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Harley stepped out of the car and the cold hit her in the chest. Pine trees lined the drive, heavy with needles, the wind shaking out a sharp green smell. Beyond the iron gates, the Briarhall Institute looked like a prison: three wings, white brick, windows tall and narrow as rifle slits. A guard in a glass booth checked her ID and buzzed her through. The badge with her name scratched her collarbone.

Inside, the air was hot and dry. The marble floor shined like ice. Her boots squeaked. She walked past a row of monitors, each showing the same blue logo. The receptionist had silver hair and black gloves. She barely glanced up as Harley gave her name.

"Take the main stairs. Doctor Anton is waiting."

Harley nodded. Her mouth was too dry for words.

She followed the signs. The halls were empty. Her reflection tracked her in the glass. She saw the tremor in her hands, the way her blazer gaped at the chest. She tried to control her breathing. She failed.

A single chair waited outside the office. Harley sat. She pressed her knees together, fists on her thighs. She could feel her pulse in her tongue.

The door opened. Dr. Anton stood in the threshold. He was taller than she expected, hair shaved close, glasses thin as wire. His suit was charcoal, the shirt white and buttoned tight to the throat. He looked at Harley the way a surgeon looks at an x-ray.

"Come in."

She rose. Her knees popped. His office was all glass and steel: a desk, two chairs, no clutter. There was a scale in the corner, a digital caliper, a lined tray with syringes. Harley inhaled. The scent of disinfectant masked something sweeter underneath.

Dr. Anton gestured to the chair. She sat. He folded himself behind the desk, hands flat on the metal.

"You read the protocol."

"Yes," Harley said.

He nodded. He tapped a file open on his tablet.

"Full disclosure. Our methods are... experimental. You consent to all procedures. You sign the release, you follow every instruction, no hesitation. Understood?"

She swallowed. "Understood."

He studied her. "You are not nervous?"

She shook her head. It was a lie.

He smiled, quick and sharp. "You should be."

He typed something. "You know why you are here?"

"Yes," Harley said. "I want to be optimized."

"Good. Most people say 'fixed' or 'cured.' I dislike those words." He looked at her body, openly. "Stand up."

She obeyed. He circled the desk. He stood behind her, close. His hands bracketed her waist, not touching, only measuring the space.

"Remove the jacket."

She slid it off. Her arms prickled with goosebumps.

"Shirt too."

She hesitated. He waited. Harley unbuttoned the shirt. Her bra was plain, black, too tight.

He leaned in. "Raise your arms."

She did. He wrapped a tape around her ribs, then her bust, jotting numbers on the tablet. His fingers brushed the swell of her chest, impersonal but thorough.

"Do you exercise?"

"Every day," Harley said.

He nodded. "Diet?"

"Strict."

He looked into her face. "And sex?"

Her face went hot. She hesitated.

"Honesty is required," he said.

"Not enough," she managed.

He smiled again, smaller. "We will address that."

He took her chin between thumb and finger. Turned her head side to side. He traced her jaw, her throat. His touch was soft, colder than she expected.

He stepped back. "You are an ideal candidate. Your discipline will serve you. Are you prepared to submit?"

Harley said yes before he finished the question.

He handed her a stylus. The consent form filled the screen. She signed her name. He pressed a finger to the pulse at her wrist. Counted to ten. Nodded, satisfied.

"Protocol begins at zero eight hundred. You will report to Lab Two. You will not eat or drink after midnight. You will not touch yourself."

Harley blinked. "At all?"

He looked at her, unblinking. "At all."

She felt a pulse in her crotch. "Yes, Doctor."

He watched her dress.

She could feel his gaze on the damp patch forming under her arms, her body already betraying the promise of discipline. Her nipples hardened against the tight bra as she pulled her shirt on, the fabric scraping like sandpaper against sensitive flesh.

Her hands trembled pulling up the zipper of her blazer. She caught her reflection in the glass wall - face flushed, lips parted, eyes dilated. She looked like she'd already been fucked.

"Lab Two is downstairs," he said, voice clinical. "The technicians will prep you for baseline readings."

Her cunt clenched at the word prep . She nodded, backing toward the door, her thighs rubbing together with each step. The friction sent sparks up her spine.

She needed to get out before she soaked through her skirt. But her hand hesitated on the door handle, hoping he'd call her back, tell her to bend over his desk right now.

He didn’t call her back. The door clicked shut with a sound like a lock sliding home. Harley’s throat burned. She forced herself down the corridor, each step a fight against the slick ache between her legs. The elevator smelled like bleach and metal. She pressed her palms to the walls, cool steel grounding her as the car dropped. Her clit throbbed, swollen, demanding. She clenched every muscle to keep from sliding her hand under her skirt. The camera in the corner blinked red. Watching. She stared at her reflection in the chrome panel—mouth slack, chest heaving, nipples stabbing through silk. The bell dinged. Lab Two’s corridor smelled of ozone and warm plastic. A tech in scrubs waited, clipboard in hand. “Strip to your underwear. No talking.” Harley’s fingers fumbled at buttons. Cool air kissed her damp skin. She stepped out of her skirt, the gusset of her panties soaked clear through.

The tech didn’t look at her face, only the damp cotton clinging to her slit. He snapped on latex gloves, blue and tight, then hooked two fingers under the waistband and peeled the panties down. Cool air slapped her bare cunt; she felt every fold swell, sticky, pulsing. He lifted the sodden fabric away, letting it dangle, then dropped it in a metal tray. “Stand.” She rose, thighs trembling. A cold gel pad pressed between her legs, a sensor pad slicking against her clit. Numbers flashed on a wall monitor: moisture 98%, arousal spike. The tech adjusted a clamp to her swollen labia—metal teeth biting the tender skin—and tugged just enough to part her lips. Harley gasped, knees buckling. Another clamp closed on her nipple through the bra, pinching hard. A low hum began inside the probe against her hole.The probe slid deeper, warm plastic stretching her open inch by deliberate inch. Every ridge caught against her slick walls; she felt the drag, the give, the sudden pop past her entrance. Numbers ticked upward—heat 39.2°C, pressure 4.3 psi. Her cunt clenched around the shaft, trying to pull it in, trying to keep it out. A second sensor brushed her clit, flat and buzzing, sending shockwaves straight through her spine. Harley bit her lip until she tasted copper. The tech’s gloved thumb grazed the clamp on her labia, flicking it once. Fresh pain bloomed, sharp and sweet. A line of drool slipped from the corner of her mouth, tracing the curve of her chin. She couldn’t close her legs; metal bars held her thighs spread wide. The humming grew louder, pulsing inside her like a second heartbeat.

