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Nurse Elena clocked the change in Harley before the door had even closed. Patients always broke down or toughened up after a big protocol. Harley had gone the other way. Not hard or hollow. Just quiet.

She sat on the edge of the bed, robe loose, chest out, nipples standing sharp as tacks. Milk leaked from both tips, painting fat dots on the pale blue cotton. Most girls would have yanked the robe shut, tried to hide. Harley just sat, thighs spread, hands in her lap. Calm.

Elena set the tray on the table, then checked her own reflection in the glass. Her hair was tight in its bun. Pale skin, neat nose, tired eyes. She looked professional. She tried to feel it.

“Vitals check,” she said, voice clipped.

Harley nodded, hair falling over her brow. She looked up. Held Elena’s gaze.

Elena started with the basics. Blood pressure. Finger prick for glucose. Oxygen. Then the hormone reader—a cold ring clipped to the earlobe. Harley’s skin was flushed and warm. When Elena brushed back the hair to attach the sensor, Harley didn’t flinch or pull away. She just tilted her head, exposing more of the side of her neck.

The little gesture was nothing. It burned anyway.

“You look different,” Elena said, keeping her voice level.

Harley shrugged. “I feel good.”

Elena checked the pulse. One-twenty, steady. “You shouldn’t. Not after last night.”

“I do.”

Elena set the cuff aside. Next was the collar. Dr. Anton had left it on, locked, but the magnet reader still worked. She pressed the scanner to the flat at Harley’s throat, saw the blue LED flicker. The scan took two seconds. The skin under the collar was pink and just starting to bruise.

Harley watched her. Elena was used to patients avoiding her gaze, or looking through her. Harley stared. It wasn’t a challenge. It was an invitation.

“Any pain?” Elena asked.

“No. Maybe here.” Harley traced a finger over the curve of her breast, just above the areola. A bead of milk welled from the nipple and rolled down. She wiped it away, slow.

Elena’s face stayed cool, but she felt heat on her neck. “You’re leaking more than before.”

Harley nodded. “Is that bad?”

“It’s… expected.” She snapped a pair of gloves from the box, blue latex. “Dr. Anton wants a tissue check. I’ll need you to drop the robe.”

Harley untied the sash. The robe fell away, nipples stiff, tips glossed with wet. She shrugged it off her shoulders and let it fall behind her. Her thighs parted more, the skin sticky and shiny with leftover milk.

Elena checked the chart. “You’ve gained five pounds since arrival.”

Harley flexed her bicep. “It’s not muscle.”

Elena almost smiled. “No.” She pressed her hands to Harley’s ribcage, fingers spread wide. The flesh was warm and pliant, softer than it should have been. She palpated down, checking for lumps, swelling, anything out of protocol. The only thing she found was a steady, wet heat everywhere her hands touched.

Harley’s breathing stayed slow, even. When Elena squeezed the breast, more milk spilled out. It ran over Elena’s glove and onto the paper sheet. She swapped hands, then bent to examine the areola.

The skin was darker than before, stretched tight. The nipple was twice as long as on day one, swollen and sensitive. Elena pressed it between two fingers. Harley exhaled, a little hiss. The tip beaded with fresh milk.

“Does it hurt?” Elena asked.

“No. Just… sensitive.”

Elena leaned closer. She caught the scent—warm, sweet, clean, a little metallic. She flicked the nipple again, harder this time. Harley gasped, but didn’t pull away. Her hips rolled forward, just a millimeter.

Elena straightened. “Other side.”

She repeated the process. This time, Harley didn’t gasp. She just watched Elena’s face, eyes wide and steady.

Elena finished the exam. She peeled off the gloves, dropped them in the bin.

“Anything you want to report?” she asked.

Harley shook her head. “Nothing bad.”

Elena stepped back. She pretended to check the monitor, but her mind spun.

She’d seen this before, with Anton’s other projects. He took women apart, rebuilt them, made them perfect. Most ended up hollowed out, desperate for the next command. Harley didn’t look hollow. She looked filled up. Overflowing.

It wasn’t a good thing. Not for the protocol. Not for Elena.

She drew a syringe from the tray, filled it with a clear, golden liquid. “Last injection for today. In the hip.”

Harley rolled onto her side, baring the curve of her ass. The skin was pale, marked with old needle tracks. Elena swabbed the spot, then plunged the needle in. Harley didn’t flinch.

The fluid went in slow. Harley’s hand clenched the edge of the bed, knuckles white. Elena saw the small twitch at the corner of her mouth. She wondered if Harley liked the pain, or if she just wanted to show she could take it.

When it was done, Harley rolled back. Milk dripped from both breasts now, wetting the front of her thighs. She wiped it away, again, then let her hand rest on her stomach.

“Thank you,” Harley said.

Elena’s jaw tensed. “You’re welcome.”

She packed up the tray, wiped down the table, then left the room.

In the corridor, Elena pressed her back to the wall. She felt the anger bubble up, fast and hot.

She knew the look on Harley’s face. She’d seen it before, years ago, in the mirror. She’d spent half a decade erasing it, teaching herself to hide, to never show the wanting, the need. Anton had dragged it back out—first in herself, then in every woman he worked on.

It was a trick, what he did. He made women want him, want the program, want to be perfect. But Harley’s need wasn’t fragile. It was strong enough to burn the whole place down.

Elena stalked to the console. She logged in, brought up the video logs for the previous night. The feed cut out at 22:03. When it resumed, Harley was sleeping in the bed, body curled up, Dr. Anton standing over her. The logs had been edited. Not by accident.

Elena checked the annotation file. Anton had left a private note, visible only to him and lead nurses.

SUBJECT: H. INTEGRATION SUCCESSFUL. ALPHA OVERRIDE INITIATED. NO RESTRAINTS NEEDED.

She scrolled down. There were gaps, entire blocks of time scrubbed from the record. She checked the biometric logs. Harley’s pulse had spiked to one-fifty, then dropped to seventy in less than a minute. Milk output peaked, then stabilized. No records for ten minutes.

It wasn’t hard to guess what had happened in those ten minutes.

Elena’s hands shook as she logged out. She told herself it was anger, but it wasn’t just that. It was something sharper, more dangerous. She wondered if Anton had done it for the data, or for himself. She wondered if Harley had begged, or if Anton had just told her to open, and she had.

She wondered if Harley would ever say no, now.

She closed the console. The gloves she wore stuck to her fingers with sweat.

She looked down the hall, toward Harley’s room. She didn’t want to go back in. She wanted to. She wanted to see if Harley would look at her the same way. If she would let Elena touch her, with more than just blue latex and cold hands.

She wanted to see if Harley would say yes to her, too.

The shift ended at 22:00. Elena made her rounds, checked the other patients, gave the last injections. None of them looked like Harley. None of them watched her like Harley did.

At the end of the night, she sat in the dark breakroom. She poured black coffee into a cup, then poured it out. Her hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

She didn’t know if she wanted to save Harley, or to break her down more. She didn’t know if she wanted to report Anton, or to beg him to do it to her, too.

Harley wasn’t just a patient. She was proof.

