug. The ruthless pull on her nipples. The sharp, sweet relief as her milk gushed faster, responding to the crude stimulation. Her mind fragmented. This wasn’t happening to her, not to Natalie Miller, sergeant, soldier. This was happening to a body, a resource. A dark, unwanted heat pooled low in her belly, a traitorous response to the mechanical and physical assault.

Vane’s pace quickened. His fingers dug into her breasts. His breath came in hot bursts against her neck. She could hear the milk, a continuous stream now, hitting the nearly-full jug. The sound was obscene.

“Almost there,” he growled. His thrusts lost all rhythm, becoming frantic, seeking. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt and held. A hot, liquid pulse flooded her core. He shuddered, his whole body tensing against hers.

For a long moment, the only sounds were the hum of the pump, the buzz of the plug, and his ragged breathing. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He zipped his trousers, his movements brisk once more. He checked the jug—full to the brim with her milk.

He reached behind her, and the buzzing inside her ceased as he deactivated the plug. He left it lodged within her. Then, one by one, he released the suction cups with soft pops. Her nipples felt bruised, throbbing, still leaking thin trickles of milk.

Vane patted her damp flank, a rancher inspecting livestock. “A productive first session.”

He picked up the full jug of milk, gave her a final, impersonal glance, and walked out. The door hissed shut.

Silence, save for the drip of milk from her sore nipples onto the floor. The cold of the steel seeped deeper into her bones. The plug was a heavy, reminding presence. She hung there, exposed, used, her body humming with the aftershocks of violation and a physiology ruthlessly exploited.

6 - FROM WELLNESS RETREAT TO MILKY SURRENDER
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The smoothie tasted like overripe mango and chalk. Tessa swallowed the last of it, handing the empty glass back to the serene attendant with a polite smile. The cool, airy lobby of the Stillwater Retreat hummed with quiet luxury. Five minutes, that’s all it took.

A strange, deep warmth bloomed in her chest first. It wasn’t unpleasant, just… intense. It spread outward, a radiating heat that made her nipples pull tight against the silk of her blouse. A sharp, aching pressure followed, building so fast it stole her breath. She clutched the arm of her chair, her knuckles white. What was in that drink?

“Ms. Brooks?” A man’s calm voice cut through her disorientation. Dr. Aris stood before her, his smile clinical, his eyes a flat, cool blue. “The initial phase can be startling. Let’s get you comfortable.”

She tried to speak, to ask a question, but another wave of pressure crested in her breasts, a heavy, urgent fullness that made her gasp. Two attendants materialized, taking her elbows, their grip firm. They guided her, her steps unsteady, down a corridor that grew progressively more sterile. The plush carpets gave way to polished concrete, then gleaming white tile.

The room was all clean lines and cold surfaces. A padded chair, like something from a high-end gynecologist’s office, dominated the center. No, she thought, a thread of panic finally piercing the fog of unnatural heat. This isn’t the spa.

“Your old purpose is over,” Dr. Aris said, his voice echoing slightly off the tiles. He held up a slim band of polished metal and matte black silicone. “Your new one is simple. Pure sustenance.”

The collar clicked shut around her throat. It was cool, snug but not tight. A tiny light on its front glowed a soft, steady green. “It monitors your vitals and, most importantly, your fullness levels. Efficiency is paramount.”

The attendants eased her into the chair. Soft restraints secured her wrists and ankles to the cushioned arms and legs. The position was open, vulnerable. Her breasts, swollen and throbbing, felt obscenely prominent. Dr. Aris wheeled a tray close. On it lay two clear silicone pumps, trailing tubes that led to glass collection vessels.

“The initial let-down can be intense,” he remarked, as if discussing the weather.

His hands were impersonal, precise. He peeled her blouse open, pushed her bra down. The air against her wet, tight nipples was a shock. He placed the wide, cool silicone mouths over each breast, and a soft hiss sealed them on. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming.

A deep, internal pull gripped her, a suction that went straight to her core. Her back arched off the chair. A thin, white stream shot from her right nipple, hitting the clear tube with a soft ping. Then the left followed. The relief was instant, profound, a physical unlocking that melted the worst of the pressure. But with it came a shocking, unwanted jolt of pleasure, a direct line from her tugged nipples to a sudden, damp heat between her legs. She cried out, a strangled sound of confusion and unwelcome release.

“Excellent,” Dr. Aris murmured, watching the milk flow. “Prime quality.”

The door opened. A man entered, dressed in a suit that probably cost more than her car. He had the relaxed posture of immense wealth. His eyes went straight to the tubes filling with milk, then to her face, flushed and tear-streaked.

“A fresh tasting, as requested, Mr. Vance,” Dr. Aris said.

Mr. Vance approached. He didn’t look at her eyes. He watched the streams of milk with a focused, hungry appreciation. He took the tube from her right breast, bent his head, and placed the tip on his tongue.

The suction stopped.

For a second, nothing. Then his mouth closed over the tube and he sucked, hard.

The pull was different from the machine—live, demanding, intimate. It yanked a fresh, stronger wave of pleasure-pain from her breast. A moan was torn from her throat. Her hips gave a helpless jerk against the restraint. Mr. Vance’s eyes slid shut in appreciation. He drank, long, deep pulls, swallowing audibly.

“The response is often quite somatic,” Dr. Aris commented. He picked up a sleek, white wand from the tray. It hummed to life with a low, powerful buzz.

Tessa saw it. “No—”

He didn’t touch her with his hands. He simply guided the vibrating head up her skirt, beneath her lace underwear. It settled against her.

The world shattered into pure sensation.

The vibration was immense, a roaring, immediate shock that blotted out every other thought. It wasn’t gentle. It was an invasion of pure stimulus, matched perfectly to the rhythmic, pulling suction on her breast. Pleasure, sharp and electric, detonated in her belly. Her back bowed, a silent scream on her lips. The two sensations fed each other, a feedback loop of forced, unbearable arousal. Milk flowed freely into Mr. Vance’s mouth; her body clenched and spasmed around the relentless wand.

She was sobbing, shaking, her vision spotting. Too much. It was too much. Just as the first brutal, unwanted climax ripped through her, making her scream and strain against the straps, Dr. Aris moved the wand away.

The sudden absence was its own agony. She shuddered, gasping, spent and raw.

Mr. Vance released the tube, milk glistening on his lip. His eyes were dark, aroused. “I prefer the source directly,” he said, his voice rough.

He unfastened his trousers, freed himself. He was hard, thick. Dr. Aris pressed a button, and the chair reclined further. Tessa could only watch, her body trembling with aftershocks, her mind a dazed blank.

Mr. Vance moved between her restrained legs. He hiked up her skirt, pushing her panties aside, not bothering to remove them. The broad head of his cock pressed against her, slick from her own forced excitement. He shoved forward.

She was loose, wet, her body opened and primed by the brutal stimulation. He filled her in one smooth, deep thrust. A broken sound escaped her. It wasn’t pain. It was a grotesque, full feeling that resonated with the empty ache in her breasts.

He set a punishing pace, his hips slapping against her thighs. Each drive buried him to the hilt, jolting the chair, making the tubes on her breasts sway. His hands gripped the chair arms beside her head, his breath hot on her face. He stared at her milk-smeared chest as he fucked her.

The overstimulation was total. The faint, persistent ache of her drained breasts, the raw sensitivity between her legs, the relentless, deep friction—it coalesced into a storm she couldn’t escape. Another climax began to build, not sharp this time but a deep, submissive wave, rising from the very fact of the use. Her cries turned into choked, rhythmic gasps that matched his thrusts.

His pace faltered. A groan tore from his chest. He drove into her one final time, his body locking, and she felt the hot pulse of his release inside her. He held there for a long moment, panting, before pulling out.

He tucked himself away, straightening his suit. He looked down at her, a smear of her milk still on his chin. “A remarkable vintage, Doctor,” he said, before turning and leaving the room.

Dr. Aris appeared again, wiping her clean with a cold, damp cloth. He detached the pumps. Her breasts felt sore, hollow. He released the restraints. Her arms fell limp to her sides.

Without a word, he wheeled the entire chair, with her still in it, out of the room and down another hall. They stopped at a doorway. Inside was a small, clean space—a soft mat on the floor, a toilet, a sink. A stall.

He helped her stand. Her legs wouldn’t hold her. He half-carried her inside, settling her on the mat. A digital display on the wall lit up: Next Extraction: 04:00:00.

“Rest,” Dr. Aris said. “The collar will monitor your replenishment. Try to hydrate.” The door shut with a solid click.

Tessa lay on the mat, the smell of antiseptic, sex, and her own milk thick in the air. The deep, hollow ache in her breasts was already being replaced by a fresh, familiar pressure, a slow, insistent refilling. She closed her eyes, the hum of the retreat a constant whisper just beyond the door.

