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Chapter 1: The Descent to Xeno-Prime

	 

	The pressure against Aubrey Campbell’s chest was unrelenting, a rhythmic suction that pulled at her sensitive skin until her breath hitched in a ragged gasp. She was strapped to the Milking Table, her limbs secured by soft, bioluminescent restraints that pulsed with a faint blue light. Above her, the vaulted ceilings of the Obsidian Spires of Gentry loomed, carved from the dark, shimmering stone of Xeno-Prime. 

"Steady your breathing, Aubrey," Zaire Gentry commanded, his voice a low baritone that echoed off the sterile walls. The Chief Overseer adjusted a dial on the side of the apparatus, increasing the intensity of the warm, pulsating waves designed to stimulate her mammary glands. "The hormonal transition is essential. Your body must be overflowing with nourishment before the Prime Commander provides the seed."

Aubrey bit her lip, her back arching as a sudden, sharp heat radiated through her breasts. She could feel the strange, alien technology working deep within her tissues, forcing a biological readiness that her human body was still struggling to comprehend. This was the cost of the treaty, the price for Earth’s survival. She was the chosen breeder, the vessel for the royal Xeronian line.

The heavy doors to the chamber slid open with a hiss of pressurized air. Sawyer Carter stepped into the room, his presence immediately commanding the space. He was a vision of raw, extraterrestrial power, his skin a deep, bronzed hue that contrasted sharply with the silver embroidery of his commander’s uniform. His golden eyes locked onto Aubrey, tracking the way her chest heaved against the silver cups of the milking machine.

"Report, Zaire," Sawyer said, his voice dropping an octave as he approached the table.

"The induction is proceeding ahead of schedule, Commander," Zaire replied, stepping back to allow Sawyer room. "Her response to the Xeronian stimulants is remarkable. She is already beginning to leak the first translucent drops of pre - lactation. Her body is hungry for the role of mother."

Sawyer reached out, his large, warm hand hovering just inches from Aubrey’s flushed skin. He didn’t use the machine’s controls; instead, he touched the sensitive curve of her breast, his thumb brushing against the edge of the suction seal. Aubrey let out a soft moan, her toes curling against the footrests. The heat of his touch was more intense than any machine.

"I told you I would handle her personally today," Sawyer murmured, his eyes darkening with a primal, romantic obsession. "The machines are too cold for such a delicate flower."

He pressed a button on the console, and the mechanical suction ceased. Aubrey felt a momentary relief, followed quickly by a heavy, aching fullness. Sawyer began to work his hands over her, his palms kneading the swollen tissue with a systematic, practiced strength. He was the Prime Stud of his people, and his touch was designed to evoke a total physiological surrender.

"You feel so heavy, Aubrey," Sawyer whispered, leaning down so his lips were mere inches from her ear. "So full of life before I have even planted my heir within you. Do you feel how your body prepares for me?"

"Yes," Aubrey gasped, her head lolling back against the headrest. "It hurts - it’s so much."

"It is the weight of our future," Sawyer said, his voice thick with devotion. He squeezed firmly, and Aubrey watched in a daze as the first thick, creamy streams of milk sprayed against his palms. He didn’t look away; he watched the evidence of her fertility with a hunger that made her heart race. 

In the shadows of the observation gallery, Amani Montgomery watched the display with a tight, bitter expression. She had expected to be the one on that table, the one to secure the Gentry bloodline. Beside her, the loyal guard Beckett Rivera stood like a statue, his hand resting on the hilt of his pulse - blade. 

"The Commander is becoming distracted," Amani hissed, her voice barely audible. "He treats a human breeder like a queen. This interracial union is a stain on the Spires."

"He treats his mate with the respect the mother of his child deserves," Beckett replied coolly, his eyes never leaving Sawyer and Aubrey. "You would do well to remember your place, Amani."

Down on the floor, Sawyer remained oblivious to the political tension. He was focused entirely on the woman beneath him. He dipped a finger into the milk he had drawn from her and brought it to her lips. 

"Taste it, Aubrey," he commanded gently. "Taste the sweetness of what you will provide for our son. You are becoming exactly what I need. My queen, my breeder, my everything."

Aubrey took his finger into her mouth, the rich, sweet taste of her own hyper - lactation filling her senses. She felt a profound, swirling connection to the alien man standing over her. This was no longer just a clinical arrangement or a treaty requirement. As Sawyer’s hands continued their rhythmic, expert milking, she knew she was being claimed in a way that went beyond politics. 