Elena sat in the dark, staring at her hands, and waited for the want to fade. It didn’t.
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Elena’s shoes clicked down the corridor, but the sound felt miles away. Harley sat alone, robe open, milk cooling on her skin. The needle sting in her hip had already melted into warm gold spreading through muscle, a familiar tide pulling every nerve awake. She counted heartbeats—one, two, three—until the tingling reached her clit and stayed there, humming.

The door opened again sooner than she expected. Dr. Anton stepped in without his coat, only the charcoal vest, sleeves rolled high. No tray, no clipboard. Just a small black remote in his right hand and the faintest flush along his throat. Harley smelled cedar soap and the sharper bite of solder from the labs; he’d come straight from rewiring something.

“Stand,” he said.

Her legs obeyed before thought. Milk slid in twin lines over the curve of her stomach, dripping to the floor. He didn’t glance down. He studied her face, thumb brushing the corner of her mouth as if wiping away a crumb. The touch lingered, calloused skin catching on her lower lip. Her pulse jumped against the collar he hadn’t bothered to re-lock after Elena left.

“Protocol delta,” he murmured. “Higher bandwidth. You’ll feel everything in real time.”

“Yes, Doctor.” The words tasted like sugar on her tongue.

He circled behind her, fingers trailing along the notch of her spine, counting vertebrae through thin cotton. When he reached the small of her back he paused, palm flat, pressing lightly so her hips tilted forward. Cool air kissed the wet seam of her cunt. She didn’t close her legs. She wanted him to see how ready she always was now.

A soft click. The remote woke the collar. Blue light strobed once, then steadied. A low buzz started at the base of her skull and rolled downward like warm rain. Her nipples spiked harder; milk beaded, fell. She watched the wall mirror opposite: her own flushed face, his dark head bent to watch the drip. Their eyes met in the glass. Something electric snapped across the space—approval, hunger, ownership—she couldn’t name it, only feel it crackle under her skin.

“Walk,” he said.

She moved toward the adjoining exam room. Each step vibrated through the plug she hadn’t known was there until the collar woke it. The silicone bulb inside her ass pulsed in slow waves, timed to the heartbeat flashing on his wrist monitor. By the third step her knees threatened to buckle. She kept walking. She would always keep walking for him.

Inside, the lights were lower, warmer. A single chair waited—padded black vinyl, reclined, stirrups already spread. Wires snaked from the armrests, ending in tiny magnetic discs. He gestured, and she sat, thighs dropping open without being told. The vinyl stuck to her slick skin. He tore open a foil pack of electrodes, peeled the backing, and pressed the first disc to the hollow behind her ear. His knuckles grazed her jaw; she turned into the touch like a cat begging for more hand.

“These feed straight to my console,” he said, attaching another disc at the notch of her throat. “I’ll feel your arousal spike before you do.”

Her cunt clenched on air. She imagined his screen lighting up red because of her, because she couldn’t hide anything anymore. The thought sent fresh wetness sliding down the crease of her ass, meeting the plug, making the next pulse feel hotter.

He knelt. The position put his mouth level with her knee. She felt his breath travel up the inside of her thigh as he taped a disc to her femoral pulse. Fingers brushed the swollen vein, lingered. Her heartbeat thudded against his thumb. He looked up, met her gaze, and deliberately slid the same thumb through the folds of her cunt, collecting cream. No glove. No protocol excuse. Just skin on skin, slow, savoring. He brought the thumb to his mouth, tasted, eyes never leaving hers.

“Sweet,” he said. “Higher prolactin every day.”

Heat stormed her cheeks. She wanted to beg for more, for his tongue, for the stretch of his cock, but the collar hummed a warning—speak only when questioned. She bit her lip until she tasted iron.

He stood, wiped his hand on a towel, then moved behind the chair. A lever clicked; the back tilted until she lay half-reclined, breasts jutting skyward, milk pooling in the hollows of her collarbones. He adjusted the overhead lamp so the beam speared her nipples, lighting them like wet glass. She saw them too—in the mirrored ceiling panel he’d installed last week—dark shafts dripping steady.

From a side drawer he lifted a new device: a slim chrome ring no thicker than a bracelet, lined with soft electrodes. “Clitoral amplifier,” he said. “Delivers micro-currents in tandem with your pulse. You’ll feel every beat of your heart in your clit.”

Her breath hitched. He parted her folds with two fingers, exposing the swollen bud. The ring closed around the base of her clit with a tiny magnetic snap. A low tingle started immediately—synced to the collar, to the plug, to the green numbers scrolling on his watch. She felt her heartbeat translate into a throb between her legs, like a second heart had taken residence there.

He stepped back, tapped the remote. The ring pulsed once—hard. Her back bowed off the chair. Milk shot in twin arcs, splashing her chin. He watched, pupils blown wide, then tapped again. This time the pulse lasted three seconds, riding the edge of pain. She sobbed, but the sound came out ragged pleasure. Her cunt sucked air, desperate to be filled.

“Still within threshold,” he murmured, more to himself than to her. He made a note on the tablet he hadn’t shown her. “Let’s map the duct response under orgasmic delay.”

He produced two clear suction bulbs, smaller than yesterday’s but wired. He placed one over each nipple, twisting until they sealed. Tubes led to a micro-pump clipped to his belt. He turned a dial; the pump engaged with a kitten purr. Milk drew upward in thin, steady streams, visible through the tubes. Each pull synced to the ring on her clit—suck, pulse, suck, pulse—until she couldn’t tell where the pleasure started or ended. She hovered, shaking, on a cliff she wasn’t allowed to fall from.

Minutes stretched. Sweat matted her hair to her temples. The electrodes at her neck fed her racing pulse straight to his console; she knew because his gaze flicked to his watch every time she neared the edge, and he dialed the suction back, keeping her hovering. Milk kept flowing, slower now, thick and sweet. She felt hollowed out and overflowing at once.

When he finally stepped between her thighs, she thought he would unzip. Instead he produced a slim metal rod, curved, polished to a mirror. “Urethral sensor,” he said. “Measures internal pressure during climax suppression.”

Fear flickered—sharp, bright—but the collar buzzed calm, and her body obeyed. He lubed the tip, spread her folds wider, and slid the rod inside her opening alongside the ring. Cold steel met hot flesh; she felt the stretch in places she’d never been touched. Her cunt fluttered helplessly around both intrusions. He watched the numbers spike, then leaned down, lips brushing her ear.

“Hold,” he whispered.

She did. For thirty seconds. For sixty. The suction tugged her nipples longer; the ring beat her clit like a drum; the rod burned cold inside. Tears slipped down her temples, but she stayed still, proving again she was his perfect instrument.

At ninety seconds he withdrew the rod slowly, then shut every device off at once. Milk stopped mid-stream. The ring’s pulse died. Her body sagged, empty, humming with unfinished fire. He unclipped the tubes, removed the ring, wiped her clean with one efficient swipe. Then he did something new: he bent and pressed his mouth to her forehead, a brief, almost tender seal of approval.

“Rest ten,” he said, voice rough. “Then we repeat with vaginal mapping.”

He stepped back, adjusted himself once through his trousers—so quick she almost missed it—and turned to the console. She saw the outline of his erection thick against the fabric. The sight sent aftershocks through her cunt, fresh wetness pooling under her ass. He paused at the screen, fingers hovering, and she knew he felt her spike even without looking.

