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The car was white and without insignia, its windows shaded to obsidian, so the world outside became a trickle of passing sodium streetlights, a metronome of surveillance and secrecy. Jenna sat rigid in the backseat, phone off and sealed in the Tyvek pouch they’d provided. She watched the city flatten and vanish behind them, until even the satellites lost sight.

At the checkpoint, two guards emerged from their booth, faces identical in the way men’s faces get when uniforms are chosen for bone structure. They greeted her by name—her real one, not the account handle—and checked her wrist for the scannable adhesive band. After a moment’s hesitation, one opened the trunk, wordlessly removed her duffel, and carried it into the garage as if it were evidence or hazardous waste. The other gestured her forward, and she stepped out into the antiseptic air of the underground level, soles of her sneakers slapping echo into the cinderblock corridor.

The LactoGen Labs complex was uglier and newer than she’d expected, all poured concrete and backlit panels, the kind of place that went out of its way to seem unfriendly. She tried not to think about the last time she’d been in a building with no visible windows. The guard walked three paces ahead, opening doors with coded knocks, until they reached a sort of vestibule, a room with nothing but a bench and a digital clock, 22:34 glowing in hateful red. He left her there, duffel dumped at her feet, and the silence settled in, thick as anesthesia.

She sat and waited. The air tasted faintly of ozone and the sourness of old bleach. Her hands, even after months of gig work and failure, still looked too soft for this sort of thing. She flexed them in her lap, remembering the email: "We look forward to welcoming you into the next generation of human research. Compensation will be processed via direct transfer." No mention of how it would feel, or what would be left of her when the study was done.

The intake room was a sterile womb, all surfaces curved and white, every fixture seamless as the inside of a plastic model. The hum of ventilation was louder here, and the light so bright it painted the inside of her eyelids with afterimages. Dr. Calder was already waiting, reading from a tablet, but looked up when she entered, that clinical smile already in place.

"Ms. Keene," he said, rising. "Thank you for being punctual. Please, have a seat." His voice was so smooth it seemed lubricated, trained for endless repetition.

Jenna sat in the single molded chair, its surface just slightly concave, as if designed to cradle and contain. She tried to match his gaze, but his eyes were the colorless blue of hospital bed sheets, and just as comforting.

"I trust your journey was uneventful?"

"Except for the part where I had to leave my phone in the car," she said.

His smile flexed a millimeter. "Security protocols. For your safety as much as ours." He tapped the tablet. "You read through the preliminary documents?"

She nodded. "Most of it. Some of it was… dense."

"That’s what I’m here for," Calder said, in the tone of someone who genuinely believes it. "We like to keep things as transparent as possible."

The phrase made her throat tighten. Transparent. Like a fish in a biology lab, belly-up and organs on display.

He moved briskly through the first page. "You’re thirty-two, correct? Non-smoker, no major health issues outside of seasonal allergies?"

She nodded, resisting the urge to fidget.

"Excellent. The pre-screening showed you have an excellent baseline fertility, and the hormonal response curve is—well, it’s promising."

"Promising for what, exactly?" she asked.

He gave her the look reserved for difficult children or stubborn animals. "For the study. For you, that means higher compensation."

"Right," she said, and wondered what it would mean for her body.

"You understand that the protocol is intensive," Calder went on, "but reversible. No lasting harm, no permanent genetic modification. We begin with the induction cycle at midnight; by morning, you’ll likely start to feel the first wave of changes. There are side effects, of course, but we’ll be monitoring you around the clock. If at any point you wish to withdraw, you may. Compensation is prorated."

She felt the trap in that: you may leave, but only after you’ve given us something to measure.

"Any questions?" he said.

Jenna licked her lips, tasted nervous dryness. "The document said 'volume potential'—what does that mean?"

He gave her a thin, precise smile. "You’ll see. If the simulation is accurate, your capacity should be double the last subject’s. That’s… considerable. You’ll be making a real contribution."

The word "contribution" landed with the weight of an epitaph.

He slid a glass of water toward her and indicated the stack of printouts on the table. "Just sign the consent form, and we’ll get you settled. The first injection is a simple subcutaneous; after that, it’s all internal."

Jenna flipped through the pages, the words blurring and reforming in legalese. The ink on the signature line was already dry from the last subject. She wondered if Hailey had hesitated, or if she’d just signed and never looked back. In the end, the calculus was as simple as the money: two months’ rent for three days of her life. She signed.

Calder took the forms, scanned them with his phone, and slipped them into a pneumatic tube set into the wall. The future, she thought, was just bureaucracy at light speed.

"Any personal items you want to keep with you?" he asked. "We recommend minimal distractions, but you may have your duffel, toiletries, reading material."

She shook her head. "I’ll be fine."

He nodded. "Let’s begin, then."

The hallway to the isolation chambers was somehow even brighter than the intake room, and Jenna could feel the LEDs bleaching her skin with every step. They passed another subject’s door, sealed and windowless; she thought she heard a low, animal moan from within, but it might have been the air system.

Calder stopped before a door labeled 23-B. He pressed his palm to the scanner and it unlocked with a hiss. "This will be your chamber for the duration," he said, ushering her in.

The chamber was dimmer than the hallway but still oppressive in its cleanliness. The walls were pale, matte, sound-dampened. A cot, a toilet stall behind a privacy partition, a sink with a mirror that barely reflected. The only decoration was a digital clock in the upper corner: 23:03. Above the cot, a thick, transparent tube ran horizontally, with a port capped in medical-grade silicone.

He gestured to the cot. "Make yourself comfortable. The first dose will come through the line at midnight. Until then, relax. Read, nap, meditate—whatever centers you." He smiled. "I’ll see you in the morning for your first evaluation."

She barely heard him leave. The door shut with the gravity of a crypt.

Jenna sat on the edge of the cot, feeling the mattress resist her weight like a living thing. The air had no scent at all, which she realized was more unsettling than anything else. She unpacked her duffel, folded her clothes into the single cubby, and sat again, hands loose between her knees.

She checked the wall clock. 23:07. Time was moving slower in here, as if the room was a vacuum for experience. She tried to read a book, but the words wouldn’t stick, so she lay back on the cot and watched the smooth sweep of the tube above her head. She wondered if it was supposed to be a threat or a comfort, the way it seemed to monitor her even as it promised nourishment.

At 23:59, a faint tone sounded from the ceiling, and the clock blinked into a deep blue. A minute later, the line above her pulsed with a milky, opalescent fluid, and a single bead traveled down the tube and into the port, vanishing into the wall with the finality of a closed circuit.

Jenna felt nothing at first. She waited, counting the beats of her heart, until the edges of her vision began to shimmer. She lay back, hands splayed, and let the change begin.

The first sensation was pressure, a fullness in her chest, as if someone had inflated her lungs past their design. Then a slow, creeping ache, radiating from the sternum into the meat of her breasts. She grimaced and sat up, but the ache only deepened, a liquid weight that drew her shoulders forward, rounded her spine. She pressed a palm to her breastbone and felt a throb, hot and slow, like a bruise ripening under the skin.

She stripped off her shirt, examined herself in the mirror, and saw nothing but the faintest flush. The pain was real, though, a deep, primal hunger, and she realized with shame that she wanted to touch herself, to knead and ease the pressure, but the idea of being watched made her freeze.

The clock read 00:17. She tried to breathe through the sensation, but it only intensified, nipples prickling with electric cold, as if someone had iced them from the inside. She cupped a hand over one, experimentally, and felt a spasm of pleasure that was almost obscene.

She lay back and waited for sleep to rescue her, but it never came.

Sometime in the predawn, she drifted in and out of lucid half-dreams, the ache resolving into a tightness, a density she’d never felt before. In the dream, her breasts swelled and budded, growing until they pressed against the walls of the chamber. When she woke, sweat slicked her skin, and her bra felt as if it had been two sizes too small.

She stripped it off, ran her fingers over her skin. The tissue was firmer, heavier, the areolae puckered and dark. She pinched one nipple, just to see, and a droplet of clear fluid beaded at the tip, trembling.

Jenna stared at her reflection, at the animal strangeness of her own body. She felt the urge to cry, or to laugh, but mostly she just wanted the money.

The intercom clicked on. "Ms. Keene," said Calder, his voice compressed by cheap speakers, "how are you feeling?"

"Like I got hit by a bus," she said.

"Excellent. That means the cycle is working. Hydration is important—drink as much as you can. If the discomfort becomes unmanageable, let us know and we can adjust your dose."

She considered asking what would happen if she said yes, but instead nodded at the microphone.

"You’ll have another dose at noon," he said. "Until then, try to relax. The adjustment period is the worst part."

She turned off the speaker and lay back on the cot, arms folded over her chest. Her mind kept circling the same thought: this is just the beginning.

She closed her eyes, and counted the hours until daylight.
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Jenna woke to a new world: the faintest tingle at her nipples, a doubled weight in her chest, and the sharp chemical tang of hospital soap beneath her sweat. She lay in the pre-dawn blur, aware first of her breasts—fuller, firmer, so tender it was like every rib pressed up against a festering bruise. She rolled to her back and shivered. The clock in her cell glowed 06:22, but there was no sunlight to confirm it.

At 07:00, the wall clicked open and an orderly entered, a woman whose face was both pretty and erased by the studious lack of expression. “Good morning,” the orderly said, as if it were any other Tuesday. “We’re ready to transition you to the northern block. Please pack your things.”

Jenna blinked, half-expecting to still be dreaming. “Is that…good?”

The woman smiled in a way that said she’d answered this question a hundred times and never once meant it. “It means your body is responding to the protocol. Northern block has full observation and medical support.”

Full observation, Jenna thought. They want to see the show.

She pulled on a hoodie—her breasts protesting the fabric—and jammed her things into the duffel. The orderly watched her from the threshold, hands folded. “You may experience some disorientation or irritability. It’s normal. There’s a nutrition station in the suite, and you’re scheduled for orientation with Nurse Hailey at 08:00.”

“Irritability,” Jenna echoed. “Right.”

The walk to the northern block was an exercise in the surreal. The hallway floors were smooth and frictionless underfoot, and the walls were lined with matte panels that absorbed all sound. Jenna glanced into a passing window and didn’t recognize herself: hair matted, face pale, the shadow of swollen breasts distorting the line of her profile.

At the end of the hall, a second orderly—a man this time—waited with a small cart. He scanned her wrist, then nodded her into the next room. “Suite 9A. Welcome.”

It was nothing like a hospital room; more like the VIP cell of a luxury prison. The walls were mirrored from floor to ceiling, but the glass was double-thick, distorting her reflection at the edges. The bed was larger, the sheets actual cotton, and a single chair faced a table with a glass of something opaque and white: breakfast, apparently.

There was no lock on the inside of the door. Only a gentle click as it closed behind her.

Jenna dropped her bag and prowled the perimeter. She found a shower, a shelf with basic toiletries, and a wall-mounted screen showing a familiar contract addendum in blue text: YOU MAY WITHDRAW FROM THE STUDY AT ANY TIME. IF YOU FEEL UNSAFE, CONTACT THE MEDICAL OFFICER IMMEDIATELY.

She snorted. The words “withdraw” and “safe” felt like punchlines.

She peeled off the hoodie and T-shirt, then stood in front of the mirror, reluctant but compelled. Her breasts were visibly larger, the skin stretched and hot, veins standing out in faint purple webs. The nipples had gone from pale to deep russet, and even the air on her skin made them stand at attention. She squeezed one experimentally—yelp of pain, then a weird, shuddery release as a bead of clear fluid welled at the tip.

She let go and stared at the droplet, trembling. “Jesus,” she whispered.

The intercom crackled. “Ms. Keene, good morning. This is Nurse Hailey. Are you up for your check-in?”

Jenna grunted. “Sure.”

“I’ll be there in a moment. Please open the door.”

Jenna wiped her hand on her thigh, grabbed her shirt, and let Hailey in.

If Dr. Calder was the ice to this place, Hailey was the honey. She was about Jenna’s age, but smaller and softer, with hair the color of new pennies and eyes that belonged to someone who knew how to listen. She entered the suite with careful steps, as if not to startle the new animal.

“Did you sleep all right?” Hailey asked, setting a tablet down on the table.

Jenna shrugged. “I guess. I kept waiting to wake up and have it all be normal again.”

Hailey gave a sympathetic smile. “First cycle’s always the hardest. Your numbers look excellent, by the way. You’re already at a high output baseline.”

Jenna scowled at the word “output.” “What does that mean, exactly? Am I supposed to be a fucking dairy cow, or what?”

Hailey’s smile thinned but didn’t vanish. “You’re more like a proof-of-concept. The protocol models high-yield but low-risk, so if you’re responding well, it means you’ll have a shorter duration. Less time here.”