He leaned down, pressing a firm, possessive kiss to her forehead while his hands worked to drain the aching fullness of her breasts. "Tonight," he whispered against her skin, "the milking ends and the breeding begins. I will fill you so deeply that there will be no doubt whose heir you carry."

Aubrey’s body hummed with a desperate, mounting need. The systematic preparation was complete. She was ready to be bred.

	 


Chapter 2: Within the Obsidian Spires

	 

	The heavy obsidian doors of the breeding chamber groaned as they were thrown open with a force that echoed through the high - tech sanctuary. The sudden intrusion shattered the intimate silence of the room, causing Aubrey Campbell to gasp as she lay strapped to the milking table. Her breasts, swollen and heavy with the hyper - lactation induced by the Xeronian biological stimulants, leaked steady streams of creamy white milk that splashed onto the polished surface of the table.

Zaire Gentry, the Chief Overseer, stood in the doorway, his face a mask of grim urgency. He held a holographic scroll that pulsed with the crimson light of a high - level council decree. Behind him, the loyal guard Beckett Rivera stood at attention, his hand resting on the hilt of his pulse - blade, his eyes scanning the corridor for any sign of Amani Montgomery’s spies.

"Commander Sawyer," Zaire spoke, his voice tight. "The High Council has issued a formal challenge to the treaty. Amani Montgomery has convinced the elders that a human female cannot sustain a royal Xeronian heir without a public demonstration of her biological capacity. They have demanded an immediate physical inspection of the breeder."

Sawyer Carter did not pull his hands away from Aubrey’s body. He remained standing between her parted legs, his large, powerful fingers continuing their systematic massage of her aching breasts. He was the Prime Commander, a stud of royal lineage, and the way he looked at Aubrey was far from clinical. It was a gaze of raw, romantic obsession. He watched a thick droplet of her milk roll down his thumb before he looked up at Zaire.

"An inspection?" Sawyer’s voice was a low, dangerous growl. "They wish to treat my queen like livestock to be bartered? Aubrey is not a mere treaty requirement. She is the vessel for my bloodline, and she belongs to me alone."

Aubrey let out a soft moan, her back arching against the cold metal of the milking table. The machines hummed, their rhythmic suction adding to the intense pressure in her chest. She felt the heat of Sawyer’s gaze, a fire that burned hotter than the political tensions rising outside the Spires. Despite the fear of Amani’s interference, she felt a profound sense of safety in Sawyer’s possessive shadow.

"Amani Montgomery claims that if the human is not successfully bred within the next lunar cycle, the treaty is void," Zaire continued, stepping closer. "She is already positioning herself to take Aubrey’s place. She has the support of the traditionalists who fear the mixing of our blood with Earth."

Sawyer turned back to Aubrey, his expression softening into something fiercely protective. He reached out, unhooking the suction cups of the milking machine with expert precision. He preferred the manual touch, the way her soft skin yielded to his alien strength. He leaned down, his face inches from hers, the scent of her sweet milk filling his senses.

"They will not touch you, Aubrey," Sawyer whispered, his voice vibrating against her skin. "I will not allow those bureaucrats to inspect what is mine. We will give them their heir, but it will be on my terms. We will begin the breeding now. By the time the council arrives, you will already be carrying my child."

Aubrey reached up, her fingers trembling as she touched Sawyer’s jaw. "I want this, Sawyer. I want to give you everything."

The romantic tension in the room was palpable, thick enough to drown out the threat of Amani’s schemes. Sawyer moved with a systematic purpose, his hands sliding from her breasts down to her hips, pinning her to the milking table. He was a commander who was used to taking what he wanted, and right now, he wanted the future of his race to be written inside Aubrey’s womb.

"Beckett," Sawyer called out without looking away from his mate. "Seal the Obsidian Spires. No one enters these chambers without my express command. If Amani Montgomery attempts to bypass the security protocols, she is to be detained."

"Understood, Commander," Beckett Rivera replied, his voice echoing with unwavering loyalty before he stepped back and the heavy doors hissed shut, locking the world away.

Left in the dim, amber glow of the breeding suite, Sawyer returned his attention to the task at hand. Aubrey was overflowing, her body primed by the weeks of hyper - lactation and hormonal therapy. She was a vision of fertility, her ivory skin contrasting beautifully with the dark obsidian of the Xeronian architecture. 

"You are so full of life for me," Sawyer murmured, his hand cupping the weight of one breast as more milk welled up at the tip. He bent his head, tasting the sweetness of her production, a ritual that had become more than just a biological necessity. It was a seal of their bond. "The council wants a sign? I will give them a queen who is so heavy with my child and so rich with milk that no one will ever doubt your place at my side."

