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DEDICATION
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I dedicate this book to my little Samuel and Heloïse, everyone with a king or Princess at home, especially to all mothers and fathers who dream of changing their lives and living with a little princess or king during their life adventures.

A Day in the Life of a King of Milk,

It is the legendary storybook you were never meant to read. That incredible story is going to drive your kid right to sleep.
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	Foreword

According to the legend, the legendary King of Milk is a special edition that is unique and indisputable. The King of Milk was satisfied that everything within his realm was as it should be. Lapping a Dummy or drinking from a feeding bottle is the craziest thing. You can reach your wildest desires that burn like whisky that goes through an empty stomach. Still, when you begin to get the taste of this magical Milk that touches your senses and circulates through each cell in your body with every sip you drink. You can feel the pleasure, this unconditional sensation that takes a heavy toll deeply within you. This ardent desire is an Oceanic cave that never fills. I have sensed this critical mass sickness pushing and building in front of me for months. I came into this vast secular world with a massive health issue that manipulated the course of life into a corner, but love was none of them. My mom, my dad, love, affection, and my sweet Milk all fall within the realm of my survival. There is a vividness and power about the Milk that operates an inevitable change to our physical state, conveyed to the mind by striking realism, freshness, or trueness to life. Nature intends to impress us with the vividness of that incomparable natural breastfeeding MILK. I am telling you that my magical Milk is always drunk passionately. The tension of running the risk of losing my sweet, magical milk is unquestionably insignificant. The best part of my day. It is like a Limousine would whisk me to my unequal palace. Weakness is meaningless to me; it has no life, as I always drink passionately. The tension of running the risk of losing my sweet, magical milk is unquestionably insignificant.  
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A Day in the Life of the King of Milk

From the moment the King of Milk entered the world, mystery and magnificence had marked his life. Born with critical health issues that should have weakened his existence, the young king was, instead, blessed with a gift more powerful than anyone could have imagined—a magical source of sustenance: the sweet, enchanted milk that had become his lifeline. This milk was no ordinary substance; it nourished him beyond the boundaries of mere nutrition. With every sip, the King grew vital, vibrant, and filled with the ethereal energy that made him genuinely royal. The magical milk kept him thriving despite the challenges that would have beset any other child born with such ailments.

But the magical milk was not the only thing that defined his young life. From birth, the King had been surrounded by three enigmatic beings—the shadow men. These figures were not like ordinary humans or spirits in the traditional sense. The shadow men—Vailoc, Anailoc, and Failoc—had been bound to him since he drew his first breath. They existed not only as his protectors but also as his faithful servants, ready to fulfill his every need. Whether it was soothing him to sleep, entertaining his whims, or facilitating his every command, the shadow men ensured that the King’s life was filled with the comforts of his royal stature.

In his grand nursery, where golden sunlight filtered through the curtains and painted the walls warmly, the King lay in his opulent crib, draped in silk and velvet. His eyes fluttered open, and immediately, he was greeted by the familiar presence of his shadow men. Failoc, the wisest of the three, stood closest to his crib, his form flickering like smoke, ever vigilant. Anailoc, the strongest and most imposing, lingered near the window, ensuring no threat could penetrate the serenity of the King’s chambers. Vailoc, the most cunning and swift, glided through the room, tidying the King’s toys and preparing the following activity for her royal charge.

“Good morning, Majesty,” Vailoc said softly, a gentle rumble that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere. “How may we serve you today?”

Still groggy from his restful sleep, the King waved a tiny hand. He did not need to speak—his desires were already known. His stomach rumbled, and though his body was frail from his ailments, the King knew that his magical milk would restore him.

Anailoc, ever perceptive, floated toward the bedside table, where a silver milk bottle sat waiting. “Your magical milk, Majesty,” she said, bowing slightly as she presented it to him.

The King sat up, his eyes bright with anticipation as he reached for the bottle. He wrapped his small hands around it and began to drink, the milk flowing through him like a river of warmth. Each sip brought him closer to his full strength, and within moments, the King felt the familiar rush of energy fill his body. He let out a contented sigh as the last drop disappeared.

Once nourished, the King looked to his shadow men, who awaited his next desire. Though he could not yet speak as an adult would, the King communicated with them through gestures and the occasional babble. The shadow men, bound by their mystical connection to him, understood his needs with an unerring accuracy that only heightened the magical nature of their bond.

With a flick of his hand, the King signaled for a change of clothing. His silken nightgown was promptly replaced with a royal robe, intricately embroidered with golden threads that shimmered in the morning light. Vailoc deftly swapped his attire with the precision of a master seamstress, ensuring that each fold of the robe fell perfectly over the King’s small frame.

“Now, Majesty,” Vailoc intoned, “what is your will? Shall we inform your parents of your desires for the day, or do you wish for other entertainment?”

The King thought for a moment, his young mind racing with ideas. His life was a series of orchestrated events, carefully balanced between royal duties and personal pleasures. Though young, he had developed a sharp sense of his position, and while he relished the comfort and affection bestowed upon him by his parents, a part of him enjoyed the autonomy his shadow men provided. He could order them to carry out his wishes as easily as breathing, and they would do so without hesitation.

He motioned to the crib’s railing, indicating that he wanted to be lifted from the confines of his bed. Without a word, Failoc approached, his large hands cradling the King as he gently lifted him into the air. The King was set down on the soft, plush rug that covered the nursery floor, and for a moment, he reveled in the sensation of freedom.

With the confidence of a boy who knew the world would bend to his will, the King toddled toward the large window that overlooked the palace gardens. The gardens were a sight to behold, a lush expanse of vibrant flowers, tall trees, and flowing fountains that glittered in the sunlight. Here, the King often spent his days surrounded by nature’s beauty, though never far from the protection of his shadow men.

The King’s mind drifted to his parents as he peered out the window. Though he was the ruler of this world, he found great joy in the love and care his mother and father provided. They, too, were a constant presence in his life, showering him affectionately and ensuring that he never wanted anything. His mother, a kind and gentle queen, would often come to his room to sing lullabies, her voice soft and soothing. His father, the mighty king, would carry him through the palace halls, regaling him with stories of their family’s long and illustrious history.

But today, the King wanted something different. He wanted to feel the closeness of his parents without calling for them directly. He turned to his shadow men and pointed toward the door. His meaning was clear—he wanted to be rocked to sleep in his parents’ arms.

“Very well, Majesty,” Vailoc said with a nod. “We shall fetch your mother.”

In an instant, Anailoc vanished into the shadows, her form dissolving into the air as she sped through the palace corridors, seeking the Queen. Meanwhile, Failoc and Vailoc remained by the King’s side, ever attentive.

It wasn’t long before Anailoc returned, bringing the Queen with her. The King’s mother, dressed in her royal finery, entered the room with a smile that lit up her face. She knelt beside her son, scooped him into her arms, and held him close. The King, now cradled against his mother’s chest, felt the warmth of her love surround him. It was a feeling unlike any other that even the magical milk could not replicate.

“Is my little king tired?” the Queen asked softly, her voice full of affection.

The King let out a small, contented sigh, his eyes already growing heavy. His mother began to rock him gently, humming a familiar lullaby as she swayed back and forth. The King’s eyelids fluttered as he drifted closer to sleep, his body completely relaxed in his mother’s embrace.

The shadow men watched from the room's edges as the King fell into a peaceful slumber. Their forms flickered in the dim light, silent as ever. Though they were bound to serve the
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