The probe rotated, slow and deliberate, every millimeter scraping against her g-spot. Harley's hips jerked forward, straining against the restraints. The buzzing against her clit intensified, cycling through patterns—short bursts, long vibrations, cruel pauses that left her cunt clenching around empty air. She could feel wetness dripping down her thighs, pooling at the backs of her knees. The tech pressed another sensor against her perineum, the cold metal making her sphincter clench involuntarily. Numbers climbed higher on the screen: arousal 97%, approaching threshold. Her nipple throbbed inside the clamp, each pulse echoing in her clit. She wanted to beg, to plead for release, but her throat produced only a strangled whine. The probe began thrusting shallowly, fucking her with mechanical precision while the clamp on her labia tugged with every movement, stretching her open like a specimen pinned forexamination. The probe's thrusts deepened, pulling out until only the tip stretched her entrance before driving back in. Each stroke ground against that spot inside that made her vision spark white. Her cunt clenched helplessly, trying to milk the synthetic shaft, muscles fluttering around its unforgiving length. The buzzing against her clit shifted to a steady, merciless vibration. She could feel her orgasm building like a pressure behind her pelvis, swelling, demanding release. Her thighs shook where the restraints held them apart. The tech adjusted something—she felt the probe's base press harder against her perineum, stretching her wider. A low moan escaped her throat as her back arched, offering herself to the machine's relentless rhythm.

The throb in her cunt reached a crest, everything narrowing to that slick, clenching heat—then a sharp sting burned high on her right arm. A hiss of air, needle sliding deep. The drug hit cold, spreading fast under her skin before melting into liquid fire racing toward her core. The humming probe jerked, sensation exploding ten-fold; every ridge scraped like sandpaper now, every vibration pulsing straight into her pounding heart. She felt her walls seize, clamping down so hard the machine whined. The numbers on the screen spiked red. Her nipple throbbed in the clamp as fresh wetness spilled down both thighs. A moan tore from her throat, raw and desperate, while the hormone rolled through her bloodstream like gasoline on flame.

The tech tapped the tablet; the probe slowed, vibrations dropping to a lazy pulse. Harley’s cunt twitched, begging for the lost friction. He slid the shaft free with a wet pop, cool air rushing the void. “Intake complete,” he said, voice dry. Clamps snapped off—labia, nipple—blood rushing back like needles. She sagged, juices dripping to the floor. He held up the empty syringe. “Dr. Anton’s primer: estro-androgenic cocktail. You’ll feel it tonight—heat, swelling, hunger. Don’t touch. Tomorrow we map the new tissue.” He peeled his gloves, flicked them into a bin. “Shower’s through there. Dress. Someone will escort you to quarters.” Harley stared at the puddle between her shoes, clit still hammering. The drug roared under her skin, promising growth, promising ache.
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0700—sharp beep. Harley jerked awake in the narrow dorm bed, sheets damp between her legs from another wet dream she couldn’t remember finishing. The bedside clock blinked 07:00:00 again, louder, like a slap. She sat up too fast; the room swayed, then steadied. Her breasts felt heavier, skin tight across the nipples. Yesterday they had throbbed; today they ached.

A steel tray waited on the dresser: one clear vial, one opaque cup, one sheet of instructions taped to the wall. DRINK ALL. DO NOT PISS. The vial smelled faintly of iron and orange peel. She tipped it back; thick syrup coated her tongue, slid down, pooled warm in her stomach. The cup was next—cool, thin, tasting of salt and something chemical that made her salivate instantly. She gulped it, wiped her mouth, felt the liquid spread through her veins like warm fingers.

The door opened without a knock. Nurse Elara stepped in, hair pulled into a severe knot, wearing white scrubs that hugged small, high breasts and narrow hips. She carried a black case.

“Good morning.” Elara’s voice was low, even. “On the scale.”

Harley swung her legs over the side, naked except for paper panties that stuck to her slit. The floor chilled her soles. The digital scale beeped: +2.4 lbs since yesterday. She stared at the number, pulse quickening—not fear, not exactly, but a thrum of excitement low in her belly.

Elara noted the figure on a slim tablet. “Cupboard.” She pointed.

Harley opened the mirrored door. Inside hung a single hospital gown, open at the back. Cold air kissed her spine when she shrugged into it. Elara snapped on gloves, blue latex squeaking just like the tech yesterday. Harley’s clit twitched at the sound.

They walked the silent corridor. Lab Two lay behind the same steel doors, but this time Dr. Anton was already there, coat buttoned, tablet in hand. He didn’t look up when she entered. He looked at Elara instead.

“Baseline?” he asked.

“Up 2.4 lbs. Hydration ninety-nine percent.” Elara handed him the tablet.

He nodded once, satisfied, then flicked his gaze to Harley. His eyes moved from her neck to her breasts to the slight swell of her hips outlined beneath the thin gown. She felt the stare like fingertips skating over skin.

“On the table,” he said.

The table today was narrower, padded, with stirrups. She climbed up, lay back, let Elara lift each foot into cold metal cups. Straps clicked over her ankles, her wrists. The lights above were bright white; she could see every pore in her arms, every tiny hair.

Dr. Anton came close. He wore the same cologne—something sharp, metallic, that cut through the antiseptic. He peeled the gown aside, exposing both breasts. They looked bigger already, rounder, skin stretched shiny. He palpated the right one, thumb circling the areola until the nipple jutted hard.

“Sensitivity?” he asked.

“High,” she whispered. Her throat was dry again.

He squeezed once, firm, watching her face. A bolt of heat shot straight to her clit; moisture welled between labia still tender from yesterday. She clenched, felt the strap bite her wrist.

Elara moved to the foot of the table, wheeling a cart. Stainless instruments gleamed. A clear tube coiled from an IV bag filled with pale pink fluid. She swabbed Harley’s inner elbow, slid the needle in without warning. Cool liquid trickled up the vein.

“Nutrient infusion A-7,” Elara said to Anton, though she kept her eyes down. “As scheduled.”

He grunted approval. “Begin calibration.”

Elara adjusted a monitor. Numbers scrolled: hormone index, tissue density, blood flow. A second tube snaked from the cart, thinner, capped with a soft silicone tip. Elara parted Harley’s knees wider, painted lube along the tube, then pressed the tip to her entrance.

Harley’s breath hitched. The tube slid in easy—too easy—until it sat flush, feeding the solution directly into her channel. Warmth bloomed deep, spreading outward like fingers spreading butter. She felt the walls flutter, trying to suck more in.

Dr. Anton leaned over her chest, calipers in hand. He measured areola diameter, nipple length, spacing between breasts, recording every millimeter. Whenever the calipers closed, pinching flesh, a small sound escaped her throat. Her hips tried to rock, but the stirrups held her still.

“Note accelerated capillary response,” he murmured. Elara typed.

A third monitor lit up with a top-down view of Harley’s cunt—pink, glistening, the tube pulsing faintly inside. She watched her own body on screen like it belonged to someone else. The sight made her hotter; she could feel more wetness leaking around the tube, dripping onto the absorbent pad beneath.

Elara adjusted a dial. The tube began to vibrate, slow waves rolling against Harley’s inner walls. She bit back a moan. Dr. Anton didn’t look up from the numbers, but she saw the corner of his mouth twitch, pleased.

