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Introduction


THIS IS A VERY ADULT BOOK! It's a taboo hucow erotica book – not a love story!

Trigger Warnings


This book is intended for mature audiences (18+) only. All characters are consenting adults.

Extremely explicit sexual content and graphic descriptions

Medical examination scenarios with sexual elements

Power exchange dynamics and dominance themes

Lactation and breeding-focused scenarios

Pregnancy and reproductive themes

Multiple partner situations

Psychological manipulation and dependency themes

Intense physical and emotional experiences

Enjoy! Lily.


The Treatment Clinic - First Appointment
First Impression, Wet Spots


The house looked normal. Maya killed the engine and stared at the pale blue siding, the manicured hedges, the professional brass plaque beside the door reading Hartwell Lactation Specialists. Normal suburban Tuesday. Except her chest ached like someone had filled her tits with concrete, and the wet spots spreading across her shirt proved she was leaking through her sports bra again.

Nineteen years old and soaking through her clothes like a broken faucet.

Four doctors had dismissed her. The last one had suggested psychiatric evaluation. So here she was, forty minutes from home, about to trust strangers from an internet forum who claimed they specialized in cases like hers. Spontaneous lactation. Virgin who'd never been pregnant, producing milk for eight months straight with no medical explanation anyone would take seriously.

The pressure in her chest built with every breath. She grabbed her backpack and crossed the driveway, arms wrapped over her leaking breasts. The doorbell echoed inside.

Footsteps. The door swung open.

A woman stood framed in warm light, auburn hair pulled into a neat bun, pale blue scrubs that matched the house. Her smile reached her eyes, genuine and warm, and her gaze stayed on Maya's face instead of dropping to the obvious wet spots.

"You must be Maya. I'm Diane Hartwell." She extended her hand. "Come in, sweetheart. How was the drive?"

The warmth in her voice made Maya's throat tight. When was the last time anyone had called her sweetheart? When had anyone actually seemed to care?

"Fine. Good." Maya stepped inside, grateful when Diane didn't acknowledge the milk soaking through her shirt.

The converted waiting room looked legitimate enough. Framed certificates on cream walls. Anatomical posters of lactating breasts. Four teal chairs, a reception desk, medical intake forms in a wire rack. Professional. Real.

"Can I get you some water? Then we'll get you started with Dr. Hartwell." Diane's hand touched her elbow, gentle. Guiding. "He's finishing prep in the examination room."

Maya nodded, throat too tight for words. Diane brought cold water, handed her a clipboard thick with forms. Maya filled them out with shaking hands while Diane disappeared down a hallway.

The questions started normal. Name, age, address. Then got specific. Daily production volume? Pain levels? Sexual history?

Heat flooded her face when she reached that section. Currently sexually active? She circled no, then wrote "virgin" in tiny letters beside the partner question, wondering why lactation specialists needed to know she'd never been fucked.

Footsteps returned. Diane appeared with a warm smile, reviewed the forms, and her eyebrows lifted slightly. "Your production levels are quite significant for spontaneous lactation. You're exactly the type of patient Dr. Hartwell excels at treating."

Exactly the type. Something in how Diane said it made Maya's stomach flutter. Hope, maybe

"Let's get you to the consultation room."

They walked down a hallway lined with closed doors. Maya's brain tried to spiral with paranoia, remembering those disturbing forum posts she'd found during desperate late-night searches. But she was being ridiculous. This was a medical practice. The certificates looked real. The setup was professional.

Diane stopped outside a door, turned with that reassuring smile. "Do you need to use the bathroom before we begin?"

"No. I'm okay."

The door swung open.

The examination table dominated the center of the room, vinyl surface covered in fresh white paper. Stirrups visible but folded away. Medical cart loaded with supplies. Overhead lights already on, waiting.

Maya's heart hammered against her ribs as she stepped inside.

Maybe they could really help?
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First Consultation

"Let me give you a quick tour so you know what to expect." Diane gestured around the room with practiced ease. "Examination table, sink, medical cart, storage cabinet. Pretty standard setup."

The table dominated the space. Vinyl surface covered in fresh white paper. Maya's stomach did a slow roll.

"Typical consultation is simple," Diane continued, her voice warm. "We'll talk through your history, then move to physical assessment, then develop a treatment plan together. Nothing happens without your understanding and consent. Sound good?"

Maya nodded. Her throat felt too tight for actual words.

"Go ahead and sit on the edge of the table."

The paper crinkled as Maya settled onto the vinyl. Cold seeped through her jeans immediately. Diane rolled a stool close and sat at Maya's eye level instead of looming over her. Non-threatening. Friendly.

"Tell me about when this started. The lactation."

"About six months ago." Maya's hands twisted in her lap. "I woke up one morning and my shirt was soaked. Thought I'd spilled something. But then it kept happening. Every day. Getting worse."

"No pregnancy? You're certain?"

"I'm a virgin." The words came out flat, defensive. Heat crawled up her neck. "So yeah, I'm sure."

Diane's expression didn't change. No judgment, no disbelief. Just a small nod and a note on her clipboard. "Spontaneous lactation without pregnancy is rare, but it absolutely happens. I worked a maternity ward for five years. I've seen cases that regular doctors completely missed."

Something in Maya's chest loosened. Someone who actually believed her.

"What other symptoms are you experiencing?"

"Constant fullness. Like my chest is going to explode." Maya gestured vaguely at her breasts. "I leak through everything. Wake up in puddles of it. And the pain when I get too full..." She trailed off. "Eight. Sometimes nine out of ten."

Diane made a sympathetic sound. "Have you been expressing at all? Manually or with a pump?"

Heat flooded Maya's face. "I've tried. By hand. But I don't think I'm doing it right. I was too embarrassed to watch videos, so I just... It helps a little but never enough."

"That's completely normal. Most women don't know proper technique without instruction."

A knock interrupted them, then the door swung open. A man entered holding her intake forms. Tall, well over six feet. White medical coat over a pressed button-down. Light brown hair showing silver at the temples. His blue eyes scanned the clipboard first, then lifted to her face, and Maya felt herself being assessed.

"Maya, this is Dr. Hartwell, who also happens to be my husband," Diane said, standing. "Richard, this is Maya Chen."

He crossed the room and extended his hand. Maya shook it. His grip was firm, warm, confident.

"Thank you for filling out the forms so thoroughly." His voice was calm, educated. "I can see you've had a frustrating experience with the medical establishment. I want you to know we take hyperlactation very seriously here. It's a real physiological condition. We're going to help you."

The tears came without warning, finally, someone who understood, and may be able to help.

Richard glanced at the forms, asking clarifying questions. Exact onset date. Family history. Medications. Birth control. Did she track her cycle, notice any correlation with production levels.

Maya answered each one, her voice steadying. He used terms like "prolactin overproduction" and "receptor sensitivity." Asked intelligent questions that showed he understood the physiology.

"What you're experiencing is called hyperlactation syndrome," Richard explained. "Your anterior pituitary gland is overproducing prolactin, the hormone responsible for milk production. This can happen spontaneously due to a microadenoma or unusual receptor sensitivity. The important thing to understand is that this is physiological, not psychological. Your body is functioning abnormally, but you're not imagining it."

The relief hit her so hard she almost sobbed. Actual medical explanation. Real terminology. Validation.

Diane offered a tissue. Maya took it, wiped her eyes.

"In order to properly assess your condition and develop a treatment plan," Richard continued, "I need to perform a physical examination. Visual assessment, palpation to check for blocked ducts, production test, nipple sensitivity evaluation. Standard for lactation disorders. Do you understand?"

Maya nodded.

"I'll need you to remove your shirt and bra. Diane will assist if you'd like."

Her arms crossed over her chest automatically. Richard waited. Patient. Not pushing.

"This is completely standard," Diane said quietly. “I’ll be present the entire time.”

Maya forced her arms down. "Okay. Do I need to lie down?"

"Standing first," Richard said. "I want to assess natural breast position and current engorgement level."

Diane helped her stand, positioned her in the center under the bright examination light. Maya grabbed the hem of her t-shirt and pulled it over her head. The sports bra underneath clung to her skin, damp with sweat and worse. The wet spots were obvious. Dark patches spreading across the white fabric where her milk had soaked through.

They could both see it. But Richard didn't look disgusted. His expression shifted to something focused, a true clinical interest.

Diane's hands were gentle as she helped Maya remove the sports bra, peeling the damp fabric away. The moment her breasts were bare, cool air hit her nipples and Maya's arms came up again, crossing over her chest.

"I need you to lower your arms," Richard said, gentle but firm. "I can't properly assess without a clear view."

Maya complied. Forced her arms down to her sides. Breasts exposed under the harsh lighting. Heavy, swollen and leaking.

Richard stepped closer, but didn't touch yet. Just looked, his gaze moving systematically across her chest, and Maya had never felt more naked. She stared at the wall over his shoulder, face burning.

"Significant bilateral engorgement," he said to Diane. "Visible venous patterning. Areolar darkening and enlargement. Nipples erect, normal for active lactation."

Maya wanted to die. Standing topless while a strange man described her breasts in clinical detail.

"Raise your arms above your head, please."

She lifted them. Her breasts shifted, and she heard Richard make a small sound.

"Breast size appears disproportionate to overall frame. What was your size before lactation onset?"

"Thirty-two C," Maya managed. "Now I'm a thirty-two F."

"Lactation increases glandular tissue significantly. Completely normal given your production level." He circled her slowly. "The development is quite remarkable."

She felt a drop of milk run down her ribs. Warm. Obvious.

"Visual examination complete." Richard moved to the sink, washed his hands thoroughly. "Now I need to palpate. I'll be checking for lumps, blocked ducts, overall tissue density. Is that acceptable?"

"Yes."

He dried his hands and returned. "This may be uncomfortable given your current fullness. Tell me if anything hurts."

His hands cupped her right breast.

The contact sent a jolt through her entire body. Warm palms, long fingers that knew exactly where to press. He worked systematically across the tissue, and god, the pressure. Her breast was so full it hurt, but his touch also brought something else. Relief. And something that made her thighs want to press together.

His fingers pressed deeper, and the gasp escaped before she could stop it.

"Pain?"

"Just tender. I'm always tender when I'm this full."

He continued the examination. Both breasts, fingers working across every section with medical efficiency. Maya forced herself to stay still, to breathe, to remember this was medical even though his hands felt different than any clinical touch she'd experienced before.

"No lumps palpable," Richard said to Diane. "Significant engorgement throughout. Milk is clearly ready for expression." His thumbs moved to circle her areolas. "Nipple sensitivity check. Important for letdown reflex assessment."

His thumbs brushed directly across her nipples.

Milk beaded immediately. Droplets forming, hanging, beginning to run down her breasts in thin white streams.

All three of them saw it. Maya watched the milk drip and wanted to disappear.

Richard stepped back. For just a second, she caught something in his expression. His eyes had gone dark, pupils dilated wide, his gaze fixed on her leaking nipples with an intensity that made her stomach flip. But he blinked and the look vanished, replaced by professional assessment.

"Examination confirms hyperlactation syndrome," Richard said. "Production level is significant. I recommend immediate expression therapy to assess volume and quality."

"What does that mean?"

Diane answered. "We need to empty your breasts completely. Assess how much you're producing and evaluate the milk quality."

"Manual expression is most effective for initial assessment," Richard added. "I'll perform the extraction myself, then teach you the method for home care."

Which meant he would be touching her breasts again. Extensively. Squeezing them, making her produce while he watched.

"I've assisted with hundreds of new mothers," Diane said softly. "This is completely standard lactation consulting."

Maya swallowed hard. "Okay. What do I need to do?"

"Lie on the examination table. Diane will help position you."

Diane's hands guided her to the table, the paper and vinyl cold against her bare skin. Diane adjusted the table, raising the back to a forty-five-degree recline.

Maya lay back, staring at the ceiling tiles. Her breasts felt impossibly heavy, full and aching. Milk had already started dripping from her nipples, running down the sides of her breasts in thin streams she couldn't control.

Richard and Diane moved around the room, gathering supplies. Collection bottles. Towels. Measurement cups.

Maya closed her eyes and tried to breathe.
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Relief and Revelation

Richard rolled the stool to her right side, settling with the ease of someone who'd done this a thousand times. Diane took position behind him, clipboard in hand. The overhead light turned everything stark and white, medical, professional. Except Maya was topless. Reclined on crinkly paper with her breasts heavy and leaking, thin white streams running down her ribcage that she couldn't stop. Nothing felt professional about that.

"I'll use manual compression technique," Richard said. His voice stayed level, clinical. "Starting gently, increasing pressure as your body responds. The goal is complete drainage so we can assess your actual capacity."

Maya nodded. She tried to relax but every muscle felt spring-loaded, ready to bolt.

"Tell me if anything hurts beyond the normal fullness discomfort you're already experiencing."

"Okay." Barely a whisper.

Richard's hands hovered over her right breast, large and tanned against her golden skin. Fingers spread wide. "Permission?"

"Yes."

His right hand cupped underneath, palm warm. So warm compared to her air-conditioned skin. His left positioned above, bracketing her. Then pressure, firm and rhythmic, pushing toward the nipple.

Milk sprayed in multiple streams, arcing into the air and catching the light.

Diane moved fast, positioning a large collection bottle directly under Maya's breast. Richard angled slightly, directing the spray into the container. They worked together with the coordination that only comes with a married couple.

Maya gasped. Oh god. The relief slammed through her, chest to stomach, pressure releasing after constant swelling. His hands were so warm, so firm, knowing exactly where to press and how hard. This was medical. She had to remember this was medical. But it felt so good it almost hurt.

Richard kept the rhythm steady. Milk flowed freely now, running down her breast in rivulets.

"Flow rate excellent," Diane observed. "Color is good. Consistent white."

Maya watched the milk filling the bottle. White pooling white. The quantity was mortifying. It just kept coming, stream after stream while Richard's hands worked systematically across the tissue, finding ducts she hadn't known existed.

"How does this feel?" Richard asked. "Is the pressure relieving?"

"It feels amazing." The truth burst out. "So much better than when I try to do it myself."

"Most women can't effectively self-express without training." His hands continued. Milk flowed steadily into the bottle, the level rising with embarrassing speed.

Diane watched, making periodic notes. Maya could hear everything in the quiet room. Pen on paper. Milk hitting glass. Her own, to fast breathing.

"This is excellent production for a first expression," Diane commented. "Do you always produce this much, Maya? Or does it vary day to day?"

"I don't know." Maya's voice came out smaller than she intended. "I've never been able to fully empty before. It always hurt too much or I couldn't get enough out."

His thumb swept across her nipple mid-compression.

Her hips jerked. Actually jerked up off the table like she'd been shocked. She went rigid, every muscle locking. Oh god. They saw that. They had to have seen that.

That shouldn't have felt... except it did. Heat uncoiled in her belly, liquid and insistent. Her jeans pressed too tight against her, seams biting where she was starting to get... oh god. She was wet. Getting wet from this. From his hands on her tits and milk filling bottles beside her.

Richard finished the right breast, hands slowing, finally stopping. He handed her a towel without comment. "Pat yourself dry."

She did, hands shaking. The breast felt different. Lighter. Softer. She hadn't realized how heavy they'd been until one was empty. Richard set the collection bottle on the cart, milk sloshing gently, and grabbed a fresh one.

"Approximately fourteen ounces," he noted. "Left breast will likely produce similar volume."

He moved to her left side. Diane repositioned with the new bottle, settling into the routine again. Richard's hands cupped Maya's left breast and started the compression.

Maya let herself relax this time. Her right breast had stopped aching completely. Empty, actually empty. The left responded immediately, milk flowing in steady streams as Richard found his rhythm again.

"Tell me about your diet," Diane said, conversational. Normal. "What does a typical day look like for you? Hydration levels, sleep patterns, stress factors."

Maya answered while Richard worked, trying to focus on Diane's questions instead of the intimacy of his hands on her bare skin. She described her chaotic retail schedule, forgetting to eat, living on dollar ramen and Red Bull.

Richard's hands worked with more confidence now. He'd moved closer, close enough that she could smell his cologne. Something woodsy and expensive. His forearms brushed her ribcage as he worked, the fabric of his shirt soft against her.

Every point of contact burned itself into her awareness. His palm cradling the underside of her breast. Fingers pressing into her flesh with purpose and skill and complete confidence.

Diane moved behind Maya's head, reaching down. The table back raised, bringing Maya more upright.

"Better angle for complete drainage," Diane explained.

Her hand settled on Maya's shoulders. Stabilizing.

Except Diane's fingers kept moving. Slow circles against her collarbones, the hollows of her throat. A soothing touch.

Maya's breath went shallow. She was sandwiched between them. Richard's hands on her breast, working the milk out with practiced pressure. Diane's hand on her shoulders, fingers tracing patterns on her bare skin. Both of them touching her. Both of them so close she could smell Richard's cologne and feel Diane's breath when she leaned in to check the bottle level.

"Your letdown reflex is excellent," Richard commented. "The milk is flowing very responsively."

Diane's fingers continued their gentle movement. "Do you experience any arousal during letdown at home? When you express yourself?"

Heat flooded Maya's face, her chest. "Sometimes. Is that weird?"

"Not at all. Completely normal physiological response. Many women experience it."

Richard's hands kept working. Maya felt warmth spreading through her body that had nothing to do with relief anymore. Her underwear clung to her, damp cotton against swollen lips she was suddenly, horribly aware of. Could they tell? Could they smell it? Her thighs pressed together instinctively, trying to contain the evidence.

The left breast was nearly empty. Richard's compressions became gentler, more focused. He switched technique, using just his fingertips, rolling her nipple with deliberate pressure.

Maya's breath caught. Her hands gripped the examination table edges, knuckles white.

"Increased sensitivity is normal near complete drainage."

Richard's fingers worked her nipple systematically, patient and thorough, extracting the final drops. Diane's hand on her shoulders tightened. Grounding her. Holding her steady while Richard finished.

One final stream. Thin. Slowing. Then nothing.

Maya lay there panting, her breasts finally, completely empty for the first time in months.

Actually empty. Her body felt light, untethered. And she was still desperately, shamefully turned on. Her pussy throbbed with her pulse.

Richard set the second bottle on the cart beside the first. Matched volumes, about fourteen ounces each. He handed Maya the towel. She patted herself dry with shaking hands, not meeting anyone's eyes.

Diane helped her sit up, one hand supporting her back through the dizziness that swamped her.

"How do you feel?" Richard asked.

"Dizzy. Overwhelmed." Maya forced a weak smile. "But better than I have in months."

"Your body's been under stress for a long time." Diane retrieved a water bottle. "Sit for a moment before you try standing."

Richard washed his hands at the sink. Maya drank, grateful, trying to ground herself. To process what had just happened.

She glanced at the bottles on the cart. Twenty-eight ounces of milk. Evidence of her body's freakish production, sitting there in clinical containers.

"We need to discuss your treatment plan," Richard said, drying his hands and returning to the stool. "Are you ready?"

"I'm ready." She needed to know how to fix this. How to manage this.

Diane perched on the table edge beside Maya, thigh almost touching hers. Richard stayed on the stool, but his gaze was intense.

"Your production level is significant," Richard began. "Twenty-eight ounces from a single expression session is well above normal levels. Most nursing mothers produce twenty-five to thirty-five ounces across an entire day, feeding multiple times. You produced that in one session. And your body will replenish within hours."

Maya's stomach dropped. "So what does that mean?"

"Standard protocols won't work for you. You need intensive management."

"What are my options?"

Richard counted on his fingers. "Frequent clinic visits. Three to four times weekly minimum. Learning self-expression techniques, though they'll be less effective than what we just did. Or our residential program."

"Residential?"

Diane's hand touched Maya's knee, gentle. "We have a medical suite here. We've treated other young women with conditions similar to yours. Living here allows for round-the-clock management, optimized drainage schedules, complete monitoring."

Richard leaned forward slightly. "Your production level suggests you'll need drainage every six to eight hours. Otherwise the pain returns. That's not a schedule most people can maintain while working, living normal life."

Her stomach dropped harder. Three to four visits weekly. She made $13.50 an hour folding clothes at Target. Her share of rent was $600 a month and she was already two weeks behind. No insurance. No savings. Her parents had cut her off when she dropped out.

Move in here? With these strangers?

But god, her breasts were already starting to ache again. Already refilling. The thought of going back to constant pain, to months more of soaking through shirts...

Diane must have read her face. "What if you tried a trial weekend? Stay Friday through Sunday. See how you respond to intensive management before committing to anything long-term."

Richard nodded. "We'll optimize your drainage schedule, teach you techniques, assess your long-term needs. No commitment required."

"How much would that cost?" The words came out barely audible.

"We operate on a sliding scale. Many of our patients can't afford traditional medical care." Richard's expression stayed neutral. "We work out arrangements."

Diane's smile was warm, reassuring. "Some patients do work-exchange programs. Helping around the clinic, basic tasks. We're flexible."

Relief hit her like a wave. She could do that. File things. Answer phones. Anything. "This weekend?"

"We have availability. If you want to start Friday evening, around six?"

Maya agreed before her brain could catch up with her mouth. Her body was already aching again despite having just been emptied. The relief had been so profound, so complete. She couldn't go back to the pain. She couldn't.

"Do you have any questions about the residential stay?" Diane asked.

"What should I bring?"

"Toiletries, comfortable clothing. We'll provide everything else. Just pack like you're staying at a bed and breakfast."

Richard moved to his desk. "We'll need to do a more comprehensive intake when you arrive. Full physical examination, begin supplement protocols to help regulate your production."

"Supplements?"

"Herbal compounds, all natural. You can research them before Friday if you'd like."

Maya nodded. She trusted them at this point. They'd given her more relief in thirty minutes than four doctors had provided in months.

Diane helped Maya stand, handed her the sports bra she'd discarded. Maya struggled back into it, her breasts tender but not painfully swollen anymore. She pulled her t-shirt on.

"You'll likely need expression again in six to eight hours," Richard said. "Try the manual technique at home tonight. Call our emergency number if you have problems."

Diane walked Maya toward the door. At the reception desk, she handed Maya a thick informational packet.

"Everything you need to know. What to bring, weekend schedule overview, supplement information, our contact numbers."

"Thank you. For everything."

Diane's hand touched her arm, gentle. "You did great today. We're going to take such good care of you."

When was the last time someone had been this nice to her? Her parents didn't care, too wrapped up in their new marriages and new lives. She had no close friends. These strangers were showing more concern than anyone had in years.

Diane walked her to the front door, opened it. Evening air hit Maya's flushed skin, cool and grounding.

"Friday at six. Text me when you're on the way?"

"I will. Thank you again."

"We're looking forward to it." Diane smiled. "You're going to feel so much better."

Maya walked to her car. She sat in the driver's seat, staring at the informational packet. Reality was settling over her like a weight.

She'd just agreed to move in with strangers for medical treatment that had felt... what? Sexual? It had felt sexual. Richard's hands on her breasts. Diane's fingers on her shoulders and throat. The way they'd worked together, coordinated and practiced.

But what choice did she have? Her breasts already ached again, refilling relentlessly. She needed this.

Friday. She could make it until Friday.

Maya started the car and backed out of the driveway. In the rearview mirror, Diane still stood in the doorway, backlit and patient, watching her leave.
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The Archive and the Acquisition

Richard watched Maya's Honda pull away from the consultation room window, already cataloging what he'd just acquired. Severe hyperlactation, textbook presentation—her anterior pituitary overproducing prolactin at rates he'd only seen twice before in twenty-two previous subjects. Medically fascinating and sexually perfect in one devastating package. Twenty-eight ounces from a single extraction, no training, no proper stimulation protocols. Subject 19 had produced twenty-two on intake and he'd thought that was exceptional.

The Honda disappeared around the corner. Richard's cock throbbed against his slacks, had been hard since the moment milk first sprayed across his palm. He'd maintained discipline throughout the session, professional demeanor locked in place, but Christ it had required every ounce of control not to put his mouth directly on those swollen nipples and suck her dry.

The front door lock clicked. Diane's footsteps approached down the hallway, rhythm he'd know anywhere. She found him still at the window, shoulders tight with unspent arousal.

"What do you think?"

Richard turned. "Perfect. She's absolutely perfect."

Diane already had one of Maya's collection bottles in her hands, the clear plastic revealing rich white liquid inside. She unscrewed the cap, brought it to her nose, and inhaled deeply. Her eyes closed and she made that small sound of pleasure that shot straight to Richard's cock. Christ, his wife was ready to taste their new acquisition, tongue darting out to lick the bottle rim, sampling the girl's milk like expensive wine.

"Sweet. Young." Diane's eyes opened, met his. Dark with hunger. "God, Richard, she tastes perfect. Better than nineteen. Better than any of them."

She took a long drink directly from the bottle, throat working as she swallowed Maya's milk. The moan that escaped her was soft and genuine and made Richard's cock jerk in his pants. When she lowered the bottle, milk glistened on her lips.

"I want her." Diane's voice had gone rough. Raw. "Want to drink from those tits every fucking day. Want my mouth on her while you fuck her. Want to corrupt every innocent inch until she's begging us to keep her."

Richard crossed to her, took the bottle from her hands, and drank deeply himself. The milk was sweet, slightly grassy, still warm from Maya's body. Nineteen years old and producing like this without pregnancy, without any pharmaceutical intervention beyond her body's natural overproduction. She was a fucking unicorn. And she'd agreed to move in, to let them manage her treatment, to place herself completely under his care.

"Parents cut her off. No support system. Desperate for validation." Richard set the bottle on the medical cart, turned his full attention to Diane. "Virgin, according to intake forms. Perfect candidate for full integration."

Diane pressed against him, hands sliding up his chest. "Did you notice how wet she got? I saw her shifting on the table during extraction. Could smell her pussy from across the room. That little virgin cunt getting slick while you milked her like a cow."

"Her arousal response is exactly what we need." Richard's hands found Diane's hips, pulled her closer, ground his erection against her. "By Saturday she'll come during milking. Won't even understand why her body's responding that way."

Diane's hand dropped to his cock, stroked him through the fabric of his slacks. "We need to review footage. I want to watch her again. Want to see the exact moment she realized she was getting turned on."

They moved to his office, collection bottles in hand. The archive room, his domain, his documentation center, the place where he could drop the pretense entirely and admit what this really was.

Two monitors lit up as Richard booted the computer. They drank Maya's milk while security footage loaded, passing the bottle back and forth, savoring what they'd extracted from her swollen tits just an hour ago.

Multiple camera angles populated the screens. Overhead view, side angle, close-up focused on the examination table. He'd installed the system five years ago, upgraded it twice since then. Every session recorded from multiple perspectives, every subject documented from intake to full integration. Twenty-three subjects now, hundreds of hours of footage. His collection, properly cataloged.

Richard scrolled to the beginning of Maya's session, started playback. Diane pulled the second office chair close, sat beside him, her thigh pressing warm against his.

On screen, Maya entered the consultation room. Nervous body language, arms crossed protectively over her chest, eyes darting around assessing threat levels. She'd been terrified despite the professional setup, despite his calm demeanor and medical theater. Exactly the psychological state he needed, vulnerable enough to trust, desperate enough to ignore warning signs.

"Look at how she holds herself." Diane's voice dropped lower, intimate. Her hand returned to his lap, stroking. "Defensive but desperate. Like a scared animal. I wanted to eat her alive right then."

Richard fast-forwarded to the undressing sequence, slowed the playback. On screen, Maya pulled off her shirt, revealed the soaked sports bra underneath. The wet spots were extensive, evidence of her body's relentless production overwhelming the compression fabric. Then the bra came off and her breasts spilled free, heavy and full and perfect.

Diane's hand unzipped his slacks, freed his cock, began stroking. "Look at those tits. Nineteen fucking years old and already producing like a champion dairy cow."

"Breast tissue density is exceptional for her age and frame." Richard's clinical assessment came out strained as Diane's hand worked him. "Visible venous patterning indicates excellent blood flow. She'll produce double this within a month."

"I'm going to drink from her every single day." Diane's voice had gone possessive. Greedy. "Every morning I want my mouth on those perfect young tits. Want to swallow everything she makes. Want her dependent on me draining her, needing my touch, begging for it."

On screen, his recorded self began the physical examination. Hands cupping Maya's breasts, systematic palpation, professional demeanor perfectly maintained even though he'd been hard as stone beneath his medical coat. Real-time Richard watched himself work, analyzed technique, noted where he could have applied more pressure, where he'd held back too much out of caution.

"You showed excellent restraint." Diane's voice stayed low, intimate, as she stroked his cock. "I could see how much you wanted to suck her right then. Your hands were shaking."

"Her nipples were perfect. Large, responsive, already leaking." Richard's breathing grew heavier as Diane's hand worked him, thumb swiping over his cockhead, spreading pre-cum. "Took everything not to put my mouth on her immediately and drain those tits dry."

The footage continued. First extraction sequence. Milk spraying in a heavy arc, his hands positioning Maya's breast for optimal compression, the collection bottle filling steadily while the girl's face cycled through confusion and relief and shame and pleasure, all of it happening too fast for her to process properly.

"With proper training she could produce double this." Diane's assessment mixed with voyeuristic arousal as she watched the screen. "More, maybe, if we breed her. Get her pregnant, let the hormones do their work. I want to watch her belly swell. I want to drink from her while she's carrying."

On screen, Maya's hips shifted during nipple stimulation. Small movement, probably unconscious. But Richard had cataloged it immediately during the session, recognized what her body was doing even if her mind hadn't caught up yet.

He froze the frame, pointed at the monitor. "There. She came close to orgasm. Didn't even realize it herself, but look at her thighs pressing together. The way her back arched. She was right on the edge."

"By this weekend we'll make her come during milking." Diane's certainty matched his own. "I'll get my mouth on her pussy while you drain her tits. Make her associate relief with getting fucked. Condition that little virgin body to need both at once."

Richard pulled Diane onto his lap, facing the monitors. She lifted her skirt, and he wasn't surprised to find her naked underneath, no underwear, as usual during session days. She was soaked, pussy dripping wet from watching him milk Maya, from tasting the girl's sweet young milk, from the anticipation of what they'd do to her this weekend.

Diane lowered herself onto his cock, took him fully in one slow slide. They both groaned as he filled her, stretched her, bottomed out inside her cunt.

Richard gripped Diane's hips, controlling her rhythm as she rode him slow and steady. Both of them turned sideways to face the monitors, watching Maya's face cycle through confusion and shame and unwitting arousal. The wet sounds of Diane's cunt taking his cock mixed with the audio feed, Maya's voice from two hours ago, uncertain and desperate, asking if the treatment would really help.

"Full physical Friday night." Richard's hands dug into Diane's hips, pulling her down harder onto his cock. "Complete examination. Break that virgin seal. She sleeps in the medical suite alone, gets comfortable with the space." His wife's cunt gripped him, tight and hot and perfect. "Saturday morning, drainage. Both of us present."

"I want private time with her." Diane's voice turned breathless as she rode him, hips rolling in steady rhythm. "Bath time. Get her naked, get my hands on every inch. Teach her the touch of a woman, make her crave my touch."

"You handle grooming." Richard thrust up into her, matched her rhythm, drove deeper. "Start bonding her to you. Make her need your approval. By Saturday night I want her begging you to touch her cunt."

The footage showed Maya's face during extraction. Confusion and pleasure warring across her delicate features, shame coloring her cheeks pink, arousal darkening her eyes even though she clearly didn't understand what was happening to her body.

"She's going to be so easy to break." Diane's words came out broken, punctuated by gasps as she fucked herself on Richard's cock. "So desperate for attention. For someone to tell her she's not broken. I'll be that for her. Mama will take care of everything. And then I'll corrupt her completely."

Richard's hands moved from her hips to her breasts, squeezing. "What do you want to do to her?"

"Everything." Diane's head fell back against his shoulder, breath coming faster. "Want my tongue in her virgin pussy. Want to taste her while you fuck her. Want to drink from her tits while she screams. Want to watch someone breed her, watch her belly swell with a baby, watch her produce gallons for us."

"She'll be pregnant within six months," Richard promised, thrusting harder now. "Matthews will breed her properly. Medical supervision, optimal genetics. And you'll get to drink from her through the whole pregnancy."

Diane came watching the younger woman on screen, cunt clenching hard around Richard's cock, a broken moan escaping her throat. Richard followed immediately after, burying himself deep and emptying inside his wife while watching nineteen-year-old Maya Chen agree to residential treatment, agree to place herself completely in their hands.

They stayed joined for a long moment, catching their breath while Maya's recorded voice played through the speakers. The footage continued, showing the post-extraction conversation, her agreement to the residential weekend, her desperate gratitude for their help.

Diane climbed off Richard's lap, his cock slipping free, her thighs wet with their combined fluids. She crossed to the refrigerator built into his office wall, storing Maya's collection bottles in the climate-controlled section he'd installed specifically for specimen samples.

"Supplement protocol?"

"Standard galactagogue regimen. Fenugreek, blessed thistle, goat's rue." Richard was already mentally cataloging the program. "Plus protein optimization, increased caloric intake, hydration monitoring. She's underweight, stress has been affecting her overall health. Proper nutrition will increase production significantly within the first week."

