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Day and night blurred into each other, marked only by the hum of the machines and the way Harley’s body craved hands, voices, attention. The rhythm of the protocol should have numbed her; instead, she felt every stimulus sharper than before, nerves raw and hungry. Her skin tingled even under the loose cotton robe, nipples so sensitive that the brush of air from a closing door sent them beading.

It wasn’t just the protocol. It was Elena.

The night after the first breach of protocol, nothing was the same. Elena was everywhere—her scent, her breath, her fingerprints still ghosting on Harley’s wrists and throat. Even now, waiting for the morning draw, Harley pressed her knees together and felt the echo of Elena’s mouth at the seam of her thigh, her tongue slow and greedy, her voice tight with disbelief. “You taste perfect,” Elena had said, and the words haunted Harley through the hours, louder than the suction of the pumps or the drone of Anton’s lectures.

Morning. 07:00 sharp. Elena entered with the tray, hair wet from a hasty shower, skin pink and clean. She had a new way of walking: shoulders back, chin up, a little too fast. Harley liked to think she was responsible for that.

The robe was already open when Elena arrived. Harley sat on the mattress, ankles tucked under her, breasts exposed to the chilly air. Milk beaded at both tips, rolled in fat drops to her stomach. She caught the first on her fingertip and licked it. Elena watched, eyes narrowed, then set the tray down with unnecessary care.

“Vitals first,” Elena said, voice husky.

Harley held out her arm, pulse already fluttering. The cuff squeezed tight; Elena’s fingers lingered on her wrist, pressing harder than necessary. The skin-to-skin made Harley’s clit jump.

“Still running hot,” Elena said, peeling off the cuff.

Harley looked at her through her lashes. “Your fault.”

Elena’s lips twitched, but she didn’t answer. She knelt to draw the blood, swabbing Harley’s thigh. The needle was nothing compared to the ache that started when Elena’s free hand pushed the robe higher, fingers tracing the inside of Harley’s knee, then resting in the sticky milk pooling at the crease.

Harley watched her work, saw the way Elena’s breath quickened, the way her pupils grew wide. She wondered if Elena was wet already, or if she would need to be told. Last night, Harley had only needed to look at her, and the crotch of Elena’s scrubs had been dark before they even touched.

The draw was quick. Elena stripped off the gloves and wiped the bead of milk from Harley’s stomach with her bare palm. She pressed her thumb to the nipple, squeezing another drop, then bent and caught it on her tongue, eyes never leaving Harley’s face.

Harley almost moaned, but bit it down. She reached up, cupped the back of Elena’s neck, and tugged her closer until their foreheads touched.

“Tonight?” Harley whispered.

Elena nodded. “Tonight.”

The air between them vibrated, heavy with wanting.

But there were rules. When Elena straightened, her face was all business. She packed away the vials, checked the chart, and left the room without another word. Harley watched her go, the sway of her hips, the damp spot spreading at her ass. She pressed her own palm between her legs, found herself slick and aching.

She didn’t touch, though. Not yet. The rules were still rules.

***

Afternoon session. Exam room 2. The change in atmosphere was immediate: Dr. Anton was there, coat on, eyes flat and unreadable. He waited by the console, hands steepled, watching the screen.

Elena was already inside, prepping the array. She didn’t look at Harley, but Harley felt the heat of her gaze in every motion. The way she smoothed the paper on the table. The way she snapped the gloves on with an extra twist. The way her tongue flicked over her lips when Harley shrugged the robe to the floor and climbed onto the vinyl.

Dr. Anton’s eyes didn’t move. He didn’t look at Elena. He looked at Harley, measuring. The way she arched her back. The flush on her chest. The glisten on her thighs. He said nothing, but she felt the new gravity in the room. He knew.

Elena set the suction domes on Harley’s nipples, careful, almost gentle. The moment the seal engaged, the pull began, slow and insistent. Harley’s body lit up, nerves firing under every square inch of skin. The first spurt of milk filled the dome, dripped through the tube, and pooled in the collection flask. The sound echoed in the bright room.

Dr. Anton spoke without moving. “Increase vacuum to point seven.”

Elena obeyed, fingers steady. Harley groaned, hips jerking as the pressure doubled. Milk sprayed, splattering the inside of the dome. The suction was cruel, but she didn’t want it to stop.

Dr. Anton’s gaze tracked the numbers on the screen. “You enjoy this more with her present,” he said, voice flat.

Harley tried to speak, but the pull on her nipples had her gasping. The answer was obvious.

“She’s more compliant,” Elena said, a hint of pride in her voice.

Anton’s eyes flicked up. “You like being watched?”

Harley locked eyes with him, milk streaming down her ribs. “Yes, Doctor.”

A muscle jumped in his jaw. “Noted.”

He tapped the console, and the bed reclined until Harley’s head was below her knees. The milk ran in rivers over her chest, pooling at her throat. She writhed against the surface, desperate to move, but the suction domes kept her flat, pinned, helpless.

“Leave the domes on,” Anton said. “Apply the vaginal probe.”

Elena’s hand was warm, ungloved now, as she parted Harley’s thighs. The probe was slick, already buzzing with microcurrent. When it slid in, Harley thought she would pass out from the overload: the suction on her breasts, the vibration in her cunt, the sense of both of them watching, dissecting every twitch.

Elena pressed the probe deeper, curling it to find the spot that made Harley scream. She found it, and held it there. Harley’s whole body shook, milk streaming into the collection domes. The orgasm hit, hard and unrelenting, but the suction didn’t stop, and neither did the probe.

“Hold,” Anton said.

Harley obeyed, though her vision tunneled. Elena stroked her thigh, murmured encouragement, but never broke protocol. The orgasm stretched, then faded, leaving Harley limp, hollowed out, still leaking. When Elena finally removed the probe, the aftershocks sent her hips rocking.

Dr. Anton stepped forward, snapping the gloves off Elena’s hands, then seizing Harley’s chin in his own. “You’re done for today,” he said.

But he didn’t let go.

He bent, mouth inches from Harley’s. “You’ll rest. Then you’ll come to my office.”

Elena helped Harley off the table, cleaned her up, dressed her in a fresh robe. The touch was tender, but Elena’s eyes were hot. She wanted more. Harley wanted more.

As she left, Anton’s gaze trailed after her, dark and possessive. Harley felt it on the back of her neck, a leash pulling tight. She craved the pull.

***

His office was dim, lamps low, the only light from the street beyond. Dr. Anton sat behind the desk, but stood when Harley entered. He locked the door.

