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Ava’s Uber had left her on the wrong side of the BlissMilk campus, so she trudged the length of the building twice, backpack heavy on one shoulder and suitcase wheels clattering in the brittle November wind. Even in broad daylight, the place looked deserted: a gleaming white box with all the charm of a pill bottle, windows tinted so dark they refused to show even a hint of motion inside. Only the logo—two cartoonish droplets, pink and baby blue—winked from the frosted glass doors, as if the entire operation were run by toddlers.

She paused at the threshold, letter crumpled in her fist. “CONGRATULATIONS!” it had announced in blocky, too-friendly font. “YOU HAVE BEEN SELECTED FOR PHASE II HUMAN TESTING AT BLISSMILK RESEARCH FACILITY. COMPENSATION: $50,000 FOR 30 DAYS. REPORT PROMPTLY TO MAIN RECEPTION.” The rest was fine print and legalese, which she’d read and re-read on the train, then again in the Uber, then again while peeing in the Starbucks across the street. All of it had felt increasingly hypothetical, like she might blink and find herself back in her sublet, overdrafted and hungry, dreading next month’s rent. Instead, here she was, breathing in cold air tinged with the cloying note of artificial vanilla.

She pressed the intercom. A voice, female, even-toned, replied instantly. “Ava S? Please enter.”

The doors hissed apart. Inside: an airlock of silence. The floor gleamed white, impossible to look at directly; the ceiling was a cloudless blue, punctuated by daylight bulbs that hummed at a frequency just below perception. There was no reception desk, only a pale blue circle on the floor and a tastefully rounded bench—empty, except for a stack of glossy pamphlets.

Ava hovered, wondering if she was being watched. Probably: the space was too deliberate, too engineered. The temperature dropped another two degrees as she crossed to the bench. She sat, fingers sweating against the smooth pleather, and smoothed the wrinkled letter against her thigh. She tried to picture what $50,000 looked like, what it would feel like to have it uncoiling in her bank account. She couldn’t.

The silence pressed in.

It took a full five minutes for the next voice to arrive: a man’s, low and precise, with the cadence of a sleep aid commercial. “Miss S? Dr. Lang will see you now.”

She startled. The speaker was embedded in the wall, invisible. Ava zipped her jacket to her chin and shouldered her backpack, then followed the glowing floor arrow that blinked on, leading her deeper into the facility. The hallway was long and empty, lined with identical doors marked only by barcode stickers and tiny LCD screens. Each screen scrolled a different “affirmation” in lavender font: YOUR HEALTH IS OUR PRIORITY. MILK IS NATURE’S MIRACLE. YOU ARE SAFE HERE.

At the end of the hall, a wide door slid open with a gentle shuck. Dr. Lang stood behind a Lucite desk, hands folded over an iPad. He looked like he’d been conjured out of a pharmaceutical brochure: mid-40s, hair neatly parted, lab coat crisp, eyes a soothing gray-green. His badge read CHIEF MEDICAL OFFICER.

“Welcome, Ava,” he said. His smile was perfectly measured: warm enough to suggest familiarity, cool enough to hold her at a professional distance. “I hope you didn’t have trouble finding us.”

She shrugged. “Uber dropped me on the other side. It’s, uh… big.”

He laughed, as if this were a common foible. “We’re a little off the grid, I’m afraid. Please—make yourself comfortable.” He gestured to the single chair in front of the desk. Ava sat, smoothing her skirt, acutely aware of how rumpled and underdressed she must look in this world of scrubbed precision.

Lang tapped his iPad, then slid it toward her. The screen flickered with a wall of legalese, this time punctuated with highlighted fields for her signature. “I understand you’ve read through the initial disclosures. I just need your electronic consent before we begin.”

Ava scrolled, skimming past lines about “proprietary compounds” and “temporary cognitive side effects.” She paused at “risk of hormonal hyperstimulation, galactorrhea, and body morphogenesis,” the words crowding together like a threat in a fortune cookie.

“Um. Is this… safe?” she asked.

Lang’s smile didn’t falter. “You are in no danger. All our preclinical data supports a rapid, reversible process. Any discomfort will be brief, and you’ll have 24/7 support from our clinical staff. Most importantly”—his gaze caught hers, unwavering—“you will be compensated in full, regardless of outcome. Your participation is invaluable, Ava.”

She tried to hold his stare, but her nerves got the better of her. She signed with her fingertip, the letters of her name blooming and shrinking on the screen.

“Excellent.” Lang tapped again. “Let’s move to the exam suite.”

The world beyond his office was even more blindingly white, with floors so clean they seemed to actively repel dust. Ava caught her reflection in a glass wall: skinny, sleep-deprived, hair pulled back in a limp ponytail. She wished she’d put on makeup or at least bothered with deodorant. She looked like a test subject already.

The exam room—Exam B, according to the glowing blue door plate—was smaller than she expected. Just a padded table, an array of medical equipment, and a rolling cart topped with bottles, syringes, and what looked suspiciously like a breast pump. There was also a second chair, this one occupied by a woman in pale scrubs, her hair pulled into a severe bun.

“This is Nurse K,” Lang said. “She’ll be assisting with your baseline assessment.”

Nurse K gave a tight nod and motioned for Ava to sit on the table. “Remove your shirt, please.”

Ava hesitated, then peeled off her jacket and the faded pink tee beneath. She crossed her arms over her bra, feeling goosebumps prickle along her skin.

“Bra, too,” said the nurse. “We need access to the tissue.”

Ava unclasped and shrugged free. She had always been flat-chested—maybe an A-cup on a humid day—and the exposure made her want to vanish into the padding. She tried to focus on anything but her own exposed chest as Nurse K called out measurements. "Thirty-four inches, underbust at twenty-nine. Nipple diameter is a quarter inch, areola diameter is an inch and a half. Distance from collarbone to nipple is nine inches on the left, nine and a half on the right."

The nurse's voice was flat, devoid of judgment or curiosity. Ava couldn't help but feel self-conscious though, her skin prickling with goosebumps that had nothing to do with the chill in the air. She resisted the urge to cross her arms over herself again, instead clenching her fists at her sides.

Lang hovered, observing. “You’ll notice changes almost immediately after administration,” he explained, tone gentle. “The compound is designed to optimize endogenous hormone levels. You may experience tingling, warmth, or mild euphoria. If at any time you wish to stop, simply tell us.”

Ava nodded, but her voice felt trapped behind her teeth.

The nurse pulled on nitrile gloves, then uncapped a tube of what looked like hand lotion. “This is a conductive gel. It helps with sensor readings.” She squeezed a dollop onto each of Ava’s breasts, then spread it in slow, practiced circles. The gel was warm, almost comforting, and it left her skin shining and slick.

It had been a long time since anyone had touched her like this, with such a clinical detachment, yet there was something almost intimate about it. She could feel her nipples hardening under the nurse's gaze, and she was grateful for the cold air that kept her from blushing.

She tried to steady her breathing, to think of anything but the way her body was betraying her. She wondered if Lang and Nurse K had noticed, if this was all part of some sick test to see how far they could push her. She glanced at Lang, but his face was impassive, his eyes focused on the tablet in his hands.