Jenna pressed her palms flat to the table. “And if I tap out early, I still get the money?”

Hailey nodded. “It’s prorated, but yes. You can go home as soon as you clear the post-trial screen.”

“Awesome.” Jenna looked away, tracing the swirl of her thumbprint in the glass. “What’s the next step?”

Hailey hesitated, searching for the right euphemism. “We need to begin the stimulation phase. You’ll have a series of scheduled… sessions, to encourage your body to produce and adapt. It’s awkward at first, but you’ll acclimate fast. The protocol’s designed for minimal discomfort.”

“Yeah?” Jenna shot her a look. “Because it feels like I got punched in the tits by God.”

Hailey’s composure flickered, then recovered. “That’s normal. Ibuprofen helps, but the pain will plateau. Once you start producing at volume, most of that pressure will go away.”

“So I just—what—milk myself?”

Hailey pursed her lips. “Technicians will guide the process. There are collection units, but we also use direct manual stimulation for calibration.”

Jenna barked a laugh. “Right. Is this where I meet my ‘lactation coach’?”

Hailey grinned, a little less tightly. “You’ll work with Elena today. She’s the best at this.”

“Lucky me.”

Hailey did a rapid check of Jenna’s vitals: pulse, blood pressure, temperature. She ran her hands with clinical efficiency over Jenna’s upper chest, noting the tension and swelling with practiced neutrality.

“Do you want to talk about what you’re feeling?” Hailey asked, voice suddenly gentle.

Jenna considered lying. “I feel like a science experiment. I feel like I want to go home and not think about this ever again. I feel like if you touch my nipple again I’m going to scream.”

Hailey nodded. “All valid.”

Jenna eyed her. “Do you get a lot of women like me?”

“Every subject thinks she’s unique,” Hailey said. “But yes, most of you are mad at first. Then it gets easier.” She pulled a small white pill from her pocket. “Take this. It’ll take the edge off.”

Jenna swallowed the pill dry, then watched as Hailey packed up the tablet and left, the door sealing with a pneumatic hiss.

The next hour passed in a haze. The pill helped, but so did pacing, and Jenna spent a good twenty minutes striding the length of the suite, cursing under her breath. She found herself returning again and again to the mirror, to the sight of her altered body, and each time it was more obscene. She wanted to hate it, but part of her brain couldn’t help but admire the engineering of it, the way her breasts jutted out, sharp as architecture.

At 10:00 on the dot, the door unlocked. In walked Elena.

She was tall and broad, with the presence of an Olympic swimmer and the smile of someone who could sell you a car you already owned. Her hair was tied back in a severe braid, and her hands were covered in blue nitrile gloves that snapped like punctuation.

“Jenna Keene?” she said, voice like a rung bell.

“That’s me,” Jenna replied, trying to match bravado with bravado. “You must be the hands-on type.”

Elena’s eyes glinted. “You could say that. Have a seat, please. Let’s get started.”

Jenna perched on the edge of the chair, arms folded, and glared at the table. Elena wheeled in a cart with a tray of devices: a digital scale, a box of wipes, a stainless cup, and what looked like a silicone breast pump the size of a grapefruit.

Elena pulled up her own chair and sat close, too close, knees almost touching. “First session, so we take it slow. I’m going to do a brief exam, then we’ll stimulate the ducts and collect your baseline. Sound good?”

“Whatever,” Jenna muttered.

Elena snapped on a fresh pair of gloves and leaned in. She ran her hands under Jenna’s breasts, lifting and weighing them in slow, deliberate motions. Her touch was cool and detached, but the pressure made Jenna squirm.

“Pain level?” Elena asked.

“Seven out of ten,” Jenna said, jaw clenched.

“Radiating or localized?”

“Both. I guess.”

Elena hummed. “That’ll subside. Now, I’ll stimulate the areola with my thumb. It might feel intense, but that’s normal.”

Jenna nodded, then gasped as Elena’s thumb found the nipple and pressed, rolled, then pinched. A bolt of sensation ran through her chest and down her spine, heat pooling somewhere low in her gut. She bit her lip.

“Good,” Elena said. “Ducts are dilating. I’m going to extract now. Let me know if the pain spikes.”

Jenna squeezed the arms of the chair as Elena applied the cup to her left nipple and depressed the bulb. A hard vacuum clamped down, tugging her flesh into the silicone funnel. It hurt, but it was also bizarrely pleasurable—an ache that flirted with relief.

“There it goes,” Elena murmured.

Jenna stared at the mirrored wall and watched her own face, slack with a mix of pain and something dangerously close to arousal. Her nipple darkened, lengthening as the pump drew it out, and then—sudden, miraculous—milk welled up, rich and pearlescent, a spray that filled the cup in seconds.

Jenna moaned, horrified, but unable to stop herself.

Elena transferred the cup to the right breast and repeated the process. Jenna felt herself slipping, the pain drowned by an animal satisfaction. Her hips rocked forward; she hated herself for it.

The session lasted less than five minutes, but by the end, Jenna was trembling, sweat slicking her brow. Elena wiped her clean, measured the samples, and scribbled notes on the clipboard.

“Excellent output,” she said. “You’re a natural.”

Jenna wanted to punch her, or maybe cry. Instead, she hugged herself and glared at the floor.

Elena’s voice dropped. “This part is always hard. You’re doing better than most. It’ll be easier tomorrow.”

Jenna said nothing.

Elena packed up the tray, tossed the gloves, and exited as efficiently as she’d arrived.

Jenna waited for the wave of shame to hit, but what she felt was worse: a slow, smoldering desire, the echo of touch, the bright memory of her own body giving in.

She showered, scrubbed herself red, then curled up on the bed and tried to forget.

The day passed in a blur of check-ins and blood draws. By evening, the ache in her chest had faded to a steady, almost pleasant fullness. She caught herself cupping her breasts, feeling their heft, exploring the new boundaries of her own skin.

Dinner was a tray of high-calorie mush and a protein shake the color of old bones. She ate greedily, then wandered the suite, restless.

At 20:00, the wall screen lit up with a video link: Hailey, smiling gently.

“Just checking in,” Hailey said. “How are you holding up?”

Jenna tried to smile, but it came out crooked. “I survived.”

“Most people do,” Hailey replied. “Try to get some rest. Tomorrow we up the dose, but you’ll also get to try the self-extraction unit. Some people prefer it.”

“Is that supposed to be a consolation?”

Hailey’s eyes softened. “It’s autonomy. For what it’s worth.”

Jenna nodded, then ended the call. She stared at her reflection in the mirrored wall, tracing the outline of her new form. She wanted to say something angry and defiant, but all she could do was whisper: “It’s just biology.”

She lay on the bed, hands on her chest, and drifted into a sleep full of fevered dreams: mouths and hands, suction and release, the helpless joy of milk spilling from her in endless waves.

She woke twice, shivering, her chest sticky with fluid and her thighs wet, breath coming in shallow pants. She pressed her face into the pillow and screamed without sound.

By morning, the ache was back, and so was the hunger.
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By the morning of Day 4, they’d moved Jenna out of her isolation suite and into the “shared wing,” which was not, as she’d imagined, some trauma-bonded sorority of test subjects but a corridor of glass-fronted rooms, each one a miniature terrarium for the human animal inside. The move happened at dawn, her duffel packed before she could protest, two orderlies escorting her in the company of five other women—all at different points on the protocol. They walked single file, like prisoners or show cattle, down a corridor that hummed with the dull, perpetual thrum of climate control.

The shared wing was a hybrid between a medical ward and a startup office, all open sightlines and frosted surfaces, the air perfumed with something floral and faintly antiseptic. Each room was walled in smart glass, which could shift from transparent to opaque with the tap of a button—though the default, she noted, was set to “exhibit.” Jenna watched the other women settle in: one collapsed on her cot and pulled the blanket over her head; another wandered the confines, pacing the boundary like a tiger; a third stared at her own reflection, hands cupping the heavy, pendulous shapes that now dominated her chest.

Jenna’s own room was identical to the others, except for the nameplate on the door: KEENE, J. It was a minor detail, but it felt like an insult. She dumped her bag and watched, through the glass, as her neighbors adapted to their new habitats. Occasionally, a technician would walk the hall, clipboard in hand, pausing to observe or tap notes into a tablet. There was no attempt at privacy; the women were meant to be studied, and the rooms were petri dishes with plumbing.

Her first visitor was Hailey. She arrived at 09:00, crisp in scrubs the color of old toothpaste, hair pulled back and face scrubbed of expression. She knocked on the glass, then let herself in.

“Morning, Jenna,” she said. “How’s the transition?”

Jenna eyed her. “Is it supposed to feel like I’m in a zoo?”

Hailey’s mouth twitched, then smoothed. “You acclimate faster with visual context. It reduces anxiety.”

“Who’s anxiety?” Jenna shot back. “Mine, or the staff’s?”

Hailey ignored the jab, setting a small carton of food on the table. “Eat something. You’re scheduled for your first training session at ten.”

Jenna dug into the breakfast out of spite, shoveling spoonfuls of paste into her mouth, daring herself to gag. She was halfway through when the wall screen lit up with a calendar notification: “MILK TRAINING—Hailey assigned.” The words pulsed, insistent as a wound.

Hailey returned five minutes before the hour, this time with a rolling cart loaded with medical supplies and a stack of towels. “Come with me,” she said, voice flat. Jenna followed, hands jammed into her pockets, ignoring the stares of the other women as they left the corridor.

The “training chamber” was in the sub-basement, a windowless rectangle lined with tile and mirrored panels, the air dense with humidity and the faint, sharp scent of latex. There were six chairs arranged in a semicircle around a central demonstration table, each chair with a towel draped across the seat. Three of the other subjects were already there: the tiger-pacer, a short redhead with freckles and a nose ring, and a dark-skinned woman with stoic eyes and a shaved skull.

Hailey gestured Jenna to a seat. “We’ll start in a moment.”

Jenna sat, eyeing the others. The redhead was already crying, her breath hitching in shallow pants. The dark-skinned woman just stared at the floor, expression unreadable. Jenna felt her own body react to the room—her breasts aching, nipples already stiffening in anticipation of what was next.

At precisely 10:00, Hailey took her place at the demonstration table, hands folded. “This is manual expression protocol, session one,” she announced, as if reading from a script. “The goal is to familiarize you with the mechanics, and to measure yield and responsiveness under standardized conditions. I’ll demonstrate first, then supervise as you each attempt the technique.”

Jenna’s eyes went wide. “You’re going to—on yourself?” she blurted.

Hailey’s face went slack with practiced neutrality. “Yes.”

She unbuttoned her scrubs at the neckline, exposing her chest with clinical detachment. If she felt shame, she hid it well; her breasts were large, the areolae almost purple against her pale skin, and the tips already beading with droplets of milk. She cupped one breast with both hands, using her fingers to compress the tissue in a slow, rhythmic motion, as if kneading dough. A thick stream of milk arced from her nipple, splattering into a sterile cup.

The room was silent but for the sound of liquid hitting plastic, the wet, steady squelch of skin on skin.

Hailey continued, voice even. “You’ll notice that alternating pressure and release is more effective than a static hold. The goal is to evacuate as much volume as possible without causing trauma to the tissue. If you experience pain, tell me and I’ll adjust your technique.”

She filled half the cup, then set it on the table. “Now, your turn.”

The other women hesitated, but Jenna’s body moved almost involuntarily, hands already at her hoodie. She pulled it off, then peeled her sports bra away, the fabric damp with sweat and colostrum. Her breasts felt enormous, hot and sensitive; her nipples throbbed with a pulse that was equal parts pain and need.

She glanced at Hailey for instruction.

“Support the underside,” Hailey said, “and use the heel of your palm to compress, rolling upward toward the areola. Like this.” She mimed the motion in the air.

Jenna cupped her left breast, squeezing gently. The skin was tight, the glandular tissue beneath like a bag of wet sand. She pressed, rolling the heel of her hand upward, and gasped as a jet of milk erupted, splattering across her wrist and onto the towel. The sensation was obscene: a release that was both relief and humiliation, pleasure amplified by the eyes watching her.

She kept going, hands slippery, milk running down her fingers in hot rivulets. She lost track of time, lost herself in the repetitive urgency of the motion, until her vision blurred and her thighs clenched involuntarily.

Jenna’s head snapped back, a low moan tearing from her throat. She wanted to die, or kill someone. She kept going, hand moving faster now, desperate for the ache to stop, for the milk to stop.

It didn’t.

After a minute, Hailey stepped forward and placed a hand over Jenna’s, applying gentle pressure to still her movements. “That’s enough,” she said, soft but firm. “You’re over-expressing. You need to pace yourself.”