He said nothing, just stripped off his coat, then the vest, then unbuttoned the shirt to mid-chest. He pulled Harley to him by the collar, mouth closing over her right nipple, teeth scraping the sensitive skin. The ache flared instantly, milk spraying over his tongue. He sucked, hard, emptying her in slow, rhythmic draws. Harley sagged in his grip, dizzy.

He lifted her onto the desk, spread her thighs, and knelt. His tongue traced the seam, tasting her, then plunged inside. She screamed, legs wrapping around his head, hands clawing for purchase. He devoured her, slow and methodical, until her cunt flooded his face and her body shook apart.

He stood, unzipped, and pressed the thick head of his cock to her entrance. She was still leaking from the probe, stretched and ready. He slid in, burying himself to the root in one thrust. Harley bucked, pleasure and pain blurring to white.

He fucked her hard, desk rattling under the weight. Her breasts bounced, milk flying in drops to spatter his chest. He watched the spray, then grabbed both breasts and squeezed, drinking the next spurt directly from the tip. The taste made him groan, hips pounding faster.

Harley felt the edge coming again, an orgasm like a knife. He bit her nipple, sending a shockwave through her, and she clamped down on his cock, milking him. He came with a growl, flooding her cunt, hands still gripping her breasts, mouth latching to her skin.

When he was finished, he didn’t let go. He pulled her head to his chest, stroked her hair. His pulse hammered against her cheek.

After a long minute, he spoke. “You’re perfect,” he said. “Even better now.”

He dressed her himself, buttoning her robe, then sent her back to the dorm with a kiss to the top of her head.

***

The next night, Elena was waiting.

The lights in the dorm were off, but Harley felt Elena’s body before she saw it. Elena pulled her into bed, hands rough, mouth claiming every inch of Harley’s skin. She drank the milk from both nipples, then slid down and ate her until Harley sobbed, then fucked her with fingers, slow and deep, until Harley was ruined.

They slept twisted together, Harley’s head pillowed on Elena’s breast, Elena’s hand never leaving her thigh.

***

In the morning, the difference was obvious. Even the admin staff eyed Harley with new wariness, as if they sensed the shift in gravity. She was no longer just the subject, the experiment. She was the center.

Anton noticed. He watched her every move, tracked the way she smiled at Elena, the way Elena’s eyes lingered on her. During session, he made her come with his hand in front of Elena, then ordered Elena to collect the sample herself, to measure every drop, to taste and record. Both obeyed, but the air was thick with want.

Harley liked being wanted. She liked being at the center of the hurricane. She liked the hunger in Elena’s eyes, the possessive grip of Anton’s hands. She liked that she had become a prize to be fought for, that her cunt and her milk and her moans could turn the two of them inside out.

She thrived on the attention, on the certainty that every test, every experiment, every moment in the clinic was about her.
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The next session started with a quiet order.

“Remove the robe, Harley.”

Anton’s voice was low, almost conversational, but the words landed hot between her legs. Harley obeyed, letting the cotton slide from her shoulders and puddle on the tile. Cool air kissed every inch of her skin; milk beaded instantly, two clear drops ready to fall. She felt them cling, stretch, break away and roll down her ribs.

Elena stood at the console, posture stiff, jaw tight. Harley smelled coffee and soap on her, something citrus, and beneath it the faint musk of last night. The memory—Elena’s mouth on her clit, the wet slide of tongues—made her knees soft. But Anton was moving now, stepping so close that his belt buckle brushed the curve of her hip. The metal was cold. She shivered, and he watched the tremor crawl across her belly like he’d scripted it.

He lifted a single finger and traced an idle line from collarbone to nipple, collecting the stray drop before it reached her stomach. His knuckles dragged across the swollen peak; the touch was feather-light but electricity jolted straight to her cunt. She exhaled through parted lips, and the sound cracked the hush.

“Baseline tactile response has increased,” he said, calm, like he was reading a grocery list. “Hold still.”

Harley held. She wanted to lean into his palm, to press herself against the tweed of his vest, but she stayed exactly where he’d placed her. The obedience tasted sweet on her tongue—sweet as the milk he’d just stolen.

Elena’s eyes burned holes in the side of her face. Harley felt them, felt the shift in the room’s gravity: two forces pulling, not quite opposing, not quite allied. She let them pull.

Anton turned her by the shoulder so her back faced Elena. His thumbs settled at the base of her neck, pressing lightly along the spine, counting vertebrae the way he might count pearls. Each press sent a lazy throb through her breasts; milk surged, threatening to spill again. He paused at the small of her back and splayed one hand wide, guiding her until she bent forward over the padded bench. The position opened her thighs, showed everything. She heard the soft catch of Elena’s breath behind her, felt it stroke the tender skin high on the inside of her leg.

“Spread wider,” Anton murmured.

She did. Cool air washed over slick folds; the room smelled of ozone and her own heat. His palm skimmed the swell of her ass, a slow, proprietary sweep. He wasn’t wearing gloves tonight. The skin-to-skin contact felt scalding.

He tapped the remote. The plug inside her woke—a low, lazy pulse that rolled outward like warm honey. She clenched involuntarily; her toes curled against the floor. Milk dripped from both nipples now, pattering onto the vinyl in soft, wet taps. She counted them—one, two, three—while the vibration grew stronger.

“Observe capillary flush,” he said, as if Elena needed instruction.

Harley felt the blood rise under her skin, felt the stinging bloom across her chest, her throat, the tops of her ears. She knew what color she’d be turning. Elena would see every shade.

Anton stepped between her legs, not touching yet, just letting his body’s heat soak into her. His belt buckle pressed low on her spine; the hard line of him nudged her tailbone. She felt the deliberate shift of hips, the controlled press.

“Temperature?” he asked without lifting his gaze from the curve of her waist.

Elena’s voice was rough. “Thirty-nine even. Rising.”

“Noted.” His hand slid down, two fingers tracing the seam of her cunt, parting nothing, only mapping. He circled the entrance once, twice, then withdrew, leaving her clenching on air. “Lubrication sufficient. Begin sequence.”

He backed away. Harley heard the soft thunk of a drawer, the clink of glass. A moment later, warm lube dripped in a thin line between her cheeks, sliding down to meet the plug. He worked it in slow circles, stretching the rim, not pushing, just coaxing. Every pass made her asshole flutter. Milk kept dripping, each drop landing with a soft click.

Elena’s pulse was loud in the booth, a counter-beat to the plug’s hum. Harley could feel it through the open channel, like static in the air. She wanted to turn, wanted to see Elena’s face, but Anton’s hand settled on her lower back and pinned her gently, a silent command to stay.