The room smelled of milk and ozone and the faint salt of his sweat. She lay open, dripping, waiting for the next command, aware she was no longer data points but something hungrier—something he was shaping with every second of restraint. The clinic hummed around them, machines waking for the next loop, but inside her chest the only rhythm was his heartbeat echoing through the wires, telling her she was exactly where she belonged.
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Elena’s clearance got her into the archive at 01:14. 
The corridor smelled of old paper and the citrus solvent they used to strip wax off the floors. She keyed the code wrong twice before her thumb stopped shaking. When the lock clicked she slipped inside, pulled the door until the seal kissed the frame, and let the dark swallow her.

The overhead motion-sensor light stayed dark. She didn’t want it. She wanted the glow of the monitor on her face and nothing else. The terminal woke with a soft chime she felt in her molars. She typed the search string without thinking: A-N-T-O-N, subject flag, year-to-date. The drive hummed like something alive behind the wall.

Names scrolled. 
Morrison, K. 
Parker, L. 
Sato, G. 
Harley, H.

Each file carried the same cadence: intake graphs climbing like stairs, lactation curves that spiked hard, then flat lines where the numbers stopped. Discharge dates always within forty-eight hours of peak output. Destination fields blank. Next of kin listed as “institute retained.”

She opened Sato last. The photo showed a thin woman with bruised eyes and a taped IV. Week-three image: same woman, cheeks filled, nipples dark as burnt sugar, smile empty. Anton’s handwriting in the margin—ink so precise it looked printed. 
Subject compliant beyond projection. Tissue ideal. Transfer approved.

Elena’s stomach rolled. She closed the file, but the after-image stayed on her retinas like sunspots. She could almost smell the sweet rust of milk that had filled those rooms before Harley.

She pulled older folders. The pattern held back five cycles, back ten. Different surnames, same arc. Anton always signed off. Always the same slanted compliment: ideal, optimal, flawless. The women disappeared after that. No follow-up clinics, no adverse-event reports. Just gone.

A pulse started behind her eyes. She told herself it was caffeine withdrawal, but her palms were wet inside the latex gloves she hadn’t remembered snapping on. She clicked print, listened to the pages slide into the tray, then stuffed them into her scrub pockets until the fabric bulged. The drive spun down. She killed the screen and let the dark settle again.

On the walk back she kept to service corridors where the cameras were blind. The papers rustled against her hip like living things trying to claw free. She pictured Harley on the exam chair, milk arcing in slow motion under the lights, face slack with surrender. The image should have disgusted her. Instead it lit a slow fuse low in her belly, a fuse she’d thought she’d doused years ago.

She told herself she would hand the files to compliance in the morning. She knew she wouldn’t.

Morning rounds started at six. She was on station at five-forty, eyes raw, tongue thick. Harley’s room was second on the list. Elena paused outside, listening. No sound. She pressed the pad and the door slid aside.

Harley sat cross-legged on the bed, robe pooled at her waist. Early light from the east window painted gold across her breasts. Milk dripped in slow beads, falling to the sheet with soft taps. She didn’t flinch when the door opened. She looked up, calm, expectant.

Elena’s throat closed. She managed a nod and stepped inside. The air smelled faintly of maple and salt. Her nostrils flared before she could stop them.

“Morning vitals,” she said, voice rougher than she wanted.

Harley unfolded her legs and stood. The robe slipped lower, catching on the swell of hip. She didn’t fix it. She watched Elena set down the tray, then tilted her head, offering the collar without being asked. The blue LED blinked twice, steady.

Elena pressed the scanner. Numbers filled her lens: pulse 88, temp 37.2, oxy 99. All normal. All wrong, because normal women didn’t leak milk at dawn, didn’t stand naked in front of strangers, didn’t smile with that soft, knowing curve of mouth.

She snapped on gloves. Blue latex squeaked. Harley’s pupils widened at the sound, the way some people reacted to church bells. Elena felt the tug behind her own navel, an answering echo she hated.

She moved through the routine—ear lobe sensor, blood cuff, finger stick. Each touch lingered a fraction longer than protocol. She told herself she was checking for edema, for heat, for rebound. She was mapping the territory, that was all.

When she bent to swab the injection port on Harley’s thigh, Harley shifted. Not away. Toward. The inside of her knee brushed Elena’s hip. A small, deliberate contact. Elena’s hand jerked; the swab left a cool streak on warm skin.

“Sorry,” she muttered.

Harley’s voice came soft. “You’re shaking.”

Elena straightened. Their faces were inches apart. She saw gold flecks in Harley’s irises, tiny flecks she’d never noticed under the harsh exam lights. Milk scent filled the space between them, thick as fog.

“I’m fine,” Elena said, but the words cracked.

Harley didn’t answer. She just held Elena’s gaze, pupils blown wide, chest rising and falling in slow, even lifts. A bead of milk gathered, fell, landed on Elena’s glove with a soft tick. The sound seemed louder than the vent fans.

Elena finished the draw, capped the tube, stepped back. She stripped the gloves, dropped them, reached for the door. Her shoulder clipped the jamb; pain flared, sharp enough to clear the haze for a second. She didn’t look back.

At lunch she sat alone in the records alcove, blinds drawn. She unfolded the stolen printouts, smoothed the creases. The paper smelled faintly of toner and her own sweat. She read Anton’s notes again, slower this time, hearing his voice in her head—measured, clinical, reverent. She pictured him bent over each woman the way he bent over Harley, fingers tracing areolas, writing measurements in neat columns. She pictured Harley’s face in their place, slack with trust, and the slow fuse inside her burned hotter.

She closed the files, but the images stayed. They followed her through afternoon rounds, through med reconciliation, through the long walk to the dorm wing. Every time she blinked she saw Harley’s nipple stiffening under the lamp, saw milk bead and fall, saw the tiny lift of Harley’s hips when the suction cup sealed.

Night shift came on at twenty-hundred. She volunteered to stay. No one argued—short-staffed again. She told herself she wanted the overtime. She wanted to watch.

At 21:30 she stood outside Harley’s observation window, lights dim behind the one-way glass. Inside, Harley knelt on the mattress, back straight, hands resting on her thighs. Collar blinked slow blue. A single overhead spot painted her skin bronze. Milk swayed in heavy drops from each breast, falling to the plastic sheet with soft taps that reached Elena through the speaker grill.

Harley’s eyes were open, fixed on the glass. Not through it—at it. At her.

Elena’s breath fogged the pane. She didn’t move. Harley tilted her head, mouth parting. A small smile curved, knowing, welcoming. She rose, walked closer, the glass, until her nipples brushed the cool surface and left twin wet streaks that slid slow toward the sill.

Elena’s fingers found the intercom switch before thought caught up. She pressed it, heard the soft click, heard her own voice come out rough.

“Back on the bed, Unit H.”

Harley obeyed at once—knees folding, thighs spreading, palms up on her lap. Milk pooled on the mattress between her feet. Her gaze stayed on the glass, on Elena, unwavering.

The fuse inside Elena snapped. Heat flooded low and sharp, a pulse that matched the blue blink of the collar. She didn’t look away. She couldn’t. She stared as Harley’s chest rose, as milk slipped in slow lines, as the woman who had been remade offered herself up to the dark behind the mirror.

