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The clinical lights shone down, bright and unforgiving, illuminating the curves of her exposed body against the stark white of the observation room. It was a place meant for experiments, the walls too clean and the air too cold, creating a perfect contrast to the flush in Brittany’s cheeks and the sheen of sweat glistening on her skin. The expanse of one-way glass separating Ethan from them seemed too thin, ready to shatter with the weight of his need. He could see the tightness of the straps binding her wrists, the way she shivered against their restraint. Her moans echoed, wild and untamed, filling the emptiness that surrounded her.

“Good girl,” Calloway murmured, his voice low and calm, each word measured and precise as he ran his fingers over Brittany’s breasts. She arched her back, thrusting her chest toward him, the urgency in her movements stark against the doctor's practiced ease. Ethan watched the way her lips parted, gasping, and remembered how she used to do that for him, how her eyes would light up when he touched her in all the ways she wanted. The memory only sharpened the fire inside him, his desire mixing with anger and jealousy as he watched her yield to Calloway's control.

Calloway continued with a deliberate patience that drove Ethan mad. His hands roamed, sliding down her stomach, every motion calculated to push her further. She whimpered as he stroked her skin, the sound echoing in the sterile room like a challenge to Ethan’s claim over her. His frustration mounted, his fist clenched at his side as he watched, torn between the need to take her back and the agonizing pleasure of seeing her like this. She was his, and yet there she was, lost to Calloway’s touch.

He thought of the nights they had before, when he was the only one who made her feel this way, the only one she needed. Back then, she was new to all of it, exploring with him, letting him guide her into deeper and darker places. She would shudder and cling to him, so eager and innocent. Watching her now, giving in to Calloway so easily, made him want to break through the glass and remind her of those nights, make her forget everything else.

He stepped closer, the heat from his breath fogging the view. Her body glistened with desire, each tremor a testament to Calloway's influence, but also a reminder of what she used to be like when she was with him. The possessiveness inside Ethan grew stronger, a storm he couldn’t control, and he pressed his hand against the glass, feeling the cold seep into his skin. She gasped again as Calloway's fingers moved lower, and Ethan’s jealousy turned into a raw, pulsing need.

Brittany writhed, Calloway’s fingers now at the soft flesh of her thighs. She was close, Ethan could see it in the way she strained against the restraints, her body desperate and unashamed. He hated it and loved it all at once, the way she wanted it so much. He remembered the promises she made, that it was only ever him she wanted. The conflict inside him, whether to burst in and reclaim her or to hold back, raged as he watched.

“Don’t hold back,” Calloway said, his voice carrying through the air with a quiet authority that made Ethan’s blood boil. Brittany's reaction was instant, her hips lifting to meet the doctor’s touch, and Ethan knew she wouldn’t last much longer. Her cries became more intense, echoing and piercing, and he saw her losing herself completely, giving everything to the man who wasn’t him.

The intensity of it built inside Ethan, watching her let go, knowing it was Calloway’s fingers on her pussy that drove her to the edge. He felt a mix of anger and desire as she let herself be taken, the way her body surrendered, even as his mind screamed that she was still his. The image burned into him, fanning the flames of his possessiveness and need.

He didn’t want to share her, couldn’t stand the thought that she might want someone else as much as she used to want him. But there was also a thrill in it, an understanding that she was as addicted to this as he was, that her pleasure was tied to the experiment in ways he couldn’t control. It made him want her even more, the impossibility of it, the way she gave in.

She gasped again, the sound ripping through the room and into him. He saw the moment she broke, saw her shudder and arch, coming under Calloway’s hand. The room blurred, everything except her, and the raw power of the moment was enough to break him. He could hardly stand it. The need to remind her of what they had overpowered him. She belonged to him. He wasn’t ready to share her.

Brittany was on the verge of coming, her skin slick with sweat, everything about her trembling and tense. Ethan watched as Calloway added another finger, pushing her closer, deeper. She gasped, the sound sharp and desperate, and Ethan felt it stab into him like a hot, white needle. His eyes burned through the glass, through the room, through the doctor, until all he could see was Brittany’s body twisting toward Calloway’s hand. Her world was lost to the moment, all thought and need stripped bare, and the doctor fed on it, drawing her in further with each deliberate motion.

“Please,” she moaned, her voice breaking as she gave in to Calloway’s touch. Ethan’s jaw clenched, every nerve in his body straining as he watched. She arched again, pressing closer, taking more. Ethan knew what the doctor was doing—keeping her at the edge, teasing her with the promise of more, making her beg until she couldn’t stand it. But Ethan couldn’t stand it either. Seeing her like that, so open and full of need, drove him mad. He could feel her, every shiver, every tremor, every moment she wanted more, and it ignited a dangerous fire in him.

Ethan knew Calloway couldn’t see him, but when the doctor looked at the glass, Ethan felt like he could. Calloway’s face a portrait of controlled arrogance, and the two men understood the moment for what it was. A test of wills. A battle. A war. The harder Calloway pushed, the stronger Ethan felt. He pressed his hand against the glass, needing to touch her, needing to be the one who made her come. But he wouldn’t be kept at bay. Not anymore. Not like this.

He slipped his hand into his pants, his fingers wrapping around his cock, and the pleasure of it was enough to steal his breath. He moved to the rhythm of her cries, every stroke of her voice pushing him further, every gasp drawing him deeper. The glass was cold against his palm, but it was nothing compared to the heat building inside him. All he could think of was her, what she felt, what she needed, what he could give. The doctor might have his hands on her, but Ethan was the one who possessed her. He was the one who understood the need tearing her apart.

He watched as Calloway picked up the black probe, saw Brittany's eyes go wide with expectation and want. She was shaking with it, breathless with anticipation, and it drove Ethan mad. Calloway pressed the probe into her, filling her. The black probe thrust into her, deep and relentless, the slick, wet sounds of it fucking her echoing through the room. It was brutal and raw, and Brittany’s cries matched its rhythm, each desperate moan a testament to how much she wanted it. Her body arched up from the table, hips straining against the restraints as the probe filled her over and over again. Every inch of her was alive with need, every gasp a plea for more.

Calloway's clinical control guiding her past the edge. But Ethan knew it wasn’t only the doctor she wanted. It wasn’t only Calloway who pushed her this far.