Aubrey pulled him closer, her heart hammering against her ribs. The clinical nature of the treaty had vanished, replaced by a deep, primal love. As Sawyer began the systematic process of breeding his human mate, the threat from Amani Montgomery seemed miles away. Within the walls of the Spires, there was only the scent of milk, the heat of skin, and the desperate, romantic need to secure a future for a dying race through the woman he had come to adore.

	 


Chapter 3: The Gaze of Sawyer Carter

	 

	I am no longer the woman who left Earth. That person died the moment the shuttle broke the atmosphere and the Xeronian serum began to rewrite my DNA. There is no going back to the quiet life I knew. I can feel the change in the heavy, aching weight of my breasts and the way my body hums with a fertility that feels almost violent in its intensity. The anxiety of the unknown used to keep me awake, but now, the only thing that keeps me on edge is the sound of the door sliding open, signaling the arrival of the man who owns my future. I am a vessel now, a biological bridge between two worlds, and the realization that I will never see a blue sky again is eclipsed by the terrifying, addictive need to fulfill my purpose here.

Aubrey Campbell lay back on the cold, obsidian surface of the milking table, her breath hitching as the mechanical restraints gently secured her wrists. The chamber was silent, save for the low hum of Xeronian technology. Zaire Gentry stood over her, his eyes clinical as he adjusted the bio - sensors attached to her swollen, sensitive peaks.

"Your production levels have increased by twenty percent since the last cycle, Aubrey," Zaire noted, his voice devoid of emotion. "The Prime Commander’s essence is already stimulating your system. You are becoming the perfect provider."

"It hurts," Aubrey whispered, her back arching as a droplet of thick, creamy milk escaped the pressurized tip of her nipple. "The pressure is too much."

"That is because you were made to be emptied by him," Zaire replied, stepping back as the door hissed open.

Sawyer Carter entered the room, his presence immediately devouring the space. He was dressed in the dark, ceremonial regalia of the Obsidian Spires, his golden eyes fixed solely on Aubrey. He dismissed Zaire with a sharp nod, and the Overseer vanished, leaving the human woman alone with her alien master. 

Sawyer walked to the side of the table, his gaze traveling over Aubrey’s pale skin. The contrast was breathtaking; her soft, ivory curves against the jagged, dark stone. He reached out, his large, warm hand hovering over her distended stomach before moving upward to cup the heavy weight of her right breast. 

"You are leaking for me already," Sawyer murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her bones. "Do you feel how your body prepares for our heir, Aubrey? You are no longer just a woman. You are my lifeblood."

"Sawyer," she gasped, her head falling back as he began to rhythmically knead the engorged tissue. 

He didn’t use the machines. He preferred the systematic, manual extraction, claiming it allowed him to bond with the mother of his future child on a cellular level. With a firm, practiced motion, he squeezed, and a steady stream of white liquid sprayed against his palm. Aubrey cried out, a mix of relief and intense, burning desire. The relief of the pressure being eased was quickly replaced by the primal heat his touch ignited.

"Amani Montgomery thinks you are a fleeting experiment," Sawyer said, his eyes darkening with a possessive fire. "She believes the traditional bloodlines of Gentry cannot be sustained by a human. She is wrong. I see the way your body thrives under my care. I see the way you produce for me, more than any Xeronian female has in a century."

He leaned down, his tongue darting out to lick the stray drops of milk from her skin. Aubrey whimpered, her legs shaking in their restraints. The clinical nature of the room felt far away now, replaced by the heavy scent of her own lactation and the musk of a predator who was deeply, hopelessly in love with his prey.

"I will never let you go back," Sawyer promised, his thumb brushing over her leaking tip, causing another burst of fluid. "The council demands a sign of your readiness to be bred. They want proof that my seed will take root in a fertile garden."

"I want it," Aubrey confessed, her voice breaking. "I want to be full of you, Sawyer. Not just the milk... I want the child."

Sawyer’s gaze softened, a flash of raw, romantic devotion breaking through his commander’s facade. He leaned in, pressing his forehead against hers. "You are my queen, Aubrey Campbell. This table, this room - it is all a preparation for the glory you will carry. Beckett Rivera is guarding the lower halls. No one will interrupt us. Today, we begin the systematic breeding. I will fill you until you cannot think of anything but my name and the weight of my royalty inside you."