"Should we introduce her to the network yet?"

"No." Richard's response was immediate and firm. "Keep her isolated first few weeks. Complete initial training. I want her psychologically dependent on us before any outside contact. Before she realizes this isn't normal medical treatment."

Richard opened a new folder on the computer, began creating Maya's documentation structure. "Need baseline data, full psychological integration. She needs to beg us for it. Needs to want pregnancy because it'll make her produce more, make her more valuable, make her more ours."

The folder populated on screen: Subject 23 - Maya Chen. Richard imported the security footage from six different camera angles, added the scanned intake forms, created the production tracking spreadsheet he'd been refining since Subject 1.

"She's very naive." Diane's voice carried a note of satisfaction rather than concern. "Won't suspect a thing. I saw how she looked at me during the exam. That desperate need for maternal approval. She'll be mine within forty-eight hours."

"Her desperation will override any suspicion." Richard's confidence came from experience. "Plus we make her dependent quickly through relief: physical and psychological. By Saturday afternoon she'll be begging for drainage, begging us to touch her, to make the pain stop. By Sunday she won't want to leave."

Diane conceded the point. Seven years of operation, twenty-three subjects, they'd refined the psychological manipulation to near-perfection. Found them desperate, offered relief, gradually revealed the cost. By the time they understood what they'd really agreed to, they were too dependent on the pleasure, the structure, the belonging to leave.

"The network will want to know about her." Richard pulled up his encrypted contact list. "I'll send photos Friday night. Clinical documentation style, measurements, production data, baseline assessments. Generate interest for future evaluation sessions once she's properly trained."

"I'll handle photography." Diane's smile was predatory. Hungry. "Make them jealous. Make them understand she's ours first. They can taste her eventually, but we own her."

Richard saved the initial file structure, began closing programs. Richard tucked himself back into his slacks, zipped up. Diane smoothed her skirt down, though his cum was still leaking down her thighs.

In the kitchen, domesticity resumed. Diane reheated leftover food while Richard opened a bottle of wine. They ate at the kitchen island, the same space where they'd had breakfast that morning, where they'd discussed Maya's intake appointment over coffee like other couples discussed grocery lists.

"Friday's going to be perfect." Diane's eyes gleamed over her wine glass.

Richard reached across the table, took Diane's hand. "You're the perfect partner for this. Couldn't do it without you."

Diane squeezed back, smiled. "We make an excellent team."

They did. Seven years of operation, twenty-three subjects, never caught, never reported, never even investigated. Because they chose well, moved carefully, provided genuine relief alongside the corruption. Because desperate young women with nowhere else to turn didn't report the people who finally made the pain stop, even if the treatment came with a price they hadn't initially understood.

And Maya was the best choice yet; young and desperate, responsive and isolated, producing at levels that exceeded his most optimistic projections.

Perfect specimen for their collection.
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Normal Girls Don't Leak

Her apartment smelled like old laundry and spilled milk. Sweet and sour. Maya locked the deadbolt and stood there with her back against the door like someone might follow her inside.

Nobody had followed her. But her body knew what had happened. Her breasts knew. They ached with the memory of Richard's hands, even four hours later, already filling again.

Four hours after being emptied and she could already feel the pressure building, that familiar tightness spreading through her chest.

She stripped in the bathroom, examined herself in the mirror. Slight red marks from Richard's hands remained visible on her swollen breasts. And there, faint but unmistakable, wetness between her thighs that had nothing to do with the shower she desperately needed.

She'd gotten wet. From a medical exam. From a forty-year-old man's hands on her tits.

Maya tried expressing herself over the sink. Managed pathetic dribbles compared to the forceful streams Richard had coaxed from her. She gave up after five minutes, recognizing the truth: she couldn't do this alone. Needed his skilled hands for relief. Two more days until Friday felt like forever.

The informational packet sat on her futon. She grabbed it, sat cross-legged, milk already soaking through the sheet where her nipples pressed down.

WEEKEND RESIDENTIAL SCHEDULE
Friday 6:00 PM: Arrival and welcome
Friday 8:00 PM: Comprehensive physical examination and baseline assessment
Comprehensive physical examination. Richard's hands on her again. All over her, probably. The word comprehensive meant thorough. Meant complete. Meant nothing left unexamined.
Saturday 7:00 AM: Morning drainage protocol
Saturday 11:00 AM: Equipment familiarization and pump training
Saturday 2:00 PM: Afternoon drainage and response assessment


Response assessment. How she responded when they touched her? Whether she got wet again, whether she gasped and arched into their hands?

Her thighs pressed together involuntarily.

She researched the supplements they'd mentioned. Fenugreek. Blessed thistle. All legitimate, recommended by actual lactation consultants. Everything checked out as professional. Medical.

Except Richard's eyes had darkened when her milk first sprayed. Just for a second before he'd masked it with clinical professionalism. And Diane's fingers on her shoulders hadn't just steadied her. They'd stroked. Subtle. Continuous. Almost possessive.

Maybe she was overthinking everything like she always did.

Her breasts throbbed, refilling relentlessly. She was craving not just physical relief but Richard's hands and Diane's presence specifically. Two more days. She could survive two more days.
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Sleep came eventually, and with it, dreams full of hands.

Richard's hands cupping her breasts, squeezing, milking her while she moaned. Diane's hands steadying her thighs, spreading them, holding her open. Clinical touches that felt sexual. Sexual touches framed as medical. She couldn't tell the difference in the dream and she didn't care, didn't want to care, just wanted them to keep touching her.

Milk flowed endlessly. The relief never stopped. Voices praised her production, called her exceptional, told her she was valuable. Told her she was a good girl. Richard's voice, low and warm. Diane's voice, soft and approving. Other voices she didn't recognize, men and women examining her body, commenting on her yield, her responsiveness, her potential.

She lived in white rooms. Always full, always being emptied. Relief came with firm hands and warm mouths, Richard drinking from her breast while Diane's mouth worked between her legs, and she never had to think about college or her parents or being a failure at everything except this.

Except producing.

Except being a good cow who made lots of milk and came when they touched her and never complained about being examined or milked or bred.

She woke at 2:00 AM in soaked sheets, her t-shirt clinging wetly to her chest, and couldn't remember if the wetness was all milk or if some of it was from coming in her sleep.

When her alarm finally sounded at 6:00 AM, Maya silenced it and thought: Friday. Two more days. I can make it two more days.

But already she wasn't sure that was true. She was aching not just from the pressure in her breasts but from the absence of Richard's hands, Diane's soothing presence, the relief that only they could give her.

Two more days felt like forever.


The First Night
Four Hands, One Purpose


Maya killed the engine at six o'clock exactly, but couldn't make herself move. Her breasts throbbed with two days of failed attempts at relief, swollen so tight the skin felt ready to split. Wet spots spread across her black tank top where milk leaked through constantly now. She looked like hell, felt worse, and had nowhere else to go.

The front door opened before she'd grabbed her backpack. Diane stood framed in warm light, barefoot in jeans and a grey sweater, smiling like Maya was an expected friend instead of a desperate teenager about to sell herself for medical relief.

"Maya, sweetheart, come inside. You look so uncomfortable."

She was. God, she was. Forty-eight hours of this building pressure, and her body had given up pretending she could manage alone.

Diane took her backpack without asking, closed the door behind them. The house smelled like Chinese takeout, warm and normal and completely wrong for what was about to happen.

"How have you been managing?"

"I haven't." Maya's throat tightened. "I couldn't get it to work when I tried. Just a little came out. Not enough."

Diane's hand settled warm on her arm. "Oh honey. You've been hurting this whole time."

Maya nodded, not trusting her voice.

"Can you wait until after dinner or do you need immediate relief?"

She should say she could wait. Shouldn't make demands on her first night. But the pain was screaming through her chest, and the wet spots were spreading with every breath.

"I'm really full. Since this morning."

Diane turned toward the kitchen. "Richard, Maya needs drainage before dinner."

Footsteps, then Richard appeared in jeans and a button-down, sleeves rolled up. No white coat tonight. His eyes found hers, assessed. "Of course. Come on back."

No annoyance. No sighs or looks. Just immediate agreement to drain her before dinner, like her desperate need was normal and manageable and nothing to be ashamed of.

The treatment room waited exactly as she remembered. Examination table, fresh paper, overhead lights already glowing. Her stomach flipped remembering Wednesday: lying topless while Richard's hands worked her breasts, the relief, the shame, the wetness between her thighs she'd pretended wasn't happening.

"Up on the table. We'll do a quick expression then eat."

She climbed up. The sound of crinkling paper was already becoming familiar, marking her transformation into someone who got milked on examination tables.

"Let's get this off you, sweetheart."

Diane's hands lifted her tank top. Maya raised her arms, let the damp fabric slide over her head. Immediately crossed her arms over her bare breasts even though they'd seen everything, touched everything.

"God, you are so engorged." Diane's eyes lingered on her chest. Hungry beneath the concern. "Two days like this?"

"Yes. I couldn't function yesterday. Called in sick today."

Richard dried his hands, turned with two collection bottles. His gaze moved over her exposed chest with that clinical assessment that somehow felt more invasive than staring.

"We'll do bilateral expression. Both breasts at once. Faster relief."

Both of them would touch her simultaneously. Four hands on her bare breasts, working together like they'd practiced this.

"Lie back."

Diane adjusted the table to forty-five degrees. Maya lowered herself, the position thrust her breasts upward, made them more prominent. Milk already beaded at her nipples, running in thin streams down her ribs.

"Arms down, Maya."

She obeyed. Uncrossed her arms, let them fall to her sides. Completely exposed now under the bright lights, leaking steadily, waiting for their touch.

Richard positioned himself on her right. Diane moved left. They exchanged a brief glance of silent communication, then both reached for her.

Four warm hands cupped her breasts simultaneously. Maya gasped. Their palms spread wide, fingers positioning with practiced efficiency. Then they began compression, perfectly synchronized.

Milk sprayed from both nipples at once. White streams arcing into the collection bottles Diane had positioned ready. The pressure releasing, relief flooding through her chest so intense it bordered on pain.

"There we go." Diane's voice stayed soft, encouraging. "Just relax, sweetheart."

Their hands worked in perfect rhythm. Richard's grip firmer, more clinical, fingers finding ducts and squeezing with precision. Diane's softer but equally skilled, palm cupping the underside while her fingers worked the sides. They moved like dancers, coordinated and synchronized, both touching her bare skin like this was completely normal.

The bottles filled steadily. Maya heard her milk hitting plastic, rhythmic splashes that made her breath go shallow, made something clench low in her belly.

"Flow rate is excellent." Richard spoke across her prone body like she wasn't there. "Production definitely increased since Wednesday."

"Stress response?" Diane's hands never paused their work.

"Likely. The weekend should regulate her. Proper drainage schedule, relaxation. We'll stabilize her levels."

They discussed her like livestock requiring management. Like her body was a production problem to solve with scheduling and technique. And God help her, her pussy was getting wet, slick heat gathering between pressed thighs, because being reduced to a milk machine made her aroused instead of angry.

"Is the pressure relieving, Maya?"

"Yes. God, yes."

Richard's thumb circled her areola, pressed down deliberately. The sensation shot straight between her legs. Her hips shifted involuntarily on the table, chasing friction.

She felt his attention sharpen. Felt Diane notice. Another glance exchanged over her body.

But they didn't stop. Just continued milking her with steady rhythm while her body responded with wetness she couldn't hide, couldn't control, could only endure while they worked her breasts with four coordinated hands.

The flow slowed. Her breasts visibly deflated, less swollen now. Richard switched techniques, fingers moving to her nipple, rolling and squeezing gently. Diane mirrored him. Both focused on extracting every last drop, fingertips working her sensitive flesh.

Maya bit her lip hard. The sensations overwhelmed her: relief and pleasure and shame all tangled together. Her thighs pressed together, trying to ease the ache building there, and she knew they noticed. Knew they saw how her body responded to being milked like this.

Final thin streams. Then they stopped.

Maya lay panting, empty and floating. High on endorphins or relief or just the profound experience of being completely drained for the first time in two days.

"How do you feel?"

"Amazing. Thank you."

Richard held up both bottles, examining them in the light. Nearly full. "Sixteen ounces each. Thirty-two total. Your production increased significantly."

Thirty-two ounces. Pride kicked warm through her chest before she could stop it. She'd produced more, done better, proven her body's capability.

Was that good? What the fuck was wrong with her?

Diane helped her sit up slowly, dabbed at her chest with a towel. Drying the milk streaks running down her ribs with maternal gentleness.

"Why don't you rest here while I set dinner out?"

Richard took the bottles. "I'll refrigerate these, document volume. Meet you both in the kitchen. After dinner, you can unpack and shower, then we’ll properly examine you for our notes."

They left her alone. Maya sat topless and dazed on the examination table, processing what just happened.

They'd milked her together. Four hands working in perfect synchronization, like she was livestock requiring efficient management.

And she'd gotten wet from it. She was so fucked.
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Clean and Ready

Maya unpacked her backpack with trembling fingers. Clean underwear, yoga pants, a couple of t-shirts. The cotton bra stayed at the bottom. Too painful anyway, and her nipples showed through everything now.

She hadn't brought pajamas. What did she sleep in here? Would they provide something? Each stupid question spawned three more, trivial concerns that somehow felt overwhelming.

The bathroom was stocked better than any hotel. Expensive shampoo, body wash that probably cost more than her drugstore routine, towels thick enough to get lost in. Someone had arranged everything with care. More care than she'd experienced anywhere in months.

Maya stripped off her damp clothes, started the shower. Steam rose in thick clouds. The spray hit her shoulders when she stepped under, almost too hot, and God, that felt good for about thirty seconds before reality reasserted itself. Water couldn't fix the pressure building inside. Only delay it.

She soaped her body carefully, knowing with each stroke that she was cleaning herself for their examination. Her hands moved across her stomach, her inner thighs. Basic hygiene, she told herself. Nothing more.

When her hands moved to her breasts, she paused. They were tender again already, her nipples hypersensitive after the earlier milking. Milk leaked as she soaped them, white streams mixing with shower water, swirling down the drain. The urge to try expressing hit her, strong and pointless. It wouldn't work when she did it herself. Better to wait. Let them handle it. Let them handle her.

Water ran over her breasts, and she closed her eyes, remembering their hands on her. The way they'd talked across her prone body, discussing her production levels like she was livestock. Heat built between her thighs despite the soreness, despite everything.

Maya reached for the razor Diane had left. Pink handle, women's razor, fresh blade. She usually just shaved her legs, maybe her bikini line. Basic maintenance. But tonight, there would be a pelvic exam. Richard had explained it over dinner—hormonal connections between her reproductive system and lactation, medical terminology that sounded scientific and reasonable.

They were going to see everything anyway. Better to be clean. Professional.

She lathered shaving cream between her legs, drew the razor across her pubic mound with slow, deliberate strokes. This was something she'd never done before. The bare skin felt strange under her fingertips as she worked, exposed and vulnerable in a way that made her breath come faster.

But she continued anyway. Removing every trace of hair. Making herself smooth. Perfect. Ready for their inspection.

Her fingers checked compulsively as she rinsed away the last of the cream. Completely bare now. Exposed. Virgin pussy on display with nothing to hide behind, nothing to soften what they'd see when she spread her legs in those stirrups.

The thought made her stomach flutter. Wrong direction—should have been fear but felt like anticipation instead.

She touched herself there, testing the smooth skin. So different. So vulnerable. Would they notice she'd done this? Comment? Approve?

The sick flutter intensified.

Maya turned off the shower, dried herself with the soft towels. Her reflection emerged as she wiped condensation from the mirror. Face flushed, eyes too bright. Small everywhere except her breasts, which already looked swollen again.

She applied lotion with quick efficiency, dressed in clean clothes. Simple cotton underwear. Yoga pants. T-shirt that immediately showed damp spots as milk beaded at her nipples and soaked through.

Maya sat on the bed edge, checked her phone. Seven forty-five. Fifteen minutes until they came for her. The pelvic exam kept circling through her mind. Speculum. Internal examination. Richard's fingers inside her while she lay spread in stirrups, legs wide, everything exposed.

Virgin. She'd marked that on her intake form. They already knew. Would they be able to tell when they examined her? Would it hurt?

Her breath came faster. Each inhale made her breasts rise and fall, drew attention to how heavy they felt, how milk was already soaking through her shirt in spreading circles.

Maya grabbed a tissue and wiped the drops away. They reformed immediately.

A knock made her startle.

"Come in."

Diane entered in light blue scrubs, her hair pulled back, looking official and medical. She smiled when she saw Maya.

"Ready, sweetheart? Richard has everything prepared."

Maya stood on unsteady legs and nodded. Followed Diane into the hallway, leaving her phone on the bed, leaving any last chance to back out.

"You smell nice," Diane said, glancing at her. "The lavender body wash?"

Heat crawled up Maya's neck. "Yes. Thank you for stocking everything."

"Of course. We want you comfortable here." Diane's hand touched her lower back, guiding her forward. "You're going to be spending a lot of time with us."

They reached the treatment room door, and Diane opened it.

The examination table dominated the center, stirrups extended and waiting. Medical instruments laid out in precise rows on stainless steel trays. Collection bottles. Equipment she couldn't identify. Bright overhead lighting with no shadows, nowhere to hide.

Richard stood beside the table in his white coat. His eyes moved over her body when they entered, something flickering across his face before settling into a warm smile.

"Maya. Are you comfortable proceeding with the comprehensive examination tonight?"

Her eyes went to the stirrups. Extended and ready. Padded leather waiting for her feet. She'd be completely open.

"I'm ready," she heard herself say.

Diane's hand pressed against her lower back, urging her forward.

The stirrups gleamed under the lights, waiting for her.

[image: ]

Clinical Defloration

"Let's start with the basics." Richard's voice came out smooth, that same Wednesday-appointment calm. Like they were discussing a dental cleaning, not her body, not everything. "Vitals first, then measurements. Thorough breast exam, pelvic exam. Blood draw at the end when you're more relaxed." His eyes tracked over her, assessment already beginning. "Sound good?"

Maya nodded. Her throat had gone tight. "Yes. That's fine."

"Good. Stand here by the table."

The scale's display glowed green, already zeroed. Maya stepped on and watched the numbers settle. One hundred eight.

"Down from usual?" Richard's pen hovered over his chart, poised.

"A little. Maybe five pounds?" She hadn't been eating well. The pain made her nauseous, made food feel impossible. "The fullness makes me... I just can't."

Richard's pen scratched across the chart. "We'll fix that this weekend. Proper nutrition's critical for maintaining production."

Production. The word just sat there between them. Not health, not recovery. Production. Like she was equipment that needed fuel to keep operating.

He took her blood pressure next. The cuff squeezed her upper arm, released. 118/76. Her pulse hammered at 82, elevated, nervous. Temperature normal. Everything recorded with that same clinical precision, like data points on a graph.

"Now baseline measurements." He set the clipboard down, met her eyes. "These track changes as treatment progresses. I'll need you to stand and remove your shirt."

Her hands went to the hem before she could overthink it. Maya pulled the t-shirt over her head, then immediately crossed her arms over her breasts, covering.

Diane's hands settled on her forearms, gentle but firm, moving them down. "Arms down, honey. We need accurate measurements."

Maya lowered her arms. Just stood there topless in the bright light, nipples already hard and leaking, milk beading at the tips and running down in thin trails that tickled.

The measuring tape came out. Professional, cloth, the kind tailors used. Diane moved behind her and the fabric circled Maya's ribcage just under her breasts, pulled snug.

"Underbust twenty-six inches."

Richard's pen scratched. Recording her dimensions like she was livestock at auction.

The tape moved up, circled the fullest part of her breasts. Maya felt it compress her swollen tissue and more milk leaked immediately, couldn't help it, just flowed.

"Bust thirty-eight inches." Diane paused, glanced at Richard. "Note engorgement state?"

"Yes. Production causes significant fluctuation. We'll track both empty and full measurements."

Fluctuation. Her breasts swelled and emptied like tides and they needed to measure both states to understand her capacity, her limits, how much she could hold.

Diane continued. Waist, twenty-four inches. Hips, thirty-four. Each measurement called out like auction numbers while Richard recorded everything in his perfect clinical handwriting.

"Proportions are quite dramatic." Richard studied his notes like she was a graph, data to analyze. "Breast development's significant for her frame size."

Dramatic. Significant. They were discussing her body like she was a specimen under glass, something to study and document and measure.

Diane moved around front now, measuring each breast individually. The tape wrapped around the swell of Maya's right breast, then her left, then across the diameter. Cataloging every dimension, every detail.

"Right breast slightly larger. Approximately half-inch difference in circumference."

"Asymmetry's normal," Richard said, like that was reassuring. "We'll track if it changes with treatment."

The measuring tape circled her areola next. Then Diane measured her nipple length with calipers. Cold metal against sensitive flesh, precise and clinical.

Maya's face burned. They were cataloging her like prime livestock. Every measurement called out and recorded, permanent documentation of her body's dimensions. Her nipples hardened further despite the humiliation, or maybe because of it, she couldn't tell anymore.

"Measurements complete." Diane stepped back, assessing her work. "Sit on the table now, sweetheart."

Maya sat, grateful to stop standing exposed. The paper crinkled beneath her bare skin, loud in the quiet room.

"Photography for baseline documentation." Richard retrieved the camera from the medical cart, professional-looking, expensive.

Maya's entire body went tense. "What's that for?"

"Medical records," Diane explained, matter-of-fact like this was normal. "We need before and after comparisons to track treatment effectiveness."

"Photos are stored securely," Richard added, turning the camera on. "Encrypted files. Only we have access."

Only they. Not her. They'd have pictures of her naked body available to review whenever they wanted, her breasts on display in their private collection.

"I..." Maya's voice cracked. "Okay."

The camera flash went off, bright and sudden. Diane circled her, snapping from different angles, the shutter clicking rhythmic like a heartbeat. Straight on. Angled. Close-ups of her breasts from multiple perspectives, documenting every detail.

"Arms up over your head," Richard directed, voice still calm.

Maya complied, lifted her arms. Her breasts rose with the movement, heavy and full. Click. Flash. The camera captured it all.

"Good. Arms at your sides now." Click. Flash. "Turn slightly left." Click. Flash.

She was being posed like a model, positioned for optimal documentation. Her udders photographed from every angle for their private collection, permanent proof of her body's transformation.

"Turn and face the wall. Hands behind your head." Richard's voice stayed clinical, detached. "Need posterior views as well."

Maya turned, placed her hands behind her head. The position thrust her breasts forward even more, made them more prominent, more obscene. She heard the camera clicking behind her, felt their eyes tracking over her exposed back, her ass in thin yoga pants that suddenly felt too revealing.

"Good. Face forward again."

She turned back. Both of them studying her now, assessing what they'd captured.

"Sufficient for baseline." Richard lowered the camera, satisfied. "We'll take additional photos throughout the weekend to track changes."

Throughout the weekend. More sessions exactly like this. More poses, more angles, more documentation of her body's response to their treatment.

Diane set the camera aside. Richard approached the examination table and his hands settled on her right breast without warning. Maya sucked in a breath, sharp. He began systematic palpation, fingers probing deep into her tissue, working methodically quadrant by quadrant.

"No lumps detected," he narrated to Diane like Maya wasn't even there, wasn't a person at all. "Significant engorgement present. Tissue density consistent with active lactation. Ductal system well-developed."

His fingers pressed into the tender areas, deep tissue examination. Maya winced.

"Pain?"

"Just... tenderness. From being full."

His hands moved to her nipples, rolled them between thumb and forefinger with deliberate pressure. Milk flowed immediately, thin streams running down the sides of her breasts onto the examination paper beneath her, warm and wet.

"Excellent letdown response. Minimal stimulation required."

Diane positioned a collection bottle beneath Maya's right breast, catching the milk Richard was deliberately expressing through his examination technique. He squeezed, firm and rhythmic, and more milk flowed into the bottle. Making her leak for documentation, testing how easily her body responded to his touch.

"Note increased nipple sensitivity," Richard said, still narrating like she was a test subject. "Subject demonstrates minimal refractory period between drainage sessions. Already producing again three hours post-extraction."

Subject. He'd called her subject, not patient, not even Maya. Just subject.

Her pussy clenched involuntarily. The word shouldn't turn her on but her thighs pressed together automatically, chasing friction she couldn't name.

"Breast examination complete." Richard stepped back. Cool air hit her wet nipples, made them harder. "Now we'll proceed with pelvic examination."

Maya's stomach dropped hard.

"I'll need you to remove your pants and underwear. Diane will help position you in the stirrups."

Her hands shook as she stood, fingers fumbling. She pushed her yoga pants down her hips, the fabric catching slightly before sliding free. Stepped out of them on trembling legs, then hooked her thumbs in her cotton underwear and slid them down too, exposing everything.

Naked now. Completely naked. She tried to cover herself, hands cupping her pubic area, freshly shaved skin smooth and vulnerable beneath her palms.

Diane took her clothes, folded them with care, set them aside on the counter. Then her hand was on Maya's elbow, guiding her back to the table with gentle pressure.

"Lie back and scoot down to the end for me, sweetheart."

Maya complied because what else could she do. Paper crinkled as she positioned herself at the very edge, her ass barely on the table, precarious. Diane lifted her feet one at a time, settled them into the waiting stirrups with practiced efficiency. The padded leather was cool against her soles, foreign.

Diane adjusted the height, the angle, spreading Maya's legs wide. Wider. The stirrups pulled her thighs apart until everything was visible, until she was completely open.

They could see everything now. Her smooth pubic area, waxed bare and exposed. Her virgin vulva, pink and small. Her most private parts under bright clinical lighting with nowhere to hide, nothing to cover the evidence of what she was.

Richard rolled a stool to the end of the examination table. The wheels made soft sounds against the floor, then stopped. He sat between her spread legs, actually sat there, eye level with her pussy.

Diane's hand settled on her shoulder, warm and grounding. "Breathe, sweetheart. Try to relax."

Maya tried. Her muscles refused to cooperate, stayed locked tight.

"I'll explain each step," Richard said from between her legs, voice still calm. "Tell me if anything hurts beyond normal discomfort."

She nodded because her voice wouldn't work, couldn't force words past the tightness in her throat.

He was sitting between her spread legs right now, looking directly at her pussy, and he knew. They both knew from her intake forms. Virgin. Nineteen years old and never been touched.

"External examination first. Visual assessment."

His eyes on her. She felt them like fingers already, tracking over her smooth skin, her pink flesh, cataloging every detail.

"No abnormalities visible. Pubic hair recently removed. Labia appearance normal for age and development."

He was describing her pussy to Diane like livestock characteristics, clinical observations about her anatomy.

"Did you shave for the examination, Maya?"

Heat flooded her face, burned across her chest. "Yes."

"Good. Makes visual assessment easier."

Easier for them to see everything, every fold and detail of her virgin anatomy laid bare under the lights.

"Beginning palpation now. You'll feel my touch."

His gloved fingers touched her outer labia and Maya gasped, couldn't help it. Firm pressure, clinical and methodical. His fingers separated her folds, examining tissue with professional detachment.

"Small labia minora, prominent clitoris. Hymen clearly visible at the vaginal opening. Appears thick and intact."

They were discussing her virgin state like it was data, the physical evidence right there for them to see and measure.

His finger traced around her vaginal opening, barely touching the entrance but mapping it. Testing.

"Hymen quite prominent. Will need to be addressed for proper internal examination."

Addressed. What did addressed mean?

Richard retrieved something from a warming drawer, metal sliding against metal. Small plastic speculum, already lubricated and gleaming under the lights. He held it where she could see, made sure she understood.

"Maya." His voice gentled but stayed firm, left no room for argument. "Your hymen's going to prevent proper examination with the speculum. I'll need to break through it to access your cervix and vaginal walls for complete assessment."

Break through it. Her virginity. He was going to take her virginity with that plastic instrument while Diane watched.

"I... wait, I..." Her voice shook, fractured.

Diane's hand tightened on her shoulder, then moved to clasp Maya's hand. Warm fingers threading through hers, squeezing with maternal reassurance.

"It's okay, sweetheart. I know this is scary. But it's necessary for proper treatment, and Richard will be very careful."

"There'll be some pain and likely a small amount of bleeding," Richard continued, still clinical despite the subject matter. "But it'll be brief, and then we can complete the examination properly."

Her heart hammered against her ribs. This was it. Losing her virginity on an examination table to a plastic speculum while a strange woman held her hand like a supportive mother.

"Take a deep breath for me," Diane murmured, maternal and soothing in her ear. "Squeeze my hand as hard as you need to."

Maya breathed, shallow and quick. Squeezed Diane's hand desperately, anchoring herself.

Richard positioned the speculum at her vaginal opening. Maya felt the hard plastic press against her most tender flesh, foreign and wrong. Then pressure, building steadily.

The speculum pushed against her hymen. The thin membrane stretched, resisting the intrusion. Richard kept the pressure steady and the burning started, sharp, building with each second.

"Push against it." Diane's voice stayed soft, coaching. "Like you're bearing down. Helps it go easier."

Maya tried, bore down like she was told. The pressure built and built and her hymen stretched impossibly thin and then tore. Just ripped open with a bright spike of pain that punched a cry out of her throat.

The speculum pushed through, sliding into her virgin passage. Maya sobbed, tears streaming down her temples into her hair. It burned, god it burned, and there was a horrible tearing sensation as the speculum continued its invasion past her broken hymen, pushing deeper.

"Almost there," Richard said, still calm. "You're doing fine."

Fine. She was bleeding and crying while losing her virginity to medical equipment and he called that fine.

The speculum pushed deeper. Maya felt every millimeter of insertion, every bit of stretch through tissue that had never been penetrated before, never been opened. Then Richard opened the blades with a mechanical click.

She whimpered. The speculum spread her vaginal walls apart, holding her open and exposed. They could see inside her now, into places no one had ever seen.

"Good girl. The hard part's over."

Diane squeezed her hand, used the other to wipe tears from Maya's face with tender maternal care that felt wrong, felt right, felt confusing.

Richard leaned forward slightly, examining her spread vagina with focused attention. "Hymen's been successfully penetrated. Some minor bleeding, completely normal. Let me clean that up."

He withdrew the speculum partway and used gauze to wipe blood from her torn tissue. Maya felt the sting, the tenderness of newly damaged flesh that throbbed.

"Not much bleeding. Very clean break. You did excellent, Maya."

The speculum pushed back in, spreading her open again. Richard adjusted the angle, peering into her deflowered vagina, examining her cervix, her internal walls, every structure now accessible to his eyes.

"Cervix is well-positioned, pink and healthy. Mucus consistency normal." He paused, leaned closer. "Cervical os appears optimal for potential breeding. High position, favorable for sperm transport and conception."

Breeding. The word made Maya's brain catch, stumble. What did breeding have to do with lactation treatment?

Diane's response came quick, her hand still holding Maya's. "Hormone balance for lactation often correlates with fertility markers. Just medical observation, sweetheart."

Maya accepted the explanation because she was too overwhelmed to question anything while the speculum held her torn vagina open, while they looked inside her deflowered body.

He removed the speculum slowly, carefully. Maya gasped with relief as it withdrew, pulling free and leaving her empty again. Aching. Tender. Used.

Richard set the speculum aside with a plastic click, used more gauze to clean remaining blood from her vulva. The fabric stung against raw tissue, made her wince.

"Bleeding's already stopped. Will heal quickly."

He disposed of the bloody gauze, changed his gloves with efficient snaps.

"Now the bimanual examination. I'll insert my fingers vaginally and palpate your ovaries and uterus through your abdominal wall."

His fingers. Inside her newly opened body.

"Standard pelvic exam procedure. Checking that everything's healthy and normal. Won't hurt like the speculum did."

Richard lubricated two fingers, the gel making wet sounds. He positioned them at her vaginal opening and Maya watched despite herself, couldn't look away from his hand between her spread legs.

"Tissue's a bit tender from the hymen break, but I'll be gentle."

He began inserting his fingers and Maya felt them penetrate her deflowered opening. Warm and invasive. Flesh against her inner flesh, skin against walls that had only just been opened minutes ago. His fingers pushed into her vagina, stretching her tender passage around them, filling her.

She whimpered. The fullness was overwhelming, foreign. Her first penetration by actual human fingers and they belonged to a forty-year-old man she'd met three days ago.

Diane kept holding her hand, kept murmuring soft encouragement like a mother through a difficult procedure, making it feel almost normal.

Richard's fingers probed deeper, reaching into her newly accessible depths. He pressed against her internal walls and Maya felt the strange pressure of being examined from the inside, felt him mapping her internal anatomy.

"Vaginal walls healthy. Some sensitivity from recent tissue trauma, but that's expected."

His fingers curled inside her, pressing upward against her internal walls with firm pressure. His other hand settled on her lower abdomen, pressing down, feeling her uterus and ovaries through layers of tissue and skin.

Maya felt completely invaded. His fingers moved inside her deflowered vagina, probing, assessing, stroking her inner walls with clinical thoroughness that somehow felt deeply sexual despite the medical context.