He felt every thrust as if it were him in the room, imagined how she’d writhe against him, how she’d scream his name as she came. He didn’t stop, couldn’t stop, his fist tight around his cock, matching the friction and pace of her moans. She was right there, so close, and the thought of her breaking pushed him further. He knew she needed it. He knew she wanted it. He knew she was his.

Brittany let go, her body straining, a wild and shuddering thing on the brink of shattering, and the tension inside Ethan broke. He moved faster, the rhythm matching the unsteady cries that ripped from her throat. It was him, it was always him. It didn’t matter that Calloway’s hands were on her, that the doctor watched and smirked and maintained his perfect control. Even when she screamed Calloway’s name, Ethan knew she still wanted him. It was his dominance she craved, his strength she couldn’t resist.

Ethan’s hand blurred as he came for her, his need spilling over and into him, unstoppable and undeniable and everything he couldn’t have in that moment. He pressed harder, faster, claiming her from behind the glass. He was so close, and even the doctor’s watchful eyes couldn’t make him stop.

Brittany screamed, her body twisting as she lost herself. It sent a thrill up Ethan’s spine, and he felt the rawness of it wrap around him, pull him further and deeper until he couldn’t breathe. Her moans were wild, reckless, everything he needed, and the way she shivered under Calloway’s touch only pushed him harder. He imagined himself in the room, the two of them on her, taking her, claiming her. Together. The thought nearly broke him.

Calloway kept up the pace, unrelenting as Brittany came again and again. It was more than Ethan could bear, his fist moving with a reckless urgency as he fucked his own hand. The friction burned, everything burned, and he was so close that he didn’t care if the whole damn facility heard him shout her name. He didn’t care if the doctor smirked or judged or knew what it meant. He just needed it, needed her, needed to—

The glass fogged with the heat of his breath, his body shuddering as he finally let go. Her cries still filled the air, echoing in his head, her skin still slick and beautiful and his. Ethan’s vision blurred, and he nearly crumpled with the force of it all. She belonged to him.
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The machines sucked at Brittany's tits with the same mechanical insistence they'd had the day before and the week before and the month before, but she wasn’t any more used to them. If anything, she was growing more sensitive. Every pulse sent a shiver down her body, down her arms, down her belly, and between her wide-spread legs. That was where she wanted her hands to be—where she needed them to be—but Ethan grabbed her wrist and pulled it aside. "Who owns you?" he asked, in a voice like gravel and smoke.

"Dr. Calloway," Brittany gasped, trembling, already more aroused than she thought possible. The machines kept pulling, each draw against her nipples leaving her soaked with need.

Ethan's hand stayed clamped around her wrist. "Is that really what you want?” he asked.

Brittany whimpered. She could almost feel Calloway there, looming over her with that calculating, clinical glare, holding her in place with more than just the straps around her wrists and ankles. She was wet, so wet, her body practically dripping from the thought. She tried again, “Dr. Calloway owns me.”

Ethan released her wrist and grabbed her thighs instead, his strong fingers making new imprints on her flesh. His grip was so tight it almost hurt. She wished it would hurt. She wished it would hurt enough that she’d forget all about Calloway's unbearable magnetism, his cool, distant mastery, the way his distant control filled her up with such an obscene sense of yearning. “Prove it,” Ethan said. Brittany shuddered as he pressed himself against her, pinning her to the cool metal table.

Brittany tried to arch herself into Ethan’s touch, but the restraints held firm. The more she struggled, the tighter they seemed to pull. Her chest ached with need, and every tug of the machines at her swollen tits sent a new ripple of pleasure through her. She wanted to scream. She wanted to explode. Ethan’s fingers grazed her ribs, ran over her taut skin, then slowly made their way back to her breasts, just grazing them, teasing her as they drew away again. He slid his hands up and down her waist, giving Brittany hints of the contact she craved, making her groan with desperation.

Finally, she felt his fingertips circle her areola, just a little more forcefully than the insistent pumps. The intensity was excruciating. The intensity was bliss. Her hips lifted off the table. Her legs strained against the straps that held them. The wetness between her thighs begged for more. “Do you think Calloway would approve of this?” Ethan said, bringing his lips to her ear.

“Yes,” Brittany gasped.

“Like hell he would.”

“Please,” she said.

“Please, what?”

“Please, Ethan.”

His lips brushed her ear again. He grinned like a predator. He grinned like a beast. He grinned like he might consume her.

“Don’t stop,” Brittany said.

“What about Dr. Calloway?”

“Just don’t stop!”

Brittany was burning. Brittany was squirming. Brittany was on fire, her body demanding more, her body demanding anything, everything, anything. The hot, reckless touch of Ethan's body pinning her in place. The disciplined, measured pulls of the tubes drawing milk from her nipples. The thought of both men watching her succumb to this, watching her surrender to her own pleasure, treating her like the experiment she knew she wanted to be. The experiment she needed to be. Her arms straining. Her breasts heavy. Her skin raw. Her eyes rolled back as Ethan dropped to his knees, lifting her legs onto his shoulders and yanking them even wider apart, watching as the hungry machines drained every last ounce of resistance from her.

He ran his tongue along the inside of her thigh. "Does this mean Calloway owns you?" he said, taunting her even more, drinking in the sight of her soaked and throbbing with need.

"Yes. Yes. Yes."

The machine kept working her nipples. Brittany squirmed beneath the straps as her entire body came alive with sensation. A soft, wrenching moan escaped her lips, and then she was howling, bucking wildly against the table as Ethan spread her open with his fingers and licked deep into her dripping cunt. It wasn’t the way Calloway would have done it. It was too raw. It was too hungry. It was too much. It was exactly what she wanted. Her legs clenched, and she felt herself climax, sudden and sharp. But still the pumps didn't stop. Still the tongue didn't stop. Still the body beneath her body didn't stop. They pulled at her. They worked her. They forced another climax from her, and another, and another, her body going slack from the exertion, the only thing tethering her to this world the tightness of Ethan’s grip, the firmness of the restraints, and the surging, unbearable, unbelievable heat that made her feel like nothing but pleasure, nothing but need.

Ethan’s tongue kept its steady rhythm on Brittany's cunt, licking every ounce of restraint from her body, every ounce of composure, every ounce of resistance, until the sound of a closing door brought his eyes upward, locking in on Dr. Calloway’s cold, authoritative stare. The doctor’s fingers grazed the marks Ethan had left on Brittany’s skin, marks that were already beginning to turn an angry shade of purple, and he grinned. "I hope you’re not having too much fun without me," he said.