He moved to the end of the table, his hands sliding up her inner thighs. Aubrey felt the cool air hit her sensitized skin before the heat of his body replaced it. She was terrified of the politics, of Amani’s shadow, and of the alien world outside these walls, but as Sawyer Carter looked at her with a hunger that transcended species, she knew there was no other place in the galaxy she belonged. She was his breeder, his mate, and very soon, the mother of his empire.

	 


Chapter 4: Zaire Gentry and the Genetic Protocol

	 

	The Obsidian Spires of Gentry loomed with a heavy, rhythmic pulse that Aubrey Campbell felt deep in her marrow. The architecture of Xeno-Prime was a testament to cold, clinical perfection - a labyrinth of obsidian walls that bled a faint, bioluminescent violet light. Every hallway smelled of ozone and the heavy, musky scent of Xeronian males, a fragrance that was beginning to trigger a primal response in her human biology. As she was led deeper into the heart of the Spires, the sheer scale of the breeding chambers overwhelmed her. The ceilings were arched so high they disappeared into shadow, and the air was thick with the hum of advanced bio-machinery designed for one purpose: the propagation of the royal line.

Standing at the center of the primary laboratory was Zaire Gentry. The Chief Overseer was a tall, imposing figure whose eyes held the analytical sharpness of a scientist and the unwavering loyalty of a high-ranking official. He adjusted the glowing console near the center of the room, his gaze fixed on the biometric readouts that displayed Aubrey’s fluctuating hormone levels.

"The Earth female is responding to the atmospheric pheromones better than anticipated," Zaire Gentry noted, his voice echoing against the polished stone. "Her body is already preparing for the demands of the Prime Commander. The Genetic Protocol requires more than just a successful union, Aubrey. It requires your body to be a fountain of life before the seed is even planted."

Aubrey shifted her weight, feeling the heavy, aching fullness in her chest. The Xeronian technology had already begun to work on her. Her breasts felt swollen and tight, the skin stretched to its limit as her mammary glands were forced into a state of hyper-production. She was dressed in a sheer, silk-like wrap that did little to hide her transformation. "I feel... heavy," she whispered, her voice trembling as she looked at the Milking Table.

The device was a masterpiece of Xeronian engineering. It was a tilted, ergonomic slab of dark metal, equipped with soft, pulsating suction arrays and restraints designed to keep the breeder steady during the intense stimulation sessions. Zaire Gentry gestured for her to approach. "The table will alleviate the pressure while simultaneously training your body to produce the volume required for a Xeronian heir. A royal child consumes three times the nutrients of a human infant. You must be conditioned."

As Aubrey climbed onto the table, the cool metal was a sharp contrast to the feverish heat of her skin. Zaire Gentry began to secure her wrists and ankles with gentle, magnetic cuffs. "Beckett Rivera is stationed at the perimeter," the Overseer informed her. "He has orders to ensure that no one, not even Amani Montgomery, gains access to this chamber during your sessions. The purity of the protocol must be maintained."

The mention of Amani Montgomery made Aubrey’s heart race. She knew the other woman viewed her as a biological intruder, a threat to the old ways of the Spires. But before she could dwell on the political danger, the machines hummed to life. The suction arrays attached themselves to her distended nipples, and a rhythmic, powerful pulling sensation began to draw the first thick drops of colostrum from her.

Aubrey gasped, her back arching as the relief and the stimulation flooded her senses. It was a systematic, relentless process. The machines were calibrated to push her body to its absolute limits, forcing her to produce more milk than she ever thought possible. She felt the liquid flowing, a constant stream that filled the collection vials below.

"You are doing well, Aubrey," a deep, commanding voice broke through the hum of the machinery.

Sawyer Carter stepped out from the shadows of the arched doorway. The Prime Commander looked every bit the dominant stud his people required him to be. His uniform was tight across his broad chest, and his eyes burned with a dark, romantic obsession as he watched her being milked. He approached the table, dismissing Zaire Gentry with a sharp nod. The Overseer bowed and retreated, leaving the two of them alone in the vast, echoing chamber.

Sawyer reached out, his large, warm hand cupping the side of her face while the other hand moved to the control panel to increase the intensity of the suction. "Zaire’s machines are efficient," Sawyer murmured, leaning down so his lips brushed against her ear, "but they lack the touch of the male who will claim you."

He reached out and disconnected the mechanical arrays, preferring to use his own hands. As he began to massage her breasts with a firm, practiced grip, Aubrey let out a soft moan. The pressure he applied was intense, systematic, and deeply intimate. He was preparing her, molding her body to suit his needs.