"Uterus normal size and position. Ovaries palpable, no abnormalities detected." His fingers moved inside her, exploring. "Reproductive system appears excellent for potential breeding protocols."

Breeding again. But his fingers kept moving and Maya couldn't focus on questions when she was being internally examined for the first time in her life, when a stranger's fingers were inside her body.

His fingers moved with small thrusts now, supposedly examining different areas. But the rhythm was unmistakable. In and out, in and out. Stroking her inner walls with each pass. Her body knew it even if her brain kept trying to pretend this was medical. She was getting wetter, slicker, her pussy coating his fingers with arousal she couldn't control despite the tenderness, despite knowing this was wrong.

"Vaginal lubrication increasing. Normal physiological response to internal stimulation, even with minor trauma present."

He was acknowledging her arousal out loud, narrating the fact that his fingers inside her deflowered pussy were making her wet, making her body respond.

Diane noticed her nipples. Milk beading at the tips again, starting to drip down her ribs from her reclined position on the table.

"Arousal stimulates lactation response. Hormonal connection's quite strong in high producers."

High producers. Like she was cattle, dairy livestock being assessed for breeding potential.

Richard's fingers continued their internal examination but his movements felt deliberate now, calculated. Not just medical assessment anymore. His fingers stroked inside her with clear purpose, finding sensitive spots in her newly opened body, testing them.

She was being fingered. He was calling it an exam but his fingers were fucking her, moving in and out with increasing rhythm through her torn hymen.

His thumb found her clitoris, pressed against the swollen nub. Maya gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily off the table.

"Checking clitoral sensitivity. Important for hormone assessment."

His thumb began circling her clit while his fingers moved inside her tender vagina, deliberate stimulation. Making her feel it, making her respond despite the ache of lost virginity, despite knowing she shouldn't want this.

Maya's breathing got ragged, desperate and obvious. His fingers inside her, thumb on her clit, Diane watching everything while holding her hand like a supportive mother, and Maya couldn't stop her body from chasing the pleasure even through the soreness.

Diane's free hand moved from her shoulder to her breast, cupped the leaking mound. Caught dripping milk in her palm.

"Collecting sample for analysis."

But her hand remained, squeezed gently, deliberately. Milking her while Richard fingered her on the examination table and Maya moaned, couldn't suppress it.

His pace increased. Fingers thrusting faster now through her deflowered opening, thumb rubbing relentlessly against her clit, building pressure with each pass. Maya felt orgasm building, unstoppable and inevitable.

"Sexual response testing's important for comprehensive hormone assessment. Diane, note response levels."

They were making her come deliberately, with full intention. Calling it medical testing while they brought her to orgasm with clinical precision in her newly opened body.

His fingers curled inside her, finding a spot that made her see stars, made pleasure spike sharp and bright. Thumb relentless on her clit, building pressure until she couldn't breathe, couldn't think. Diane's hand squeezed her breast rhythmically, milk flowing over her fingers.

The orgasm hit and Maya cried out, couldn't stop it, her body seizing on the examination table with a stranger's fingers buried in her ruined pussy. Her muscles clamped down hard, clenching rhythmic and desperate around Richard's thick fingers. It ripped through her harder than anything she'd managed alone in her dorm room, and she was nineteen, coming on a medical table, legs spread obscene in stirrups, virginity torn open minutes ago. The leather creaked. Her milk sprayed across Diane's hand and spattered the paper beneath her. She bucked against Richard's hand, rode his fingers through it, shameless and desperate and completely fucking gone.

Richard's fingers kept moving inside her, prolonging it. Drawing every wave of sensation out, milking the orgasm from her body until Maya was sobbing with overwhelming stimulation, too much, can't stop.

The orgasm subsided slowly, left her gasping. Maya lay there trying to remember how to breathe, tears streaming down her temples into her hair. Richard slowly withdrew his fingers. She felt the emptiness acutely, her body missing the fullness already, aching from the trauma and the pleasure all mixed together.

Diane released her breast, wiped milk from her hand with clinical efficiency like nothing unusual had happened. But she kept holding Maya's other hand, kept that maternal comforting contact.

"Excellent response. Hormones clearly well-balanced. Sexual function completely normal."

Normal. Nothing about this was normal.

"You did perfectly, sweetheart. Your responses were ideal. So brave."

Maya couldn't speak, couldn't process what had just happened. First orgasm from another person's touch ever. During a medical examination. Minutes after losing her virginity to a plastic speculum.

Richard removed his gloves with efficient snaps, stood, washed his hands at the sink. Water running, soap dispensing. Diane lowered the stirrups gently, helped Maya close her legs. The movement made her wince, sharp. She was sore down there now, tender and used and still throbbing.

"Examination complete. Just the blood draw remaining."

Maya nodded numbly, let Diane help her into a sitting position. Her legs dangled off the table edge. Her vagina ached, stretched and torn and used and still throbbing from orgasm. She could feel the soreness with every small movement, proof of what they'd done.

Richard retrieved blood draw supplies from the medical cart. Maya extended her arm automatically, too drained to resist anything now. Her virginity was gone, what did a needle matter?

He tied the tourniquet around her upper arm, found the vein with practiced efficiency, swabbed with cold alcohol. The needle slid in smoothly. She watched her blood fill three vials, dark red and viscous, her life force collected for their testing.

He labeled each vial carefully with her name and the date. Diane applied pressure to the puncture site, placed a bandaid with gentle fingers.

"All done. You were so brave through everything."

Brave. She hadn't been brave. She'd just lain there and let them take her virginity and then make her come while they documented it all.

Maya felt tears threatening again, hot and humiliating.

"Examination complete. All baseline data collected." Richard's voice carried satisfaction, like he'd accomplished something. "I suggest you shower and rest. We'll review results tomorrow and begin the treatment protocol."

Diane helped her stand. Maya's legs wobbled badly and Diane's hand on her elbow kept her upright, kept her from collapsing. She handed Maya the yoga pants and underwear and Maya dressed quickly despite the shaking. The fabric felt rough against her tender vulva, abrading.

They escorted her down the hallway. Maya walked carefully, her deflowered vagina aching with every step. Her breasts leaked steadily, milk soaking through her shirt again.

She'd crossed a line tonight. Let them cross it, and somewhere beneath the shame, beneath the tears and the soreness, she knew she'd cross more lines this weekend. Knew this was just the beginning.
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Milk and Honey Trap

Diane's hand pressed against Maya's lower back, warm through the thin fabric of her shirt. Guiding her. Richard's footsteps receded down the hallway, back toward the treatment room where he'd fingered her to orgasm twenty minutes ago. Now she was alone with Diane. Just the two of them. Her pulse kicked up.

"Richard's cleaning the examination room." Diane's voice was soft, almost intimate in the quiet. "We have privacy."

She helped Maya sit on the edge of the bed, then knelt in front of her. The position put Diane lower, looking up at Maya, and something about it felt wrong. Reversed. Diane was supposed to be the one in control, the nurse, the authority. But she was kneeling, and her green eyes searched Maya's face with what looked like genuine concern.

"How are you feeling? Really feeling."

Maya's composure shattered. Everything she'd been holding back since the examination ended, since Richard's fingers had withdrawn from inside her body, since they'd documented her orgasm. It all rose up in her throat. Her eyes burned, then flooded. Tears spilled hot down her cheeks, and she couldn't stop them.

"It was overwhelming." The words came out broken, shaky. "I didn't... I wasn't ready for..."

Diane took both of Maya's hands between her own. Warm. Gentle. "First comprehensive examination is always intense. Especially for virgins."

The word hit like a slap. Maya flinched. Virgin. Past tense. Was virgin. Not anymore. She'd lost it to a medical examination. To Richard's fingers. Because she'd been too stupid to understand what she was agreeing to when he asked permission.

And she'd come. God, she'd come while he was inside her, while Diane had watched her fall apart.

Diane noticed the flinch, squeezed her hands tighter. "Hey. There's no shame in being a virgin. Or in what happened tonight."

Maya wanted desperately to believe her. Needed to believe her.

"I'm drawing you a bath. Warm water will help the soreness."

The tub filled. Maya heard it, felt the offer settle over her like a blanket. When was the last time someone had cared for her like this?

Diane returned, helped Maya stand. Her hands went to the hem of Maya's shirt, started lifting.

"I'll help you bathe. You're too shaky to do it alone."

Maya hesitated. The shirt rose higher, exposing her stomach, then her breasts. Diane's eyes dropped to them, lingered. But her expression stayed soft. Concerned. Maternal, almost.

"I've helped lots of women after difficult examinations. It's what I do."

Maya let it happen. The shirt came off, then she pushed the yoga pants and damp underwear down Maya's legs. Maya stepped out of them. This felt more private, more intimate. Just the two of them, and Diane was looking at her body with something that wasn't quite medical assessment.

Diane led her to the bathroom. Steam rose from the tub, turned the air thick and warm. Maya's skin prickled.

"What scents do you like? For the bath."

"Anything is fine." Maya's voice came out small.

Diane chose lavender. She poured bath oil into the water, and it turned milky white, fragrant. She tested the temperature with her wrist like a mother checking a baby's bottle, declared it perfect, helped Maya step in.

Maya sank into the heat with a sound she didn't recognize. Deep and relieved and almost pained. The water enveloped her, soaked into her sore muscles, her aching vagina, her tender breasts. God. It felt incredible.

Diane knelt beside the tub, rolled her sleeves up to her elbows. "I'll wash your hair. Help you relax."

She found a cup, filled it, poured warm water over Maya's head. Maya closed her eyes as Diane worked shampoo through her hair. Her fingers massaged Maya's scalp in slow, rhythmic circles, and the tension bled out of Maya's shoulders.

Diane rinsed her hair, worked conditioner through the strands. Then she reached for soap, lathered a washcloth.

"Let me wash your back."

The cloth moved across Maya's shoulders, down her spine. Gentle but thorough. Maya let herself relax into it, let Diane tend to her like she was something precious instead of something broken.

The washcloth moved to the front. Diane washed Maya's chest just above her breasts, and the proximity felt deliberate. Intentional. Her knuckles brushed the upper swell, and Maya's nipples tightened despite everything.

"Your breasts hurt?" Diane's eyes were on them now, assessing. "They're full again already."

They were. The ache had returned, pressure building while they'd talked. Maya's body was already making more, always making more, and Diane was staring at them like she knew exactly how heavy they felt.

"Yeah. It aches."

"I could help drain them now. Spare you discomfort overnight."

Maya hesitated. The offer was kind but also something else. Intimate. Different than Richard draining her in the treatment room with clinical efficiency and measurement protocols.

"I have experience from my nursing work." Diane's hands hovered near Maya's breasts, waiting. "Richard isn't needed."

Maya nodded. Anything for relief. That's what she told herself. Just relief.

Diane set the washcloth aside. Her hands moved to Maya's breasts, cupped them, tested their fullness. Her palms were warm. Soft. Nothing clinical about the way her fingers spread across Maya's skin.

"They're really full. Do you always produce this fast?"

Maya didn't know. This was all new. Her body was new to her, transformed into something she barely recognized. A milk machine. That's what she'd become.

Diane started massaging. Not rough like Richard. Gentler. More sensual. Her fingers worked in circles, releasing pressure, and Maya felt the milk beginning to flow. Warmth spread through her breast tissue. Diane's hands moved with practiced skill, coaxing the letdown, and it felt different than when Richard did it. Safer. More intimate somehow.

She was in a bath with a woman who was touching her breasts. Massaging them. Making her leak. And it felt good in a way that had nothing to do with medical relief.

Diane's fingers found her nipples, applied light compression. Milk sprayed into the bathwater, thin streams that clouded the lavender-scented surface white.

"It's okay to waste this drainage. Your comfort is the priority."

She kept working both breasts. Milk flowed steadily, and Maya watched Diane's face. Concentration, yes. But also something else. Desire? Arousal? Her pupils were dilated, her breathing slightly faster, her lips parted as she watched the milk spray from Maya's nipples.

Diane noticed Maya watching. She smiled, slow and knowing.

"Feel better?"

"Yes." Maya's voice came out barely a whisper.

Diane's hands shifted, more caressing now than clinical. Her thumbs circled Maya's areolas, traced the darker skin. "Your breasts are beautiful. Your skin is so soft. They're perfectly shaped."

Maya's face heated. She wasn't used to compliments, wasn't used to anyone looking at her body with appreciation instead of medical assessment or disappointed judgment.

Diane's thumbs kept circling. Milk sprayed in response, and Maya's breath hitched.

"Can I taste?" Diane's eyes lifted, met Maya's. "I'm curious about your milk specifically."

Maya's heart stuttered. "What?"

Maya should say no. Should recognize this for what it was. But she nodded instead, uncertain what she was agreeing to, uncertain why her thighs were pressing together under the water.

Diane cupped Maya's right breast, lifted it from the bathwater. Water sluiced off her skin, ran down the curve. She leaned in, and Maya watched her tongue extend, pink and wet, watched it make contact with her nipple.

The gasp punched out of her. Diane's tongue was hot and slick, circling her nipple, lapping at the milk beading there. Not clinical. Not maternal. Sexual. A woman's mouth on her breast, tasting her, and Maya's thighs clenched together underwater. The ache between her legs flared back to life despite the soreness, despite everything, because this felt good in a way that made her face burn with shame.

Diane's tongue kept moving, kept licking. "Delicious. So sweet."

She opened her mouth wider, took Maya's entire nipple inside, sealed her lips around it, and sucked.

Maya's head fell back hard against the tub. Overwhelming. Too much. Diane was nursing at her breast, drinking from her, swallowing milk, and it felt nothing like the pump, nothing like Richard's efficient extraction. This was wet and warm and intimate and wrong and perfect.

Diane's other hand came up, massaged Maya's left breast while she nursed the right. Keeping both flowing. Milk leaked into the water, clouded it further. Maya's hips shifted, restless. Arousal built despite her exhaustion, despite her confusion, despite the ache between her legs from losing her virginity an hour ago.

Diane released her nipple with a wet sound, moved to the left breast. Same gentle suckling. Her tongue swirled. Her throat worked with each swallow. Her hand squeezed Maya's right breast, kept it draining.

Maya whimpered. The sound escaped before she could stop it. Too much sensation. Too much everything. She was letting another woman drink from her body, and it felt incredible, and she was wet, she was so wet it had nothing to do with the bathwater.

Diane's hand slid down Maya's body underwater. Casual. Deliberate. Found the juncture of her thighs.

Maya's breath caught. Diane's fingers traced along her inner thigh, teasing. Then higher. Brushing against her smooth, bare pussy.

"Did that feel good, sweetheart? When you shaved yourself for us? When you made yourself bare and ready?"

Maya couldn't answer. Diane's fingers stroked her outer lips, gentle exploration. Testing. Learning her.

"You're so smooth. So pretty." Diane's mouth released Maya's nipple long enough to speak, then latched back on. Nursing and touching simultaneously.

Maya's hips lifted toward Diane's hand. Chasing contact despite the soreness. Her body didn't care that she'd been stretched and used already. Wanted more. Needed more.

Diane's fingers found her entrance. Circled the small opening, slick and swollen from Richard's earlier invasion. Then one finger pushed inside.

Maya gasped. The penetration burned. She was sore, tender, but Diane's finger was smaller than Richard's two, gentler. It slid in slowly, carefully, and Maya's inner walls clenched around it.

"Still so tight. Even after Richard." Diane's voice held wonder. Possessiveness. "My sweet girl."

Her finger began moving. Shallow thrusts, careful not to hurt. Her mouth stayed latched on Maya's breast, drinking steadily. Dual invasion. Mouth and hand both claiming her.

Maya's hand gripped the edge of the tub. She couldn't process this. Couldn't separate the sensations. Diane nursing from her breast while fingering her in the bath, both acts happening simultaneously, pleasure building in her core despite everything.

Diane added a second finger. The stretch made Maya whimper, but her body accepted it. Her pussy was wet, slick with arousal mixing with bathwater. Diane's fingers curled inside her, finding sensitive spots Richard had discovered earlier.

"That's it. Let me make you feel good." Diane released her nipple, moved to the other breast. Latched on and sucked hard. Her fingers thrust faster, deeper. "You taste so fucking good. Your milk is perfect. And your little cunt is so responsive."

The crude language shocked through Maya. Made her wetter. Diane wasn't being maternal now. Wasn't being gentle. Her fingers fucked Maya's sore pussy while she drank from her breast like she was starving for it.

Maya's orgasm built fast. Too fast. She was going to come again. For the second time tonight. This time on a woman's fingers while that woman nursed from her breast.

"Come for me, baby. Show me how good it feels." Diane's thumb found Maya's clit, circled the swollen nub. "Come while I drink from you."

Maya shattered. Her pussy clamped down on Diane's fingers, clenching rhythmically. Milk sprayed harder into Diane's mouth, and Diane moaned, swallowing frantically. The orgasm ripped through Maya's body, more intense than the first, lasting longer, leaving her sobbing and shaking.

Diane's fingers continued moving through it. Prolonging every wave. Her mouth stayed sealed on Maya's nipple, drinking the increased flow that orgasm triggered. She was consuming Maya's pleasure, literally swallowing the evidence of her arousal-driven production.

The orgasm finally subsided. Maya lay boneless in the cooling bathwater, gasping. Diane slowly withdrew her fingers, brought them to her own mouth. Licked Maya's arousal from them while maintaining eye contact.

"Delicious everywhere." Diane smiled. "I could taste you for hours."

Maya couldn't speak. Couldn't process what had just happened.

Diane stood, retrieved a towel. Helped Maya from the tub on shaking legs. Wrapped her in thick fabric, dried her with tender care.

"Tomorrow will be easier. Today was assessment. Now we can focus on treatment." Her voice was soothing, hypnotic almost. "You'll feel so much better by the end of the weekend. I promise."

She found a nightgown, helped Maya into it. Led her to bed, tucked her in like a child.

"Can I kiss you goodnight?" Diane's voice was soft. "Just your forehead. For comfort."

Maya nodded. Too tired to question it. Too tired to care.

Diane leaned down. Kissed her forehead, warm and lingering. Then her cheeks, one after the other. Then her lips, mouth to mouth. A real kiss.

Maya was too exhausted to react. She simply accepted it, let it happen, because everything was blurring together now. Medical, maternal, sexual. She couldn't tell the difference anymore. Didn't know if there was supposed to be one.

"Sleep well. I'm right down the hall if you need anything." Diane stood, turned off the overhead light. The bedside lamp cast everything in soft gold. "Door's unlocked. You can come find us if you can't sleep." She paused at the doorway. "Richard is really pleased with today's results. You're a perfect patient, Maya. Perfect."

She left. The door closed with a soft click.

Maya lay in the darkness, processing everything. Her body ached everywhere. Breasts full and tender. Vagina sore and stretched. Emotionally wrung out. She was in their house, in their bed, wearing their nightgown. She'd let them examine every inch of her, make her come, photograph her, drink from her breasts. All in one day.
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Willing Prey

Maya stared up at nothing. Complete darkness, but she couldn't close her eyes. The nightgown Diane had given her clung to her chest, already soaked through where her breasts leaked in steady drips. The fabric stuck to her skin, cold and uncomfortable. She'd been in bed maybe three hours, and the familiar pressure had returned. Not as severe as before her evening drainage, but there. Building like it always did.

Full again. Already.

She rolled onto her side, trying to find a position where her breasts didn't hurt quite so much. The house sat silent around her. She'd never lived anywhere this quiet. Her apartment building had constant noise: neighbors arguing through thin walls, traffic outside, pipes rattling at random. Here there was nothing except her own breathing and the occasional creak of an old house settling.

Then she heard something else.

Faint. From down the hallway. A sound that might have been laughter. Female voice, pitched low.

Diane.

Maya held her breath. The sound came again. Definitely laughter, muffled by walls and distance. Her bedroom sat at the end of the hall. Richard and Diane's room was closer to the main part of the house, maybe twenty feet away. Sound shouldn't carry that well, but the silence made everything louder.

She shouldn't listen. Should put the pillow over her head and force herself to sleep. But she couldn't. Needed to know what they said when she wasn't there. Whether they discussed her clinical progress or something else entirely.

Maya slipped out of bed. The nightgown clung to her damp chest, heavy with milk. The hardwood floor felt cold under her bare feet, raising goosebumps up her legs. She moved to the door and opened it a crack, wincing at the slight creak of hinges. The hallway stretched dark before her, but light showed underneath their bedroom door at the far end. A golden strip against blackness.

The voices were clearer now. Diane's laugh again, bright and excited like she'd just heard the best gossip.

"She was so responsive. Did you see how she arched when I touched her nipples?"

The floor seemed to tilt. Maya's stomach lurched, then dropped somewhere down near her knees. They were talking about the bath. About her body. About how she'd responded like some kind of specimen.

Richard's voice, deeper, too muffled to make out actual words. But his tone was warm. Amused.

She should go back to bed. Close the door and pretend she'd heard nothing. Instead her feet carried her into the hallway, silent on bare wood, pressing herself against the wall. Moving closer to that strip of light. To their voices discussing her body like she was an interesting experiment they'd started.

"Of course I tasted her." Diane's voice carried perfectly now. "God, Richard, her milk is incredible. Sweet, barely any of that grassy aftertaste some producers have. And the way it just flowed. I barely had to suck and she was gushing."

"Did she resist at all?"

"No. She was nervous, but she let me. I think she liked it. Her breathing changed when I latched on."

Heat crawled up Maya's throat, flooded her cheeks. Her face felt like it was on fire. They were analyzing her compliance. Comparing notes on how she'd responded to Diane's mouth on her breast, to being bathed like a child, to that brief kiss goodnight that had landed on her lips instead of her cheek.

She should leave. Walk back to her room right now. But her feet carried her closer instead, until she stood just outside their door. She pressed against the wall, heart hammering so hard they had to hear it, and listened.

"The pelvic exam went perfectly." Richard's voice held satisfaction, the kind professors got when an experiment produced expected results. "She came exactly as expected. Beautiful response."

"She's incredibly responsive for a virgin. The way she clenched around your fingers when she orgasmed. I checked the footage earlier."

Something cold slid down Maya's spine. Camera. They'd filmed her examination. Her first orgasm from someone else's touch. Evidence.

"Good. We'll want that documented. Her production increase is already notable. Sexual stimulation is key. Her body responds to arousal with increased lactation. Textbook endocrine feedback loop."

The bed creaked. Rhythmic. Then a soft gasp from Diane, breathy and unmistakable.

Oh god. They were fucking. Right now. While talking about her examination, her virgin cunt, the way she'd come on Richard's fingers. She was their foreplay. Her violation was getting them off.

Maya's hand pressed against the wall for balance. Her stomach twisted, but between her thighs, heat pulsed. Wrong. This was so fucking wrong. But her body didn't care about wrong. Her nipples had gone hard against the damp nightgown, and she was wet, slick gathering where she pressed her thighs together.

"How did she feel?" Diane's voice had gone breathy, higher. "When you were inside her? When you broke her?"

"Tight. Virgin cunt, never been stretched before. Soaking wet despite the pain. She tried to hide it, kept biting her lip, but her pussy was dripping down my fingers. Her body wanted it even while she was scared."

The words hit Maya like slaps. Virgin cunt. Soaking wet. Dripping. That was her they were describing. Her body that had betrayed her. And listening to Richard describe fingering her, clinical and filthy at once, made her knees weak. Made her ache.

The bed sounds intensified. Rhythmic creaking, faster now. Diane moaned, and Maya's hand flew to her mouth, silencing her own gasp.

This was never medical. They'd planned this from the beginning. The examination, the bath, tomorrow's pump training. All of it designed to break down her resistance, make her dependent, groom her into accepting whatever they wanted. And it was working. She was already dependent on their touch, already wet listening to them fuck while discussing her corruption.

"Tomorrow I'll handle morning drainage." Diane's voice broke on a gasp, pleasure making her words shaky. "Get her comfortable with my touch. Female bonding. Make her need me."

"Good. I'll push during pump training. We'll balance it. You comfort while I establish dominance. Classic conditioning."

They had a strategy. Good cop, bad cop. Diane's maternal warmth and Richard's clinical authority working together to trap her. To make her into whatever they wanted.

"Are you thinking about fucking her?" Diane cried out. "Tell me. I want to hear it."

"Yes. Thinking about bending her over the examination table. Making her spread her legs and beg for my cock. She'll be so tight when I finally fuck her. That tight pussy stretching around me."

"I want to watch. Want to taste her milk while you're inside her. Want to see her face when you breed her."

Breed her. The word sent electricity through Maya's body. Wrong direction. Should have been horror but felt like arousal instead, hot and shameful.

“She'll be our best subject yet. Young, perfect production.”

Subject. She was their best subject. Confirming there had been others before her. Other desperate women who'd come seeking medical help and found something else entirely.

"Should we show her the archive?" Diane asked between moans. "Let her see the previous subjects? The progression?"

"Yes. It'll normalize the submission. Show her this is what women like her are meant for. What their bodies are designed to do."

Maya's legs shook. She should run. Grab her bag and leave right now before this went any further. But she couldn't move, rooted in place while they fucked and planned her complete corruption.

"Oh god, Richard, I'm close."

"Come for me. Think about tomorrow. Your mouth on her tits while I train her on the pump. Her milk flowing while she learns to obey."

"Yes. Yes. Maya. Oh fuck, Maya."

Diane came crying out her name. Richard groaned, and Maya knew he was finishing too. Picturing her. Using her as fantasy while buried inside his wife. They came thinking about her. And she was standing in their hallway, nightgown soaked with milk, thighs pressed together, aroused by her own exploitation.

What was wrong with her?

Silence fell. Just heavy breathing as they recovered.

"I feel a little guilty. She's so alone. We're exploiting that isolation."

"She wants this. Her body proves it. Came on my fingers willingly. Tomorrow she'll come on the pump just as easily. By Sunday she'll be begging to stay permanently."

"They always do."

"Always. Once they understand their purpose."

Maya retreated silently, feet carrying her back down the hallway. Into her room. She closed the door with gentle precision, leaning against it as her heart tried to hammer through her ribs.

Everything clicked into place, horrible and clear. The examination wasn't medical assessment. Diane's bath wasn't comfort. It was grooming. Tomorrow's pump training would be more boundary crossing, more normalizing their touches, more making her body respond until she couldn't separate clinical from sexual anymore.

They were predators. She was prey. And she'd walked into their house willingly.

She should call someone. But who? She had no friends close enough to call at midnight. Her parents had made their position clear. Her roommates wouldn't notice if she disappeared for days.

She should call the police. Except she'd signed consent forms. Agreed to comprehensive assessment. Let him touch her because she was desperate.

She should leave. Pack her bag and drive back to her apartment. Back to constant pain and isolation.

But here she had relief. Attention. Care. Someone who knew her name and asked how she felt, even if the care came with ulterior motives.

Maybe being wanted for her milk was better than not being wanted at all.

She returned to bed, stared at the ceiling. Tomorrow she could decide. After pump training. After seeing what else they had planned. She could always leave if it got too much.

The lie tasted bitter. It was already too late. Her body had learned their touch, craved the relief only they could provide.

Maya's hands moved to her breasts, cupping them through the damp nightgown. She imagined morning. Both of them in her room. Richard's clinical efficiency and Diane's gentle warmth working together to empty her.

Despite everything she'd just heard, arousal curled low in her belly.

She fell into fitful sleep and dreamed of the examination table, of stirrups holding her legs open wide. But in the dream she wasn't afraid. She spread herself willingly while Richard positioned between her thighs and Diane's mouth fastened on her breast. The dream shifted, changed. Her belly was swollen with pregnancy, breasts enormous and leaking everywhere. Both of them nursed from her while her milk flowed endlessly, and she was happy. Useful. Wanted.

She woke gasping, nightgown soaked with sweat and milk. The dream's images lingered behind her eyelids. Not nightmares. Fantasies.

She'd decide in the morning, she told herself. Decide whether to stay or go.


Deepening Protocol
The Lie Gets Easier


Pain woke her. Sharp and throbbing, radiating from both breasts like someone had pumped them full of concrete overnight. She tried shifting positions and the weight swung. Fresh agony lanced through her chest.

The nightgown stuck to her skin, soaked through. Milk pooled under her shoulders where she'd leaked all night. Eight hours since Diane drained her in the bath. Eight hours of production while she dreamed about Richard's hands and being bred like livestock.

7:03 AM. Her phone glowed on the nightstand.

She should leave. Right now. Before they touched her again and her body remembered how good relief felt.

Except she couldn't even sit upright. Her breasts hung too heavy, swinging with every attempt at movement. The ache spiked sharp enough to make her gasp. Too full. Way too fucking full.

After they drained her. Then she could think clearly.

She reached for her breasts, tried that compression technique Richard showed her. A few drops leaked out. Pathetic. They could make her spray. Could drain her in minutes while she moaned like a whore. She couldn't manage a steady drip.

She needed them.

Footsteps in the hall. Diane's light tread.

A soft knock. "Maya? Sweetheart, are you awake?"

That gentle voice. Like Diane was her mother instead of the woman who'd discussed breeding her last night while bouncing on Richard's cock.

"Yes. Come in."

Diane appeared wearing yoga pants and a white t-shirt, looking younger in morning light. Her eyes went straight to Maya's chest. Took in the soaked fabric, the visible wetness.

"Oh honey." She crossed to the bed fast, sat close enough that their thighs touched. "You're flooded. How long have you been awake?"

"Just a few minutes. It's really bad."

"I can see that." Diane's hand settled on Maya's shoulder. The same touch that had fingered her in the bath yesterday. “Pain level?”

"Eight. Maybe nine."

"Good girl." Diane's thumb traced small circles on Maya's collarbone. Soothing. Possessive.

Maya's stomach flipped despite the pain. That praise for admitting how desperate she was.

"Arousal and stress both increase production." Diane's hand drifted lower, between Maya's breasts. "The examination last night triggered a hormone surge. Your body's responding to all the new stimulation." Her voice dropped. "You liked being touch, didn't you?”

Heat flooded Maya's face. Her pussy clenched despite the agony in her chest. Diane knew.

"Richard's preparing the treatment room." Diane's other hand moved to Maya's forehead like checking for fever. Such a maternal gesture from the woman who'd licked Maya's arousal off her fingers. "We can drain you right now. Would you like that?"

Not really a question. Permission to stop pretending.

"Yes. Please."

"Please what, sweetheart?"

Maya's breath caught. Diane wanted her to say it. Beg for it.

"Please drain me. I need it. I can't do it myself." Her voice shook. "I need you and Richard to do it."

"That's right." Diane's hand cupped Maya's jaw, thumb brushing her lips. "You need us. Your body needs us. We're going to take such good care of you."

The certainty in those words. The ownership.

This was the last chance. The final moment to refuse before the relief came and made leaving impossible.

Maya nodded anyway.

Diane helped her stand. Maya's breasts hung heavy and full, leaking steadily through the soaked fabric. Diane's eyes tracked the wetness spreading. "Look at you. So full. So ready."

Just one more drainage. Then she'd decide about leaving. The lie was getting easier every time she told herself it.
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Breakfast for Two

Diane's arm steadied her down the hallway. Every step sent pain radiating through her chest, the fullness so extreme her lungs couldn't fully expand. The nightgown stuck to her skin where milk had soaked through.

The treatment room door stood open. Richard leaned against the examination table without the white coat. Just jeans and a grey t-shirt. No doctor costume today. His eyes tracked over her as they entered. The soaked fabric, the way she hunched forward, the flush creeping up her neck. Something shifted in his expression. Hunger.

"Impressive overnight volume. Eight hours unmanaged. Your body's adapting faster than expected."

Adapting. Like she was a cow being conditioned to a new milking schedule.

He was already arranging pillows against the raised back section. "Semi-reclined. Both breasts accessible. We'll work simultaneously for efficiency."

Diane helped her onto the table, settling her back into the pillows. The position left her partially upright, able to see everything they'd do to her. Richard adjusted the pillows behind her shoulders, fingers brushing the side of her neck.

Diane reached for the hem of the nightgown. Maya raised her arms automatically, let them pull the soaked fabric over her head. Cool air hit her bare chest. Her nipples were already hard, already beading fresh milk that ran down the curves of her breasts in thin streams.

Richard positioned himself on her right. Diane on her left. Close enough that she could feel their body heat, smell the coffee on their breath.

"Manual expression works, but oral extraction is faster. More thorough." Diane's hand settled on Maya's left thigh. Warm. Heavy. "We can drain you completely."

Oral. Their mouths on her nipples. Nursing from her like Diane had done yesterday, except this time Richard would participate. This time they'd both feed from her body at once.

"Both of you?"

"Both of us." Richard's fingers traced along the side of her right breast, testing the firmness. "Suction efficiency is medically superior to manual compression. Direct feeding ensures we don't miss reserves in the posterior ducts."

Direct feeding. Like the fact that he'd have his mouth on her breast, drinking from her body, swallowing what came out of her, was pure medical necessity.

Diane leaned closer, her hand sliding from Maya's thigh to her waist. "Is that alright with you?"

Her chest was screaming, her breasts so full she could barely breathe. "Yes. Okay."

Richard didn't wait. He leaned in, and his mouth closed over her right nipple.