7 - THE SPACE COLONY’S MILK HARVEST
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On the colony of Aethelgard-4, the sky was a permanent bruise of violet radiation, and the soil was a salt-choked wasteland where nothing green had grown in a century. For the miners who spent eighteen-hour shifts in the crushing dark of the Deep Vein, traditional food was a memory. Synthetic nutrient paste kept them alive, but it didn’t keep them strong.

To sustain the colony’s workforce, the Biological Subsistence Mandate was enacted—a cold, mathematical law stating that every calorie must be repurposed. On this rock, the human body was the only efficient bioreactor available. Women of the service tiers were no longer citizens; they were Essential Bioreactors. Pregnancy was the state-mandated trigger required to initiate the "Nutrient Flow," and in the sterile, low-gravity halls of the Nursery Hub, the line between motherhood and industry had been erased forever.

“Keep the rhythm steady, Nurse Amelia. The flow’s optimal.”

Dr. Walters’ voice, low and clinical, cut through the rhythmic hum of the pumps. Amelia’s head fell back against the padded support of the Breeding Bench, her breath escaping in a sharp gasp that wasn’t pain. The twin sensations were a relentless, conflicting tide: the persistent, mechanical pull at her swollen breasts, and the deep, full stretch of the life inside her.

Seven months. Her uniform, a simple grey wrap, was already pushed down to her waist, her enormous belly a pale, taut dome. Her breasts, heavy and aching, were encased in cold, clear suction cups. Thin tubes ran from them, splitting into a network of lines that fed the hungry miners. Across the sterile room, three men in dust-stained coveralls sat on a bench, their faces gaunt with exhaustion. They held the ends of the tubes to their mouths, their throats working as they drank.

“See how efficient it is?” Walters said, his hand resting possessively on the curve of her stomach. “No waste. Direct replenishment.”

Amelia’s eyes were fixed on the stark white ceiling. She remembered the first day, the cold shock of the announcement. Your body is now a public utility. The sterile smell of the Nursery Hub. The way the restraints on this very bench had clicked shut, not cruel, but absolute. Walters had been just as calm then, his touch impersonal as he’d inseminated her, inserting the seed that would spawn future generations. Her purpose, defined in a ten-minute procedure.

A low moan vibrated in her chest as a miner, a broad-shouldered man with tired eyes, drank deeper, his suction on the tube increasing. The answering pull deep in her mammary glands was acute, a strange hollowing-out that tipped into something else. A flush of heat, unbidden, spread from her core. It’s just a reflex, she told herself. Biology. But her nipples hardened further under the clear plastic, and the dampness between her legs wasn’t just from sweat.

Walters noticed. He always did. A slow smile touched his lips. “The body’s responses are fascinating, aren’t they? Production increases with elevated heart rate, with certain… stimulations.”

He moved between her legs, pushing her knees apart, settling himself between them. The fabric of his trousers rubbed against her inner thighs. He didn’t bother undressing fully, just unzipped his fly, freeing his erection. The men watched, their drinking never ceasing. There was no leer in their gaze, only a desperate, focused need. It made the exposure more complete.

“Oxytocin release from uterine stimulation also aids let-down,” he declared.

The blunt head of him pressed against her. She was already wet, her body betraying her with a slick readiness that made her face burn with shame. He pushed in.

Oh.

The fullness was staggering. Different from the constant internal pressure of the baby. This was a claiming, an invasion with a heat that shot through her numbness. He seated himself fully, a low groan escaping his own throat. “Perfect,” he murmured, more to himself.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts were measured at first, deep and rocking. Each one jostled her stomach, sent a fresh, aching pull through her engorged breasts. The tubes shook. In the jars, the steady drip of milk became a quicker, spurting rhythm.

“See?” Walters panted, his composure cracking. His hips picked up speed. “Milk production is already increasing.”

Amelia’s fingers clawed at the bench’s padding. The clinical purpose of it all—the miners drinking, the scientific observation—should have made it monstrous. But her body wasn’t listening. Each drive of his hips brushed against a spot inside her that lit up her nerves. The dual sensations merged: the deep, internal pounding and the external, rhythmic tugging at her nipples. It built into a feedback loop of sheer physical sensation. A sharp, sweet ache coiled tight in her belly, independent of the child sleeping within.

One of the miners, his jar half-full, moaned around his tube as the milk flow surged. The sound, raw and grateful, echoed in the room. It snapped something in Amelia. Her back arched off the bench, a silent cry on her lips. The climax ripped through her, violent and surprising, clamping around Walters’ length, milking him as surely as the machine milked her.

Walters grunted, his thrusts turning jagged, losing their scientific rhythm. “Yes! That’s it. Give it.” He drove into her, once, twice more, before his own release flooded her, hot and sudden.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing and the hum of the pumps. Walters stayed buried inside her, his weight a comfort she hated herself for noticing. He turned his head, looking at the miners. They were eagerly swallowing down the heavy flow of milk.

“Excellent yield,” he said, his voice regaining its calm. He pulled out of her slowly, and Amelia felt a hot trickle escape down her thigh. He zipped himself up, then adjusted the suction on her breasts with a professional touch. The miners were finishing, the last drops of milk gone from the tubes.

Walters leaned close, his lips near her ear. His words were for her alone, a cold promise in the aftermath of heat. “Only two months to go, Amelia. Then we clean you up, and we do it all again. The colony needs the flow. It never stops.”

He straightened up, addressing the men. “Dismissed. Report to dispatch for your next shift.”

The miners filed out, not looking back. Amelia lay there, exposed, the scent of sex and metal thick in the air. The deep, satisfied throbbing between her legs warred with a dread that chilled her bones. Her hand moved to her stomach, where the baby kicked, a strong, restless pulse.

Was that a protest? she wondered. Or just hunger?

8 - THE DOCTOR’S LACTATION EXPERIMENT
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The first sign something was wrong wasn't pain, but a deep, radiating fullness.

Anna shifted on the stiff hospital bed, the papery gown rustling. The injection site on her arm itched. They said the drug, Prolactin-X7, would take hours to induce preliminary lactation. It had been thirty minutes. A hot, heavy pressure was building in her chest, a tingling ache that pulsed in time with her heartbeat. She cupped a hand over one breast through the thin fabric. It felt swollen, taut. This is too fast.

The door hissed open. Two men in white coats entered, their shoes whispering on the linoleum. Dr. Gerald, older with silver at his temples, carried a clipboard. Dr. Silver, younger with sharp features, wheeled in a cart bearing two electric breast pumps and clear collection bottles.

“Anna,” Dr. Gerald said, his voice smooth. “Our monitors are showing a rather accelerated physiological response. We need to initiate expression immediately to prevent discomfort.”

Discomfort was a gentle word. The pressure was becoming urgent, a desperate throb deep in her tissue. A faint, warm dampness spread on the front of her gown, two small circles darkening the blue fabric. Her cheeks burned. “It’s… it’s already happening.”

“We see.” Dr. Silver’s eyes lingered on the damp spots. He didn’t look away. A strange, heavy silence filled the room, broken only by the low hum of the pumps being set up.

“Let’s get you situated,” Dr. Gerald said, his tone clinical, but his movements were slow, deliberate. He helped her sit up, his fingers brushing her neck as he adjusted the pillows. The touch lingered a beat too long. He and Dr. Silver positioned the pumps on the cart beside the bed. “Please, open your gown. We need to see your breasts.”

Her hands trembled as she fumbled with the gown’s ties. The men watched, not offering to turn around. The cool air hit her skin as the fabric fell open. Her breasts were fuller, the areolas darkened and swollen. Pearly droplets beaded at the tips. The humiliation was sharp, but underneath it, a thread of something else twisted—a shocking, unwelcome heat at their focused attention.

Dr. Gerald attached the first pump’s plastic flange. The sudden suction made her gasp. It wasn’t painful. It was a shocking, direct relief, a pull that went straight to her core. A thin, white stream immediately began to flow into the bottle. So much.

Dr. Silver attached the second pump. The twin rhythms, a soft whir-thump, whir-thump, filled the room. Her milk flowed steadily. The doctors weren’t looking at the bottles. They were staring at her breasts, at the rhythmic pull of the plastic, at the milk streaming. Dr. Gerald’s jaw was tight. Dr. Silver adjusted his stance, and the bulge straining against his trousers was unmistakable.

The realization crashed over her: They’re aroused.

Dr. Gerald cleared his throat, the sound rough. “Manual expression can be more efficient.” His hands replaced the pump, his palms warm and firm as he massaged, his thumbs working in circles. Milk sprayed in short arcs. He made a low sound in his throat. Then, without warning, he bent his head and took her nipple into his mouth.

The sensation was electric. Wet, hot suction, his tongue working. He drank in deep pulls, swallowing audibly. Anna cried out, her back arching off the bed. It was nothing like the cold pump. This was intimate, animal. Pleasure, raw and startling, coiled low in her belly.