Jenna yanked her hands away, chest heaving, cheeks flushed with fury and shame. “Fuck you,” she spat, voice breaking. “I’m not some fucking cow—”

Hailey nodded, as if she’d expected this. “You’re not. But your body’s in overdrive. That’s not your fault.”

Jenna glared at her, bile rising in her throat. The other women stared, silent. The redhead was still crying. The dark-skinned woman was stone.

Hailey wiped Jenna’s hands clean with a warm, damp towel, then buttoned her own top. “We’ll repeat this every morning and night. It gets easier. You’ll find a rhythm.”

Jenna said nothing, shaking with aftershocks.

The training ended with a perfunctory debrief, then Hailey led them back to their rooms. Jenna stormed to her cot and curled up, arms wrapped around her traitorous chest, tears leaking hot and silent into the pillow.

Lunch was delivered by a new orderly, who didn’t speak or meet her eyes. The afternoon was a blur of sleep and feverish dreams—bodies pressed together, hands on flesh, the endless pulse of milk from her own swollen nipples. She woke at dusk to find her sheets soaked, her breasts leaking in slow, sticky streams.

Hailey checked in at 18:00, this time alone, her voice gentle as she knocked on the glass.

“May I come in?” she asked.

Jenna shrugged. “It’s not like I can stop you.”

Hailey entered, closing the door with a soft hiss. “I wanted to apologize for earlier. The protocol is aggressive, and it’s normal to feel… angry.”

Jenna stared at the floor. “I’m not angry,” she lied.

Hailey sat beside her on the cot, leaving a careful inch of distance. “You’re not the first to have this reaction. I know it feels like your body’s been hijacked. But if you learn to control it, it stops controlling you.”

Jenna glanced at her, searching for some glimmer of shared humanity. “How long did it take you?” she asked, voice small.

Hailey smiled, and for the first time it reached her eyes. “Three weeks. After that, it was just maintenance.”

Jenna nodded. “Does it ever stop hurting?”

Hailey hesitated. “You get used to it. The pain changes.”

They sat in silence, the glass wall reflecting their twin silhouettes: one broken, the other barely mended. Hailey reached out and, after a pause, placed a hand on Jenna’s forearm.

“You did well today,” she said. “Even if it didn’t feel like it.”

Jenna wanted to believe her. She wanted to think that the body could be retrained, the mind tamed. But all she felt was the hollow throb in her chest, the knowledge that this was only the beginning.

Hailey left after a minute, promising to check in again at bedtime. Jenna lay awake for hours, watching the ceiling, listening to the low animal sounds of the other women through the vents.

At 22:00, the hallway lights dimmed, and the ward went silent.

Below the main floors, in the staff lounge, Hailey found Elena sitting at the counter, sipping something dark and bitter. Elena raised an eyebrow as Hailey slid onto the stool beside her.

“How’d your girl do?” Elena asked.

Hailey laughed, low and tired. “She’s a fighter. She’ll break by tomorrow.”

Elena grinned, then sobered. “You okay?”

Hailey shrugged. “I see myself in her. The anger, the shame. I hated it, at first.”

Elena traced the rim of her cup. “What changed?”

Hailey looked at her hands, still faintly scented of milk and bleach. “I realized it was a kind of freedom. Once you’re empty, nothing can hurt you.”

Elena nodded. “Some women never get there.”

“I know,” Hailey said, voice barely audible. “But I like watching them try.”

She closed her eyes, and for a moment, all she heard was the echo of Jenna’s moan, the sound of something vital giving way.

Above them, in her glass enclosure, Jenna dreamed of oceans, of drowning, of milk pouring from her in endless, silent waves.
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Day 6 began with a hopeful illusion: oatmeal with strawberries on the breakfast tray, the hallway outside Jenna’s cell humming with distant, normal voices. For ten minutes she allowed herself the lie that the trial would just keep going like this—glass walls, daily “training,” a quiet, shameful routine. She could almost forget the world outside, almost believe she’d been reborn as livestock, her new body and its humiliations simply part of the air she breathed.

But at 08:00, Calder appeared at her door, surgical mask clipped high on his nose, flanked by two orderlies in matching scrubs. He didn’t knock. He let himself in and waited for her to stand, arms folded over his clipboard, eyes narrowed with a kind of pleased impatience.

“Ms. Keene,” he said, “you’ve exceeded all projections. Your output and hormonal panel are… frankly, off the charts.”

She stared at him, mouth full of strawberry, and felt a cold tremor in her gut.

“We’re moving you to the next phase. Today.” He nodded to the orderlies. “Please accompany us to Cleanroom C.”

Jenna swallowed the fruit, tasting only the acid, and reached for her hoodie. One of the orderlies shook her head. “Protocol requires gowning only.” She handed Jenna a thin, synthetic shift, open at the back, barely thicker than tissue. Jenna slipped it over her arms, the fabric molding to her body, cool against the hard slopes of her chest.

The walk to Cleanroom C was longer than any she’d taken so far, and the architecture grew more hostile as they descended. Gone were the mirrors and frosted glass—now the halls were bare, the lights overhead a punishing blue-white. Jenna counted four security checkpoints, each more perfunctory than the last. By the time they reached the blast doors at the end, her heart was pounding, a trapped animal in a shrinking cage.

Inside, the cleanroom was a perfect white circle, every edge curved, the floor seamless as a skating rink. In the center, anchored to the ground by what looked like aircraft-grade bolts, was the reproduction chair. It was nothing like she’d imagined: not a gynecological torture device, not a bondage harness from some half-remembered porn, but a thing of quiet, deliberate evil—a reclining seat with integrated restraints, a pair of curved supports for the legs, a set of mechanical arms folded into a rest position at the head. Next to it, a wheeled tray held a selection of instruments in sterile packaging, each more unfamiliar and menacing than the last.

Calder gestured for her to sit. “This will be straightforward,” he said, his voice muffled by the mask. “The system handles most of it. We’ll monitor you for adverse effects. If you experience pain, tell us immediately.” He looked up, eyes meeting hers for the first time. “You’re making history, Ms. Keene.”

Jenna wanted to spit in his face, but her mouth was too dry.

She climbed into the chair. The orderlies fastened her wrists and ankles with broad, soft cuffs, then draped her legs over the supports and cinched her knees wide. The gown was yanked up around her hips, exposing her lower body to the cold and the gaze of the assembled staff. Jenna pressed the backs of her hands into the padded arms of the chair and waited, refusing to tremble.

A tech in full isolation gear stepped forward, attached electrodes to her chest and inner thighs, then retreated. Overhead, a bank of floodlights ignited, turning her skin to something pale and artificial. She could see herself in the mirrored dome above—a sprawl of flesh and restraint, her breasts splayed out, the nipples flushed and dark, a thin gleam of milk already beading at the left.

Calder spoke into a mic. “Initiate Pre-Breed Prep.”

A low whir, then a mechanical hum as one of the chair’s arms unfolded. It rotated into position between Jenna’s spread legs, the end tipped with a set of gentle but inhumanly precise pincers. A second arm unfurled a swab, and she gasped as it brushed her labia, cold and viscous, some kind of antimicrobial wash. The pincers opened and closed, articulating with insectile efficiency. She flinched as they pinched the inner folds and stretched her open, exposing her cunt to the air, her clit engorged and twitching against her will.

The humiliation was total. She looked for mercy in the faces of the staff, but found only blank professionalism.

The next step came with a warning buzz. A third arm delivered a slicked, cone-shaped device, smaller than she’d feared but somehow more obscene for its clinical design. The tip pressed into her and, with a slow, unyielding pressure, pushed inside. She cried out, more in shock than pain. The cone widened her, stretching her around a cylinder that pulsed with heat. It was invasive, but not brutal—just indifferent, calibrated for maximum efficiency.

The device seated itself against her cervix and held there. The hum of the system intensified, and Jenna felt her walls vibrate in time with the machinery, a resonance that made her legs twitch and her nipples throb. She writhed, trying to disassociate, but the sensation was relentless—a fullness that became pleasure, then ache, then pleasure again, looping inescapably.

Above her, the mirrored dome showed every twitch, every spasm. She could see herself leaking milk, the beads swelling to droplets, running in thin lines down her ribcage. She wanted to scream, but her throat had locked.

Calder’s voice, filtered and impersonal, spoke again: “Initiate Insemination Sequence.”

The cone shifted, ratcheting fractionally deeper. A fourth arm delivered a fine, flexible tube, which snaked along the outside of the cone, then slipped inside her with the ease of a tongue. Jenna couldn’t feel the difference—her entire pelvis was a singularity of pressure and heat—but she could sense the moment something changed, a cold line of liquid shooting through the tube and into her womb.

She bucked, reflexively, and the restraints held her fast. Her body betrayed her: the intrusion triggered a violent, electric pleasure that shocked her from the inside. She clenched around the cone, the muscles of her cunt spasming helplessly, milking the device as if it were flesh and not machine.

Her orgasm hit without warning, savage and involuntary. She screamed, high and raw, and milk spurted from her nipples in twin arcs, splattering her stomach and the gown bunched at her waist. The machine kept going, indifferent, pumping her full of chilled, synthetic seed.

Jenna sobbed, the release flooding her with shame. The dome above reflected it back a thousand ways: animal, broken, a thing made to be used. She closed her eyes, desperate to shut it out, but the aftershocks pulsed through her, each one weaker but no less humiliating.

Somewhere in the room, a timer chimed. The mechanical arms withdrew in perfect reverse order, leaving her stretched and dripping. The techs moved in, sponging her clean, swabbing the inside of her thighs, none of them speaking or meeting her eyes. The restraints were loosened. Jenna curled into herself, arms wrapped around her chest, the taste of salt and metal thick in her mouth.

Calder stood over her, hands folded behind his back. “You did very well,” he said, voice as gentle as a gravestone. “We’ll keep you under observation for the next twenty-four hours. If you feel any discomfort, let us know.”

She didn’t answer. Her world had collapsed to the circle of the cleanroom, the pounding of her heart, and the milk drying sticky on her skin.

They wheeled her back to her cell, the gown sodden between her legs, her mind blank and humming.



Hailey watched the entire procedure from the observation suite, two-way glass tinting her from view. The room was soundproof, but she could see the shudders of pain and pleasure roll across Jenna’s body, the way her hands clenched the chair, the helpless buck of her hips as the machine worked her.

Hailey had been told to take notes, to document the subject’s response in real time, but her hand shook so badly she could barely hold the stylus. She set the tablet aside and pressed her palm between her own thighs, fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her scrubs. She watched as Jenna climaxed—her cry visible even through glass, milk spurting from her like an animal in rut.

Hailey came at the same moment, biting her lip to keep from moaning. She wiped her hand on her lab coat and smiled, the kind of smile reserved for secrets and private victories.

She made her notes anyway.



Jenna spent the rest of the day in her glass box, the events of the morning replaying every time she blinked. Her cunt ached, not with pain but with memory, and her breasts throbbed with a low, constant fullness. She wanted to sleep, but every time she closed her eyes she saw the chair, the mirrored dome, her own body rendered strange and monstrous.

At 20:00, Hailey appeared at the door, tablet in hand. She waited for Jenna to acknowledge her, then stepped inside.

“Vitals are good,” Hailey said. “No fever, no allergic response. You’re through the worst of it.”

Jenna hugged her knees to her chest, refusing to look up. “I need the suppressant,” she whispered.

Hailey frowned. “You’re at optimal levels. We can’t risk interfering with the uptake.”

“Please,” Jenna said, voice breaking. “Just one dose. I can’t—” She stopped, unable to finish.

Hailey sat on the edge of the cot, close enough for Jenna to smell the clean chemical of her skin. “You know I can’t authorize it,” she said. “You’re too important now.”

Jenna looked at her, eyes rimmed red. “It’s not fair.”

Hailey reached out, brushed a stray hair from Jenna’s cheek. “Nothing about this is fair.”

She left after a minute, promising to check on her at midnight.

Jenna lay back on the cot, hands pressed to her belly, and counted the hours until her body was no longer hers.

Above her, the lights dimmed in slow, deliberate pulses, as if the building itself was breathing. Jenna matched her own breaths to the rhythm, imagining herself as something smaller and simpler—an egg in a shell, a seed in a petri dish, waiting for someone else to decide what she would become.

When sleep came, it brought no dreams. Only the memory of the cleanroom, and the cold, perfect machines.
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Day 9 began before the lights. The Level 3 dormitory was always dark, even when the building’s chronometer flicked over to “morning” at 05:00 and the walls shifted from black to the kind of blue that only existed in the filtered light of aquariums. Here, the world was perpetual night, with time measured not in hours or days but in the interval between forced awakenings.