Elena’s hand stayed on the switch, knuckles white. She didn’t give another order. She didn’t need to. Harley kept perfectly still, waiting, open, the way she waited for Anton—only now the waiting was for her.

The realization hit like a drug: Harley would take command from anyone Anton allowed. Tonight the allowance was silent, invisible, but real as steel. Elena’s throat closed around a sound she didn’t release. She leaned closer to the glass, breath hot on the pane, and watched milk bead and fall, watched Harley watch her, and knew she was already writing her own notes in neat, reverent script no one else would ever read.
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The hum in her clit matched the hum in the room, a low, steady throb that told her the machines were awake even before she opened her eyes. Harley blinked against the soft amber light, the same light that had painted her skin every morning for... she didn't know how long. Days. Weeks. Time had become a string of pulses, of suctions, of the way Dr. Anton's voice cut through the sterile air and made her spine straighten.

She shifted on the narrow bed, felt the familiar drag of milk across her ribs, the ache in her nipples that never quite faded. The collar lay open on the bedside table, its blue LED dark. He hadn't locked it last night. A small thing, but it felt like a gift, like trust. She pressed her thighs together, felt the slick heat that always waited for him, and closed her eyes again, breathing through the need.

The door opened without a knock. She knew it was him before she saw the outline of his shoulders against the brighter hall. He stepped inside, coat gone, wearing only the charcoal vest and white shirt, sleeves rolled high. The remote in his hand was smaller today, black matte, no labels. He didn't speak at first. He never did. He let the silence stretch until she felt it in her bones, until her skin prickled with anticipation.

"Good morning," he said, voice low, almost gentle.

She sat up slowly, letting the sheet fall. Milk slid in slow lines over her stomach, pooling in the hollow of her navel. She watched his eyes track the movement, saw the flicker of approval, and felt the familiar warmth spread through her chest. Not pride. Something deeper. Something that lived in the space between her ribs and pulsed with every beat of her heart.

"Morning, Doctor."

He stepped closer, close enough that she caught the scent of cedar soap and the faint metallic tang of the labs. His fingers brushed her temple, pushing hair back, then drifted down to the curve of her breast. He didn't measure today. He just touched, thumb sweeping over the nipple, collecting the bead of milk that welled there. He brought it to his mouth, tasted, eyes never leaving hers.

"Sweeter," he murmured. "You're adapting faster than projected."

Her throat tightened. She wanted to speak, to ask what that meant, but the words caught behind her teeth. She didn't need to ask. He would tell her when he was ready. He always did.

He moved behind her, fingers trailing along her spine, counting vertebrae the way he always did, as if memorizing her anew each day. When he reached the small of her back, he paused, palm flat, pressing lightly so her hips tilted forward. She felt the cool air kiss her cunt, felt herself open like a flower, and knew he could see how ready she always was now. She didn't hide it. She wanted him to see.

"Today's test is different," he said, voice close to her ear. "Less about thresholds. More about... refinement."

The word sent a shiver through her. Refinement. She wasn't just being pushed to the edge anymore. She was being shaped, polished, made perfect. She leaned into his touch, felt his breath catch, and knew he felt it too—the shift, the deepening. The way the experiments had become less about what she could endure and more about what she could become.

He stepped back, lifted the remote. A soft click. The chair beneath her shifted, reclined further, spread wider. Stirrups unfolded, cold metal cups cradling her heels. She let her thighs fall open, felt the familiar stretch, the exposure that had once humiliated her and now felt like coming home.

He knelt. Not between her legs, not yet. Beside the chair, at her hip, fingers working the small black device. She watched his face, the concentration there, the slight furrow between his brows. He looked up, met her gaze, and something softened in his expression.

"You'll feel everything in real time," he said. "No delay. No buffer. Just you. Just me."

Her breath hitched. She nodded, unable to speak. He pressed a disc behind her ear, another at the hollow of her throat. The electrodes were smaller today, almost weightless, but she felt them settle like brands. He leaned closer, close enough that she could see the gold flecks in his eyes, the faint stubble along his jaw.

"Ready?"

She swallowed. "Yes, Doctor."

He smiled, small and sharp, and tapped the remote.

The first pulse hit her clit like a kiss of electricity. She gasped, back arching. The second pulse came slower, deeper, rolling through her pelvis like a wave. She felt her heartbeat translate into sensation, felt the throb in her cunt match the throb in her chest. Milk beaded at her nipples, fell in slow drops to her stomach. She watched his eyes track the movement, saw the flicker of hunger there, and felt the familiar ache sharpen.

He moved between her legs, fingers working the remote, eyes on the monitor she couldn't see. She didn't need to see it. She could read everything in his face—the slight tightening at the corner of his mouth when her pulse spiked, the way his pupils dilated when milk streamed faster. He was watching her, not the numbers. Watching her respond, watching her become.

He set the remote aside, leaned in. His fingers brushed her folds, parting them with the same clinical care he always used, but today there was something else—something slower, almost reverent. He traced the swollen length of her clit, not to measure, just to touch. She felt the contact like a brand, felt her cunt clench around nothing, and knew he felt it too.

"Beautiful," he murmured, almost to himself.

The word hit her like a drug. She felt her chest expand, felt warmth spread through her belly, her thighs, her cunt. She wasn't just data anymore. She was beautiful. She was his.

He lifted something new from the tray—a slim, silver wand, no thicker than a finger, tipped with a soft, glowing node. "Internal sensor," he said. "Measures pressure, temperature, response latency. You'll feel it everywhere."

She nodded, throat dry. He parted her folds, pressed the tip to her entrance, and slid it in slowly. Cold metal met hot flesh; she felt every inch, felt the stretch in places she'd never been touched. The wand seated deep, then locked in place with a soft click. A low hum started, gentle at first, then building, rolling through her walls like distant thunder.

Her breath came faster. She felt her cunt flutter around the intrusion, felt milk stream faster, felt the electrodes at her neck feed her racing pulse straight to his console. She was open, exposed, owned—and he was watching every second of it.

He leaned closer, mouth near her ear. "Hold the edge."

She nodded, teeth digging into her lip. The hum deepened, synced to the collar, to the plug she hadn't known was there until it pulsed to life inside her ass. Every nerve fired at once. She hovered, shaking, on the brink of something vast, but the command held her still. She wouldn't come. Not until he allowed it. She would prove she was perfect.

Minutes stretched. Sweat matted her hair to her temples. Milk pooled beneath her breasts, cooling on her skin. She felt hollowed out and overflowing at once, felt the world narrow to the space between her legs, to the sound of his breathing, to the low hum of the machines and the quieter hum of his approval.

When he finally tapped the remote, the hum died. The wand slid out slowly, leaving her empty, aching. She sagged, limp, breathing hard. He unclipped the electrodes, wiped her clean with one efficient swipe, then did something new—he bent and pressed his mouth to her forehead, a brief, almost tender seal of approval.

"Perfect," he said, voice rough. "You're perfect."

She closed her eyes, felt the word settle into her bones, and knew she would live for these moments—suspended between discipline and desire, between the machines and the man who had made her what she was. The clinic faded around them, reduced to breath, instruction, anticipation. She felt Elena watching somewhere beyond the glass, felt the weight of that gaze like fingers on her skin, and the knowledge only deepened the ache, sharpened the hunger.