Nurse K finished applying the gel and stepped back, her face betraying no hint of what she might be thinking. Ava felt a wave of relief wash over her. Nurse K affixed four flat sensors—two to the underside of each breast, two just above the areola. A cable ran from the sensors to a white, unmarked device on the cart.

Ava closed her eyes, trying to focus on anything but the nurse's hands on her body. She could feel herself growing wet, and she willed herself to think of anything but the way her body was responding to the nurse's touch.

“Lie back,” she instructed.

Ava scooted, cold against the paper sheet, and stared up at the ceiling tiles. Her heart pounded so loudly she was sure they could both hear it.

Lang produced a slim syringe, its barrel filled with something pink and shimmery. He pressed the plunger until a bead formed at the tip, then swabbed a spot on her forearm. “You’ll feel a slight sting.”

She braced herself. The injection was less painful than she expected—more a pinch than anything—but the moment the serum entered her vein, she felt it: a flush that radiated up her arm, blooming in her chest, heat prickling in her scalp and ears. Her mouth tasted faintly of strawberries, then nothing.

“Take a few deep breaths,” said Lang.

Ava did, the air too clean, each breath lightheaded and sweet. The ceiling seemed to vibrate, a slow undulation that made her blink and squint.

“Vitals are stable,” the nurse reported. “Heart rate elevated. Blood pressure within range.”

Lang leaned close, his tone now soothing, almost paternal. “You’re doing perfectly, Ava. Just relax and let us know what you feel.”

Ava’s skin buzzed. Her breasts felt weirdly tight, as if someone had wrapped them in an invisible band, but the sensation was more pleasurable than alarming. The nurse’s gel-streaked hands lingered on her chest, adjusting the sensors, fingers pressing more firmly into her flesh. With each touch, Ava felt a tiny spark, a jolt that traveled straight to the base of her spine.

“How do you feel?” Lang asked.

She tried to answer, but words floated away. “Floaty,” she managed. “Like… bubbly?”

“Excellent. That’s the oxytocin. It’s working as intended.” Lang smiled, glancing at the monitor. “You’re responding beautifully. Can you describe any other sensations?”

Ava swallowed, acutely aware of her nipples stiffening, the ache spreading outward. “My, um. My boobs feel… heavy? And my skin’s, like, electric.”

The nurse scribbled notes. “Any dizziness? Nausea?”

“No. Just, uh—” Ava shivered as the nurse’s thumb grazed her nipple. “Ticklish. And kind of… horny?”

The two exchanged a look, which Ava found herself too dazed to decode.

Lang nodded. “That’s a perfectly normal response. The compound is modeled after peak postpartum hormone ratios. Most subjects report increased sensitivity and libido.” He paused, letting the words settle. “The sensation will plateau in a few minutes. Then we’ll take our initial readings.”

Ava couldn't tear her eyes away from her transformed chest. Her nipples were no longer their usual pale hue; they had darkened to a deep, almost purplish shade, standing out against the fair skin of her breasts. They were larger than she’d ever seen them, engorged and rigid, as if they had been sculpted from stone and polished until they gleamed. The texture was different too—rougher and more pronounced, like pebbles washed smooth by a relentless tide.

She reached up instinctively, her fingers seeking to shield herself from this unexpected vulnerability. But the gel coating her skin made any attempt at modesty futile. Her hands slid uselessly over the glossy surface, unable to find purchase. It was as if her own body were conspiring against her, refusing to offer her any semblance of control. Ava’s heart drummed a steady tattoo in her ears, each beat magnifying the awareness of every inch of exposed flesh.

The nurse repositioned her arm, then took blood samples, her movements brisk and efficient. Meanwhile, Lang narrated the process, his tone always soft, always reassuring. “The next phase will be a more focused stimulation protocol. We’ll introduce mild suction and heat, but nothing you can’t stop at any time.”

Ava's body moved independently under the fluorescent lights, her hips subtly thrusting against the cold table, sending shivers across her skin. She was enveloped by a heady scent of vanilla and caramel, almost tasting it with each indulgent breath.

The stark white walls closed in, merging with her heartbeat's rhythm, each beat like a wave from a tumultuous sea. Overwhelmed yet comforted, she felt cradled in pure sensation.

Her awareness flickered as sensations flowed through her, drifting between reality and dream. The nurse's touch was her focus—firm and rhythmic like a tide.

Warmth spread from her core, and she surrendered to it, her breaths quick and shallow, matching the quiver of her muscles. Ava was both tethered to time and lost in it, each second stretching into eternity.

She embraced this limbo, releasing thoughts of restraint or embarrassment. The simmering need beneath her skin surged into a compelling heat, defying reason.

She lost track of time, only surfacing when the nurse began to clean the gel off her breasts with a warm towel. “You did very well,” said Nurse K. “We’re moving you to observation now.”

Ava sat up, dizzy, breasts slick and sensitive, nipples still impossibly hard. The world tilted, then righted itself.

“Just follow me,” the nurse said, leading her down a different hall. This one was lined with windows, behind which Ava glimpsed more exam rooms—each with a woman inside, each in various stages of undress or experimentation. Some were hooked up to tubes and sensors, others reclined in what looked like spa chairs, their faces glazed with pleasure or calm.

Ava barely noticed her own nudity, the air cool against her flushed skin. She shuffled along, not sure if her legs were working right, until the nurse stopped at a door marked SUITE 12.

“Here’s your room. You’ll rest here until morning.”

Inside: a small bed, a private bath, a pitcher of water, and a screen set into the wall.

“If you need anything, press the button.” The nurse lingered, gaze softening for the first time. “You’re doing something important, Ava. Thank you.”

The door slid shut with a gentle click. Alone, Ava stood in the center of the room, staring at her reflection in the blackened screen. She looked different already—flushed, wild-eyed, chest rising and falling with every shallow breath.

Ava hesitated, her fingers tracing the contours of her breast with a mix of curiosity and disbelief. The tingling persisted. She closed her eyes, remembering the nurse's hands on her, the warmth of the gel, the gentle pressure as it was rubbed into her skin. It was a clinical touch, devoid of any personal intimacy, yet it had stirred something within her. She felt a shiver run down her spine, her breath hitching in her throat.

She imagined Nurse K's hands on her again, the slow circles of the gel, the firm press of her fingers. She pictured herself leaning into the touch, her body responding in ways she hadn't anticipated. She felt a flush rise to her cheeks, her heart pounding in her chest.

She opened her eyes, staring at her reflection again. She looked flushed, her pupils dilated. She was surprised at how close she was to orgasming, just from thinking about the nurse's touch. She felt a strange mix of shame and excitement, a sensation she hadn't felt in a long time.

She moved her fingers over her breast, mimicking the nurse's touch. She closed her eyes again, imagining it was Nurse K's hands on her. She felt herself getting closer, her body tensing with anticipation. She bit her lip, trying to stifle a moan.