Ethan stood and faced the doctor, defiance burning in his eyes. "She deserves more than your clinical detachment," he said, voice sharp and biting.

Dr. Calloway’s grin widened, a calculated glint flashing across his eyes. "And you think you can give her that?" He let his hand linger on Brittany's flesh, enjoying the way she squirmed beneath his touch.

"I know I can," Ethan shot back. "I'm not afraid to take her where she needs to go."

Calloway chuckled softly, a sound full of condescension. "Such certainty," he said. "But we both know how this ended last time." He slid his fingers down Brittany’s trembling body, tracing the path that Ethan's tongue had left glistening on her skin. Her breath hitched, and he watched with satisfaction as she arched toward him, her eyes glazed with need. "We both know how much she craves a more disciplined touch."

“Oh, god,” Brittany gasped. “Oh, god, yes.”

The doctor stepped forward, leaving Ethan's eyes burning at the back of his head, and ran his thumb across Brittany’s aching lips. "Did you think I'd let him take over so easily?" he said, slipping a finger between her pussy lips and pushing it into her.

Ethan didn’t respond. He couldn’t. He was too consumed with her body. He was too consumed with Calloway's presence. He was too consumed with the mad desire to prove himself, to win, to overcome the authority that Calloway had over them both. Brittany moaned, raw and ragged, caught between the two men, her body convulsing as Calloway flicked her clit.

Calloway ran his fingers over her again, feeling the tremble that went through her, and looked back to Ethan. “She's still mine,” he said, his touch confident, sure, asserting himself in a way that made her cry out from sheer, unbearable need.

Ethan glared. "We’ll see about that," he said, his voice full of challenge.

Calloway withdrew his finger and stepped back, a gesture full of arrogance. "Very well," he said. "Perhaps another test is in order. One that shows just how much you can take." He moved to the wall, pressed a button, and watched Brittany with an intensity that made her shudder.

The table shifted, tilting her body upright, the straps biting into her skin. The pumps on her nipples quickened their pace, making her gasp as they pulled harder, faster, pushing her to the brink of sanity. Her legs dangled helplessly above the floor, and she felt Ethan’s hands steadying her, felt Calloway’s presence looming over her, felt everything and nothing but the dizzying pleasure that made her thrash against herself, made her scream with the force of it, made her want to explode into a million pieces of pure, desperate ecstasy.

"Yes," she cried. "Yes! More!"

Ethan nearly roared with frustration, his grip tightening on her thighs. "She can't take this much," he said, watching Brittany's body quiver with every relentless pull of the machine.

Calloway’s voice was smooth, taunting. "You underestimate her," he said. "And me."

“Isn’t that right, Brittany?” Calloway asked, his voice even, the machine sucking, never pausing, never wavering, pushing her to places that left her head spinning, her vision blurred.

“Yes,” Brittany said. “Yes, yes, yes!”

"Do you hear her?" Calloway said, increasing the suction, the grip on Brittany's nipples so intense that she could feel it with every inch of her body.

Brittany writhed beneath them, her hips bucking, her voice hoarse from shouting, her skin slick from sweat and heat and the all-consuming battle for dominance between the two men. She didn’t know how much more she could take. She didn’t know how much longer she could hold out. Her mind went white. Her body went tense. Then Calloway was there, fingers thrusting into her, fucking her as she hung in the air, fucking her with an intensity that made her scream, that made her soak his hand, that made her lose any sense of where she ended and the pleasure began.

Her voice was one long scream as Calloway drove into her with his hand, his touch pushing her past the brink, past the shattering point, past anything she had ever imagined possible.

“I told you,” Calloway said, smirking as Ethan shifted, his mouth dragging along the inside of her thigh.

“Not yet, you didn’t,” Ethan said, reaching his hand to the back of her neck, tangling his fingers into her hair, and forcing her head back, forcing her eyes to his. She saw the competition in them. She saw the determination. She saw the absolute refusal to let Calloway win. She saw what she wanted.

The machines sucked at her with renewed urgency. The pumps drew so forcefully that they shook on her swollen tits, shaking her body with each relentless pull. Ethan kissed her, hard, pinning her between his mouth and Calloway’s fingers, pinning her between his body and the table, pinning her between the two of them and letting her know, beyond any doubt, that neither of them would give up.

She was surrounded. She was captive. She was utterly claimed.

“You see?” Ethan said, barely able to pull his lips from hers.

Calloway didn't answer. Calloway just kept rubbing her pussy, kept making her moan and cry out and shake, the pumps clattering against the slick floor with every pulse, the air heavy and wet and hot. The doctor’s presence was magnetic. It was powerful. It was more than Brittany could stand. More than she ever wanted to stop standing.

Ethan grunted and flipped her body so he was behind her, both hands on her breasts as the machine milked her. He was positioned so that Calloway was forced into his stare. Ethan squeezed in rhythm with the pumps, the pressure so tight, so fierce, that Brittany thought she might explode, thought she might come apart right there, right then, her body shaking uncontrollably between Ethan’s rough grip and Calloway’s relentless fingers. Her nipples felt like they were going to burst from the intensity, from the sheer force of the suction, from Ethan's possessive touch. The table shook beneath them, vibrating with every thrust, every pull, every brutal wave of pleasure that crashed through her.

The intensity was raw. The intensity was brutal. The intensity was hers.

Calloway watched with fierce eyes, keeping his hold on her tight, his hand still working, still making her cry, still making her surrender to both men’s forceful need. Brittany let her body go limp, letting the machine pull every drop of milk and control and resistance from her swollen body. She let the hot weight of Ethan’s body sink her deeper and deeper into the overwhelming, spiraling madness of it all.
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Dr. Calloway stepped back, pulling his fingers from Brittany's pussy. She squirmed in her restraints, wrists cinched and arms extended above her head, gasping for each breath, her back arched, nipples pouring milk into the cups of the machine. A satisfied smile stretched across the doctor's face. “Undo the restraints,” he said, eyes on Brittany, voice cutting through the low hum of the motor. Ethan was already at her side, and Calloway ignored him, walked across the room, pressed a button on the wall. The motor slowed, stopped. Brittany's knees buckled as she dropped to the floor.

