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The main parlour smelled the way it always did in the late afternoon—clean linen and something warmer underneath, milk-sweet and faintly animal, a scent none of them had ever managed to name properly even after all these weeks. Sophie let the attendant guide her by the elbow toward the reclining chair she’d come to think of as hers, the leather still warm from the last session, and settled into it with the ease of routine. Ruby was already easing herself onto the chair beside her, all long muscle and freckled shoulders, stretching her arms overhead the way she did before every workout, as if her body couldn’t quite believe this counted as rest. Claire came last, unhurried as always, her robe slipping from one shoulder to reveal the soft curve beneath, and she caught Sophie’s eye with the small private smile they’d started trading like currency.

“Standard session,” the attendant murmured, more to herself than to them, setting out the tubing with brisk, practiced fingers. Sophie had heard those two words often enough now that they’d stopped meaning anything—just the shape of a Tuesday, the shape of every other afternoon she’d spent in this room since she’d signed on. She let her robe fall open and felt the cool air kiss her skin, the weight of her breasts settling as she leaned back, and did not think, particularly, about what standard meant anymore.

The attendants moved between them with quiet efficiency, fitting the soft pumps into place—silicone flanges warmed beforehand, always warmed, that was one of the small mercies of this place—and Sophie watched Ruby’s breath catch as the seal drew tight, watched the flesh gather and swell into the cups the way it always did, the way that used to embarrass her and now only made her sigh. Claire’s were fitted last, her heavier breasts settling into the wider flanges built especially for her, and she made a small sound low in her throat, something between complaint and pleasure, that Sophie had grown to associate with the beginning of everything.

There was a hum, the familiar mechanical throat-clear of the machines warming up, and then the pumps began.

At first it was the rhythm they all knew—the quick, shallow draw-and-release that eased them in gently, coaxing rather than demanding, the kind of pull that felt almost like a hand cupping and letting go, cupping and letting go. Sophie closed her eyes and let herself sink into it the way she always did, the small pleasant ache building low in her chest, her nipples drawing tight inside the flanges. Beside her, Ruby exhaled long and slow through her nose, the sound of someone settling into familiar water.

But then something changed.

The rhythm slowed. Sophie noticed it before she understood it—a longer draw, a deeper pull, the suction holding a beat past where it should have released, and when it did release it was only to gather itself and pull again, harder, deeper, drawing her nipple further into the flange than it had ever gone before. She gasped, a short helpless sound that surprised her more than it should have, and her eyes flew open to find Ruby already looking at her, wide-eyed, lips parted.

“That’s—” Ruby started, and then broke off with a moan as her own pump found the same new rhythm, slow and deep and relentless, drawing at her with a strength that made her back arch off the chair.

Claire made a sound that wasn’t quite a word at all, her head tipping back, throat working, and Sophie watched a thin thread of white bead at the edge of the flange on Claire’s breast, the pump drawing it loose before Claire had even had time to react. It had never come so fast before, not on the first pull, not like this.

Sophie’s own body answered before her mind caught up—a deep pull of warmth from somewhere behind her nipple, an ache that bloomed and spread and then, unbelievably, gave, the pump drawing a thin stream from her that hit the collection bottle with a small wet sound. She moaned, louder than she meant to, louder than she ever had in this room, and heard the same sound doubled and trebled around her as Ruby and Claire answered in kind, the three of them caught in some new rising current none of them had asked for and none of them, she realized with a small shock of guilt, wanted to escape.

“Good girls.”

The voice came from the doorway, low and pleased, and Sophie turned her head to find the owner standing there in the soft afternoon light, arms folded, watching them with the particular quiet satisfaction of someone who had been planning this for a long time. She wore her usual dark blazer, sleeves pushed to the elbow, and there was something in the set of her mouth—not quite a smile, more indulgent than that—that made Sophie’s stomach drop pleasantly even as the pump drew another long pull from her aching breast.

“Today,” the owner said, walking further into the room, her heels soft against the tile, “we’re going to take you further than usual.”