He selected a probe—clear glass, thick, ridged, already ticking faintly with current. He didn’t ask, didn’t warn. He pressed the head to her entrance and eased in, slow and steady, watching the stretch. She felt every ridge catch, every ridge give, until the widest part popped past the ring of muscle and seated deep. Her walls fluttered around the intrusion, milk streaming faster in response.

He set the pulse to a lazy wave, then stepped back, hands hanging loose at his sides. “Hold depth. Observe reflex latency.”

Reflex latency. The term sounded clinical, but his eyes were anything but. They mapped her like she was topography, like she belonged to him to chart. She held still, muscles trembling, cunt clenching around the glass. Milk ticked on the vinyl beneath her, steady as rain. Somewhere behind her Elena shifted, a soft scrape of shoe on tile.

Anton circled, stopping at her head. He cupped her chin, thumb pressing to her lower lip. “Open.”

She opened. He slid his thumb inside, stroking the flat of her tongue, testing her reflexes the way a doctor tests a knee. Her mouth watered around the salt-skin taste. He let her suck once, twice, then withdrew, wet streaks cooling on her cheek.

“You’re more responsive with Elena present,” he said, aimed at neither of them, a simple observation. “We’ll refine for that.”

Elena’s fingers clenched on the edge of the console; Harley felt the tension through the air, like a wire pulled taut. She wanted to reach back, to offer comfort or challenge, but Anton’s palm returned to her spine, pinning her again.

Anton’s thumb traced the slick path it had left on her cheek, cool now, but the salt still stung. Harley’s mouth felt empty the second he withdrew; she chased the ghost of him with her tongue, tasting latex and cedar from his skin.

Behind her the probe pulsed—small ripples that rolled deep, glass scraping every ridge she didn’t know she had. Milk dripped in steady taps, faster than her heartbeat now, pooling under her nipples and cooling between her ribs.

“Hold the contraction,” he said, calm as ever. “Count internally. Four, three—”

His voice was a cable pulling tight inside her chest. She counted, but the numbers blurred under the rolling buzz; every ripple hit her clit like a fingertip flicking over raw wire. She forced herself still, though the bench edge bit into her hips and her toes curled against cold tile.

Elena clicked something on the console; a soft whir answered. Harley couldn’t see Elena’s face—her back was to the booth—but she felt the shift in the room’s temperature, heard the faint rustle of cotton as Elena crossed her arms, smelled coffee and something sharper that might have been Elena’s own heat.

Anton’s palm left her spine. A moment later warm leather brushed the tender skin between shoulder blades—his belt, unhooked, the buckle swinging loose. The blunt edge traced down the curve of her spine, paused at the base, then tapped once against the plug. The vibration jumped a level; Harley’s knees tried to buckle, but the bench held her hips pinned.

“Pulse width extended,” he murmured, more to the console than to her. “Observe tissue response.”

She felt the response—felt every hair on her body lift as the current widened, felt milk spurt in twin jets that splashed the vinyl and cooled instantly on her inner arm. Her cunt fluttered helplessly around the probe, walls tightening, trying to pull it deeper. The motion tugged her nipples again, sending fresh streams across the bench.

A soft gasp from the booth—Elena, not Anton. Harley’s throat tightened at the sound; she pictured Elena’s thighs pressed together under the white coat, imagined the damp patch that would be spreading right now, and the picture made her clit throb so hard her vision winked.

Anton stepped to her side. His fingers returned, this time gloved in thin black nitrile that squeaked when he parted her folds around the probe. He didn’t push or pull—just watched the stretch, watched milk bead at the mouth of her cunt and drip onto glass. The latex felt colder than the glass; each brush was a sting and a spark.

“Increase suction,” he said.

Elena obeyed; Harley heard the motor pitch higher, felt the domes pull sharper, elongating her nipples until the skin felt paper-thin, ready to tear. Milk streamed in steady arcs now, landing on her thighs, the floor, even the cuff of Anton’s sleeve. He didn’t wipe it away. He let it soak, darkening the grey fabric.

Her breath came in shallow pants that fogged the bench’s vinyl. She could count the beats—one for every pulse in her cunt, one for every drop of milk, one for every pound in her ears. She wanted to beg, but Anton hadn’t asked a question. The rules hummed through her skull louder than the machines.

His hand left her pussy. Leather looped around her throat—his belt, sliding under the collar, cinching tight. The pressure was gentle, but unmistakable. She felt owned in a new way, marked by the buckle pressing to the skin Dr. Anton’s thumb had cleaned minutes ago.

He leaned close, mouth to her ear. “Elena will run the board. You will not come until I instruct. Confirm.”

The belt tightened a fraction. Harley’s answer scraped out on a thread of air. “Yes, Doctor.”

He released the belt, stepped back. The probe’s vibration changed—slow, rolling waves that matched his cadence. Behind her, Elena’s fingers danced over the console; Harley recognized the pattern, the same one Elena had teased her with last night, tongue circling after every third lick. She felt the echo of that tongue now, phantom and cruel.

Milk kept flowing, faster than before, cooling on her ribs and stomach. She smelled herself—sweet, metallic, sharp with need—and wondered if the room smelled it too, if the machines tasted it in the air.

Minutes stretched. The belt remained loose around her throat, a promise rather than a leash. Every so often Anton adjusted the probe’s depth by a millimeter, small enough to feel like imagination, deep enough to make her clit ache. Her nipples throbbed with the suction; she could feel the ducts emptying, refilling, emptying again.

Elena’s voice came soft. “Arousal holding at ninety-one percent.”

Anton’s answer was a low hum. “Edge her.”

The probe surged, a single sharp spike. Harley’s hips jerked against the bench; milk gushed into the collection domes. She clamped her teeth on a moan, held the edge like he’d ordered, muscles straining, cunt fluttering around glass.

He let her hover. Ten seconds. Twenty. The belt brushed her throat again, cool metal kissing sweat. She felt tears prick, not from pain but from how badly she wanted to fall.

Finally he spoke, one word. “Come.”

The probe hit maximum. Suction peaked. Harley’s orgasm slammed through her, milk and electric fire and the taste of salt and cedar. She convulsed against the bench, hips bucking. The belt held steady at her throat while she rode the wave, wave after wave, until the pulse slowed and the suction eased and the bench beneath her was slick and warm with milk and sweat.

Anton stroked the back of her neck once, slow, possessive. “Good girl.”

The domes detached with soft pops. Milk still dripped, slower now, each drop a small punctuation mark on the vinyl. He unbuckled the belt, let it fall to the floor with a clink, then lifted her upright. Her legs trembled; milk streaked her thighs. He didn’t wipe it away. He simply guided her to stand, robe in his other hand, and pressed it into her arms.