Milk spilled across her, covering her beautiful curves, warm and thick against her skin. She stayed where she was, panting, exhausted but still eager. Calloway stood above her, calm and composed, as Ethan fumbled with the clasps around her wrists. "I said, undo the restraints," the doctor said again, as if amused at the trainer's helplessness, the sense of urgency he always let slip through. Brittany’s eyes were on Calloway. She could hardly see through the sweat and milk and effort, but he was all that mattered, and Ethan was only a blur beside her. The cuffs fell away from her wrists, and Calloway's voice cut through the silence. "You've done so well, Brittany. I'm pleased with your progress."

Brittany whimpered, an animal sound, desperate and needy. Ethan's eyes were locked on her, on her body as it twisted at Calloway's feet. He saw her muscles strain, her skin tighten, her chest heave. He saw every motion betray him, betray the past he and Brittany had shared, the promises she had made, the woman she had been at the beginning of the program. He tried to swallow, but his throat was too dry, too tight, and his hands were shaking at his sides. "You're exhausted," Calloway said, gloved hands tracing along her body. "I can see it, Brittany. I can see the fight wearing out of you. Tell me what you need."

She looked up, blue eyes huge, pleading. "You," she said. The word came out hoarse, half-strangled. "I need you, Doctor Calloway."

Calloway’s mouth twitched at the corners, not quite a smile. "You want me to control you," he said. "You need me to own you." He paused, leaned down, whispered, "Ethan can't do that for you. Can he?"

"Fuck," Ethan said, shaking harder.

Calloway straightened up, hands behind his back. "Ethan," he said, the name clipped and professional, as if they were in a meeting. "I’m sure she doesn’t mean to offend you." Brittany whimpered again. "But you see what I’m dealing with. You see the depths of her devotion." His eyes stayed on Ethan, watched him the way a hawk might watch a field mouse. "It's difficult for you, isn't it? Knowing how badly she craves what I can give her. Tell me, Ethan—can you satisfy her?"

Brittany twisted, rubbed her breasts against the floor, slick and wet and shiny. "Yes," she said. "Yes, yes, yes, yes."

Ethan couldn't look at her, couldn't keep his eyes on her body. He stared at the wall instead, at the door, at anything else. "I could, before," he said. "I know I could."

Calloway nodded, turned his attention back to Brittany. "Before," he said, kneeling in front of her. "And now? How is he doing now?"

Brittany bit her lip, dug her teeth in, drew blood. "I don't know. I don’t—"

Calloway’s hand moved to her chin, thumb pressing into the groove beneath her lip. He pulled her closer. "You know," he said, too quiet for Ethan to hear. "You know, Brittany."

She blinked back tears. "Yes."

"Yes?" Calloway said, tilting his head, pretending not to understand.

"Yes," Brittany said. "I’m yours. Only yours. Doctor Calloway, please."

He pulled away, left her there on the floor. She tried to follow, arms reaching out to him, but her muscles were limp, spent. Calloway straightened his lab coat. "Show me," he said. "Show me what you are."

"Brittany," Calloway said as he unbuttoned his shirt. "Are you sure? This will be the last time you can change your mind."

She shook her head, hair wild and knotted around her neck. "I’m sure," she said. "Please."

Calloway's belt buckle clicked as he undid it, and the sound filled the room, cut through Ethan's heavy breathing, Brittany's desperate moans. "We’re here for your needs," the doctor said, his pants dropping to the floor.

Brittany gasped. Ethan shifted against her. Calloway let his shirt slip off.

"Yes," Brittany said, voice cracking, voice wild.

"Yes," Calloway said, not a question, not a command, but the final word.

Brittany's hands were trembling, but not as much as Ethan's. He grabbed her waist, his touch rough, unsteady. His breath was hot against her neck. "She's mine," he said, so close she could feel each word as it left his lips. Calloway smirked. His pants were around his ankles. "Then prove it," he said, guiding Brittany’s mouth to his cock. She felt their rivalry tighten around her like a leash, like a net, like the cuffs she never wanted to escape. Her hands wrapped around the doctor's shaft, and her mouth closed over him. She let out a sigh, a moan, her lips trailing down, then up, then down again, as she pulled him in deeper, faster, took him all the way to the base. Ethan’s jaw clenched. His chest rose and fell, fell and rose. Calloway watched him, dared him to make the first move, dared him to admit how much he wanted her, how much he needed this, needed her. The doctor’s cock pulsed in Brittany’s mouth, and she felt her whole body tremble as Ethan pulled her closer.

His hands were on her ass, lifting her, pulling her to him. "Fuck," he said, half a growl, half a whimper. His hands fumbled with his belt. She was frantic between them, body and breath and mind all frantic. Her pussy ached for him, for them, for both. The thought made her moan, her whole body moan, but the sound was lost around the cock in her mouth, the cock she couldn’t stop sucking, the cock that Calloway kept guiding her back to each time she pulled away. Ethan’s hand slipped into her panties, found her pussy slick and ready and abandoned. "This is what you wanted, Brittany," he said, voice low and desperate and edged with need, his fingers wet with her juices. "Wanted all along, isn’t it?"

Brittany shuddered, unable to answer, unable to stop. Calloway thrust against her lips, pushed his cock deeper. His fingers tangled in her hair, but he kept his eyes on Ethan. His voice was calm, like they were in a meeting, like he was leading a seminar. "We’ve discussed this," he said, watched Brittany’s cheeks hollow as she sucked harder. "She’s made for this. Perfectly suited."

Ethan grunted. Brittany felt him kick off his shoes, felt the tip of his cock slip between her legs. She quivered as it rubbed against her clit, quivered as it traced back to her pussy. It had never felt this good. They’d never felt this good. His cock pressed against her, and she was wet, and it was slick, and it slid across her until he pulled away again. "Made for me," he said. "Suits me better."

"Then take her," Calloway said, still thrusting into her mouth. "I want to see you try."

The tip of Ethan’s cock pushed against her, but not the way she expected. Higher, harder, into the tight muscle of her asshole. Brittany’s puckered hole stretched and clenched around the thick head of Ethan's cock as it pushed harder, the pink skin glistening with her arousal. Ethan’s face contorted with pleasure and determination as he breached her. Brittany could feel every inch of Ethan's thick cock as it stretched and filled her asshole, sending waves of pleasure through her body that she hadn’t known could feel this good, that hadn’t ever felt this good, but god, it felt so good. She wanted more. Wanted it deeper. Wanted to be filled until she couldn’t want anything else. She pressed back against him, arched and strained, straining and arching. "You need this, Brittany," Calloway said, his voice quiet, gentle, like she’d just finished a session with the machine. "I’ve watched you, and I know you need it. More than you ever thought."