Dr. Silver moved to her other side, his mouth latching on with a hunger that made her whimper. They fed from her, hands gripping her hips now, holding her still as they suckled. The room filled with the sounds of their swallowing, her ragged breaths. The pressure in her breasts eased, replaced by a spreading, liquid warmth between her legs.

Dr. Gerald pulled away, his lips glistening. “Remarkable. But Anna… our data suggests orgasm can increase production by up to sixty percent. Oxytocin release. It could be beneficial.” His words were science, but his eyes were dark, wanting.

Dr. Silver released her breast with a soft pop. They didn’t wait for verbal consent. They saw it in her shallow breaths, in the way her legs shifted apart. Dr. Gerald pushed the gown off her shoulders completely, letting it pool at her waist. “On your hands and knees, please.”

She moved clumsily, the embarrassment scorching, but the need was stronger. The cool sheet under her palms. The exposure. Dr. Silver positioned pillows under her hips. She heard a zipper, the tear of a foil packet. Then, the blunt, hot pressure of Dr. Gerald’s cock nudging against her.

He entered her in one slow, stretching glide. She moaned, her head dropping. So full. He was thick, and the angle was deep. He set a steady, rolling rhythm, each thrust rocking her forward. His hands gripped the swell of her hips, fingers pressing into her flesh.

“Look at that,” Dr. Silver murmured, kneeling beside her head, his own erection in his hand. He stroked himself, his gaze fixed where their bodies joined. “See how she takes it. How her body is made for this.”

The words, the crude observation, sent a new spike of heat through her. Dr. Gerald’s pace increased. The slap of skin, the creak of the bed. The pleasure built, a tight coil winding tighter with every deep, penetrating drive. Her climax broke without warning, a white-hot wave that clenched around him, milking his length. She choked on a cry as he groaned, pumping into her, his own release pulsing inside her warmth.

He pulled out, and she sagged onto her elbows, dripping, spent. But Dr. Silver was already moving behind her, his hands replacing Dr. Gerald’s.

“My turn,” he said, and his voice held no clinical pretense now, only raw hunger.

He was longer, leaner. He plunged into her wetness, a sharper, faster pace from the start. He fucked her with a focused intensity, each stroke a hard claim. One hand fisted in her hair, not enough to hurt, but enough to possess. The other reached around, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles.

The overstimulation was immense. Her body, still humming from the first orgasm, ignited again. This peak was different—higher, sharper, a screaming tension that shattered into a thousand points of light. She came with a force that shook her, her inner muscles fluttering around him in rapid pulses. He followed with a sharp cry, his hips stuttering, filling her a second time.

Silence, save for their panting breaths.

They withdrew. She heard the soft rustle of clothing being straightened. Cool air hit her exposed skin. A towel dabbed roughly between her legs.

Dr. Gerald’s voice, perfectly composed again, broke the stillness. “Excellent yield. We’ll return in a few hours for the next expression session.”

The door clicked shut.

Anna lay on the stained sheets, the smell of sex and warm milk hanging in the air. Her body felt used, utterly drained. Her mind reeled. What have I done? What did I let them do?

But beneath the shock, a treacherous warmth still simmered in her veins. The memory of their mouths, their hands, their possession. The shocking, undeniable truth settled in the pit of her stomach, a secret she would cling to in the sterile silence.

She liked it.

9 - THE HEIFER’S SURRENDER
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The brass cowbell’s weight was a constant, hollow ache against her collarbone. Each step Clara took made it swing, a dull clunk-clunk that echoed the rhythm of her own surrender. The leather halter bit into the corners of her mouth, a bitter taste she could never spit out. But those sensations were nothing. Nothing compared to the hot, heavy pull in her chest.

The hormones had done their work. Her breasts, once merely generous, were now vast, pendulous things, strapped into a leather harness that did little to contain their swollen curve. A thin, warm trickle of milk escaped one nipple, tracing a sticky path down the taut skin of her belly. The air in the prep stall smelled of antiseptic and her own sweet, leaking scent.

A handler, silent and efficient, checked the fittings on the industrial suction cups. Cold silicone met her feverish skin. Click. A seal formed. Click. The second cup locked on. A low hum vibrated through her, deep in her marrow.

Then the pull began.

It wasn’t gentle. It was a deep, rhythmic, insistent tugging that started at her nipple and shot straight to her core. Her back arched of its own accord, a soft gasp escaping her. Not pain. Not exactly. It was a relentless relief, a draining of the pressure that had built and built for weeks. Her milk flowed in steady, visible streams through the clear tubing. The machine clattered and sighed, a mechanical heartbeat.

“Lot 47. A fine heifer.” The auctioneer’s voice boomed from beyond the velvet curtain. The handler gave a sharp tug on her lead, and Clara stumbled forward, the cups still pulling, the tubes trailing behind her like umbilical cords.

The light was blinding. A sea of blurred, wealthy faces peered up from the auction floor. Whispers slithered through the air. Fingers pointed. She stood on the raised platform, tethered, displayed, her body reacting shamelessly to the machines. A fresh, strong pull from the pump made her knees tremble. Heat pooled, unmistakable and shameful, between her legs.

“A consistent yielder,” the auctioneer droned. “Prime stock.”

A man stood from the front row. Lord Sterling. His face was carved from winter ice, his eyes the grey of a spent bullet. He didn’t look at her face; his gaze fixed on the rhythmic pull of the pumps, on the droplets beading at the edges of the silicone where her milk overflowed.

“I require a private assay,” he stated, his voice cutting through the murmur. “Of the yield’s… quality.”

No one refused Lord Sterling.

Her handler detached the pumps from her breasts. He led her not to a viewing room, but to a private chamber deeper in the estate, lit by low, golden sconces. He quickly attached a new set of breast pumps, hooking her up to another milking machine. The sucking rhythm began again. Tug. Release. Tug. Release. It was the only sound besides her own ragged breathing.

Sterling took a silver goblet from a shelf. He dipped it into one of the buckets of her milk. He filled it, then raised it to his lips. His cold eyes held hers as he drank. A slow, deliberate swallow. A drop clung to his lower lip.

“Adequate,” he pronounced, setting the cup down. “Sweet. Rich.” He stepped closer. The scent of his cologne, sandalwood and frost, clashed with the animal sweetness of her. “But livestock must be inspected thoroughly. Remove the harness.”

His words were a command, flat and absolute. Her fingers, clumsy, fumbled with the leather straps. The harness fell away. Her freed breasts hung heavy, the nipples dark and elongated from the pump’s constant attention, glistening with milk. The cold air made them tighten, a fresh bead forming at each tip.

“Further,” he said.

She understood. The pair of cotton panties was her last shred of anything. She pulled them down, dropping them on the plush carpet. She stood naked before him, tethered to the milking machine by her breasts, the cowbell a cold weight between them.

“The block.” He gestured to a padded, leather-clad structure in the center of the room—a mounting block.

A hot flush of humiliation burned her skin, but beneath it, under the terror and the shame, the machine’s relentless tugging had lit a fuse. Her body was traitorously awake, humming, wet. She moved to the block, the tubes pulling taut behind her. She bent over it, the smooth leather cool against her belly and breasts. The position lifted her rear, exposing her completely.

She heard the soft swish of leather through air before she felt it. The crop landed across the backs of her thighs. A sharp, bright sting that melted into a throbbing heat. She jerked, a cry strangled by the halter.

Swish. Another stripe, parallel to the first. Her flesh warmed, sang. The pain was a clean, clarifying flame. With each strike, the clench deep inside her grew tighter. The machine pulled, and her hips gave a tiny, involuntary rock against the leather.

The crop clattered to the floor. She heard the rustle of his clothes, the unbuckling of his belt. Then, the blunt, hot pressure of him, not at her entrance, but pushing against her lower lips, smearing through the slickness already there. He positioned himself. No kiss. No caress.

He pushed in.

He was thick, stretching her with a single, uncompromising thrust. She gasped, the air punched from her lungs. He filled her utterly, a hard, invading presence. He didn’t move at first, letting her adjust to the sheer fullness. The milking machine chose that moment to cycle into a stronger suction, a deep, drawing pull that made her moan into the leather of the block. Her inner muscles fluttered around him, a helpless reflex.

He began to move. His thrusts were measured, powerful, and deep. Each stroke dragged against a spot inside her that made lights burst behind her closed eyelids. In. Out. The slap of his skin against her reddened thighs punctuated the wet, rhythmic sound of their joining. The machine clattered-tugged in counterpoint.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into the flesh he’d marked. He used her for leverage, driving harder, faster. The pleasure was a storm, building from the confluence of sensations—the deep pull on her breasts, the punishing fullness between her legs, the sharp ache on her skin. She was a vessel, being emptied and filled at once. A broken, wanton sound tore from her throat.

His rhythm fractured. His thrusts turned jagged, urgent. A low groan escaped him, a crack in his frost. He plunged deep, grinding against her, and held there. A pulsing heat flooded her core, wave after wave, marking his possession as thoroughly as any brand.