But then she stopped, opening her eyes again. She wasn't alone in this room. She was in a research facility, being studied. She couldn't just masturbate in front of a two-way mirror. She felt a wave of embarrassment wash over her, her cheeks burning.

She quickly put on her bra and shirt, trying to ignore the ache in her breasts. She sat on the bed, her legs shaking. She felt confused, her body betraying her in ways she hadn't expected. She didn't know what to make of these feelings, these sensations.

She looked at the screen again, at her reflection. She was different, changed. She didn't know how or why, but she could feel it. She was no longer the same Ava who had walked into this facility.

She lay down on the bed, her body still humming with unspent desire. She tried to sleep, but her mind was racing. She couldn't stop thinking about Nurse K's touch, about the way her body had responded. She didn't know what it meant, but she knew it was something.

She fell asleep with these thoughts swirling in her mind, her body still tingling with anticipation.
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Ava woke to light—soft, pink, insistent—bleeding through her eyelids. For a moment, she had no idea where she was. She reached to rub her face, and her fingers met a strange slickness on her cheek, like she’d fallen asleep in a vat of moisturizer. Her chest tingled. She groaned and sat up, then gasped at the weight that shifted on her torso, dragging her forward.

Her hands flew to her chest. The change was undeniable: her breasts were swollen, full, warm as if freshly baked. Her nipples were dark, jutting, hypersensitive to the brush of her knuckles. “Oh, shit,” she whispered, cupping them as if she could will them back to their old size.

The room was even more surreal than the exam suite. It looked like a hotel room designed by an algorithm that only understood baby showers: walls a soft shell-pink, every surface rounded and gentle, the sheets and pillows festooned with pastels and cartoonish drops of milk. The air hummed with a barely audible pulse, a bassline that synced up, she realized, with her own heartbeat.

She tried to reconstruct how she’d gotten here. The exam, the shot, the floaty pleasure, then a vague memory of being walked down the hall. After that: nothing. She checked her arms for track marks or bruises. There were none, but her skin glowed with a faint, pearly sheen.

On the nightstand was a glass carafe of water, a pale pink folder, and a small white cup. She reached for the folder first: her name, “AVA S,” in lavender font, with a sticker that read DAY 2. Inside, a single page:

Congratulations on your first successful dose! You may experience the following during your stay:

- Mild euphoria

- Breast tenderness and growth

- Increased thirst and appetite

- Difficulty focusing on complex tasks

- Heightened sensitivity to positive reinforcement

This is normal. If at any point you feel unsafe, press the call button and a staff member will assist you immediately. We are so grateful for your participation in advancing the science of nourishing the world.

Beneath the letter was a checklist for the day:

𞠡 Drink provided nutrition shake (see cup)

𞠡 Complete Mood & Intake Survey on wall screen

𞠡 Attend Training Module at 10:00 AM

Ava checked the clock: 9:47. She was already behind.

The cup on the nightstand was full of something thick and pink, cold enough to fog the glass. She sniffed it: strawberry, heavy on the synthetic. The sight alone made her mouth water, and before she realized, she was gulping it down, the chill spiking through her teeth and sending a pleasant jolt down her spine. Her nipples tightened instantly, as if the shake was wired directly to them.

The screen on the wall flickered on. “Good morning, Ava!” chirped the same calm female voice from the night before. “Please complete your Mood & Intake Survey before proceeding to the next activity.”

Ava padded across the plush carpet, feeling her breasts bounce in a way they never had before. She prodded at the screen with a sticky finger. The first question filled the display:

1. How do you feel today?

A) Happy

B) Productive

C) Grateful

D) All of the above

Ava rolled her eyes and tapped D.

2. Did you drink your nutrition shake?

YES / YES

She blinked, then snorted. The button only let her choose YES. She poked it.

3. Please rate your level of arousal:

A) None

B) Mild

C) High

D) Off the charts!

Ava hesitated, then tapped B. The screen chimed its approval and moved on.

The survey ended with a bright splash screen: THANK YOU, AVA! YOU’RE A STAR! She waited for a prompt, but the room just grew quieter, the hum of the bassline filling her head until she wondered if she was still dreaming.

At exactly 10:00, the voice returned. “Ava, please proceed to your Training Module.”

A door she hadn’t noticed before glided open, revealing a narrow corridor of eggshell white. She stepped inside, the carpet shifting to a spongy, marshmallowy surface that swallowed the sound of her footsteps. At the end: another room, this one more high-tech, with a reclining chair and a suite of screens, arms, and chrome-plated gadgets suspended from the ceiling like a dentist’s wet dream.

A perky redhead in scrubs greeted her, clipboard in hand. “Hi Ava! I’m Nurse Mindy, and I’ll be facilitating your training today. Can I get you settled?”

Ava nodded, suddenly shy. She tried to cross her arms over her chest, but the gesture just mashed her boobs together, the sensation making her blush. Mindy didn’t seem to notice—or care. She guided Ava to the chair, helped her recline, and strapped a soft band around her head.

“Today’s session is all about letting your body adjust to its new rhythms,” Mindy explained. “We’re going to stimulate lactation response while monitoring your hormone cycles. You might notice some, uh, pleasant sensations. Don’t worry—it’s all part of the process!”

Ava swallowed hard as Mindy produced a set of gleaming cups and hoses from a drawer. She lubed the inside of each cup, then positioned one over Ava’s left nipple. The seal was cold, then suddenly warm as the suction kicked on: a slow, gentle pull, as if the machine was breathing her in.

Ava braced herself for discomfort—maybe even pain—but what hit her was something entirely different. At first, the cup’s suction was a gentle tug, more unfamiliar than unpleasant. She was reminded of a kitten kneading her, testing for softness, testing for give. The pressure didn’t hurt; it was more like an itch somewhere so deep in her tissue that the only way to reach it was to submit, to let the machine work deeper and deeper into her nerves.

Mindy’s fingers danced on the console, and the sensation changed. The pulse amped up—suck, release, suck, release. It wasn’t random. It was deliberate, calculated, the rhythm insistent and layered with its own logic. The pattern lined up with the thump of Ava’s heart, then began to overtake it, rewriting her internal tempo. Each cycle sent a ripple of tingling heat that started at her nipple but didn’t stop there; it chased itself down through the dense tissue of her breast, into her ribs, and lower, always lower.

After a minute, the cup felt like it was part of her body, fused into her skin. Ava’s hands clenched the arms of the chair—not because it hurt, but because she was starting to float, her attention diffusing and gathering in strange places. The rest of the room faded away: the screens, the humming gadgets, even Mindy’s presence. All she could focus on was the relentless sensation, the way it rewired her nerves.

The heat was different from arousal, but not completely separate. It was medical, clinical, but as the minutes ticked by, it began to blur into something else, something throbbing and raw. Ava’s breathing quickened. She could smell herself, a bright, mineral tang that mixed with the plasticky scent of the hose. Her nipples—fuck, her whole chest—ached with a sweet, unbearable tension. Every draw of the pump registered as heat in her clit, which throbbed in sympathy, as if the pulses were being mapped directly from breast to groin.