Ethan's breath was hot on her skin. "This is how you wanted it all along. Isn’t it, Brittany? Didn’t you?"

She could hardly think. They’d never been this rough, never been this strong, never felt this much. She could hardly breathe. She tried to answer, but the sound was lost around Calloway’s cock, a breathless moan of pleasure and desperation and need, all of it need. The men weren’t slowing down, not giving her a moment, a second, anything but what she craved. Calloway was at the back of her throat, relentless and unforgiving and so much more than she could have dreamed. Ethan’s cock was buried inside her, pressing harder with every thrust, taking her harder with every thrust, his grunts so close to her ear she could feel them like his touch.

Her whole body was taut, caught between them, and she loved it. Her whole body was theirs, and she loved it.

Calloway spoke first, a challenge, an accusation. "Ethan. Do you think she’ll last?"

Ethan didn’t answer. Couldn’t answer.

"Do you think you’ll last?" Calloway said, voice louder this time, a little less in control.

Ethan laughed, sharp and short. "Longer than you."

Brittany couldn’t escape their rivalry. She couldn’t decide which of them she loved more. She didn’t want to decide. Didn’t want to escape. "Oh, god," she said, her voice muffled, her voice too soft, too far gone.

"Is she getting away from you?" Ethan said. "Because I think she’s getting away from you."

Calloway’s hand left her hair, moved to her shoulder, pinned her against his legs. "Never," he said, sounding almost as frantic as she felt.

Her eyes were wet, glistening with effort and sweat and tears, and the thought of that, of how much she could give them, how much she could let them take, it was too much. It was too perfect. She couldn’t keep herself from arching, from gasping, from exploding around them. Her whole body seized, shuddered. Her whole body was theirs.

Calloway's voice was harsh, straining to be heard over her moans. "Ethan."

Ethan's grip tightened. "Fuck."

Thick white grool dripped from Brittany's pussy onto the floor as Ethan's cock fucked her asshole, as it drove into her asshole, as it stretched and filled her asshole in a way that made her scream around Calloway’s cock. Her whole body was shaking, a blur of sweat and skin and tangled hair. Ethan’s thrusts were relentless, his cock stretching her wide and pushing her past everything she thought she could feel, everything she thought she could take. Her puckered hole clenched tight around him, held him tight as he moved inside her, so thick and so hard she couldn’t stop moaning, couldn’t stop giving them what they wanted.

"Fuck," Ethan said again, his voice raw and ragged, barely more than a breath.

Calloway’s grip tightened on her shoulder. His own breath was rough now, unsteady. Brittany felt him swell in her mouth, felt him throb against her tongue as he pushed deeper. "Take it," he said, his voice breaking at the edges but still trying to sound calm. "Take it all."

The room was hot with their bodies, with their need for each other. Brittany couldn’t think past the pleasure taking over her mind, past the thick cocks taking over her body. She didn’t want to think past it. Didn’t want anything else ever again but this, but them. Her pussy was dripping onto the floor as Ethan fucked harder, faster, his grunts wild and desperate against her skin. His fingers dug into her hips, pulling her back against him until she thought she might break apart from how good it felt to be theirs like this.

"She can’t take much more," Ethan said, though his voice sounded like he hoped she could take much more, like he needed her to take much more.

Brittany gasped around Calloway’s cock as he thrust harder against the back of her throat. "More than you think," Calloway said through clenched teeth. "She’s stronger than you think."

They both were losing control now; Brittany could feel it in their hands on her body, in their cocks inside her body. She was losing control now; they wouldn’t let up for a moment or a second or anything but what she craved. She didn’t want them to let up for a moment or a second or anything but what she craved.

Ethan’s hand slipped between her legs again and Brittany came undone around him. She screamed as she came around them both, screamed as the pleasure tore through her, shaking and shuddering and writhing between them until all that was left was the sound of their own ragged breathing.

Calloway pulled out of her mouth first. "Can you handle this?" he said.

Ethan’s answer was a growl as he thrust harder into Brittany’s stretched asshole.

Brittany didn’t know if they meant each other or if they meant her.

She didn’t care.

She just wanted more.

Calloway picked Brittany up at the knees, pushing her back against Ethan, his cock still in her ass. Calloway pushed forward and plunged his cock into her dripping snatch, spreading her wide and filling her so deep she thought she might break. Her body was slick with milk and sweat and their need for her, too much to handle but still not enough. She screamed as they took her like this, as they claimed her like this, pinned between them and helpless to do anything but take it.

Brittany had never felt so full, so stretched, so completely theirs. The men moved together now, thrusting in sync as she writhed and moaned beneath them. The pleasure was blinding, the pleasure was perfect, both of them fucking her harder than she thought possible. She didn’t know how long she could last but didn’t care because this was all she wanted. This was everything.

"God," Ethan said, his voice rough against her neck. "Oh god."

Calloway’s breath was hot on her skin as he fucked her faster, his grip hard around the backs of her thighs. "She’s close again," he said, sounding almost frantic.

"So am I," Ethan said.

Brittany could feel them losing control, could feel herself losing control. She couldn’t think past the cocks inside her, couldn’t think past how badly she needed them to fill her up with everything they had. "Please," she gasped. "Please."

They both thrust deeper at the sound of her voice, harder at the sound of her begging for more. Brittany arched against them, wild and desperate and shuddering around their cocks as they fucked her into another orgasm.

"Jesus!" Ethan shouted.

"Brittany!" Calloway groaned.

She felt them throb inside her as they came together, felt the heat spill from their bodies into hers until it was too much to hold inside. Her eyes were wet again with tears and sweat and effort; their hands were tight on her skin; their cocks were thick inside her pussy and ass until all three of them were shaking with it.

The room spun around Brittany as they slowed down but didn’t stop, as they kept moving even after she thought there was nothing left to take or give or feel.

She loved it.

She loved them.

She never wanted this to end.
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Ethan leaned against the sterile metal table, his arms crossed in defiance, watching Dr. Calloway as if he were a bug to crush underfoot. “This isn’t up for debate—I’m not walking away from her.” The doctor smirked, adjusting his glasses, his gaze dissecting Ethan like another of his experimental subjects. “Then we’ll have to establish rules,” he said, a soft but inevitable command. Brittany sat between them, heart rattling inside her chest like it had come loose. She was caught between the danger of losing what she craved most and the thrill of holding it all. Tension zigzagged the room, sharp and crackling. “I don’t want to choose,” she said at last, surprised at the steadiness of her own voice. “I want both of you.”