"I can feel the life in you," Sawyer whispered, his hands moving down to her stomach, which was still flat but would soon be heavy with his child. "Amani Montgomery thinks she can influence the council, but she does not understand the bond we are forging here. You are the vessel for my empire, Aubrey. Every drop of milk you produce, every breath you take, belongs to me."

He leaned over her, his presence looming and protective. The romance of his devotion was intertwined with the clinical necessity of their arrangement. He wasn't just a commander; he was her mate, and he was obsessed with the idea of her carrying his weight. 

"I want to see you leak for me," Sawyer said, his voice dropping to a gravelly tone. He pressed his thumb against the tip of her nipple, and a fresh spray of milk coated his skin. He didn't look away; he watched with a hunger that was both primal and worshipful. "You are so fertile, my queen. So ready to be bred. Tonight, we move past the preparation. Tonight, I ensure that the secret we keep from the Spires begins to grow inside you."

Aubrey looked up at him, her eyes clouded with a mixture of lust and devotion. The fear of the political storm outside - of Amani’s jealousy and the council’s scrutiny - faded into the background. Here, in the heart of the Obsidian Spires, there was only the heat of Sawyer’s body and the overwhelming, beautiful reality of her role. She was his breeder, his love, and the future of Xeno-Prime.

"Fill me, Sawyer," she whispered, her hands reaching up to grasp his shoulders. "Make me carry your heir. I don't want to wait anymore."

Sawyer Carter smiled, a slow, predatory expression that promised both pleasure and the fulfillment of their treaty. He moved to position himself between her legs, his hands sliding up her thighs to hold her open for him. "The systematic breeding of a queen is a sacred task, Aubrey. And I intend to be very, very thorough."

	 


Chapter 5: First Contact with the Milking Table

	 

	The metal of the Milking Table was cold against Aubrey Campbell's spine, a stark contrast to the humid, heavy air of the Obsidian Spires. Zaire Gentry adjusted the bio-mechanical clamps at her wrists, his movements clinical and detached as he prepared the machine. Aubrey let out a sharp, jagged breath when the suction cups hummed to life, latching onto her sensitive, swollen breasts. She had been on Xeno-Prime for only a week, but the biological treatments were already working. Her chest felt heavy, her skin tight and aching with the sudden onset of hyper-lactation.

Before Zaire could initiate the first pulse, the heavy doors of the breeding chamber hissed open with a violent force. Sawyer Carter strode into the room, his presence consuming every inch of the sterile space. He was a towering figure of Xeronian dominance, his dark skin shimmering with the faint, bioluminescent markings of his royal lineage. He did not look at Zaire Gentry. His eyes were locked on Aubrey, specifically on the way her human skin flushed a deep, vibrant pink under the pressure of the Xeronian technology.

"Step away, Zaire," Sawyer commanded. His voice was a low growl that vibrated through the metal of the table and straight into Aubrey's bones. "I will oversee the priming of my consort myself."

Zaire Gentry bowed his head quickly, retreating toward the shadows of the chamber. Aubrey watched him go, her heart hammering against her ribs. She was vulnerable, strapped to a device designed to drain her, yet the sight of Sawyer made her blood run hot. He was her owner by treaty, her stud by law, and the man who would systematically fill her until she was heavy with his heir.

Sawyer reached the table and looked down at her. He reached out, his large, calloused thumb brushing over the top of one suction cup where her pale flesh was being pulled into the glass. "The machine is too cold," he murmured, his eyes darkening with a predatory obsession. "It does not understand the nuance of a human female's response. It cannot appreciate the way you leak for me, Aubrey."

With a flick of his wrist, Sawyer disconnected the primary tubes. The machine went silent, but the cups remained attached, holding her breasts in a firm, constant grip. Aubrey let out a soft moan, her back arching off the table. "Sawyer, it hurts. The weight - "

"I know," Sawyer interrupted, his voice softening into something thick with romantic devotion. "The hormones we gave you are working perfectly. Your body is ready to nurture, even before I have planted my seed inside you. You are becoming the perfect vessel for the Carter line."

He leaned over her, his hands replacing the mechanical arms of the device. He began to massage her breasts with a rhythmic, powerful pressure that made Aubrey's head toss from side to side. "Amani Montgomery told the council that a human would not survive the hyper-lactation phase," Sawyer whispered against her ear, his breath hot. "She thinks you are fragile. She wants to see you fail so she can take your place in my bed."

Aubrey gasped as a spray of white liquid hit the glass of the suction cups. The relief was instantaneous, but it was quickly followed by a fresh wave of intense, primal need. "I won't fail," Aubrey promised, her fingers curling into the edges of the table. "I want this. I want to be your queen."