The heat hit her first. Wet and wrong and exactly what her body needed. His lips sealed around her areola, tongue pressing flat against her nipple, and then he sucked. Hard. Milk released in a heavy spray against the back of his throat. She heard him swallow. Actually heard the milk flooding his mouth, heard his throat working to take it down.

Then Diane's mouth on her left breast. Softer at first, tongue circling her nipple in slow wet spirals before latching on properly. The dual sensation made Maya's head fall back against the pillows. She couldn't help it. Her spine arched slightly, offering more of herself.

Both of them nursing from her. She could hear their mouths working, hear them swallowing, feel their hands steadying her breasts while milk flowed from her body directly into their mouths.

The relief was fucking obscene. Her body responded automatically, letdown reflex triggering hard. Milk came faster. They swallowed faster. The wet sounds of their feeding filled the room.

Richard pulled back slightly, mouth still working at her nipple. "Flavor's excellent. The fenugreek's already showing."

"Mmm." Diane's agreement vibrated against Maya's other breast, and the sensation shot straight between her legs. "So sweet. Almost grassy. God, I could drink her all fucking day."

They were talking about her like she was a beverage. Rating her milk while they swallowed it, while it was still warm in their mouths. Heat flooded Maya's face and neck. But Diane's tongue circled her nipple again and Richard's mouth was so warm and her breasts hurt less with every pull and she couldn't make her mouth form words that weren't please don't stop.

The milk kept flowing. Their mouths worked in rhythm, swallowing almost in unison. Diane's free hand moved from her ribs to her stomach, palm spread wide across bare skin. Her thumb brushed just beneath Maya's left breast, the touch deliberate enough to spike arousal.

"Left side's draining faster." Diane pulled off her nipple, milk on her lips, pupils blown wide. "Richard, adjust your suction. She needs balanced extraction."

Clinical language. Except there was nothing professional about the way Diane was looking at her breasts, nothing medical about the hunger in her voice.

They switched sides without asking. Richard's lips closing over her left nipple now. His technique was different than Diane's. Methodical. He tested different areas: direct nipple stimulation first, then wider pressure on her areola, then underneath her breast where the ducts ran deep. Exploring. Learning exactly how she worked.

Diane latched onto the right breast with obvious enthusiasm. Deeper suction, swallowing heavily like she'd been waiting for this all morning. Her free hand massaged while she nursed, kneading Maya's flesh to encourage more milk toward the surface.

She couldn't stop watching. Couldn't look away from their mouths on her body, from the milk running at the corners of their lips when they couldn't swallow fast enough, from the wet sounds of their feeding.

Richard shifted position, one hand gripping her hip. She felt the obvious bulge in his jeans press against her leg. He was hard. Actually hard from drinking her milk.

Diane's breathing had gone heavy too. Her thighs pressed together while she drank, and Maya could see the tension in her body. She was turned on. They both were. Obviously, blatantly aroused by this.

Richard's fingers tracing from her breast down to her hip, Diane's hand drifting lower during massage, palm sliding across Maya's stomach in slow circles that kept getting closer to the waistband of her shorts.

Maya's arousal built despite every intention to stay detached. She was wet. Properly wet. Turned on by being drained by them, by their obvious pleasure in feeding from her body, by the way they touched her like she belonged to them.

Diane's fingers brushed her lower stomach, just above her shorts. Richard's hand gripped her hip harder, thumb pressing into soft flesh. Both still nursing, both surrounding her with their bodies and heat and attention and need.

The milk kept flowing. They kept swallowing.

Richard pulled off finally, milk running down his chin. He didn't wipe it away. Just looked at Diane still latched onto Maya's other breast, still drinking, and something passed between them.

Diane released Maya's nipple with a wet sound. Milk on her lips, on her tongue. She leaned across Maya's body toward Richard, and they kissed.

Maya watched them share her milk. Watched their tongues slide together, watched Richard lick it from Diane's mouth, watched Diane moan into the kiss while her hand stayed possessively on Maya's stomach. They were passing her milk between them, tasting her on each other, getting off on it.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, they looked down at her together.

"Nearly empty." Richard's voice had gone rough. "Final extraction."

Both released her completely, then their hands were on her breasts, four hands working in perfect synchronization. Manual expression. Their fingers squeezed and compressed, working the last reserves toward her nipples.

Milk sprayed from both nipples at once. Heavy streams at first, then lighter flows, gradually slowing to drops as her breasts emptied completely. They caught it in their mouths. Leaned in and let it hit their tongues, swallowed it down, licked their lips when her production finally stopped.

The relief was extraordinary. Her chest felt light for the first time in days. She could breathe fully.

Diane's hand came to Maya's face, cupping her jaw. Tender. Almost loving. "How do you feel, sweetheart?"

"Amazing. I can breathe. It doesn't hurt."

Richard straightened, wiping milk from his mouth with the back of his hand finally. His eyes stayed on her body. "Excellent production."

"Orgasms affects prolactin release. We need to track all variables for accurate treatment."

Diane's thumb stroked Maya's burning cheek as her husband continued. "We'll monitor arousal effects systematically going forward."

Systematically. Meaning they'd control when she came, how she came, track her orgasms like production data.

Diane helped Maya sit up, handed her water. Both Richard and Diane still had milk on their faces. Neither seemed remotely embarrassed. Diane licked her lips deliberately, tongue catching the last traces at the corner of her mouth. Making sure Maya saw.

"Morning drainage will be daily routine. Same time, same method, OK?" Richard's tone left no room for negotiation.

What choice did she have? Her body needed this. Needed their mouths, their coordination, the relief only they could provide.

"Yes. It's fine."

"Perfect." Diane's smile widened. "Let's get you breakfast."
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The Breeding Talk

Coffee and toast browning. Maya sat at the kitchen table and tried to pretend the last hour hadn't happened. Diane moved between counter and stove like this was normal, like she cracked eggs every morning for the teenager she'd just nursed from. Morning sun made everything soft, golden, domestic. Made it look like any other breakfast. Except Maya's breasts still ached with that hollow tenderness that came after being emptied.

Richard appeared in the doorway. Showered, dressed in clean clothes, looking refreshed. Like he hadn't just spent twenty minutes with his mouth on her tits, swallowing her milk while Diane worked her other breast.

They ate. Or Diane and Richard ate. Maya pushed scrambled eggs around her plate and managed a few bites. The absurdity hit her in waves. She was having breakfast with the couple who'd just drained her breasts while she lay there and let them. Making small talk about sleep quality like that was normal.

The eggs tasted like nothing. Maya pushed them around her plate, watched grease congeal, tried to find words. Her fork clattered when she set it down. Too loud. But fuck it.

"What is this arrangement really?"

Diane's hand stopped halfway to her mouth. Richard's didn't. He set his mug down slow and easy, leaned back like they had all the time in the world.

"What do you mean?"

"Don't." Maya's hands twisted in her lap. "The exam last night wasn't medical. This morning wasn't medical. So what do you actually want from me?"

Diane started to say something, probably more clinical bullshit. Richard raised one hand and she stopped. His eyes never left Maya's face.

"We want you to stay." No apology in his voice. "Produce for us. Eventually become a sexual partner to both of us."

The words landed like stones. Maya couldn't breathe right.

He kept going. "We've built our practice around finding young women with lactation conditions. Helping them manage symptoms while satisfying our own needs." He paused. "Symbiotic. Transactional. And yes, sexual."

Diane's turn. Softer than Richard but just as direct. "We genuinely help. You've felt that. The relief is real, the care is real. But we're also turned on by it. By you. By what your body does." She set her fork down carefully. "That doesn't make the help less legitimate."

Maya's throat worked. "The previous patients. How many were there?"

"Twenty-two before you." Richard's voice stayed level. Matter-of-fact. Like they were discussing inventory. "Different arrangements. Some stayed weeks, some months. A few still visit periodically for maintenance."

"Were they all..." Maya couldn't finish.

"Sexual?" Diane filled in the blank. "Most of them, eventually. Not all. Some just needed medical management and left once stable." Her fingers traced the rim of her coffee cup, around and around. "But most discovered they enjoyed the arrangement. Got more out of it than just symptom relief."

Maya's mind went straight to last night. Richard's fingers inside her, his thumb working her clit, the orgasm that ripped through her while Diane took pictures.

Richard didn't even blink. "Last night I pushed boundaries. If you felt violated, I apologize." His gaze sharpened. "But you came. Your body responded enthusiastically. I'd argue you wanted it even while your brain was throwing up stop signs."

She wanted to argue. Hated that she couldn't.

Diane leaned forward, elbows on the table. "What do you want, Maya? Really want? Past just the milk relief?"

The question sat there between them. Maya tried to put words to the tangle in her chest. "Purpose," she finally managed. Her voice sounded small. "To be valued. To not be so fucking alone anymore."

"We can give you that." Diane's voice went soft. Warm. Maternal. "You'd have a role here. Be needed. Cared for. Matter to someone."

Richard added, "You'd be compensated. Room, board, payment for production. Better than retail work with managers who don't give a shit if you live or die."

Maya gripped her coffee mug. Still warm. The ceramic felt solid, real. "What exactly would you expect?"

"Daily drainage sessions." Richard started ticking things off. "Production optimization through supplements and scheduling. Comprehensive documentation. And eventually, sexual availability to both of us." He held her gaze. "I'm not asking for sex today or tomorrow. But the arrangement would move in that direction."

"I want you comfortable." Diane's hand reached across the table but didn't quite touch Maya's. "Willing. Enthusiastic, not just compliant. That matters to me."

Her throat closed up. The word sat in her mouth, ugly and huge. Breeding. Like she was livestock. Which was apparently the point.

"I heard you last night." Her voice came out steadier than she expected. "Through the bedroom door. Talking about breeding me."

The kitchen went dead silent. No egg-scraping. No coffee-sipping. Just her pulse hammering in her ears and two pairs of eyes on her face. Diane's fork hung in mid-air. Richard went absolutely still, the kind of still that meant his brain was moving fast.

"What did you hear?"

"Enough." Maya forced the word out hard. "Enough to know you planned this whole weekend. The exam, the bath, all of it."

Diane's expression crumpled. Guilt written all over her face. "I should've been direct sooner. We wanted you comfortable first, but that wasn't fair to you."

"Breeding discussion was premature." Richard's clinical voice slid back into place. "And only if you actively want it." He paused. "Pregnancy increases production dramatically. But it's a major commitment. Not something we'd pursue without explicit, ongoing consent."

Maya pressed harder. "What would I get from this arrangement? Besides money?"

Diane answered first. "Medical care. Real management of your condition. Community with other women in our network who understand what you're going through. Purpose." She smiled slightly. "Acceptance. A place where your body's abnormality gets valued instead of shamed."

Richard's turn. "Think about your life before Wednesday. Pain, isolation, doctors dismissing you as hysterical. We're offering the opposite. Relief, community, people who worship what your body does."

Maya sat with it. Let the words sink in. Every rational instinct screamed run. But that other part, the desperate part, the part that had been in pain for months with nobody believing her, that part was tempted.

"If I stay, have sex with you both, produce milk..." She made herself meet Richard's eyes. "What am I to you?"

His answer came without hesitation. "Subject. Specimen. Partner. Possession. Depends on context."

Diane's response came softer. "You'd be ours. But we'd be yours too. Mutual dependence. We'd need you as much as you need us."

"What happens if I want to leave?"

"You leave." Richard's voice stayed level. "Door's never locked. Phone's always accessible. We're not kidnapping you."

Diane added quietly, "Previous women tried leaving. Most came back. They needed what only we could provide."

There it was. The trap laid bare. Once her body got used to their touch, their mouths, their methods, leaving meant going back to constant pain and shitty self-management with a hand pump in a bathroom stall.

Maya didn't answer right away. Weighed the options they'd laid out. Painful isolation versus objectified purpose. Freedom with nothing versus slavery with care.

They were offering her slavery dressed up as care. And she was actually considering it. Because slavery with purpose beat freedom with nothing.

"I need time to decide." Her voice came out steadier than she felt.

"End of weekend." Richard agreed immediately. "That's fair."

Diane's expression brightened, hopeful. "Will you stay through today at least? See the equipment training, the full operation? Make an informed choice?"

Maya nodded slowly. "I can do that."

Richard's satisfaction showed in the way his shoulders relaxed. "Good. We'll show you everything today. Pump training, supplement protocols, documentation systems. I'll introduce you to the archive."
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Fitted for Function

The treatment room looked different. Maya caught it the second Diane led her through the door. Yesterday this had been exam-room clinical, all white surfaces and doctor shit. Now it looked like a workshop. Three breast pumps sat lined up on the counter, ranging from compact to serious, their plastic flanges catching the overhead lights. Coils of tubing. Accessories everywhere, different sized flanges, weird adapter pieces, valve things, brushes for cleaning.

Richard stood next to the whole spread. No white coat today. Just jeans and a button-down with the sleeves shoved up to his elbows. He looked more like a mechanic about to walk her through an engine than a doctor planning to discuss treatment.

"Good timing." He waved at the equipment. "I want you familiar with all of this. You'll be using it every day."

Every day. The words hit her chest. Maya moved closer anyway, pulled toward the machinery that was apparently about to become her life.

"We've got several types." Richard picked up the biggest unit, held it like it was valuable. “This is what you'll use for the serious drainage sessions.”

He set it down and started taking it apart. His fingers moved fast, practiced. Flanges came off. Tubing disconnected from the motor housing. The whole thing separated into pieces that made sense to him but looked like puzzle parts to her.

"Flange sizing matters most." Richard laid out six different sizes, small to large. "Wrong fit damages your nipples, kills efficiency, hurts like hell. We need to find yours."

He looked at her. Expectant. Waiting.

Maya got it without him having to say anything. She grabbed the hem of her shirt, the soft cotton Diane had given her, and pulled it over her head. No bra underneath. Her breasts hung heavy, already full again even though they'd nursed her just two hours ago.

Richard came closer with the smallest flange. Held it near her right nipple without touching. Too small, obviously. Next size. Still wouldn't work. The third one fit around her areola but looked tight. The fourth settled against her breast with room.

"This one." He tested it, pressing gently to check the seal. "Twenty-seven millimeter. Gives you space when you swell during extraction."

Diane spoke from her spot near the door. "I use twenty-four. Your areolas are bigger than mine."

Maya glanced between them. Casual as anything, talking about her nipples, comparing her body to Diane's like they were discussing shoe sizes. Should've felt invasive. Didn't. Felt more like getting measured for a uniform, fitted for something she was supposed to wear.

"Sit." Richard pointed to the exam chair. Different from yesterday's table. This one sat upright, padded armrests, footrest. Built for sessions where she'd stay awake and accessible.

Maya sat. Leather cool against her bare back. Richard rolled the equipment cart over, started hooking things together with quick, efficient movements.

"Power settings control the suction strength. Cycle patterns copy different nursing styles." He showed her the dial, the options. "Newborn's gentle and fast. Toddler's stronger, slower. Aggressive letdown is maximum."

His finger traced across the options. Maya soaked it in, fascinated despite herself. Her body's whole function reduced to dial settings and pattern selections. Like programming a dishwasher.

"We'll start gentle. Build up as you adapt." Richard squeezed clear gel onto both flanges. It glistened, looked slick. "Prevents friction damage during the longer sessions."

He positioned the first flange over her right breast. Cold plastic, warming fast against her skin. Maya's hand came up automatically to hold it steady.

"Support them yourself at first." Richard fitted the second one to her left breast. "Eventually we'll get you a hands-free pumping bra. Locks everything in place so you can read or work while you're being drained."

Work while being milked. The image formed clear in her head: sitting here, breasts clamped into machinery, hands free to scroll through her phone or eat lunch while the pump emptied her. Routine. Just another part of the day.

Richard flipped the switch.

The motor kicked on. Suction grabbed both nipples at once, yanking them forward into the flanges. Maya gasped. The sensation was nothing like mouths, nothing like manual pressure. Mechanical. Relentless. It didn't care what she felt.

The rhythm locked in. Pull, release, pull, release. Her nipples stretched longer with each cycle, and milk started flowing almost immediately.

"Comfort level?" Richard watched her face.

"It's... a lot."

"Let's turn it up. Your letdown's already triggered." His hand found the dial. The suction increased. Maya's breathing changed, went faster.

The pump didn't give a shit about her. Just extracted. Made her body do its job with systematic efficiency. And somehow that mechanical indifference turned her on more than their mouths had this morning.

"Many women find pumps sexually stimulating." Diane moved closer, her voice soft near Maya's ear. "Mechanical stimulation bypasses all that psychological resistance. Pure physical response."

Maya couldn't argue. The rhythmic pull on her nipples sent heat straight between her legs. Her thighs pressed together hard.

Richard increased the intensity again. The machine pulled harder, deeper, stretching her nipples longer into the plastic tunnels. Milk flowed heavier now, visible through the clear tubing, streaming into the collection bottles in steady pulses timed to the suction rhythm.

"Look at that." Richard's satisfaction was obvious. "See how much you're making? The machine extracts more efficiently than manual. Gets the deep reserves."

Maya looked down. Watched her nipples being pulled and released, pulled and released, milk spraying with each cycle. The bottles were filling fast. The pump was draining her like industrial equipment. Which is exactly what it was.

"Excellent response. Your production rate's optimal for mechanical extraction." Richard checked the timer. "Sessions run ten to twenty minutes typically. It becomes routine."

Routine. That word kept coming back. Her whole future measured in pumping sessions.

Diane's hands landed on Maya's shoulders. Started massaging, working the tense muscles. "Relaxation helps letdown. Stress shuts down flow."

Her fingers worked down Maya's back, along her sides, coming at her breasts from behind. The massage shifted into something else. Diane's hands cupped Maya's breasts around the flanges, squeezing in time with the machine's pull.

Maya moaned. Couldn't help it. Dual stimulation, mechanical and human combining into something she couldn't even process. The pump yanking at her nipples while Diane's hands compressed her breast tissue, forcing more milk toward the surface, maximizing extraction.

"Breast compression during pumping increases output by thirty percent." Richard's clinical explanation didn't match the heat in his eyes as he watched. "Diane assists during pump sessions often. Empties the deeper ducts."

Diane kept squeezing, rhythm steady. Her touch felt less clinical now, more like a caress. Her breath warmed Maya's ear as she leaned in. "You're doing so well, honey. Look how much you're making. Look at those bottles filling up."

Maya looked. The collection bottles were nearly half full already. Her body performing, producing, functioning exactly like they'd trained it to. The pump's relentless rhythm, Diane's expert hands, her nipples stretched obscenely long in the clear plastic flanges where anyone could see.

"Such a good little cow." Diane's whisper was almost tender. "Your body knows what it's for. What you're made to do."

The words should've horrified her. Should've made her rip the flanges off and run. Instead her pussy clenched, wet and desperate, and more milk sprayed into the bottles.

Richard grabbed his camera from the counter. Flash lit up the room.

"Documentation's critical." Click. Another photo. "Tracking your progression, response to different equipment, optimal settings."

Maya sat there, breasts locked in machinery, Diane's hands working her flesh, milk flowing steadily into bottles while Richard photographed her. Documented her submission. Her transformation into their livestock.

"Look at the camera." Richard's instruction came gentle but firm.

Maya turned her head. Met the lens. Let him photograph her like this. Topless, pumping, obviously aroused, Diane's hands on her breasts, milk everywhere.

Flash. Flash. Flash.

"Perfect. The camera loves you." Richard moved closer, getting different angles. "Breasts in profile, see how the flanges stretch your nipples. Gorgeous."

He was treating her like a model. Like this was a photoshoot instead of documentation of her objectification. And she sat there and let him. Posed slightly when he adjusted her position. Wanted the pictures to look good.

"How do you feel?" Richard asked, still photographing.

"It feels incredible." Slipped out before she could stop it.

"You're a natural at this." Satisfaction in Richard's voice.

Diane's hands drifted lower, allegedly checking for muscle tension in Maya's thighs. Maya's legs parted a little. Invitation she didn't mean to give.

Diane noticed but didn't take it. Not yet.

The pump ran the full twenty minutes. The motor's rhythm turned hypnotic. Maya's mind drifted, body locked into function, resistance dissolving with every pull. She wasn't a person right now. She was production equipment. And it felt good. Felt right.

Then Richard and Diane were at her breasts, mouths replacing the flanges. They'd turned off the machine so quietly she hadn't noticed. Now they were drinking the last of her milk directly from her nipples, swollen and stretched from the pump's work, so sensitive that their tongues felt like fire.

They nursed from her together, swallowing what the machine had started, finishing the job with their mouths. Maya whimpered as they drank, oversensitive, wrung out, completely theirs.

When Richard finally released her nipple with a wet pop, he looked at Diane still latched on, still drinking greedily. They shared a look over Maya's body. Satisfaction. Ownership.

Diane pulled off, milk on her lips. She leaned over Maya toward Richard, and they kissed. Passed Maya's milk between their mouths again, sharing her taste, sharing what they'd taken from her body.

When they broke apart, Richard examined Maya's nipples. Swollen, dark, stretched from the sustained suction. "Excellent nipple response. They'll adapt with regular pumping. Get tougher. Stretch more."

Locked in machinery for hours while it drained her. The thought made her pussy throb.

Richard showed her the collection bottles. Combined total visible in the measurements. "Twenty-eight ounces from mechanical extraction."

Twenty-eight ounces. From twenty minutes of being machine-milked. Her body producing like actual livestock. And they looked so proud of her. So satisfied with her performance.

"Cleanup's important." Richard started rinsing the flanges in the sink, showing her the process. "You'll do this after every session. Sterilization, proper storage, equipment maintenance."

Maya watched. Memorized. This would be her routine. Her responsibility. Caring for the machinery that drained her, keeping it clean so it could be used on her again and again.

"Eventually, you'll pump three to four times daily." Richard laid out the schedule. "Morning and evening with us supervising. Midday and night you can self-pump with this equipment."

Her entire day structured around production. Meals, sleep, everything organized around drainage sessions.

Diane helped her stand on shaky legs. "Let's get you some rest before the late afternoon session. You've earned it."

Earned it. Like pumping was work. Like producing milk was her job. Which apparently it was.

They guided her to the living room. Diane offered tea while Richard returned to his office. Maya sank into the couch and touched her breasts. The skin felt tender, marked from sustained suction. Evidence of use.

She was being trained like livestock. Equipment fitted to her body, production schedules established, performance documented. Everything about this dehumanized her.

And she'd never been this turned on in her entire life.

Her hand drifted to her breast, touched where the flange had gripped. She was learning to be their cow.

And some terrible part of her wanted to be excellent at it.
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Subject 23

Richard's office occupied the hallway's far end. The door had no label. Always locked. Maya followed him and Diane inside, stepping into something that looked more like a corporate records room than anything belonging in a house.

The space ran narrow and deep. Filing cabinets lined one wall, computer equipment the other. Server racks hummed in the corner, their blinking lights making patterns in the dim room. A large desk dominated the center, dual monitors glowing with spreadsheets and databases that looked professional enough to be legitimate.

But her attention caught on the wall display above the filing cabinets.

Production charts. Dozens of them, stretching across the entire surface. Each one tracked a different woman's output over time. Lines climbed and plateaued, some steady, others spiking dramatically. No names listed. Just numbers.

Subject 1 through Subject 22.

Then her eyes found the fresh addition at the end, printed on new paper with barely any data points yet.

Subject 23 - Maya Chen.

Her stomach dropped through the floor. There she was. Catalogued like livestock, numbered for their breeding registry. God, this was real. Actually fucking real.

"You're the twenty-third woman we've helped." Richard's voice stayed level, matter-of-fact. "Each one had hyperlactation syndrome or similar conditions. Each one found relief here."

Diane's hand touched Maya's lower back. Grounding. Possessive. "It looks clinical because Richard tracks everything. But these are real women. Real stories."

Richard moved to the filing cabinets, his hand running along the drawer labels. Each one marked with a subject number and date range. Years of this. Years.

"Comprehensive documentation." He pulled open Subject 7's drawer. Organized folders burst with papers. "Medical histories, production data, photographs, videos, outcome assessments. Everything properly archived."

Maya's throat closed. "What happened to them? The other girls?"

Richard returned to his desk, pulled up a spreadsheet listing all twenty-two women. The status column showed various outcomes: Departed - Maintained Contact. Departed - No Contact. Residential - External. Completed Program.

"Some stayed weeks, some months. Two are currently residential with other collectors we trust." His finger traced down the list like he was checking inventory. "All left amicably or maintained ongoing relationships."

Diane's hand pressed her lower back again. "Let me show you some of the others. Girls like you."

Richard clicked open Subject 7's digital file. The monitor filled with a young woman's face. Twenty-one, maybe twenty-two. Dark hair, scared eyes, sitting in the consultation room Maya now recognized.

"Similar age to you when she started. Spontaneous hyperlactation, no pregnancy." Richard could have been narrating a nature documentary. "Came to us desperate, stayed three months. Production increased three hundred percent."

He scrolled through the progression quickly. Initial fear, gradual comfort, then the final photograph.

Subject 7 stood naked and radiant, visibly pregnant. Her breasts looked enormous, heavy, stretched tight. She smiled at the camera with one hand cradling her swollen belly, the other cupping her left breast like an offering.

"She chose the breeding program." Richard said it like discussing meal plans. Casual. Normal. "Left to raise the child but still visits quarterly for maintenance sessions."

Maya's brain stuttered. A woman got pregnant for them. Willingly. Carried a baby to increase her milk production. And looked happy about it.

"She has a good life now." Diane's voice came softer, more human. "Community support, healthy baby. She's genuinely content."

Richard opened another file briefly. Subject 12. Blonde, calculating eyes. "This one was purely transactional. Needed money for tuition. Never became sexual. Just production-focused for two months. Left with substantial payment."

He closed that file quickly, moved to another. "Subject 19 was my favorite before you."

Richard's voice warmed with genuine affection, and something twisted in Maya's stomach. Jealousy? Over being someone's favorite specimen?

The file showed extensive photographs spanning eight months. The young woman transformed dramatically across the timeline. Initial shyness dissolved into confidence, then overtly sexual presentation. Later images showed her with other subjects at what looked like social gatherings. All of them comfortable, smiling. Some visibly pregnant.

"Full sexual relationship with both of us. Participated enthusiastically in network events." Richard scrolled through dozens of photos. "Left for a career opportunity across the country. Still messages us regularly, visits when she's in town."

"The network hosts events." Diane's hand stayed warm on Maya's back, anchoring her while the room spun. "Subjects meet each other, share experiences. It's a real community."

The room tilted. This wasn't just Richard and Diane. This was everywhere. An entire underground network, organized, normalized. Collectors and subjects and events. Her breath came shallow.

Richard explained the network structure efficiently. Collectors who specialized in lactation. Subjects who'd embraced the lifestyle. Events ranging from workshops to social gatherings to explicitly sexual group sessions.

He opened a calendar, pointed to a date six weeks out. "Local gathering. Several collectors want to meet you. We'd like to present you if you're comfortable."

"What does presenting mean?"

Diane's fingers traced small circles on her lower back. "Demonstration of your production capacity. Allowing others to taste your milk, assess your potential. Possibly observing a training session."

She added quickly, "No sexual contact with others without your explicit consent. Mostly observation and evaluation."

Richard noted that several collectors had already expressed interest based on her intake data alone. "Dr. Matthews specifically asked about you. He's interested in a breeding assessment."

Maya's pussy clenched involuntarily. The crude thought shocked her. "Who's Dr. Matthews?"

"Network breeder." Richard pulled up a photograph.

A distinguished Black man in his forties stared back from the screen. Authoritative presence radiated through the image. Strong jaw, intense eyes, the kind of mature confidence that made her thighs press together without permission.

"He's successfully impregnated multiple subjects. If you ever wanted breeding experience, he'd be the primary candidate."

Richard outlined Matthews' protocol with the same clinical detachment. Genetic screening, medical supervision throughout pregnancy. Like describing a business merger.

"He's gentle, very skilled." Diane's reassurance felt maternal and disturbing simultaneously. "Many subjects request him specifically. Some multiple times."

They had breeding protocols. Actual documented procedures for impregnating young women like livestock. The women in those photographs looked willing. Some even looked happy, cradling their swollen bellies and enormous milk-heavy breasts.

"Want to see your own file?" Richard's question pulled her back.

She hesitated. Her heart hammered. Then nodded. Morbid curiosity won.

Subject 23's folder opened on screen.

Her intake forms. Medical photographs from Friday's examination. Maya saw herself spread in stirrups, exposed and vulnerable under clinical lighting. Her face showed confusion and unwanted arousal, obvious even in still images.

Richard displayed her production chart. Only two data points but trending sharply upward. His notes appeared beneath in clean, professional text:

"Highly responsive. Minimal resistance. Excellent candidate for long-term placement and breeding protocols."

She read the words again. Highly responsive. Minimal resistance. Her own submission reduced to bullet points. Her chest tightened, something hot and sick rising in her throat. They'd documented everything. Measured her breaking.

"Morning session footage." Richard clicked play.

Video filled the screen. Her. This morning. Richard and Diane's mouths on her breasts simultaneously, drinking from her while she writhed between them. Maya watched her recorded self melt under their attention, nipples leaking milk while they swallowed. Her face showed obvious arousal in high definition. No hiding it. No pretending.

On screen, Richard pulled back, his mouth slick with her milk. He turned to Diane, pulled her into a deep kiss. Maya watched them share her taste between their tongues, watched Diane moan into Richard's mouth while her own recorded self whimpered with need.

Heat flooded her face. God, she'd been so obvious. So desperate.

"Footage helps us track technique improvements." Diane's explanation sounded reasonable. Professional, even. "Also, we enjoy reviewing our sessions together."

Of course they did. They probably fucked while watching her. The thought made her wetter.

Richard added that they'd share clips with the network if Maya consented. Other collectors learning from observing successful conditioning techniques. Her corruption as educational material.

"What do you want my file to show long-term?" She needed to hear it directly. Needed the truth without softening.

Richard met her eyes. Honest for once. "I want you as a long-term residential subject. Ideally permanent. Bred, with sustained high production. Integration into the network, maybe mentoring newer subjects eventually."

Permanent. He wanted to keep her forever.

Diane's hand squeezed her shoulder. "I want you happy and fulfilled, not just productive. You can build a real life here. Purpose, community, safety."

"What happens when I'm no longer useful? When production declines, when age affects my body?"

The question came out sharper than intended, but she needed to know. What happened to old livestock?

Richard showed examples briefly. Women now in their thirties, still producing reliably. "With proper management, production maintains for years. Some subjects transition to mentorship roles, training others."

Diane added, "We've never discarded anyone. Relationships evolve but continue."

Somewhat reassuring. Though Maya recognized the potential for eventual abandonment remained, lurking in the spreadsheet's future columns.

"Does seeing the archive help your decision?" Richard's question felt loaded. Heavy.

"Yes." She answered truthfully. "Understanding the pattern helps. Seeing it makes it real."

Twenty-two women before her. Some left, some stayed, none reported abuse. Because was it really abuse if you wanted it, if your body needed it, if purpose felt better than freedom?

"Think more tonight." Richard closed the files, and her face disappeared from the screen. "Tomorrow morning we'll discuss formal commitment. If you stay, we'll formalize everything; boundaries, treatments, timings."

Diane squeezed her shoulder again, maternal touch mixing with ownership. "If you choose to leave, we'll help you manage your condition at home. Provide equipment, protocol guidance."

Genuine choice existed. Even if weighted heavily toward staying.

They exited the archive. Maya's mind swam with images of twenty-two women who'd made this same decision before her. The door locked behind them with a soft click, sealing away the evidence of their operation.

Subject 23. She'd already been numbered, catalogued, documented. Her file existed now, permanent and growing.

The only question remaining was whether she'd complete the pattern or become a statistical outlier.
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Mama's Sweet Milk

Richard's hand brushed Diane's lower back as he closed the door. "You two need time to talk." His voice carried that knowing tone, the one that meant he saw exactly what Diane was planning. "I'll be in my office if you need anything."

Go seduce her. I'll stay out of your way. She's ripe for it.

Diane's cunt clenched. God, they were so good at this. Seven years perfecting the technique. Richard overwhelmed them with documentation and clinical obsession, then Diane swept in with warmth and understanding. Good cop, bad cop. Predator and nurturer. The girls never stood a chance.

Twenty-two before Maya. All of them fell for this exact routine. And number twenty-three was about to join them.

She watched him disappear down the hallway, then turned her full attention to Maya. The girl stood in the living room with her arms wrapped around herself, looking shell-shocked. Twenty-two women before her. Twenty-two files documenting the same pattern Maya was following right now. The realization showed on her face, that mix of comfort and horror.

Perfect. Exactly the vulnerability Diane needed.

She guided Maya to the couch, settling close enough that their thighs touched. Contact established. Boundary crossed. Maya needed comfort right now. Diane would provide exactly that, the kind of comfort that came with a price the girl was yet to know she'd be paying.

"How are you doing? That was a lot to take in."

Maya's laugh broke in the middle. "Overwhelmed. Seeing I’m not the first is... it's both comforting and disturbing. Does that make sense?"