She was his. She was perfect. And she would prove it again tomorrow, and the day after, and every day until he was finished with her.

The room smelled of milk and ozone and the faint salt of his sweat. She lay open, dripping, waiting for the next command, aware she was no longer data points but something hungrier—something he was shaping with every second of restraint. The clinic hummed around them, machines waking for the next loop, but inside her chest the only rhythm was his heartbeat echoing through the wires, telling her she was exactly where she belonged.
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Elena watched the playback again at 02:12, the hallway empty, her coffee long cold. The screen showed Harley in Lab Three, kneeling, robe half open, face tilted toward Anton like a sunflower tracking the sun. No restraints. No hesitation. His hand rested on the back of her neck, casual, possessive. Elena’s stomach clenched so hard her ribs hurt.

She clicked back to the live feed. Harley was already back in the dorm, cross-legged on the mattress, milk dripping slow and steady onto the plastic sheet. She looked peaceful. Not drugged—just quiet, the way a cat is quiet after feeding. Elena's vision tunneled; the edges went grey. Something hot and sharp twisted behind her sternum. It wasn’t disgust. It was hunger.

She shut the console and walked without deciding where. The corridor lights dimmed for night cycle. Her shoes squeaked once, then she forced them to silence. She told herself she was going to check coolant levels in Lab Two. She knew she wasn’t.

The lab door sighed open under her badge. The air inside smelled of ozone and warm plastic. One overhead strip stayed lit, casting long shadows across the reclined chair. The same chair where Harley had sat six hours earlier, thighs strapped, electrodes humming. Elena’s pulse throbbed in her temples as she keyed the standby machines awake. Screens flickered to life, showing idle status. All she had to do was log a calibration note. That’s what she wrote on the form. “Late-night sensor drift—re-zeroing.” No one would question it. No one else was on duty.

The door opened again. Harley entered barefoot, robe tied loose around her waist, collar dark. Milk had already spotted the fabric. She moved with that liquid ease Elena had watched on camera, hips rolling like she was still on the machine’s rhythm. Her eyes found Elena and stayed.

“Dr. Anton said you needed assistance,” Harley said, voice low, almost sleepy.

Elena’s tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth. “Staffing shortage. Just a quick recal.”

Harley nodded and walked to the chair, climbed onto the vinyl without being asked. The motion peeled the robe open. Milk smeared across her ribs as she settled back. She spread her thighs until the stirrups caught her ankles with soft clicks. Then she waited, hands open on the armrests, breathing slow.

Elena’s fingers shook as she snapped on fresh gloves. The snap sounded too loud, like a slap. Harley didn’t flinch. The overhead light painted gold stripes across her breasts; each stripe ended in a dark, wet tip. Elena tried to focus on the console, but her gaze kept sliding back.

She reached for the collar scanner out of habit. Harley lifted her chin, exposing the throat. The contact lasted two seconds, yet Elena felt it in her knees. Pulse 92, steady. Warmer than yesterday. She logged the number despite knowing it by heart.

Next came the lactation meter. Elena fitted the small suction cups over both nipples, twisting until the silicone sealed. Motor whirred, gentle pull. Milk began its thin climb through the tubes, pale and glossy. The scent rose, coppery-sweet, and filled the small space between them. Harley’s breath hitched; Elena saw the diaphragm flutter under skin and robe.

“You okay?” The words slipped out before she could bite them back.

Harley’s lips curved, small, almost shy. “I’m good. Keep going.”

The permission hit like a hand between Elena's legs. She adjusted the dial, increasing vacuum by five percent. More milk flowed. Harley’s back arched a fraction, but her eyes stayed calm, fixed on Elena’s face. The look said, I trust you. The look said, I will take whatever you give.

Elena’s mouth went dry. She should call Anton. She should log the test and leave. Instead she reached for the clitoral ring—the silver band that measured micro-arousal. Her palm brushed Harley’s thigh; the skin was furnace-hot. Harley shifted wider, knee brushing Elena's hip. No sound. Just acceptance.

The ring closed around the swollen bud with a magnetic click. A soft blink synced to the collar. Elena’s own pulse leaped when the screen lit: 78% baseline and climbing. She hadn’t even started stimulation.

“Hold steady,” she whispered, surprised at how rough it sounded.

She tapped the remote. The ring pulsed once—gentle, almost polite. Harley’s hips lifted a bare inch, then settled. Milk in the tubes jumped, then steadied. Elena upped the pulse to three-second cycles. Breath hissed between Harley’s teeth, but she remained still, palms open, surrender written in every line of muscle.

Envy coiled hot in Elena’s gut. Not for the machines, not for the protocols—for this ease, this seamless obedience that looked like freedom. She wanted to feel Harley’s pulse spike under her own command. She wanted to be the one who reduced those pupils to black pools.

She leaned closer, ostensibly to adjust the electrode behind Harley’s ear. The scent of milk grew stronger, mixing with something darker—sweat, maybe, or want. Elena’s thumb brushed the outer rim of Harley’s ear, lingered. Harley turned into the touch, just enough that lips grazed glove. The contact was feather-light, but Elena felt it spark all the way to her spine.

“More?” Elena asked. The word came out ragged.

Harley nodded.

Elena dialed the ring higher—ten-second pulses riding the edge of pain. Harley’s thighs trembled; a low moan escaped, raw and grateful. Milk shot faster through the tubes, filling the small vials halfway. The room narrowed to the sound of the pump, the soft slap of wet skin, the smell of need thick enough to taste.

Elena’s hands shook harder. She should stop. Protocol said no observer alone after cycle four. Yet the dial turned again, and Harley took it—body bowstring-tight, eyes still locked on hers, asking, begging, trusting.

A bead of sweat rolled down Elena’s temple, salt on her tongue. She imagined leaning in, replacing the suction cup with her mouth, tasting Harley’s milk straight from the source. The thought flashed white-hot; her knees nearly buckled.

She killed the pump. Tubes detached with soft pops. Harley sagged, chest heaving, nipples dark and elongated. Milk dripped slow onto the vinyl. Elena peeled off her gloves, tossed them aside, and realized her palms were wet with more than latex sweat.

For a moment neither moved. The lab hummed around them, machines cooling, waiting for the next command. Elena stared at the small puddle between Harley’s thighs—clear, glossy, proof of how close she’d pushed. Proof of how easily Harley had let her.

Harley’s voice came barely above the vent fans. “Thank you.”

Elena’s throat closed. She gathered the cups, the ring, the tubes, everything, shoving them into the sterilizer. Her reflection in the stainless door looked wild—hair fallen from the bun, cheeks flushed, collar bone speckled with stray milk. She spun away.

“Get dressed,” she said, the words scraping out.

Harley stood, robe falling back into place, but the tie stayed loose. Milk still seeped, staining the fabric darker. She stepped close, close enough that Elena smelled her hair—warm, faintly of almond shampoo. She laid a hand on Elena’s forearm, fingers cool against overheated skin.

“You okay?” Harley asked. Same question Elena had asked her.