Sawyer's expression shifted from clinical interest to a deep, ravenous hunger. He moved his hands to the valves of the cups, releasing the pressure just enough to let the milk flow freely into the collection vials. "Beckett Rivera is standing guard at the door," Sawyer told her, his eyes fixed on the rhythmic flow of her milk. "No one will interrupt us. Not the council, and certainly not Amani. You are mine to breed, Aubrey. Mine to milk. Every drop you produce is a testament to my claim on you."

He leaned down and pressed a firm, possessive kiss to her forehead while his hands continued their systematic work. The intimacy of it was overwhelming. In the center of the Obsidian Spires, surrounded by alien technology and political enemies, Sawyer Carter was treating her like the most precious resource in the galaxy. 

"You are so full," Sawyer groaned, his hands squeezing her with a strength that bordered on painful, yet Aubrey found herself leaning into it. "The doctors said your genetics were a perfect match for mine. They didn't mention how beautiful you would look while you were being prepared for me. My human mate, dripping with the life force that will sustain our child."

Aubrey looked up at him, her vision blurring with tears of pleasure and devotion. "Do it, Sawyer," she pleaded. "I don't want the machine. I want you to do it. Use your hands. Make me ready for the heir."

Sawyer Carter smiled, a slow, dark expression of triumph. He reached down and unlatched the rest of the restraints, pulling Aubrey up from the Milking Table and into his massive chest. He didn't care about the milk staining his royal robes or the fact that they were supposed to be following a strict, clinical protocol. He wanted her. He wanted the secret pregnancy they had discussed to begin tonight.

"The Spires think this is a matter of politics and survival," Sawyer said, his voice echoing in the chamber as he began to lead her toward the plush breeding dais at the center of the room. "But they are wrong. This is about us. I am going to breed you until you can think of nothing but me, and then I am going to hide you away until our son is born. You are my queen, Aubrey. And I will protect my investment with everything I am."

As he pushed her down onto the silks, Aubrey felt the heavy, wet ache of her breasts and the hollow, demanding throb between her thighs. She was a breeder, a consort, and a human in a world of giants - but in Sawyer's eyes, she was the entire future. Outside, the political storm of Xeno-Prime continued to brew, but inside the chamber, there was only the sound of her breath and the steady, systematic approach of the man who would claim her forever.

	 


Chapter 6: The Induction of Flow

	 

	Aubrey lay back on the cold, polished surface of the milking table, her heart hammering against her ribs like a trapped bird. She looked up at the vaulted ceiling of the Obsidian Spires, feeling the weight of her role as the chosen breeder. Zaire Gentry stood at the console, his eyes fixed on the biometric readouts that displayed her hormonal surges. He was the Chief Overseer, and his presence was a reminder of the clinical necessity of her existence here. But it was Sawyer Carter, the Prime Commander, who truly terrified and enthralled her. He was a man who didn't just want an heir; he wanted to consume her entire being. The realization settled in her gut with a heavy, sweet dread. Sawyer was dangerous, not because of his power or his alien biology, but because he was beginning to see her as something more than a vessel. He was falling for his investment, and that made every touch, every systematic preparation for her pregnancy, feel like a claim on her soul.

"The induction sequence is ready, Commander," Zaire Gentry said, his voice echoing through the sterile chamber. "Her progesterone levels are peaking. The mammary stimulation can begin."

Sawyer stepped into her line of sight, his massive frame casting a long shadow over the table. He was dressed in the dark, regal robes of the Xeronian elite, but his eyes were fixed on Aubrey’s chest with a primal hunger. He waved a dismissive hand at Zaire.

"Leave us, Zaire," Sawyer commanded. "I will manage the induction myself. I want no machines touching her today."

Zaire Gentry bowed low, his expression unreadable, and exited the room. The heavy doors hissed shut, leaving Aubrey alone with the man who intended to fill her with his lineage. Sawyer approached the table, his fingers grazing the sensitive skin of her inner thigh before moving upward to the buckles that held her in place.

"You look beautiful like this, Aubrey," Sawyer murmured, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through her bones. "Open and waiting. Your body already knows what it is meant for. Can you feel it? The way your breasts are swelling, preparing to nourish the child I am going to put inside you?"

Aubrey gasped as he reached out, his large hands cupping her breasts. They were already heavy, the Xeronian supplements she had been taking for weeks finally taking hold. Her nipples were dark and turgid, aching for a release she didn't yet understand. Sawyer leaned down, his breath hot against her skin.