"Complete sense." Diane shifted closer, angling her body toward Maya's, making the space between them intimate. The girl's pupils were still dilated from everything she'd witnessed in the archive, her breathing still uneven. Twenty-two women. All transformed. All documented. All catalogued like livestock.

And Maya would be number twenty-three. Would join them in Richard's database. Would become another file, another set of production metrics, another success story.

"My own entry into this lifestyle was gradual too. It wasn't always clear what I was becoming." Diane let her hand rest on Maya's knee, light enough to read as maternal comfort if the girl needed that fiction. They both knew better. Diane could feel the warmth of Maya's skin through the thin fabric of her shorts, could feel the slight tremor running through her. Nervous. Aroused. Confused. All of it useful.

Maya's gaze lifted, curious despite the exhaustion in her eyes. "How did you start? With Richard, I mean."

Perfect. The question opened exactly the door Diane needed. She'd been waiting for this, had planted the seeds for it during their earlier conversations. Now Maya was asking, seeking connection, seeking to understand. Seeking to justify what she was about to accept.

Diane let her thumb brush against Maya's knee, barely moving, while she arranged her face into the right expression. Vulnerable. Wounded. The kind of pain that made young women want to comfort, want to connect. "I discovered my lactation fetish after a traumatic pregnancy loss."

The words came out practiced now, after years of using them as keys to unlock other women's trust. But they still hurt. They always hurt. Some wounds stayed useful even after they scarred over.

"I was twenty-eight, married to someone else. I lost my daughter at six months. Emma."

Maya's face softened exactly as Diane knew it would. Sympathy. Connection. Hook set. The trauma story worked every single time. They heard "dead baby" and opened right up, wanting to comfort, wanting to connect. Diane had used Emma's death to seduce eleven women now. The guilt had stopped bothering her around subject number five.

"I produced milk for weeks after." Diane's thumb traced a small circle on Maya's knee, the touch firmer now, deliberate. "With no baby to feed. It was agony, but it was also..." How to explain the perversion that followed? How to make this beautiful desperate girl understand that Diane's grief had twisted into obsession, that every lactating woman since reminded her of what she'd lost, that she needed to drink their milk to fill the hole Emma left behind? "I became obsessed. With the sensation, with the milk itself, with what my body could do even in grief. My husband didn't understand. He wanted me to suppress it, move on, try again. But I couldn't let it go."

All true. The best lies were mostly truth, just rearranged into more useful shapes.

"That must have been awful." Maya's voice went soft, genuinely sympathetic.

It was. Until I learned how to use it.

"It was. Until I met Richard at a lactation fetish convention two years later." Diane let herself smile slightly, remembering that first meeting, that moment of recognition. Someone who understood. Someone who saw her brokenness and wanted to use it. "He understood immediately. He'd been building this practice, helping women like you, like the ones in those files. Meeting him saved me. Gave purpose to my obsession instead of shame."

Saved her. Sure. If salvation looked like turning into a predator who fed on desperate young women. But Diane had made peace with what she'd become. More than peace. She loved it.

Maya absorbed this, her body relaxing slightly against the couch. Diane could see her processing, comparing her own desperate isolation to the community being offered here. The belonging. The acceptance. The trap closing around her.

"Do you consider yourself exploited?" Maya's question came out carefully, testing.

Sharp girl. Diane appreciated that, the directness. Too bad it wouldn't save her. She shifted her hand higher on Maya's thigh, still subtle but less deniable now. "No. I'm an equal partner here. This lifestyle fulfills me too. I need what we do as much as Richard does."

Truth. Manipulation worked best when it was mostly true. Diane did need this. Craved it. Would shrivel up and die without young women to milk and corrupt and keep.

She paused, considering how much honesty to deploy. "But I acknowledge the power dynamic with subjects is complicated. I try to balance Richard's intensity with gentleness. I want the women we work with to be cared for, not just used. That matters to me."

Also true. Diane genuinely cared about her subjects, even while exploiting them. The feelings weren't mutually exclusive. She could love them and use them simultaneously. That was the whole point.

"Does it matter to him?"

Sharper question. Maya was testing, trying to understand the dynamics, trying to figure out if Diane was genuinely protective or just playing a role. Smart. Wouldn't help her, but smart.

Diane smiled. "Richard cares in his way. He's obsessed with optimization, with documentation, with building his collection. But he's not cruel. He needs willing participants or the whole operation fails." She squeezed Maya's thigh gently, possessively. "I'm the one who ensures willingness stays genuine."

Or at least looked genuine enough. Same difference.

Maya looked down at Diane's hand on her leg, then back up. Her breathing had changed, shallower now. She knew what the touch meant. What Diane was offering. What Diane was taking. The girl's pulse hammered visibly in her throat, fast and desperate. Aroused. Scared. Wanting it anyway.

Diane decided to push. The girl was ready. Soft enough, desperate enough, isolated enough. "Can I ask you something personal?"

"More personal than everything else today?" Maya's attempt at humor came out shaky, breathless.

Already nervous. Already aroused. Diane could smell it on her, that young-woman musk mixing with milk. Her mouth watered. Soon. Very soon she'd taste every inch of this girl.

"Are you attracted to women? I noticed your response during the bath last night."

Pink flooded Maya's cheeks, spreading down her neck, disappearing under her tank top. Beautiful. Diane wanted to lick it, chase that blush all the way down to those swollen tits and drink until the girl begged her to stop.

"I've wondered, when I’ve… touched myself. But I've had limited experience either way, so I don't really know."

Limited experience. Barely touched. Virgin territory in every way that mattered. Ripe for corruption. Diane's cunt clenched again, wet and insistent. God, she was going to ruin this girl.

"Experimentation is safe here." Diane moved closer, eliminating the space between them on the couch. Her hand slid higher on Maya's thigh, no longer subtle at all. Claiming. Possessing. "No judgment. Only discovery."

Maya's pulse hammered visibly in her throat. "Diane..."

"I'm very attracted to you, Maya. I want to explore that if you do."

The girl's lips parted, words failing. But her body responded, leaning slightly toward Diane despite the obvious nervousness. Permission granted through posture, through breath, through the way her thighs parted just slightly under Diane's hand.

Good girl. Such a good girl. Already learning to submit.

Diane closed the distance slowly, giving Maya time to retreat if needed. The illusion of choice mattered. Made them feel empowered even while being devoured. When their lips met, she kept the kiss gentle, exploratory. Maya responded tentatively, learning. Diane cupped her face, deepening the kiss gradually, her tongue requesting access. Maya opened for her, letting her in, and the soft gasp that escaped sent heat straight to Diane's cunt. She tasted like uncertainty and need, like youth and desperation. Like everything Diane craved.

She pulled back, needing to see Maya's face. The girl sat there panting, lips red and swollen from Diane's mouth, pupils blown wide. Completely overwhelmed. Completely wanting more. Completely hers.

Perfect.

"More comfortable somewhere else?" Diane kept her voice low, the kind of gentle that made young women feel safe while she led them exactly where she wanted them.

Maya nodded.

Diane stood, extending her hand. Maya took it, letting herself be led down the hallway to her temporary bedroom. Once inside, Diane closed the door and the space became theirs alone.

"We'll only do what you want. You can stop me anytime."

The lie came out smooth. They could stop, technically. But they never did. Once Diane got them this far, got them naked and desperate and trusting, they never wanted to stop.

Maya's voice came out rough. "I don't want to stop."

Good girl.

Diane guided her to sit on the bed's edge, then knelt before her. The position put Diane lower, less threatening, even though they both knew who held the power here. She looked up at Maya's flushed face, young and trusting and so fucking beautiful. "May I undress you?"

Please say yes. Please let me unwrap you like the gift you are. Let mama see what she's won.

"Yes."

Perfect. Obedient. Already learning. Diane took her time. She lifted Maya's tank top slowly, revealing golden-brown skin inch by inch. The girl's stomach was smooth, soft, that gentle curve of youth that Diane would never have again. No stretch marks except the new ones forming on her breasts. No scars. No years of wear. Just perfect young skin, flawless and warm.

Maya raised her arms obediently, and Diane pulled the fabric free. No bra underneath. Breasts bare, already leaking slightly from arousal, nipples dark and hard and begging to be sucked.

Diane set the shirt aside, drinking in the sight. Nineteen years old and already producing like a champion. Those tits were magnificent, swollen and heavy, sitting high on her chest despite their size. In ten years they'd sag, would lose this firmness. But right now they were perfect. And they were Diane's.

She hooked her fingers in Maya's shorts, tugging them down over narrow hips. Maya lifted herself to help, and Diane pulled the shorts and underwear off together, leaving the girl completely naked. Vulnerable. Exposed. Trusting.

Diane remained fully clothed. The asymmetry was intentional, maintaining her control while giving Maya the vulnerability that made young women feel special, chosen.

"I want to worship your body. Learn what you like."

She pressed gently on Maya's shoulders, guiding her to lie back against the pillows. The girl complied, spreading herself across the bed, exposed and trusting. Diane's mouth watered. Nineteen years old, already lactating, already producing that sweet milk Diane craved. And willing. God, so willing.

She began with Maya's neck, pressing soft kisses along the column of her throat. The girl's pulse hammered beneath Diane's lips, rapid and desperate. She worked downward, across delicate collarbones, over shoulders. Deliberately avoiding Maya's breasts even as they leaked steadily, nipples hard and dark, begging for attention. Making the girl wait. Making her desperate.

Diane kissed Maya's stomach, her hips, the inside of her thighs. Everywhere except where the girl needed her most. Maya's breathing quickened, her body shifting restlessly against the sheets, seeking contact. Her thighs fell open wider, unconscious invitation. Her hips lifted slightly, chasing Diane's mouth.

Make her wait. Make her desperate. Make her beg.

Finally, Diane moved to her breasts. She kissed around them first, circling closer with each touch, teasing. Making the girl insane for it. Maya's nipples were already leaking, dark and swollen and begging to be sucked. Diane's mouth watered, saliva flooding at the thought of tasting her.

"Are your breasts sensitive beyond milk production?"

"Yes. Always have been." Maya's voice broke on the words.

Of course they are. Of course this perfect little cow came with extra-sensitive tits. Like she was designed for this.

Diane's mouth closed over Maya's nipple, suckling gently. Milk flowed immediately, sweet and warm on her tongue, coating her mouth, sliding down her throat. Emma's milk would have tasted like this. Young and perfect and alive. The thought hurt and aroused in equal measure, grief and lust so tangled Diane couldn't separate them anymore. She drank deeper, greedy for it, for the taste and the intimacy and the control.

Maya arched beneath her, a sharp cry escaping her throat. The girl's hands came up, threading through Diane's hair, holding her close. Not pushing away. Pulling closer. Wanting more.

Yes. That's it. Give it to me. Give me everything.

This was different than the morning feeding. Diane was tasting Maya because she wanted to, because the girl's milk was perfect and her body was perfect and Diane needed this. Needed the taste, needed the intimacy, needed the control.

She switched breasts, maintaining the slow rhythm, drawing out the pleasure. Her hand drifted down Maya's body, stroking her inner thigh. Close to her pussy but not touching. Not yet. Making her wait.

Maya's hips lifted, seeking contact. Her thighs fell open wider, shameless now in her need. Diane smiled against her breast, making her wait, making her desperate. The girl whimpered, a small broken sound that shot straight to Diane's cunt.

"Do you want me to touch you there?"

"Please." Maya's voice shattered on the word. "Please, Diane."

Good girl. Begging so pretty.

Diane's fingers slid between Maya's thighs and found her drenched. Soaked. They both gasped, and Diane's cunt clenched in response. She'd barely touched the girl and Maya was already dripping down her thighs, wet and hot and ready. Nineteen years old and desperate for this. For her.

Diane stroked through the slickness, learning what made Maya's hips jerk, what made her whimper, where the most sensitive spots hid. The girl's pussy was swollen, slippery, so sensitive that every touch pulled these gorgeous broken sounds from her throat.

She found Maya's clit, circled it with deliberate pressure. The girl cried out, her whole body tensing, thighs trembling. So responsive. So perfect.

She kept the pace slow, drawing out the pleasure, making it last. Her mouth stayed on Maya's breast, drinking steadily, that sweet young milk flowing over her tongue. Her fingers worked between the girl's legs with practiced skill, the kind that came from years of doing this, years of learning exactly how to make young women come apart.

Maya was drowning in sensation, overwhelmed, perfect. Her body arched and twisted, seeking more contact, more pressure, more everything. Completely lost to it.

"Relax. Let me make you feel good."

Maya surrendered. Her body went pliant beneath Diane's touch, trusting completely, giving herself over. Diane increased the pressure, the speed, feeling Maya's orgasm building, the tension coiling through her young body. Close. So close.

She pushed her higher. Relentless but kind, the way mama should be. Maya came hard, sobbing with release, her cunt clenching around nothing, milk spraying from her nipples as her back arched. Beautiful. Fucking perfect. Diane continued through it, prolonging the waves, wringing every last tremor from her until Maya begged her to stop.

She released Maya's nipple, moving up to kiss her mouth. The girl clung to her, tasting her own milk on Diane's tongue, whimpering. Completely wrecked. Completely claimed.

"Are you okay?"

Maya nodded against her shoulder, trembling. "That was..."

"I know." Diane held her close, stroking her hair, playing the gentle lover even though her own cunt throbbed with need. Later. She'd take care of that later. She'd go to Richard's office, tell him how it went, let him fuck her while she described Maya's responses in detail. Right now, this was about bonding, about making Maya need her. "I've wanted to do that since I first met you."

The confession slipped out genuine. Diane did fall for subjects sometimes. Maya especially. Something about this girl's desperate isolation, her responsive body, her need for purpose. Diane wanted to keep her forever.

"Does Richard know how you feel?"

"Yes. We share everything. He encourages my bonds with subjects." Diane pulled back enough to see Maya's face, flushed and satisfied and beautiful. "Sometimes the women I work with develop relationships with me independent of Richard. Other times it's all three of us together. It depends on comfort levels."

Maya's gaze searched hers, looking for something. Truth, maybe. Or reassurance. "What do you want with me?"

Honesty seemed strategic here. Partial honesty, anyway. "I want you to stay. I want an ongoing intimate relationship with you, both sexual and emotional." Diane traced Maya's jawline with her thumb. "I can be your advocate here. Buffer Richard's intensity."

She watched understanding dawn in Maya's eyes. Protection in exchange for sexual access. The transaction laid bare, but wrapped in enough genuine affection to make it palatable.

"Do you want me to stay tonight?"

"Yes. I don't want to be alone."

Of course you don't. None of them ever do.

Diane undressed, her movements efficient. When she slid naked into bed beside Maya, the girl's body immediately curved into hers, seeking warmth, seeking comfort. Diane wrapped her arms around her, pulling her close, breathing in the scent of milk and sex and young skin. Perfect. Her girl now, as much as Richard's.

Subject twenty-three secured.

"Tomorrow is decision day." She pressed a kiss to Maya's temple, maternal and possessive at once. "What are you leaning toward?"

Maya's voice came out small, uncertain, perfect. "I think I'll stay. I can't imagine leaving now."

Satisfaction flooded through Diane's chest, warm and triumphant. They had her. She'd stay. She'd produce. She'd let Richard have her bred and Diane milk her and they'd keep her here, their perfect little cow, forever.

"I know how hard the choice is. But if you stay, you'll have my support always. I promise."

True enough. Diane would support her. Would care for her. Would protect her from Richard's worst impulses. Would make sure she was fed and bathed and tended to. Would love her in all the complicated ways Diane loved.

Would also milk her daily, watch her get bred, objectify her completely, turn her into their hucow livestock.

But right now, Diane would hold her. Would stroke her hair. Would whisper comfort while Maya drifted off to sleep, exhausted and claimed and owned.

Diane's hand drifted to Maya's breast, cupping the full weight of it while the girl slept. Already leaking again. Always producing.

The weekend was progressing exactly as planned. By Monday, Maya would agree to stay. By next month, she'd be pregnant. By next year, she'd be producing double her current volume, probably carrying her second pregnancy, completely integrated into their household.

And Diane would drink every drop.

Subject twenty-three. Secured and claimed. Theirs.


Equipment Training
Maya's Realization


Fullness dragged her awake. Not pain exactly—just overwhelming pressure, heavy and insistent. Her breasts felt huge, swollen tight like overfilled water balloons. Eight hours since last night's drainage. The longest she'd gone without relief since Friday.

Maya shifted against the sheets and milk leaked immediately, warm trails down her ribs. The nightgown Diane had given her was already soaked through, fabric clinging transparent to her chest. She'd been leaking all night. How much had she wasted? Sixteen ounces yesterday morning. Probably more now.

Her body was ramping up. Producing more to match their extraction schedule. Learning their rhythm. Being trained.

The thought made her pussy clench.

She sat up carefully, peeled off the wet nightgown. Naked except for damp underwear. In the grey dawn light filtering through curtains, she examined herself. Her breasts looked obscene—swollen way beyond Friday's measurements. Blue veins visible under pale skin. Nipples dark and stiff, constantly leaking. A fresh stretch mark, thin and pink, ran across her left breast. New. Hadn't been there yesterday.

Permanent proof of what she was becoming.

Her hand drifted lower, over her flat stomach, stopped at her underwear. She knew what she'd find. Could already feel the slickness between her thighs. Three days ago she'd barely touched herself. Now she woke up turned on, stayed wet all day, fell asleep aching for it.

Diane had made her come last night. Fingers inside her while drinking from her breast, making her scream with release. Maya's first orgasm from another person. From a woman. And she'd begged for more, pulled Diane's mouth harder against her nipple, desperate for both at once.

What did that make her?

Downstairs, voices. The clink of dishes. Richard and Diane were awake. Memory rushed back, of Diane sleeping in her bed, holding her, then leaving before dawn with a kiss. They'd come for her soon. Would drain her swollen tits with skilled mouths and hands. Would make her come while they extracted every drop. Would condition her body to associate relief with their touch until she couldn't separate the two anymore.

She squeezed her breast experimentally, testing. Milk sprayed across her palm, ran down her wrist. A little relief. Not nearly enough. Her hands were too small, too uncertain. Didn't know the exact pressure points that made her let down properly.

Not like Richard's firm grip. Not like Diane's patient suction.

She needed them.

The admission settled in her chest, heavy and hot and undeniable.

Footsteps on the stairs. Two sets. Both of them coming.

Maya lay back against the pillows. Let her breasts fall to the sides, prominently displayed. Nipples leaking steady streams. Thighs not quite pressed together. Positioning herself without deciding to. Making herself available.

The door opened.

Richard entered first, carrying collection bottles. Diane behind him with fresh towels. Their eyes went straight to her chest, then lower—taking in the wet nightgown on the floor, her spread thighs, the obvious dampness of her underwear.

"Good morning, Maya." Richard set the bottles on the nightstand, his gaze cataloging every detail. The milk streaming down her stomach. The sheets damp beneath her. "Looks like you had a productive night."

Productive. Like she was machinery that kept manufacturing even while she slept.

Diane sat beside her on the bed, hand going to her forehead like checking for fever. Her palm felt cool against Maya's flushed skin. "How uncomfortable are you, sweetheart?"

"Pretty bad." Maya's voice came out breathy. Needy. "I tried to... I couldn't..."

"Of course you couldn't." Richard positioned himself on her other side, hands already reaching for her left breast. Testing the fullness with professional efficiency. "Manual expression requires technique you haven't developed yet."

Yet. Implying she'd learn eventually. Implying she'd be here long enough to master draining herself. Long enough to become an expert in her own production.

"This will be your morning routine now," Richard continued, his fingers finding familiar positions on her breast. "Every morning, both of us will drain you together. Track your overnight production, prepare you for the day."

Both of them. Every single morning. Waking up to their mouths on her tits had become her new normal.

"All our residential patients need morning drainage," Diane added, her hand sliding to Maya's inner thigh. Resting there, warm and possessive. "It's completely standard protocol."

All their patients. Subjects 1 through 22. Had they all lain here exactly like this? Getting milked and touched and told it was medical necessity?

"I understand," Maya heard herself say.

Richard's hands cupped her breast, began the rhythmic compression she'd learned to crave. Milk sprayed into the collection bottle Diane held ready. Immediate relief, the pressure releasing in waves that made her gasp.

On her right side, Diane leaned down and latched on directly. Warm mouth, skilled tongue. The contrast between mechanical efficiency and human warmth made Maya arch off the bed.

"There we go," Diane murmured against her skin. "Let it all down for us, baby."

Richard adjusted his grip, working deeper into her breast tissue. "Excellent flow. Your letdown reflex is already well-trained."

Trained. Like a dog responding to commands. Like livestock conditioned to produce on schedule.

Diane's hand began moving on Maya's thigh, stroking higher with each pass. Her mouth never left Maya's nipple, sucking steadily, but her fingers crept closer to where Maya was already wet and aching.

"May I?" Diane's eyes met hers, asking permission even though her hand was already there.

Maya nodded. Couldn't speak. Could barely think past the dual sensation of Richard's hands and Diane's mouth.

Diane's fingers slipped beneath the damp fabric. Found wetness immediately. "Oh, sweetheart. You're soaked."

"Sexual response heightening," Richard observed, watching his collection bottle fill faster. "Production increasing with arousal stimulation."

He was cataloging her like an experiment. Noting correlations between being touched and how much milk she produced. Clinical observations while Diane worked two fingers inside her, curling and stroking with perfect precision.

"That's it," Diane encouraged, voice muffled against Maya's breast. "Let yourself feel good. This is what your body needs."

Richard's hands pulled relentlessly at her left breast. Diane's mouth worked her right nipple with wet suction. Those fingers inside her found the spot that made her hips jerk involuntarily. Maya gripped the sheets, drowning.

Too much. The efficient extraction on one side, Diane's warm nursing on the other. Different sensations, both intense, both making her arch and whimper. She couldn't focus, couldn't think, could only feel.

"Note the correlation," Richard said, adjusting his angle to watch both his work and Diane's hand between Maya's legs. "Arousal increases oxytocin release, which enhances milk ejection. We should incorporate orgasmic stimulation into all drainage sessions."

All sessions. Every time they milked her, they'd make her come. Condition her body until relief and pleasure were inseparable.

"Please," Maya whimpered.

"I've got you." Diane's thumb found her clit, circled with perfect pressure. "Come for us, sweetheart. Show us how good you can be."

Her body obeyed instantly. Climax hit hard, pulling her under, making her cry out. Her breasts sprayed milk—the bottle filling rapidly, Diane's mouth flooded. Every muscle clenched and released, pleasure radiating outward from her core.

She came apart between them. Diane's fingers inside her, that mouth on her nipple, Richard's hands working her other breast, his voice cataloging her responses like she was livestock being assessed. Humiliation and pleasure crashed together until she couldn't separate them.

Didn't want to separate them.

When the orgasm released her, Maya collapsed back against the pillows, gasping. Her breasts still streamed milk. Diane gentled her touch but didn't stop—kept fingers moving slowly inside her, kept nursing with softer suction.

"Beautiful response." Richard's clinical tone had gone rough around the edges. He was aroused. Watching her come had turned him on.

Diane finally released her nipple with a soft pop, licking milk from her lips. Her fingers withdrew gently, and she brought them to her mouth—tasting Maya's arousal alongside her milk. "Delicious. Every part of you."

"Good girl," Diane praised, kissing her temple. "You did so well for us."

Good girl. The words made warmth bloom in Maya's chest, right alongside the shame.

Richard measured the collected milk, holding the bottles up to the light. "Production quality excellent. We'll increase the fenugreek dosage, add blessed thistle to the evening protocol."

"Will that make her produce even more?" Diane asked, watching Maya's face for a reaction.

"Potentially fifteen to twenty percent increase within two weeks." Richard began labeling bottles with clinical precision. Each one dated, timed, marked with her production volume. "Combined with sustained arousal conditioning, we could reach eighty to ninety ounces daily."

Eighty to ninety ounces. Nearly three quarts. Every single day.

Maya's pussy clenched despite her exhaustion. The idea of producing that much, of being that productive for them, shouldn't turn her on.

But it did.

Diane helped her sit up, supporting her carefully. Retrieved a warm washcloth and cleaned milk from her chest and stomach with tender efficiency. Maternal care that felt genuine even though Maya knew it was part of the conditioning.

"How do you feel, baby?" Diane's hand cupped her face, thumb stroking her cheekbone.

"Better." Maya's voice came out small. Honest. "Thank you."

"That's what we're here for." Diane smiled, warm and possessive. "To take care of you. To help you understand what your body can do."

Richard finished his labeling, turned to face them. "I want to be clear about something, Maya. What just happened—what happens every morning from now on—this is your treatment protocol. Orgasmic stimulation during drainage increases production efficiency by approximately thirty percent. It's not optional. It's medical optimization."

Medical optimization. Clinical language for making her come while they milked her. For conditioning her to associate pleasure with being used.

"I understand," Maya whispered.

"Do you?" His pale blue eyes held hers. "Do you understand that every drainage session will include sexual stimulation? Morning, afternoon, evening. That we'll make you orgasm multiple times daily while extracting your milk? That this is your life now?"

Her life. Waking up to their mouths. Spending afternoons in that comfortable chair being drained and touched. Evenings on the examination table. All of it structured around making her produce more milk while teaching her body to crave their control.

"Yes." Barely audible. "I understand."

"Good." Richard's expression softened slightly. Approval mixing with possession. "Get cleaned up. Diane's making breakfast. We have a lot to discuss today."

He left with the bottles, carrying her production to whatever storage system they maintained. Documentation. Records. Proof of what she was becoming.

Diane helped Maya into a soft robe, tying it loosely around her waist. "Shower quickly, sweetheart. Then come to the kitchen. We need to talk about your future here. About breeding protocols." Her hand squeezed Maya's. "About making this arrangement permanent."

Permanent.

The word hung in the air after Diane left.

Maya sat on the edge of the bed, staring at nothing. Her reflection caught in the dresser mirror—flushed face, swollen lips, nipples dark and prominent through the white robe. She looked thoroughly used.

She looked like she belonged to them.

In the bathroom, she stripped off the robe and stepped under hot water. Examined her breasts under the spray. Fuller, heavier. Nipples larger and darker than three days ago. Faint stretch marks forming.

Three days. Seventy-two hours since she'd arrived desperate and in pain. Now her body was transforming into something designed for one purpose.

Production.

She washed carefully, feeling milk leak and mix with shower water. Between her legs she was still sensitive, still throbbing from Diane's skilled fingers. Still smooth from yesterday's shaving—somehow that made her feel more naked. More prepared for their use.

So they wanted to discuss breeding protocols?

The phrase made her pussy flood wet all over again despite having just come. They wanted to get her pregnant. Turn her into an even better milk source. Use her womb along with her tits.

Maya dried off and dressed in the clothes they'd left for her. Loose tank top, soft cotton shorts. No bra—her breasts moved freely beneath the thin fabric, nipples visible, already forming small wet spots.

Always on display. Accessible. Ready.

She caught her reflection one more time. Saw a girl who'd let them drain her while making her come. Who'd agreed to do it again tomorrow. And the day after. And the day after that.

Subject 23.

Maya headed toward the kitchen, following the smell of coffee and bacon. Her body already anticipating the next session. The next orgasm. The next time they'd make her feel needed and useful and owned.
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Making it Permanent

The kitchen smelled normal. Coffee brewing, bacon sizzling, Sunday morning domesticity. Except her tits were still leaking from the orgasm Diane had given her twenty minutes ago, soaking through the thin tank top. And the two people cooking her breakfast had just drained the milk from her body while making her come.

Nothing about this was normal.

Maya slid into a chair at the kitchen table. The wood felt cool against her bare thighs. Diane set a plate in front of her: scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, buttered toast, fresh strawberries. Huge restaurant portions.

"Eat up, sweetheart." Diane settled into her own chair, fork already moving. "You need the calories. Production burns a lot of energy."

Production. Such a sterile word for what her body did. What they made her body do.

But the food smelled incredible and her stomach was hollow. Maya picked up her fork and took a bite. Rich, buttery, with something slightly sweet underneath. She had to stop herself from shoveling it in.

"There are supplements in the eggs," Diane said casually. Like she was mentioning she'd added cheese. "Fenugreek. Blessed thistle in the juice. Natural galactagogues."

Maya's fork froze halfway to her mouth. She'd already eaten three bites. Already had whatever they'd put in her working through her system. "What?"

"Milk production enhancers." Richard sat across from her, coffee cup in hand. Professional and relaxed. "Herbal compounds that stimulate prolactin secretion. Everything's documented in medical literature. It's completely safe."

"You want me to take these every day?"

"We'd like you to." Diane's hand covered hers, warm and reassuring. "But it's your choice, Maya. We can make them separate if you prefer. Some girls like them mixed in, others want to take them themselves. Whatever makes you comfortable."

Maya stared at her plate. The supplements were already dissolving in her stomach. Already altering her chemistry. But Diane was offering her control over how they were administered going forward.

"What will they do?"

"Increase baseline production." Richard answered. Clinical. Matter-of-fact. "Enhanced letdown response. Some subjects report their skin smells sweet. Like maple syrup. Harmless side effect."

He said it so casually. Like transforming her body's chemistry was routine maintenance.

Diane squeezed her hand. "I was a maternity nurse for five years, baby. I know these supplements inside and out. Nothing that would hurt you. Just things to help optimize your production."

Optimize. Fine-tune the machinery.

Maya's pussy clenched despite herself.

"I want them," she heard herself say. "However you give them to me. I trust you."

"Good girl."

Heat flashed through her chest and pooled wet between her legs. Those two words. She was already conditioned to them after three days.

They ate in silence for a moment. Maya focused on her food, on the supplements working through her bloodstream, changing her. Making her produce more. Better. Turning her into a more efficient cow.

Richard set down his coffee cup, his pale eyes finding hers. "We need to talk about what happens next, Maya."

Her throat went tight. She set down her fork carefully.

"I want you to understand what we're offering," Diane said, leaning forward. "This isn't just weekend treatment sessions, Maya. This is a lifestyle. A purpose." Her fingers traced circles on Maya's wrist. "As we have said, you could stay here. Live with us. Focus entirely on production. We'd provide everything. Room, board, all the care you need. Two thousand dollars monthly."

Two thousand dollars. More than she made working retail.

"And breeding," Richard added, clinical tone making it sound like a medical procedure. "Production increases three hundred percent during pregnancy. We’d like to introduce you to Dr. Matthews. Very skilled. Several of our previous patients have specifically requested him for subsequent pregnancies."

Subsequent pregnancies. Multiple. They were discussing getting her pregnant multiple times like it was perfectly normal.

Maya couldn't breathe. The thought made her dizzy with need.

"I need to see everything first," Maya whispered. "Before I decide."

"Of course." Richard stood smoothly. "Let me show you the full operation."
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They led her to the treatment room. The examination table waited in the center, white paper fresh across its surface. But Richard moved past it, and led her to a door at the back of the treatment room. Opened it.

The space beyond made her breath catch. Twice the size of the treatment room. A converted master bedroom transformed into something between medical facility and something she didn't have words for.

"Welcome to the milking parlor."

The central feature dominated everything: a hospital-grade pump system on a wheeled cart. Industrial. Professional. Real.

"Medela Symphony," Richard explained. "Medical-grade. What hospitals use. Nearly silent operation." He demonstrated, and the motor engaged with barely a whisper. "You could sleep while it works."

Sleep. While being milked. While machines fed from her tits as she rested.

Beside the pump sat a reclining chair that belonged in a dentist's office. Expensive leather. Multiple adjustment points. Leg rests that spread wide.

But what made Maya's pussy flood wet all over again was the apparatus against the far wall.

A padded bench. Black leather. With a face cradle at one end. And at the other end, stirrup attachments.

The padding had cutouts. Two circular openings were positioned exactly where breasts would hang if someone lay face-down.

"That's for breeding," Richard said casually. "Once you're ready."

Maya moved closer. Her feet carried her forward even though her brain screamed to stop looking, to not imagine it.

The bench was real. Solid. Expensive. Custom-built.

"Touch it," Diane encouraged softly. "Feel how comfortable the leather is."

Maya's hand reached out. Touched the padding. Soft. Warm even. The kind of leather that cost money. The cutouts were perfectly sized—her breasts would fit through those holes. Hang there, heavy and full, while she was positioned face-down.

While someone stood at the other end where the stirrups waited.

"Custom fabricated," Richard's voice came from behind her. "Allows for collection during breeding sessions. Maximum efficiency."

Her breasts would hang through those holes, tubes attached, milk flowing into collection pans beneath. While someone—Dr. Matthews probably—mounted her from behind. Fucked her full of cum. Bred her like livestock while they harvested every drop.

"Want to try the position?" Diane's hand settled on her lower back. "Just to see how it feels. No pressure."

Maya should say no. Should back away. Should recognize this as the final boundary before complete surrender.

"Okay," she whispered.

Diane guided her forward. Helped her lean forward over the bench. The face cradle supported her head perfectly. Her breasts hung through the cutouts, heavy and free, nipples pointing down at the floor.

Cold air hit her exposed underside. Vulnerable. Completely vulnerable.