Elena watched the whole time, eyes dark, pulse loud in the silence. Harley met her gaze across the room, saw hunger and anger tangled tight, and felt a pulse of satisfaction so fierce it almost hurt.
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Elena stepped forward before Anton could dismiss them. “I’ll run the overnight calibrations,” she said, the words rushing out, too loud in the hush. Milk still dripped from Harley’s nipples, slow splashes on the vinyl. The scent rose, thick and sweet, and Elena's mouth watered again.

Anton’s head tilted, an almost-catlike pause. “You’re off shift at twenty-two hundred.”

“I’ll volunteer the extra four hours. Drift’s been worse after high-volume sessions. Better to re-zero while the ducts are still pliant.” She kept her voice level, but her pulse thumped in her ears like a bass drum. She couldn’t tell if he believed the lie about drift. She barely believed it herself.

Anton glanced at Harley, then back to Elena. “Document every variable.” He turned away, coat already swinging as he left. The door sealed with a soft hiss, leaving silence thick enough to chew.

Harley stayed bent over the bench, milk cooling on her ribs, eyes on Elena. “You’re staying?” The question was quiet, but the edge underneath made Elena’s stomach flip.

“All night,” Elena answered. The words tasted reckless, sweet. She unhooked the suction domes; Harley’s nipples popped free, dark, distended, leaking slower now. Elena's thumbs brushed them once—gentle, not clinical—before she caught herself. Harley shivered, a small sound that shoved heat straight between Elena’s legs.

The lab lights dimmed themselves to amber standby. Elena keyed the console to private mode, blanking the remote feed. Screens went gray. No Anton. No record. Just the two of them and the hum of machines winding down.

First came the rinse cycle. She eased Harley upright, wiped the milk from her skin with warm gauze, slow circles that left gooseflesh in their wake. Harley’s breath hitched when Elena lingered under her breasts, tracing the faint red lines left by the domes. She didn’t stop her.

“You’re flushed here,” Elena murmured, fingers trailing lower, across the soft swell of belly. “Capillary response spike. Could be residual heat.” Lies again, prettier ones. Harley’s skin burned under the touch, hotter than any protocol fever.

Harley leaned back against the bench’s edge, thighs falling open without being asked. The robe slipped off one shoulder; the fabric clung to milk-slick skin. Elena’s pulse skipped. She pulled a fresh sensor pad from the drawer—something small, flat, meant for occipital placement—and instead pressed it to the crease where thigh met hip. “Testing conductivity,” she said aloud, though the pad wasn’t wired.

Harley’s answering smile was lazy, satisfied. “Test all you want.”

Elena snapped on black nitrile gloves. The latex squeaked, louder in the quiet. She fitted a new, slim probe—clear acrylic, ridged. No vibration yet. Just pressure, gentle, then firm, sliding inside Harley’s cunt until the base rested against swollen lips. Harley exhaled through her teeth, hips rolling forward, taking it easy.

Elena keyed the console—low, rolling pulses, ten-second cycles, just enough to keep nerves raw. Harley’s hands fisted the bench padding; milk welled again, slow beads that slid down her stomach and gathered at the probe’s edge. Elena watched every drip, counted heartbeats in the sway of Harley’s ribs.

Midnight blurred into 01:30. She adjusted dials, logged numbers that weren’t needed anymore. Every tweak was an excuse to touch: a soft brush along the inside of Harley’s wrist, the pad of a thumb circling the tight ring of her ass around the plug, a whisper of latex along a milk-wet nipple. Harley took it all, quiet except for the hitch of breath each time Elena got closer.

02:12. The booth felt like a sauna despite the chill. Milk had cooled on vinyl; the scent clung to Elena's tongue. She knelt, stripped the gloves, and replaced them with bare fingers. Warm skin on skin this time. She circled Harley’s clit with the pad of one thumb, slow, deliberate. Harley’s hips jerked sharp; milk squirted in a sudden arc that dotted Elena's forearm.

“Shh,” Elena whispered, tasting the drop on her own thumb. Sweet, warm, perfect. She leaned in, licked a stripe from Harley’s navel to breast, catching the last of it. Harley moaned, low and throaty. The sound curled inside Elena’s chest, hot and possessive.

Elena slid two fingers inside alongside the probe, stretching, feeling the pulse of muscle around glass and flesh. Harley clenched hard; milk spurted again, thinner now, but steady. Elena's fingers curled, found the spot that made Harley’s knees buckle. She held it, pressed, released, pressed again, riding the edge like a metronome.

Harley breathed, “Please,” the first word in an hour.

Elena eased the probe deeper and set it to a deep, rolling wave that matched her own heartbeat. She did not let Harley come. She kept her there, hovering, milk slowing to a lazy drip, body trembling, for another forty-three minutes—until the console’s internal clock flashed 03:00 and the need in her own cunt became unbearable.

She killed the vibration, removed the probe. Harley sagged, sweat and milk mixing in a sheen across her skin. Elena gathered her up, wrapped her in a heated blanket, and held her against the bench’s edge while aftershocks twitched through muscles.

Elena’s hands moved without permission, fingers fumbling at the drawstring of her scrub pants. The knot gave on the second tug and the waistband slid down her hips, cool air stinging the sweat-damp skin beneath. She kicked the fabric away, felt it catch on one ankle before it dropped to the tile. Her underwear followed, a quick yank past her thighs, and then she was naked from the waist down, the vinyl bench cold against her knees as she knelt.

Harley’s breath hitched, milk still dripping slow from one nipple—a fat bead that clung, then let go and rolled down the slope of her breast. Elena caught it with her tongue, licked a warm stripe up to the source, and sealed her mouth over the stiff peak. Sweet heat flooded her mouth, thicker than any sample in the lab, and she swallowed hard, sucking again until Harley moaned.

The taste made everything sharper—the scent of milk and ozone, the low thrum of machines cooling, the pulse between her own legs that matched the tug of suction at Harley’s breast. Elena’s hand found the probe she’d set aside—still slick from Harley, still faintly buzzing. She angled it between her thighs, slid the tip along her own slit, and pushed. The glass stretched her open, ridges catching on sensitive walls, filling her with a burn that made her eyes water.

Harley’s fingers threaded through Elena’s hair, guiding her to the other nipple. Elena latched on, tongue swirling, drawing milk in steady pulls while her hips rocked forward, fucking herself with the probe. The vibration woke again—low, rolling waves synced to the collar’s violet pulse—and she groaned around Harley’s breast, the sound muffled by flesh and milk.

She couldn’t get deep enough. She pulled the probe out halfway, shoved it back in hard, the base nudging her clit with every thrust. Milk sprayed across her cheek, ran down her throat, pooled where her collarbones met. She drank, sucked, swallowed, then licked the last drops from the nipple before moving lower.