She wanted to ask Mindy if this was normal, if anyone else reacted like this, but she was afraid to open her mouth, afraid the words would come out as a whimper or a plea. Instead, she squeezed her eyes shut and tried to hold back the tide, but the pressure kept building, building, until her thighs were clenched together and her toes curled inside the slippers they’d given her.

Then Mindy brought the second cup to her right breast. "Ready?" Mindy said, not waiting for a response before pressing the cool silicone to Ava’s other nipple.

The second suction hit like a shot of tequila, sharp and electric. The twin rhythm synced up, crossfading between her breasts, the pulses winding tighter and tighter through her core. Ava gasped, her back arching off the chair. Her thoughts shattered, scattering like pigeons at a gunshot.

Mindy watched the readouts, beaming. “You’re doing amazing! Most first-timers have a much weaker let-down.”

Ava tried to answer, but her mouth just made a soft, breathy “Ohhhh.” She squeezed the arms of the chair as the suction intensified, the pleasure sharpening into something almost unbearable.

A speaker above her head whispered: “Good girls give their milk. Good girls smile.”

Ava giggled. She didn’t mean to, but the words tickled her. The machine rewarded her with a sudden surge, and for the first time she felt it: a slow, warm trickle, milk leaking from her nipple into the cup. The feeling was electric, obscene, addictive.

Mindy clapped. “That’s it! You’re a natural, Ava.”

Ava’s head lolled against the chair’s vinyl headrest, her mouth slack, her breathing shallow and shaky. The skin of her face was slick with sweat and with tears she couldn’t remember shedding, and a persistent wetness clung to her jawline, some mixture of drool and whatever the machine had coaxed from inside her. She wanted to protest—a small part of her brain still cared about dignity, about boundaries, about not completely melting into the chair in front of a stranger—but the words wouldn’t come. Every time the machine tugged, her hips slammed upward, automatic as an earthquake, grinding against the padded seat in a way that would have humiliated her if she’d had enough brainpower left to be embarrassed. The rhythm ruled her body, every pulse of suction pulling her nipples and dragging a responsive shudder from her throbbing pussy. It was all connected, a circuit of sensation so tight and closed that the rest of the world stopped existing.

Her thighs trembled and parted, toes flexing in the disposable slippers they’d given her. The inside of her thighs was hot and sticky, and she realized she must have soaked through the cheap cotton scrubs. She could smell herself now, a ripe, animal sweetness that overpowered the sterile tang of antiseptic. Ava remembered reading somewhere that cows responded better to milking if you played them Mozart. She wondered, distantly, if that was the purpose of the throbbing bassline in the walls, the way it amped and modulated with the rhythm of the machine.

She wished she could tell Mindy to slow down, to give her a second to breathe, but her tongue felt four sizes too large, numb and inoperable. The only sounds she could make were an unbroken chain of soft, desperate whimpers. She clung to the armrests, nails digging in, knuckles white. Every time she thought she’d gotten used to the sensation, the machine changed it up: sometimes a slow, lazy suck that made her eyelids flutter; sometimes a rapid-fire pulse that made her toes curl and her ass clench. Sometimes, if the pressure changed just so, Ava gasped loud enough to startle herself, her whole body seizing in surprise. Mindy would murmur “Almost done, you’re doing great,” but the words barely landed.

The speaker above her head kept up its positive affirmations: “Good girls relax and let it flow. Good girls are happy to help. Good girls give their milk.” The words blurred into nonsense, and then back into meaning, and then nonsense again. Ava’s mind emptied out, hollowed by sensation, until everything except the suction and the heat and the voice faded into a pink, humming void.

She could feel it happening, the milk rising and letting down, a pressure that built and built and then—release. The cups filled, the hoses clouded. She moaned, long and low, as if her whole soul was being sucked out with the steady rhythm. At one point, she realized she was rocking her hips in time with the machine. She wondered if Mindy could see it, if she cared, if this was normal. She decided it didn’t matter.

The session lasted less than ten minutes, but by the end Ava felt completely wrung out. Mindy peeled the cups away, careful not to break the seal too fast. A thin stream of white followed, spattering across Ava’s chest before Mindy wiped it away with a plush towel.

“Some girls need a week to get that much yield,” Mindy said. “You’re going to make the scientists very, very happy.”

Ava floated back to her suite, barely remembering the walk. The walls seemed brighter, the music louder, the air sweet as spun sugar. She collapsed onto her bed and stared at the ceiling, hands roaming over her new curves.

The voice returned, this time softer, almost sultry: “Good girls rest up. Good girls grow.”

Ava laughed, high and light, and drifted off in a haze of pleasure and pride.
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The next morning, Ava awoke to find her clothes missing. Instead, draped over the foot of her bed, was an outfit that looked like it had been designed by a pervert with a Hello Kitty fetish: a glossy latex harness in cotton-candy pink, complete with a micro-miniskirt and matching platform heels that could double as lethal weapons. There was also a note: “FOR TODAY’S TESTING. PLEASE DRESS APPROPRIATELY.”

Ava stared at the harness, then at her ballooned breasts, and giggled. There was no way these things were going to fit in anything she’d owned before. She shimmied into the latex, which clung to her like a second skin and hoisted her boobs even higher, the material slick and cool on her hypersensitive flesh. The miniskirt barely covered her ass; the heels made her legs look amazing, even if she wobbled like a baby deer. She tottered to the mirror and practiced her smile. The more she looked, the more she liked what she saw.

The wall screen flashed: “PROCEED TO OBSERVATION CHAMBER A.”

Ava obeyed, her footsteps sticky on the carpet. The corridor seemed shorter now, the walls lined with monitors showing looping clips of herself: Ava sucking down her shakes, Ava moaning in the chair, Ava stumbling through the training module. She watched with a weird sense of pride. She was the star of her own show.

At the end of the hall, a door opened into a room lined entirely with mirrors. There was a chrome-plated pedestal in the center, surrounded by a semicircle of glass. Behind the glass, five people in lab coats waited, clipboards and tablets ready.

Ava’s escort—a new nurse, this one tall and androgynous—ushered her to the pedestal and helped her step up. Her heels clicked, echoing off the glass. The nurse adjusted her harness, then snapped a set of electrodes to her temples, the sensation sending a little thrill through her scalp.

“Welcome, Subject Seven,” said Dr. Lang, his voice piped in through the room’s speaker. “Today, we’re going to measure your adaptive capacity. Please remain still while we calibrate the device.”

Ava tried to stand at attention, but her boobs jiggled with every breath, drawing her focus away from the instructions. She caught herself posing in the mirror, arching her back to make them pop, pouting her lips. She felt good. No—she felt amazing.

A whirring noise signaled the arrival of the main event: a milking machine unlike any she’d seen before, with a gleaming metal body, twin suction arms, and a halo of blinking LEDs. The nurse moved briskly, all professional detachment, but even so, her long, gloved fingers lingered a fraction longer than necessary as she positioned the suction cups over Ava’s nipples. The cups looked almost medical, but the inside was lined with something smooth and soft, and when the nurse teased them onto Ava’s swollen tips, the sensation went straight to her skull. The first cup latched on with a slurp, tugging her nipple deep into the silicone funnel; the nurse gave it a tap, watching the machine’s readout, and then repeated the process on the other side.