He stayed buried in her for a long moment, his breathing harsh in her ear. Then he pulled out, the sudden emptiness a shock. She heard him fastening his trousers.

Without a word, he walked to the chamber door. He paused, glancing back at her, still bent over the block, still tethered to the clattering pumps, his spend beginning to leak down her inner thigh.

“A sound investment,” he said, and left.

The door snicked shut. The machine cycled on. Tug. Release. Clara trembled, her body humming with spent sensation, waiting for the next hand that would take her lead.

10 - BRED AND MILKED
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The sterile white light of the lab hummed. Nadia heard the familiar hiss of the pneumatic door seal breaking. Her pulse, already a steady drum against her ribs, picked up its tempo.

Dr. Cline’s polished shoes tapped a precise rhythm on the antiseptic floor. “Subject A-7. Nadia. Your scheduled session is ready.”

She was already in the chair. It was always the same. Cool, padded leather conformed to her back as the automated restraints clicked into place around her wrists and ankles. Not tight, just absolute. The chair tilted with a soft whir, angling her body back, lifting her hips, arching her spine to present her.

The air felt sharp against her skin. Her breasts, heavy and swollen with the morning’s production, strained against the clear polymer of her permanent lactation harness. The device cradled each globe, leaving her dark nipples exposed and pert, already beaded with droplets of moisture that weren’t sweat.

“Vitals are optimal,” Cline stated, his eyes on a tablet. He wasn’t looking at her, not really. He was reviewing data. “Prolactin levels indicate a prime yield. Cervical mucus suggests peak fertility window. Ideal conditions.”

Another figure stepped into her field of vision. The Donor. Designation D-41. He was tall, broad-shouldered, with the defined musculature the program favored. His expression was neutral, professional. He watched as Cline worked.

The doctor’s hands were clinical, efficient. He lifted the coiled, clear tubes of the extraction system. The ends were cold, hard silicone. He positioned the first suction cup over her left nipple, and a jolt went through her—a shocking, deep pull that made her gasp. The machine engaged with a low thump-hiss. Almost instantly, rich, white milk rushed into the tube, streaking toward the collection canister. He attached the second cup. The dual sensation was overwhelming; a deep, aching draw that pulled from the very core of her breasts. Her back pressed into the chair.

“Spectacular output,” Cline murmured, more to the tablet than to her. He moved between her legs.

Nadia focused on the ceiling tiles. The rhythmic thump-hiss, thump-hiss of the pump filled her ears. She felt the cool touch of the speculum, the gentle pressure as Cline guided it. A click, and the slow, mechanical expansion began. It was a strange, full sensation, a purposeful exposure that left her open to the cool, filtered air. She breathed in, out. This was her function.

“Cervix is soft, positioned, and dilated,” Cline announced. “All markers are green.” He retracted the instrument, the metal sliding free. “She’s ready for you, D-41. Optimal placement is required for conception.”

The Donor gave a single, curt nod. He undid his grey uniform trousers, pushing them down his hips. His cock sprang free, already thick and rigid. He stepped forward, his shadow falling over her.

Nadia’s gaze dropped from the ceiling to him. This was the moment. The data faded. The clinical purpose narrowed to this single, physical act.

He didn’t speak. He guided himself to her, the broad head of his cock nudging against her slick, exposed folds. He pushed in.

A sharp, full stretch stole her breath. He was large, and the entry was swift, purposeful. He seated himself fully with one solid thrust, his hips meeting hers. A soft, involuntary sound escaped her lips.

Then he moved.

His rhythm was relentless, a perfect, driving cadence. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each thrust a deep, re-claiming plunge. The force of it rocked her body in the chair, the leather creaking in time. Thump-hiss. Thrust. Thump-hiss. Thrust. The two rhythms began to sync—the mechanical pull on her nipples and the biological drive of the man between her legs.

Sensation detonated through her. The ache in her breasts, sharp and sweet, seemed to fuse with the building heat in her core. Every drive of his hips sent a fresh jet of milk shooting through the tubes. Her vision blurred at the edges. The sterile lab smell was replaced by the scent of her own milk, of skin, of sex.

“Look at that yield,” Cline said, his voice detached. He was monitoring the collection canisters. “Stress response is elevating output. Fascinating.”

The Donor’s pace increased. His fingers dug into the meat of her thighs where they were splayed and strapped. A fine sweat glossed his torso. His breaths came in harsh gusts now, his professional composure cracking under a raw, physical need. His thrusts became harder, deeper, searching.

Nadia felt the coil inside her, tight and electric, begin to unravel. The dual assault was too much. The relentless suction, the deep, pounding friction—it built a pressure that had nowhere to go but out. A low moan vibrated in her chest. Her back arched as much as the restraints allowed, pushing her breasts up, offering them to the machines, pushing her hips up, taking him deeper.

He grunted, a rough, animal sound. His rhythm stuttered. “I’m… there.”

“Proceed,” Cline said, his tone flat. “Full deposit is required.”

The Donor drove into her one last time, burying himself to the hilt. His whole body locked. Nadia felt the hot, sudden flood inside her, a pulse of liquid heat that seemed to go on and on, filling her. The sensation triggered her own climax—a silent, shuddering wave that clenched around him, milking his release, as the machines milked her. White spots danced behind her eyes. The thump-hiss of the pump was the only sound for a long moment.

He stayed there, pulsing inside her, until he was soft. Then, with a wet slide, he withdrew.

Cline stepped forward again, peering between her legs. “Satisfactory retention. We’ll maintain the tilt for twenty minutes to facilitate migration.” He glanced at the canisters. “And a record yield. Excellent session, A-7.”

The Donor was already fastening his trousers, his face a mask once more. He left without a word.

Nadia lay there, strapped to the chair, filled and emptying at the same time. The pumps continued their work, drawing out the last drops. She felt the warm trickle of his seed inside her, the cool air on her wet skin, the deep, hollow ache in her breasts.

11 - A MILKY RESORT FOR THE ELITE
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The chime from her belt communicator pulsed against Jasmine’s hip, a gentle, insistent vibration. She glanced at the screen, the glow illuminating the subtle gold flecks in her brown eyes. Suite 305. Mr. Thorne. Top Priority. A shiver that was equal parts anticipation and sharp, familiar tension traced the length of her spine.

She stood before the full-length mirror in the staff preparation alcove. The uniform was minimal by design: a web of black French lace that formed a maid’s apron, tied at the back of her neck and waist, leaving the swell of her hips, the curve of her back, and the full, heavy weight of her breasts completely bare. The cool air of the resort’s private corridors kissed her skin. Around her neck, the gold-plated cowbell rested, a silent symbol of her rank. She touched the two small, transparent patches placed just below her collarbones, the hormonal cocktails within maintaining the constant, low-grade fullness that defined her existence.

Her reflection showed a woman in peak condition—sleek muscle under soft skin, cheeks flushed with the perpetual warmth of her condition. She ran a hand over the tight, aching curve of one breast, feeling the liquid heat just beneath the surface. He’s a VIP. This is the pinnacle. The thought was a mantra, a focus. She turned, the soft shush of her bare feet on the polished marble the only sound as she collected the sterling silver service tray, empty save for a pristine linen napkin.

The walk to Suite 305 was a practiced meditation. The resort’s opulence blurred around her—waterfalls of orchids, walls of living moss, the distant scent of night-blooming jasmine that mocked her name. Her own scent was richer, deeper. Milk and warm skin. She paused before the double doors, took a breath that made the cowbell give a muffled clink, and knocked.

The door swung open silently. Mr. Thorne stood there, not as a silhouette but immediately, oppressively present. He was older, his hair silvered at the temples, his frame tall and lean in a dressing gown of dark crimson silk. His eyes, a pale gray like winter sea ice, swept over her from head to toe, pausing on the cowbell, lingering on the pronounced swell of her breasts where the lace apron offered no concealment.

“Jasmine. Right on time.” His voice was dry, devoid of warmth, a statement of fact. “Come in.”

She stepped past him, the air in the suite cooler, scented with sandalwood and something crisp, like cold currency. The main room was vast, one wall a sheer sheet of glass looking out over moonlit cliffs and a raging ocean below. Her eyes, however, went to the structure installed in the center of the room, where no furniture dared to compete.

It was a set of stocks, crafted from a rich, honey-colored wood, mounted vertically against a sturdy frame. Two semicircles gaped open at waist height for wrists, two leather cuffs, set wide apart, were at the bottom for ankles. The leather padding looked butter-soft, but the brass clasps were heavy, final.

“Place the tray there,” Thorne instructed, pointing to a low table. “Then present yourself at the apparatus.”

This is the service. The thought floated through her, detached. She set the tray down, the silver ringing faintly. The napkin seemed absurd now, a parody of normalcy. She walked to the stocks, the cool air raising goosebumps on her thighs and arms. Without being told, she placed her wrists into the upper openings. The leather was soft, cool against her skin.

