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The Fertility Games

Welcome to Miracle Island. Please undress.

Billionaire Grant Whitmore has a product that every mega-powerful old man in the world wants: a drug that restores youth, strength, and raw, animalistic virility.

But the drug requires testing. And the clients require... servicing.

The Fertility Games is the ultimate dark fantasy of corporate power and female submission. Enter a world of chemically restored high-net-worth old men and the beautiful, broken women who can't say no to them.

This series delivers:

	Billionaire Age-Gap Domination: Frail old men transformed into massive, dark gods of virility.
	Free Use Nurse Patient Fantasy: Where "a good bedside manner" means dropping to your knees or bending over on demand.
	Medical Fetish and Exams: Clinical humiliations, speculums, and data-driven orgasms.
	Corporate Servitude: Powerful young women reduced to "inventory."
	Age-Gap Breeding and Impregnation Fantasy: The dark endgame of the clinic—a nursery for the next generation of titans.


So many women. So many stories. One island of no return.

The Fertility Games is a continuation of stories in the First Time Blacked series, beginning with Nurse and Triage. You should probably read them first.


The Founding Mothers

The era of the Mother has arrived.

Grant Whitmore’s great experiment is a success.

His clients are revitalized gods.

And they're hungry for more.

In a chilling address to his staff of "Companions," Whitmore unveils Miracle Island Phase Two: The Legacy Program.

And all the rules have changed. The clinic will become a billionaire's breeding ground.

Because Whitmore and many of his ageing clients desperately need heirs, and he is seeking qualified volunteers to become the "Founding Mothers" of his New World Order.

The "Legacy Program" promises a lifetime of pampering and protection in return for total biological surrender.

The Founding Mothers (10,000 words) launches a dark new chapter in the Fertility Games saga. This is the origin story of a new series, The Nursery. The goal isn't simple satisfaction anymore. It's conception, gestation, and lactation. For Jessica Taylor, the former legal shark, this is a golden opportunity. Seeing a path to permanent status, she throws herself into the screening process, heart, body, and soul, eager to prove herself. For the broken ballerina, Gabriela, the choice is stark—breed or break again. To continue the treatments that have healed her damaged knees, she must prove she can carry a titan's child.

Molly Pike
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The Founding Mothers

Jessica

The summons had been specific. All Companions. The Atrium. 0900 Hours. Full Dress Uniform.

I stood in the front row, my posture perfect, my hands clasped loosely in front of me. I was wearing the white tunic and pants, freshly pressed. My hair was pulled back into the severe ponytail that had become my trademark.

Beside me, Carolina stood like a statue, her face unreadable. Around us, the other girls shifted nervously. Gabriela, the ballerina, looked bored, staring at the ceiling. The new recruits looked terrified.

I wasn't terrified. I was curious.

Grant Whitmore didn't give for pep talks. He announced major shifts in policy.

The double doors at the top of the marble staircase opened. Silence fell over the atrium like a heavy blanket.

Whitmore descended the stairs.

He looked different here than he had in the boardroom. Less like a CEO, more like a monarch. He wore a linen suit that cost more than most people earned in a year, open at the collar. He was tanned, fit, radiating a calm, absolute power.

He stopped at the bottom of the stairs, flanked by two security guards. He let his gaze sweep over us—his collection. His girls.

"Ladies," he began, his voice warm, rich, filling the space without amplification. "You have all performed admirably. The feedback from our clients has been... exceptional."

A ripple of relief went through the room. We weren't in trouble.

"But," he continued, and the air tightened again. "Service is only the first step. The Island is not just a retreat. It is a laboratory for the future."

He began to pace slowly back and forth.

"Our clients are men of vision. Men of power. They have conquered industries, nations, markets. But they all face the same enemy: Time. Mortality."

He stopped and looked directly at us. At me.

"We have given them back their vitality. We have restored their bodies. But a king without an heir is just a man waiting to die. They need legacy. They need the next generation. And too many of our clients either lack an heir, or their existing children are... unsuitable."

The word hung in the air, cold and dismissive. Unsuitable. Discarded.

"Phase Two begins today. The Legacy Program."

He gestured to the glass walls behind him, looking out at the lush jungle.

"We are building a future here. And we need Founding Mothers. Women who are genetically superior. Physically resilient. Psychologically sound. Women who are worthy of carrying the blood of kings."

My heart began to hammer a slow, heavy rhythm against my ribs.

Founding Mothers.

"This is not a rotation," he said softly. "This is a promotion. The women selected for the Legacy Program will be retired from general service. You will be moved to the West Wing. You will be provided with the finest care, the best food, total security. You will be the Matriarchs of the new world."

The lawyer in my brain woke up. I saw the contract forming in the air.

Companions are disposable. Inventory. We age out. We get used up.

Mothers are permanent. Essential. Protected.

If I carried Whitmore's child... or the child of a man like him... I would be untouchable. I would be the mother of a billionaire's heir. That meant child support. That meant status. That meant leverage.