Harley’s thighs parted without asking. Elena’s mouth found the slick center, tongue pushing inside alongside the probe she’d left behind earlier. Salt-sweet mixed with milk; she tasted both, lapped at the source while her own cunt clenched around the glass. The angle was awkward—knees on tile, back arched—but she didn’t care. Every flick of her tongue made Harley jerk; every jerk sent more milk spattering onto the bench.

Her free hand cupped her own breast, thumb rubbing the small, tight nipple through wet fabric. She wished it would leak the way Harley’s did, wished she could feed her back. The thought made her clit throb harder, made her push the probe deeper until the ridged glass scraped that spot inside and she had to bite Harley’s thigh to keep from screaming.

Harley’s hips rolled upward, grinding against Elena’s face. Elena matched the rhythm, fucking herself faster, milk now sliding down her chin and dripping onto Harley’s stomach. She felt Harley’s pussy flutter around her tongue, felt the next orgasm building, and pulled back just enough to watch.

Harley came with a sharp cry, milk squirting in an arc that hit the overhead lamp and cooled in mid-air. Elena kept the probe buried inside herself, grinding the base against her clit until her own climax hit—sharp, sudden, soaking the bench beneath her knees. She rode it out breathing against Harley’s thigh, tongue still tasting them both.

When the pulses faded, she eased the probe free, set it aside with shaking hands. Milk and cream streaked her forearms; her scrubs lay forgotten in a heap. Harley tugged her up, pulled her into the narrow bed, and wrapped arms and legs around her like blankets. They stayed there, sticky and panting, until the lab lights ticked to 04:00 and the machines began their soft reset cycle.

Elena’s pulse slowed against Harley’s chest, milk warm on her skin, the scent of both of them filling the small room like a secret. She didn’t reach for her pants. She didn’t want to.
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The next morning the lab felt too small, air thick with what had happened and what hadn’t been said. Harley sat on the edge of the recliner, robe loose, milk already spotting the fabric. Elena stood behind the console, fingers hovering over keys she wasn’t pressing. Dr. Anton came in last, coat crisp, eyes flat as steel.

Elena didn’t look at Harley. She looked at Anton, a single glance that crackled.

“Run the post-orgasmic flush sequence,” he said, voice calm.

Elena’s hands stayed still. “We need to discuss escalation parameters.”

Anton’s brow lifted a fraction. “Discuss them tomorrow.”

“Now.” The word left Elena’s mouth like a bullet. Cool, sharp, not loud.

Harley’s pulse jumped; she felt it in the collar, a soft violet flicker against her throat. She stayed quiet, legs dangling from the chair, feet cold on the tile. The room smelled of antiseptic and the faint sweet of her own milk still drying on skin.

Anton folded his arms. “Clinical concerns?”

“Personal ones,” Elena said. “Professional formality.”

Anton didn’t move. His gaze slid to Harley, lingered on the milk spots, then returned to Elena. “Speak.”

Elena’s shoulders squared. “Subject H has reached optimal compliance. Intimacy metrics exceed protocol limits. Continued direct involvement compromises data integrity.”

Harley heard the word intimacy and bit the inside of her cheek to keep from smiling. Her tongue tasted copper.

Anton’s tone stayed level. “Are you questioning my objectivity?”

“I’m questioning yours.” Elena’s voice cracked once, then steadied. “You’re mapping her responses while feeding them. That’s not science. That’s imprinting.”

Harley felt the air shift, heavier, tighter. She watched Anton’s knuckles whiten where they rested on the console rail. He didn’t deny anything. He simply studied Elena’s face like a slide under a microscope.

“You’ve spent three nights alone with her,” he said. “Your vitals spike every time you log a session. Shall we compare heart-rate overlays?”

Elena flushed, the pink climbing her neck fast. Harley saw it and felt warmth pool low in her belly. Power, quiet and absolute.

“I’m aware of my own data,” Elena replied, clipped. “I logged it. I filed it. I didn’t hide it.”

Anton stepped forward one pace. “Then you’re aware you’re compromised.”

“I’m aware,” Elena said, “that someone needs to stay rational.”

Anton’s gaze flicked to Harley again. She met it, steady, letting him see everything: the ache in her nipples, the throb between her thighs, the way she hadn’t stopped tasting Elena’s mouth since the night before. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

Anton’s voice dropped. “Rational is subjective. Subject H responds to stimuli. All stimuli.” He paused, then added, almost idle, “We refine, not restrain.”

Elena’s jaw clenched. “Refine within protocol.”

Anton’s lip curved, a slight thing. “Protocol is elastic.”

Silence stretched, thick with milk and ozone. Harley felt it coil around her throat like the belt he’d used the night before, pressure without pain. She shifted deliberately, thighs parting just enough for milk to slide lower, cool on sensitive skin. Both pairs of eyes tracked the drop. She savored the moment.

Anton turned back to Elena. “Log your concerns. We’ll review after next cycle.”

Elena didn’t nod. “I’ll log them now,” she said, fingers already flying across the tablet. Harley caught the flicker of entries: escalation flag, observer bias, recommend split oversight. The words looked neat and harmless, but Harley tasted the warning underneath.

Anton watched the screen, then spoke without looking up. “Schedule her for double shift. Collar coding under my key.”

Elena’s fingers paused. “Split custody,” she countered. “Twelve-hour rotations. Alternate consoles.”

Anton’s brow lifted again. “Demanding?”

“Requesting,” Elena said, voice steady. “For data purity.”

Harley felt the tug-of-war in the air, gentle but razor-edged. Anton’s gaze slid to her one more time, measuring. She met it, slow blink, letting him read the message: choose.

He didn’t answer immediately. He keyed something into the console; the collar flickered from violet to blue, then back again. A silent decision.

“Rotation begins tonight,” he said. “Midnight handoff. Details logged.”

Elena exhaled through her nose, relief or disappointment—Harley couldn’t tell which. Harley herself felt neither. She felt the pressure, soft but insistent, like a hand on the back of her neck guiding her forward. Two paths forming, no map, no safe word.

Anton stepped closer, fingertips brushing her collar. “You’ll sleep in containment tonight. Sensor array active. No exceptions.”

Harley’s pulse stuttered. Containment meant white walls, red light, no blankets, no company. Elena’s eyes flicked, sharp, but she only nodded. “I’ll prep the suite,” she said, already moving toward the door.

Anton watched her go, then turned back to Harley. “Your choice shapes the data,” he murmured, too soft for Elena to hear. “Remember that.”

Harley swallowed. Milk slipped from both nipples, landing on her bare thigh. She didn’t wipe it away. She let it stay, proof and promise.