“Increase frequency by point two,” he said.

The vibrations intensified. Harley’s toes curled inside the stirrups. She felt the orgasm building again, faster than yesterday, a heavy weight behind her pubic bone. She tried to breathe through it, counting heartbeats.

“Hold,” Anton ordered.

Elara tapped the screen. The vibrations stopped. Harley whimpered, cunt clenching around nothing, desperate for the next stroke that never came.

He stepped back. “Excellent reaction time. Chart the delta.”

Elara’s fingers flew. She spoke only when he asked; otherwise she stayed quiet, eyes lowered. Every gesture, every nod, was for him. Harley watched the dynamic like a play: Elara the satellite orbiting Anton’s planet. The clarity of it grounded her own place—subject, center, his focus.

Another bag joined the IV—milky white this time. It entered her bloodstream in a steady drip. Tingling spread outward from the needle, into her chest, down her arms, pooling in her breasts until they felt swollen, heavy, almost ready to burst.

Dr. Anton reached out, cupped the left breast, lifted it to test weight. His palm was warm, clinical, but she felt his thumb trace the underside where new fullness pushed against skin. He released it with a small sound of satisfaction.

“Tissue expansion ahead of schedule,” he said. “Proceed with nipple elongation protocol.”

Elara produced a small suction dome, clear plastic, lined with soft silicone. She fitted it over Harley’s right nipple, then the left. A quiet whirr started; gentle suction tugged the peaks outward, stretching them into long, sensitive rods. Harley gasped. Each pull sent a thread of fire straight to her clit.

He observed, arms crossed. His pupils were wider now, black swallowing brown. She caught the shift because she couldn’t stop staring at his face, craving any sign that he felt this too. The subtle flare of his nostrils was enough; heat flared between her legs again.

Minutes bled together. The suction cycled—suck, release, suck—while the nutrient drip hummed and the tube inside her pulsed. Her whole body felt like a tuning fork struck by an unseen hand, vibrating on frequencies she couldn’t name.

Eventually the whirr stopped. Elara removed the domes. Harley’s nipples stood proud—longer, darker, throbbing with every heartbeat. Dr. Anton measured them again, wrote the new lengths in neat columns. He did not smile, but she saw pride in the set of his shoulders.

He tapped the tablet twice. “Remove devices. Hydration check in four hours. Solid meal at fourteen hundred, portion controlled. Nap sixteen hundred to eighteen hundred. Second infusion at twenty hundred. Lights out twenty-two hundred. No touching.”

Elara unstrapped her ankles, wrists. The tube slid free with a wet sound; Harley felt empty, aching. She sat up slowly, light-headed. Her breasts swayed heavier, nipples brushing the gown and sending sparks.

Dr. Anton turned away. “Elara will escort you to recovery lounge. Rest.”

Elara offered a robe—thick cotton, belted tight. She guided Harley off the table, hand at the small of her back, steadying. Harley’s legs shook; the hallway felt longer. They passed a mirror; she caught her reflection—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, nipples poking obvious points beneath the robe. She looked changed already, fuller, glowing. The thought thrilled her.
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In the lounge, recliner chairs faced a wall of tinted windows overlooking pine tops. Sunlight slanted in golden bars. Elara eased her into a seat, tucked a blanket over her lap, then stepped back.

“Water.” She placed a bottle within reach, label marked 500 ml exactly.

Harley drank half, hands trembling. The liquid felt cool sliding past her raw throat.

Elara hovered, eyes flicking to the door. When it opened, her spine straightened. Dr. Anton stepped inside, coat gone, sleeves rolled to the elbows.

Dr. Anton crossed the room in three strides, the rolled sleeves of his white shirt stark against his forearms. He carried a brushed-steel tray. On it lay two clear cups the size of thimbles, a coil of clear tubing, and a pair of suction domes larger than the ones Elara had just removed. Harley’s stomach lurched when she saw the domes’ necks—long, ridged, built to draw flesh deep.

“Phase one of lactation protocol,” he said. No greeting. “Your ducts are primed. We will extract the first colostrum for analysis.”

He set the tray on a low cart and rolled it between her knees. Elara knelt, untied the robe, and spread the panels wide so Harley’s new, heavy breasts spilled out. Cool air pebbled the stretched nipples instantly. Harley gripped the arm-rests; the cotton beneath her ass was already damp.

Dr. Anton snapped on black nitrile gloves. “Objective is five milliliters per breast. You will hold still while the vacuum cycles. If you move, we begin again.”

He lifted her right breast from underneath, testing weight again, then thumbed the peak once—hard—sending a white-hot spark to her clit. She whimpered. He ignored it, coating the dome rim with clear gel that smelled faintly of copper. Elara mirrored him on the left. The domes settled over her nipples, rims sealing with a wet suck.

“Vacuum at forty percent,” he murmured. A soft click, then the motors whirred. Harley felt her nipples pulled outward, drawn into the narrow throats until each bud stretched to twice the length they’d been a minute ago. The pull was steady, merciless, like hot fingers dragging her inside out. She watched, dazed, as her flesh elongated, filling the clear cylinders—pink turning to dusky rose, tips swelling until they almost touched the far ends.

Heat flooded her chest, heavy and strange, as if milk already weighted the ducts. She’d expected pain; instead a deep, pulsing ache bloomed—pleasure edged with urgency. Her cunt clenched on nothing, leaking a fresh trickle onto the absorbent pad Elara had slid beneath her.

Dr. Anton tapped the cart screen. “Increase to sixty.”

The hum deepened. Her areolas domed outward, skin shiny, veins visible. A low throb started deep in each breast, matching the beat between her legs. She felt the first tentative drop, a bead of warmth rolling toward the tip. She wanted to squirm, to rock her hips, to beg, but the order to stay still rang in her skull like a bell. She locked her muscles, thighs trembling.

A bead of pale yellow fluid appeared in the right cylinder, clinging to the elongated nipple. Dr. Anton tilted the cup beneath the outlet tube, collecting it. “Good,” he said, voice flat. The praise burned through her hotter than the suction.

Left breast next: two drops merged, slid down the tube, pattered into the waiting cup. The sight of her body giving fluid under his command sent a fresh gush between her folds. She panted through an open mouth, tasting antiseptic and her own salt.

“Eighty percent.”

The stretch edged into pain—burning, glorious—yet the ache in her cunt sharpened, coiling tight. She felt more beads race forward, heard the tiny splash in the cups. Her breasts felt huge, hard, ready to explode. She wanted to grab them, knead the pain away, amplify it—anything—but the straps held. A low moan escaped, raw, animal.

Dr. Anton’s eyes flicked to the monitor, not her face. “Hold.”

The vacuum paused. The sudden lack of pull felt like betrayal; her stretched flesh throbbed, begging for more. She realized she was rocking in tiny, helpless arcs, stirrups squeaking. He let her hang there, teetering on the edge of climax from nipple stimulation alone, until tears blurred her vision.