She heard his footsteps behind her, then felt his fingers, deft and impersonal, securing the first brass clasp. It closed with a solid click. The second followed. He moved down, his hands brushing her calves as he guided her ankles into the leather cuffs. Another click, then the last. She was bent forward at the waist, arms and legs spread and secured, her backside presented, her heavy breasts hanging down, swaying slightly with the quickening of her pulse.

The vulnerability was absolute, a hollowing-out of self. The position pushed her chest forward, making the fullness there a dull, persistent ache.

She heard a soft, mechanical hum. Thorne moved into her line of sight, holding two sleek, white pump units. He didn’t speak. His hands were clinical as he cupped her left breast, positioning the clear plastic flange. The silicone seal compressed her areola, a strange, tight pressure. The pull, when it activated, was not gentle. It was a deep, rhythmic tug that went straight to her core. A gasp escaped her lips before she could stop it. The sound was sharp in the quiet room.

The second pump attached to her right breast. The dual sensation was overwhelming—a deep, internal drawing that felt at once like relief and a shocking invasion. Her milk began to flow, thin streams at first, then steady pulses of opaque white, collecting in the sealed bottles below. A hot flush spread across her chest and up her neck. Her nipples, trapped in the tunnel of the flanges, hardened into painfully sensitive points.

Thorne observed her reactions, his head tilted. He reached down, unplugged one of the collection bottles, and poured the warm, fresh milk into a crystal tumbler. He brought it to his lips, his eyes locked on hers over the rim as he took a slow sip. A thin line of white clung to his lip for a second before his tongue cleaned it away.

“Nutritious,” he stated, placing the empty glass aside. “And suitably sweet.” He moved behind her again. The hum of the pumps and the ragged sound of her own breathing filled her ears. She felt his hands on her hips, then the whisper of his silk gown falling away. The warmth of his body neared her exposed skin.

But first, something else. A swish of air, then a crack.

The leather paddle connected with the crest of her backside. The sting was bright, clean, spreading in a wave of heat. She cried out, the sound mingling with the mechanical hums. Crack. Another, lower, on the sensitive undercurve. Her flesh jumped, a fierce warmth blooming. Crack. A third, across the tops of her thighs. Each impact sent a jolt through her, tightening her muscles, making the pull on her breasts and the buzz on her nipples feel even more acute. Pleasure and pain braided together, inseparable. A slick heat gathered at her core, a physical echo of the sting on her skin.

The paddling stopped. She heard the soft clink of something else. A cord, with smooth, polished wooden beads of increasing size. He draped the cord over her heated skin, letting the first, smallest bead, cool and slick with oil, nudge against her entrance. Her body clenched instinctively.

“The collection requires complete relaxation,” Thorne’s voice came, low and close to her ear. “This will assist.”

He pressed. The small bead slipped inside with little resistance, a foreign, filling pressure. A sigh shuddered out of her. Before she could adjust, a second, larger bead followed, stretching her more profoundly. Her inner muscles fluttered around the intrusion. The pumps pulled, her backside burned, and now this—a slow, steady invasion that stoked the fire in her belly higher. A third bead, bigger still. She was panting, her forehead resting against the smooth wood of the stocks. Each breath made her breasts sway, changing the angle of the pull, sending fresh streaks of sensation through her.

The fourth bead was a stretch that bordered on pain, a full, aching pressure that made her toes curl. Just as she thought she couldn’t take it, he paused, his hand resting on the small of her back. The overstimulation was total, a crescendo of conflicting feelings that left her mind blank, existing only as a vessel of raw sensation.

He used the cord, pulling the beads out slowly, one by one, each retreat a strange, empty ache. Then she felt him, the blunt, solid heat of him, pressing where the beads had forged a path. He replaced them with himself in a single, deep, claiming thrust.

The fullness was immense. He filled the emptiness the beads had left and then some, a hard, living heat that touched a place deep inside her that made her vision spark. A raw, guttural moan was torn from her chest.

His hands came around her, his fingers splaying over the heavy, weighted curves of her breasts, still trapped in the pumps. He gripped them, not gently, his thumbs grinding over the swollen flesh beside the flanges. The dual sensation of being filled from behind and held so possessively from the front shattered her last remnants of composure.

He began to move. His thrusts were not frantic, but powerful, measured, each one driving her forward against the stocks. Each inward stroke dragged over a spot inside her that sparked white-hot behind her eyelids. The pulling pumps kept her at a dizzying peak, the pleasure so intense it blurred into a kind of pain. Her own slickness eased his way, the wet, rhythmic sound of their joining a counterpoint to the machines’ drone.

His breathing grew ragged at her ear. His grip on her breasts tightened, his hips snapping forward with a new, urgent rhythm. She felt the coil inside her, wound impossibly tight by the assault on all her senses, begin to fray.

“Now,” he grunted, the word a harsh command.

It was the sound of his voice, the brutal finality of his thrust, that pushed her over. The orgasm didn’t crest—it detonated. It ripped through her from that deep, touched place, exploding outwards, making her entire body convulse against the stocks. A soundless scream locked in her throat as waves of electric pleasure crashed over her, shaking her, milking him in rhythmic pulses she couldn’t control.

With a final, deep groan, he buried himself to the hilt. A flood of heat filled her, a sharp contrast to the mechanical chill of the equipment on her breasts. He held there, pulsing inside her, his body pressed against her stinging backside, his hands still gripping her breasts as the last tremors wracked her.

Silence fell, broken only by their labored breathing and the persistent thrum-thump of the pumps, which were still diligently draining her. After a long moment, he withdrew. The sudden emptiness was a shock, a cool rush of air where there had been solid heat.

He heard him move, the rustle of his gown being retrieved. He stepped back into her sight, tying the silk belt with calm, precise motions. He checked the collection bottles, now nearly full, noting the volume with a brief nod of clinical satisfaction. One by one, he turned off and removed the breast pumps. The release of suction was a profound, almost painful relief. Her breasts felt lighter, but tender, her nipples swollen and dark.

He moved to the front of the apparatus, his fingers reaching for the heavy latches of the stocks. With a series of sharp, metallic clicks, the restraints fell away.

Jasmine nearly collapsed. Without the rigid support of the wood and steel, her legs felt like water, trembling from the intensity of her climax. She stumbled back a step, her hands instinctively coming up to cradle her heavy, aching chest.

He didn't offer a hand to steady her. He simply picked up the sterling silver tray, the unused napkin still perfectly folded upon it, and walked toward the suite’s bedroom door. He paused at the threshold, glancing back at her—shaking, reddened, and still leaking occasional droplets of milk onto the plush carpet below.

“Adequate service,” he stated, his voice flat and impersonal. “Clean yourself up.”

Then the bedroom door closed behind him, leaving her alone in the vast, cool room. The silence was absolute, broken only by the sound of her own ragged breathing. Suddenly, she felt a burst of pride. She’d served a VIP, and he was satisfied.

12 - THE SURPLUS MOTHER’S MILK

MF / Hucow / Lactation / Milking / Riding Crop / Vibrating Buttplug / PIV Sex

In the year 2084, the Great Collapse had rendered traditional agriculture impossible, and the wealthy elite had developed a taste for a new luxury: "Life-Sustain," a high-protein, human-derived nutrition that was the only alternative to the gray, synthetic paste fed to the lower classes.

Under the "Human Resource Act," women of the Surplus Class were no longer citizens; they were biological assets. If they were found pregnant or had recently given birth in the slums, they were immediately "requisitioned" for the National Dairy Reserves. Their children were sent to state-run crèches to be raised as future laborers, while the mothers were processed, branded, and installed in the high-efficiency Extraction Wings. Here, the law was absolute: the body was a factory, and any failure to produce was a breach of contract punishable by the lethal dust of the labor mines.

The dull hum of the automated pump was the only sound in the sterile white cell. Janet knelt on the cool floor, her naked skin pebbled with gooseflesh. The rigid, clear tubes snaked from the wall apparatus to her breasts, pulling with a rhythmic, mechanical suck that had long since faded from discomfort to a background numbness. Her body ached in a deeper way, a hollow throb where a child should be nursing. The memory of tiny fingers, the scent of newborn skin—they’d carved a cavity in her chest that the machine could never fill.

Her breasts, heavy and tight as overripe fruit, tingled with a persistent, urgent pressure. A thin rivulet of milk escaped the seal of one cup, tracing a warm path down the swell of her flesh. She shifted, and the fullness bordered on pain.

The door hissed open.

Martin’s polished shoes appeared in her downcast vision before his voice, flat and clinical, reached her. “Inspection.”

He circled her, a clipboard in hand. The smell of antiseptic and cheap cologne clung to him. Janet kept her eyes fixed on the grout between tiles, her muscles tense.

“Machine extraction is sub-optimal today,” he stated, not looking at the data. His gaze was a physical weight on her skin. “Residual pressure is evident. Engorgement compromises quality.”

A cold finger trailed over the curve of her left breast, following the path of the escaped milk. She flinched, a sharp inhalation her only protest. The touch was not gentle. It assessed.