"I will be conducting interviews," Whitmore said. "Dr. Albrecht will be conducting screenings. We are looking for the best. The strongest. The most... receptive."

He smiled, a dazzling, terrifying expression.

"Think about it. Think about your future. Dismissed."

He turned and walked back up the stairs.

The room erupted into whispers. The new girls looked confused. Gabriela looked resigned.

I looked at Carolina. She wasn't whispering. She was staring at the empty stairs, her face pale, her lips pressed into a thin line. She looked... sick.

I watched her turn and walk away, her movements stiff. She was going to the beach. Our place.

I followed her. I needed to talk strategy. I needed her to see what I saw.

The path out of the cage.

I found her standing at the water's edge, staring out at the horizon where the sea met the sky. The wind whipped her blonde hair around her face, but she didn't seem to notice. She looked like a statue carved from salt and regret.

I walked up beside her. The sand was cool under my feet.

"Carolina?"

She didn't turn. "Did you hear him, Jessica? Did you really hear him?"

"I heard a promotion," I said, my voice steady. "I heard a way to secure the future."

She laughed, a harsh, brittle sound that was snatched away by the wind. She finally turned to look at me. Her eyes were dark, filled with a frantic intensity I had never seen in her before.

"A future?" she repeated. "You think the Nursery is a future?" She grabbed my shoulders, her fingers digging into my skin. "Think about it. 'Founding Mothers.' 'Matriarchs.' Those are just pretty words for livestock. Once you go into that wing, once you start carrying... you never leave. You become a factory. A fucking breeder."

I pulled away, annoyed by her hysteria. She was usually so composed, so pragmatic. Why couldn't she see the opportunity?

"And what's the alternative?" I challenged. "Stay here? In the rotation? Serving whatever new client steps off the plane until I'm too old or too broken to be useful? Then what? They dump me in the ocean?"

"We survive," she said fiercely. "We have this. We have the beach. We have each other. We manage the clients, we do the job, and we keep our souls intact."

"Intact?" I scoffed. "Carolina, I spent yesterday morning swallowing a gallon of old man cum because I was told to. My soul is dead. And my body is leased."

I stepped closer to her, lowering my voice.

"But if I carry an heir... if I carry Whitmore's heir... I become essential. I become the mother of the future CEO. I get protection. I get status. I get to sit at the table, Carolina, even if it's just to breastfeed. It's power."

She looked at me with a profound, heartbreaking sadness.

"It's not power, Jessica. It's biology. They will use you until you're empty, and then they will use you again. You won't be a mother. You'll be a breeder, nothing but a hole and a uterus."

"I'm already a hole!" I shouted. “Fucking three of them.” My frustration was boiling over. "At least this way, I’ll be doing something that matters! Building a legacy!"

I saw her flinch. I had hurt her. I had dismissed the fragile life we had built here, the gossamer peace she clung to.

But I couldn't stop. "I'm going to apply," I said, my voice cold and final. "I'm going to pass the screening. And I'm going to be Selected."

Carolina stared at me for a long moment. The fight went out of her shoulders. She looked tired. Defeated.

"I can't stop you," she whispered.

"No," I said. "You can't. But you can come with me. Apply. We could run the Nursery together. We could be Queens."

She shook her head slowly. "I won't do it. I won't let them turn me into that."

"Fine," I said, turning away. "Stay here. Stay here on your own."

I walked back up the beach, leaving her alone by the water. I didn't look back. I was walking toward my future. Toward the West Wing. Toward my crown.

Gabriela

"Strip," Volkov said.

He was sitting in his chair, a glass of dark tea on the table beside him. He looked like a czar. Restored. Powerful.

I obeyed. I unzipped the back of my dress. I let it fall. I wasn't wearing underwear. I stood before him, my body lean and strong. My knees—my precious, healed knees—were straight and pain-free. The therapy had worked. I could dance again. I could fly.

"Come here," he commanded.

I knew what he wanted. I walked to him. I knelt between his legs. The Persian silk was soft against my skin. It was a luxury I had learned to appreciate. I rested my hands on his knees.

"You look healthy," he observed, his hand cupping my cheek. "Strong."

"Thanks to you, sir," I whispered.

"Yes. Thanks to me." He unzipped his pants. "And now, you may thank me."

I took him out. He was heavy, half-hard. I leaned forward and took him into my mouth.

As I worked, finding the rhythm that pleased him, my mind raced. Whitmore’s little speech about his Legacy Program troubled me. He had told us to think about it, to think about our futures. My future lay in Volkov’s hands. I needed more treatments.

I worked him diligently. He swelled quickly and soon my mouth was full of him, thick, heavy, and tasting of salt and iron. My tongue swirled around the head, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked. I knew his rhythm now. I knew exactly how much pressure to apply, when to use my hand, when to let my throat do the work.