She said it the way she might have announced a change in the weather, mild and certain, and Sophie felt Ruby’s hand find hers blindly between the chairs, gripping tight as the next pull came, deeper still, and Claire’s soft broken moan rose beside them both, and none of them said anything at all, because there was nothing left to say that the pumps weren’t already saying for them.
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The attendants came closer once the pumps had settled into their new rhythm, and Sophie felt hands before she understood what they meant to do with them—warm palms cupping the underside of her breast where the flange gripped, steadying, then squeezing in time with the pull, so that the suction and the pressure came together and doubled whatever she’d been feeling a moment before. She made a sound she didn’t recognize as her own and heard it echoed somewhere to her left, Ruby’s voice gone rough and startled.

An attendant knelt at Sophie’s side and freed one breast from its flange only long enough to close her mouth over it, tongue working where the pump had already drawn her nipple tender and swollen, and Sophie’s hips rocked up off the chair before she could stop them. The mouth was warmer than the silicone, softer, and it knew things the machine didn’t—how to draw and pause, draw and pause, coaxing rather than commanding, until Sophie felt the pull travel all the way down through her and settle low and insistent between her thighs. Her free breast stayed in the pump, still working its slow deep draw, and the asymmetry of it, mouth on one side and machine on the other, made her twist and gasp and reach blindly for something to hold onto.

She found Ruby’s hand again, or Ruby found hers, their fingers lacing tight over the narrow gap between their chairs, and through the haze of her own sensation Sophie turned her head enough to see what was happening beside her. Two attendants had come to Ruby, one at each breast, working her from both sides at once—not gently, not the way they’d started with Sophie, but with a firmer hand, squeezing the muscle beneath the soft swell of her breast, drawing it up into their mouths with a hunger that made Ruby’s whole athletic frame go rigid, her thighs pressing together, her breath coming in short broken pulls that matched the rhythm of the hands milking her. Sophie watched a thin stream escape the corner of one attendant’s mouth and run down the swell of Ruby’s breast, catching the light, and Ruby made a sound low in her chest that Sophie felt echo somewhere in her own body, an answering ache.

“Look at her,” the attendant at Sophie’s breast murmured against her skin, and Sophie didn’t know if she meant Ruby or Claire until she turned her head the other way and saw.

Claire had given up trying to hold still. Her heavier breasts, freed one at a time from the flanges by careful hands, hung full and flushed, and when an attendant took one between both palms and squeezed from base to tip the way you might coax the last of something from a tube, a thick stream of cream arced free and struck the collection bottle with a sound like rain against glass. Claire’s head had fallen back against the chair, her mouth open on a moan that had no shape to it at all, just breath and want, and her hips shifted restlessly against the leather as the attendant’s mouth replaced the pump and drew long and slow, milking her by suction alone until more of that thick warm cream slid free and ran down the soft curve of her stomach.

Sophie watched it happen and felt her own body answer in sympathy, another helpless pull of warmth low in her belly, and when the mouth at her breast drew harder, deeper, she cried out and turned toward Ruby without meaning to, needing to be closer to someone, anyone, who understood what this felt like from the inside. Ruby leaned into her at the same moment, their shoulders pressing together, her breath hot against Sophie’s temple, and Sophie felt the warm slick weight of Ruby’s breast brush against her own arm as they moved, milk-slick and trembling.

“Sophie,” Ruby breathed, not really a word, more an anchor, and Sophie squeezed her hand tighter and let her own head fall sideways until it rested against Ruby’s shoulder, both of them shaking now under the attendants’ steady, relentless attention.

Claire reached for them too, her free hand finding Sophie’s knee, gripping there as the mouth at her breast drew another long pull and she shuddered through it, murmuring something wordless. The three of them had become a single trembling shape in the middle of the parlour, chairs angled just close enough to let their bodies find each other, milk running freely now from all three of them, more than Sophie had ever given in one sitting, more than she’d known her body could hold. The collection bottles beneath the chairs had begun to fill past the lines Sophie recognized from every other session, and still the attendants didn’t slow, hands and mouths working with patient, thorough hunger, drawing them all toward some place none of them had been taken before.