“Manual drainage is required.”

His hands moved to the latches of the milking apparatus. The suction released with a soft pop, and the sudden absence of pressure made her gasp. The full, aching weight of her breasts hung free, the tips already beading with fresh droplets. Before she could register the relief, his grip closed around her right breast. It was rough, impersonal, his fingers and palm encompassing the swollen flesh.

He shoved a metal bucket under her.

“On your hands and knees. Now.”

The command brooked no hesitation. Janet moved, the tiles cold and unforgiving against her palms and knees. Her body bowed, presenting her to him. His hand returned, squeezing in a firm, rhythmic motion from the base of her breast toward the nipple. A jet of warm, white liquid shot into the bucket with a sharp ping.

A moan tore from her throat. It wasn’t pleasure, not exactly. It was the sheer, overwhelming release of the unbearable tension. Her head dropped, a shudder rolling through her. Again. His grip tightened, working her with an efficiency that bordered on brutality. Another stream, then another, arching into the pail. The sensation was a confusing storm—the relief of emptying, the rough scrape of his calloused skin, the deep, primal echo of a need being met, even in this perverse way.

“Responsiveness seems adequate,” Martin mused, his voice devoid of inflection. His free hand went to his belt. Not to unfasten it, but to unloop a short, stiff leather crop. “We must test further.”

The first strike landed across the round of her backside. A line of fire bloomed on her skin. She cried out, her body jolting forward. The second came on the opposite cheek, a mirror of stinging heat. Her breath came in short, sharp pants. Between the ruthless milking and the sudden bites of pain, her mind began to fog, narrowing to the raw physicality of the moment.

Something cool and slick nudged against her rear entrance. She stiffened, but his hand on her hip held her in place. “Steady.”

The pressure built, then gave way as the thick, tapered end of a plug pushed into her. It was a full, stretching sensation that made her gasp. Then a low, insistent buzz ignited deep inside her, a vibration that seemed to resonate in her bones. Her thighs trembled.

Behind her, the rustle of clothing. A zipper. The head of his cock, blunt and hot, pressed against her pussy, already slick from her own traitorous arousal, sparked by the relief and the hum in her core.

He drove into her in one solid, unyielding thrust.

The air left her lungs in a rush. He was large, stretching her in a different, deeper way. He didn’t wait for her to adjust. He set a hard, driving pace from the start, his hips slapping against the burning flesh of her rear with each plunge. Each forward surge jolted her body, making her swinging breasts sway heavily. With every powerful thrust, another spray of milk would leap from her nipples, splattering the floor in erratic, pearly arcs.

The world dissolved into a cacophony of sensation. The smack of skin on skin. The deep, internal vibration. The relentless friction of him moving within her. The constant, sweet ache of her breasts being jostled, the occasional droplet still escaping. Her earlier moans became ragged, continuous sounds, torn from her with each impact. She was a vessel, being emptied and filled all at once.

His breathing grew harsh in her ear. His rhythm faltered, grew more frantic. His fingers dug into the flesh of her hips hard enough to bruise. With a guttural sound that was nothing like his official voice, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. Heat flooded her, a pulsing rush that seemed to go on and on.

For a long moment, the only sounds were their ragged breathing and the persistent low buzz of the plug. Then he pulled out of her, the sudden emptiness a shock. The mix of their fluids trailed down her inner thigh.

He stepped back, fastening his trousers with neat, precise movements. He looked down at her, a heap of trembling limbs and spilled milk on the floor. He picked up the bucket, now a quarter full.

“Productivity has been restored,” he said, his tone flat and professional once more. He hooked the milking apparatus back onto her breasts with swift, practiced motions. The artificial suction started again, a pale imitation of the violent relief he’d just wrought.

As the door hissed open for his exit, he paused. “Remember, Surplus Mother. This is your function. Be productive here, in your cell. The alternative is the mines.”

The door sealed shut, leaving her alone with the hum, the ache, the warmth between her legs, and the cold promise in his words.

13 - THE SACRED MILKING RITUAL
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The heavy wooden door of the Orchard groaned shut behind Nina, sealing her in a world of leather, polished brass, and the sweet, dusty scent of hay. The air felt thick, quiet. Sacred, she’d been told.

Elder Amos, the High Priest, stood before her, his long robe a dark column against the rough-hewn walls. His eyes, a pale, assessing blue, tracked over her simple shift. “Nina. Your time has come.”

Her pulse kicked against her ribs. This was the purpose she’d chosen, the path to becoming a Full Heifer. Her body, still soft and full from her recent birth, ached with a dull, heavy readiness. Her breasts felt tight, sensitive beneath the coarse fabric.

“Remove it,” Amos said, his voice a low ripple in the quiet barn.

Her fingers trembled as she grasped the hem of the shift. The cotton whispered over her skin, pooling at her feet. The cool air brushed her naked body, puckering her nipples, making the full weight of her milk-heavy breasts more pronounced. She stood, exposed, in the center of the space, her gaze fixed on the straw-scattered floor.

Amos approached. In his hands was a harness of supple, dark leather. He lifted it, and the heavy brass cowbell attached to the front rang with a single, deep clang that vibrated in the silence. The sound seemed to settle in her bones.

He fitted the bridle over her head. The leather was cool and smooth against her cheeks and forehead. The bit, a smooth, polished bar, pressed against her tongue. He fastened the buckles behind her head, his knuckles brushing the nape of her neck. Secure. Owned. The bell hung between her collarbones, a cold, heavy weight.

“You are a Sacred Vessel,” Amos intoned, his hands coming to rest on her bare shoulders. “Your pregnancy blessed the commune with a child. Now, your milk will bless us with sustenance.”

He guided her, a light pressure on her back, toward a wooden stand fitted with a gleaming glass bottle and a complex apparatus of tubes and a polished brass pump. The breast pump.

“Lean forward,” he instructed.

She bent over the stand, the position arching her back, presenting her swollen breasts to the device. Amos adjusted two wide, cool suction cups. He positioned one over her left nipple, the silicone flange a strange, intimate seal against her areola. A switch clicked.

A gentle, rhythmic pull began. Tug… release… tug… release. It was not painful. It was a deep, drawing sensation that went straight to her core. Her eyes fluttered shut. A soft sound escaped her, muffled by the bit.

“Watch,” Amos commanded, his voice close to her ear.

She forced her eyes open, looking down at the clear glass bottle. For a few pulls, nothing. Then, a single, fat, opaque drop welled at the tip of the tube. It clung for a moment, a pearl of white, before falling with a silent plink against the glass. Another followed. Then a thin, steady stream began to flow, white rivulets snaking down the inside of the bottle.

“Good,” he murmured, his breath hot on her neck. His hand cupped her other breast, his thumb brushing over the neglected nipple. It peaked instantly, aching. “The yield is plentiful. The land is fertile.”

He turned off the pump, the sudden cessation leaving a hollow throb in its wake. He removed the cup, a bead of milk glistening on her nipple. He didn’t guide her to a bed, but to a pile of fresh, sweet hay in the center of the floor. Waiting beside it were two wooden poles, hinged in the middle, with leather cuffs at their ends. Spreader bars.

“Down,” he said.

She lowered herself onto the hay, the stalks prickling her skin. Amos knelt, taking her ankle in a firm grasp. He secured a leather cuff around it, then attached it to one end of a bar. He did the same with her other ankle, then pushed the bar apart until her legs were spread wide, held open and immobile. The cool air touched her most intimate places. She felt utterly exposed, vulnerable. A heat that was not shame began to simmer low in her belly.

He repeated the process with her wrists, fastening them to a second bar above her head, stretching her arms back into the hay. Pinned. Open. Displayed.

Amos stood, looking down at his work. He shed his robe, revealing a lean, strong body. His arousal was evident, thick and ready. He knelt between her splayed thighs.

The first touch of his fingers, stroking through her folds, made her jolt against the restraints. She was already slick, her body betraying a hunger that went deeper than doctrine. He made a sound of approval.

“The vessel is willing,” he said, his voice dropping to a ritualistic chant. “The earth accepts the seed.”

He positioned himself, the blunt head of him pressing against her entrance. He pushed inside with one slow, inexorable motion.

Nina’s back arched off the hay, a sharp gasp sucked in around the bit. He was deep, filling the empty ache with a stretching, burning fullness that melted into a shocking, immediate pleasure. The bell at her throat gave a muffled shake.

He began to move. A slow, grinding rhythm. Each withdrawal was an agony of loss. Each thrust was a reclamation, a claiming so profound it blurred the lines between sanctity and sin. His hands found her breasts, palms hot and rough against the soft flesh. He kneaded them, his grip firm, almost rough.

Sensation exploded. The deep, internal friction of him moving inside her. The pressure on her tender, full breasts. A thin spray of milk leaked from her nipples with each compression of his hands, painting glistening trails over her skin and his.

“Yes,” he grunted, his rhythm gaining a fraction of speed. “Give it. Give everything.”