Jenna woke to the sound of her own breathing. Each inhalation scraped at the back of her throat, and her chest ached with a familiar, brutal fullness. She rolled onto her side—careful, now, not to crush the obscene weight of her breasts—and blinked at the digital strip that ran the length of the ceiling. It read 04:48. Twelve minutes until the next cycle.

She tried to drift back under, but the ache in her chest refused her. By now, her body was as regular as any machine in the building, a metronome of pain and relief, the interval shrinking with each round. She squeezed her eyes shut and waited.

At exactly 05:00, the door hissed open and the nurse entered. This one was new: tall, with dark hair under a mesh cap, her face unfamiliar but already stripped of empathy. She didn’t greet Jenna, didn’t offer a name. Instead she pulled on blue nitrile gloves and wheeled in the stainless tray, humming softly under her breath.

“Up,” the nurse said, voice sanded smooth by repetition.

Jenna sat, the movement jostling her chest. Milk pooled beneath her nipples, soaking through the disposable mesh of her nightgown. She shivered. The air in Level 3 was kept a few degrees colder, to “improve alertness,” but she knew it was just another layer of punishment.

The nurse produced a wipe, brisk and efficient, and swabbed Jenna’s left breast. The cold stung. Then she affixed the suction cup to the areola, pressing it tight with a practiced hand. Jenna grunted. The nurse adjusted the dial—always a little higher than strictly necessary—and hit start.

The hum was low, a predator’s purr. The suction yanked at her nipple, stretching it, then released with a wet slap before pulling again. Jenna’s breath quickened. She hated that it was already good, that her body was rewired to reward this kind of violation. She bit her lip and looked at the wall, counting each pulse.

By the tenth pull, the milk was flowing steady, thick and hot. The nurse switched the cup to her right breast and repeated the process. When both canisters were full, she detached them and set them on the tray, then peeled off her gloves and tossed them in the bin.

“You’re saturating faster,” the nurse said, more to herself than to Jenna. “Might need to up the interval again.”

Jenna wanted to argue, but the words stuck. Instead, she wiped the milk off her chest with the sheet, and stared at the ceiling. The nurse left without another word, the door hissing shut behind her.

She lay back and watched the blue strip pulse, slow and arrhythmic, waiting for the next round.

At 07:00, the next nurse was Hailey.

She entered quiet, her step lighter than the others. She looked at Jenna—not through her—and offered a tired smile. “Morning. How’re you holding up?”

Jenna shrugged. The milk had already started to bead again, her nipples hard and sore against the mesh. “It’s getting worse,” she said. “I can’t sleep more than an hour at a time.”

Hailey nodded, setting down the tray. “It’s the hormones. Your levels have tripled since the last cycle. You’re almost maxed.”

Jenna couldn’t tell if that was supposed to be comforting. “How long does it last?”

“Depends.” Hailey’s eyes flicked to the monitor on the wall. “Some women plateau at two weeks. Some never do.”

“Lucky them,” Jenna said, voice flat.

Hailey pulled on gloves, then sat next to Jenna on the cot. “We can make it easier,” she said, lowering her voice. “Manual expression helps with the pain. Sometimes it feels better than the pump.”

Jenna hesitated, then nodded. She was too tired to care.

Hailey leaned in, cupped Jenna’s left breast, and began to knead it with slow, even pressure. At first it hurt, a spike of ache radiating through her chest, but then the pain resolved into something warm and desperate, the skin tingling, nerves firing in frantic Morse code. Hailey’s thumb traced circles around the nipple, coaxing a flood of milk that ran in hot streams over her hand. The sensation was so intense that Jenna whimpered, hips rocking forward without permission.

Hailey kept going, her face calm, eyes on Jenna’s. “Breathe,” she whispered. “Just let it happen.”

Jenna did. She felt the world shrink to the wet, obscene rhythm of Hailey’s hands, the relief so absolute it left her dizzy. When the breast was emptied, Hailey switched sides, working the right with the same slow devotion. Jenna bit her lip, but the moan still escaped, muffled and helpless.

When it was over, Hailey wiped her hands and rested them in her lap. “Better?”

Jenna nodded, blinking back tears. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Hailey squeezed her shoulder. “You’ll get through this.”

But as she left, Jenna could see the lie in her eyes.

09:00. The next nurse was Elena.

She was rougher than Hailey, all business and no comfort. She used the pump on both breasts at once, dialing the suction up until Jenna gritted her teeth. The rhythm was faster, more brutal, but the result was the same: relief, then a hollow, aching hunger for the next round. Elena never spoke unless she had to, and when she finished, she wiped Jenna’s chest clean with a single swipe, then snapped off her gloves and left without a glance.

Jenna stared at the ceiling. The blue strip read 09:14.

It would never end.

By noon, Jenna was leaking constantly. The nurses gave up on the mesh gown and left her naked, the cot covered in absorbent pads that had to be changed every few hours. She spent the time between sessions curled on her side, legs drawn up, arms wrapped around her chest. Sometimes she tried to read—there were three books in the cell, all chosen by the protocol for “emotional regulation”—but the words wouldn’t stick. She paced, she dozed, she waited for the door to open and for the cycle to begin again.

The pressure never went away. It just changed: first an ache, then a stab, then a full-body desperation that made her shake. She stopped thinking of herself as a person. She was a vessel, a thing to be emptied.

At 14:00, Hailey returned. She brought no tray, just a small bottle of water and a pill.

“Hydration,” she said, handing over the bottle. “And this’ll help with the cramping.”

Jenna swallowed the pill, then looked at Hailey. “Can you…do it again? With your hands?”

Hailey’s expression flickered, a flash of something almost like pity. “Of course.”

She sat beside Jenna, pulled her close, and started the same slow, deliberate kneading. The milk gushed out, hot and steady, and Jenna moaned, louder this time. She didn’t care who heard. She pressed her face into Hailey’s neck, sobbing with relief as the ache faded.

When it was over, Hailey held her for a long moment, fingers stroking her back.

“Thank you,” Jenna whispered again.

Hailey nodded. “It’s what I’m here for.”

Jenna clung to her, refusing to let go.



16:00. Another nurse, another session. This time Jenna asked for the pump, begged for it. She liked the pain, the way it burned out everything else. She watched the milk collect in the jars, thick and perfect, and felt proud. She didn’t know why.

At 18:00, Hailey came back, this time with Calder.

He looked at Jenna with the detachment of a scientist observing a particularly clever rat. “Your numbers are extraordinary,” he said. “We’ve never seen volume this high, this fast.”

Jenna didn’t respond. She was shivering, the milk pooling beneath her on the cot, the air so cold her skin prickled with goosebumps.

Calder turned to Hailey. “Double the intervals tonight. Every hour, on the hour.”

Hailey nodded, but her face was tight. “She needs sleep.”

“She needs to break through,” Calder replied. “If she can sustain this pace, we can move to the next phase by tomorrow.”

He left, the door closing like a final judgment.

Hailey sat with Jenna until the shivering stopped. She stroked her hair, humming softly, until Jenna fell asleep.

The night was a blur of awakenings.

Every hour, a nurse entered. Sometimes it was Hailey, gentle and slow. Sometimes Elena, rough and relentless. Sometimes a stranger, always silent. They pumped her, milked her, emptied her until her chest felt hollow. But it never was. The protocol saw to that.

At 02:00, Jenna woke on her own, the pain unbearable. She stumbled to the door and pressed the call button.

A nurse arrived, face shadowed and anonymous.

“Please,” Jenna said. “I need it. Now.”

The nurse obliged, attaching the cups, dialing the suction to maximum. Jenna rode the pain, eyes rolling back, hips grinding against the cot. She came, once, then again, milking herself dry with each spasm.

When the nurse detached the cups, Jenna sagged in relief.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

The nurse said nothing, just cleaned her up and left.

By the next morning, Jenna’s sense of time was shattered. She woke to Hailey’s voice, soft and close.

“You did it,” Hailey said, brushing hair from Jenna’s face. “You’re ready for the showcase.”

Jenna stared at her, not understanding.

Hailey smiled. “You get to show them what you can do.”

Jenna blinked, mind slow. “I don’t want to—”

Hailey shook her head. “You do. You just don’t know it yet.”

She helped Jenna sit up, then wrapped her in a robe. “You’re not the first. You won’t be the last.”

Jenna nodded, because it felt true.

The walk to the showcase was short. The room was larger than she’d expected, a circle of seats around a single chair, the kind she’d seen in the cleanroom. There were people watching—doctors, techs, strangers in suits. At the center, the chair waited, gleaming under the lights.

Calder gestured for her to sit.

She did.

The cuffs were soft, almost comforting. The back reclined, exposing her chest to the audience. The milk had already started, dribbling from her nipples, staining the robe.

Hailey was there, standing at her side.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “Just let it happen.”

Jenna nodded. She was tired, so tired, but the ache was still there, and she wanted, needed, to be emptied. She waited as the room filled with silence, and then Calder spoke.

“Begin.”

Hailey leaned over, her hand warm on Jenna’s breast. She squeezed, milk flooding out in a perfect arc, splattering against the catch basin. Jenna moaned, eyes fluttering, and the audience murmured approval. Hailey switched sides, working both nipples now, the milk coming faster, a cascade of white pooling between Jenna’s thighs.

It felt good. Better than anything.

Jenna arched her back, pushing into Hailey’s hands, desperate for more. The pain was gone, replaced by a bright, electric joy. She laughed, helpless, as the milk poured out, as the audience clapped, as Hailey’s hands never stopped.

When it was over, Jenna sagged in the chair, empty and light. She looked up at Hailey, who smiled, proud.

“You did it,” Hailey whispered.

Jenna smiled back, the taste of salt and freedom on her tongue.

For the first time in days, she felt like herself.

The Level 3 dorm was quiet that night. Jenna slept, deep and dreamless, her chest finally at rest.

Above her, the lights pulsed blue, slow and steady, like the heartbeat of a machine.

Somewhere in the building, Calder made a note on his tablet: “Subject Keene—full conversion. Prepare for next cohort.”

And in her sleep, Jenna smiled, already dreaming of milk.


6

The R&D theater on Sublevel B was nothing like the clinical cages of Level 3. Here, the air was cooled to a precise, inhuman degree, and the lighting was designed to strip every shadow from the room, so even the secrets under your tongue were illuminated and judged. The floor was polished concrete; the walls curved in a slow parabola, funneling all sightlines to the central stage: a chair that looked, from a distance, like a high-end massage recliner and, up close, like the throne of a very small, very efficient god.

Jenna was led into the room by two orderlies—neither smiled, neither met her eyes. She was naked, her body so used to the exposure that her skin had stopped registering it as anything but a baseline irritation. They did not bother with a paper gown. She had been showered, depilated, wiped with something that left her gleaming and faintly sticky, as though the body itself required a layer of lamination before its next use.

The chair’s arms were spread wide, ending in molded cups that Jenna knew from prior sessions would soon cradle her breasts like soft, predatory mouths. The seat tilted back, the legs parted and elevated by hydraulic braces, and between them was the gleaming, insectile head of the device they called the Triple Stimulation System, or TSS for short. Jenna had seen the prototype, but only in dry runs, never in the full, hungry bloom of its function.

The orderlies guided her into the chair with the gentle finality of morticians. Her wrists were strapped into padded cuffs; her thighs spread and immobilized by a web of black silicone. She tested the restraints out of habit, then forced herself to lie still, breathing through her nose, eyes unfocused.

Above her, the lights brightened by a single lumen. She felt them crawl across her body, mapping every bump and blemish. Beyond the glass partition, a row of observers watched her from the dark: some in lab coats, some in tailored suits, a handful in the anonymous black of security. She did not recognize any faces but saw, in the hard outlines of their posture, that this was not a demonstration for her benefit.

Calder’s voice crackled through the wall speaker. “Jenna Keene, subject J-32. Commencing full-system integration at 14:02.”

No one asked if she was ready.

The orderlies retreated, replaced by a technician in a bubble visor who checked the fit of every strap, then gently pried her thighs wider. He pressed a finger against her perineum, not to tease but to measure, and then, with professional calm, slipped a lubricated wand along the seam of her labia. The cold made her flinch; the wand vibrated, a thin pulse that set her skin crawling.

He withdrew, wiped the tip, and nodded to the gallery. The TSS console came to life with a synthetic beep.

Jenna’s first awareness was of the suction: the breast cups sealed over her nipples, creating an airtight vacuum that pulled her flesh forward with a rush of heat. The cups massaged in timed, rolling pulses, mimicking the latch of a greedy infant, only more precise, more urgent. Within seconds her nipples had swollen, pulled long and dark, the first jets of milk splattering the translucent plastic like paint on glass.