For a moment, nothing happened except the humming tension. Ava’s nipples throbbed, clamped in the snug, chilly embrace, her chest swelling even further with anticipation. The nurse’s face was blank, but her deft hands never fumbled, every touch designed to maximize the seal, to achieve perfect, ruthless suction. When both cups were finally in place, the nurse stepped back, leaving Ava to stand alone on the chrome pedestal, arms at her sides, tits jutted proudly forward, ringed by latex and the machine’s greedy embrace.

Ava caught sight of herself in the surrounding mirrors—her overblown tits framed by the pink harness, the clear suction cups squeezing them mercilessly, her lips parted—and felt a deep, shuddering thrill. The nurse was nothing now, just a set of hands; the real action was the visual feedback, the impossible, hypersexual wet-dream version of herself multiplied infinitely in all directions. Her nipples looked twice as big as before, dark and glossy inside the cups, and the way her boobs jiggled with every breath made her want to pose, to arch her back, to show off for her audience.

The suction started, slow and pulsing, then ramped up. At first, the only movement came from Ava’s own trembling form and the soft, rhythmic pulse of the machine. The rest of the world—the mirrored walls, the glass, the impassive faces on the other side—disappeared. It was just her on the pedestal, locked in place by her own curiosity and need, her nipples sucked deep into the greedy cups, the latex harness pushing her tits out with so much force that she could feel the strain in her ribs. Each pneumatic tug yanked not only at her flesh but at something deep and animal in her spine, and the sensation reverberated through her whole body.

The mirrored surface directly in front of her fogged and cleared, fogged and cleared, as her breath came faster and faster. At first, she tried to keep her posture, standing at attention like she imagined a “good subject” should, but the assault of pleasure was too much. Her knees flexed and dipped. Her hips rolled forward, desperate for something to grind against, anything to counter the relentless suction above. Every time the machine’s rhythm changed—sometimes a sharp, biting pull, sometimes a long, slow draw—it sent a new jolt through her, a flash of heat that pooled between her legs.

Ava squeezed her thighs together, but her slickness only made it worse; she could feel herself dripping, the latex skirt doing nothing to contain the mess. Even her ass clenched with every pulse, as if her whole body had been rewired for this one purpose. She tried to bite back the noises, to keep them bottled up, but a soft, strangled moan slipped out. The nurse shot her a glance, but there was no judgment in it—just a smirk, as if she’d seen this a hundred times before.

The suction increased. The machine seemed to sense her arousal, syncing its pattern to the beating of her heart. Each pull was a direct hit on her clit, even though it never touched her there. The feedback loop grew tighter, until Ava was reduced to raw nerve endings, shuddering and gasping, drool pooling at the corner of her mouth. Her eyes rolled back, and for a second she almost blacked out—but the machine relented just in time, letting her hover in that perfect, aching space between pleasure and collapse.

She opened her eyes and saw herself, multiplied by the mirrors into infinity: a fucktoy version of herself, hair wild, face flushed, tits ballooned and trembling with every mechanical pulse. She moaned louder, the sound echoing across the glass and ricocheting back into her skull, amplifying the humiliation and the bliss. Her fingers found the edge of the pedestal and dug in, nails scraping the chrome as she rocked her pelvis in a desperate, helpless rhythm.

She became aware, distantly, of voices behind the mirror—scientific, professional, oddly detached.

“She’s responding at three standard deviations above the baseline,” said one of the scientists, voice flat with awe.

“Subject Seven’s prolactin levels have doubled in twenty-four hours,” said another.

Dr. Lang’s tone was warm. “Ava, can you tell us how you’re feeling?”

She tried to think, but the question tangled in her head. “Dizzy,” she said, giggling. “And, like, really… really good?”

The scientists made notes.

One of the younger men muttered, “She looks like she’s about to cum from her own milk.”

The nurse smiled and patted Ava’s thigh, as if to say “good girl.” The machine’s rhythm accelerated. The suction grew so intense that the rest of reality melted away. It was no longer just pain or pleasure, not even a fusion of the two—Ava felt like the machine was trying to vacuum her nervous system out through her nipples, reprogramming her body in real time. Her jaw went slack, drool stringing her chin, and her eyes blinked uselessly at her own reflection. The latex harness forced her posture open, arching her back until her chest became a buffet for the milking cups. Each pneumatic pulse seized her tits and yanked, not just at the surface but at everything inside her: ligaments, nerves, the bedrock of her will. The suction didn’t stop, ever. It ratcheted up, then up again, followed by a slow, agonizing release that left her nipples swollen and purple in the silicone lips of the machine.

She couldn’t breathe—no, she could, but only in desperate little pants. Her hips bucked involuntarily, slamming forward against the pedestal, the micro-miniskirt riding higher and higher until the cool chrome pressed straight to her wetness. She tried to squeeze her thighs together, but the heels made it impossible, so her legs quaked and splayed, a parody of surrender. The reflection in the mirror mocked her: open-mouthed, eyes glazed, tongue lolling, a few sticky milky strands drooling down her chin. The sensation in her boobs was so intense she thought she might pass out, but her mind drifted in the milky fog, clear and sharp and empty all at once.

Each spasm from the machine pushed more milk into the transparent tubing, where it was whisked away to fill a rack of gleaming glass cylinders. Ava could see them lined up on a shelf behind the glass, each one filling with cloudy white, labeled and measured by robotic arms. The sight made something inside her clench—a new kind of pride, but also humiliation, because she was nothing but a source of material now. Each time the machine hit a new cycle, she felt a corresponding spike of something raw and electric in her brain. It was as if the device was tuned not just to her body, but to her desires, milking her for all she was worth and rewarding her with a swell of pleasure every time she did what it wanted.

Her nipples, swollen and bruised, felt like they were being peeled open from the inside. The latex harness only intensified every movement, trapping her in the moment, making each breath a tease, each twitch a pulse of helpless need. The nurse hovered behind the glass, occasionally tweaking the settings, but for the most part just watched, arms folded, eyebrows raised as Ava lost herself.

The voices behind the mirror took on a surreal quality. Ava could barely focus, but she heard them tracking her progress, noting her reactions.

“Subject Seven is showing strong dopamine response to nipple stimulation,” intoned the man with the clipboard.

Ava giggled again, words sloshing around in her brain before they fell out: “That’s ‘Milky,’ silly.”

The nurse raised her brow. “You prefer that name?”

Ava nodded. “Mmhmm. I like it a lot.”

From behind the glass, a ripple of amusement. “Noted,” said Dr. Lang.

The next hour vanished into a delirium of suction, sound, and light. Ava’s consciousness scattered into a million spinning fragments as the machine milked her relentlessly, each pneumatic pulse dragging her further away from reason and closer to something primal, blank, and hungry. The mirrored room lost its shape, walls closing in and receding with each cycle. Her nipples, stretched and purple in the cups, throbbed so hard the rest of her body seemed to fade in comparison.