Calloway and Ethan were twin forces, both claiming a piece of her in their own way. She looked from one to the other, breath quickening. Ethan, all raw energy and emotion, was barely holding back the storm inside him. Calloway, cold and composed, looked like he had already decided how this would end.

“You’re making a mistake,” Ethan said, pushing off the table, prowling the small room like it might hold an answer he hadn’t thought of. “I’m not just another variable you can control.”

Brittany watched the words hit Calloway and slide off him, the doctor’s calm composure an impenetrable fortress. He adjusted the sharp lines of his collar, his smirk deepening. “And yet, here you are.”

Her own laughter bubbled up, an unexpected release. It broke the room’s taut silence for just a moment, a reminder of the fine line they all balanced on. She didn’t want to lose this—to lose either of them. It wasn’t just the program anymore. It was so much more, so much messier and beautiful and terrifying. The uncertainty of it, the thought of something slipping through her fingers, tightened her chest with both excitement and dread.

“This doesn’t have to be complicated,” Calloway said, always the surgeon cutting straight to the heart. “Brittany has been quite clear about her interests.”

She had. And she hadn’t. Torn between Ethan’s fierce possession and Calloway’s clinical dominance, she had left pieces of herself with both men, neither able to see her whole. Until now. She swallowed, looking to Ethan, who stood with hands clenched and eyes burning.

“I’m not sharing you,” he said, words clipped and jagged, like the wounds he’d carried since seeing her transformed by Calloway’s control.

She knew how hard this was for him. How much it hurt. But her own pain and desire stretched between them, tangible and undeniable. She was breaking under the strain of it, trying to be more than she could hold.

Calloway didn’t flinch. “Then we have a problem.” He turned to her, his gaze like gravity, pulling her in, holding her steady even as the world spun around them. “Brittany?”

She was surprised he asked, that he would leave anything to her decision. Her heart stuttered with the implications, with the need to make them both understand. “I can’t,” she said, the words spilling out. “I can’t choose. I need this. I need both of you.”

For a moment, it was like the air itself was waiting. She saw Ethan falter, a crack in his defenses. He had always been the one to save her, to protect her, but now she needed more than protection. She needed everything.

Calloway nodded, once, satisfied. “Then we’re in agreement.”

Ethan flinched at the certainty in Calloway’s voice, the way he could just decide how things would be. “You’re in over your head, Brittany,” he said, softer now, something vulnerable flickering in his eyes. “You don’t know what you’re asking for.”

“I do.” Her reply was immediate, and she knew it to be true. This was all part of the transformation, not just of her body, but of her entire world. It was intoxicating. Impossible to resist. She didn’t want to. “I know exactly what I want.”

Ethan’s shoulders sagged, the fight in him morphing into something else, something less certain but no less intense. He shot Calloway a look, one last desperate attempt. “And you’re just fine with this?”

Calloway’s grin was a sharp, triumphant thing. “I am. And so is Brittany.”

It felt like the floor dropped out from under her, a dizzying sense of relief and fear and anticipation all tangled together. She hadn’t thought this could happen, that they would let her keep them both, but here they were. All of them, together in this unknown. She was in over her head, but that was exactly where she wanted to be.

Calloway moved to leave, his victory a tangible presence that trailed behind him like a shadow. “I expect you both in the lab tomorrow morning.” He paused at the door, turning back, his gaze pinning them. “We have work to do.”

The air felt thick and charged, full of everything they had just set in motion. Ethan stood, fists unclenching, as if releasing a grip on something that had held him too tightly for too long. She moved toward him, feeling his heat even before she touched him. He pulled her close, not saying anything. Not needing to.

The room held its breath around them, echoing with the promises and dangers they had just stepped into. The future loomed like an open sky, terrifying and thrilling in its enormity. She closed her eyes and pressed herself to him, the strength of his body, the certainty she had missed. It wasn’t going to be easy. Nothing about this was easy. But that was the point. She had given up the comfort of the expected, the safety of a single choice, to stand here with them.

“You’re sure?” Ethan asked, breaking the silence, the last shreds of uncertainty in his voice.

She tilted her head back, meeting his gaze, her answer a whisper. “I’m sure.” It wasn’t just about the program. It was about everything.

The lab was bright and severe, its sterile environment amplifying every move, every breath. Brittany could feel the clinical efficiency in her bones, the walls closing in with cool indifference as Calloway commanded the room. His expectations stretched her, tested her in ways she couldn’t have imagined before this new arrangement. Each demand, each adjustment to her regimen, was met with a fierce, needy reaction from her body. Her transformation was more intense now, both men’s presence fueling the rush of hormones and emotions. It was what she had asked for—everything all at once.

Ethan’s eyes burned into her from a distance, a tether pulling her back whenever she slipped too far under. His jaw tightened each time she yielded to Calloway’s commands, a visible struggle as he tried to maintain control, tried to see her submit to someone else. The lab was his least favorite place, she knew, its detachment a stark contrast to the intimacy he craved. Yet here he was, unable to look away, watching her become more and more of what she had chosen to be.

Calloway kept his focus on Brittany, his control over her unyielding. “This will increase your yield by at least thirty percent,” he remarked, his tone matter-of-fact as he adjusted the settings on the equipment monitoring her. But she knew it was more than that. The numbers were only part of it. Her responses were undeniable, physical evidence of her dedication to this new reality.

Ethan’s frustration boiled just beneath the surface, a constant simmer as he paced the length of the lab. “And what about her?” he challenged, his voice cutting through the sterile hum. “Or don’t you care about that part?”

Brittany met Ethan’s gaze, her expression a mix of reassurance and challenge. She was choosing this, every bit of it. The discomfort, the desire, the surrender to their conflicting demands—it was all part of what she wanted. But she felt the weight of Ethan’s struggle as keenly as if it were her own.

Calloway was unmoved by Ethan’s accusations, his composure as precise as the machines around them. “She knows what she needs,” he replied, casting a brief glance at Brittany before returning to his meticulous notes. His confidence was absolute, a steady rock amidst the turbulence.

The session continued, Brittany pushing her limits under Calloway’s exacting eye. She was exhausted by the end, but more than that, she was exhilarated, the thrill of the experiment coursing through her. The transformation was inescapable now, consuming her thoughts, her desires, everything she was. It was more than just the program. It was her life.

