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Introduction




My stories are raw, unfiltered, and too wild for Kindle. I don’t water it down—and I don’t hold back. 

All characters in this fictional story are adults.

Love taboo stories? The kind that Amazon bans? I’ve got you. Find more of my books and exclusive content at https://delilah-cole.com

Do you like FREE smut? Hey, no judgement here, I’m the one who sits around writing it! Grab your FREE BOOK Here- https://dl.bookfunnel.com/olgjv5fzxb








  
  

Chapter one

Chapter 1





The metal collar they had given her recently rested at the base of Tammy’s throat, cool and silent. It had once symbolized submission. Now, it felt like a question. 

She moved through the corridors of The Haven like a woman both revered and restrained. Her steps were measured, posture impeccable—taught by Mira herself—and her breasts, full and sensitive, swayed heavily beneath the thin linen of her uniform. She was no longer a novice. Not even just a provider. She was elite now. A prime.

Tammy had earned her way to the top through perfect obedience, unmatched output, and complete surrender during every milking and every breeding. The women whispered about her. The juniors idolized her. Mira used her name like a sermon.

And yet, something had changed.

The ache between her legs wasn’t just from being kept on edge, nor from the constant stimulation of her breasts. It was more than that. It was hunger—not just for touch or fullness—but for truth.

Her fingers grazed the polished wood of the hallway banister, her thoughts drifting, as they had been for days, to him.

The Donor.

She’d never been told his name. She wasn’t supposed to care. Donors were not for bonding. They were tools. Sacred and potent—but nameless, faceless, interchangeable.

Except he wasn’t. Not to her.

His eyes had found hers during the last ceremony. They’d locked, held, seen—just for a breath. But in that stolen moment, something passed between them. Not just lust or dominance. Recognition.

And then he was gone. Taken from her body and from her sight like all the others before him. But she hadn’t stopped thinking about him.

Tammy reached the observation garden, a place she’d once visited for silent reflection after her morning milkings. She didn’t come here much anymore. Mira kept her busy, her schedule filled with breeding prep, hormone monitoring, extended milk collection, and obedience demonstrations for the new initiates.

But today she needed space to remember who she was beneath the purpose they’d given her.

She sat on the stone bench and folded her hands in her lap. The robe she wore was parted slightly, and a warm breeze played across the damp curve of her inner thigh. She didn’t close it. She was never truly alone here—cameras, sensors, eyes behind mirrored glass. But still, for this moment, she pretended she was free.




A soft chime echoed over the garden speakers, signaling an upcoming session. Her next milking would be done publicly—again. Lately, everything had become a performance. Tammy, the shining example of total surrender. Mira’s pride. The Doctor’s prize.

And yet, even he had changed.

The Doctor had always been methodical and calm. Gentle in ways Mira never was. In private, he offered touches that felt more like care than control. Their sessions were clinical, yes, but also intimate. Over time, he’d lingered. A second longer with his gloved hand. A pause before pulling away. Once, after an exam, he’d pressed his forehead to hers.

Tammy hadn’t flinched. She’d leaned in.

And lately, she’d caught him watching her differently. Not just as a subject. As a woman.

Her fingers curled slightly. That secret hope—dangerous and foolish—whispered inside her again: What if he cares? What if they both do?

But fantasies like that didn’t belong here.

Here, love was not permitted. Attachment diluted obedience. Obedience was the only path to worth.

Still, the question grew louder.

What if she didn’t want to be worthy anymore?

A breeze picked up, carrying the distant hum of the central milking chambers. It was almost time. She stood, smoothing the hem of her robe, and turned toward the main wing.

As she entered the interior hall, Wren passed her carrying a tray of hormone vials. “They added another hour to your session,” she murmured, avoiding eye contact. “Mira wants you extra full.”

Of course she did. Spectacle demanded excess.

Tammy’s breasts already ached from the delay. They’d learned long ago how to keep her engorged for the ceremony. She didn’t mind the pressure. In some ways, it still brought her pleasure. But lately it was tinged with something else. Resentment.

In the medical wing, she stripped and stood while the Doctor adjusted the stirrups. The familiar scent of antiseptic and warm latex filled her nose. He said nothing for several long seconds, just watched her, his eyes trailing the soft swell of her belly, the dripping weight of her breasts.

“Tammy,” he said quietly, finally. “You’ve been distracted.”

She didn’t deny it. “I have questions.”




His gaze sharpened, but not unkindly. “That’s not part of your role.”

“Maybe I want a new role.”

Silence. Then, a whisper, barely audible: “Careful.”

She opened her mouth again, but the door opened behind him, and Mira swept in like a blade.

“She’s ready?” Mira asked, lips curling with approval.

The Doctor nodded, his hands briefly clenching.

Tammy lay back, her thighs still parted, her heart thudding in her chest—not from fear or anticipation, but from the certainty that she was starting to fracture.

She was no longer just a vessel.

And something inside her had begun to scream.