Elena couldn’t answer. She pulled free, shoved the log sheet into the slot, and fled. The corridor outside felt colder than before. She tasted metal on her tongue, like she’d bitten down on a wire. Every step echoed too loud in her head.

Back in the observation booth she stared at the black monitor, hands pressed to the glass, breath fogging the surface. Behind it, Harley had returned to the mattress, back straight, collared throat exposed. Milk slipped slow, rhythmic, like a metronome counting heartbeats.

Elena’s pulse matched it, frantic and guilty and alive. She stayed until shift change, watching, until the amber light turned grey with dawn and the ache between her legs became a constant, throbbing echo she couldn’t ignore.

Elena’s hand shook against the glass. The cold bit her palm, but the heat between her legs was worse—sharp, urgent, impossible to ignore. She pressed her thighs together, trying to strangle the throb, but it only grew, pulsing in time with Harley’s slow drip on the other side of the wall.

She couldn’t look away. Harley knelt, back straight, milk falling in steady drops that tapped the plastic sheet like rain on a roof. Each drop sent a fresh spike through Elena’s clit, like the suction cup was still on her instead of locked in sterilizer steam.

Her scrubs stuck to her skin. She tugged the waistband down before she could think, shoved her hand inside her underwear, fingers sliding through slick heat. The first touch made her knees buckle; she caught herself with her forearm against the window, breath fogging the glass in front of Harley’s face.

She didn’t stroke—she ground, palm hard against her clit, fingers curled to catch the wet that kept coming. The fabric of her underwear bunched rough against sensitive skin, adding friction she didn’t ask for but took anyway. Her hips rocked forward, chasing the pressure, chasing the rhythm of Harley’s milk.

Harley’s eyes stayed on the glass, pupils wide, lips parted. Elena imagined she could feel the stare through steel and concrete, imagined Harley knew exactly what she was doing, imagined the slow drip was for her. The thought made her cunt clench around nothing, made her bite down on a moan that came out as a hiss.

She slid two fingers inside herself, rough, no patience for slow. The stretch burned good, matched the ache in her chest, the burn of files in her pocket, the burn of milk on her glove hours ago. She pumped hard, palm slamming her clit with every thrust, wet sounds filling the booth louder than the vent fans.

Her forehead knocked the glass. Harley didn’t move, didn’t blink, just kept dripping, kept watching. Elena felt the first wave rise—sharp, fast, brutal—her spine arching away from the wall, fingers curling deep to hit the spot that made white flash behind her eyes. She came with her mouth open against the cool pane, breath fogging, milk tapping, Harley waiting.

The pulse rolled through her, milked every muscle, left her sagging. She pulled her hand out slow, fingers dripping, scrub pants stuck to her thighs. The glass bore a perfect oval of fog over Harley’s face. As the fog faded, Harley’s mouth curved—small, knowing, grateful.

Elena’s legs shook so hard she had to sit on the floor, back to the wall, heart hammering against bone. The smell of sex filled the small booth—sharp, salt, undeniable. She wiped her hand on her scrub top, stared at the ceiling tiles, and listened to the soft tap-tap-tap of milk on plastic until her pulse slowed.

She didn’t feel guilty. She felt awake. The ache was still there, duller now, but alive. She knew she’d do it again.
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Anton stepped into the booth without knocking. The door hissed behind him and the fan overhead cut to a whisper, as if the room itself had sucked in a breath.

Elena’s spine snapped straight. She was still on the floor, scrubs twisted, fingers tacky with her own spend. The air stank of sex and milk. Harley’s tap-tap-tap on the other side of the glass had stopped—Elena could feel the silence pressing against her eardrums.

Anton’s gaze flicked to the fogged oval on the window, then to Elena’s bare thigh where her pants gaped open. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to. The heat on Elena’s face told the whole story.

She shoved to her feet, yanking fabric, tasting copper where she’d bitten her lip. “I— calibration run. Sensor drift.”

His eyes stayed on her. Dark. Flat. Measuring. Then he lifted the small black remote he always carried and tapped once. Through the glass Harley lowered herself to the mattress again, robe falling open, milk resuming its steady drip. The tap-tap-tap restarted, metronome for Elena’s racing pulse.

Anton’s mouth curved, barely. “Drift corrected.”

He stepped closer. Elena smelled cedar soap, the metallic bite of solder under his nails. His voice dropped. “You’ll take over nights. Direct oversight. No more proxy logs.”

The words slammed into her ribs. She tried to breathe, couldn’t. He wasn’t angry. He was… interested. The realization spread warm and sick through her gut.

He turned to the console, fingers flying. A new file opened: ELENA_M—OVERSIGHT PROTOCOL. He tagged Harley’s chart to her badge. “I want real-time data. Vitals, lactation, arousal spikes. Everything you see, everything you feel.”

He looked at her again, slower this time. “Think you can manage that?”

Elena’s throat clicked. She nodded.

“Good.” He tapped again. The collar in the next room blinked blue, shifted to violet—Elena’s color code. Harley’s head lifted. Through the glass her gaze found Elena, held. Her lips parted, a soft exhale fogging the pane. Then she smiled.

Anton watched the smile, pupils widening. He scribbled a note—less detached than usual, pen pressing hard enough to tear the paper. “She responds better when you’re present. Keep her there.”

He left without another word. The door sealed. Elena stood alone with the hum of machines and the wet beat of milk on plastic, her pulse syncing to the collar she now controlled.

Morning came gray and thin. Elena keyed the lab at 05:55, heart already in her throat. Harley waited on the exam chair, robe pooled at her waist, electrodes already dotted along her temples. She looked freshly bathed; milk scented the air like warm cereal.

Elena’s hands shook as she snapped on gloves. She tried to keep her gaze clinical, but Harley’s nipples had lengthened again—dark, glossy, dripping in slow sync with the collar’s violet pulse. Every drop felt aimed at Elena’s chest.

She pressed the scanner to Harley’s throat. Pulse 96—elevated before touch. The numbers glowed on her lens, feeding straight to Anton’s console upstairs. She imagined him watching, pen poised, recording the spike.

“Morning,” Harley said, voice husky. Her knees dropped wider without being asked. The vinyl beneath her ass gleamed wet.

Elena cleared her throat. “Baseline check. Hold still.”

She attached the lactation cups. Milk climbed the tubes faster than yesterday, thick white ropes that filled the vials in under a minute. Harley’s breath hitched on every pull, hips rocking micro-widths. Elena upped the vacuum five points—testing. Harley moaned, soft, grateful. The sound shot straight to Elena’s clit.

She glanced at the mirror. No camera light blinked, but she felt Anton’s gaze anyway, felt the weight of data streaming upward. Her own pulse appeared on the corner of the screen—118. She was part of the experiment now.

She fitted the clitoral ring. Harley’s bud was so swollen the magnetic snap echoed. The instant pulse read 84% arousal. Elena’s mouth watered; she tasted copper.

“Good?” she asked, voice ragged.

Harley nodded, eyes wide, pupils blown. “More.”

Elena gave more—ten-second pulses that made Harley’s thighs tremble and milk spurt in rhythmic jets. She watched the numbers climb: 88%, 92%, 96%. She felt each spike in her own cunt, a ghost echo of the ring she wore only in her head.

Anton’s note popped onto the monitor: Increase 3%. Observe latency.