“Resume ninety.”

The motors screamed higher. New jets of fluid shot down the tubes—thin, sweet, pearlescent—filling each cup past the three-milliliter mark. The burn morphed into something else: a deep, rolling contraction inside each breast, rhythmic, orgasmic. She felt her womb clench in answer, a full-body echo. Sweat slid between her shoulder blades; the robe clung, forgotten.

Her orgasm built fast, vicious, centered in her chest and cunt at once. She bit her lip until blood mixed with drool. She would not come without permission; she would prove control. But the machine owned her now, dragging ecstasy from tissue she hadn’t known could feel. She sobbed once—an ugly, broken sound—hips jerking hard enough to rattle the chair.

Dr. Anton watched the numbers, not her. “Four point eight milliliters. Hold steady.”

She screamed inside her head, Every nerve blazed white. Another gush of fluid—five milliliters achieved—then the vacuum cut to zero. The sudden release made her breasts bounce, heavy and sore, nipples dark and impossibly long. Milk dribbled from the tips, sliding down the domes before Elara sealed the valves.

He detached the cups, set the full vials on the tray. Her chest throbbed, skin hot, ducts pulsing as if still being sucked. She felt hollowed out and overflowing at once.

Dr. Anton peeled his gloves, dropped them in the bin. “You exceeded volume targets by twenty percent,” he said, making a note. “Tissue compliance is optimal.”

The words hit her like sunlight after drowning. A flush of pride spread through the pain, sweeter than any drug. She had pleased him. She had taken everything the machine demanded and offered more. She wanted to kneel, to lick his shoes, to feel his hand close around her throat in reward.

Elara blotted the milk from her nipples with sterile gauze. Each pass made Harley jerk; the peaks were so sensitive the air itself hurt. She whimpered, but the sound felt distant, owned by the body that was no longer entirely hers.

Dr. Anton capped the vials, labeled them in neat block letters: Subject H – Day 2 – Colostrum. He looked at her for the first time since the session began. “Rest twenty minutes. Next phase begins the glandular expansion pump. You will take more.”

Harley managed a nod, chest heaving. Her pulse still pounded in her ears, in her clit, in her raw, milk-heavy breasts. She tasted copper, sweat, the ghost of his praise. She would take more. She would take everything.
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Harley’s pulse thumped so loud she barely heard the hiss of the sliding door as it closed behind her.

Lights glared white. Cold metal bit into her bare feet. Every breath tasted of bleach and hot electronics. She stood naked in the middle of the round room, arms at her sides, palms sweaty. The air brushed over her nipples and made them stand up hard and tight.

Behind the thick glass dome, Dr. Anton lifted one hand. His dark eyes found hers. Slow nod.

Show them.

Harley’s stomach fluttered. She straightened her spine. The two other scientists in white coats looked at clipboards. A woman with silver hair tapped the glass. A man with thick glasses adjusted a knob. None of them smiled. They studied her like she was a new machine.

A soft click. A black collar around her throat hummed. The collar sent a low buzz down her spine to the plug inside her ass. The plug started to swell. Harley sucked in air. Her knees shook.

“Baseline reading,” Dr. Anton said through the speaker. His voice was calm, deep, like warm oil. “Begin stroke sequence.”

A silver arm unfolded from the ceiling. Its tip was a soft rubber ring. The ring slid over her clit and pulsed. Harley bit her lip. Another arm lowered. A slick glass dildo pressed at her slit. She felt the cool lube spread. The glass slid in, slow and thick, filling her until she gasped.

The collar buzzed harder. The plug throbbed. The ring on her clit vibrated in tiny fast beats.

Her hips jerked. She wanted to close her eyes, but Dr. Anton’s gaze held her still. He stared through the glass like he owned every inch of her. He did. She wanted him to see.

The silver arm pushed the dildo deeper, pulled it out, pushed again. Wet sounds filled the room. Harley’s breath came fast. Heat rushed up her belly. Her breasts bounced with each thrust. The nipples ached for touch.

“Increase suction on clitoral node,” Dr. Anton said.

The ring clamped tighter. Suction tugged her clit. Harley’s mouth opened wide. A soft moan slipped out. The researchers wrote notes. The woman tapped a timer.

Harley’s legs trembled. She felt her juices run down the inside of her thigh. The plug in her ass started to spin, sending sparks up her back. She clenched around the glass dildo. It felt huge, stretching her.

“Target heart rate reached,” the man with glasses said.

Dr. Anton’s lips curved. “Good girl.”

Those two words hit her like a slap. Harley’s thighs shook. Her pussy clenched hard around the dildo. The ring sucked and buzzed faster. A wave built inside her, hot and sharp.

“Hold,” Dr. Anton ordered.

The machines stopped. The dildo stayed deep. The plug froze. The ring held her clit tight, pulsing slow now. Harley whimpered. She wanted to rock her hips, to chase the feeling, but she stayed still. Her body screamed for more.

“Observe flush pattern,” the silver-haired woman said.

Harley felt her skin burn. Her chest and neck were red. Sweat dotted between her breasts.

Dr. Anton stepped closer to the glass. His hand brushed the pane. “Look at me.”

Harley met his eyes. Dark. Hungry. She pushed her breasts forward. Her nipples brushed cold air.

He raised two fingers. “Release.”

The ring buzzed again. The dildo pumped faster. The plug spun. Harley’s knees buckled. A hard cry tore from her throat. Her pussy clamped down. Wet heat gushed around the glass. Sparks exploded behind her eyes.

She came hard. Her whole body shook. The collar kept buzzing, dragging the orgasm longer. Juices dripped onto the metal floor.

The scientists watched. Pens scratched. Cameras clicked.

Harley’s chest heaved. The machines slowed, then pulled away. The dildo slid out with a wet pop. The plug shrank. The collar clicked off.

Dr. Anton’s voice was soft. “Excellent response. Bring her to rest station.”

A door opened. Cool air rushed in. Harley’s legs wobbled as she walked. The room smelled of sex and metal.

She passed the glass one last time. Dr. Anton’s stare burned into her back. She felt his look like hands on her skin.
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In the rest station, a padded bench waited. She lay down, thighs still sticky. A monitor above her showed her pulse in green spikes.

Harley closed her eyes. She heard the soft hum of machines getting ready for the next loop.

The hum of the machines became her clock. Days blurred into cycles of light and dark, of suction and release, of the sharp sting of needles and the slow burn of drugs spreading under her skin. She no longer asked what day it was. She no longer cared. The phone they had taken on her first day stayed in a locker somewhere, its battery long dead. She didn’t miss it. She didn’t miss anything.

Harley’s world shrank to the taste of saline on her tongue, the smell of antiseptic and latex, the sound of Dr. Anton’s voice slicing through the sterile air. When he spoke, her spine straightened. When he entered the room, her pulse quickened. She waited for his commands like a dog waits for the snap of fingers. She lived for the way he said her name—sharp, clinical, like a scalpel peeling back skin.