The next sensation was the vibration, a low hum at the apex of her thighs, where the TSS’s bulbous interface pressed against her vulva. The machine mapped her, micro-adjusting its contour to her exact shape. The hum increased, tuned to some algorithmic reading of her tension. It was not erotic in the way she’d expected—there was no seduction, no slow build, only the merciless logic of calibration, the body’s response measured and exploited in real time.

A third arm extended, tipped with a slender probe, and Jenna shuddered as it found her opening and pressed inside. It was warm, slick with artificial fluid, and the invasion was so smooth she barely registered the stretch until it was fully seated against her cervix. The probe expanded in minute increments, filling her until her hips bucked against the straps. The machine paused, then pulsed, and she gasped as a jolt of current triggered her pelvic floor into a clench so strong it bordered on pain.

A dull, analytic voice narrated the process through the speakers. “Phase one: initial stimulation. Milk output, twenty-one point four milliliters per minute. Heart rate, one-thirty-eight. Subject is responsive.”

Jenna felt her breath accelerating, chest rising and falling in panicked rhythm. The breast cups tightened, suction increasing in sharp, almost punitive cycles. Milk flooded the tubes, hot and thick, draining away in clear hoses that led to a flask on the console. She could hear the slosh of it even over the hum of the machine.

The vaginal probe began to oscillate, a slow, relentless rhythm that massaged her from the inside out. Her clit was exposed, hypersensitive, and the external interface alternated between suction and vibration, drawing her focus to the exact locus of her humiliation. Within a minute, she was panting, sweat pooling at the small of her back, the urge to close her legs so primal it made her teeth ache.

Calder’s voice again: “Phase two. Increase stimulation by twenty percent. Initiate override if discomfort exceeds threshold.”

The technician adjusted something, and Jenna yelped as the vibration doubled, the probe pistoning in short, relentless thrusts. Her body betrayed her instantly: the muscles clamped around the probe, her nipples flooded the cups with another wave of milk, and her brain fizzed with a bright, helpless pleasure.

She came, once, then again, the orgasms stacked so close they blurred into a continuous peak. The machine did not slow. The probe pulsed with a new algorithm, mapping her contractions and amplifying them with electrical microshocks. The breast cups milked her with a rhythm that now seemed obscene, each pull a white-hot arc of pain and pleasure.

In the mirrored panel above her, Jenna saw her own face, eyes wide and slack, drool leaking from the corner of her mouth. Her breasts were monstrous, the skin flushed and veined, nipples stretched like pink, obscene balloons. Milk spattered the inside of the cups, ran in rivers down her ribs, pooled under her ass.

She tried to scream but only managed a high, animal moan. The audience was silent, their silhouettes motionless behind the glass.

The cycle escalated again. The probe withdrew, replaced by a thicker, ribbed implement that forced her open with each mechanical thrust. The clitoral interface delivered a staccato pulse that bordered on agony. Jenna thrashed, hips straining against the restraints, but the straps held her perfectly immobile.

She lost count of the orgasms. Her vision tunneled; her hands clenched until her nails drew blood from her palms. At some point she began to sob, the tears mixing with sweat and running into her ears. The breast cups never stopped; the suction was so strong she thought her nipples might detach, but the pain was the only thing keeping her anchored to the room, to her name, to the idea that this was happening to a person and not a thing.

At the twenty-minute mark, the machine powered down, leaving her limp and shuddering. The technician entered, checked her vitals, then—without ceremony—swabbed her clean and replaced the ribbed probe with a smooth, bulbous plug. He wiped away the milk with a cold, wet cloth, then retreated to the console.

Jenna lay in the chair, numb and empty, the echo of sensation still rattling through her nerves.

Calder’s voice, almost gentle: “Final phase. Subject will be left in post-extraction stasis for observation.”

The lights dimmed. The gallery remained, but Jenna’s eyes blurred until the observers were only white ghosts in the dark.

She drifted in and out of consciousness, aware only of the ache in her chest and the dull throb between her legs. The room smelled of antiseptic and spilled milk, and when she finally opened her eyes, she saw Hailey standing over her, face soft with a pity that felt worse than cruelty.

“You did well,” Hailey whispered, unfastening the wrist cuffs. “You made them very happy.”

Jenna tried to speak but her tongue was leaden. She managed a nod, then let Hailey lift her from the chair and guide her to the recovery cot. Her legs were rubber; her breasts still leaked, but the pressure was gone, replaced by a floaty, opiated relief.

Hailey wrapped her in a warm blanket and pressed a cup of water to her lips. Jenna drank, shivering. The water tasted like nothing, but it was the best thing she’d ever had.

The recovery area was separated from the theater by a single curtain. Through it, Jenna could hear the low murmur of voices, the clink of glassware, the slap of shoes on tile. She wondered if they were talking about her, about the machine, about what to do next. She wondered if, now, she was done.

After an hour, Calder entered. He sat beside the cot, not looking at her, hands folded in his lap.

“Congratulations,” he said. “You’ve set a new record for volume and duration. The clients are… extremely satisfied.”

Jenna waited. She could taste the next question before he asked it.

“Are you ready for the next phase?”

She looked at him, eyes clear and empty, and nodded once.

He smiled, thin and distant. “Excellent. We’ll let you rest.”

He left. Hailey squeezed Jenna’s hand, then followed.

Jenna lay back, watching the slow spin of the ceiling lights. Her body felt hollowed out, every nerve stretched thin and humming. She wondered if there would ever be enough milk to fill the space they’d made in her.

She closed her eyes and waited for the dream, knowing it would come: a white room, a hungry machine, and her own voice crying out, over and over, until the world went silent.
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Fourteen days since arrival, and Jenna’s body no longer belonged to her. The Level 3 dormitory had become a second skin, the cycles of suction and release so regular she could measure time by the ache of her nipples. Her sleep was a series of shallow, milk-soaked trances. Her dreams—when she had them—were white and wet and endless.

The morning they moved her, she sensed it before the lights even changed. The familiar nurse (today’s was the one with bitten nails and the bored, heavy-lidded gaze) entered at 05:00 sharp, but instead of the usual tray, she brought a disposable gown and a sealed packet of wipes.

“Shower. Use these,” the nurse said, setting the packet on the cot. “You’re getting upgraded.”

Jenna blinked, brain fogged from the last cycle’s aftershocks. “Where am I going?”

The nurse just shrugged. “Breeding block. Stasis chamber. Don’t make a mess—Elena hates that.”

Jenna showered, scrubbing the tacky milk from her chest and thighs. Her breasts were swollen, the skin stretched and veined, the areolae mottled red from the constant assault. She caught herself in the mirror—hair shorn close, face blank—and didn’t bother looking away. This was her now: a thing remade for efficiency, her purpose as obvious as a livestock tattoo.

She towel-dried, slipped on the gown, and waited for the next command.

At 06:00, the door hissed open. Two orderlies in black escort gear waited outside, their faces hidden behind mirrored visors. One scanned her wristband, the other took her elbow, and they led her past the other dorms, down a hall she’d never seen.

The air here was different. Heavier, laced with something floral and faintly rotten. The walls were white, but not the antiseptic white of the wards—this was a matte, absorbent material that seemed to soak up sound. Jenna could hear her own breath, amplified by the silence, and the soft slap of her bare feet on the floor.

They reached a set of blast doors, labeled STASIS: AUTHORIZED ONLY. The orderlies keyed a code, and the doors slid open with a soft, chemical sigh.

Inside, the temperature was perfect. Not warm, not cool—just the exact, frictionless heat of a human body at rest. The room was circular, maybe ten meters across, with a single object at the center: a massive glass tank, half-filled with translucent, milky vapor. Tubes snaked from the top, spiraling down into a reclined support cradle molded to the shape of a supine woman.

Jenna stared at it, unsure if she was meant to climb in or be forced. Her question was answered when Elena entered from a side door, clipboard in hand.

“Jenna Keene, J-32,” Elena read, not looking up. “Protocol Epsilon. Stasis, one cycle. Compliance check on extraction. Any allergies to vaporized hormones?”

Jenna shook her head.

“Good. Strip, please. Leave the gown on the tray.”

Jenna obeyed. Elena watched her with the same cool, predatory curiosity she’d shown on their first day together. She circled once, inspecting the lines of Jenna’s body, the deep red grooves at her waist where the milk pads had chafed.

“You’re leaking already,” Elena said, not unkindly. “That’s a good sign.”

She set the clipboard down and snapped on a pair of pink nitrile gloves. “Step in.”

The tank’s cradle was lined with slick, medical-grade silicone, molded to fit her curves and keep her hips slightly elevated. Jenna climbed in, cold at first, but then the surface warmed to match her skin. Her legs fell open, instinctive now, and she settled her arms at her sides.

Elena worked with swift, practiced hands. She fitted transparent suction cups over Jenna’s nipples, taping them in place with spiral adhesive. She slipped a thin catheter into her left arm, then another between her legs—Jenna flinched, but the lube was numbing, the tube already lost in the ache of her cunt. An oxygen mask sealed over her mouth and nose, scented with something sweet and cloying.

“Vitals look good,” Elena said. “Last chance to back out.”

Jenna wanted to laugh. “Do you ever get a yes?”

“Not from you girls,” Elena said. “But I’m required to ask.”

She pressed a button on the side of the cradle. A clear shield slid over the top of the tank, locking with a pneumatic hiss. The room spun; the glass fogged as the vapor began to pump in, thick and white, until Jenna couldn’t see Elena, or the orderlies, or even her own body.

She heard the hum of the vaporizer, the low gurgle of the feeding tubes, the soft whine as the pressure equalized.

Then—nothing.



The first hour was sensory deprivation, so complete that Jenna wondered if the tank was soundproof, or if her hearing had simply been muted by the gas. Her world shrank to three points of contact: the suction at her nipples, the gentle, wet ache of the tube inside her, and the slow, even pulse of her own heart.

It should have been terrifying. Instead, it was… easy. The vapor suffused her, dulled the panic, replaced thought with sensation. She floated, weightless, every muscle surrendered to the cradle’s embrace.

Somewhere, a voice recited numbers—her own? It didn’t matter. The machine had its own logic, and Jenna’s job was to yield.

Time warped. She was awake, then asleep, then awake again. Each time she opened her eyes, the vapor looked different—sometimes thin as mist, sometimes thick as milk, sometimes swirling with tiny, iridescent motes that made her think of plankton and deep-sea fish. Once, she saw a hand pressed to the glass from outside; she tried to reach for it, but her own arms wouldn’t move.

The first hallucination was subtle. A phantom pressure at her chest, as if someone had crawled into the tank with her and was kneading her breasts with slow, deliberate hands. She couldn’t see the person—there was no one there—but she felt the heat, the rhythm, the way the touch alternated between pain and pleasure.

She moaned, and the sound was amplified in the small space, echoing off the glass. Her nipples throbbed, the suction cups drawing milk in a steady, greedy stream. She tried to arch her back, to push into the invisible hands, but the cradle held her perfectly still.

The vision changed. She was outside her own body, looking down at herself from above. She saw her skin, flushed and sweating, her breasts distended and leaking, her thighs glistening with the drip of arousal. Her hands were gone—just nubs at the ends of her arms, the rest of her body a perfect, sleek vessel for milk.

She watched herself feed. Babies? No, older, hungrier mouths, lined up in rows, each one latched to a nipple, draining her dry. Her chest refilled instantly, impossible and obscene, and she laughed, the sound bubbling out of her with pure, animal delight.

She wanted to give. She wanted to empty herself, over and over, until there was nothing left but the urge and the need and the hot, white flood.

Her mind blurred. Faces appeared and vanished. Sometimes she was alone in the tank, hands pressed to the glass, watching her own reflection melt and reform. Sometimes Hailey was there, stroking her hair, whispering secrets into her ear. Sometimes Elena appeared, clipboard in hand, writing notes as Jenna writhed and leaked, unashamed.

The tank was time. The tank was eternity. She lost track of her body; she became the milk, the desire, the surrender.

The dreams stacked, one on top of the other. In one, she was the queen of the breeding block, her body endless, limbs made of white silk, breasts the size of planets. Her subjects crawled over her, sucking and suckling, worshipping her with tongues and hands and greedy, desperate need. She crowned each of them with a jet of milk, watched them glow and grow fat on her essence.

In another, she was nothing but a cell in a petri dish, dividing and dividing, her only function to produce, to overflow, to drown the world in her own secretions.

She woke, or thought she woke, and saw Elena standing over the tank, lips moving in silent approval.

Jenna moaned, louder this time, and the milk sprayed the inside of the glass, streaking down in long, wet trails.

