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	Regine stuffed the tissue into the sleeve of her robe and thumbed the ID scanner. Blue laser light highlighted the perimeter of her skin. The other Lactation Techs—they called themselves "Lactatrixes"—already in their pods, the dome-ceilinged foyer held an eerie, close silence.

	 

	"Welcome back, Regine!" 

	 

	Regine jumped with surprise. Even with its cherubic plastic face and beautiful blonde curls, something in the reception droid's empty blue eyes unnerved her. 

	 

	"Glad to see you've recovered from your cold!" the cyborg cooed.

	 

	"Thanks," Regine said, hiding a sniffle. "Glad to be back."

	 

	Regine put her head down and strode toward the Lactation pods. Pausing only briefly so the decontamination airlock could radiate the environmental bacteria from her skin, Regine reached her own pod within seconds. She pressed her thumb to the scanner next to the door and slid inside.

	 

	Alone in the stark white room, Regine removed the tissue and let her robe drop the floor, leaving her nude.

	 

	"What a time to catch a cold!" she said aloud. She wiped the last traces of a sneeze from her nose and threw the tissue into the sanitation incinerator. The machine glowed red for a moment before emitting a satisfied hiss.

	 

	Regine moved forward toward the lactation assistance droid—it looked like a man sleeping on the Lactation Pod's lone cot—but stopped short. Instead, she examined herself in the mirror. Even sick, the worst of the cold only a day behind, Regine couldn't help but smile. Among the hundreds of girls bred specifically for this task, she stood superior. She ran her hands up from the gentle curve of her fleshy hips, skin bunching to goose bumps. She cupped her swollen breasts in her hand, lifting and watching with glee as they fell and bounced. 

	 

	Yes, the milk engorging her flesh meant nutrition for the needy and synthesized medicines for the sick, but to Regine, the full, swaying breasts meant money. 1,500 Credit Units a day to stand bent over the high lactation table with her breasts hanging down, to let the assistance droid suckle her empty. The erect brown nipples, quivering under her caress, meant a life of leisure for her and her family. In older times, when people other than the Lactation Maids had free time to enjoy art, they would have called Regine "Rubenesque." Now they just called her wealthy.

	 

	Regine took a deep breath, watched the swell of her abdomen, and let it out. She looked fine. She felt—mostly—fine. Crossing her fingers for good luck, she padded barefoot to where the Assistance Droid lay and crouched. The cold rush of wind scooping up between her thighs as she did this every day never failed to give her excited tingles. She pressed her thumb to the scanner on the back of its sleeping head.

	 

	"Regine." The droid stirred and sat upright, plastic muscles bulging from beneath his nurse's shirt. "Records indicate you missed the past three lactations?"

	 

	Regine, despite herself, leaned forward and pecked Brad (it's what she called the droid) on his forehead. She'd read that her particular model of droid—reserved only for the top 1 percent of Lactation Maids—had been patterned on a film star from long ago, sometime in the late 20th Century. His sparkling blue eyes, squared jaw and muscular physique certainly made the workday pass easier.

	 

	"Yes, I had a little cold." Regine turned her ample backside to Brad and bent over. "But now I feel much better, thank you."

	 

	A quiver snaked up from Regine's thighs and shook up her spine as Brad gently spread the folds of her pussy. Some of the other Lactatrixes found this unpleasant, but Regine relished the silky sensations as the droid pushed his cylindrical probe into her.

	 

	"Temperature 98.9 Degrees Fahrenheit." Brad moved the probe ever so slightly, warming the flesh of Regine's thighs. "Within normal operating parameters. Bacteria count elevated but within normal operating parameters. Hormone levels low but within parameter."

	 

	Regine let out a sigh, glad to have the 1500 Credits after two days without pay.

	 

	"Excellent vitals," Brad said in his shrill, pre-programmed tone of congratulations. "Let's get to work."
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