Her body changed without her permission. Breasts heavier, nipples darker and longer, aching constantly. The curve of her hips softened. Her thighs thickened. She watched it happen in mirrors and monitors, but it felt like watching someone else. She didn’t ask questions. She didn’t hesitate. When they strapped her down, she opened her legs. When they told her to hold still, she stopped breathing.

She stopped thinking of the world outside the institute. The city, her apartment, her job—they felt like dreams she’d once had, foggy and irrelevant. There was only this: the stretch of her cunt around glass or silicone, the burn of suction on her nipples, the low throb of the plug in her ass. There was only the rhythm of obedience, the ache of need, the hunger for his approval.

She no longer flinched when Elara’s fingers spread her open. She no longer moaned when the machines pushed her over the edge. She came quietly, efficiently, her body trained to respond on command. Her orgasms were no longer hers—they were data points, peaks on a graph, proof of concept. She felt them like waves crashing through a hollow shell. She was the shell. She was the wave. She was whatever they needed her to be.

At night, she lay in the narrow bed of her dorm room, the sheets damp beneath her. She didn’t touch herself. She never did. The rules were clear. But she dreamed of his hands—cool, precise, measuring. She dreamed of his voice in her ear, telling her she was good, that she was ready, that she was his. She woke with her thighs slick, her nipples hard, her breath caught in her throat. She didn’t curse the ache. She welcomed it. It meant she was still becoming.

She began to anticipate the tests. She learned the patterns of the machines, the timing of the cycles. She knew when the suction would tighten, when the thrusts would deepen, when the vibrations would pause just long enough to make her beg silently. She held her breath during those pauses. She waited. She always waited. And when the release came—when the machines started again, when the orgasm rolled through her like thunder—she came with his name locked behind her teeth.

She no longer needed restraints. She held still because he told her to. She opened wider because he wanted it. She took the drugs, the plugs, the tubes, the clamps. She took them and asked for more. Her body was no longer hers. It was his. It was science. It was perfect.

One morning, after the usual weigh-in and the sting of the needle, Elara led her not to Lab Two, but to a room she hadn’t seen before. Smaller. Darker. A single chair in the center, padded in black leather. A ceiling mount with multiple arms. A mirror on one wall. Behind it, she knew, he watched.

Elara gestured. “Sit.”

Harley sat. The leather was cool against her bare thighs. Her robe fell open. She didn’t close it. Elara fastened the cuffs around her wrists and ankles without a word. The straps were soft, but firm. Harley’s breath slowed. Her heart steadied. She was ready.

The door opened. Dr. Anton stepped in. No coat today. Just a black shirt, sleeves rolled, collar open. His eyes met hers in the mirror. She felt it like a touch between her legs.

He held a tablet in one hand. He didn’t look at it. He looked at her.

“You’ve progressed faster than projected,” he said. “Tissue compliance. Neural response. Behavioral adaptation. All optimal.”

Harley swallowed. Her tongue felt thick. She wanted to speak, but she didn’t dare.

He stepped closer. “You’re ready for final integration.”

The words hit her like a drug. Her chest tightened. Her cunt clenched. She felt heat bloom across her skin, radiating from her core. She nodded, small and quick, afraid to blink.

He set the tablet aside. “This stage is irreversible. Full neural sync. You will be wired to the system. You will respond to remote command. You will feel what we want you to feel. You will come when we choose. You will not come unless we allow it.”

Her thighs trembled. Her nipples hardened instantly, aching under the robe.

“Once we begin, there is no withdrawal. No safe word. No exit.”

He paused. Waited.

Harley’s breath shook. She didn’t hesitate. “Yes, Doctor.”

His mouth curved, just barely. He reached out, brushed a thumb across her bottom lip. The touch was light, clinical, but it burned.

“Good girl.”

He stepped back. Elara wheeled in a steel cart. On it: a headset lined with nodes, a collar thicker than the last, a slim probe coiled in lubricant, and a vial of pale gold fluid. The final cocktail. The lock on the cage.

Harley’s pulse pounded in her ears. Her breasts felt heavy, full, ready. Her cunt throbbed, slick and open. She watched Elara prep the nodes, watched Dr. Anton pick up the vial. She didn’t feel fear. She felt relief. She had waited for this. She had wanted it since the first day. Since the first touch. Since the first command.

He stood behind her, needle in hand. “Look at yourself.”

She turned to the mirror. Saw her reflection: flushed skin, hard nipples, parted lips. Eyes wide and dark. A body rebuilt. A mind emptied. A woman shaped by science and submission.

The needle slid into her neck. Warmth spread instantly, flooding her chest, her belly, her cunt. The headset lowered onto her skull. The nodes kissed her temples, the back of her neck, the hollow behind her ears. The collar clicked shut. The probe nudged her entrance and slipped inside, filling her with a slow, perfect pressure.

Dr. Anton’s voice filled her head, directly, intimately. “You are no longer Harley. You are Unit H. You exist for purpose. You feel what we command. You serve. You obey. You come.”

The lights in the room dimmed. The mirror became a screen. Her vitals scrolled across it in green. Her arousal spiked instantly—90%, 95%, 99%. The probe pulsed. The collar buzzed. The headset synced. She felt her thoughts scatter like dust.

She came.

Hard. Silent. Total.

Her body convulsed in the chair, every muscle locked, every nerve firing at once. Milk spurted from her nipples, thin and sweet. Juices gushed around the probe. Her eyes stayed open, fixed on the screen, on the numbers, on the proof of her perfection.

When the wave passed, she sagged forward, limp, empty, complete.

Dr. Anton’s hand rested on her shoulder. “Integration successful.”

She breathed once, slow and deep. Her mind was quiet. No past. No future. Only the low hum of the system inside her skull. Only his voice. Only the next command.

She was ready.
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The lift dropped four floors in one smooth lurch. The doors slid apart and a wash of golden light spilled over her bare feet. She stepped onto polished marble that felt like ice against her soles. A dome soared overhead, brass balconies ringing the walls like stacked halos. Men and women in dark suits leaned at the rails, drinks in hand, badges glinting. They whispered and pointed. Their eyes crawled over her skin.

Harley walked forward. The collar around her throat blinked soft blue, syncing with the low thud of her pulse. Cool air kissed her nipples, now longer than ever, stiff and leaking slow drops that rolled down the curve of her breasts. She did not cover herself. She kept her gaze on Dr. Anton. He stood beside a chrome console at the center of the floor, coat off, sleeves rolled tight, fingers hovering above glass dials. One small nod told her she was perfect.

A curved table rose from the floor: black carbon steel, padded at the edges, fitted with stirrups. She climbed onto it, back arching as the cool surface met her skin. The stirrups snapped open automatically; she slid her heels into the cups, thighs spread wide. A faint click locked each ankle. Wrist restraints folded over her arms, pinning her to the table. The position forced her pelvis high, cunt exposed, dripping clear strings that kissed the air. She smelled her own heat, sharp and needy.