She came—maybe once, maybe a hundred times. The sensation was endless, recursive, a feedback loop of pleasure and exhaustion and relief. Every time she thought she was finished, the suction resumed, the phantom hands returned, the urge reignited.

She began to crave it. She began to beg.

The tank did not answer. It only held her, and fed her, and emptied her.

#

On the other side of the glass, Elena monitored the readings. The stasis protocol was designed to induce a state of “active torpor”—the subject’s body suspended between waking and sleep, all voluntary resistance eliminated. The vapor worked by hijacking the pituitary, flooding the brain with synthetic oxytocin and neural lockout. Most subjects lasted four to six hours before the dissociation set in.

Jenna lasted twenty-one.

By the time the protocol ended, her body was a ruin of sweat and milk and trembling muscle. The tank drained slowly, air filters hissing as the vapor cleared. Elena opened the shield and caught Jenna as she slumped forward, boneless and compliant.

She checked Jenna’s pupils. “Can you hear me?” she asked.

Jenna nodded, lips slack. Her thighs were slick with fluid, her cunt spasming around the empty tube.

“Good girl,” Elena murmured, and thumbed the nipple of Jenna’s left breast. Milk beaded instantly, splashing her glove.

She dried Jenna off with a heated towel, then fitted her with a clean mesh gown. Jenna didn’t resist; she just let herself be handled, eyes half-open, skin humming with afterglow.

Elena made her final notes: “Subject J-32: excellent volume retention, near-complete compliance. Recommend second cycle pending review.”

She guided Jenna to a cot in the recovery room. “You’re done,” she said, brushing hair from Jenna’s forehead. “You did so well.”

Jenna tried to speak, but her tongue was too thick, her mouth coated with the memory of vapor and milk.

She lay back, knees bent, the air cool on her wet skin.

Her dreams, when they returned, were all of giving. Hands bound, breasts endless, always emptying, always refilled.

She woke to the sound of her own moan, echoing in the quiet, and the taste of herself—salt and sweet and slick—on her lips.
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Hailey’s shift ended at exactly 17:00, but she stayed late, perched on the edge of her office chair and filling out compliance logs with a precision bordering on devotional. The forms asked for details—milk volume, stasis duration, subject comportment—but she found herself lingering over the adjectives, revising “compliant” to “pliant,” “efficient” to “prolific,” letting the words soak up her own memory of the day. She’d watched Jenna in the glass tank for hours, observed every twitch and tremble, every slick arc of milk on the inside of the dome, and had catalogued it all with a reverence that was closer to envy than pity.

It was after the fifth or sixth revision that the idea rooted itself, sudden and complete. She set down her stylus and stared at her hands, still faintly marked by the ghosts of latex gloves, the nail beds rimmed in white from the morning’s procedures. Her chest tingled—not with anticipation, but with the memory of suction, the phantom ache of vacuum on flesh.

She got up and walked, ignoring the other nurses as they clocked out. Her feet took her to the equipment requisition hatch, where the evening tech was already half-checked-out, scrolling through a wall of orderlies’ requests. Hailey didn’t bother with pleasantries.

“I need a Continuous Flow Harness,” she said.

The tech blinked at her, registering the badge, then the request. “For a subject?”

“For myself.”

The moment of hesitation was delicious. She watched it bloom on the tech’s face—confusion, disbelief, then a flicker of understanding. They’d all heard the rumors about Hailey, the way she handled the new girls, the way she sometimes lingered after a stasis run. The tech’s eyes dropped to Hailey’s chest, as if searching for the evidence.

“You’ll need a supervisor’s sign-off,” the tech said, voice lowered.

Hailey smiled. “Already have it. Calder approved.”

A lie, but one that would fix itself in time.

The tech shrugged and turned to the wall of bins, extracting a sealed package the size of a shoebox. She slid it across the counter, the tag already set to Hailey’s wrist ID.

“Anything else?”

Hailey shook her head. “I’ll handle the install.”

She returned to her office, locked the door, and peeled open the package. The harness was new-model—sleek, matte black, the silicone molded to cup and flatten without chafing. The milking pods were already preloaded, each one lined with soft, ribbed tubing that tapered to a reservoir the size of a coffee thermos. The control unit was wafer-thin, designed to sit flush against the breastbone, and the rest of the assembly was a single continuous piece, no seams, no external wiring. It smelled faintly of disinfectant, but not unpleasantly.

She undressed, shivering a little in the synthetic chill of the office. Her breasts were smaller than Jenna’s, but the skin was hypersensitive from years of casual self-testing and private calibration. She pressed the harness against her chest, aligning the pods over her nipples, and thumbed the activation stud. The silicone contracted, drawing her in, and the suction started at a gentle, almost playful pulse. She watched the pods fill, a fog of condensation beading on the inner surface, then the first, thin threads of milk spiraling into the collection tubing.

It didn’t hurt. It was warm, enveloping, an embrace designed by committee and focus group, but still intimate. She adjusted the straps until they lay flat against her ribs, then slipped her uniform back on over the top. The harness bulged only slightly, a subtle augmentation. If anything, it made her look more—she searched for the word—authoritative.

She sat back at her desk and let the harness work. It was set to low flow, the suction barely noticeable, but she could feel the constant, background drain, the way her body responded to the pressure with a trickle of endorphin, a tiny thrill each time the pod refilled and emptied. She logged the sensations in her mind, wondering if she’d grow numb to it, or if it would become a need, the way the pumps had for Jenna.

At 18:15, the harness pinged—battery at 80%, pods at 10% capacity. She unbuttoned her collar and checked the reservoirs: both were cloudy, tinged with the pale blue-white of her own milk. She shuddered, a full-body tremor that left her breathing shallow and tight.

She cleaned the pods, reset the flow, and decided to test it in public.

The upper floors of the lab were quieter after hours, the only activity the shuffle of researchers crossing between admin suites and the break room. Hailey walked the main corridor, head up, arms loose at her sides, letting the harness bulge her chest and shape her posture. She passed two scientists and a mid-level administrator; all three registered her, eyes darting to her name badge, then to the impossible symmetry of the pods beneath her blouse.

The administrator—male, late 40s, hair graying at the edges—paused, as if about to say something. Hailey met his gaze, cool and even. He blinked, then walked on.

She felt a rush of pride, sharper than anything she’d expected. The harness wasn’t just an appliance—it was a signal, a badge of compliance, a mark of distinction. She was the only staff member authorized to wear one outside the breeding block, and she wanted everyone to see it.

She kept walking, letting her gait adjust to the harness’s weight. It swayed, ever so slightly, and she realized she was moving her hips more, exaggerating the sway, forcing the pods to bob in perfect counterpoint. It was a strut, and it felt right.

She passed a mirror, caught her reflection. The harness was obvious, but it made her look—she searched for the word—official. Like she’d been promoted into a new caste.

She smiled, wide and unguarded.



Calder found her in the break room, hunched over a cup of instant coffee. He didn’t knock, just entered and let the door close behind him.

“Hailey,” he said, voice low and deliberate.

She looked up, met his eyes. “Dr. Calder.”

He nodded at the harness, his expression unreadable. “I see you’ve been fitted.”

She shrugged. “You did say I was overdue.”

He poured himself a cup, took a sip. “The Continuous Flow Harness is not standard for staff. It’s meant for high-output subjects only.”

“I’m aware.”

He set down the cup and folded his arms. “You know what it does, yes? The dependency curve?”

Hailey laughed, short and sharp. “I read the literature. After 72 hours, permanent lactation. After a week, withdrawal presents as acute pain. After a month, irreversible. I know.”

Calder didn’t smile. “You’ll need to be harvested twice daily. Minimum.”

“Fine.”

He stared at her, searching for something. “You want this,” he said, not a question.

She shrugged again, feeling the pods squeeze and release in tandem with her own pulse. “I want to be useful,” she said. “Isn’t that the point?”

He shook his head, a motion that was more admiration than disappointment. “It changes you,” he said. “You won’t be able to go back.”

She looked at him, felt the slow, constant drain of the harness, the way her skin tingled under the silicone, the way her body had already started to anticipate the next squeeze, the next release. She thought of Jenna, in the tank, arms open, breasts leaking, the look of absolute surrender in her eyes.

“Good,” Hailey said.

Calder picked up his coffee, raised it in a silent toast, and left.



She wore the harness home that night, under her clothes, the batteries still at seventy percent, the pods emptying every hour into the disposable reservoirs. She showered with it on, letting the water bead on the matte black surface, sluicing the condensation from the edges. She slept on her back, arms crossed over her chest, feeling the constant, gentle suction lull her into a dreamless, floating sleep.

In the morning, she woke to the hum of the harness at work, her breasts throbbing with a slow, deliberate ache. She checked the pods—both full. She detached them, watched the milk swirl in the catch basin, then reattached the clean pods and set the flow to maximum.

She dressed carefully, buttoning her uniform to show just enough curve, then went to work.

The staff eyed her differently now—some with envy, some with contempt, most with a kind of wary fascination. No one questioned her authority. She passed through the corridors with a new weight, a new purpose. She was a carrier, a model, a demonstration of the protocol’s success.

At 10:00, she checked Jenna’s chart. The girl was still in stasis recovery, but the milk output was off the charts—double, maybe triple the baseline. Hailey smiled, knowing her own numbers were rising to meet it.

She spent the day in a haze of pleasure and efficiency, the hours marked only by the slow, steady pulse of the harness.

At shift change, she found Calder in the main hallway. He looked her over, then nodded.

“Adjustment period?” he asked.

Hailey grinned, showing her teeth. “None needed.”

He smiled back, the first time she’d seen him do it. “You’re a natural,” he said.

She let the words settle over her, then walked away, her body humming with pride and milk and the sure, unbreakable logic of the harness.

She was changed, and she wanted everyone to see it.
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On Day 21, the demonstration floor became a theater. The glass partitions were polished until they erased the boundary between exhibit and air, and the strip-lights along the baseboard glowed in medical blue, so the bodies inside seemed to float. A row of steel chairs faced the stage, each seat occupied by a potential investor: men in nerveless suits, women with the stillness of apex predators. At the far end, Calder paced, hands behind his back, already rehearsing the performance in the cadence of his footsteps.

Jenna woke to the clatter of plastic against plastic. She was in her pod, the walls curved and clear, the cot beneath her a gentle incline that forced her hips forward and her shoulders back. She shifted, and the movement brought her belly into sharp relief—a rise under the thin mesh of her gown, taut and obscene, the skin stretched with both milk and seed. She didn’t remember sleeping. She doubted she had.

Through the glass she saw Hailey, moving with the unhurried efficiency of a predator that knows the prey is already caged. The harness was new—sleek, with gloss-black silicone pods enveloping her breasts, the reservoirs at her hips already half-full and pulsing. She wore it over the uniform, the matte black making her arms look slim and hard, but the rest of her body soft and inviting.

Hailey circled Jenna’s pod, eyes flicking to the readouts, then to the girl herself. There was no more compassion in the glance. Only the cool satisfaction of seeing the protocol at work.

Jenna wanted to hate her, but what she felt was closer to hunger.

Calder’s voice crackled from the overheads. “Final sequence in ten. All stations ready.”

Hailey pressed her palm to the control panel outside Jenna’s pod. The glass dimmed, so the world beyond went opaque, the inside lit with a light so soft it erased every flaw from the skin. Jenna saw herself reflected, doubled, a milk-white Venus in the jar. Her breasts looked monstrous—engorged, the nipples wide and glossy, already beading milk even in the cold.

The door to the pod hissed, and Hailey entered. She had to stoop to clear the threshold, and when she did, Jenna smelled her: clean sweat and latex, the faint copper of her own milk, and an undertone of arousal that had been growing for days.

“Showtime,” Hailey said, voice stripped of kindness.

Jenna didn’t bother to answer. She stared at Hailey, tried to memorize the angle of her jaw, the way the harness molded to her ribs. If this was the last day, she wanted to keep something of her.

Hailey reached for the suction cups. The new set were lined with microfilaments that twitched when they touched flesh, mapping the areola, prepping the nerves for maximum yield. She pressed one to Jenna’s left breast, then the right, her hands never lingering, never gentle. The instant the seal formed, Jenna’s entire chest lit with sensation: a ripple of pain and pleasure, sharp enough to make her gasp.

“Ready?” Hailey asked, not waiting for a reply.

She hit the activation stud. The cups sucked hard, pulling the nipples out, stretching the skin until Jenna thought she’d tear. The milk started at once—a rush, an unbroken stream that filled the tubes and splattered into the collector with a sound like applause.

Jenna moaned, unable to hide it. Her belly fluttered, a brief spasm rolling through the muscle. She realized, with a sick thrill, that the pleasure now radiated downward, through her pelvis and into her cunt, a feedback loop engineered to perfection.