The nurse, reduced to a shadowy shape in Ava’s periphery, hovered between technician and voyeur, eyes never leaving the readouts as she made minuscule adjustments to the machine. Ava’s back arched and shivered, hips tilting clumsily as she chased friction, grinding her bare, wet slit against the glassy pedestal. The latex harness kept her upright, but her limbs trembled with every wave of orgasmic tension, the pleasure climbing in relentless cresting arcs, never quite subsiding, just stacking higher and higher.

Her moans turned to hoarse, broken whimpers, the sounds bouncing off the glass and feeding back, a cacophony of her own panting and cries. She was aware, distantly, of milk spraying into the cup, filling the tubes, the warm scent of it overpowering everything else until she felt like she was breathing in her own essence, fogging her mind from the inside out. Drool leaked out of her slack mouth, stringing down her chin to join the milky fountains erupting from her ruined, hypersensitive nipples.

For a while she hovered in a place between waking and blacking out. Time evaporated, replaced by the endless cycle of suction, release, and the ache in her boobs, which somehow became her whole existence. The machine had total control: sometimes ramping the pressure to shocking, teeth-gritting intensity, other times letting the suction fade and her nerves scream for more. It was a game, and she was losing, grinning dopily at her reflection as the device milked her and milked her, each twitch of her body sending a fresh splash of milk up the tubing.

Raw, electrical pleasure ran from her nipples straight to her brainstem. The glass in front of her was constantly fogged with the heat of her breath, then cleared by the cold air, revealing anew the obscene tableau: a girl with tits bigger than her head, glassy-eyed and drooling, writhing in place while twin hoses slurped her pink, bruised nipples dry.

Ava's mind swam in a haze of pleasure, her body trembling with each powerful suction. The machine seemed to have a will of its own, mercilessly pulling and releasing her sensitive nipples, sending waves of intense sensation through her. She felt herself slipping, losing control, her thoughts dissolving into a whirlwind of ecstasy.

Suddenly, a new pulse of suction stronger than any before sent a shockwave through her body. Her vision blurred, her legs shook, and an indescribable warmth gushed from pulsing pussy, drenching the pedestal beneath her. Ava's eyes widened in surprise, she giggled through heavy breaths, and another strong stream of her juices splattered the floor, accompanied by a rush of exhilaration that made her gasp.

She had never experienced anything like this before - an orgasm triggered by the stimulation of her nipples, so powerful and intense it felt like her entire being was exploding. The machine continued its relentless rhythm, but now each pulse added fuel to the fire, intensifying her climax until it reached unbearable heights.

Her vision went white, her heart pounded in her chest, and she could only hear the pounding of her pulse echoing in her ears. The room around her spun, her legs gave out, but the harness held her up, keeping her tied to the machine, bound in pleasure.

At last, the machine slowed, then let go entirely, releasing her one side at a time with a wet, sucking pop that made her knees buckle. The world came back in fragments: the cold air on her sticky skin, the ache in her jaw, the faint sound of the nurse’s voice and the low whirr of the machine powering down. Ava sagged in the harness, half-collapsed, chest heaving, milk still trickling down in thin white streams and pooling in the hollow between her breasts.

The nurse helped her down, wiped her clean with gentle hands, and guided her back to her suite. The walk was a slow parade, Ava’s body still humming, her thoughts reduced to half-finished sentences and giggles.

Back in her room, the screen flashed a new message: “Congratulations, Milky! You are now eligible for UPGRADE.”

Ava stared, struggling to process, but the word echoed in her mind like a song lyric. She stripped off her harness, collapsed onto the bed, and drifted into a dream where she was onstage, spotlights blinding, the crowd chanting her new name over and over.

Milky! Milky! Milky!
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By the end of the week, Ava’s suite was no longer a hotel room. It was a bimbo playpen.

The walls had gone from soft pink to an eye-wateringly bright bubblegum, every surface padded and plush. Pillows in every shade of pastel were heaped around the bed, which was now shaped like a giant heart. The mirrors had multiplied, so no matter where she looked she could see herself—twirling, giggling, practicing her walk. The ceiling projected looping slow-mo videos of herself from the observation chamber, each one edited to show her chest bouncing, her face lighting up with pleasure, her tongue peeking out just a little as she smiled.

Her favorite thing was the voice that lived in the speakers. It called her Milky now, and she loved it. “Good girls make the best milk, Milky,” it would purr. Or, “Milky is the prettiest bimbo hucow in the world.” She believed it. She believed everything the voice said.

She had tried, once, to remember her real name or what she’d been doing before the Clinic, but it was hard and made her head hurt. The only memories that felt real were the ones with her big, perfect boobs, the nurses who smiled when she obeyed, and the machines that made her feel so, so good.

Every morning, Dr. Lang visited. He wore nice suits now instead of a lab coat, and he always brought her a nutrition shake—sometimes strawberry, sometimes chocolate. He would pat her head and call her “his best little producer,” and plug her into the new “auto-feedback” headset that wrapped her head in warm, tingling bliss.

The first time he put it on her, she had giggled and squirmed, but now she loved the headset more than anything. It whispered things into her brain while she slept. She would wake up, pussy sopping wet, nipples throbbing, brain fizzing with need. She didn’t even want to touch herself anymore—she just wanted the milking machine, the chrome and latex, the slow, hungry suction that made her eyes roll back and her body twitch until her milk ran in hot, endless streams.

The screen on her wall kept score, like a game. There were three bars:

- IQ: 67

- Milk Output: Excellent

- Libido: MAXED

Sometimes she wondered what the numbers meant, but mostly she just liked how the screen sparkled and chirped when she hit a new record. Her favorite achievement was “Upgrade Unlocked: Breeding Compatibility.” The words made her feel tingly in a new place—deeper, lower, like a secret waiting to get out.

She spent most of her days practicing her poses in the mirrors, or reciting her favorite lines from the headset:

- “Bimbos make the best milk!”

- “Milk is happiness in a cup!”

- “Milky is the happiest girl in the world!”

Sometimes, when she closed her eyes, she imagined a future where there were a thousand girls just like her, all pink and pretty and perfect, all lined up in rows, moaning and giggling and giving their milk to make the world better. The thought filled her with pride.

One night, Dr. Lang stayed later than usual. He sat on the edge of her heart-shaped bed and patted her head, just the way she liked. “You’ve done so well, Milky,” he murmured. “Tomorrow you’ll get to see what comes next.”

She squealed, bouncing on the mattress, her breasts nearly slapping her in the face. “Is it another upgrade? Is it breeding time?”

Lang chuckled, his eyes kind but hungry. “Something even better.”

He kissed her on the forehead and left. Milky curled up among her pillows, plugged in the headset, and let the affirmations pulse through her. Her last thought before she drifted into perfect, creamy oblivion was: I hope I make lots and lots of babies.

In the morning, she woke to a new chime from her screen. It sparkled, then read:

“Upgrade unlocked: BREEDING COMPATIBILITY. Please prepare for insemination.”

Milky clapped her hands, screamed with joy, and threw herself into the mirror, practicing her smile for the next chapter of her happy, perfect life.