The coiled tension in her belly wound tighter, tighter. The hay scratched her back, the leather bit her mouth, the brass bell swayed with their motion, its clapper a silent drum against her chest. Her world narrowed to the points of contact: his hands on her breasts, his body pounding into hers, the relentless, building pressure. She was a tool, a vessel, a thing of pure function, and in that reduction, a terrifying, electric freedom sparked.

His hands squeezed harder, milking her in time with his thrusts. White droplets flecked the air. The visual, the sensation—it shattered her.

Her climax tore through her without warning, a silent, seismic wave that locked her muscles and stole the air from her lungs. Her internal walls clamped around him, rhythmically, desperately. The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain, a radiant fire spreading from her core.

With a final, driving thrust, Amos buried himself deep and stilled. A hot, pulsing rush flooded her depths as he found his own release. His head fell forward, a low groan vibrating against her neck where the bell rested.

He stayed there for a long moment, inside her, his weight a welcome anchor. Finally, he lifted his head, his eyes meeting hers. They held a dark, satiated glow.

“The next harvest,” he breathed, the words a vow against her sweat-slicked skin, “is planted.”

He withdrew, leaving her feeling empty and used in the most exquisite way. He unfastened the spreader bars with efficient tugs, the leather cuffs falling away. He helped her stand, her legs unsteady. She swayed, the bell giving a soft clank.

Without a word, he led her, naked and dripping their combined fluids, to the side of the Orchard. Here stood a row of structures that resembled horse stalls, but cleaner, fitted with strange machinery. In one, a padded bench awaited, inclined at an angle. Above it, a complex array of clear tubes and soft silicone cups hung from a mechanical arm.

“Your new home,” Amos said, his voice gentle now. “Your only duty. To eat, to rest, to grow the new life, and to give your milk.”

He guided her onto the bench, positioning her on her back. Her swollen breasts were angled upward. With practiced ease, he attached the suction cups from the automated system to her nipples. A green light on the panel beside the stall glowed.

A soft, persistent pulling began at her breasts, steady and rhythmic. The machine hummed.

Amos fastened a wide, soft leather belt across her hips, another across her thighs, securing her to the bench. Not tight enough to hurt. Just enough to remind. He placed a pillow under her head, brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Rest, Heifer,” he murmured. “Your purpose is fulfilled. Again and again.”

He turned and walked away, his footsteps fading. The barn door thudded shut. Nina was alone with the hum of the machine, the steady, draining pull at her nipples, and the slow, warm ache in her belly where his seed had taken root. The brass bell lay still against her chest.

14 - PEAK CAPACITY IN THE BOARDROOM
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The familiar, low hum of the industrial pump was the soundtrack to Elena’s ambition. It vibrated up through the polished steel legs of her modified desk, a constant reminder of the price of her corner office. Every morning, she’d trade her tailored suit jacket for the sterile white plastic cups, the cold suction seizing her nipples the moment she activated the system. Clear tubes snaked from under her silk blouse, down into discreet ports in the desk, carrying the white proof of her compliance to some unseen, chilled reservoir.

The policy memo had called it ‘Bio-Resource Optimization.’ Elena called it survival.

Her intercom buzzed, sharp and intrusive over the pump’s drone. “Ms. Volkov. The Olympus Boardroom. Now.”

Mr. Henderson’s voice held no warmth, only the crisp efficiency of a quarterly report. A chill, separate from the machinery, traced her spine. Elena detached the tubes of the desk unit from the suction cups on her breasts. She walked down the hall, her mind racing. Performance reviews were scheduled. Not like this.

The Olympus Boardroom was all cold power. A monolithic black marble table dominated the space, reflecting the harsh downlights. The wall was a single sheet of one-way glass overlooking the city, a panorama of her aspirations. And in the corner, gleaming with sinister purpose, stood a new pump unit—larger, with digital gauges and thicker tubing.

Henderson stood by the window, a silhouette against the skyline. He didn’t turn as she entered. “Close the door. Engage the privacy lock.”

The soft thunk of the magnetic seal felt final. “Sir? You requested—”

“A review of your milk output.” He finally turned, his gaze clinical, scanning her from heels to the subtle bulge of the equipment beneath her cream-colored blouse. “We need to assess your… peak capacity.”

Elena’s mouth went dry. “The desk unit is calibrated to measure my production.”

“Those numbers may not be accurate.” He gestured to the heavy-duty pump. “Disrobe from the waist up and approach the station.”

The command hung in the sterile air. Humiliation, hot and prickling, bloomed across her skin. But beneath it, coiling in her gut, was a sharp, traitorous thrill. This was the game. This was the cost. She kept her eyes on the cityscape as her fingers went to her blouse buttons. The silk whispered open. The cool air of the room kissed her stomach, her ribs. She shrugged the fabric off her shoulders, letting it pool on the floor with her discarded bra. Her hands went to the latches of the familiar suction cups.

“Leave those,” Henderson said, his voice closer now. He stood behind her. “Allow me.”

His hands weren’t gentle. They were methodical. He released the seals with practiced clicks. The sudden release made her gasp, her breasts feeling heavy, aching, the nipples taut and sensitive. He guided her, his touch impersonal, to the new machine. The plastic of its cups was colder, the rim harder. When they clamped on, the suction was deeper, a relentless, pulling ache that made her knees soften.

Oh god.

The tubes, wide as her finger, immediately clouded with white. A digital display flickered to life, graphing her output in real-time with a steady, upward tick. Henderson watched the screen, not her. “Adequate baseline,” he murmured. Then his eyes shifted to her. “But we can do better. The preliminary studies are clear. Sexual stimulation drastically increases prolactin release and let-down reflex.”

He moved to a panel in the boardroom wall, withdrawing a small, sleek black vibrator and a roll of clear medical tape. The silence was broken only by the pump’s rhythmic pull and the frantic beat of her own heart.

“Assume a position on the table. On your back. Legs at the edge.”

The cold marble seared her skin as she obeyed, lowering herself onto the impossibly smooth surface. The tubes from her breasts pulled taut. Henderson stepped between her splayed knees, his expression one of focused analysis. He didn’t touch her with his hands. He simply peeled a strip of tape, affixed the humming vibrator directly to her clit, and turned it on.

The sensation was a lightning strike.

It wasn’t pleasure. Not at first. It was a shock, a brutal, buzzing invasion that made her entire body jolt. A sharp cry tore from her throat, her hips lifting off the table on instinct. The pump’s tubes jerked.

“Hold still,” he instructed, his voice flat. “Observe the output.”

Her eyes, blurry with unshed tears, flicked to the screen. The graph line was spiking, jagged peaks matching the violent pulses between her legs. The vibrator was a ruthless, unrelenting frequency, vibrating straight into her core. The awful, shocking buzz began to mutate, melting into a deep, throbbing ache. Heat pooled, low and insistent, beneath the mechanical assault. Her back arched, a low moan dragged from her chest this time, one of overwhelmed sensation.

Henderson made a satisfied sound in his throat. “Noted.” Then, he pulled the suction cup off her left breast.

His mouth was hot and shockingly wet against her left nipple. He didn’t remove the apparatus from her right breast, and the machine continued to pump. His tongue was pressing, laving at her tender areola. He sucked, hard, in counter-rhythm to the machine.

The dual sensation was catastrophic. The machine pulled with sterile greed. His mouth pulled with animal heat. The vibrator ground its electric fervor into her nerves. Pleasure and overstimulation fused into a single, unbearable wire of sensation, pulled taut from her clit to her breasts to the pit of her stomach. She cried out again, her hands scrabbling at the slick marble, finding no purchase.

“Yes,” Henderson hissed against her skin, his corporate detachment cracking for a single, hungry second. He yanked the suction cup off her right breast, repeating the torment, drinking the results.

Elena was dissolving. The boardroom, the city, her ambition—it all blurred into the maelstrom of physical feedback. Shame was burned away by raw, neural overload. She was just a body, reacting, a bio-resource hitting peak production. Her moans were continuous now, a ragged soundtrack to the debauchery.

Abruptly, he straightened up. His lips glistened. He reached down, tearing the vibrator from her with a rip of tape that made her yelp. The sudden absence was its own shock, leaving her throbbing and exposed.

He quickly put the suction cups back on her sensitive breasts. The machine whirred to life, the tubes once again filling with white liquid.

“Turn over. On your knees. Grasp the edge of the table.”

His voice brooked no dissent. Shaking, dripping with sweat and her own milk, she rolled onto her stomach. The cold marble bit into her knees and pressed against her overheated breasts. She stretched forward, her fingers curling over the polished lip of the table. The position arched her back, presenting her rear, still pulsing from the vibrator’s aftershocks.

She heard the quiet slide of his zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then the broad, blunt head of his cock pressed against her, nudging through her slick folds. He was already hard, thick.

He entered her in one deep, uncompromising thrust.