As Calloway concluded the day’s work, he finally acknowledged Ethan, the corners of his mouth lifting in a small, knowing smile. “You’ll have her attention soon enough,” he said, dismissing the both of them with the effortless wave of someone who knew he was in control.

Ethan bristled at the casual authority in Calloway’s voice, at the way he seemed to dictate every aspect of their lives. But he held his tongue, the battle lines drawn clearly in his mind. He placed a protective arm around Brittany, guiding her out of the lab, the tension like a third presence between them.

Back in their quarters, the silence was oppressive, thick with everything unsaid. Brittany felt the weight of it settling on her shoulders, a heaviness she hadn’t anticipated. This was supposed to make things easier. Simpler. But nothing was simple when it came to the three of them.

Ethan finally spoke, his words laced with doubt. “How long do you think you can keep this up?” He kept his distance, as if afraid getting too close might shatter the fragile equilibrium they’d fought to maintain.

She reached for him, needing the physical connection, the reassurance that he was still here. “As long as it takes,” she said, voice steady but soft. She hoped he could see the determination in her eyes, the certainty in her choice.

Ethan hesitated, then let her pull him close, his arms wrapping around her with an urgency that bordered on desperation. “This isn’t just about Calloway, you know. Or the experiment.” His breath was warm against her ear, a reminder of the intimacy they both craved.

“I know,” Brittany whispered, feeling the truth of it sink into her bones. This was about more than the clinical procedures and controlled transformations. It was about their lives, their connection, the tangled web of wants and needs that kept them bound to each other.

She pulled back enough to look at him, their eyes locking in a moment that felt more significant than any words could capture. She wanted him to believe her, to trust in what they had despite the enormity of what they faced. “I’m not going anywhere,” she said, letting him hear the promise in her voice.

Ethan’s grip tightened, the conflict in him slowly unraveling as he searched her face for any sign of hesitation. There was none. Just a fierce, unyielding resolve that matched his own. “Damn it, Brittany,” he murmured, a hint of a smile breaking through his seriousness. “You’re going to break me.”

“Not a chance,” she shot back, the playful defiance a relief after the tension of the day. She felt the shift between them, the balance tipping slightly, a tentative acceptance of the path they were on.

As the night wore on, they stayed wrapped around each other, letting the rest of the world fade away. For now, it was just them, and that was enough. The future stretched out in front of them, still uncertain, but no longer quite so terrifying.

“You’re sure?” Ethan asked again, quieter this time, the last flicker of his uncertainty burning out in the space between them.

She leaned in, her answer a breath against his skin. “Yes.”
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She was an addict, a willing slave to the machines and Calloway’s control. The hum still coursed through her, relentless, electric. Brittany leaned back, trying to let the chair swallow her. It didn’t work; her skin vibrated with anticipation and something darker. The room was dim, a single light casting long shadows that seemed to watch her with knowing eyes. She could feel the weight of her own pulse, loud and insistent in the silence.

Dr. Calloway was unflinching, his green eyes fixed on her with the intensity of a scientist examining a specimen. “I’ve given you everything you need to succeed in the program,” he said, his voice like velvet, soft but constricting. “Now it’s time for you to decide.”

Brittany’s thoughts were a frenzied blur. She’d never really thought about leaving—not seriously. But now, with the option starkly laid out before her, it had form and substance. Could she walk away? Could she slip back into her old life, where the most exhilarating experience was an occasional all-nighter at the library or an extra session at the gym? She glanced again toward the door, but Ethan wasn’t there to rescue or complicate her decision. This was for her alone.

“If I go,” she said slowly, “can I come back?”

“Are you planning on running away?” Calloway asked, his voice smooth, teasing. “I didn’t take you for the indecisive type.”

A flood of memories hit her: her parents’ concerned faces when she announced she was taking time off from school, the way she always felt a little too confined, a little too normal. That life had suffocated her. It was the very reason she’d jumped at the chance to volunteer for this—something extreme, something utterly consuming. Yet the idea of stepping back into it pulled at her, if only because it was a world she understood. It promised familiarity, even if it came wrapped in mediocrity.

“No, I just—” Brittany hesitated, searching for the words. “I just want to know if I have any safety net left.”

Calloway’s gaze sharpened, and his smirk deepened. “You’ll find no comfort in half measures. Not here. Not with me.”

She exhaled shakily, a thousand what-ifs flooding her mind. She pictured herself back at school, moving through the days with the steady, boring rhythm she once thought she wanted. Even the thought of being away from Ethan, and his tortured, stubborn love, seemed more distant and painful than it should have been. And Calloway—this cool, controlling man in front of her—how could she pretend he hadn’t become a part of what she craved, part of the wild, beating life she never thought possible? She tried to imagine what that life looked like, without the strange joy and submission the program had taught her to love.

“You’re afraid of something,” Calloway observed, interrupting her thoughts. “What is it?”

Brittany shook her head, unsure. Of losing everything? Of gaining everything? “I just don’t know if I can do it. Give up—”

“Everything?” Calloway finished. “Or nothing at all? You should have learned by now, Brittany. I don’t deal in ambiguities.”

The weight of his certainty pressed against her, dangerous and thrilling. She thought back to her transformation, the way her body had changed, softened, and grown under Calloway's watchful eye and Ethan’s relentless hands. The discomfort that had turned to curiosity, then to an addictive hunger she could no longer ignore. It all came flooding back, and she realized with a sudden jolt how close she was to throwing it away, chasing the shadow of a life that would never satisfy her.

“If you stay,” Calloway continued, “you’ll have to prove it—to me, to Ethan, and most importantly, to yourself. There is no room for second thoughts. No room for cowardice.”

His words pierced through her, both harsh and intoxicating. Her heart was a wild, thrumming beat against her chest, echoing the wild, thrumming truth she refused to say out loud: the thought of belonging entirely to them, of surrendering completely, terrified and consumed her more than anything else.

“I know what you want, Brittany,” Calloway said softly, almost tender. “Do you?”

She let the question hang in the air, a cruel and beautiful thing. Did she? The part of her that still longed for the illusion of normalcy fought hard, but the pull of her new life was stronger. She had chosen this path for a reason. She had given herself to the program willingly, and the idea of backing out now felt wrong, like trying to fit herself back into a skin that no longer existed.

“I don’t know,” Brittany whispered, the words strangled and desperate. “I don’t know if I can give up control like that.”