Sophie felt the ache low in her body twist tighter, felt Ruby’s grip go bruising on her hand, heard Claire’s moan climb half an octave and break, and somewhere beneath all of it, underneath the wet steady sounds of milk hitting glass and mouths working flesh, she understood with a shiver that they were not being milked anymore, not only that. They were being unraveled, all three of them together, one long slow pull at a time.
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Somewhere past the point where Sophie thought she’d already given everything the pumps could take from her, the machines shifted again—a hum climbing half a register, the draw growing longer, stronger, until each pull felt less like coaxing and more like something being taken. The attendants seemed to sense the exact moment she teetered at the edge of too much, and eased back—hands loosening, mouths lifting away just long enough for her to catch her breath—before starting again, drawing her right back up to that same trembling brink and holding her there, again and again, until Sophie didn’t know anymore whether she was chasing release or being kept deliberately, cruelly, wonderfully far from it.

“Please,” she heard herself say, not sure who she was asking, and the attendant at her breast made a low approving sound and drew harder, the pump matching the rhythm of the mouth until the two sensations became one continuous unbearable pull.

It broke her all at once. Sophie’s whole body arched off the chair, her cry tearing loose raw and broken, and she felt the orgasm rip through her at the same instant her breasts released, milk spraying in thin white arcs that caught the light and struck the collection glass and the attendant’s cheek and the inside of her own trembling thigh, more than she’d ever given at once, her hips still jerking as the pump kept drawing, kept milking her straight through the peak of it until she thought she might come apart entirely. Ruby’s hand crushed hers, and distantly Sophie heard her own name gasped out, and she managed to turn her head, panting, milk-slick and shaking, just in time to watch Ruby go next.

Ruby’s back bowed hard against the leather, every long muscle in her drawn tight as wire, and the two attendants working her didn’t let up even as she started to shudder, milking her through it with firm relentless hands, cream spilling from both breasts in ropes that ran down over their fingers and dripped from her ribs onto the chair beneath her. Her mouth opened on a sound with no breath behind it at first, just shape, and then the breath came all at once in a long broken moan that seemed to go on longer than Sophie’s own had, Ruby’s whole athletic frame trembling, thighs pressed tight, hand still locked white-knuckled around Sophie’s. “Oh god,” Ruby finally managed, voice cracked to nothing, “oh god, don’t stop,” even as the attendants drew the last of it from her, milking her dry with slow deliberate pulls that made her twitch and gasp with each one.

Claire held out longer than either of them.

Sophie watched her through the fog of her own aftermath, watched the attendant working Claire’s soft heavy breasts refuse to hurry, drawing long thorough pulls with mouth and hand both, squeezing the full weight of her from base to nipple again and again while Claire’s hips rolled restlessly and her free hand gripped Sophie’s knee hard enough to bruise. “Not yet,” Claire gasped, though nobody had asked her anything, her head tossing side to side against the chair, sweat glistening at her hairline, breath coming faster and faster until it stopped being breath at all and became one long continuous sound of need. The attendant didn’t relent. She drew Claire’s nipple deep into her mouth and pulled, slow and hard and sure, and Claire’s whole soft body finally gave way with a moan that seemed to come from somewhere far beneath her ribs, deep and helpless, and the cream came with it—thick, warm, running in a heavy stream down over the curve of her breast and pooling in the soft valley of her stomach, more of it than Sophie had ever seen come from her at once, so much that the attendant had to catch the overflow with a cupped palm before it could spill onto the chair.

“There she is,” the attendant murmured, and Claire shuddered through another long pull, another slow release, milk still running warm over her skin.

The room had filled with sound by then—wet, overlapping, unhurried—milk striking glass, milk striking skin, three sets of breath sawing ragged in the warm air, the soft mechanical hum of pumps still working even as their bodies went loose and spent. Sophie lay back against the leather with her chest heaving, her own breasts still leaking slow and easy now that the worst of it had passed, and found she couldn’t quite lift her head to look at either of the other two, though she could hear them both—Ruby’s breath evening out in ragged stages, Claire’s soft broken laugh that came out of nowhere and dissolved into another moan as an attendant’s hand smoothed one last pull from her.

Somewhere beyond the haze, Sophie was aware of the collection bottles beneath all three chairs, full to a height none of them had reached before, and the attendants moving quietly to check them, murmuring numbers to each other in tones of quiet, professional pleasure. She didn’t have the strength yet to care what the numbers were. She only knew that her whole body still throbbed with the aftershock of it, warm and loose and wrung entirely clean, and that Ruby’s hand was still locked in hers, and that somewhere to her other side Claire’s fingers had gone slack against her knee, and that the three of them lay there together in the wet, milk-scented air, breathing hard, undone.
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They were unhooked one at a time, gently, the attendants working the flanges free with a care that felt almost like an apology, and Sophie let herself be lifted rather than rise on her own, legs still unsteady beneath her, breasts tender and heavy and faintly slick where the last of the milk had been wiped away but not entirely stopped. She walked the short distance to the recovery room on an attendant’s arm, Ruby and Claire close behind her, all three of them moving with the loose, drugged slowness of people who had given up something essential and hadn’t yet decided whether they wanted it back.