Hailey watched, eyes narrowed, calibrating the response. She thumbed the dial, ramped the suction higher, and this time Jenna arched, her hips fighting the restraint of the cot.

From the corridor, a camera drone swept in, lens focusing on Jenna’s face, then her chest, then the glisten of milk as it pooled. The first row of investors leaned forward, phones raised in silent worship.

Hailey smiled, thin and perfect.

“Next phase,” Calder’s voice intoned.

Hailey produced a wand, silver and jointed, the head tipped with a vibrating pad. She pressed it to the inside of Jenna’s thigh, just above the knee. The hum was faint, but the effect immediate: Jenna’s legs parted, as much as the cradle would allow, and her back arched, the mesh gown riding up to expose the wet, glistening lips beneath.

The audience murmured, low and appreciative.

Hailey moved the wand higher, tracing the seam of Jenna’s thigh, up to the crease where flesh met flesh. She hovered there, letting the anticipation do its work, then pressed the pad to Jenna’s clit, slow and firm.

Jenna’s breath caught. The milk jets doubled, splashing the collector with a new urgency. The pressure in her belly turned to fireworks, every nerve set alight.

Hailey kept the wand in place, watching the monitors. When Jenna’s heart rate hit 170, she slid a gloved finger between the folds and pressed up, hard, finding the spot that made Jenna shriek. The cameras caught everything: the shudder, the way her hands clawed at the air, the gush of milk as her body climaxed under the double assault.

Hailey leaned in, lips close to Jenna’s ear. “Good girl,” she whispered, so soft only Jenna heard.

The pod lights flickered, signaling the end of the demo. Hailey detached the cups, wiped the milk from Jenna’s breasts with a warm, damp cloth. Jenna went limp, eyes rolling back, a low sob wrung from her chest. She tasted salt, and realized she was crying, but it felt like relief.

Hailey lingered, thumb tracing Jenna’s nipple, rolling it between finger and palm. She leaned closer, pressed her lips to the side of Jenna’s neck, and bit, hard enough to leave a mark. Then she left, sealing the pod with a hiss.

Outside, Calder was already in motion, leading the investors on a tour of the row. Each pod held a woman, but none like Jenna: some were new, still fighting the protocol; others were further gone, glassy-eyed and leaking, bodies slumped in the cots, no fight left in them. The men in suits nodded, checked their watches, made notes on tablets. The women asked questions, sharp and exacting, but their eyes always drifted back to Hailey as she glided from pod to pod, the harness making her the center of gravity in the room.

At the far end, Calder stopped at the twin pod—Hailey’s. He beckoned her inside, and she entered, shedding her uniform in a practiced motion. She slipped the harness off, exposing her own breasts: smaller than Jenna’s, but tipped with swollen, purpled nipples, the skin still marked by the pods’ embrace.

Calder gestured to the technician. “Live demonstration,” he said, voice flat.

The technician attached a new set of cups, these tinted orange for contrast, and wired them to the control board outside the glass. Calder invited an investor—female, hair platinum and severe—to run the dial. She did, grinning, and Hailey’s body shivered as the suction kicked in, hard and unrelenting.

Hailey moaned, but kept her eyes on Calder. The milk sprayed at once, fogging the inside of the cups. The technician thumbed the release, and the suction doubled, pulling her nipples until they were impossibly long, almost grotesque. Hailey came, fast, hips bucking against the restraint of the chair, milk spurting in rhythmic jets.

The audience was silent, then a ripple of applause, genuine and not at all ironic.

Calder nodded to the technician, who dialed back the suction. Hailey sagged in the chair, but her face was calm, even proud.

The investors rotated through the pods, sampling, inspecting, asking for tweaks to the settings. Calder fielded questions, rattled off statistics: liters per day, yield per subject, hormonal stability under duress.

“Is the pregnancy sustainable?” one asked, gesturing at Jenna’s pod.

Calder smiled, lips thin. “We’ve optimized for rapid cycling. Gestation can be halted or resumed at any point. The subject remains productive regardless.”

He let them watch as Hailey, still panting, cleaned the cups and reset the harness. She walked past Jenna’s pod, paused, and pressed her hand to the glass. Jenna mirrored her, palm to palm, separated by a centimeter of acrylic. Hailey leaned forward and kissed the glass, leaving a perfect print of her lips above Jenna’s splayed fingers.

The last demonstration was the “synchronized protocol”—two subjects, side by side, milked in tandem, their cycles tuned to climax within seconds of each other. Calder called it “the culmination of predictive response optimization.” The investors called it beautiful.

Jenna was paired with Hailey for the final run.

They lay in adjacent pods, arms outstretched, bodies gleaming under the show lights. The tech attached the cups, the wands, the sensors. The audience crowded close, breath held.

The sequence began. Suction, vibration, the rising hum of the wands. Jenna’s belly quaked with each pulse; Hailey’s thighs tensed, her jaw clenched. The sensations built, relentless, the milk arcing from both women in perfect sync.

At the peak, Hailey reached through the gap between pods, found Jenna’s hand, and squeezed. Their orgasms hit together, bodies spasming, milk flooding the collectors in twin white jets. The cameras froze the moment: two women, eyes locked, hands clasped, the world outside nothing but light and applause.

The demonstration ended. The investors signed, three in the first hour, others queued for follow-up.

Jenna slept, finally, her head pillowed on Hailey’s harness, the world outside blurred and distant.

In the dark, Calder poured himself a drink, stared out at the empty stage, and smiled.

They would need a bigger floor.
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Jenna woke to the ache of her own body—a purity of pain that was almost sublime in its singularity. The breeding dormitory was colder than the old glass cells, the walls lined with ceramic panels instead of mirrored acrylic, the beds arranged in rows with the precision of an orchard. She had a cot to herself now, and the privacy only made the pressure inside her more acute. Her breasts were monstrous, harder than silicone implants and scored with the red pressure-tracks of the overnight pads. Her belly was distended, not with the slow curve of gestation but the ugly, abrupt fullness of a girl who’d been force-fed a whole liter of nutrient slurry before sleep.

She blinked at the ceiling. The light strips glowed dim orange, simulating pre-dawn. The rest of the room was silent except for the distant, slow respiration of the vents and the gurgle of someone’s stomach two cots over. She rolled to her side, cradling her abdomen, and found the familiar badge clipped to her wrist: J-32, gestation cycle 1, volume target 1.4 liters/day, status: incubating. The word was printed in all caps, so there could be no ambiguity.

She traced the edges of her badge with a fingernail, thinking not of the future but of the twenty-four hours she’d survived. The protocol had changed after the demo. The morning after, they’d taken her off the demonstration floor and stashed her with the other “breeders.” The first thing they’d done was ultrasound her, a tiny alien jellybean already vibrating at the center of her uterus. Then the hormone cocktail, administered by Hailey herself—two ampoules, one pink, one clear, the flavor so sweet it stung the roof of her mouth. Then the feeding, and the sleep.

She lifted her gown and examined her belly. The curve was so slight it could have been a trick of the light, but she knew it was real. The bruises on her hips, where the orderlies had gripped her during the last transfer, had gone yellow-green. She pressed a palm to the soft, overripe flesh, and felt a shimmer of pride—or maybe just relief, that she hadn’t bled out or failed.

A noise from the corridor snapped her back. A nurse (not Hailey—not even Elena; this one was older, with a nose stud and a limp) shuffled through the dorm, checking the monitors on each cot, scanning the wrists. Jenna feigned sleep, but the nurse didn’t even pause at her station. Apparently, J-32 was behaving.

After the nurse left, Jenna sat up and drank from the bottle at her bedside. The taste was flat and metallic, a rehydration solution designed for infants or the elderly. She downed it in four gulps, feeling it settle in her gut. Then she wrapped the blanket around her shoulders and watched the light strips fade from orange to blue.



The day passed in a daze of feeding, milking, and waiting. The new schedule was less frequent but more intense—three-hour blocks of rest, followed by “deep cycle” sessions in the suction room. The techs no longer bothered with bedside manner. They’d shuffle her in, attach the twin breast pumps, and leave her there for an hour, the only company the plastic whine of the machines and the hot, intermittent flood as her body gave up its milk.

She learned to count the seconds between letdowns. She learned to breathe shallow and slow, to keep the ache from peaking too soon. At first, she’d tried to hold back, to imagine herself dry, but the system always won, and by the third cycle she found herself anticipating the relief, even craving the sharp, gloved hand that would come after and knead her nipple to coax out the last droplets. She started to time her orgasms with the pump’s rhythm, just to see if she could.

The other girls in the dorm—there were nine now—never spoke. They dozed, ate, shuffled to the bathroom and back, and stared at the wall with the gaze of livestock. She wondered how many days it would take before she stopped thinking of them as people.

On the wall above the sinks, someone had scrawled a message in toothpaste:

NOBODY GETS OUT.

Jenna considered adding her own line, but the urge faded as soon as she wiped her mouth.



That night, after the final cycle, she stayed awake, waiting for the shift change. She recognized the pattern of the schedule now: Hailey never took the midnight rounds, but she was always present for the late shift, floating in and out of the lounge just off the milking chamber. She watched from her cot as the day nurse left, then counted to two hundred before slipping out of her blanket and padding down the hallway in bare feet.

The lounge was a glass box overlooking the lower floors. The lights were kept low—almost red—and the air smelled of sanitizer and instant coffee. Hailey was alone, perched at the edge of the couch, elbows on knees, watching a playback on the wall screen. It was silent, but Jenna recognized the video at once: herself, strapped to the demonstration chair, the breast cups pulsing, her head thrown back and mouth open in an unguarded, unglamorous howl.

She watched Hailey’s face as she watched the video. There was no shame in it—just an intensity, a hunger that was almost tender.

Jenna knocked on the glass, then let herself in. The cold air made her nipples stiffen instantly, and she realized her gown was nearly transparent in the red light. She almost covered herself, but stopped. What was the point?

Hailey muted the video, but didn’t turn off the screen. She looked at Jenna with a clinical detachment that was almost affectionate.

“Insomnia?” Hailey asked.

“Couldn’t sleep,” Jenna said. “Too much… everything.”

Hailey patted the couch beside her. Jenna sat, careful not to wince at the twinge in her hips.

They sat in silence for a while, the video playing on loop in the background. Jenna’s own face stared back at her, distorted by the lens, the breasts on her chest now the size of footballs, the pale skin marked with suction bruises and sweat.

“Do you ever feel bad?” Jenna asked. “About any of this?”

Hailey’s eyes flicked to the screen, then back to Jenna. “At first. Then I realized you only get to feel bad if you believe there’s a better alternative.”

Jenna laughed, low and brittle. “That’s bleak.”

Hailey shrugged, the harness shifting against her chest. She wore it everywhere now, the pods visible under the thin scrub top. The reservoirs at her sides were empty, but the control unit blinked red, always hungry.

“What’s it like?” Jenna asked, nodding at the harness.

Hailey considered. “It’s like having a second heart. Always beating, always draining. If you ignore it, it gets louder. If you feed it, it’s… easy. You forget there was ever a before.”

Jenna leaned back, her own chest aching in sympathy. “I think it’s working on me, too.”

Hailey smiled, slow and genuine. She reached over and traced the edge of Jenna’s badge, the way you might trace the birthdate on a newborn’s ankle band.

“How much longer?” Jenna asked, not sure what answer she wanted.

Hailey shrugged. “Gestation is a variable. They might let you out early, if you keep up the numbers.”

“They won’t,” Jenna said.

“No,” Hailey agreed. “They won’t.”

Jenna watched her own hand slide over Hailey’s, fingers wrapping tight. The contact was electric, a jolt of sensation that set her skin on fire. She squeezed, then let go, but Hailey caught her wrist and pressed it to her chest, against the beating plastic of the harness.

“I want to leave,” Jenna whispered.

Hailey brought Jenna’s hand to her lips and kissed the knuckles. “Nobody gets out,” she said, echoing the message on the bathroom wall. “But you can choose how you stay.”

Jenna looked at the red-lit room, the looping video, the reflection of herself already fading from the screen. She made a decision, and it felt like waking up.

“Show me,” Jenna said.

Hailey stood and led her by the wrist, out of the lounge and down the hallway to the staff lift. They rode in silence, the only sound the hum of the harness and the gentle, desperate pulse of Jenna’s own blood. The lift descended past Level 3, past the stasis block, down to a floor labeled only “Deep Cycle.” The doors opened onto a corridor bathed in red, the walls lined with sound-dampening foam.

At the end of the hall was a single room, the door unlocked. Inside, the Deep Cycle Breeding Station waited: a chair even more elaborate than the demonstration model, fitted with restraints for every limb and a network of translucent tubes that spiraled from the arms, the seat, the footrest, all converging on a central reservoir the size of a baby’s head.