Once Elena left, Anton’s palm settled warm on Harley’s spine, a brief, proprietary stroke. Then he stepped back.

“Tonight,” he said, and left her sitting there, collar humming violet-blue-violet, the room still heavy with the scent of them and the choices they hadn’t voiced aloud.
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Harley’s collar buzzed twice—short, sharp—while she was still tasting the ghost of milk on her tongue. The sound cut through the low hum of machines and the softer throb still pulsing behind her clit. She straightened on the bench, robe half-open, skin prickling where air hit wet milk.

Elena froze at the console, finger hovering over the keypad. Anton’s head snapped toward the ceiling speaker. A tinny voice filled the room—secretary, maybe, or legal. Harley didn’t recognize it.

“Board summons, Dr. Anton. Conference level, fourteen-hundred. Full quorum. Bring Subject H and relevant staff.”

The speaker clicked off. No explanation. No apology. Just the sudden weight of outside eyes.

Harley felt the milk on her stomach go cold. She wiped it with the robe edge, but the cloth stuck, gluey. Her pulse ticked faster than the collar’s idle violet flicker.

Anton exhaled through his nose, then keyed the intercom. “Acknowledged.” His voice stayed flat, but Harley saw the tiny jerk at his jaw—same twitch he got when a sensor failed mid-sequence. He turned to Elena. “Prep her. Clean sheet, neutral scent, full vitals print-out. I want the lactation curve overlayed on arousal delta. Make it look inevitable.”

Elena’s shoulders went rigid. “They’ll ask who authorized night access.”

“They won’t ask if the data’s perfect.” He snapped his coat straight, already moving toward the door. “Clean her up.”

Then he was gone, footsteps crisp down the corridor, leaving Harley half-naked and buzzing with aftershocks that suddenly felt like evidence.

Elena waited until the door sealed before she spoke. “Shower. Now.” Her voice was low, but Harley heard the shake underneath. “We’ve got forty minutes.”

Harley slid off the bench, legs wobbling. Milk kept leaking, slower now, tracing the same paths that had dried sticky. She followed Elena through the side door into the small decon stall. Steam hissed instantly, hot enough to sting. Elena didn’t wait—she stepped in too, clothes and all, scrubbing Harley’s skin with antiseptic foam that smelled like crushed mint and copper.

The water ran white at first, then clear. Harley watched it swirl down the drain and wondered how much of herself was disappearing with it. Elena’s hands moved fast, clinical, but her thumbs lingered at the hollow of Harley’s hips, pressing hard enough to bruise.

“They’ll ask what you want,” Elena whispered, mouth close to Harley’s ear, voice almost lost under the spray. “Don’t say ‘I don’t know.’ Say you want autonomy. Say you want oversight. Say anything that sounds like choice.”

Harley turned, water sluicing between them. “What if I want the program?”

Elena’s eyes flicked, startled, then shuttered. “Then you’ll get swallowed.” She poured shampoo into her palm, worked it through Harley’s hair, fingers digging at the scalp. “They’ll keep you wired until the numbers flatten. Then they’ll cut you loose, souvenir tits and a blank chart.”

The words hit like ice water. Harley’s stomach clenched. She pictured the flat lines she’d seen on old monitors—subjects whose names had vanished after peak output. She pictured herself walking out, nipples still dripping, no collar, no hum, no hands telling her what to do next. The image felt like falling with no floor.

Elena rinsed, then pressed her forehead to Harley’s. “Ask for me,” she breathed. “Ask for split custody. I’ll keep you human.”

Harley swallowed. The mint steam burned her throat. “And Anton?”

Elena’s jaw tightened. “He’ll promise you forever inside these walls. Forever gets small when the funding dries up.”

She killed the water, wrapped Harley in a towel that smelled of bleach and dryer heat. No milk now, just damp skin and the faint ozone scent of the collar. Harley’s nipples ached, empty, begging for suction that wasn’t coming. She pressed her palms to them, trying to stop the phantom pull.

In the prep room, Elena dressed her in a plain white gown—no sensors, no ports, no snaps at the breasts. Cotton loose enough to hide the swell, thick enough to stop leaks showing. She clipped a fresh sensor disc behind Harley’s ear, but left the collar dark. “They’ll ask about the band. Tell them it’s a vital monitor. Don’t mention ownership.”

Harley nodded, throat dry. She wanted to ask what ownership meant now, but the words stuck. Elena’s hands shook as she smoothed the gown over Harley’s back, fingers tracing the knobs of spine like she was memorizing them.

At 13:55 they walked the corridor—Elena two steps behind, tablet clutched white-knuckled, Harley barefoot on cold tile, pulse thudding louder than the fluorescent buzz. The boardroom glass doors came into view, reflecting her own shape: tall, shoulders square, nipples stiff under cotton, collar hidden by hair. She looked like a patient. She felt like livestock dressed for judging.

Inside, the table gleamed—carbon steel, twelve chairs, half filled. Men in charcoal suits, women in sharp blazers, all eyes lifting as she entered. Anton stood at the far end, posture perfect, coat buttoned. He didn’t smile, but his shoulders eased a fraction when he saw her walk steady.

Harley’s nameplate read SUBJECT H - PHASE IV. Not Harley. Not even patient. Subject. The word pressed against her ribs like a second collar.

The chair they offered was padded but high-backed, forcing her spine straight. Elena took a smaller seat against the wall, tablet balanced, eyes down. Anton remained standing.

A woman with silver hair and a red lapel pin spoke first. “Dr. Anton, your proposal requests permanent program status for Subject H. The board requires justification beyond lactation metrics.”

Anton’s voice was smooth, rehearsed. “Subject H has exceeded every physiological target. Neural sync at ninety-nine point four percent. Tissue compliance optimal. Autonomic response to external command is instantaneous. She represents a reproducible platform for hormone-driven compliance.”

He clicked the remote. A hologram bloomed above the table—Harley’s body rotating, layers peeling back: ducts lit gold, nerves spidering neon, cunt rendered in translucent pink with the probe seated deep. She watched herself glow, abstract and perfect, and felt nothing.

“More importantly,” Anton continued, “she has chosen continued participation. No restraints required. No sedation. She obeys because the structure gives her peace. That’s scalable.”

Harley’s cheeks burned. She kept her gaze on the hologram, on the bright line of milk flowing through the tube, and tried to pretend it wasn’t her.

The silver-haired woman turned to Harley. “Is this accurate? You wish to remain in the program?”

Harley opened her mouth. Nothing came. She felt Elena’s eyes on her cheek like heat from a lamp. She felt Anton’s presence across the table, steady, certain, waiting for his data point to speak.