"The council thinks this is a clinical trial," Sawyer said, his thumbs circling her peaks. "They think Zaire is the one in control. But it is my hands that will bring forth your milk. It is my body that will breed you into submission."

He reached for a small, glass vial of induction serum and tipped it onto her skin. The liquid was cool, but as he began to massage it into her breast tissue with firm, rhythmic strokes, a searing heat began to spread through her chest. Aubrey arched her back against the table, a low moan escaping her lips. The sensation was intense, a deep, pulling ache that felt like her very cells were expanding.

"That is it," Sawyer encouraged, his eyes darkening as he watched her reaction. "Let the flow begin. You are going to be the most productive breeder this planet has ever seen. I will have you leaking for me before the sun sets."

As he worked her flesh, Aubrey felt a sudden, sharp pinch deep inside her breasts, followed by a rush of warmth. A single, pearly drop of thick, creamy fluid beaded at the tip of her left nipple. Sawyer let out a jagged breath, his gaze locked on the sight. He didn't wait for the machines; he lowered his head and took the bead of early milk onto his tongue.

"Sweet," he rasped, his eyes meeting hers. "Sweeter than any Earth woman I have ever tasted. You were made for this, Aubrey. You were made for me."

The door to the observation deck above them opened slightly, and Aubrey caught a glimpse of a woman standing in the shadows. It was Amani Montgomery. The high - ranking official watched them with a cold, calculating expression. Aubrey knew Amani had wanted the role of the Prime Consort, and seeing Sawyer so devoted to a human breeder would only fuel her rage. Aubrey felt a shiver of fear, but Sawyer’s hands were back on her, more forceful now, demanding her full attention.

"Ignore her," Sawyer growled, sensing her distraction. "Beckett Rivera is stationed at the door. No one enters this chamber without my word. You are mine, Aubrey. My queen. My breeder."

He moved to the other breast, his systematic milking bringing forth more of the thick, white fluid. It began to flow more freely now, dripping down the sides of her breasts and onto the silks of the table. The ache in her chest was being replaced by a heavy, languid pleasure. Her body was responding to him, leaning into his touch, her hips beginning to grind against the table in a desperate search for the friction only he could provide.

"You are so ready," Sawyer whispered, his hands moving down to the fastenings of his own garments. "Your body is crying out to be bred. The milk is just the beginning. I want to see you heavy with my son. I want to see your belly distended, carrying the weight of the Gentry bloodline while you continue to produce for me."

He unbuckled the rest of the restraints, pulling her up so she was sitting on the edge of the milking table. Her breasts were still leaking, the white fluid staining his dark robes as he pulled her flush against him. Aubrey felt the hard, hot length of him pressing against her belly, a stark contrast to the wetness on her chest.

"I am going to breed you tonight, Aubrey," Sawyer declared, his voice thick with possessive intent. "And every night after. We will hide the pregnancy from Amani and the council. They will think you are merely a productive milk slave, but you will be carrying the future King of the Spires. You will be my secret, my treasure."

Aubrey wrapped her arms around his neck, her fingers tangling in his hair. The fear was still there, lurking in the shadows with Amani Montgomery, but the biological imperative Sawyer had awakened in her was stronger. She wanted the weight. She wanted the fullness. She wanted to be bred until she was nothing but a vessel for his love.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Breed me, Sawyer. Make me yours."

Sawyer didn't hesitate. He lifted her legs, wrapping them around his waist as he prepared to claim her. The systematic approach of the Xeronian stud was gone, replaced by the raw, desperate hunger of a man who had finally found his match. As he drove into her, Aubrey felt the flow of her milk increase, a physical manifestation of her surrender. In the heart of the Obsidian Spires, the future was being forged in the heat of their union, a secret legacy that would change the galaxy forever.

	 


Chapter 7: A Nurturing Disposition

	 

	The door hissed shut, the heavy obsidian plates sealing with a final, echoing thud that vibrated through the floor of the private sanctum. Aubrey Campbell stood in the center of the small, dimly lit medical suite, her breath hitching as the realization of their confinement set in. The space was luxurious but narrow, designed for the intensive monitoring of a royal consort. Outside, the political maneuvering of Amani Montgomery had reached a fever pitch, forcing Beckett Rivera to lock down this wing of the Spires for their protection.

"There is no other way, Aubrey," Sawyer Carter said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to pulse against her skin. "Until Beckett signals that the council floor is secure, we remain here. Just the two of us."