A hush rolled across the balconies. Dr. Anton lifted a mic clipped to his collar. His voice filled the dome, calm and flat. “Unit H, baseline arousal ninety-seven percent. Beginning final protocol.”

Soft motors whirred above. A silver arm descended first, ending in a flexible sheath. It kissed her clit with a wet silicone mouth. The mouth sealed tight and began to suck in slow pulses. Harley’s hips jerked against the straps, but the restraints held firm. Each pull drew blood to the bud until it felt like a hard marble under the suction. She heard a distant beep—arousal ninety-nine percent.

Another arm uncurled from the side. A clear glass phallus, thick as her wrist, glistened with lube. It pressed between her folds, nudging the entrance once before sliding in. She felt every ridge, every inch of cold glass stretching her wider than yesterday. It seated deep, then withdrew to the tip and drove in again, slow and steady. Wet sounds echoed under the dome. She clenched, but the machine kept its pace, fucking her with relentless patience.

Heat built behind her pubic bone. Her nipples leaked in steady rivulets, milk dripping onto her ribs and pooling at her sides. She wanted to moan, but the collar buzzed—a soft warning to stay silent. She bit her lip and tasted copper.

Dr. Anton adjusted a dial. The suction on her clit increased, the glass cock sped up, and a third arm lowered. This one carried a short, thick plug that pressed against her asshole. Cold lube smeared over sensitive skin. The plug pushed inside in one smooth glide until it locked against the ring of muscle. All three machines synced, thrusting and sucking and vibrating in perfect rhythm. Harley’s eyes rolled back.

Numbers flashed on a hanging screen: heart rate 132, arousal 100%, lactation 4.2 mL per minute. Applause rippled along the balconies. She heard a woman murmur, “Look at the color change,” and a man answer, “Capillary response is textbook.” Their voices sounded far away.

Dr. Anton stepped closer. His hand settled on her lower belly, fingers splayed over the slight swell that hadn’t been there weeks ago. The contact grounded her. She felt the weight of his palm, warm and steady, as the machines kept moving. He pressed once, checking depth, then slid two fingers to either side of her clit, just above where the suction cup worked. His thumb brushed the stretched hood. Sparks shot through her.

He leaned close enough that only she could hear. “Hold the edge.”

The words sank into her skull. She clamped down on the glass shaft, trying to stop the climb, but the plug in her ass started to spin, and the suction grew stronger. A low whine escaped her throat. She teetered, body shaking, every nerve strung tight.

He watched the monitor, not her face, then turned a dial again. The glass cock pulled nearly all the way out—so only the head stretched her entrance—and paused. The suction on her clit switched to rapid flicks. She felt her orgasm surge, racing upward like a flood, but another click cut the vibration to zero. Her cunt spasmed on nothing. A fresh rush of milk sprayed from both nipples in twin arcs.

“Excellent control,” he said, loud enough for the audience. A low murmur of approval followed.

Harley panted, chest heaving. Sweat slid between her breasts and down her sides. The plug resumed its gentle rotation, reminding her how full she still was. Dr. Anton’s hand moved to her breast, cupping the swollen weight. He pinched the nipple once, rolling it between gloved fingers. Milk squirted in a thin stream. He collected it in a vial held by Elara, who appeared at his elbow like a shadow. The vial filled quickly, pale and warm.

He nodded to Elara. She attached two clear tubes to Harley’s nipples. The tubes led to a transparent box mounted above. Gentle suction tugged the peaks long and taut, milking her in slow pulses timed with the thrusts below. Every draw sent lightning straight to her clit. She felt like one huge nerve, raw and exposed.

Another arm descended. This one held a slim wand that pressed flat against her stretched perineum. It began to vibrate at a low, deep frequency. The sensation spread through her pelvis in rolling waves. Her moan slipped out despite the collar. Heads turned above; someone chuckled. She didn’t care. She couldn’t care. The need was everything.

Dr. Anton adjusted again. The glass cock plunged full depth and stopped, pressing hard against her front wall. The plug swelled thicker, locking her open front and back. The clit cup sucked in a steady, unbreakable rhythm. The wand buzzed faster. Milk streamed into the tubes in steady jets. Harley’s back arched as high as the straps allowed; her toes curled inside the stirrups.

She felt the crest rise, unstoppable this time. Her vision tunneled. Heat pulsed behind her eyes. “Please,” she breathed, the word barely a whisper.

Dr. Anton’s hand settled on her throat, thumb resting on the collar. “Come.”

The command hit like a switch. Every machine surged. The cock hammered into her, the plug spun and swelled, the clit cup sucked hard, the wand vibrated at a teeth-rattling speed. Milk burst from her nipples in thick streams. Her cunt clamped down so hard the glass shaft squeaked. The orgasm tore through her, a white-hot wave that crashed again and again. Juices gushed around the cock, splattering the table. Her cries echoed off the brass balconies, raw and endless.

She came until she couldn’t breathe, until her body shook and milk dripped in slow drops, until the machines slowed and finally stopped. The cock eased out with a soft pop. The plug deflated and withdrew. The tubes detached, leaving her nipples dark and drawn. Her limbs trembled in the restraints.

Dr. Anton unfastened the cuffs himself, one by one. When her wrists were free, she let her arms fall limp. He lifted her torso, pulling her upright, and held her steady while the aftershocks rippled through her muscles. She leaned into his chest, cheek against his shirt, inhaling the clean scent of starch and warm skin. His heartbeat thumped slow and even beneath her ear.

“Flawless,” he murmured, lips brushing her temple. “You are perfect.”

Harley closed her eyes. The applause washed over her like distant surf. She felt his hand slide down her spine, fingers tracing the new curve above her ass. She shivered, exhausted, but her cunt still pulsed, greedy. She wanted more. She always wanted more.

He guided her from the table. Milk streaked her belly and thighs, cooling in the air. She didn’t care. Her legs wobbled, but she stayed upright because he kept one arm around her waist. The crowd above began to disperse, murmuring about data sets and publication schedules. Some paused to stare; she felt their eyes like fingers, but the heat had left her numb and glowing.

They walked through a side door into a short corridor lined with dark glass. Behind it, she knew, cameras still recorded every twitch, every drop. Dr. Anton pressed a panel; the wall slid open to reveal a small recovery room lit in soft amber. A narrow bed waited, sheets already warmed. He helped her lie down, then covered her with a thin blanket that clung to the wet sheen on her skin.