Diane's hands positioned her hips higher. Spread her thighs. The stirrups weren't attached yet but Maya could feel where they'd go. How they'd hold her legs apart. How exposed she'd be.

"Perfect fit," Richard said. She couldn't see him. Could only hear his voice from somewhere behind her. "Your body's ideal for this position."

Ideal for breeding. For being mounted and used and milked simultaneously.

"Feel how comfortable it is?" Diane's voice came from near her head, maternal and possessive. "You could be here for hours. Dr. Matthews is very thorough. Multiple inseminations to ensure conception."

Multiple. He'd fuck her over and over on this bench. Fill her repeatedly while they collected her milk. While her tits hung through holes and leaked into pans like an actual cow.

Maya's pussy was soaking wet. She could feel it, arousal dripping down her inner thighs. They could see it. Could see her bent over their breeding bench, dripping with need, her body already understanding what it was made for.

"You can get up, sweetheart." Diane's hand stroked her hair.

Maya pushed herself upright on shaking legs. Turned to face them. Both watching her with identical expressions—hunger mixed with satisfaction. They'd shown her the bench and she'd climbed onto it willingly. Had positioned herself for breeding without being forced.

Richard moved closer, his pale eyes searching her face. "You need to decide, Maya. This isn't casual treatment anymore. If you stay, this becomes your life. Your purpose."

"We want you," Diane added, taking Maya's hand. "We want you to live here with us. Let us take care of you. Let us optimize your production, breed you when you're ready, show you off to people who understand what you are." She paused. "But it has to be your choice. We need you to want this."

Maya's heart hammered in her chest. This was it. The moment where she either walked away or surrendered completely.

She looked at the breeding bench. The medical-grade pump. The comfortable chair designed for hours of extraction. Everything they'd built for girls like her. Twenty-two before her had made this choice.

Her body knew what it wanted. Had known since the first time they'd drained her. Since the first orgasm while being milked. Since she'd felt the relief of finally being empty, finally being useful.

"I want to stay." The words came out steady, certain. "Not just the weekend. Permanently."

Diane's breath caught. Richard's eyes lit with satisfaction.

"I want all of it," Maya continued, the words tumbling faster now. "The supplements, the training, the equipment. I want you to optimize my production. I want to see how much I can make." She swallowed hard. "And I want the breeding protocols. I want to know what happens when I'm pregnant. How much more I can produce."

"Maya." Diane's voice shook slightly. "Are you sure?"

"Yes." Maya had never been more certain of anything. "I'm sure. My parents cut me off. I have no friends. No life waiting for me out there." She gestured vaguely toward the world beyond these walls. "But here... here I have a purpose. You make me feel valuable. Needed. Like my body isn't broken, it's just... special."

Richard stepped closer. "This is a big decision. Once you commit to this lifestyle, once we start serious production protocols and breeding programs, it changes everything."

"I know." Maya met his eyes. "That's what I want. I want you to change me. Train me. Use me however you need to. I want to be your cow."

The word hung in the air. Cow. She'd said it herself. Claimed the identity they'd been guiding her toward.

Diane pulled her into a hug, sudden and fierce. "Oh baby. You have no idea how happy you've just made us."

"Twenty-three," Richard murmured, satisfaction thick in his voice. "Our best acquisition yet."

Acquisition. The word should have stung. Instead it made Maya's pussy clench with need.

"There's one more thing." Diane's thumb stroked Maya's cheek. "We document everything. Photos, videos, production records. For our private collection and for the community evaluations. You'd need to consent to that. Your face, your body, everything captured and archived."

The thought should have horrified her. Instead it made her wetter. Being documented. Catalogued. Preserved as Subject 23 forever.

"I consent," Maya whispered. "Document everything. I want there to be a record of what I become."
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Subject 23: Initial Extraction

The cameras watched her. Red recording lights like predator eyes, except Maya wanted to be seen, wanted this documented, wanted proof that she'd finally found her purpose.

Richard kept adjusting the angles. A half inch left, check the viewfinder, nod to himself, adjust again. He was framing her perfectly for whatever archive they kept. Twenty-two other girls probably filed away somewhere, proof that this worked, that this was real.

Maya lay on the examination table, paper crinkling under her bare skin. Her legs spread in the stirrups without anyone telling her to anymore. Three days ago she would've needed instruction, reassurance, Diane's gentle coaxing. Now her body knew the position before her brain caught up, muscle memory of surrender she'd already learned.

This was what she was good at. What she was made for.

"Strip completely." No warmth in Diane's voice now. The maternal act had shifted into something rawer, hungrier, more honest. "Everything off. I want to see my beautiful cow."

My cow. The possessive made Maya's stomach flip with heat.

She sat up, pulled her tank top over her head. Her breasts swung free, heavy and already aching again even though they'd pumped her twenty minutes ago. Milk beaded at both nipples immediately, rolled down the curves in thin streams that tickled. She pushed her shorts down her hips, kicked them somewhere that didn't matter.

Naked now, completely bare under lights bright enough to show every inch while two cameras recorded.

And god, she wanted them to. Wanted documentation that Maya Chen at nineteen had finally found something she was exceptional at.

"Good." Richard's eye pressed to the viewfinder, voice focused. "Turn profile. Need to document breast fullness from the side."

She obeyed. Turned ninety degrees, let him photograph how her breasts jutted forward from her small frame, the weight of them pulling at her chest.

The flash burned white across her vision. Once. Twice. Three times.

"Face forward now. Look directly at the lens."

Maya turned back, met the camera's black eye. Her face would be in these photos. No anonymity, no protection. Richard was creating a permanent record with her name attached, Maya Chen age nineteen, and she'd asked for this, agreed to everything.

The thought made her pussy clench with need.

The flash exploded again, preserving her.

Diane circled her slowly. Not assessing anymore, not the nurse evaluating a patient. Someone admiring what she'd been given permission to claim.

"Fucking perfect." Diane's hand grabbed Maya's right breast, squeezed until milk sprayed across her palm in thin streams. "Look at these tits, Richard. Nineteen years old and already this full, this responsive."

Diane brought her milk-wet palm to her mouth and licked it clean. Slow, deliberate, her tongue catching every drop while her eyes rolled back slightly.

"God, I'm going to drink from you every single day. Multiple times. Drain you until you're empty and aching, then watch you fill up again."

Every single day. Maya had agreed to that. Had begged to stay permanently, to let them do exactly this.

Her nipples tightened further at the thought, leaked more freely.

"Up on the table." Richard gestured without looking away from his camera adjustments. "Let's get you positioned properly for documentation."

Maya climbed onto the vinyl surface, paper crackling and tearing slightly under her knees as she settled into place. Lay back when Diane's hand pressed between her shoulder blades, gentle but firm.

The table felt cold against her spine, that clinical chill of vinyl that hadn't absorbed body heat yet. It would warm eventually, once she'd been here long enough.

Diane moved to the stirrups, pulled them out and locked them into position with metallic clicks that echoed. Her hands gripped Maya's ankles, lifted her legs, positioned her feet in the padded rests with casual efficiency.

Wide. Diane adjusted the angle, forcing Maya's knees further apart until tendons stretched, until everything showed. Wider than any medical exam required, wide enough that her pussy was completely exposed, already glistening wet because her body knew what was coming.

"There." Diane's smile held satisfaction. "Now we can see everything while we drain you. Every response, every clench, every time you get wetter."

Maya's stomach swooped. They were going to watch her get more aroused, document how being milked turned her on, create permanent proof of what she was.

She wanted them to see it. Wanted them to know.

Richard approached carrying leather cuffs, wide straps with metal buckles and D-rings attached to short chains that clinked softly.

Maya's breath caught. "Why do I need restraints? I'll stay still, I promise..."

"Because you agreed to full documentation protocols." Richard's voice held no anger, just matter-of-fact explanation. "And because some subjects thrash when they come. This protects the equipment." He paused. "Arms above your head. Trust us."

Trust. She did. That was the terrifying, exhilarating truth. She trusted them completely with her body, her milk, her future.

Maya lifted her arms without further protest.

"Good girl." Diane's approval made warmth bloom in Maya's chest.

Richard secured the first cuff around Maya's right wrist. Leather warm against her skin, buckle clicking into place. He attached the short chain to a metal loop welded into the table frame above her head, then repeated the process with her left wrist, movements efficient and practiced.

Maya's arms stretched overhead now, pulled taut enough to make her shoulder muscles burn. She couldn't lower them anymore, couldn't cover herself.

Couldn't hide how much she wanted this.

The ankle cuffs came next. Richard buckled them over the stirrup straps, redundant restraint that kept her legs spread even if instinct made her try closing them.

She tested the bonds reflexively, pulled against the wrist cuffs, tried drawing her knees together.

Nothing moved. The leather held firm, chains rattling softly but giving nothing.

The restraints weren't punishment. They were freedom. Freedom from having to control herself, from having to maintain dignity or composure. They let her surrender completely.

"One more." Richard retrieved a wide strap from the equipment cart, leather maybe four inches across. He positioned it over Maya's hips and buckled it tight beneath the table, cinching until it pinned her pelvis flat against the vinyl. "Keeps you from squirming during extended sessions."

Extended sessions. Hours maybe. All day. Until they'd wrung every drop from her body.

The thought made Maya's pussy flood wetter.

The cameras kept recording, red lights steady. Watching her bound body, capturing her willingness for their permanent collection.

Diane's hands roamed freely now, touching everywhere. Squeezed both breasts hard, deliberate pressure that made milk spray across Maya's stomach and chest in warm streams that tickled as they ran down her ribs.

"Look how responsive she is. Barely touch her and she leaks everywhere."

Diane's fingers found Maya's nipples, pinched them, twisted slightly. Sharp pleasure-pain that made Maya gasp, back arching involuntarily despite the hip restraint limiting movement.

"She's going to be so much fun to train completely." Diane spoke to Richard, casual conversation about Maya's future. "I can't wait to see her in six months, after we've refined everything, made her understand exactly what she is."

Six months. Maya would still be here in six months. Still producing, still being drained, still theirs.

The certainty of it made her dizzy with relief.

Richard moved to the camera controls, pressed record, spoke clearly for the microphone. "Session One. Subject 23. Maya Chen. Age nineteen. Day three of residency, first session after permanent commitment."

Her full name in the recording. Clinical narration that would accompany this footage forever, permanent documentation of Maya Chen choosing this life.

"Baseline production assessment. Manual extraction, dual drainage. No collection apparatus, direct consumption only."

He walked to the examination table, positioned himself at her right side. His hands settled on her breast, palms warm, fingers positioning with practiced ease.

The technique was ruthlessly efficient. Thumb and forefinger encircling her areola, squeezing with rhythmic pulses that forced milk through her ducts, pressure that bordered on painful but stayed just on the right side of relief.

Milk sprayed from her nipple in thin streams that Richard caught in his mouth, lips sealing around the peak as he began to suck.

The sensation shot straight between her legs, made her pussy clench around nothing. His mouth was hot and wet, tongue working her nipple while he sucked, swallowed, drank from her like she was exactly what she'd agreed to become.

A source. A supply. His cow.

"God, look at that." Diane stared at Maya's left breast, watching it swell and leak, milk running down the curve to pool in the valley between. "I can't wait anymore, Richard. I need to taste her."

She didn't ask permission, didn't hesitate. Just lowered her mouth and took Maya's left nipple between her lips, latched on, and sucked hard enough to make Maya whimper.

Both breasts at once. Richard drinking from her right side with methodical, measured pulls while Diane nursed from her left with desperate hunger, swallowing audibly, throat working continuously.

The contrast overwhelmed her. Richard so controlled, clinical even while consuming her milk. Diane ravenous and needy, moaning around Maya's nipple like this was the best thing she'd ever tasted.

This was what Maya had wanted. What she'd begged for. To be useful like this, needed like this, valued for what her body could provide.

Diane's free hand slid down Maya's stomach, fingers trailing through the milk that had sprayed there earlier, spreading it across her skin. Lower, her hand kept moving lower.

Found Maya's pussy, bare and spread and soaking wet, evidence of how much she loved this.

Diane groaned, pulling off Maya's nipple long enough to speak. "She's dripping, Richard. Absolutely soaked. Our beautiful cow loves this, don't you baby?"

"Yes," Maya gasped. No shame in admitting it anymore. "Yes, I love it."

Her fingers pushed inside without warning, two at once, thick and filling. Her thumb found Maya's clit and began circling with purpose.

"Subject demonstrates significant arousal during drainage." Richard continued his clinical narration, voice steady despite watching his wife finger Maya. "Vaginal lubrication excessive. Nipple responsiveness optimal."

He switched breasts, released Maya's right and moved to her left, started the compression technique on the breast Diane had been nursing.

Diane immediately latched onto the right nipple, never stopped moving her fingers. Kept thrusting into Maya's pussy with steady rhythm while drinking from her breast.

Maya pulled against the wrist restraints, not trying to escape but needing something to do with the building pressure, the pleasure coiling tighter in her belly. Her legs tried closing around Diane's hand but the ankle cuffs held them wide, kept her spread and accessible.

Both breasts being drained simultaneously, Richard's methodical extraction on one side while Diane's greedy mouth pulled desperate swallows from the other. Their rhythm synchronized somehow, both sucking in tandem, both swallowing her milk while Diane's fingers worked inside her.

This was perfect. This was exactly what Maya had chosen. What she'd committed to forever.

Diane's fingers curled inside her, found that perfect spot that made stars burst behind her eyes, began stroking it with obvious skill.

The orgasm built too fast, pressure mounting until Maya couldn't slow it, couldn't control anything.

"She's close." Diane murmured against Maya's breast, feeling the tension. "I can feel her getting tighter, clenching on my fingers."

Her thumb pressed harder on Maya's clit, circling relentlessly.

Maya came with a broken cry that echoed off the walls, pulling hard enough against the restraints to make the leather creak. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around Diane's fingers while milk sprayed from both nipples, Richard's compression and Diane's sucking forcing it out in streams they swallowed greedily.

The cameras recorded everything. Her face twisting in pleasure, her body convulsing against the restraints, her breasts fountaining milk.

Subject 23's first documented orgasm. Proof that she'd made the right choice.

"Again." Diane demanded. She never stopped fingering, never slowed the relentless thrust and curl of her fingers. "Come again while I drink from you. Give me another one, beautiful."

Maya shook her head weakly, overwhelmed, too sensitive. But Diane's fingers kept working, kept stroking that spot inside while her mouth pulled on Maya's nipple with renewed hunger.

Richard released Maya's breast, swallowing the last mouthful before switching back to her right side. Started draining the breast Diane had abandoned, maintaining the systematic extraction.

"Please." Maya gasped, voice breaking. Not sure what she was begging for anymore. More, or mercy, or something else she couldn't name.

"Give me another one." Diane commanded, voice rough. "Come for me again, baby. Feed me while you come."

Her fingers twisted inside Maya, her thumb pressed down hard, and Maya's body obeyed.

The second orgasm tore through her, somehow stronger than the first, ripping a scream from her throat. Milk poured from her breasts in thick streams they swallowed eagerly, wetness flooded around Diane's thrusting fingers, her whole body shaking against the restraints.

Diane pulled back finally, milk dripping down her chin and neck, eyes glazed like she was drunk. "Richard. Richard, I need more. I need to drink from her properly."

She climbed onto the examination table despite its narrow width, graceless and desperate. Positioned herself straddling Maya's restrained body, knees bracketing her ribs, weight pressing down.

Leaned down and took Maya's left nipple again, both hands gripping the breast possessively, completely lost in the act of consuming Maya's milk, making small satisfied sounds with each mouthful.

Her hips ground against Maya's stomach, rhythmic and shameless. Diane was getting off on this, literally humping her while nursing.

And Maya loved it. Loved being wanted this desperately, needed this completely.

"Diane demonstrates exceptional response to Subject 23's production." Richard narrated, adjusting the camera angle to capture his wife nursing. "Note heightened obsessive behavior, loss of clinical detachment."

Diane switched breasts, hand sliding back between Maya's legs without hesitation. Three fingers this time, stretching her wider, filling her more completely.

"I've wanted to do this since you walked in Friday." Diane spoke between swallows, confession tumbling out. "Wanted to tie you down and drink every drop. Wanted to make you come while I fed from you."

Since Friday. Since the very first appointment when Diane had been so gentle, so maternal, so careful.

And Maya had wanted it too. Even then, terrified and confused, some part of her had wanted exactly this.

"You taste so fucking perfect." Diane's voice rough with need. "Sweet and young and clean. I could drink from you for hours, days. Want to keep you full and aching so I can drain you whenever I need it."

Her three fingers fucked Maya roughly while she nursed, taking what Maya had given her permission to take, what Maya had begged her to take.

Maya came again, couldn't help it, couldn't stop her body from clenching around Diane's fingers while feeding Diane's greedy mouth. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, less sharp than before but deeper, longer, pulling a broken moan from her throat.

She was theirs. Completely theirs. And it felt so fucking right.

Richard moved closer, positioned himself at Maya's head. His hand cupped Diane's face, gentle despite everything, and pulled her up from Maya's breast.

Diane's mouth was wet with milk, lips glistening, a drop running down her chin.

Richard leaned down and kissed her, deep and hungry, his tongue sliding into her mouth. Sharing the taste of Maya's milk between them while Maya watched from below, still impaled on Diane's fingers, still trembling from her orgasm.

They kissed like they were starving for each other, like tasting Maya's milk together was the most erotic thing they'd ever experienced. Diane moaned into Richard's mouth, her fingers curling inside Maya in response to her own arousal.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, Richard's hand slid into Diane's hair.

"She's perfect," he murmured. "Better than any of them."

"Yes." Diane's fingers thrust deeper, made Maya gasp. "She's ours now. Our beautiful cow."

She lowered her mouth back to Maya's breast and drank, while Richard watched, while the cameras recorded, while Maya lay helpless and restrained and exactly where she wanted to be.

The milk flowed, and they consumed it, and somewhere in the overwhelming sensation Maya felt complete for the first time in her life.

She'd made the right choice. She'd found her purpose.

And this was only the beginning.


The Breeding Session
Breeding Stock Assessment


Standing naked in the center of the treatment room. Waiting.

Her tits already aching slightly from refilling, though Diane had milked her just two hours earlier. They filled so much faster now, her body responding to the supplements and constant drainage schedule exactly like Richard predicted. Each week her production climbed higher, her breasts swelling fuller between sessions, the relief when they finally drained her becoming sharper, more intense, almost violent in how good it felt.

Two hours. That was it. Already the pressure building again, that familiar heavy fullness making each breath slightly uncomfortable. The warm trickle had started ten minutes ago, milk beading at her nipples and running down the curve of her breasts in thin streams that tickled as they traveled across her ribs, dripping onto the floor between her bare feet.

She didn't bother wiping it away anymore. Why would she? Let it show. Let them see what she produced, how her body responded, how quickly she filled. That was the whole point now, wasn't it? Being a good producer. Being valuable.

The examination table dominated the center of the room, stirrups already extended and waiting like they were expecting her. No collection equipment today though. No bottles or tubes or measuring cylinders. Just the table, the bright overhead lights eliminating every shadow and turning her skin pale and exposed, and her naked body waiting to be assessed.

Three weeks since she'd signed the contract. Three weeks of living here completely, her entire existence structured around milking sessions and their hands on her body and learning to crave the relief only they could provide. Her apartment was gone now, lease broken, her few belongings in storage somewhere she'd probably never retrieve them from. Her phone sat dead in a drawer because nobody called except Richard and Diane anyway. Her parents hadn't tried to contact her in months, and honestly? She barely thought about them anymore except when the transgression made her wetter.

This was her life now. Standing naked in treatment rooms, waiting for the next examination, the next drainage session, the next pleasure. And tonight, if everything went right, she'd become something more than just Subject 23.

She'd become pregnant.

Footsteps in the hallway, getting closer. The door opened and Diane entered first, already smiling, that warm maternal expression that used to comfort Maya before she understood what it truly meant. Before she learned that Diane's sweetness was just another way of taking control, owning her completely.

"Arms at your sides, sweetheart. Shoulders back."

Maya adjusted immediately. Muscle memory from countless sessions, her body responding before her brain even processed the command. Chest out, displaying her breasts properly, the milk running faster down her skin as gravity pulled at the fullness. Legs slightly apart, not quite spread but available, accessible. Ready.

Diane circled her slowly, checking. Assessing. Her fingers straightened Maya's hair where it had fallen across one shoulder, the touch gentle but proprietary. Then she tilted Maya's chin up slightly, positioning her face at the right angle.

"Perfect. You're going to be so good for him, Maya. He's going to want to breed you immediately when he sees what you produce."

Breed her.

The words punched straight between her legs. Her thighs wanted to squeeze together against the wet heat already gathering, but she held position. Like livestock. Like a prize cow being presented to a bull. Three weeks ago the thought would've sent her screaming out the door. Now her pussy was clenching on nothing, desperate and empty, and she wasn't even pretending anymore that she didn't want exactly this.

The doorbell rang.

Diane's hand squeezed Maya's shoulder briefly. Reassuring. Possessive. "Deep breath. Remember, he's here to help us. To make you everything you're meant to be."

Then Diane left, her footsteps fading down the hallway. Maya heard the front door open, voices exchanging greetings. Richard's deeper tone, someone else responding with a rich warm voice that carried authority even from this distance.

Her heart hammered against her ribs. Milk dripped steadily now, both nipples leaking in continuous thin streams that pooled at her feet, the small puddle spreading. She stood in the center of the room, completely naked, completely exposed, waiting to meet the man who would evaluate her fertility and decide whether her body was good enough to breed.

Three weeks ago this would have been impossible. Inconceivable. Three weeks ago she'd still thought of herself as Maya Chen, college dropout, disappointing daughter, girl with a medical condition she couldn't manage and parents who'd given up on her.

Now she was Subject 23. Richard's best acquisition. Diane's sweet little cow. And tonight, if this man approved, she would become something more.

Pregnant and bred, a milk machine carrying the biological proof of her purpose.

Multiple footsteps approaching now. Maya's breathing quickened, her nipples hardening further under the bright lights, milk flowing faster in response to her arousal. The door swung open.

Richard entered first, his expression proud and possessive, the way he looked when showing her off during their private sessions. When he wanted her to perform. Behind him came someone new.

Tall Black man. Distinguished. Late forties probably, based on the silver threading through his close-cropped hair, but his body was still powerful, athletic. Broad shoulders filling out his button-down shirt like he lifted weights regularly. Slacks pressed with sharp creases. Professional. Successful. The kind of man who commanded rooms just by entering them, who made people straighten their spines and pay attention.

A wedding ring visible on his left hand. Married. He had a wife somewhere who probably thought he was at a medical conference or visiting colleagues. A wife who had no idea he spent his evenings evaluating naked young women for breeding potential.

He carried a leather medical bag, expensive and well-maintained, the kind actual doctors used. His eyes swept over Maya's naked body immediately. No pretense of politeness, no awkward looking away. Just pure professional assessment, clinical and thorough.

Started with her breasts. The size, the fullness, the milk visibly dripping in steady streams down her skin. Then moved down to her hips, her stomach, measuring proportions with his eyes, evaluating her capacity to carry. Finally settled on her face, meeting her eyes directly.

His expression stayed neutral, clinical, but something flickered there. Approval maybe. Interest. The look of someone who'd found exactly what they were searching for.

Maya stood perfectly still. Let him look. Her nipples tightened harder under his stare, pussy clenching with need. She wanted him to approve. Needed him to find her suitable, to want to breed her, to think she was good enough for his cock and his seed.

Richard gestured at her like she was merchandise on display. "Dr. Matthews, this is Maya. Subject 23. She's been with us three weeks now."

Subject 23. Not a patient. Not a girl with a name and a history. Just a number, a specimen in Richard's collection. Her face went hot, nipples tightening impossibly harder, milk dripping faster. God, why did that make her wetter? Why did being reduced to a number send heat spiraling through her belly?

Matthews set down his medical bag beside the examination table, then crossed to where she stood. Extended his hand professionally, completely at ease with the contrast between his fully clothed formality and her absolute nakedness.

Maya shook his hand. His palm was warm, large, swallowing hers completely. The contact sent electricity straight up her arm, made her breath hitch. This was the man who might breed her. This hand might be inside her in minutes, testing her fertility, preparing her body.

"Pleasure to meet you, Maya." His voice matched his appearance. Deep, cultured, confident. The voice of someone who knew exactly what he was doing, who had done this many times before with other girls. "Richard and Diane have told me excellent things about your progress."

"She's exceptional." Richard moved to stand beside Matthews, both men now examining her together, comparing notes on her body while she stood there naked and leaking. "Currently producing forty-eight ounces daily across four milking sessions. Letdown reflex is excellent, minimal stimulation required. Highly responsive sexually, no behavioral issues whatsoever. Eager to please."

Reciting her statistics like livestock records. Production volumes, response times, behavioral notes. Maya's entire face flushed hot, the heat spreading down her neck and across her chest, making her skin prickle. But god, her pussy was aching now, clenching rhythmically, wetness gathering between her thighs.

Not despite the humiliation. Because of it. Because being discussed like breeding stock made her want to drop to her knees and beg them to use her however they wanted.

Matthews nodded slowly, still studying her with that intense clinical focus. "I can see the production quality just from observation. Her breasts are filling beautifully even as she stands here. Excellent glandular development for her age."

He stepped closer, walking slowly around her right side. Maya held still, barely breathing, tracking him from the corner of her eye. His gaze traveled over her body like hands, assessing, measuring, evaluating every inch.

"Hip width is promising. Good bone structure for carrying. How has she responded to preliminary fertility assessments?"

Richard followed Matthews' circuit, both men now circling her from different angles like buyers at an auction examining livestock before bidding. "All baseline hormone panels came back optimal. Estrogen and progesterone levels ideal for her age. Ovulation cycle regular and predictable. We've been tracking for two weeks, and she appears to be mid-cycle currently. Prime fertile window."

"Cervical mucus production?" Matthews paused behind her, and Maya felt his eyes on her ass, her thighs, the wetness she knew was visible between her legs, probably glistening under the bright lights.

"Abundant and appropriate texture during fertile windows. She's very responsive to internal examination." Richard's voice carried a note of pride, like he was showing off a prize student. "Vaginal lubrication presents even during clinical assessment. Actually, especially during clinical assessment."

They were discussing her pussy's wetness, her cervical fluid, her fertility signs like she wasn't even there to hear them. Clinical language masking the reality that they were evaluating how easily this stranger could breed her, how receptive her body would be to accepting his cock, how well her pussy would grip him when he pushed inside and filled her with his seed.

Maya's thighs trembled. She wanted to squeeze them together, trap the ache building between her legs, but she held position. Good girls didn't move without permission.

Matthews completed his circuit, standing before her again. His eyes met hers directly, and she saw something shift there. The clinical assessment giving way to something warmer. Hunger maybe. Anticipation.

"Turn around for me, Maya. Slowly."

She obeyed immediately, rotating in place while he watched. Felt his gaze tracking across her shoulders, down her spine, over the curve of her ass. When she completed the rotation, facing him again, he gestured with one hand.

"Arms above your head."

Maya raised her arms, lacing her fingers behind her neck. The position lifted her breasts, displayed them fully, made the milk drip faster from her extended nipples in thin streams that ran down her ribs and belly.

Matthews stared at her tits like he was appraising jewelry, or maybe livestock at auction. Intense. Focused. Seeing potential, seeing gallons. "Breast tissue responds exceptionally well to stimulation. I can see her production increasing just from positional change and arousal." He was talking about her like she wasn't even there, like she was an object to be discussed in third person. "She'll be a magnificent producer when bred. Pregnancy will double this output, minimum."

When bred. Not if. When.

The certainty in his voice made something hot and liquid slide down her spine, pool low in her belly.

"Bend forward at the waist. Keep your legs straight."

Maya bent, folding at the hips, her ass lifting as her torso descended. The position exposed everything from behind. Her pussy and ass completely visible, presented for inspection like cuts of meat on display. Vulnerable. Available.

She heard Matthews move closer, felt the heat of his body near her exposed position. Her face burned, pressed toward the floor, blood rushing to her head.

"Excellent flexibility. Pelvic structure is ideal." His voice came from directly behind her now, close enough she could feel his breath on her ass, her thighs. "You can see her natural lubrication from here. Her body is already preparing itself."

Preparing for breeding. For being mounted and filled and used like a cow in heat. Maya's pussy clenched on nothing, desperate and empty, so wet she could feel it dripping.

"You may stand. Now squat down, thighs apart."

Maya straightened on shaking legs, then lowered into a deep squat, knees spreading wide, balancing on the balls of her feet. The position opened her completely, every private fold exposed and glistening under the lights, milk now dripping onto her thighs from where it ran down her belly.

Matthews crouched before her, eye level with her spread pussy. This close, she could see the flecks of gold in his dark eyes, could smell his cologne mixing with the sharper scent of her own arousal.

"Have you thought about being bred, Maya?" His eyes remained fixed between her legs while he spoke, watching how her pussy clenched and released, how the wetness gathered and dripped. "Do you understand what pregnancy will mean for your body?"

"Yes." Her voice came out rough, needy, barely recognizable. "I'll produce more milk."

"I've bred subjects who increased production five hundred percent during pregnancy." Five hundred percent. The number made her head spin. "Your hormone responses suggest you could achieve similar results. Maybe better."

Better than five hundred percent. From forty-eight ounces daily to potentially... god, she couldn't even do the math. Hundreds of ounces. Gallons. Her tits would be enormous, constantly full, constantly aching for relief.

"Do you want that, Maya?" His voice dropped lower, intimate despite the clinical setting. "Want to carry a baby? Want to see how much milk your young body can produce? Want to be bred like a good little cow?"

"Yes." No hesitation. No doubt. No shame left to pretend. "I want it. Want to produce more. Want to see..." She swallowed hard, made herself say it. "Want to know how much I can make. How good I can be."

Matthews smiled, subtle but genuine. Approval warming his expression. "Good girl. Stand up now."

Maya rose on shaking legs, thighs trembling from the position and from the arousal making her entire body feel liquid and desperate. Matthews stood as well, moving to the examination table, gesturing for her to approach.

"Lie back. We'll proceed with physical examination to confirm breeding suitability."

Diane appeared at Maya's elbow like she'd been waiting just outside the door, listening to everything. Her hand pressed warm against Maya's lower back, guiding her forward toward the waiting table.

"You're doing perfectly, sweetheart. Just relax and let Dr. Matthews examine you properly. Let him see what a good cow you are."

Maya climbed onto the table, the paper crinkling beneath her weight, sticking slightly to her skin where milk had dripped down her back. Diane adjusted the back section, raising it to forty-five degrees, then helped position pillows behind Maya's shoulders so she'd be propped up slightly. Able to watch everything they did to her.

Matthews moved to the sink. The sound of running water, soap dispensing, his palms rubbing together in methodical thoroughness. Then he dried carefully and reached for latex gloves from the box mounted on the wall.

The snap of latex pulled tight over his hands made Maya's breath catch in her throat. She knew that sound now. Knew what it meant.

Hands on her body. Inside her body. Examining every private part while they all watched and discussed her responses like she was livestock being evaluated for auction.

Matthews approached her right side, Diane standing opposite. Richard positioned himself near the foot of the table where he could observe everything, where he'd have a perfect view of her spread pussy when they put her legs in the stirrups.

"I'll begin with breast examination." Matthews' gloved hands moved to her right breast, cupping the weight, testing the fullness with a professional touch that was somehow more intimate than if he'd just grabbed her. "This assesses glandular development and hormone responsiveness."

His touch was firm, clinical, thorough. Fingers pressing deeply into her tissue, palpating in systematic patterns, feeling for abnormalities. Professional and detached, like he was examining produce at a market.

"Glandular tissue is exceptional. Highly developed ductal system throughout. You've conditioned her beautifully, Richard." He squeezed harder, testing deeper. "This level of development usually takes months of intensive training, yet she's achieved it in three weeks."

Richard's expression showed pure pride, like a trainer being complimented on a prize horse. "She's very responsive to training. Eager to optimize. Eager to please."

Matthews continued his examination, working across her breast tissue with systematic precision. Milk leaked steadily around his hands, running between his fingers, soaking into his gloves. When he reached her nipple, he paused. Gripped it between thumb and forefinger, positioned his other hand underneath like a cup.

Then he squeezed deliberately.

Milk sprayed from her nipple in a thin forceful arc, shooting across the small distance between her breast and his cupped hand. He caught it in his palm, watching the white stream with professional interest.

Matthews nodded approval. "Excellent letdown response. Minimal stimulation required." He squeezed again, milking her nipple with firm pulls, watching the streams of milk spray and pool in his gloved hand. "Force and volume both optimal."

Then, instead of reaching for collection equipment, instead of measuring or documenting, he raised his cupped palm to his mouth.

Maya's breath stopped.

Matthews drank from his hand, swallowing her milk, his throat working. His eyes closed briefly, assessing the taste, the quality. When he opened them again, there was heat there that hadn't been before.

"Sweet. Excellent flavor profile. No off-notes." He released her nipple, moved to her left breast, repeated the entire examination. Palpating, testing, squeezing. When he reached her left nipple, he didn't bother with his hand this time.