The air in the room felt thick and humid, charged with the scent of Aubrey's own body - a sweet, heavy aroma of cream and arousal. Since the successful conception, her body had accelerated its transformation at an alarming, beautiful rate. Her breasts, already large from the Xeronian biological enhancements, were now swollen to the point of aching. The thin, silk shift she wore was translucent, darkened at the peaks where her milk was already beginning to seep through the fabric.

Sawyer moved toward her, his golden eyes glowing in the low light. He was a massive presence, his Xeronian stature making the room feel even smaller. He was the Prime Commander, the systematic stud of his race, but as he looked at her, the clinical detachment he usually maintained was nowhere to be found. He looked at her with a raw, territorial hunger.

"You are leaking," he observed, his hand reaching out to cup the heavy underside of her left breast. "The pressure must be immense. Even without the milking table, your body knows its duty."

"It hurts, Sawyer," Aubrey whispered, leaning into his touch. "It feels so full. I can feel the heir moving inside me, demanding more than I can even give."

Sawyer steered her toward the specialized reclining chair in the corner of the room, a smaller, more intimate version of the devices overseen by Zaire Gentry. He sat her down, her legs falling open naturally as he knelt between them. The forced proximity of the chamber meant every movement was an invitation, every breath a shared intimacy.

"I will not have a machine touch you today," Sawyer declared, his fingers deftly unfastening the ties of her shift. "As your mate and the father of the child you carry, I will be the one to provide the relief you require. It is part of the breeding bond. My touch will stimulate the production further, ensuring our son is born into a world of surplus."

As the silk fell away, Aubrey's breasts spilled out, heavy and veined with the blue lines of her increased blood flow. Droplets of thick, pale milk beaded on her nipples, falling to her rounded belly. Sawyer groaned, a primal sound of satisfaction. He leaned forward, taking one swollen peak into his mouth. 

Aubrey arched her back, her fingers digging into Sawyer's thick shoulders. The sensation was electric. This was the systematic milking she had been prepared for, but performed with the heat of a lover's devotion. Sawyer worked with a rhythmic intensity, his tongue and lips drawing out the sweet fluid that her body produced in hyper - abundance. 

"You are the perfect vessel," Sawyer murmured against her skin, his voice muffled by her flesh. "Amani Montgomery could never understand this. She sees a crown, but I see the future of the Xeronian race flowing from your very heart. You are being bred to be the mother of an empire, Aubrey."

He moved his hands down, splaying them over her lower abdomen where the secret pregnancy was just beginning to show. The biological markers were strong; the child was growing rapidly, fueled by the interracial chemistry that made Aubrey so unique. Sawyer's fingers traced the line of her hips, his touch possessive and firm. 

"I need to be inside you again," he groaned, his own arousal straining against his uniform. "The doctors say the more we breed during the first trimester, the stronger the connection between the mother and the heir. I need to fill you with my seed while you provide the milk. It is the cycle of our people."

Aubrey felt the desperate need to be claimed. In this small, locked room, with the threat of the court looming outside, she felt a fierce sense of belonging. She was no longer just a woman from Earth; she was the lifeblood of the Obsidian Spires. 

"Do it," she urged, her voice thick with the same primal urge. "Breed me, Sawyer. Keep me full. Don't let me go until the heir is secure."

Sawyer didn't hesitate. He stripped away the remainder of his clothing, his alien physique powerful and ready. He lifted her easily, his strength immense, and settled her onto the edge of the reclining table. As he entered her, the friction and the closeness caused another let - down of her milk, the fluid spraying against his chest as he drove into her. 

The rhythm was systematic yet fueled by a desperate romance. Every thrust was a promise of protection against the schemes of those who would see her replaced. Aubrey clung to him, her breasts rubbing against his muscular torso, the milk acting as a lubricant between their bodies. She was being milked and bred simultaneously, her body a masterpiece of Xeronian engineering and human fertility.

"You are mine," Sawyer growled into her ear, his breath hot. "No one in the Spires will touch you. Not Amani, not the council. You will stay in these chambers, and I will visit you every day to ensure you are drained and filled. You are my queen, Aubrey. My beautiful, leaking queen."

As they reached the peak of their union, the intensity of the forced proximity made the world outside vanish. There was only the sound of their labored breathing, the rhythmic wet slaps of their bodies, and the scent of the future they were forging together. In the silence of the lockdown, the secret of her pregnancy was sealed with every drop of milk and every surge of his devotion. They were trapped together, but for Aubrey, there was no place in the galaxy she would rather be.

	 


Chapter 8: The Weight of the Spire
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