Peace. He’d said peace. She remembered the first night the collar hummed and the world shrank to his voice and the next command. She remembered the absence of choice, the warm blank where anxiety used to live. She remembered milk streaming and the way he’d licked it from her skin like communion.

Her tongue moved. “I—”

Elena’s voice cut in, sharp. “With respect, the subject requires advocate oversight. Continued participation under split custody ensures ethical boundaries.” words spilled fast, clipped. “Rotation between medical lead and psychological support prevents dependency drift. Data stays pure. Subject retains agency.”

Anton’s jaw flexed. “Agency compromises reflex. The protocol is obedience.”

“Obedience without safeguard is exploitation,” Elena shot back. “Board guidelines require dual oversight for permanent status.”

The silver-haired woman raised a hand. Both fell silent. She looked at Harley again. “Subject H, what do you want?”

The room narrowed to that question. Harley felt the milk building behind her nipples, felt the collar’s faint hum even though it was dark. Permanent status meant the hum never stopped. Split custody meant choosing who held the remote. Both futures stretched in front of her, corridors lined with doors that locked from the outside.

She thought of Elena’s mouth at dawn, whispering autonomy like a prayer. She thought of Anton’s belt loose around her throat, the way he’d said perfect like he was naming her soul.

Her throat worked. “I want…” The milk let go, a sudden warm trickle sliding down her ribs beneath the gown. She felt it pool at the waistband, felt the fabric cling. Every eye in the room tracked the dark bloom of wet cotton.

She swallowed. “I want to finish becoming.” The words surprised her—true and terrifying, shapeless as smoke. “But I don’t want to disappear.”

Anton’s gaze softened, victory flickering. Elena’s eyes widened, hurt flashing quick before she shuttered it.

The silver-haired woman closed the file. “We’ll consider conditional extension under dual oversight. Midnight rotation, weekly review, subject retains right to terminate. Decision in forty-eight hours.” She stood. The rest followed, suits rustling like wings.
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Anton’s hand settled on Harley’s spine the moment the boardroom door clicked shut behind them. She felt the warmth through cotton, then the pressure, guiding her down the corridor that smelled of pine cleaner and cold electronics. Her bare feet slapped tile, milk drying sticky between her ribs, the gown clinging where it had wicked the spill. She didn’t ask where they were going; the collar was dark but his pulse beat against her shoulder blade and that was enough.

He stopped at a door she had never seen: unmarked, same grey as the walls, opened by a key he kept on a chain around his neck. Inside was an office narrower than his main one, no windows, one lamp throwing a cone of yellow on a desk littered with foil packets and a single black remote. The air tasted of cedar and solder, the same bite that clung to his hair when he worked late.

He locked the door. The click echoed in her bones.

“Decision day,” he said, voice low, almost amused. “You told them you want to finish becoming.”

Harley’s throat tightened. She nodded.

“Good.” He stepped close, thumb brushing the spot where milk had soaked through cotton. “Becoming is messy. Let’s make a mess.”

The gown peeled away with one tug, over her head, dropped to the floor. Cool air hit her nipples and they beaded hard, leaking instantly. Two drops fell to the desk, splashed near his knuckles. He watched them land, then licked the salt from his thumb.

“You leak faster when you’re nervous,” he said, and pressed her back until the desk edge bit her thighs. Leather belt hissed free, buckle clinking. He didn’t strip fully—just opened his trousers, freed his cock. It jutted thick and hot, already slick at the tip. Harley smelled herself on the air, sharper now, mixing with the faint cedar of his skin.

He lifted her onto the desk, spread her knees wide. Milk streamed down her stomach, pooled at the base of his shaft when he stepped between her legs. The head nudged her entrance, slid through cream, caught and held.

“Ask,” he said, eyes locked on hers.

“Please, Doctor.” The words left her throat raw, desperate.

He pushed in one long thrust, filling her to the root. The stretch burned perfect, glass and flesh memories colliding. She felt him bottom out, felt her cunt flutter around him, milk spraying onto his shirt in thin arcs. He groaned, the sound rumbling through her ribs, and started to move—slow, deliberate, desk creaking under her ass.

The door opened.

Elena stood framed in fluorescent hallway light, tablet clutched against her chest, eyes wide. For a heartbeat only the wet slap of skin and the hum of the collar filled the room. Harley felt Anton’s cock twitch inside her, but he didn’t pull out. He turned his head, gaze flat.

“You’re off rotation until midnight,” he said, voice steady even as his hips kept rocking, shallow thrusts that milked fresh drops from Harley’s breasts.

Elena stepped inside, kicked the door shut. “You locked me out of the feed.” Her voice cracked, anger and hurt tangled tight. “You said dual oversight.”

“I said oversight,” Anton answered, hand sliding to Harley’s throat, thumb pressing the collar. “This is oversight.”

Harley watched Elena’s pupils blow wide, saw her chest rise fast under scrub cotton. The scent of her—coffee, citrus, fear—cut through cedar and sex. Harley’s cunt clenched around Anton’s shaft, milk streaming between them.

Elena’s tablet clattered to the floor. She crossed the room in three strides, shoved Anton’s shoulder hard enough to break his rhythm. He stayed buried, but turned, giving her space. Elena’s hands went to Harley’s face, thumbs wiping milk from her chin.

“Tell me to stop,” Elena said, eyes searching.

Harley shook her head, breathing hard. “Don’t stop.”

Elena kissed her, rough, tasting milk and Anton’s skin. Her tongue swept Harley’s mouth once, twice, then she pulled back, yanked her scrub top over her head. Her breasts were small, nipples tight and dark. Harley leaned forward, mouth closing over one, sucking hard. Elena gasped, fingers threading into wet hair, holding her there.

Anton started moving again, hips snapping faster, desk rattling. His hand left Harley’s throat, closed around Elena’s wrist, pulling her closer. Elena didn’t resist. She kicked off her shoes, shoved pants and underwear down together, climbed onto the desk beside Harley, thighs spreading wide.

Harley switched breasts, tongue swirling, hand sliding down to Elena’s cunt—slick, hot, ready. Two fingers pushed inside, curling, matching Anton’s pace inside her own pussy. Elena moaned into her hair, hips rocking forward, riding Harley’s hand.

Anton pulled out suddenly, cock glistening with Harley’s cream. He gripped Elena’s waist, spun her to face him, pushed her back until she lay half across Harley’s lap. He entered her in one thrust, hard enough to slide her up the desk. Elena cried out, legs wrapping around his hips, milk from Harley’s breasts splashing across her stomach.