He just leaned forward and put his mouth directly on her.

Maya gasped. His lips closed around her nipple, hot and wet, his tongue pressing against the tip as he sucked hard. Milk flooded into his mouth and he swallowed, his throat working against her breast, his hands still palpating her tissue like this was completely normal, completely clinical.

"Oh fuck," Maya whimpered. Couldn't help it. The combination of his mouth sucking and his hands squeezing sent lightning straight between her legs, made her pussy clench so hard it hurt.

Matthews pulled back, releasing her nipple with an obscene wet sound. "Excellent response. Now we test nipple sensitivity. This indicates hormone responsiveness and sexual function."

His fingers returned to her right nipple, began manipulating it with clear intent. Rolling between thumb and forefinger. Pinching lightly, then harder. Tugging, stretching, releasing. Clinical torture designed to test her limits.

Maya couldn't suppress her reaction. Her breathing quickened, harsh and desperate. Her hips shifted against the table, seeking pressure that wasn't there, trying to grind against something, anything.

Matthews watched her face while his fingers continued their work. "Excellent responsiveness. Note flushing across chest and neck, pupil dilation, increased respiratory rate." He pinched harder. "Vocalization beginning."

Maya whimpered again, louder this time. The pleasure-pain making her pussy clench rhythmically, desperately.

He switched to her left nipple, repeated the process. This time when he pinched hard, Maya cried out, her back arching off the table.

"Richard mentioned sexual stimulation increases your production significantly." Matthews released her nipple, both now red and swollen from his handling, visibly larger than before. "Is that accurate, Maya?"

"Yes." She could barely form words, her brain half-gone already. "When I... when I come during milking, I produce more."

"How much more?"

"Diane says..." God, why was talking so hard? "Twenty to thirty percent increase during orgasm."

Matthews glanced at Diane, who nodded confirmation, her expression warm and maternal and hungry all at once.

"Fascinating. We'll test that during breeding." He moved toward the foot of the table, and Maya's heart jumped into her throat. "I'll proceed with pelvic examination now."

Diane lifted Maya's right foot, placed it gently in the waiting stirrup, the cold metal making her flinch. Then repeated with her left. Adjusted the height, the angle, spreading Maya's legs obscenely wide under the bright examination light.

Completely exposed now. Her shaved pussy on full display, already wet, already swollen with need, and all three of them could see everything.

Matthews settled onto the rolling stool between her spread thighs. At this angle, his face was level with her pussy, close enough she could feel his breath on her wet folds, close enough to see the hunger in his eyes despite his clinical demeanor.

"Complete hair removal. Very good. Makes visual assessment much easier."

His gloved fingers touched her outer labia, gentle but thorough, examining external anatomy first. Separated her folds carefully, exposing her inner labia, her entrance, her clit, everything. She was so wet his gloves were immediately soaked, shining under the lights.

"Labial development normal. Clitoris prominent, good hormone indicators." His thumb brushed directly over her clit and Maya jerked, gasping. "Highly reactive. Vaginal opening appears appropriate. Significant lubrication already present."

He glanced up at Diane, his fingers still holding Maya's pussy spread open. "Is she always this wet during examinations?"

Diane smiled, maternal and proud like discussing a daughter's achievements. "She's been conditioned. Any attention to her body produces this response now. She associates examination with pleasure. Associates being used with purpose."

"Excellent training." Matthews returned his attention to Maya's spread pussy, his breath ghosting over her wet folds. "I'll perform internal examination to assess reproductive anatomy."

He squeezed lubricant onto his gloved fingers despite how wet she already was. Professional protocol. Sterile procedure. Then his fingers positioned at her entrance, two of them together, thick and insistent.

"Deep breath, Maya."

She tried. Tried to breathe. Tried to relax. But god, she was so empty, so desperate to be filled.

Matthews pushed inside.

The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Two thick fingers sliding deep, filling her completely, reaching places she couldn't reach herself. Maya cried out, her hips lifting off the table, trying to take him deeper.

"Easy." His voice was calm, clinical, completely at odds with the intimacy of his fingers buried inside her pussy. "I'm checking the vaginal walls for tone and elasticity."

His fingers moved inside her, curling, pressing, testing. Professional exploration that felt like nothing except fingers fucking her slowly and deliberately while three people watched.

"Excellent tone. Vaginal muscles are strong, responsive." He pumped his fingers slowly, in and out. "Cervical position is typical for mid-cycle. Os is slightly dilated, preparing for ovulation."

His free hand pressed down on her lower abdomen, trapping her between his palm and his fingers inside. "This tests uterine position."

The pressure made Maya whimper. Made her walls clench around his fingers, her body trying to pull him deeper, keep him inside.

"Very responsive." Matthews' voice had roughened slightly, his clinical detachment cracking. "Richard, you weren't exaggerating. She's extremely reactive to internal stimulation."

He pulled his fingers out slowly, and Maya actually whined at the loss, her pussy clenching on nothing. Matthews stood from the stool, holding up his gloved hand. The fingers that had been inside her were soaked, dripping with her wetness, the latex shining under the lights.

"I want her," he said roughly. "Want to breed her. Tonight."

Richard smiled, possessive and proud. "She's yours."

He moved to Maya's other side, started unbuttoning his shirt. Matthews did the same, both men stripping with efficient movements. Shoes, socks, pants, everything hitting the floor until they were both naked, both obviously hard, their cocks thick and ready.

Diane appeared at the head of the table, smiling down at Maya. "Ready for the final assessment, sweetheart?"

Maya could only nod, her brain completely offline, running on pure need now.

"Good girl." Diane's fingers brushed Maya's nipple, making her gasp. "Richard and I are going to empty you. Properly, while Dr. Matthews is going to breed you. Right here. Right now. Fill that desperate pussy with his seed and put a baby inside you."

"Yes," Maya sobbed. "Please. Please, I'll be good. I'll produce so much. Please."

Diane positioned himself at her left breast, Matthews at her right.

"Begin," Mathews commanded.

Diane and Richard latched onto Maya's nipples simultaneously, their mouths hot and wet, sucking hard. The sensation exploded through her body like lightning. Two mouths pulling at her tits, drinking from her, swallowing her milk.

Maya screamed.
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Triple Extraction

Matthews pushed inside, one unbroken thrust that split her open. Thicker than the fingers that had been just in her. Her pussy stretched around him, burned around him, and he didn't stop until his hips pressed flush against her spread thighs and she couldn't tell where she ended and he began.

Maya's cry broke halfway through, turned into something animal. Stretched. She was so fucking stretched. Matthews was opening her so wide she felt it in her fucking teeth.

And her tits. Christ, her tits. Diane's mouth on her left nipple, sucking hard, swallowing rhythmically. Richard's hands massaging her right breast, coaxing the milk down, preparing to feed. Both of them ready to drain her while Matthews fucked her.

This. This was it. Being fucked and nursed at the same time, cock pounding her pussy while mouths worked her nipples. Bred like livestock, milked like livestock, and her body just kept producing, kept leaking, kept giving them everything they wanted.

Matthews gripped her hips hard enough to hurt. Pulled back slow until just his head stretched her entrance, then slammed deep. Again. Again. Not gentle, not making love, breeding her. Each thrust purposeful, mechanical, designed to dump his cum as deep in her pussy as it would go.

The examination table creaked underneath her. Her breasts bounced despite Diane's mouth locked on one nipple, milk spraying from the other before Richard could latch on. And the sounds her pussy made. Wet, obscene, sloppy sounds that should've embarrassed her but just made her wetter.

"That's it. Take it deep." Matthews sounded like he was still in his fucking office, clinical and detached even balls-deep inside her. "Gonna breed this tight young cunt. Pump you so full of cum you'll be carrying my baby."

Maya moaned. The words made her pussy clench around him, made fresh milk spray from her nipples. "Yes. Breed me. Please breed me."

"That's what good hucows do." He thrust harder, punctuating each word with his hips. "Get bred. Make milk. That's all you're for."

"Want your baby." She could barely think, let alone talk. "Want to make more milk. Please. Please."

No shame left. None. Begging a stranger to knock her up while her employers watched and she didn't even care.

Richard finally sealed his mouth over her right nipple and sucked hard. The relief was immediate, overwhelming. Both breasts being drained now, both nipples in warm mouths, tongues working, throats swallowing. She could hear them drinking, could feel every pull sending signals straight to her pussy, making her clench around Matthews' cock.

Richard moved closer to her head, one hand still massaging her breast as he nursed, the other rubbing the bulge in his slacks. When he pulled off long enough to breathe, he spoke. "Look at her. Our little cow taking his cock so beautifully."

Diane's breathing had gone ragged and rough around Maya's nipple. Her free hand disappeared under her skirt, fingers working between her own legs while she drank. When she released Maya's breast with a wet pop, milk dripped from her lips. "She's gonna look so beautiful pregnant. Those tits even bigger."

Bigger breasts. More milk. Maya's pussy clenched at the thought. Her body swelling with pregnancy while they kept draining her, kept using her, kept making her produce.

Richard latched back onto her nipple, sucking desperately. Diane did the same. Both of them nursing frantically now, swallowing as fast as they could, and it still wasn't fast enough. Milk leaked from the corners of their mouths, ran down Maya's chest, pooled beneath her on the table.

The orgasm built fast, built huge. Matthews' cock hitting something deep inside her with every thrust, two mouths pulling milk from her nipples, Richard and Diane's voices telling her how good she looked getting bred. Everything combined, pressure building behind her eyes, in her chest, between her legs.

"That's it." Matthews fucked her harder, faster. The examination table rattling now, her whole body shaking with each impact. "Come on my cock. Show them what a good breeding cow you are."

She came so hard her vision whited out. Everything clenched, her pussy strangling his cock in spasms she couldn't control while milk jetted from her nipples straight into Richard and Diane's mouths. Not flowing, not streaming, gushing. Flooding their mouths while she screamed, while her whole body seized and released, seized and released, wringing itself out for them.

Matthews didn't stop. Kept fucking her straight through the orgasm, his cock working in and out of her spasming pussy, prolonging it until she couldn't tell where one wave ended and the next began.

Diane moaned against her nipple, the vibration shuddering straight through to Maya's spine. She could feel Diane's throat working, swallowing, swallowing, greedy and desperate. Could feel the heat of her mouth, the slick slide of her tongue, the edges of her teeth. Richard the same on her other breast, sucking so hard it almost hurt, like he couldn't get enough, like he'd drain her completely dry.

The room stank of sex and milk and sweat. Every surface slick with her, every breath thick with the salt-sweet smell of her production. She could hear herself, the wet obscene slap of Matthews' hips against her thighs, the sucking sounds from Richard and Diane's mouths, her own broken moans.

Matthews shifted his angle slightly, hit something inside her that made her entire body jerk. "Gonna use this fertile pussy. Gonna pump it full. You want that? Want me to breed you like the cow you are?"

"Yes. Yes. Fuck, yes." She was babbling now, too far gone to care. "Breed me. Knock me up. Make my tits bigger. Please."

Richard pulled off her breast, milk still dripping from his mouth. Looked at Diane still nursing on the other side. Something passed between them, some unspoken communication.

Richard reached for Diane. Pulled her face away from Maya's nipple, milk streaming from both breasts now, spraying into the air. And he kissed her. Deep. Desperate. Their tongues sliding together, sharing Maya's milk between their mouths.

The sight made Maya's pussy clench around Matthews' cock. Watching them kiss, watching them pass her milk back and forth, tasting her on each other. Diane moaned into Richard's mouth, her hand still working frantically between her own legs.

They broke apart, both their faces slick with milk, and went back to Maya's breasts. Latched on again, sucking harder this time, like they couldn't get enough, like the taste had driven them wild.

Maya watched through half-closed eyes, watched her milk disappear down their throats while Matthews bred her. Completely used. Every part of her body that could give them something, giving. Her pussy, her tits, her mouth if Richard wanted it. Nothing held back. Nothing left that was just hers.

And it felt so good she could barely breathe.

Her second orgasm built faster than the first. The overwhelming sensation of being completely used, completely filled. Two mouths on her breasts drinking desperately, cock pounding her pussy, stretching her, using her. Nothing but a milk source and a breeding vessel, and god, it was perfect.

"Gonna fill you up now." Matthews' rhythm broke, turned erratic. His control slipping. "Gonna pump this fertile cunt so full of cum you'll be dripping for hours. Take it. Take my seed. Carry my baby."

His fingers dug into her hips hard enough to bruise. Pulling her onto his cock with each thrust, trying to get deeper, impossibly deeper.

Diane came first. Moaned against Maya's breast, her whole body shuddering. But she didn't stop drinking. Kept sucking and swallowing even through her orgasm, milk running down her chin while pleasure rolled through her.

Matthews slammed deep one final time. Held himself there, pressed tight against her cervix, and Maya felt it. Felt his cock pulse inside her, felt the heat flooding her pussy in thick spurts. His cum pumping directly into her womb, filling her, breeding her.

He stayed buried completely. Keeping his cum plugged inside her, not letting a drop escape.

The sensation triggered Maya's second orgasm. Feeling him throb inside her, feeling Richard and Diane still sucking her breasts. The knowledge that she was being bred, that his sperm was swimming toward her egg right fucking now.

Her pussy clamped down on Matthews' cock. Milked him. Pulled every drop deeper while milk gushed into Richard and Diane's mouths and she screamed, back arching off the table, every muscle locked tight.

The most intense climax yet. Everything surging, pulsing, giving. Her whole body spasming, nipples throbbing, pussy convulsing around the cock still buried inside her. Production spiking, flooding Richard and Diane's mouths faster than they could swallow.

Richard pulled off her breast with a gasp. Stood up, stroking himself fast and hard. Three pulls and he came, cum shooting across Maya's face and chest, marking her while Matthews' cock was still inside her pussy, while Matthews' cum was still leaking into her womb.

She lay there covered in fluids. Richard's cum on her face and tits, milk running down her chest and pooling beneath her, Matthews' cum leaking from her pussy around his cock. The smell of sex overwhelming, the air thick with it.

"We'll stay like this for several minutes." Still clinical. Still detached. Like he hadn't just dumped a load in a teenager's cunt while she got milked. "Keeping my cock inside you keeps the semen from leaking out. Cervical position plus gravity helps sperm reach the egg."

He rocked slightly. Small movements to keep himself semi-hard inside her, maintaining the seal. Every tiny shift sent aftershocks through her oversensitive pussy.

Richard and Diane finally released her breasts. Both their faces were slick with her milk, shining in the examination light. Diane's lipstick smeared, Richard's stubble wet. They looked drunk on her, glazed and satisfied.

Richard grabbed his camera from the medical cart. Started documenting the post-breeding state. Photographed Maya's flushed face, her cum-covered chest, her milk-slicked breasts. The nipples still hard, still leaking. Close-ups of where Matthews' cock was still buried in her pussy, the stretched pink skin around his girth, the cum already starting to leak out around him.

"Look at the camera, Maya." Richard directed her like always. Like this was just another session. "Show me that bred pussy. Show me how full you are."

She turned her head. Looked directly into the lens. Full of cum, milk still leaking from her nipples, cock still inside her. Posing for documentation of her breeding.

The camera clicked. Again. Again. Recording every angle, every detail. Proof that she'd been bred, proof that she'd produced, proof that she was everything they'd made her.

Matthews withdrew slowly. His cock slid out with a wet sound that made Maya whimper, leaving her empty and gaping. His cum started leaking immediately. Thick white fluid running down from her pussy to her ass, pooling on the table beneath her.

Richard photographed that too. Evidence of successful breeding. The moment when cum started escaping from her well-used body.

Diane moved between Maya's spread legs. Positioned her face close to the leaking pussy. Extended her tongue and licked up the trail of cum, cleaning Maya while Richard captured it on camera. Licked her from ass to pussy, gathering Matthews' cum on her tongue, swallowing it down.

The warm tongue on such sensitive flesh made Maya whimper. Everything oversensitive, raw, used.

Diane didn't stop. Kept licking, kept cleaning, her tongue sliding through Maya's folds, gathering every drop of cum that leaked out. When she finally pulled away, her face was covered in both milk and cum, her eyes dark with arousal.

Matthews redressed efficiently. Professional again. Fastened his trousers, tucked in his shirt.

"Aftercare protocol." He was talking to Richard, not her. Like she wasn't even there, just equipment they'd finished using. "Keep her hips elevated for twenty minutes minimum. Maximize conception probability. I'll return in two weeks for confirmation pregnancy test. If she's not pregnant by then, we'll schedule a repeat breeding session during her next cycle."

"Understood." Richard nodded, still photographing. Click. Click. Click.

She should care that they talked about her like she couldn't hear. Should care that Matthews had just dumped his cum in her pussy and now discussed pregnancy odds like she was a fucking broodmare. But she was too wrecked, too used, too satisfied to do anything but lie there and leak.

Diane fetched pillows from the cabinet. Positioned them carefully under Maya's hips, tilting her pelvis upward. Gravity would help keep the cum pooled against her cervix, increasing the chance of his sperm reaching her egg. Making sure the breeding took.

Maya lay there. Legs still spread, breasts still leaking milk, pussy dripping cum. Completely used and utterly satisfied.

Richard crouched down next to her head. Brushed her hair back from her sweaty face, his touch surprisingly gentle. "You did so well, sweetheart. So perfect. Dr. Matthews is very pleased with you."

Maya managed a weak smile. Pride blooming warm in her chest despite everything. She'd done well. She'd been good. She'd been exactly what they needed.

Diane bent and kissed her forehead. Maternal, affectionate. Her face still slick with Maya's milk. "Rest now, baby girl. Let that cum do its work. We're going to make you such a good little mommy cow."

Maya closed her eyes. Cum leaked from her pussy, pooling warm against her ass. Milk dripped from her nipples, running down her ribs. Matthews' genetic material swimming toward her egg while Richard and Diane planned her pregnant future above her.

She'd never felt more complete.


The Milking Cycle
Two Pink Lines, Three Bodies


Two pink lines.

Maya set the test stick down, fingers shaking so badly it nearly fell into the sink. The mirror showed everything. Naked. Flushed. Milk staining her ribs where it had leaked during the night, pooling in her navel. Her tits looked different. Heavier than two weeks ago, definitely fuller, and her nipples had gone from light pink to this deep brown color. Darker. Thicker. The areolas spreading wider every day.

Pregnant. Matthews' baby growing inside her.

Her hand pressed against her stomach. Still flat, still just her normal body, but not for long. Soon she'd be huge with his baby, tits enormous, production tripled or maybe more. The thought made her pussy clench, wetness sliding down her inner thighs. She'd been like this for days now. Constantly turned on, constantly leaking from both ends. Pregnancy hormones, Diane had said. Her body preparing for what came next.

Maya picked up the test stick again. Milk beaded at her nipples and ran down her ribs as she moved. The dripping had gotten so much worse this past week, her body changing before the test even confirmed it. Fifty-two ounces yesterday. Four more than the day before. Production climbing without them doing anything except breeding her.

She needed to show them. Needed Richard and Diane to see the proof, to tell her she'd done it right, done exactly what they wanted.

Maya didn't bother with clothes. Why would she? The test stick felt light in her hand but her tits were already heavy again, milk beading at the nipples as she walked. Richard was still in bed when she pushed open the door. Diane too, curled against his side, all that auburn hair spilling across the pillows. Richard had his tablet propped on his thighs, reading something, probably production logs from the other girls.

He looked up. His gaze dropped immediately to the test stick in Maya's hand, to the two pink lines visible on the little screen. Something shifted in his expression. Satisfaction, hunger, possession, all of it bleeding across his face at once.

"You're pregnant."

Not a question. A statement. Like he'd known all along and was just waiting for her to catch up.

Maya nodded, words spilling out too fast. "The test says yes. I'm pregnant." Her voice wouldn't stay steady. She needed him to say it. Needed to hear she'd done good.

Richard tossed the tablet aside and reached for the test, examining the lines up close before his gaze traveled down her naked body and stopped at her stomach. Still flat. Still unchanged. But his hand would fit there perfectly once she started showing.

"Diane." He shook her shoulder, not gentle exactly but not rough either. "Wake up. Maya's pregnant."

Diane's eyes opened, confusion clearing fast when she saw what Richard was holding. She sat up, sheet falling away from her body, and the look on her face made Maya's chest tight. Wonder. Joy. Something deeper that Maya didn't have words for.

"Oh sweetheart." Diane's voice cracked. "Oh, baby girl."

She pulled Maya down onto the bed between them. Diane's mouth was everywhere, kissing, claiming, lips wet and insistent across Maya's face, down her throat, along her collarbones. Hands too, both of them touching her at once. Richard's palm spread across her stomach. Diane's fingers cupped her breast, squeezed, milk spraying across the sheets.

"You're going to have a baby. You're going to be so beautiful pregnant."

The touches changed. Gentle to possessive in seconds flat. Richard's hand tightened on her breast, milking her manually, and Diane's fingers slid between her thighs.

"We need to call Matthews," Richard said, squeezing harder, milk flowing in rhythmic pulses onto the sheets. "Confirm with a blood test. Get you on prenatals."

Diane's hand slid between Maya's legs, found her soaked, pussy lips already swollen and slippery. Maya spread her thighs without thinking. Automatic. Her cunt was so sensitive now, aching constantly, never quite satisfied.

"Such a good fucking girl." Diane's fingers pushed inside, two at once, stretching her open. "Got yourself knocked up just like we wanted. Now you're gonna swell up huge with Matthews' baby and make so much milk for us."

Richard kept squeezing her breast, milk flowing steadily, soaking the sheets beneath them. Diane's fingers curled inside Maya's cunt, finding that spot that made her hips jerk upward, made her gasp and push back onto Diane's hand.

"That's what you want, isn't it?" Diane's voice dropped low, coaxing. "To be pregnant and full and producing constantly?"

"Yes." Maya rocked into Diane's hand, chasing the pressure, the fullness. "Want it, want to make so much milk, want to be pregnant for you."

God, yes. Pregnant meant good. Meant they'd be happy with her. Meant more of this, more pleasure, more of them wanting her.

Richard slid down her body. Maya's thighs fell open wider, spread because that's what good cows did, and then his mouth was on her pussy. Tongue pushing inside first, licking her out, tasting where she was wettest. Then he found her clit and sucked it between his lips and she nearly came right then.

Diane moved to her tits. Mouth latching onto the left nipple, sucking hard, swallowing the milk that sprayed immediately. Her hand closed around the right breast and squeezed, milking her manually, drinking straight from the source. The relief was immediate and the pleasure followed right after, waves of it spreading from her chest. Being emptied while Richard's tongue worked her clit, while Diane drank from her like she was dying of thirst.

Maya's hands tangled in Richard's hair, holding him against her pussy while she fed Diane. The wet sounds of him eating her cunt mixed with Diane's swallowing, with the soft moans Diane made every time milk filled her mouth, with Maya's own desperate whimpering.

Her first orgasm hit fast and brutal. Pussy clenching on Richard's tongue, milk spraying from both nipples in hard streams. Diane swallowed and swallowed, throat working, and the flow just kept coming. Richard didn't stop. His tongue worked her through the climax and kept going, building toward another before the first had even finished.

This was it. This was everything. Carry babies, make milk, give them pleasure. Nothing else mattered. Nothing else had ever mattered.

Richard stood, shoving his pajama pants down his hips. His cock jutted out, hard and flushed dark, already leaking at the tip. He looked down at her spread beneath him. Pregnant and milk-covered and desperate.

"I'm gonna fuck this pregnant pussy. Feel where Matthews put his baby inside you."

He pushed in with one deep stroke. Maya was so wet he slid in easy despite his thickness, her body opening, taking him, cunt stretching to accommodate. He started fucking her with deep, brutal thrusts, hips snapping against hers hard enough to hurt.

Diane switched breasts, making sure both got emptied. Her other hand disappeared under her nightgown, touching herself while she nursed from pregnant Maya and watched Richard use her.

"So fucking tight." Richard's voice came out guttural, rough. "Pregnant cunt feels incredible."

Diane pulled off the nipple, milk dripping down her chin, running down her throat. "She tastes sweeter. Her milk's already different."

Maya's second orgasm built impossibly fast. Richard's cock hitting deep, stretching her so wide she felt split open. Diane's mouth pulling hard on her nipple, milk flowing in steady pulses straight down her throat. Everything tightened, pleasure coiling unbearably tight in her belly where Matthews' baby was growing.

"Come on my cock, Maya." Richard's rhythm turned savage. "Show me how pregnant sluts come. Squeeze this cock with that bred pussy."

The orgasm detonated. Maya screamed, back arching violently off the bed, milk spraying from both nipples in forceful jets. Diane tried to catch it but the flow was too much, milk splashing across her face, running down her neck in white rivulets. She leaned up and kissed Richard, sharing Maya's milk mouth-to-mouth while Maya watched, still coming, pussy clamping rhythmically on Richard's cock.

The sight made her come harder. Watching them kiss, watching Diane's milk-covered tongue slide into Richard's mouth, watching him groan and suck her milk off Diane's lips. They were sharing her. Consuming her together. The pleasure seemed endless, radiating from her cunt and nipples simultaneously until she couldn't tell where one sensation ended and another began.

Richard's pace increased, chasing his own release, hips slamming into hers. "Gonna come in this pregnant pussy. Mark what's already been bred."

"Yes." Maya's voice broke. "Come in me, fill me up, please, please."

Richard slammed deep and held there, cock pulsing as he emptied into her. His grip on her hips went bruising, holding her pinned while he filled her with cum that served no purpose except marking his territory.

Diane released Maya's nipple, face covered in milk, dripping down to soak her nightgown. Her hand worked frantically between her own legs, watching Richard's cock still buried deep in Maya's pregnant pussy. She came with a sharp cry, body shuddering, and collapsed against Maya's side.

They fell together in a tangle of sweaty limbs. Richard pulled out slow, his cum immediately leaking from Maya's well-fucked cunt, running down to soak the sheets. Diane curled against her side, tongue lapping lazily at the milk coating her breasts, cleaning her. Richard's hand settled possessively across Maya's stomach, palm warm against her skin, claiming the life growing beneath.

"We're calling Matthews this morning." Richard's voice had shifted back to clinical efficiency, like he hadn't just fucked her senseless. "Get the blood test scheduled."

"And I'm taking you shopping." Diane pressed a milk-sticky kiss to Maya's shoulder. "You'll need maternity clothes soon. Bigger bras definitely."

"When will I start showing?" Maya's hand covered Richard's on her stomach.

"Twelve to sixteen weeks typically." Richard's thumb stroked across her belly. "But your tits will grow faster. They always do."

He started outlining his plans. Daily production logs, weekly measurements of breast size, belly growth tracking, comparison photographs. Building a comprehensive record of her transformation from bred hucow to pregnant hucow to nursing mother. Documentation of everything.

Maya agreed to all of it. Wanted to see the data herself. Wanted to know exactly how much her body could produce. Wanted proof of every change, evidence of her purpose fulfilled.

Diane's maternal instincts kicked into high gear. "You need to eat more. Way more. Higher calories to support the pregnancy and production. I'll adjust your meal plans, increase the protein especially."

She kissed Maya's stomach, reverent, hand spreading across the flat surface. "There's a baby in there. You're growing a whole fucking baby."

Richard's phone chimed. He checked the alert and smiled. "Your morning milking's in thirty minutes. Let's get you showered and fed first."

Maya's breasts already ached despite having just been emptied. Production increasing meant shorter intervals between sessions. Soon she'd need draining every four hours instead of every six. The thought made her pussy clench around the cum still leaking from her body, made her want more already.

They rose from the bed. Maya's thighs were sticky with Richard's cum and her own arousal, slippery when she stood. Milk dripped from her nipples, already refilling, always refilling now. Diane guided her toward the bathroom while Richard stripped the milk-soaked, cum-stained sheets from the bed.

Pregnant and producing. Bred and owned. Exactly what she was meant to be.
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The Itch Beneath Satisfaction

Diane set the breakfast plate in front of Maya: scrambled eggs, thick-cut bacon, wheat toast swimming in butter, sliced strawberries, Greek yogurt, and a protein shake the color of chalk. Thirty-five hundred calories, maybe more. Way beyond what a normal nineteen-year-old needed, pregnant or not. But Maya wasn't normal anymore. She was production equipment, livestock, and livestock needed fuel.

Maya picked up her fork without hesitation. Three weeks ago she'd questioned the portions, asked if this was really necessary, pushed eggs around her plate with guilt written all over her face. Now she just ate. Opened that pretty mouth like a good cow and consumed what Diane fed her. Obedient and trusting, exactly as Diane had fucking planned.

Diane sat across from her with coffee and watched. The wet spots spreading across Maya's thin gray tank top where milk leaked steadily, darkening the fabric in growing circles. Her nipples were soaked through already. The way Maya's free hand occasionally drifted to her stomach, still flat but not for long. The complete absence of shame in her posture, her expression, her casual acceptance of sitting topless-under-soaked-cotton at someone else's breakfast table.

Perfect. Maya was bloody perfect.

Twenty-two subjects before her, and this one was special. Responded faster, broke easier, produced more. Richard had been right to get excited over that forum post. But the itch was already there, crawling beneath Diane's satisfaction like it always fucking did. The need for novelty. Maya was perfect, yes, but she was also complete now. Settled. The real thrill had been those first two weeks, watching her resistance crumble day by day, seeing the exact moment she'd accepted what she was becoming. That moment when the light changed in her eyes.

Now Maya was just maintenance. Pleasant, productive maintenance, but Diane's mind wandered while she watched her eat. The forums Richard monitored had new posts every week. Desperate girls, eighteen, nineteen, twenty years old. Spontaneous lactation, doctors who dismissed them, nowhere else to turn. So many potential subjects just waiting to be harvested.

Richard walked in with his tablet, sat down beside Diane, and pulled up Maya's production spreadsheet without so much as a good morning. He scrolled through yesterday's numbers while Maya kept eating, fork to mouth, mechanical and compliant as a fucking machine.

"Fifty-four ounces yesterday. Consistent increase."

Diane reached across the table and touched Maya's hand, gentle pressure on her wrist. "Your body's responding beautifully to pregnancy, sweetheart. Exactly like we hoped."

Maya's grateful smile lit up her whole face, and Diane's cunt throbbed hard in response. The girl genuinely believed they were helping her. Believed this was care instead of exploitation, maternal affection instead of perverted possession. Believed Diane's nurturing was pure when it was anything but.

Diane's hand slid from Maya's wrist to her breast, cupped the heavy weight through wet cotton, and squeezed. Milk sprayed immediately, soaking through the thin fabric and dripping onto Maya's breakfast plate. Warm through the cloth, the nipple hard as a fucking pebble under Diane's palm.

She didn't let go. Kept milking her casually, rhythmically, while Maya tried to keep eating with her free hand. This was her new normal.

Maya's breasts had gotten heavier, noticeably heavier every single day. And the letdown came so easy now, barely any pressure needed before milk sprayed. Her body trained to release at the slightest touch. Milk ran over Diane's fingers, warm and sweet-smelling, soaking into her sleeve.

She wanted her fucking mouth on that nipple right now. Wanted to drink while Maya whimpered and squirmed. But she made herself wait. Anticipation made it better, made the eventual taste sweeter.

Maya's thighs shifted beneath the table, pressed together slightly. The girl was wet already. Pregnancy hormones kept her perpetually aroused these days, desperate for stimulation at all hours. Perfect conditioning layered over biology to create the ideal subject.

"Are you wet, baby girl?"

Diane kept her voice matter-of-fact, casual. Maya's face flushed pink, embarrassment flickering across those pretty features. The shame still surfaced sometimes, little cracks in her conditioning. Fucking delicious.

Maya nodded, honest and obedient.

"Good girl. Your body knows what it needs."

Diane stood and moved behind Maya's chair. Reached around to get her hands on both breasts properly, squeezing rhythmically, deliberately, and milk sprayed onto the breakfast table in twin streams. Soaking Maya's eggs, her toast, pooling on the wood surface. This was ownership, casual and domestic and absolutely complete. Using Maya's body while she tried to eat breakfast like this was completely normal behavior.

Her hands worked Maya's tits with practiced competence, the motion automatic after years of this. Efficient. Twenty-two girls before this one, twenty-two different breast sizes and sensitivities and production rates. Maya was exceptional: young enough to be highly responsive, desperate enough to accept anything, naturally productive even before optimization.

But what would the next one be like?

Blonde maybe, for variety. Smaller tits that Diane could watch grow from scratch, monitor every quarter-inch of swelling. Someone shyer, more resistant at first. The challenge of corruption was what really got Diane wet, and Maya had been almost too easy. Practically threw herself at them after that first relief session.

The next girl might fight it for longer, need more work.

Richard didn't look up from his tablet. "After breakfast, first drain in the treatment room. Full pump session with dual stimulation. Want to test if pregnancy's increasing her orgasmic threshold."

"I'll handle the stimulation." Diane's hands kept working Maya's breasts, milk pooling on the table now, dripping onto the floor. "I want to watch her face when she comes."

Selfish but honest. She got off on Maya's pleasure, on the power of controlling it, forcing it from her conditioned body with deliberate precision.