The lights came up. Milky #7 blinked against the dazzling white, grinning as the applause hit her like a warm gust of sugar. She knelt on the center platform, arms behind her back, chest puffed for maximum effect. The latex harness squeezed her tits together so tight she could practically taste them—fat, jiggling, a spectacle of pink perfection. Her nipples were flushed and swollen, leaking in slow, sticky pearls that trickled down the glossy valley between her breasts. The floor was just cold enough to make her shiver, and the room’s vanilla-cherry perfume made her drool. She lapped at it, tongue lolling out for the cameras.

The buyers sat in a half-circle behind mirrored glass. She couldn’t see their faces, but she could feel their stares, hot and greedy, crawling over every inch of her bare skin. Some of them wore suits. Some wore pajamas. One was probably jerking off, though Milky #7 couldn’t tell if that was a rule or just a hope. The voices in her head whispered: “Show them what you’re good for, Milky. Be the best.”

She rose to all fours, ass swaying in time to the showroom’s piped-in pop music. Her miniskirt had been replaced with a transparent ruffle, just enough to frame her holes without hiding a thing. Her lips were slick and shiny, always parted in a wet, eager “O.” She knew this was her best look because Dr. Lang told her so, and Dr. Lang was always right.

He entered now, footsteps soft on the platform, and the spotlights swiveled to follow him. “Good morning, ladies and gentlemen!” he announced, voice booming. “Welcome to the BlissMilk Phase II Investor Showcase. Today we present Milky Unit Number Seven, top performer in our latest batch.”

The audience tittered, glasses clinking. Milky #7 preened, knees spread wide, showing them how perfect she was. The words drifted through her mind like a song lyric:

Biggest tits in the cohort.

Best milk yield.

Zero discipline issues.

Unmatched docility.

Total bimbo.

She moaned, just to see if the buyers liked it. Someone whistled. Someone else snapped a picture; the flash made her eyes water, but she loved it.

Dr. Lang circled her like a judge at a dog show. He bent low, squeezing her breast with practiced hands, measuring the bounce and heft with a little nod. “Average daily output, 3.9 liters. Nutrient profile within 0.1% of the gold standard. All-natural flavor modifiers, fully integrated. Note the obedience response—Milky, present for demonstration.”

She perked up, back arched, tits jutted at maximum. “Yes, Doctor!” she chirped, voice syrup-thick and sweet.

“Recite your mission.”

“Give milk. Make happy. Be good girl.” She beamed, all teeth and tongue.

Dr. Lang tousled her hair. “Perfect. Now, let’s show our guests the live performance.”

He clicked a remote. From above, the harness lowered—chrome arms and suction bells dangling like robotic flowers. Milky #7 squirmed in place, nipples throbbing in anticipation. The first touch was heaven, a jolt that rocketed straight from her swollen nipples to the deepest, neediest part of her cunt. The cold metal of the suction bells clamped down with scientific precision, zeroing in on flesh made hypersensitive by days of relentless training and chemical cocktails. The machine’s hum was low and lewd, a subsonic throb that seemed to sync with the pulsing of her veins. Milky #7 arched her back, every muscle in her body tightening, as the chrome arms cinched the harness tighter. The audience behind the glass leaned forward in their seats—she could feel it, even if she couldn’t see their faces, the heat of their attention a second skin over her own.

She whimpered as the first draw began, the bell’s rubbery flange sealing around her nipple, then ramping up the pressure until she was right at the edge of pain. But the pain was good. The pain meant she was doing her job. The pain made her gush. With every pulse of the vacuum, her milk surged out in thick, creamy ribbons, filling the translucent tubes that snaked from her breasts to the collector tank below the stage. The fluid was pearly, faintly pink, and the tank’s sensors responded by illuminating a progress bar that raced across the digital display.

The buyers murmured among themselves, but Milky #7 only heard the voices in her headset, guiding her, praising her, telling her to perform. “Wag your ass. Show them how much you need it,” they whispered, and she obeyed without thinking. She spread her knees wider, presenting for the mirrored wall, and rolled her hips in a lazy grind that made her clit throb against the leather strap of her harness. Every movement jostled her tits, causing the bells to tug and twist, amplifying the sensation until her toes curled and her brain fizzed with dopamine.

She moaned shamelessly, letting the sound ride up and out of her throat in a rising, guttural yelp. The machine responded, cycling faster, the suction building in calculated increments until her milk came in spurting, desperate gushes. She imagined the tank below filling and filling and filling, her value rising with every ounce that left her body.

Dr. Lang crouched beside her, one hand stroking the curve of her thigh, the other adjusting the machine’s settings with tiny, expert clicks. “Look how well she responds to positive feedback,” he narrated, voice smug and silky for the investors. “The milking reflex is fully optimized. She’ll produce at this rate for hours if needed.” His hand slid up, squeezing her ass, and Milky #7 shivered, grinding harder, desperate for approval.

The pressure in her breasts was incredible, a swelling fullness that was equal parts agony and ecstasy. Each new suction pulled a whimper from her, the edges of her vision blurring with tears of bliss. The machine was relentless, alternating between deep, slow draws and rapid, fluttery pulses that edged her closer to the kind of orgasm she now lived for. She felt herself getting wetter by the second, slick leaking freely from her cunt and dribbling down her thighs, pooling on the acrylic stage. She hoped the buyers could see, hoped they understood just how much she needed this, how perfect she was at being used.

She could see herself in the reflective glass: a drooling, milky slut, eyes rolling back, body shuddering as she gave her best for the crowd. She wondered if Ava would recognize herself, if Ava was still in there at all. The thought flickered, then vanished, replaced by pure, pink bliss.

Lang narrated the data on the display: “Sustained let-down. Rapid hormone cycling. Exceptional sexual receptivity.” The buyers scribbled notes. One leaned forward, breath fogging the glass, eyes locked on Milky #7’s shaking, cream-drenched tits.

The suction intensified. Every pulse of the chrome cups sent electricity through her nerves, convulsing her in time with the machine’s greedy rhythm. The suction bells weren’t just milking her—they were rewiring her. Each wet pop and hiss from the collector hoses was a new jolt to the base of her spine, a demand for more, more, more. Her nipples ached so sweetly she could feel them in her molars, but the ache in her pussy was even worse, or better—the kind of throb that made her brain boil and her thighs slick themselves in automatic surrender. She could feel herself drip, a slow, humiliating ooze that ran down the backs of her knees and puddled under her calves, all on display for the buyers and their glossy black cameras.

She tried to clamp her thighs together, but the harness had her spread so wide that she could only shudder and paw helplessly at the floor. Her skin was on fire, hair plastered to the sides of her face, mouth slack and drooling as the pleasure built with nowhere to go but out. She’d never been a screamer, not even back when she was Ava, but the machine had reprogrammed that right out of her, and now she let the moans roll out shamelessly, each one louder and needier than the last. She could hear them echoing around the glass enclosure, could see the way the buyers shifted in their seats at the sound. Even through the haze, some part of her was mortified by how little dignity she had left, but the other part—the pink, bimbofied, dripping part—didn’t care at all. She was perfect. She was a product. She was giving them exactly what they wanted.