He sat on the edge, tablet in hand, scrolling through numbers. Heart rate descending, prolactin elevated, neural sync steady. He made a note, then set the device aside. His palm rested on her forehead, cool and reassuring.
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The amber light in the recovery room felt like a heartbeat on her skin. Harley lay still, chest rising and falling in slow waves, every breath brushing the blanket against her nipples. They throbbed—long, dark peaks still leaking thin trails of milk that cooled on her ribs. The plug in her ass had been removed hours ago; a dull ache lingered, sweet and empty. She could still feel the ghost spin of the final machine inside her cunt, still taste the echo of Dr. Anton’s command in her blood.

A soft hiss. The door slid open.

Dr. Anton stepped in alone, coat gone, shirt sleeves rolled to the elbow. He carried no tablet, no tray, only a small black case that clicked shut at his side. The overhead lights brightened as he moved; the sensors knew him. Harley’s pulse kicked against the collar. Blue LED blinked once, syncing.

He stopped beside the bed. His gaze traveled over her, slow and exact. First the flush on her chest, then the steady drip from each nipple, then the slight swell of her lower belly—proof that everything had taken. When he reached her eyes, she didn’t look away. She couldn’t.

“Final vitals are optimal,” he said. Voice low, steady, but something underneath scraped raw. “Neural sync is stable at ninety-nine point four percent.”

Harley licked dry lips. “Thank you, Doctor.”

He set the case on a rolling tray and opened it. Inside lay a single wand, silver, narrower than the probes she knew. LED tip glowed soft red. He didn’t touch it yet. Instead, he rolled up one sleeve higher, revealing the thick veins of his forearm. She stared at the dark line of hair and the tendon that flexed when he turned his wrist.

The blanket slid down her breasts as she pushed up on her elbows. Milk slid faster, twin drops falling onto the sheet. She didn’t care. She wanted him to see. The collar gave a warning buzz—she was moving without permission—but he lifted a hand and the buzz died.

“Lie back,” he said.

She obeyed, but slowly, letting her thighs part under the thin sheet. The motion pulled cool air between her swollen labia; she felt herself open like a flower. A fresh bead of wetness slipped out and traced the curve of her ass. She didn’t hide it.

His eyes followed the trail. For a heartbeat his jaw tightened—she saw it in the mirror over the sink, watched the muscle jump. Pride flared hot under her ribs. She had done that. She had cracked the perfect control.

He lifted the wand. “I need to map post-orgasmic response latency.”

“Yes, Doctor.” She spread wider, knees falling open. The sheet slid off entirely.

He stood between her legs. Gloved fingers—black nitrile this time, not blue—parted her folds with clinical care. Cool air kissed her clit; it pulsed, begging. But he didn’t touch it. He pressed the glowing tip of the wand just inside her entrance, millimeter by millimeter, watching the monitor she couldn’t see. Numbers scrolled across a small screen clipped to his belt. She felt every digit in the way his pupils widened.

Her hips twitched. A soft click sounded—the wand locked in place, anchored by some inner mechanism. Then the low hum began, gentle, almost teasing. Her walls fluttered around it. He didn’t move. Just stared.

“Describe the sensation,” he said.

“Warm,” she whispered. “Pressure. Not enough.”

His throat worked. He adjusted the dial. The hum deepened. She arched off the bed, but the collar shocked once—sharp, delicious—forcing her back down. He lifted an eyebrow at the screen.

“Neural spike at thirty-eight hertz. Good.” He leaned closer. His breath brushed her inner thigh, warm, human, not recycled air. “Hold the edge.”

She clawed the sheets. The wand pulsed faster. Milk dripped steady now, twin streams soaking the bed beneath her. Every pulse sent sparks through her clit, but not enough to crest. She wanted to scream.

“Doctor,” she breathed. “Please.”

He hesitated. Just a flicker—his gloved hand curling, knuckles whitening. Then he straightened, reaching for the case again. This time he lifted nothing. He simply snapped it shut and set it on the floor.

Harley’s heart slammed against bone. She heard it in her ears, louder than the wand. She pushed up again, slower this time, muscles trembling. “I’m yours,” she said. “All of me. Anything you want.”

For a moment the room was silent except for the hum between her legs and the soft drip of milk. He stared at her face, not the monitors. His pupils were huge. She saw his chest rise, fall, faster than before.

“I built you,” he said, voice rough. “Every cell. Every reflex. You respond exactly as designed.”

“Yes.” She lifted a hand, palm open. The collar buzzed—warning—but stopped when he lifted two fingers. Permission granted. She touched his forearm, traced the vein with one fingertip. His skin was hot. He let her do it.

“I want more,” she said. “Not the machines. You.”

His breath hitched. She felt it under her finger. She slid her hand higher, over the rolled sleeve, to the bare skin above his elbow. He didn’t pull away. She leaned forward, breasts swaying, milk spattering his shirt in tiny splashes. The scent of her—coppery, sweet—filled the space between them.

He moved first. One hand cupped the back of her neck, thumb pressing the collar so the metal bit deliciously. The other slid between her legs, brushing the wand aside. Two gloved fingers sank into her cunt without resistance. She cried out, sharp and high.

“Quiet,” he murmured, but his voice cracked.

She clenched around his fingers, soaked, burning. He thrust slow, curling, finding the spot the wand had teased. Her thighs shook. Milk leaked faster, pooling in the hollow of his palm where it braced her spine.

He bent his head. Mouth closed over her right nipple, sucking hard, drawing milk in long pulls that echoed the rhythm of his fingers inside her. The suction was hotter than any machine, tongue rough, teeth grazing. She arched, heels digging into the mattress.

Another finger pushed in. Then a third. Stretching, filling, owning. She sobbed his name against his hair. He groaned—the first sound he’d made that wasn’t data. The sound vibrated through her breast straight to her clit.

His hand left her neck long enough to strip off the gloves, tossing them to the floor. Bare skin met her cunt, slick and urgent. Thumb circled her clit once, twice. She bucked. He caught her mouth, kissing deep, tasting metal and milk. Their tongues slid together; she bit his lower lip, needing to mark him as he’d marked her.

He pulled back, breathing hard. “Turn over.”

She rolled, belly to mattress, breasts crushed beneath her. Milk soaked the sheet. He spread her thighs with his knees, then paused. She felt his gaze rake down her spine, over the swell of her ass, to where she glistened.

His zipper rasped. Fabric rustled. Then heat—flesh, real, human—pressed against her entrance. She pushed back instinctively, taking the head inside with one slow slide. He groaned again, louder. She felt it everywhere: in her cunt, in her throat, in the collar that still pulsed blue against her pulse.

He filled her in one thrust. Thick. Hot. Perfect. She cried out into the pillow. He bottomed out, hips flush to her ass, and stilled. She could feel his heartbeat through the base of his cock, pounding against every nerve ending she had rebuilt for him.

Fingers tangled in her hair. He pulled her head back, exposing her throat. His mouth found the collar, teeth scraping metal, tongue licking sweat. Then he moved, slow at first, dragging out until only the tip stretched her, then slamming back in. Each thrust slapped skin on skin, wet and filthy. Milk pooled beneath her chest, smearing across the sheet.