Jenna stared at the chair, then at Hailey. “Is this it?”

Hailey nodded. “No one gets this far. You’re the first.”

Jenna laughed, genuinely this time. “I’m always the first.”

Hailey helped her out of the gown, guiding her gently but without apology. Jenna stood naked, cold but unashamed, the swell of her belly more pronounced now, her breasts already leaking milk in thin, silvery threads. Hailey brushed a thumb over one nipple, catching the bead of fluid, then smeared it across Jenna’s lips.

Jenna sucked the thumb into her mouth, tasting herself, and the shock of it made her legs weak.

Hailey guided her into the chair, buckling the restraints around her wrists and ankles, then adjusting the seat to tilt her pelvis forward and her shoulders back. The position was obscene—legs splayed, breasts lifted by the molded arms, belly exposed and vulnerable. Hailey worked in silence, her hands sure and gentle. She attached the suction cups to Jenna’s nipples, then inserted a flexible probe between her legs, lubricating it with a practiced twist of the wrist.

Jenna’s body reacted instantly, the muscles clamping around the intrusion, her breath coming short and fast.

“Ready?” Hailey asked.

Jenna nodded, unable to speak.

Hailey pressed a button on the control panel. The suction began, slow and rhythmic, a pulse perfectly timed to the beat of Jenna’s heart. The probe inside her began to vibrate, matching the suction, the two sensations building and overlapping until Jenna could no longer separate pain from pleasure, need from satisfaction.

She closed her eyes, surrendering to the machine. The milk flowed, hotter and heavier than before, spraying into the tubes with a wet, obscene sound. The probe thrummed, driving her toward climax, but never quite allowing it. Hailey watched, her own breath shallow, her eyes locked on the rise and fall of Jenna’s chest.

The pressure built, then broke. Jenna screamed, the orgasm tearing through her like a seizure. Milk jetted from her nipples, spattering the inside of the cups and running in hot rivers down her ribs. The probe continued, relentless, dragging her through a second and then a third climax, each one more violent than the last.

She lost count, lost time, lost herself. When the machine finally slowed, she was limp, her body a rag doll, the restraints the only thing keeping her from collapsing.

Hailey released the cuffs, then knelt beside the chair, her head resting against Jenna’s thigh. She stroked Jenna’s belly, the motion so tender it made Jenna weep.

“You did so well,” Hailey whispered.

Jenna laughed, then sobbed, then laughed again. “I want… I want—”

Hailey shushed her, lips pressed to the inside of Jenna’s knee. “You can have anything. Just say it.”

Jenna looked down at her ruined body, the milk pooling on her skin, the ache already returning.

“Milk me,” she whispered.

Hailey smiled, and did.



They stayed in the red-lit room until dawn, the only sound the slow, steady drip from the tubes and the quiet, hungry moan that escaped Jenna’s lips every time Hailey started the cycle again.

She never slept, but she never wanted to.

When the orderlies found them at shift change, Hailey was curled in the chair with Jenna, both of them naked and leaking, both of them smiling.

They didn’t bother to wake them.

No one ever did.

11

Three days after the final induction, the world above LactoGen Labs resumes its old, mercenary rhythm, as if nothing has shifted beneath the ground but the gentle, seismic creep of profit margins. The uppermost floor is a glass cylinder, the boardroom a lens through which the city is reduced to lines and geometry—each pane a display of the world as imagined by men in suits. Calder stands at the head of the conference table, one hand resting on the carbon-fiber surface, the other flipping through a stack of touch-activated reports.

Seated before him are nine investors: six men, three women. All are dressed with the casual severity of billionaires, bodies whittled down to essence by personal trainers and private chefs, faces composed in the relaxed predation of the apex predator. Behind them, an assistant queues up the first slide. The screen is invisible until illuminated, and then it’s all there: Subject Viability and Expansion Metrics, followed by a cascade of numbers that, for a moment, hang in the air like genetic code.

Calder watches their eyes. He has learned, over a lifetime, to see the micro-flickers that signify not boredom or disdain—those never survive to this altitude—but genuine, unguarded hunger. The woman in the navy suit, hair razored close to the skull, taps her temple with a stylus as the graph climbs from left to right, exponential and greedy. The man in the chair nearest Calder stares at the video inset, slow-motion footage of Jenna, stripped to mesh and nothing, breasts swollen and dripping as she arches against the machine.

“Gentlemen. Ladies,” Calder begins, voice lubricated to a frictionless glide, “I’d like to thank you for your patience during the pilot. As of this morning, our two primary subjects—Hailey and Jenna—are at five times the baseline yield projected by our original model.”

He gestures and the screen splits: on the left, a chart labeled ‘Expected Output,’ a gentle parabola; on the right, ‘Actual,’ a line that spikes in short, obscene staccatos. The comparison is embarrassing, almost comic.

“There were concerns about scalability,” he continues, “about whether what happened in a single demonstration could be replicated across a cohort. I’m pleased to confirm that not only is the protocol robust, it is self-reinforcing. Our best subjects are now, in effect, training their replacements.”

A hand raises—the older woman with the white-blonde hair, fingers manicured to weapon points. “Is this the ‘mentor protocol’ referenced in the brief?”

Calder nods. “Correct. We found that integrating former control subjects as operational trainers increased compliance by seventy percent. The mentor not only models ideal behavior, but also actively enforces it. Peer pressure is a powerful thing, even at the level of the limbic system.”

He cues the assistant. The video jumps to a split feed: Hailey, in the new Continuous Flow Harness, gliding through the dormitory, her gait altered by the weight and rhythm of the pods. She passes the new recruits—three this week, all cherry-picked for physicality and baseline hormone response—and as she moves, the girls straighten, shoulders back, chins high. They watch her, not with resentment but with the feverish hope of the convert. When Hailey stops, the first of the recruits steps forward and, in a gesture at once instinctual and ceremonial, offers her own breast to the mentor’s cupped hand.

The room is silent, save for the white noise of the building’s ventilation.

The man in the nearest chair clears his throat. “How do you keep them… productive? There must be resistance. Dropouts.”

Calder smiles, shark-thin. “Of course. But with the current protocol, dropout rates are below two percent. The rest… adapt. The hormonal profile is self-stabilizing. After the first cycle, most of them can’t imagine a life outside the system.”

He toggles another slide: a chart of dopamine and oxytocin levels, the lines a mirror image of the output graphs.

“They get addicted,” the man says, voice flat.

Calder shrugs. “In a word.”

The woman in the navy suit smiles for the first time, her eyes narrowing in appreciation. “And the trainers? They comply… willingly?”

A flicker of memory—Hailey, hair clinging to her forehead, mouth open in a gasp as her own harness is ratcheted to maximum, milk arcing in a perfect, obscene parabola to the catch basin.

“Willingly, and with enthusiasm. Our senior staffers have all volunteered to enter the protocol. The results speak for themselves.”

He gestures, and the screen fills with a still: Jenna and Hailey side by side, nude but for the black mesh harnesses, their bodies rendered superhuman by the regimen—muscle and fat redistributed by evolutionary logic, breasts swollen to architectural extremes, the skin mapped in red and purple from the constant cycle of extraction. Their faces are calm, even proud.

A long moment. One of the men leans back, exhaling through his nose. “What’s next?”

Calder allows himself a microsecond of satisfaction. “We move to Phase Two.”

He clicks his tongue and the assistant brings up a satellite image: a compound outside the city, ringed with fencing and perimeter sensors.

“We’re opening a satellite facility. Three times the capacity. It will run as a hybrid—research, demonstration, and full-scale production. The best of the first cohort will be transferred as model subjects. The rest will seed the next generation.”

He looks at the investors, lets the silence bloom.

“The future is self-sustaining. In less than a year, the protocol will run itself.”

The investors nod, in the synchronized way of people who know a decision has been made before the meeting started. A few make notes. None look at the assistant, who is now queuing a live feed from the lower training pit.

The camera pans over the new recruits: four in this batch, lined up at the far wall, naked but for the numbered tags at their ankles. Their bodies are already changing—breasts engorged, bellies just starting to fill out, faces slack with the early onset of hormone haze. In the center of the pit, Jenna stands, hands behind her back, harness gleaming in the pit lights.

She moves with a slowness that is not reluctance, but calculation. The first recruit—a black-haired girl with a gymnast’s build and the haunted eyes of a foster kid—stares at Jenna, trembling. Jenna steps forward, and with the barest nod, cups the girl’s right breast, thumb stroking the nipple until it beads. The recruit shudders, then sighs, tension draining from her like air from a balloon. Jenna smiles—soft, almost maternal—and moves to the next in line.

One of the men leans toward Calder, voice barely audible. “How long until they… reach full capacity?”

“Two weeks,” Calder says. “Less if the mentor protocol holds.”

The camera lingers as Jenna kneads the third recruit’s breast, coaxing a bead of milk to the surface. The girl gasps, then collapses forward, arms wrapping around Jenna’s waist. Jenna holds her, whispering something that doesn’t make it through the feed, but the effect is immediate: the recruit calms, eyes fluttering closed as her body molds to the new reality.

The investors watch, silent.

Calder lets the feed run, then clicks it off. “Questions?”

The woman in navy speaks first. “What about the trainers? Are they at risk of burning out?”

Calder smiles. “The protocol is adaptive. Once they plateau, the body finds equilibrium. If anything, the trainers get stronger with each cycle. Some have started to… compete. Voluntarily.”

He pauses, lets the implication hang.

The oldest man in the room—bald, with a surgeon’s hands—leans in. “And the output? Can it be weaponized?”

Calder’s face is bland. “Not unless you want to flood a city with milk.”

The room laughs, genuine and sharp.

The assistant brings up the final slide: a rendering of the satellite facility, all glass and steel, the architecture echoing the upper boardroom but on a scale to dwarf even the largest city block. The caption reads: LactoGen North, Q3 Launch.

Calder straightens. “Thank you for your attention. Your packets contain detailed projections and risk assessments. We’re ready to move ahead as soon as the capital is transferred.”

He sits, the gesture casual but precise. The room stirs, investors rising, murmuring to their assistants, already reentering the world outside with the easy confidence of the immortal.

As the room clears, the assistant brings Calder a glass of water. He sips, watching the city through the glass. From up here, the streets look clean, the people small and regular. Order imposed on chaos.

He thinks of Hailey, in her harness, guiding the new recruits with hands gentler than any algorithm could ever model. He thinks of Jenna, arms full of lost girls, each one clinging to her as if the future were a thing that could be held, or nursed, or simply endured.

He wonders if, in the end, they will remember him at all.

Below, in the training pit, Hailey is running the new batch through their paces. The girls are slow to start, but she knows the signs: the glassy eyes, the awkward laughter, the way hands drift to chests or bellies as if searching for a logic that the brain hasn’t yet supplied. She moves among them, offering encouragement, sometimes a touch, sometimes just a look. It is enough.

She finds Jenna at the far end, leaned against the padded wall, a recruit curled up beside her. The girl is sobbing, quietly, and Jenna strokes her hair with infinite patience.

Hailey kneels. “First cycle’s always rough,” she says, voice low.

Jenna looks up. Her eyes are clear, the old anger replaced by a stubborn, weary pride.

“She thinks she failed,” Jenna says. “She missed quota.”

Hailey shrugs. “So did I, at first. The body catches up.”

Jenna nods, then leans in, whispering to the girl. The recruit’s breathing slows. She closes her eyes, and for the first time, looks almost peaceful.

Hailey watches, and feels the harness tighten against her chest, the pods filling in time with her own breath. She wonders if, one day, she’ll see her own face in the next generation, some echo of herself moving through the world, efficient and soft and unstoppable.

She hopes so.

She looks up, and through the glass ceiling, she sees Calder, a pale silhouette in the bright, endless boardroom. She smiles, not for him, but for herself.

The future is here, and it’s hungry.

Hailey opens her arms, and the girls come to her, one by one, each seeking comfort, or guidance, or just the heat of another body in the cold, perfect world.

She holds them, and they hold her, and together, they wait for the next cycle.

On the surface, the city glows.

In the glass tower, decisions are made, fortunes shifted, the world’s next hunger already mapped and ready.

And far below, in the cool blue light, Hailey and Jenna train the future, each pulse and pressure building toward something bigger, something final, a system that will, at last, feed itself.

In the end, nobody gets out.

But if you’re lucky, you get to stay.


Thank you!

I hope you enjoyed LactoGen Labs Hucow Book #2. If you did, please consider leaving a rating or review. It really helps!

Check out the entire series here.
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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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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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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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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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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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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?