She could barely hear herself over the hum of the machine and the pounding in her own skull, but the voice in her headset was always crystal clear: “You’re doing so well, Milky. Show them how much you love it. Show them what you’re made for.” She whimpered, trying to obey, but the suction was climbing in frantic, ruthless waves now, each one building on the last until she was writhing and arching and grinding her hips against the air. Her clit felt like it would break off if she breathed too hard, but she couldn’t stop rubbing it against the slick leather of her harness, chasing the friction, the spark, the impossible release that always hovered just out of reach.

“Louder,” said the voice in her ear, sweet and sharp as a bite of candy. “Make them want you.”

She did. Suddenly she was moaning so hard her vision went white around the edges. The pleasure was too big for her body. It was leaking out everywhere: from her nipples, from her sopping cunt, from her mouth and her eyes and the tips of her shaking fingers. The pressure in her chest was so intense she thought her ribs might crack, but then the machine punched her over the edge, and she was free falling, screaming, spraying jets of milk that hit the mirrored glass with a percussive splatter. She screamed as the first orgasm hit, body locking rigid, milk spraying from her nipples in hot, desperate spurts. The buyers loved it. The applause was thunderous, and for a second, Milky #7 thought she might explode from pride alone.

Dr. Lang let her ride the high before he detached the cups, then wiped her clean with a soft, pink towel. She sagged, cheeks flushed, hair matted to her forehead with sweat and cream.

He gave her a gentle pat on the ass. “You did so good, Milky. Are you ready for your new home?”

She nodded, dizzy with happiness. “Yes, Doctor. Thank you, Doctor.”

Lang turned to the crowd. “Shall we open the bidding?”

The buyers conferred in hushed voices, and Milky #7 could barely contain her excitement. This was her purpose, her destiny. She wanted to belong to someone, to be wanted so bad it hurt. She licked her lips, batting her eyelashes, and spread her knees just a little wider.

A red light blinked on above seat #3. The buyer was a blur behind the glass, but his hand went up, palm open, and Milky #7 nearly fainted with joy. She had been chosen.

Lang smiled. “Congratulations, sir. Milky #7 is yours.”

The room went dark. A pair of orderlies appeared, dressed in powder-blue latex, and gently lifted her to her feet. She wobbled, giggling, milk still dripping down her chest. They guided her to the loading bay, where a custom transport pod waited: clear Lucite walls, padded restraints, a recirculating air system that smelled faintly of marshmallow. The inside was lined with soft white fur. There were more cameras, more mirrors.

They strapped her in, wrists and ankles snug. She loved the feeling of being contained, the security of it. They even gave her a nipple to suck on, hooked to a tube that pumped her own sweet milk back into her mouth. She suckled greedily, mind going fuzzy with pleasure.

As the door sealed, Dr. Lang leaned in, voice low and kind. “You’re going to make your new owner very, very happy, Milky.”

She whimpered, overwhelmed by gratitude. The voice in her headset kicked on, cycling through her favorite affirmations:

“Good girls make the best milk.”

“Milky is property. Milky is precious.”

“Obey, perform, produce.”

Each affirmation in her headset hammered her deeper into a trance of need and gratitude. She clung to each syllable, letting it wash through her like a new drug. The pod’s gentle sway only made it worse, amplifying the sensation of being cradled, protected, and helplessly displayed. She could hardly move, lashed into the plush lining, but every beat of her heart sent a jolt straight between her legs. The fur at her back was damp with milk and her own hot, slick juices, and the orderlies’ hands had left smears of synthetic cream across her thighs as they buckled her in.

She sucked harder on the feeding nipple, the taste of her own milk flowing in steady, sweet pulses. She knew her new owner would be watching the pod’s internal feed, that every twitch and moan was being recorded for his pleasure. That thought alone was enough to break her. She felt the first hot, clenching shudder roll through her, so powerful that her vision blurred and her toes curled helplessly against the restraints. Her pussy grabbed the empty air, milking nothing, but her body didn’t care—it wanted the friction, the fullness, the release, and it took it anyway.

The headset’s voice dialed up to match her breathing, purring praise into her ears. “Good girl. Cum for your owner. Cum for us.” The words were a hand on her spine, pressing her hard into the next climax. Milky #7 bucked against the pod’s lining in a helpless, rutting spasm, her cunt clenching and drooling, thighs quaking so hard the whole pod shivered on its maglev track. She screamed, unable to hold it in, the sound echoing in the sealed chamber as she painted the inside with slick and sweat and a fine mist of milk. It was better than any orgasm she remembered from her before-life, hotter and brighter, a clean white fire that left her slack-jawed and cross-eyed.

She didn’t even realize she had blacked out until she jerked awake, body still humping the fur, drool sliding down her chin. The pod had passed through at least three airlocks, the changing pressure making her head swim. She opened her eyes and saw her reflection in the Lucite: a mess of wet hair, smeared lipstick, and milky ribbons leaking from her nipples. She wasn’t ashamed. She was proud. She had never felt more beautiful or more herself, and she wanted the whole world to see.

The pod glided on, carrying her away from the showroom and into the labyrinth of tunnels that led to the shipping bays. Milky #7 moaned softly as the aftershocks of orgasm rippled through her, every nerve ending tingling, every muscle loose and dreamy. She let the voice in her headset lull her, repeating her new commandments, her mantra of perfection. The milk nipple in her mouth soothed her, and she suckled until she was full and sleepy and warm.

Her last glimpse, before the lights winked out, was of the showroom behind her—already reset for the next girl, the next performance, the next perfect bimbo waiting to be chosen.

And somewhere in the distance, the sound of applause, still echoing for her.


Thank you!

I hope you enjoyed Pink Milk Hucow Serum Book #1. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review. It really helps!

Check out the entire series here.
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From Book 1
She signed up for a research study. She never expected to lose herself init.

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

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

HU( Ow body begins to transform, her senses heightened, her desires rewired. With every clinical
touch, every whispered command, she sinks deeper into the role he's shaping for her.
CLARA BELLE .
CLARA BELLE The further she falls, the more she craves—until she's willing to do anything to satisfy the
‘aching need building inside her. But is she ready for the final stage?
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The Hucows of Dairyland Farms (2 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author), Clara Belle (Author)

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

Each standalone book in The Hucows of Dairyland explores the sensual journeys of
women who find themselves drawn to this mysterious farm, where they are invited to
embrace ther inner hucow. Through milking sessions, intimate breeding encounters, and
the tender yet dominant care of Farmer Jack, these women discover pleasures they never
imagined and a new sense of purpose.
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The Pharm: Project Hucow (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

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

ting.

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

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

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

A 15,000-word hucow erotica featuring dominant doctors, steamy medical procedures,
ABF, Humiliation, and Emma's journey Into a creamy, sensual awakening
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Hucow for the Cause (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

410,000+ word steamy, dark hucow erotica featuring military dominance, medical
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LactoGen Labs Hucow MILK Project (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

Each new phase pushes her further: suction machines, penetration devices, and round-