Maya finished breakfast, her plate soaked with her own milk from Diane's squeezing. She'd eaten every bite Diane provided without a single complaint. Good cow. Consuming and producing and growing exactly as directed.

Diane released her breasts and wiped milk from her hands onto a tea towel. Maya was perfect, absolutely fucking perfect.

But perfection got boring. The itch for something new was already there, persistent as a mosquito whine.

Diane's mind drifted to the forums again, to the desperate posts from girls with spontaneous lactation seeking help that regular doctors dismissed. So many potential subjects. Maybe they could acquire two at once next time. Have Maya help train them. Three young women in the house, all producing, all conditioned, and Diane could drown in their combined milk while Richard documented every step of their corruption.

The fantasy made her cunt throb properly now, insistent heat between her legs.

She'd mention it to Richard tonight.
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Diane walked into the treatment room and found Maya already positioned. Naked, strapped into the examination chair, wrists cuffed to the armrests, ankles elevated in stirrups that spread her completely open. Vulnerable and accessible and fucking perfect.

Diane had prepped her twenty minutes ago, stripped Maya slow and thorough, taking her time to run hands over every inch of exposed skin. Feeling the subtle changes pregnancy was already causing: slightly fuller hips, breasts noticeably heavier, nipples darker and more sensitive. Maya hadn't resisted, hadn't questioned. Just complied with that trusting, eager expression that made Diane want to fuck her and corrupt her further simultaneously.

Richard attached the pump flanges while Diane watched. The Medela Symphony positioned on both nipples, adjusted to perfect suction settings. He activated the machine without preamble, and the rhythmic pulling started immediately. Milk flowing into collection bottles within seconds.

Maya's face when the pump kicked on. That expression, relief and arousal mixing together, her head falling back against the headrest, mouth opening in a soft moan. Diane had seen this exact look on sixteen of her previous subjects, that moment when pain became pleasure, when their bodies betrayed them into enjoying their own exploitation.

Never got fucking old.

Diane positioned herself between Maya's spread thighs and knelt on the floor, eye level with her pussy. Already wet, inner lips swollen and glistening, clit visibly engorged. Pregnancy kept her perpetually ready these days.

This was Diane's favorite position. Face buried between a young woman's legs while machinery drained her tits. The power of it, Maya restrained and helpless, Diane controlling every sensation, every spike of pleasure.

"Look how wet you are, sweetheart. Your pregnant pussy is dripping for mama."

Diane's tongue made first contact, long and slow from Maya's entrance to her clit. The taste flooded her mouth: sweet, musky, uniquely Maya. Diane moaned against her flesh, the sound genuine and needy.

God, she loved this. The taste of young cunt coating her tongue, the sounds Maya made when Diane found the right spots, the way her thighs tried to close instinctively but couldn't because of the restraints. This was what Diane lived for. Not just the milk, though she was addicted to that too. But the control, the ownership, making desperate girls come apart on her tongue while they believed she was helping them.

Twenty-three subjects and the thrill never fucking diminished.

Richard stood beside the chair, watching collection bottles fill, one hand palming his erection through his pants. "Fourteen ounces already. She's producing faster today."

Diane pulled off Maya's clit briefly. "Pregnancy acceleration. Matthews predicted this."

Her clinical knowledge was real, her nursing background legitimate. All of it weaponized for this. She could discuss hormone cascades while tongue-fucking a teenager, could analyze production metrics while getting off on corruption. The duality made her wet.

Diane increased intensity, tongue circling Maya's clit rapidly now, two fingers sliding inside her pussy and curling to find her G-spot. The pump kept up its relentless work on Maya's nipples, milk flowing steadily into the bottles, the machine's rhythmic hiss filling the room.

"Come for mama, sweet girl. Let me feel this pregnant pussy squeeze my fingers. Show Richard how much milk you spray when you come."

Maternal language and degradation woven together, and Maya responded to both. Her hips bucked against Diane's face.

Maya's thighs trembled. Her breathing changed, got harsh and desperate. Her pussy started fluttering around Diane's fingers, and then she came, screaming, and Diane watched the milk production spike dramatically. Bottles filling rapidly, overflow spraying from around the flanges.

Perfect and beautiful, exactly as Diane had trained her.

And Diane wasn't stopping. Kept her tongue on Maya's clit, fingers pumping inside her, forcing her toward a second orgasm immediately.

"Again, baby. Come again. Give us more."

Greedy and insatiable, Diane wanted every fucking drop Maya could produce.

Diane's free hand slid under her own skirt and found her pussy drenched, soaked through her panties. She shoved them aside and started working her clit while keeping her tongue buried in Maya, fingers pumping. Getting off on her own power, her own successful corruption.

She'd done this to Maya. Broken her down and rebuilt her into this: a pregnant teenager who came on command while restrained and milked like livestock. The thought made Diane's fingers work faster on her own clit.

The next girl would be different. Diane would make sure of it. Different hair color, different personality, different resistance patterns to break through. Variety mattered. She couldn't fuck the same girl forever, no matter how perfect Maya was. She needed new challenges, fresh corruption projects. New girls to ruin.

Maybe Richard would let her choose the next one herself.

Maya's second orgasm hit harder than the first. Her whole body convulsed in the restraints, milk spraying everywhere. Bottles overflowing, splashing on the floor, coating the pump equipment. Diane came too, fingers working her own clit frantically, moaning against Maya's cunt, the vibrations making Maya shake harder.

Her own orgasm mixing with the satisfaction of forcing Maya's, both real and both intense. Chest aching with it, cunt throbbing with it. Love and hunger and need all twisted together until Diane couldn't separate them. This broken perfect girl she'd made.

But love didn't mean exclusivity, didn't mean enough.

She'd love the next one too. And the one after that. That need was bottomless.
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Epilogue: Breeding Schedule

Five months pregnant with Matthews' baby. Maya barely recognized her body anymore: belly round and tight, tits massive and aching no matter how often they drained her. Six sessions yesterday and she'd still produced eighty-eight ounces. Richard had practically glowed when he'd recorded the number, and that pride had made her cunt pulse with need.

Today she'd perform for Matthews again. Meet the new specialist Diane mentioned. Show them what a good pregnant cow she'd become.

The examination table held her at forty-five degrees, completely naked, legs already spread wide in the stirrups. Belly prominent between her thighs, skin stretched taut over Matthews' baby. Tits enormous and heavy, nipples dark brown instead of their old pink, leaking steady drips that ran down her sides. Stretch marks silvered across the swollen flesh where her breasts had grown too fast.

She'd stopped feeling self-conscious somewhere around month two. Now she just felt ready.

Richard stood at her right with his tablet, ready to document everything. Diane stood left, hand resting on Maya's inner thigh, fingers close enough to her pussy to make breathing difficult. Already wet. Already swollen and glistening under the examination lights.

"Matthews and Reeves will be here in five minutes." Richard's voice stayed clinical, controlled. "How are you feeling?"

"So full." Maya shifted and her tits swayed, milk dripping onto her belly. "It hurts how full I am."

"We'll drain you during the evaluation." Diane's thumb stroked the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, close enough to her cunt to make her hips twitch. "Let them see how much you produce."

The doorbell rang. Richard set down his tablet and left.

Diane leaned close, breath warm against Maya's ear.

"Show them how perfect you are, baby girl. Make us proud."

She kissed Maya's forehead, tender and maternal, then dropped to her nipple and sucked hard. One quick pull, milk flooding her mouth, before she released with a wet pop. The abandoned nipple kept streaming, running down Maya's side onto the vinyl.

Footsteps in the hallway. Male voices. Maya's pulse jumped, thighs pressing together before Diane's hand pushed them apart.

"Stay open, sweetheart."

They came in together. Matthews looked the same as when he'd fucked his baby into her: tall, confident, wedding ring glinting as he moved. The man with him was shorter, older, glasses sliding down his nose as he stared at her spread body. Both of them looking at her like she was meat.

Maya's cunt clenched. Got wetter.

"Maya." Matthews approached and his smile looked genuine. Warm. "You look magnificent."

His hand went to her belly without asking, feeling the firm swell. The baby kicked against his palm, rolling movement visible under her skin.

"Excellent development. How are you feeling?"

"Good, Dr. Matthews. Really good." Pride crept into her voice unbidden. "I'm producing eighty-eight ounces a day now."

His eyebrows rose. The hand on her belly pressed firmer, testing muscle tone beneath stretched skin.

"Eighty-eight ounces at five months. Outstanding. You'll easily break a hundred by third trimester."

He looked at Richard, who'd returned to his position.

"She's exceeded all projections."

Richard's chest puffed slightly. Showing her off like prize livestock. The thought made Maya's nipples leak harder.

Matthews gestured to the man beside him.

"This is Dr. Martin Reeves. Equipment specialist I mentioned. He's interested in designing custom pumping systems for high-volume producers."

Reeves approached, gaze clinical as it traveled over her body. Lingering on her tits, studying them with obvious professional interest.

"May I?"

Asking permission before touching. Maya nodded quickly.

His hands cupped her left breast, testing weight, feeling how firm the milk engorgement made her. Fingers cool and methodical, pressing into tissue in different locations.

"Remarkable development. What's your current flange size?"

"Twenty-seven millimeter." Richard pulled up data on his tablet. "We're barely achieving complete drainage even with hour-long sessions. The posterior ducts stay partially full regardless of technique."

"I can design a custom dual-motor system with variable suction zones." Reeves kept handling her breast while talking to Richard, squeezing experimentally, testing elasticity. Milk sprayed from her nipple with each compression, running down her sides in warm rivulets. "Should reduce session time by thirty to forty percent while increasing extraction efficiency."

Maya moaned softly. Pregnant tits were so fucking sensitive. Every touch almost painful but good simultaneously. The fullness unbearable, the relief of any pressure immediate and intense.

"We'd be very interested." Richard was already making notes. "Her current schedule requires six daily sessions. If we could consolidate to four while maintaining or increasing total output, that would significantly improve quality of life."

Discussing her drainage schedule like equipment requiring optimization. Maya's pussy clenched, wetness increasing. God, the objectification made her so fucking hot.

Matthews moved between her spread legs, eyes meeting hers briefly.

"I need to check cervical position and fetal development. Standard mid-pregnancy assessment."

He snapped on gloves, applied lube to his fingers. Not that Maya needed it. Soaked since they'd positioned her twenty minutes ago.

His fingers entered her pussy easily, sliding through wetness without resistance. Two fingers, then three, stretching her while he palpated internally. Other hand pressed her belly externally, feeling the baby's position from both sides.

His fingers curled inside her, finding spots that made her gasp. Not deliberately sexual, just thorough examination, but her body didn't care about intent. Pleasure sparked through her core, hips rocking against his hand involuntarily.

Diane couldn't resist. While Matthews examined Maya's cunt and Reeves continued handling her tits, Diane leaned down and latched onto Maya's right nipple. Drank in long pulls, throat working as she swallowed.

Reeves noticed immediately, clinical demeanor shifting toward fascination.

"Her letdown reflex is extraordinary. Oral stimulation triggers immediate flow increase."

He watched milk streaming into Diane's mouth while he kept assessing the left breast, squeezing rhythmically, testing production capacity and tissue response.

Matthews withdrew his fingers slowly, examining wetness coating the glove.

"Sexual function normal. She's maintaining more than adequate lubrication despite pregnancy." He peeled off the glove, addressed Richard. "Have you noticed changes in libido?"

"Significantly increased." Richard's gaze was hot on her exposed body. "She's insatiable now. Pregnancy hormones keep her constantly aroused. I’m mounting her daily, and Diane is helping me keep her satisfied."

Heat flooded Maya's face, but she didn't deny it.

"I'm always wet," she admitted quietly. "Always ready."

Matthews nodded like she'd just confirmed a diagnosis.

"Typical of high producers during pregnancy. Oxytocin and prolactin create a feedback loop between lactation and sexual arousal. Excellent sign for post-partum breeding protocols."

Post-partum breeding. Maya's empty cunt clenched at the words.

"Six weeks after she delivers, we breed her again." Matthews talked to Richard and Diane like Maya was furniture. "Different genetics for the second pregnancy. Genetic diversity increases production across multiple gestations."

He glanced at Reeves, who'd released her breast and was wiping milk from his hands.

"Dr. Reeves has excellent genetic markers if he's interested in participating."

Reeves looked at Maya with new interest, gaze traveling from her face down to her pregnant belly, back up to her milk-heavy tits.

"I'd be honored. Her production capacity is exactly what I seek in breeding partners."

Different men's cum. Different babies. Being bred like livestock on a schedule. Heat flooded her cunt so hard she nearly came untouched.

"I want to be bred again."

All four of them looked at her. Maya met their gazes steadily, no shame, no hesitation.

"As soon as it's safe after I deliver. I want to see if I can produce more with different genetics. Want to stay pregnant and full."

Silence for a beat. Then Matthews smiled, satisfaction clear in his expression.

"Excellent attitude. You're an ideal long-term breeding subject, Maya."

His hand returned to her pussy, fingers sliding back inside almost absently while he continued talking.

"Multiple successive pregnancies will optimize your production capacity permanently. Most of my long-term subjects are on their fourth or fifth pregnancy now. Their baseline production between pregnancies exceeds what yours is currently at peak."

Constantly pregnant for years. Bred over and over by different men to maximize milk output. The idea should've horrified her.

Instead Maya's hips rocked against Matthews' fingers, chasing friction, desperate for more.

Reeves cleared his throat.

"May I sample her production? I need to assess composition and flow rate for equipment design purposes."

Richard nodded permission immediately.

Reeves leaned down, positioned his mouth over Maya's left nipple while Diane still actively sucked the right. Strong suction, surprisingly intense.

Both tits being drained simultaneously by different mouths. Matthews' fingers working inside her cunt, curling to stroke her g-spot with practiced precision. Completely surrounded by hands and mouths using her body.

Maya moaned loudly, unable to suppress it. Hips rocked harder against Matthews' hand, thighs trembling in the stirrups.

"She's close to orgasm."

Matthews' observation remained clinical, detached. His fingers increased pace, stroking firmly inside her.

"Shall we test production surge during climax? Document the hormonal spike?"

Not really asking permission. Already his thumb found her clit, rubbing in firm circles.

Richard's voice came from somewhere right, eager and thick with arousal.

"Yes. Show them, Maya. Come while they drink from you. Show them how much you spray when you orgasm."

The dual stimulation was overwhelming. Two mouths sucking hard on her nipples, swallowing continuously. Matthews' fingers thrusting inside her cunt, thumb working her clit with relentless pressure. Belly tight, baby moving like it could feel her increased heart rate.

"Gonna come," Maya gasped, warning them. "Oh god, gonna come."

Her orgasm detonated. Cunt clamping on Matthews' fingers in rhythmic convulsions, muscles spasming uncontrollably. And her milk let down with violent force.

Spraying from both nipples in forceful streams, too much for Reeves and Diane to swallow. Splashed across their faces, ran down Maya's chest in rivers, pooled on the table beneath her heaving body.

Pregnant orgasms were more intense than anything before. Entire body shaking, belly contracting slightly in Braxton Hicks response, tits throbbing as milk flowed uncontrollably for nearly thirty seconds straight.

"Fuck," Reeves breathed, pulling off her nipple. Milk dripped from his chin and smeared his glasses. "That's extraordinary."

Reeves wiped his face, still staring at Maya's tits in professional amazement.

"I've never seen production surge that dramatically in response to climax. We definitely need custom equipment designed specifically for her."

Matthews withdrew his fingers from her cunt slowly. Soaked with her arousal, glistening. He removed the glove with a sharp snap, addressed Richard and Diane.

"She's in perfect health. Pregnancy progressing ideally. I recommend maintaining current sexual and milking frequency through third trimester. Her body's responding exceptionally well to stimulation protocols."

He looked down at Maya, sprawled and panting, milk still dripping from her nipples, pussy visibly swollen and wet.

"Would you like to continue the examination? More intensive assessment of your capabilities?"

Meaning absolutely clear. He wanted to fuck her. Wanted Reeves to experience her. Wanted to test her limits with Richard and Diane as audience.

Maya didn't hesitate.

"Yes. Please. I want to show you everything."

No shame, no uncertainty. Wanted to perform, wanted to prove her value as breeding livestock, wanted to be used by all of them while Richard documented every moment.

Matthews unbuttoned his shirt, movements methodical and unhurried. Reeves followed after brief pause, removing glasses first, then shirt, revealing softer body than Matthews' muscled frame but adequate.

Richard moved to camera equipment, setting up multiple angles. Diane positioned herself in a chair where she could watch everything, hand already disappearing under her skirt.

Matthews finished undressing. His black cock fully hard and thick. Maya remembered how it felt inside her three months ago. Remembered the stretch and fullness.

Wanted it again. Wanted both of them.

Matthews positioned himself between her spread legs, cock head pressing against her entrance. Still in stirrups, completely exposed, pregnant belly prominent between them.

"I'm going to fuck this pregnant pussy while Reeves uses your mouth." His voice stayed calm, almost conversational. "Show us how well you service multiple men simultaneously."

"Yes, please," Maya begged. "Use me."

He entered with one deep stroke, burying himself completely. Maya cried out at sudden fullness, his cock so thick it stretched her almost to pain. Pleasure-pain, the kind that made her entire body clench with need.

He fucked her with measured thrusts, watching her belly ripple slightly with each impact. Hands gripped her hips, using her pregnant body with confident familiarity.

Reeves moved to the head of the table, cock level with her face. Maya opened her mouth eagerly, tongue out, inviting.

He pushed inside with a groan, wet heat of her mouth making his hips jerk.

Spit-roasted: cock in her mouth, cock in her cunt, pregnant and used from both ends simultaneously. Massive tits bounced with each thrust Matthews delivered, milk spraying from nipples in arcing streams that splashed onto chest and swollen belly.

Diane couldn't just watch. She abandoned the chair, moved to the table, latched onto Maya's right breast and drank greedily. Free hand reached for the left breast, manually expressing it, milk flowing over her fingers in warm pulses.

Richard's camera captured everything. Maya's face, lips stretched around Reeves' cock. Pregnant belly, skin taut and shiny. Tits being milked while she was fucked. Matthews' cock disappearing into her cunt with each thrust. Every degrading, beautiful angle documented permanently.

"Taking cock so well while pregnant with my baby."

Matthews' voice rougher now, arousal breaking through clinical demeanor.

"We’re gonna breed you again in six months. Keep you constantly pregnant and producing. That's what you want, isn't it? Always bred, always full, always being milked."

Maya moaned around Reeves' cock, sound muffled but affirmative. Yes. God yes, exactly that. Wanted to be permanently pregnant livestock, constantly swollen and leaking, always available to be bred and drained.

Reeves increased pace, fucking her mouth faster. One hand tangled in her hair, controlling her head, using her throat.

"Gonna come down your throat. Swallow it all."

Maya relaxed her throat, let him use her. She'd learned to take cum obediently. Swallowed Richard's creamy load dozens of times. Knew how to breathe through her nose, suppress gag reflex, be a good receptacle.

Reeves thrust deep, cock pulsing as he emptied into her mouth. Hot cum flooded her throat and she swallowed reflexively, taking everything he gave. He held himself buried until he finished, then slowly withdrew with wet sound.

Matthews still fucked her cunt, harder now, chasing his own orgasm. Hands gripped her pregnant hips brutally, pulling her onto his cock with each thrust.

"Gonna fill this bred cunt again. Mark what's already mine."

Maya's second orgasm built fast. Combination of Matthews' relentless cock, Diane's mouth on her breast, taste of Reeves' cum coating her throat. Overwhelming, inevitable.

"Come with me, Maya."

Matthews commanded it, thumb finding her clit, rubbing hard.

"Come on my cock while I breed you again."

Maya screamed, orgasm detonating through her pregnant body. Cunt spasming violently around Matthews' thick cock, milking him. He slammed deep and held, grinding against her, cock pulsing as he pumped cum into her already-pregnant pussy.

Milk sprayed from both tits in forceful jets, drenching Diane, who moaned and swallowed frantically, drinking the flood.

The orgasm seemed endless, waves of pleasure radiating from core through entire body. Matthews grinding against her clit, prolonging both their climaxes, cum filling her completely.

When it finally subsided, Maya lay boneless and gasping. Matthews withdrew slowly, cum immediately leaking from her used cunt, running down to pool beneath her.

Reeves was already dressed, professional demeanor sliding back as he buttoned his shirt. Diane released Maya's nipple, face covered in milk, grinning with satisfaction.

Richard set down the camera, approached the table. Looked at Maya: fucked, cum-leaking, milk-covered, pregnant, glowing.

"You were perfect, sweetheart. Absolutely perfect."

Matthews and Reeves resumed clinical discussion like they hadn't just fucked her minutes ago. Standing beside the table, talking over her recovering body.

"I'll have the custom pump design ready in four weeks," Reeves promised. "Variable suction zones, dual motors, capacity for sustained sessions up to two hours if needed."

"Excellent." Matthews pulled clothes back on. "I'll return at week thirty-eight to assess pre-labor readiness and finalize delivery protocols."

He glanced at Reeves.

"Are you confirmed for post-birth breeding?"

"Let’s make it twelve weeks post-partum," Reeves confirmed. "Give her body time to recover before we start this again."

Matthews looked down at Maya.

"Are you comfortable with the post-birth breeding schedule? Different genetics for second and third pregnancies?"

Maya didn't hesitate.

"Yes. I want to see how different genetics affect my production. Want to optimize everything."

Treating her own breeding like agricultural experimentation. Eager to participate, wanting to be the subject of their ongoing study.

Both men smiled, clearly pleased.

"You're exactly the kind of long-term subject we hope to develop," Matthews said warmly. "Intelligent, compliant, genuinely invested in maximizing your potential."

They gathered belongings, shook hands with Richard, kissed Diane's cheek. Matthews pressed palm to Maya's pregnant belly one last time before leaving.

"I'm looking forward to watching you carry multiple pregnancies, seeing how your body evolves."

Then they were gone. Room suddenly quiet except for Maya's breathing and drip of fluids onto vinyl beneath her.

Diane helped Maya sit up slowly, supporting her back. Richard stripped cum-soaked paper from the table, revealing waterproof surface.

Maya's thighs were sticky with Matthews' cum and her own arousal, tits still dripping milk despite just being drained during orgasms.

"Let's get you cleaned up and fed, baby girl."

Diane's voice soft, maternal.

"Can we drain my breasts first?" Maya touched her chest tentatively. "They still feel full."

"Of course." Richard came to her other side, both supporting her as she stood on shaky legs. "Come on, let's get you to the shower. We'll drain you there, then feed you properly. You performed beautifully today."

Used by two men while Richard and Diane watched. Performed perfectly for the visiting specialists. Proved her worth as breeding livestock.

And in four more months, she'd deliver this baby and start the whole cycle over.

Exactly what she was made for.

Exactly what she wanted.
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Lily Corbett, writer of very dirty stories!


﻿At nineteen, I left Manchester with a backpack and a blog. At twenty, I abandoned my university placement and disappeared into Africa. Now, at twenty-six, I'm writing the truth about what really happens to naïve British girls who venture alone into places they don't understand – be that at home or abroad!

My "Lily's Descent" series is labelled as fiction because the publishing industry requires it. Those who have travelled similar paths will recognise the truth beneath the "story." The loss of my phone in Marrakech wasn't fiction. The shopkeeper who "helped" me wasn't fiction. What happened in that back room, and how it changed me forever, wasn't fiction.

I've changed names, combined certain men, and occasionally altered timelines. Everything else, every touch, taste, and transformation – happened exactly as written. My parents still believe I'm teaching English in Cape Town. They've never questioned why I never came home.

Why publish these experiences now? Partly for the money. Primarily because I've met too many other Western girls experiencing the same "cultural education" I received. Some fight it longer than others. None of us remain the same.

My stories aren't written to warn young women away from these experiences. They're written to prepare those secretly craving what I found, the freedom that comes from complete surrender to desires you're not supposed to have.

I also have many stories hidden away about taboo 'Daddies'… or just plain filthy stories I've either experienced or dream of experiencing.

If you recognise yourself in my journey, perhaps we've shared more than just similar experiences. Perhaps we've shared the same men.

Lily Corbett specializes in pushing boundaries with her uniquely British brand of taboo erotica, and when not writing about young women exploring their darkest desires with much older men, Lily can be found at punk gigs across the Midlands, collecting material for her next forbidden tale.

Yours in filth… Lily.

"Some girls find themselves abroad. Others lose themselves intentionally."


Also by Lily Corbett


Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl

"Some skills can only be taught by experienced hands."

FIND ON AMAZON

When twenty-year-old Aisha Khan takes an apprenticeship at Marshall & Sons Garage, she's desperate to escape her family's arranged marriage plans. What begins as a strategic rebellion quickly shifts gears when garage owner Tony Marshall offers her a dirty deal: submit to his "special training program" or lose the job that's her only route to freedom.

Trapped between her conservative Pakistani heritage and her growing desire for independence, Aisha makes a calculated decision. She'll endure whatever these older men demand—for now. But as Tony insists she call him "Daddy" during their private "lessons," Aisha discovers her body's traitorous response to his degrading commands.

Soon, her "training" expands to include Tony's business partner Keith, wealthy clients like distinguished Mr. Winters and Indian businessman Raj Singh, and eventually even Tony's reluctant son Matthew. Each encounter pushes her further from the dutiful daughter she once was.

With each forbidden act in the inspection pit, storage room, and across every surface of the grimy workshop, Aisha finds herself transformed. The gold anklet that once symbolised her cultural heritage now adorns her naked body as she kneels before these men, her conservative upbringing deliberately desecrated with every filthy fluid they share.

While her family searches frantically for their missing daughter, Aisha's new skills earn her more than just mechanical knowledge. Her "special services" secure enough cash for a flat of her own—and the freedom to become the garage's prized Pakistani princess.

As her final "certification ceremony" approaches, Aisha must decide: return to her family's expectations or fully embrace her new identity as Daddy's Garage Girl, serving the needs of every man in the workshop. The engine's running hot, and Aisha's about to redline in ways her parents never imagined.

Will she put the brakes on her descent into depravity, or accelerate into a life where she calls all the shots about who uses her body and how? In the end, Aisha discovers the most powerful tool in the garage might be her own newfound thirst for submission.

Dirty Work: Daddy's Garage Girl is the first instalment in the taboo-shattering "Daddy Issues: Forbidden Taboo Mentors" from Lily Corbett, where forbidden desires meet cultural rebellion in the gritty underbelly of working-class Britain.

FIND ON AMAZON

Daddy's Garage Band: A Taboo Backstage Romance


FIND ON AMAZON

Her mother left, but she stayed with Mum's ex-boyfriend - now the heat between them is about to ignite a forbidden passion!

During the hottest summer on record, 21-year-old Chelsea Daniels can't stop fantasising about her mother's ex-boyfriend Jake. After her mum ran off with a younger man two years ago, Jake let Chelsea stay in his house. Now she's developed an obsession with his mediocre garage band, Steel Dogz, and with Jake himself.

When Chelsea starts attending band practice in the sweltering converted garage, the temperature isn't the only thing rising. Dressed in her most provocative outfits, she captures the attention of all four middle-aged rockers, including her reluctant guardian Jake.

As the heat wave intensifies, so does Chelsea's determination to seduce the man she calls "Daddy"—not by blood, but by choice. Jake's resistance is crumbling, and his bandmates are more than eager to welcome their curvaceous new "mascot" into their world.

What begins as innocent flirtation quickly transforms into a series of increasingly taboo encounters. Chelsea discovers power in her sexuality while exploring sensations she never imagined possible with men three times her age.

For these ageing rockers who never quite made it big, Chelsea represents a second chance at the rock-and-roll fantasy. For Chelsea, they offer experience, validation, and the forbidden thrill she's been craving.

As boundaries shatter and inhibitions melt away in the scorching heat, Chelsea must decide how far she's willing to go to become the ultimate band groupie—and whether Jake will finally accept his desire for the young woman he was supposed to protect.

The sweat-soaked rehearsal space becomes a pressure cooker of lust, pushing everyone involved toward acts they can only justify in the throes of passion. When the temperature peaks, so will their depravity.

FIND ON AMAZON

Marrakech Descent: A Naïve Young Woman's Taboo Journey

Book 1 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Her gap year adventure becomes a forbidden education when a naïve English girl falls into the skilled hands of Marrakech's most powerful men. A semi-autobiographical taboo tale of age gap and interracial lust.


Starting her gap year before university, Lily Matthews steps off the plane in Marrakech with nothing but a backpack full of sensible clothes and a carefully planned itinerary. Armed with her trusty travel blog and dreams of cultural enlightenment before university, this sheltered British young woman is woefully unprepared for what awaits her in the ancient city's labyrinthine medina.

When disaster strikes and Lily finds herself alone, phoneless, and completely lost in the twisted alleyways, panic threatens to overwhelm her. That is, until Karim, a distinguished, middle-aged fabric merchant, offers her shelter and assistance with grandfatherly concern that dispels her initial wariness.

Behind his shop's ornate façade, Karim introduces Lily to a side of Moroccan hospitality never mentioned in her guidebooks. His experienced hands and silver-tongued explanations of "cultural customs" awaken sensations the inexperienced young woman never imagined possible, leaving her confused, ashamed, and undeniably aroused.

As days pass, Lily's options narrow while her experiences expand. Introduced to Karim's circle of business associates, including the intense Fayez and the enigmatic brothers Malik and Jamal, she finds herself passed between these powerful men, each with their own desires and methods of "education."

In luxurious riads and ancient hammams, Lily receives lessons in submission and pleasure that shatter her proper English upbringing. Each boundary crossed makes the next easier to breach, each forbidden experience more intoxicating than the last.

While her family receives carefully crafted emails about Moroccan architecture and local cuisine, Lily descends into a world of sensual awakening where her pale skin and innocent blue eyes make her an object of fascination and desire among men accustomed to taking what they want.

The crimson carpets of Karim's back room, the steam-filled chambers of a private hammam, the silk-draped bedroom of a luxury riad, each setting becomes another scene in Lily's rapid transformation from naïve tourist to willing participant in her own corruption.

Most disturbing of all is Lily's growing realisation that part of her doesn't want to escape. As her body betrays her with responses she can't control, she begins to wonder if these men have simply uncovered desires that were always lurking beneath her proper façade.

When the brothers announce that Lily's "education" will continue in the isolated Sahara with their cousin Ahmed, she faces a crucial decision. Return to the safety of her planned itinerary and the future that awaits her at university, or surrender completely to the dark thrills of this new path.

"Marrakech Descent" marks the first instalment in the provocative "Lily's Descent" series, chronicling one young woman's journey from innocence to experience against the exotic backdrop of North Africa, where cultural differences provide the perfect cover for the systematic dismantling of Western inhibitions.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe

Book 2 of Lily's Descent: An Erotic Taboo Foreign Education.

FIND ON AMAZON

Tribal Initiation: Bred by the African Tribe is the second book of Lily Corbett’s notorious erotica series, and it takes the corruption further than ever before. If Marrakech Descent stripped away Lily’s virginity and illusions, Book Two leaves her raw, branded, and bred.

Alone in the Congo Basin, nineteen-year-old Lily is handed into the keeping of a remote tribe. She expects anthropology, note-taking, and cultural ritual. Instead, she is paraded naked, mocked by jealous wives, and forced to embody the “fertility rites” she once studied in textbooks.

This isn’t romance. This is hard, unapologetic extreme taboo erotica. A wide-eyed English girl bent, spread, shared, and turned into a vessel for an entire village. Readers will watch her transform from “guest” to Mbala—the tribe’s whore, bitch, and breeder.

The men are older, darker, bigger, and utterly unashamed. Warriors drag her into the dirt, filling her throat, her cunt, and her arse. The chief—a scarred man in his sixties—seals her fate by taking her in front of the tribe, planting his seed in her teenage body.

And it isn’t only the men. The women of the tribe—jealous, mocking, predatory—force Lily’s tongue between their thighs, ride her face, and humiliate her in acts of sapphic domination. There is no solidarity here; they despise her softness, and so make her crawl.

The old professor who brought her here does nothing to protect her. He watches. He records. He asks Lily to write down descriptions of every cock that splits her, every smear of seed across her, every word they force from her lips. Her humiliation becomes his “field notes.”

What follows are graphic gangbangs, outdoor rituals, cum-drinking ceremonies, throat training, anal initiations, whipping chants, and the final baptism of her pale English body in a tribal fertility bowl brimming with seed. This is Lily at her lowest—and her most shamelessly aroused.

By the book’s climax, Lily no longer recognises the girl who left Manchester. She is Mbala now, waisted with beads, dripping cum daily, renamed as the tribe’s fertile wife. She begs to be filled. Shame is gone. Only submission and hunger remain.

Readers who crave the extremities of interracial, age-gap, exotic breeding porn will find this book the rawest experience yet. Where Book One was her “initiation,” Book Two is her breaking-in—and the marks are permanent.

This is not for the faint-hearted. This is taboo erotica at its filthiest: gaping holes, leaking seed, power abuse, ritual filth. Lily is gone. Mbala remains. Do you dare follow her to the point of no return?
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