The air punched from her lungs. He filled her, stretching her, a stark, physical claim. There was no tenderness, no pretense. This was utility. His hands clamped on her hips, fingers digging into the soft flesh, holding her in place as he began to move.

His pace was brutal. A corporate efficiency applied to fucking. Short, powerful strokes that drove him deep and retreated, only to plunge back in. The slap of skin against skin, his rhythmic grunts, her choked gasps—it was a crude, mechanical symphony. Each thrust sent a shockwave through her, jolting her breasts, making the tubes sway. The overstimulation from before hadn’t faded; it had transformed, merging with the deep, internal friction of his movements. Pleasure, sharp and shocking, began to spark again in the crucible of the violation.

He leaned over her, his chest hot against her sweaty back, his voice a growl in her ear. “Look at your output.”

Her eyes, unfocused, found the screen. The graph was volatile, chaotic, hitting sustained peaks she hadn’t known were possible. She was causing that. Her body’s chaotic, shameful response was being measured, quantified, approved.

That knowledge, perverse and dark, tipped her over the edge. A climax tore through her, silent and devastating, clamping her around him in fierce, rhythmic pulses. Her vision whited out at the edges, her knuckles white on the table edge.

Her contraction seemed to trigger his. With a final, driving grunt, he buried himself to the hilt and held. Heat flooded into her, a stark contrast to the room’s chill. He stayed there for a long moment, panting against her neck, before pulling out.

The sudden emptiness felt vast. She heard him step back, the quiet sounds of him tidying himself. When she turned around, he was wiping himself clean with her discarded silk scarf. The casual indignity of it finally drew a tear that tracked hot down her cheek onto the cold marble.

He walked back into her field of vision, adjusting his cufflinks, composed as if finishing a conference call. The digital screen still glowed, showing a gradual decline from peak output.

“Satisfactory,” he stated, his voice once again perfectly neutral. “Report shows a thirty-seven percent increase under stimulated conditions. This will be noted in your file.”

He tossed the damp, milk-spotted scarf onto the table. “You may re-attach to your desk unit now.”

Without another glance, he unlocked the door and left, the soft click of the latch echoing in the silent, spent room. Elena just stood there, the tubes still draining the last of her yield, her body humming with the brutal echo of his review.

15 - FROM MOTHER TO MILK PRODUCER
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The cold, antiseptic air of the Pavilion raised goosebumps on Lily’s bare skin as the orderlies guided her into the circular stall. Her body felt foreign to her—a soft, heavy, aching vessel that had just expelled a miracle she’d only held for seven days. The plush, cream-colored padding of the stall floor felt absurdly luxurious against her bare feet. A week ago, she’d been cradling her son. Now, she stood alone, completely exposed, her full breasts already leaking thin, bluish milk onto the pristine floor.

The door hissed open. Dr. Johnson entered, flanked by two technicians in gray scrubs. He carried a data-slate, his eyes scanning her nude form with a detached, clinical appraisal that made her want to cover herself. There was nothing to use.

“Subject 7-G, Lily. Gold-Tier Producer, first extraction cycle,” he stated, his voice calm and even. “Postpartum day seven. Lactogenic hormones and the let-down reflex are at optimal potency.” He gestured to the center of the stall, where a chair of polished chrome and white leather awaited. It looked like a dentist’s chair, reimagined for a different kind of extraction. “Please, recline.”

Lily’s legs trembled as she obeyed, the leather cool against her back and thighs. The chair adjusted with a soft hydraulic whisper, tilting her back until her swollen breasts were elevated, the dark nipples pointing at the ceiling. Restraints folded out from the arms, securing her wrists with gentle, inescapable pressure. Another set locked around her ankles, spreading her legs just enough to expose everything. A hot flush of shame washed over her, followed by a deeper, more confusing thrum—a raw, physical awareness of her own vulnerability.

The technicians moved with silent efficiency. One placed a collection rack of sparkling glass vials on a stand beside her. The other held up two clear, pliable suction cups connected to silent pumps by thin tubes. Dr. Johnson took them, his fingers brushing her oversensitive areola. A jolt shot through her, straight to her core.

“The process is painless,” he said, though he wasn’t looking at her face. “It mimics a nursing infant’s rhythm. Your cooperation ensures maximum yield for the state.”

The cups sealed over her nipples with a soft click-hiss. For a moment, nothing. Then a gentle, rhythmic pull began, a steady, insistent pressure that drew her milk forth in a sudden, warm rush. She gasped. It was an intimate, relentless sensation, both alien and strangely familiar. She watched, mesmerized, as the first thick drops traveled down the tubes, filling the first vial with a pearlescent stream.

“Good. Strong initial flow,” Dr. Johnson noted, tapping his slate. He set it down and moved to stand between her splayed legs. “Now, to accelerate physical recovery from the birthing trauma and stimulate further lactation, we employ cervical and clitoral stimulation. It promotes efficient uterine contraction and a pleasurable hormonal release. This is standard.”

Lily’s breath caught in her throat. Pleasurable. The word hung in the air. Before she could form a thought, his gloved fingers parted her folds, still puffy and tender from labor. He examined her with a touch that was neither rough nor tender, just thorough. Then he reached for a tool from a tray—a smooth, tapered length of medical-grade silicone, glistening with clear gel.

The first touch of it against her entrance made her jump against the restraints. “Just relax,” Dr. Johnson murmured, his gaze fixed on his work. “Let your body accept it.”

He pushed, and the thick tip pressed inward, stretching her swollen tissues with a burn that quickly melted into a deep, filling pressure. A low moan escaped her lips before she could bite it back. Her back arched off the chair, forcing her breasts harder into the sucking rhythm of the pumps. The dual sensations collided—the relentless pull on her nipples and the slow, penetrating invasion below. Her mind fractured. This was clinical. This was violation. Yet, her body, flooded with postpartum hormones and raw nerve endings, sang a different, treacherous song.

Dr. Johnson worked the dildo with a precise, pistoning motion, his other hand coming to rest on her lower abdomen, feeling her uterus contract. “Excellent response,” he said, almost to himself.

Then his free hand moved to her breast. His palm was warm through the thin latex. He began to knead the heavy, milk-engorged flesh, not gently, but with a firm, rhythmic pressure. A sharp, sweet pain lanced through her, followed by a torrent. The milk flow from the massaged breast doubled, the vial filling faster. A corresponding gush of wetness soaked the dildo he pushed inside her.

The sensation was too much. Her hips began to move of their own accord, meeting each thrust, seeking more of that deep, shocking friction. The careful, clinical pace was gone, replaced by a rising, coiling tension in her belly. She was panting, her cries mingling with the soft, mechanical hum of the pumps.

Dr. Johnson watched her, his detached expression finally shifting. A flicker of something heated, something personal, darkened his eyes. With a smooth motion, he withdrew the slick dildo and tossed it aside. The sound of his zipper cutting through the humid air was starkly human.

He positioned himself, his hands gripping her hips, his cock—hard and thick—replacing the artificial tool. The stretch was more, so much more, and Lily cried out, a raw, ragged sound.

“The body knows its purpose,” he said, his voice now a rough whisper against her ear as he pushed fully inside, seating himself to the hilt. He didn’t move at first, letting her feel every inch, letting the milking machines pull in perfect, silent time with her pounding heart.

Then he began. His thrusts were slow, deep, and heavy, each one a deliberate counterpoint to the suction on her breasts. Each withdrawal made her ache. Each penetration dragged a new pulse of milk and a fresh sob of pleasure from her throat. She was split open, laid bare, used completely. The shame burned, but the pleasure burned hotter, a wildfire consuming every thought of the baby, of herself, of anything but the consuming physics of his body in hers and the milk leaving her.

Her climax built not as a wave, but as a sudden, seismic fracture. It ripped through her without warning, clamping her around him in violent pulses, her whole body seizing against the restraints. Milk sprayed in erratic streams from the cups as her muscles convulsed.

He grunted, his rhythm faltering, then pounding into her through her contractions. With a final, deep drive, he pulled out. Hot stripes of his release splashed across her lower belly, over the still-swollen curve that had housed her child, mingling with the sheen of sweat and leaked milk.

He stepped back, fastening his trousers, his breath slightly uneven. The technicians moved in, disconnecting the full vials and attaching new, empty ones. The suction never stopped.

Dr. Johnson picked up his slate, his composure restored. “Gold-Tier output confirmed. Continue extraction cycles every two hours. Monitor for fatigue.” He finally looked at her face, her eyes glazed, her body spent and glistening under the bright lights. “Your service is noted, Producer.”

He left. The door hissed shut. The pumps hummed. Lily stared at the ceiling, feeling the warm cum cool on her skin, feeling the relentless, rhythmic pull on her breasts, feeling the empty, throbbing ache between her legs. The last whispers of mother dissolved in the sterile air, replaced by a single, pulsing truth that matched the machines’ rhythm: Producer. Producer. Producer.

cover.jpeg
BRANDI MOORE

15 HUMAN COW EROTICA STORIES