Harley leaned over, mouth finding Elena’s nipple again, sucking while Anton fucked her. Her hand slipped between their bodies, fingers circling Elena’s clit, then lower, brushing the base of Anton’s cock where it pistoned in and out. She felt him stretch Elena, felt the wet slap of skin, felt Elena’s cunt flutter around him.

Anton groaned, pace stuttering. He pulled out, flipped Elena onto her stomach across Harley’s thighs, pushed back in from behind. The new angle drove Elena’s face into Harley’s crotch. Harley spread her knees wider, guiding Elena’s mouth to her clit.

Elena didn’t hesitate—tongue lapping, sucking, fingers sliding inside Harley’s cunt alongside the memory of Anton’s cock. Harley bucked, milk streaming onto Elena’s back, pooling in the hollow of her spine. Anton’s hand found Harley’s breast, pinching the nipple hard, milk shooting in an arc that splashed his chest.

Harley came first—sharp, sudden, cunt clamping around Elena’s fingers, milk spraying in wild pulses. She sobbed, hands fisting Elena’s hair, riding the wave until her legs shook.

Anton pulled out again, flipped Harley onto her back, pushed Elena’s face lower. Elena licked through Harley’s spasms, tongue pushing deeper, tasting milk and cream and Anton’s spend. Harley felt Elena’s moan vibrate through her cunt, felt the next orgasm build before the first had faded.

Anton entered Elena again, hard, hips slamming. Elena’s tongue never left Harley’s clit, licking faster, matching his rhythm. Harley watched his cock stretch Elena, watched milk drip onto her ass, watched Elena’s fingers claw the desk as she came—sharp cry muffled against Harley’s thigh, cunt pulsing around Anton’s shaft.

He followed a breath later—hips jerking, cock buried deep, come flooding Elena in hot pulses. Harley felt the spill slide out, drip onto her own thigh, mingle with milk and sweat.

Silence crashed in, broken only by harsh breathing and the soft drip of milk onto tile. Elena’s head rested on Harley’s stomach, tongue still flicking lazy circles around her clit. Anton stayed inside her, cock twitching the last drops, hand stroking Harley’s breast, milk smearing across his palm.

Eventually he pulled out, milk and come sliding down Elena’s thigh. Harley pulled Elena up, kissed her deep, tasting herself and Anton and the salt of Elena’s skin. Elena kissed back, slow, exhausted, hand sliding between Harley’s legs again, two fingers pushing inside, thumb rubbing lazy circles.

Anton watched them, chest heaving, cock still half-hard, glistening. He stepped closer, hand cupping Harley’s jaw, thumb brushing her lower lip. She opened, took his thumb inside, sucked it clean. He groaned, leaned in, kissed her hard, tasting milk and Elena and himself.

Elena’s fingers kept moving, slow, steady. Harley felt another wave build, softer this time, milk dripping in lazy drops onto the desk. She rode Elena’s hand, hips rocking, until the orgasm rolled through her—sweet, endless, milk and cream and the taste of both of them on her tongue.

When it faded, they collapsed in a tangle across the desk—Anton’s shirt soaked, Elena’s scrubs forgotten on the floor, Harley milk-slick and shaking. The lamp cast gold over skin and milk and the wet streaks that marked everything they’d touched.

No one spoke. The room smelled of sex and ozone and the faint sweet of milk that still dripped, slow, between them.
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The recovery suite smelled of nothing. No milk, no ozone, no Anton, no Elena—just clean metal and the faint chill of silent vents. Harley stood barefoot on the rubber mat, gown open, skin prickling as the last drop of milk cooled between her breasts. The collar lay dark against her throat, but its weight had not left her bones.

She drew a slow breath, deeper than any she could remember taking alone. Air slid past her teeth, sharp, like the first drag of winter. It reached the bottom of her lungs and sat there, heavy, full. Her nipples throbbed in the absence of suction; her cunt still fluttered from the echo of the probe. Every inch of her felt used, remade, humming. Ready.

Across the glass wall, the clinic waited—no faces, no voices, just rows of green LEDs blinking their steady patient rhythm. Somewhere beyond that glass, she knew, Anton was reading numbers he thought were hers. Elsewhere Elena was logging variables she believed belonged to a subject. Both of them sure they understood the shape of her next heartbeat.

But the heartbeat was hers. She felt it kick under her ribs, fast, then slower, steady as a drum she alone could hear. The hum in her muscles wasn’t the machines anymore; it was her own blood remembering how to choose.

She closed her eyes. Milk leaked once more, a single fat drop rolling down the slope of her breast and catching at the waistband of the gown. She didn’t move to stop it. It felt like proof: something inside still producing, still answering only to her.

One step forward. The mat sighed beneath her sole. Another. The cool air kissed the slick seam between her legs, and she felt herself clench—not from command, not from code, just because she could.

A panel glowed soft green on the far wall. INTERFACE READY. She stared at it long enough for the letters to blur, then sharpen again. The clinic offered the same thing it always had: more data, more wires, more mouths and hands calibrated to her exact frequency. If she walked through that door, Anton would smile with that small, pleased curve, and Elena would bite her lip and reach for the console, and both of them would believe the next sequence was inevitable.

But the door behind her—plain steel, no handle on the inside—stayed shut. No one had told her she couldn’t open it.

Harley lifted her hand. The collar rested cool against her pulse, waiting for voltage or voice or a simple tug of ownership. Instead she traced the edge of the control plate with one fingernail. The plastic clicked softly. A faint red LED blinked once, questioning. She pressed again. The buckle loosened. The band slid free, weight dropping away so suddenly her neck felt naked, light, like a bird testing wings it had forgotten it had.

She caught the collar before it hit the floor, fingers curling around the smooth polymer. For a heartbeat she considered snapping it back on—easy, familiar, warm. Then she set it on the counter like any other tool and stepped back.

Her reflection stared from the mirrored wall: milk drying in faint streaks, nipples long and dark, pupils blown wide. She looked like someone who had been rebuilt, yes, but the pieces had settled into a shape she finally recognized. Not Anton’s design. Not Elena’s rescue. Just her.

The green panel blinked again. INVITATION. She ignored it.

Instead she crossed to the steel door, placed her palm flat against the cool metal, and felt the thrum of the clinic’s heart through the surface. She didn’t know what waited on the other side—corridor, elevator, maybe a guard who would ask questions in flat tones. She didn’t care. Every step she took now would write the next protocol: one foot after another, not because the code told her to, but because she could taste the choice on her tongue—coppery, sweet, entirely her own.

Behind her, the room stayed silent, patient, unfeeling. Machines ready to hum, probes ready to stretch, mouths ready to suck. They would wait forever if she let them.

Harley lowered her hand, took one last breath of the sterile air, and turned the lock.
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