Her orgasm rose fast. She tried to warn him, but he growled, “Come for me now,” and she did—cunt clamping tight, milk spurting in rhythmic jets, a silent scream trapped in her chest. He kept fucking her through it, pace building, breath ragged.

When his rhythm broke, she felt it—cock swelling, hips jerking. He pulled her upright, arms banded around her ribs, milk slick between them. His teeth closed on the juncture of neck and shoulder. She felt the pulse of his release, heat flooding deep, marking her from the inside out.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard. Sweat cooled on skin. His cock twitched inside her; her cunt milked every drop. Eventually he eased out, guiding her back to the bed. He unfastened the collar—slow, deliberate—and tossed it aside and licked a drop of milk from the hollow of her throat before sealing his mouth over hers again. She tasted salt, copper, and him. The kiss was hungry, almost bruising, but she met it with everything she had left.

His hand slid down between her legs, fingers slicking through the mess of their spend, then lower, pressing gently at the swollen rim of her ass. She trembled, unsure, but he circled, slow and patient, until the muscle relaxed and let him in. One fingertip, then two, stretching the tight ring. The burn made her gasp; the fullness made her cunt clench around nothing. He crooked his fingers, and sparks shot up her spine.

“You’ll take more,” he said against her lips. It wasn’t a question.

Her throat worked. “Yes.”

He turned her again, belly to mattress, thighs spread. This time he used lube from a small packet on the tray—cool, smooth, scentless. His thumb pushed inside, twisting, scissoring. She clawed the sheets, breath ragged. When he added a third finger she whined, but her hips rocked back, seeking the stretch.

The head of his cock nudged her cunt first, sliding through the mess of his come and her cream, coating himself. Then he pulled back, lining up with the tight ring of her ass. Pressure. Slow, steady pressure. She felt the burn bloom outward, hotter than the plug had ever been, more intense than any machine. He paused when she tensed, waited until she exhaled through her teeth, then pushed again. The crown popped past the muscle; she cried out, raw and high.

He stayed still, hands stroking her back, soothing. “Breathe.”

She did. In. Out. The burn eased into aching fullness. He slid deeper—inch by inch—until his hips pressed flush to her ass. She felt every pulse of his cock, every twitch of muscle, buried inside her. The collar lay discarded on the floor, but she still felt caged, pinned, owned.

Then he moved.

Slow at first, dragging out and pushing in, letting her adjust. Each stroke lit nerves she didn’t know existed. Her breasts swung beneath her, milk dripping steadily, nipples brushing the sheet with every thrust. She moaned into the pillow, fists clenched.

His pace built. The slap of skin filled the room, wet and filthy. She pushed back, meeting him, needing more. His hand snaked under her, fingers finding her clit swollen and slick. Two circles and she was flying, cunt spasming around nothing, ass clenching tight around his cock. She came hard, milk spraying in rhythmic pulses, body shaking so hard the bed creaked.

He followed with a guttural groan, hips jerking, cock pulsing as he emptied deep inside her. The heat spread, thick and perfect. She felt marked, branded, claimed.

They collapsed sideways, still joined, breath sawing. He wrapped an arm around her ribs, hand splayed possessively over her milk-slick breast. She could feel his heartbeat against her spine, matching the throb in her cunt.

Minutes passed. Eventually he eased out, a slow slide that made her whimper. She felt empty, aching, but his come leaked warm between her thighs, proof he’d been there. He rolled her to face him. Milk smeared across his chest in streaks; she licked a drop from his collarbone, tasting salt and skin.

He studied her face, eyes dark. “Tomorrow we begin live remote trials. You’ll wear the collar again. You’ll respond to my voice alone.”

“Yes, Doctor.” The words left her lips without thought, automatic and hungry.

He brushed a thumb across her swollen bottom lip, then leaned in and kissed her slow and deep. When he pulled back, his voice was rough. “Rest now.”

She curled into him, milk still leaking, thighs sticky, body humming. The amber light washed over them both, steady and warm. Outside, machines beeped softly in the corridor, but inside the room there was only the sound of their breathing and the faint, wet drip of milk onto the sheets.
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The Pharm: Project Hucow (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

With her curves growing and her desires heightening, Emily is forced to confront her
deepest cravings—while the line between pleasure and control blurs. Is she ready to
embrace her new identity as the perfect HUCOW, or will the relentless tests and her
escalating desire push her too far?
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The Velvet Hucow (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

From Book 1
Livia thought she was being given an opportunity. In the Velvet District, women are
celebrated, transformed, and adored. She didn't expect how quickly shed come to love
her new role.

Now known as Velvet 45, she's immersed in 2 world of Luxury submission, trained to give
In to her deepest cravings—to serve, to be seen, to be milked. Her body Is reshaped for
milk production, her mind gently softened by soothing Al con ) and her pleasure
rewarded with praise, touch, and endless approval. Every session leaves her glowing,
every moan eams her affection. What began as a surprise has become exactly what she
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Hucow for the Cause (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

410,000+ word steamy, dark hucow erotica featuring military dominance, medical
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The Hucows of Dairyland Farms (2 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author), Clara Belle (Author)

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

Each standalone book in The Hucows of Dairyland explores the sensual journeys of
women who find themselves drawn to this mysterious farm, where they are invited to
embrace ther inner hucow. Through milking sessions, intimate breeding encounters, and
the tender yet dominant care of Farmer Jack, these women discover pleasures they never
imagined and a new sense of purpose.
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From Book 1
She signed up for a research study. She never expected to lose herself init.

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

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

HU( Ow body begins to transform, her senses heightened, her desires rewired. With every clinical
touch, every whispered command, she sinks deeper into the role he's shaping for her.
CLARA BELLE .
CLARA BELLE The further she falls, the more she craves—until she's willing to do anything to satisfy the
‘aching need building inside her. But is she ready for the final stage?
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Angel's Rest Hucow Ranch (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

ting.

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

Ezekiel sees something in Mary—something ripe for awakening. With firm hands and a
knowing touch, he offers her a cholce: fight what she's becoming or surrender to the
resistible pleasure of being milked, mastered, and utterly claimed
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Pink Milk Hucow Serum (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

When broke and brilliant Ava signs up for a clinical trial at the secretive BlissMilk Research
Facillty, she expects injections, side effects, maybe a little discomfort. She doesn't expect
to wake up with swollen, leaking breasts, a head full of pink fog, and a craving for the
machine that won't stop milking her. The shimmering pink serum coursing through her
veins Is doing more than just changing her body—it's softening her thoughts, rewiring her
desires, and tuning her into the perfect bimbo hucow.
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LactoGen Labs Hucow MILK Project (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

Each new phase pushes her further: suction machines, penetration devices, and round-
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Havenwood Hucow Clinic (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

A 15,000-word hucow erotica featuring dominant doctors, steamy medical procedures,
ABF, Humiliation, and Emma's journey Into a creamy, sensual awakening