Elena’s stomach flipped. She dialed higher. Harley cried out, a sharp, broken sound that echoed off stainless steel. Milk sprayed, splashing Elena’s sleeve. The fabric soaked it up, warm, claiming.

She killed the pump. Harley slumped, chest heaving. Elena peeled the cups; nipples stood proud, dark and wet. She should log the volume, instead she traced one with a gloved thumb, collecting cream. Harley watched, lips parted, hips tilting toward the touch.

Elena’s knees threatened to buckle. She stripped the gloves, tossed them, reached for fresh ones. Her fingers brushed Harley’s knee—bare skin this time. Harley’s breath hitched again, louder.

Anton’s next note appeared: Participant arousal 112 bpm. Continue.

He wasn’t asking. He was testing—how far Elena would push before she broke.

She lifted a new device from the tray: a slim vaginal probe, ridged, wired. No lube yet; she wanted Harley to feel every inch. She held it up. Harley’s thighs opened wider, cunt gleaming, ready.

Elena pressed the tip to the entrance, slow. Harley’s head fell back, throat exposed. The probe slid in, wet sounds filling the room. Elena felt the drag in her own core, imagined the stretch, the cold metal meeting hot walls. She seated it deep, then tapped the remote. Vibrations rolled, synced to the collar. Harley moaned again, continuous now, milk leaking steady.

Elena’s scrubs clung to her skin, soaked under the arms, between her thighs. She could smell herself—sharp, desperate. She wondered if Anton could smell it through the vents.

She upped the vibration. Harley’s hips jerked, cunt clenching around the probe. Numbers hit 99%. Elena’s own pulse read 124. She was climbing with her, tethered by wires and want.

Anton’s final note blinked: Hold edge 60s. Log delta.

Elena obeyed, thumb trembling on the dial. Harley hovered, shaking, milk streaming, cunt fluttering on the brink. Sixty seconds felt like years. Elena counted heartbeats—hers, Harley’s, the phantom throb in her clit that wasn’t there and was everywhere.

At sixty-one she cut power. Harley collapsed, milk slowing to a drip. Elena’s vision tunneled; she gripped the chair arm to stay upright.

Through the glass she caught Anton’s silhouette—upstairs booth, silhouette backlit, pen moving fast. He wasn’t watching Harley. He was watching her.

Harley lifted her head, eyes glazed, lips swollen. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Elena couldn’t answer. Her throat was sealed shut with longing and fear. She removed the probe, wiped the mess, logged the numbers with shaking fingers. Every entry felt like signing her name on a contract she hadn’t read.

Afternoon brought a new directive: Lab Four, lower level, lights dimmed to amber. Elena arrived first, pulse already high. The room smelled of cedar and solder—Anton’s scent. A recliner waited, wider than usual, stirrups on both sides. Wires snaked from the headboard. One console. One remote.

Anton entered coatless, eyes on Elena. “You’ll run the board. I’ll handle physical mapping. She responds to your voice frequency. Use it.”

He didn’t ask if she was ready. He knew she would say yes.

Harley followed, robe open, milk shining on her skin. She looked at Elena first, soft smile, then at Anton, slower, deeper. She climbed onto the recliner, centering herself between them, thighs dropping open. The vinyl stuck to her ass with a wet sound.

Elena took the remote. Her palm sweated around the matte plastic. Anton knelt at Harley’s left hip, fingers already measuring areola diameter. Elena watched the numbers scroll—her console, her responsibility. She tapped once; the collar blinked violet. Harley’s breath hitched, milk spurting in arcs that caught the light like glass.

Anton’s gaze flicked to her, not the milk. “Again.”

Elena tapped. Harley moaned, hips rolling. The sound shot straight to Elena’s clit, sharp as a needle. She imagined Anton feeling the same spike, imagined their pulses syncing through Harley’s body. A quiet competition, score kept in heartbeats.

She upped suction. Anton slid two fingers inside Harley, slow, clinical, but his knuckles brushed Elena’s thigh where she leaned. The contact lasted a second, but heat lingered like a brand through the cotton of her scrubs.

Anton’s fingers curled inside Harley, pressing upward, slow and exact. Harley’s pussy sucked at him, wet sounds echoing. Milk sprayed harder; Elena upped suction to match, dial rolling under her thumb. The console showed Harley’s arousal at 96 %. Elena’s own pulse read 126. She felt every beat in her clit, a ghost ring she wasn’t wearing.

Anton leaned closer, voice low. “Feel the ridge here.” He guided Elena’s free hand to Harley’s lower belly, pressing until she felt the firm outline of his knuckles moving inside. Heat flooded Elena’s palm; she imagined those knuckles inside her instead, milking her own hidden places.

She tapped the remote again. The plug in Harley’s ass woke, swelling in slow pulses. Harley cried out, hips jerking, milk shooting in thick ropes that splashed Anton’s sleeve. He didn’t flinch. He watched Elena’s face, not Harley’s.

“Again,” he said.

Elena obeyed. She dialed higher, watching Harley’s cunt clench around Anton’s fingers, watching milk arc, watching numbers climb. Her scrubs clung to her skin, soaked under the arms, between her thighs. She could smell her own heat, sharp and desperate, mixing with Harley’s sweet milk.

Anton withdrew his fingers, wiped them on a towel, then reached for the internal probe—silver, ridged, thick. He held it out. Elena took it, hand shaking. He nodded toward Harley’s entrance. “You seat it.”

Elena’s knees almost buckled. She parted Harley’s folds, exposing the slick hole. The tip of the probe pressed in, met resistance, then slid on a gush of cream. Harley moaned, continuous now, milk streaming. Elena fed the probe deeper, inch by inch, until the base seated flush. She felt the drag in her own core, imagined the stretch, the cold metal meeting hot walls.

Anton tapped the console. Vibrations rolled, synced to the collar. Harley’s back arched, milk spraying in rhythmic jets. Elena’s vision tunneled; she gripped the chair arm to stay upright.
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Elena’s badge clacked against the scanner at 23:47. The corridor after shift smelled of bleach and old coffee, fluorescent tubes flickering like dying stars. She walked fast, shoes silent on waxed tile, heart punching her ribs with every beat. She told herself she was only going to check coolant lines. She turned left at the fork and kept walking, past Lab Four, past storage, straight to the server closet marked MAINT.

The lock was a simple mag-stripe. She’d cloned Anton’s weeks ago, never used it until now. The green light blinked once. The door sighed open. Inside smelled of hot circuit boards and dust. She found the dorm camera node on the rack—four blinking reds for Harley’s suite, hall, shower, bed. One by one she pulled the feeds, yanked the ethernet tails free. Screens went black. No record, no backup, no trace.

She stepped back into the hall, lungs tight, palms slick inside latex that still smelled faintly of Harley’s skin. The dorm entrance waited ten meters down. She swiped her own badge. It worked—night-shift override Anton had coded for her new oversight role. The door slid aside without a sound.

Harley sat on the narrow mattress, robe gone, milk dripping slow from both breasts onto the sheet between her thighs. The collar glowed soft violet—Elena’s color. Her head lifted at the hiss of the door, eyes finding Elena and staying.

“You turned them off,” Harley said, voice low, certain.