The recovery bed was wide enough for all three of them, as it always was, soft sheets the color of cream turned pale gold in the late light through the high windows, and Sophie sank into it with a sigh that came from somewhere deep in her chest. Ruby settled beside her, still faintly trembling in her long limbs, and Claire came last, easing down on Sophie’s other side so that the three of them lay in a loose row, shoulders and hips touching, too spent to arrange themselves any more carefully than that.

They leaked still, slow and unhurried now, small warm beads gathering at their nipples and slipping free to darken the sheets beneath them, and none of them moved to stop it. Sophie felt Ruby’s damp shoulder against her own, felt Claire’s soft heavy breast brush her arm as Claire turned onto her side, and something in her chest loosened even further at the contact, some last thread of tension she hadn’t known she was still holding. Nobody spoke. There didn’t seem to be anything that needed saying, not yet, not while their bodies were still humming faintly with the aftershock of what had been done to them.

It was the owner who broke the quiet, stepping through the doorway with a slim folder tucked under one arm and that same unhurried satisfaction in her face that she’d worn in the parlour. She came to stand at the foot of the bed and looked at the three of them there, flushed and loose-limbed and glowing, and something in her expression softened, briefly, into something almost fond.

“A record,” she said, opening the folder just enough to glance at whatever figures were written there, though Sophie had the sense she already knew them by heart. “Best combined yield we’ve had since we opened this room. Sophie, you alone gave more than your last four sessions put together.” She looked up, and her eyes moved over each of them in turn, lingering, appraising, pleased. “You should all be very proud of yourselves.”

Sophie felt heat climb her throat that had nothing to do with shame, not really, though it wore shame’s shape for a moment before settling into something closer to pride. Beside her, Ruby made a soft, wondering sound, and Claire’s hand found Sophie’s again beneath the sheet, fingers still faintly sticky, lacing loosely through hers.

“This is the level we’ll be working toward now,” the owner went on, closing the folder, her voice mild and certain the way it had been in the parlour doorway hours before. “Not every session—we’ll build to it—but this intensity, this kind of yield, it’s going to become the standard here. You’ve shown us what your bodies can do when they’re properly encouraged.” She smiled, small and genuine, the smile of someone who had gotten exactly what she’d hoped for and was already imagining the next time. “Jersey Gold Tops has never had girls like you three. I intend to keep it that way.”

She left them then, her heels soft against the floor, the door easing shut behind her, and for a long moment none of them said anything at all. Sophie turned her head first, finding Ruby’s eyes already on her, dark and heavy-lidded and strangely bright, and then Claire’s, soft and flushed, a small helpless smile tugging at the corner of her mouth.

“I didn’t know I could do that,” Ruby said finally, quiet, almost embarrassed, one hand drifting to rest against her own damp chest as if checking that she was still there, still whole.

“None of us did,” Claire murmured, and there was a low thread of wonder in her voice, underneath the exhaustion, something that sounded almost like hunger already stirring back to life.

Sophie didn’t say anything. She only felt the ache in her breasts, not entirely gone, a low simmering fullness that hadn’t emptied out completely even after everything, and understood with a small shiver that some part of her body was already, impossibly, looking forward to the next time the pumps found that same slow, deep, merciless rhythm. She looked at Ruby, at Claire, and saw the same knowledge flickering behind their tired eyes, the same reluctant, thrilled recognition.

They had come here for something ordinary once, some ordinary arrangement that had made sense on paper, and today the room had reached into them and drawn out something none of them had known was there to give. Sophie closed her eyes, felt Ruby’s hand tighten around hers, felt Claire’s breath slow beside her, and let herself drift toward sleep with that knowledge settling warm and certain in her chest: whatever they had walked into here, they were not walking back out the same, and some part of her, low and traitorous and glowing, didn’t want to.
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	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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