“Have you ever really had it?” Calloway’s question was not unkind, but it struck deep, unraveling her resolve, leaving her bare.

Silence settled between them, heavy and expectant. Brittany felt the heat of his gaze and the slow burn of her own realization. She couldn’t run from this. She couldn’t hide. A slow, unsteady breath escaped her, and with it came a frightening clarity. She looked up at Calloway, meeting his eyes with newfound determination.

“I want to stay,” she said, each word a deliberate, thrilling surrender. “I want to see where this leads.”

Calloway leaned back, satisfied, triumphant. “Then it’s settled.”

Brittany stood, her legs unsteady, her body alive with exhilaration and fear. Her nipples stiffened, aching with need, pressing eagerly against her thin shirt as if begging for attention. The sensation was sharp and immediate, sending a jolt of arousal through her already sensitized body. Her pussy was wet as soon as she had said the words, slick with the thrill of surrender. The heat pooled between her legs, a shameful and delicious reminder of how deeply she wanted this. Each step sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through her, soaking her thighs with the evidence of her decision.

As she left Calloway’s office, she felt the walls closing in, but they were walls she had chosen. They didn’t feel like a prison; they felt like home.

The milking room was empty, eerily silent, a stark contrast to the way it roared when she was strapped in, pulsing to the rhythm of the machines. The walls seemed to press in, the scent of milk and metal filling the space with a presence that both comforted and smothered her. Brittany’s skin was still flushed from her session, an insistent reminder of everything the program had given her, everything it demanded.

Her reflection caught her attention. Her body was a stranger’s, transformed and lush. Brittany stared, entranced by the sight. Her breasts were full and heavy, straining against her top, the fabric stretched to its limit by the bounty beneath. Her nipples were large and dark, pressing insistently against the thin material, still tingling from the suction of the pumps. She ran a hand over them, feeling the weight and warmth, her breath catching at the sensation. Her skin was smooth and glistening with sweat, every inch of it alive and sensitive to the slightest touch.

Her hips were wide, curving dramatically from her narrow waist. They seemed to beckon, inviting hands and control, the promise of surrender etched into every soft line. Brittany’s eyes were wide and bright, the blue irises almost electric against her flushed cheeks. They held a wildness she barely recognized, a reflection of the chaos and thrill that had taken root inside her. This new self—so altered, so alive—gazed back with a silent question: Was this really what she wanted?

The metal felt slick beneath her touch, grounding her, binding her. She’d grown used to the way the milking station captured her, both body and mind. But even as it held her, the whisper of doubt tugged at her thoughts, whispering that the cage was unlocked, the door open.

Was it?

Brittany turned away from her reflection, but the doubt lingered, a specter that refused to leave. Her life before, that old skin she thought she had shed, was stretching itself thin, translucent, beckoning. She imagined slipping back into it, the ease and emptiness of it. Safe. Dull.

With a sudden intensity, she remembered her last days before the program. The slow crawl of normalcy, the sameness of each day bleeding into the next. The moment she found out about Midas Genetics, and the thrill of discovering something beyond the mundane. The reckless abandon with which she volunteered. Had she really changed so much that the thought of going back terrified her? Or had she not changed at all?

The options laid themselves out, bright and bleak: A life bound to the machines, yielding and raw, or a life untouched and predictable. Did she have the strength to choose?

The doors opened, and Brittany’s heart leapt at the intrusion. She turned quickly, as if the decision had already been made and she was ready to be caught in the act. But it was only Ethan, his figure framed in the wide doorway, the dusk air a cool breeze in his wake.

Her breath caught, an odd mix of relief and panic.

“You don’t have to stay,” Ethan said, each word a measured strike against her walls. “You still have a choice.”

He approached slowly, and Brittany took in everything about him—the confidence in his stride, the tenderness in his eyes, the scent of him, wild and grounding, breaking through the metallic haze. The space between them seemed to shrink and stretch at once, an impossible distance that she felt deep in her core. He was here, real and solid, offering her everything she was afraid to take.

She searched his face for answers, her voice hesitant, small. “And if I go?”

“If you go,” Ethan said softly, “you’ll never forgive yourself.”

The truth in his words was a punch to the gut. She felt her defenses crumble, a slow and sweet defeat. How did he always know? How did he always see right through her?

Brittany felt her resolve slip, but she grasped at it, desperate to believe it could hold. “Calloway—he said it had to be my decision. Mine alone.”

“And it is.” Ethan stood in front of her now, close enough to touch. He didn’t. “I won’t stop you, Brittany. Not this time.”

Her name on his lips was a lifeline, a tether pulling her from the drowning uncertainty. She reached out, fingers brushing the air between them.

“Can you live with it?” Ethan asked, his voice thick with the weight of it all. “Leaving?”

Brittany shook her head, everything inside her unraveling. “I don’t know. I don’t know anything anymore.”

“Neither do I.” Ethan smiled then, a pained, knowing curve of his lips. “That’s the beauty of it.”

The walls of the milking room seemed to close in, a stifling reminder of her captivity, her liberation. Brittany’s heart hammered against her chest, her thoughts a wild, frantic dance. She saw herself reflected in Ethan’s eyes, the fear, the longing.

She thought of Calloway’s office, the way the words had tasted in her mouth: I want to stay. The way it felt like falling and flying all at once. Could she say them again, mean them again? Could she ever stop meaning them?

“I don’t want to leave,” Brittany said, the truth a raw, unfiltered rush. “I want you. I want this.”

Ethan let out a breath, relief and understanding mingling in the air. His arms found her, strong and sure, and Brittany sank into him, her doubts dissolving into the warmth of his skin.

“It’s not going to be easy,” Ethan murmured, his hands tracing the curve of her back, grounding her, claiming her.

She laughed, a shaky, breathless sound. “I don’t want easy.”

He pulled back just enough to look at her, to see her as she was now: changed, full, completely his. Completely theirs. The enormity of it swelled between them, but it was a weight she was ready to carry.

Brittany reached up, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer, sealing her choice with the certainty of a kiss. She had made it. And it felt like freedom.
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The Pharm: Project Hucow (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Clara Belle (Author)

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

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

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

ting.

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

Ezekiel sees something in Mary—something ripe for awakening. With firm hands and a
knowing touch, he offers her a cholce: fight what she's becoming or surrender to the
resistible pleasure of being milked, mastered, and utterly claimed
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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