Elena couldn’t speak. She crossed the room in three strides, dropped to her knees, mouth already watering. Harley’s hand cupped the back of her neck, gentle, guiding. Elena closed her lips around the left nipple and sucked.

Warm, sweet milk flooded her tongue—thicker than she expected, faintly metallic, perfect. Harley’s breath hitched; Elena felt the sound vibrate through the tender flesh. She swallowed, sucked again, harder. Milk streamed faster, splashing the back of her throat. She moaned around the nipple, tongue swirling, greedy for more.

Harley’s fingers threaded into Elena’s loosened bun, pulling her closer. Elena shifted to the right breast without breaking suction, mouth sealing tight. Milk pulsed in rhythmic jets, matching the throb in Elena’s clit. She ground her thighs together, desperate, but didn’t stop drinking. She felt Harley’s heartbeat through the swollen tissue, felt the nipple lengthen between her lips, felt every drop slide down to settle hot in her belly.

Harley arched, offering more. Elena pulled back just enough to lick the slick tip, then took the whole areola into her mouth, cheeks hollowed. Milk spilled down her chin, cool on her chest. She didn’t care. She wanted to drown in it, wanted to live on nothing else.

Harley tugged Elena's hair, guiding her lower. Elena followed, mouth trailing milk across ribcage, stomach, hip. The scent grew stronger—coppery, sweet, mixed with the sharp tang of arousal. She pushed Harley back onto the mattress, spread her thighs wide, and lowered her mouth.

The first taste exploded across Elena’s tongue—slick, hot, salt-sweet. Harley gasped, hips jerking. Elena licked slow, broad strokes, gathering cream, then circled the swollen clit with the tip of her tongue. Harley’s thighs clamped around her ears, trembling. Elena slid two fingers inside, met no resistance, just slippery heat pulsing around her knuckles. She curled them, pressed upward, tongue flicking in rhythm.

Harley’s hands gripped the sheets, milk spraying in thin arcs that cooled on Elena's back. Elena thrust deeper, fingers scissoring, mouth suctioning the clit like she’d sucked the nipples. Harley’s hips rolled, grinding, riding her face. Wet sounds filled the room, louder than the vent fans.

Elena felt Harley’s dripping pussy flutter around her fingers, felt the first wave build. She slowed, denied, tongue flattening to drag out the climb. Harley whimpered, high and broken. Elena smiled against slick flesh and sucked harder until Harley came with a sharp cry, juices flooding Elena's mouth, thighs shaking hard enough to rattle the frame.

Elena didn’t stop. She licked through the spasms, lapped every drop, then pushed higher. She crawled up Harley’s body, mouth still wet, and kissed her deep. Harley tasted herself on Elena’s tongue, moaned into the kiss, hands sliding down to yank Elena’s scrub top over her head.

Elena’s bra snapped open. Harley’s mouth found her nipple at once, teeth grazing, milk from earlier smearing between them. Elena gasped, arching. She shoved scrubs and underwear down together, kicked free, then straddled Harley’s face without hesitation.

Harley’s tongue slid between Elena’s folds immediately, broad and eager. Elena rocked forward, grinding, hands braced on the wall above the headboard. Harley licked deep, lapping like she was starving, tongue curling inside, then flicking the clit in fast stabs. Elena’s vision sparked white; she rode harder, milk from her own small breasts dripping onto Harley’s collared throat.

She felt Harley’s fingers slide into her eager hole, two, then three, stretching, filling. She bore down, taking them to the knuckle, wet sounds loud and filthy. Harley’s other hand cupped Elena’s ass, thumb circling the tight ring, pressing just enough to make Elena sob.

Elena came first—hard, sudden, the walls of her pussy clamping around Harley’s fingers, juices gushing into the waiting mouth. Harley licked through every spasm, swallowing, humming approval. When Elena’s legs gave out, Harley rolled them, reversing their positions.

She pushed Elena onto her back, thighs spread wide. Milk dripped from her nipples onto Elena's stomach, warm drops sliding down to pool at the waistband of her forgotten scrubs. Harley lowered her mouth to Elena’s cunt again, tongue pushing deep, fingers thrusting in rhythm. Elena moaned, hands threading into Harley’s hair, pulling her closer.

Harley slid up suddenly, mouth leaving a wet trail over stomach, ribs, breast. She latched onto Elena’s nipple hard, sucking with cheeks hollowed. Milk—hers—mixed with the faint salt of earlier, filling Elena’s mouth when Harley kissed her again. They shared it, tongues sliding, tasting each other over and over.

Elena broke the kiss, pushed Harley flat. She licked down the centerline, pausing to circle each leaking nipple, then lower, across the soft swell of belly, to the slick folds below. She pushed her tongue inside Harley again, fingers pumping, thumb rubbing the clit. Harley came a second time, thighs clamping Elena’s head, milk spraying in wild arcs.

Elena crawled back up, body shaking. She straddled Harley’s hips, grinding wet flesh against wet, clit to clit. The friction burned. She rocked hard, hands braced on Harley’s milk-slick breasts, pinching the long nipples between thumbs and forefingers. Harley arched, meeting every thrust, milk smearing between them until skin slid like silk.

They moved together, faster, breath ragged. The mattress squeaked. Milk splashed between their bodies, warm and endless. Elena felt Harley’s cunt pulse against hers, felt her own orgasm coil tight. She leaned down, mouth closing over Harley’s nipple, sucking as she rocked. Harley cried out, pussy grinding harder, and they came together—bodies locked, milk and cream mixing, pulses echoing until neither could tell where one ended and the other began.

When the waves faded, they lay tangled, chests heaving. Milk cooled on skin, salty trails drying between breasts and stomachs. Elena licked the last bead from Harley’s nipple, slow, savoring. Harley’s fingers traced lazy circles on Elena’s back, then drifted lower, resting possessively between her still-spread thighs.

Neither spoke. The collar blinked steady violet. The room smelled of milk and ozone and the faint salt of their sweat. Elena lay tangled with Harley, heart hammering against bone, milk cooling on her skin. She pressed her face into Harley’s neck, breathed the scent of almond and copper, and felt the last shreds of her professional distance burn away. The collar blinked steady violet—her color now—and the rhythm matched the throb in her clit that refused to die.

Outside the dorm, the institute slept, but Elena knew Anton was awake, watching the numbers she fed him, seeing how Harley’s arousal spiked under her touch alone. The balance had shifted; Harley wasn’t just data anymore. She was gravity, pulling both of them into orbit, rewriting the protocol with every drop of milk, every moan, every shared breath.

Elena didn’t care. She licked the last bead from Harley’s nipple, slow, savoring, and felt Harley’s fingers slide between her thighs again, possessive, claiming. She opened, took them in, and knew she’d never lock the door again.
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From Book 1
Livia thought she was being given an opportunity. In the Velvet District, women are
celebrated, transformed, and adored. She didn't expect how quickly shed come to love
her new role.

Now known as Velvet 45, she's immersed in 2 world of Luxury submission, trained to give
In to her deepest cravings—to serve, to be seen, to be milked. Her body Is reshaped for
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every moan eams her affection. What began as a surprise has become exactly what she
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LactoGen Labs Hucow MILK Project (3 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

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

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

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