He wasn't the frail old man I had met months ago. His treatments had worked as well as mine. He was strong and virile now. A patriarch in his prime. Would he want to breed me? Whitmore has used the word Matriarch. But I wasn’t a fool. These old men would want breeders, broodmares, cows.

As if he was reading my mind, Volkov sighed, his hand tangling in my hair. "Whitmore makes a compelling case," he mused. "Immortality isn't just about living forever. It's about what you leave behind."

I froze for a split second. Was he...?

"I need a son, Gabriela," he said. "A healthy son. From healthy stock."

My stomach clenched. Pregnancy. It was a dancer's nightmare. The weight gain. The shifting center of gravity. All those hormone loosening the joints I had fought so hard to stabilize. It could undo everything. It could ruin me.

No, I thought, panic rising. I came here to dance. Not to breed.

I sucked harder, trying to block out his words, trying to make him focus on the pleasure, not the future.

"You're thinking about your legs," he said, reading my mind with terrifying ease. He pulled my head back, forcing me to look at him. His eyes were cold blue ice. "You're thinking about your figure."

I couldn't lie. I nodded.

"Small thinking," he scoffed. "You think dancing is your purpose? Dancing is a trick. A performance. Motherhood... that is biology. That is destiny. And motherhood would guarantee your treatments for life."

He tightened his grip on my hair and shoved his hips forward, beginning to fuck my mouth. Telling me with every thrust, I fucking own you.

He thrust deeper, hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. I felt overwhelmed. Small. And helpless.

And in that helplessness, a dark thought bloomed.

He was right. I did belong to him. He had fixed me. He had paid for me.

As he pounded into my mouth, using me, filling me, the fear began to curdle into something else. Acceptance? Submission? The idea of being bred by him... by one of the masters of the universe... it began to feel inevitable.

My throat opened to take him and I hummed against him, a vibration of acknowledgment. I couldn't speak, but I could submit.

"You will breed for me," he stated, driving into me. "You will give me a son."

"Yes," I tried to say around his cock. "Yes, I will." The words were garbled and lost in the wet heat of my own mouth.

And he didn't want words. He wanted obedience.

He grabbed my hair with both hands now, locking me in place. "Take it," he growled. "Take all of it."

He began to fuck my face in earnest now. A brutal, relentless assault. He drove his hips forward, burying himself to the hilt, the thick head of his cock slamming against the back of my throat. I gagged violently, my eyes streaming, my body jerking in a reflex to pull away.

But he held me there. He forced me to stay on him, to accept the invasion.

"Deeper," he commanded. "Open your throat, ballerina. Stretch for me."

I struggled to breathe. My lungs burned. The sheer size of his chemically restored cock was suffocating. He was too big, too hard, too much.

And yet...

As the seconds turned into minutes, as the rhythm of his hips became the only reality in the room, something inside me broke. The panic faded, replaced by a strange, floaty dissociation. I stopped fighting the gag reflex. I relaxed my throat. I let Volkov in.

He felt my surrender. He felt my throat open and accept him. He groaned, a sound of triumph. "Yes, good girl," he panted. "That's it. Swallow me."

I focused on the sensation. The heat of his cock deep down in my throat. The smell of his musk. The weight of his hands on my head.

I am his, I thought, the realization washing over me like a cold wave. He fixed me. He owns me. If he wants to use me like a hole, I am a hole. If he wants to breed me, I am a breeder.

The thought was terrifying, but it was also liberating. I didn't have to worry about my career anymore. I didn't have to worry about my knees. I just had to be this.

He picked up the pace, hammering into me with a frenzied, animalistic intensity. I was bobbing on his cock, my hair wild, my face slick with tears and saliva. I made wet, desperate noises, encouraging him, worshipping him. I wrapped my arms around his thighs, pulling him closer, needing him deeper.

I wanted it. I wanted him to fill me up. I wanted to take his load.

He tensed. His thighs went rock hard under my hands.

He groaned and shoved himself as deep as he could go and held it there. He held my head there.

The eruption was massive. The first jet hit my throat with the force of a firehose, hot and thick and salty. I swallowed convulsively, my throat working overtime to accommodate the flood.

It kept coming. Wave after wave of scalding fluid, pumping directly into my stomach. It felt endless. Excessive. His cock throbbed against my tongue, milking itself dry.

I gagged and I coughed. But I took every drop. I gulped it down greedily, savoring the taste of his power, and my new purpose.

When he was finally drained, he stayed there for a moment, heavy and spent. Then he slowly pulled out.

I collapsed forward onto my hands, gasping for air, a string of milky fluid connecting my lips to his softening cock. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, smearing the evidence across my cheek.

I looked up at him. My eyes were swollen, my face flushed.

"Thank you, sir," I whispered, my voice raw.

Jessica

I stood naked in the center of my bedroom. The morning sun was brilliant, mocking the knot of cold dread in my stomach.

Today was my medical examination. My screening. The gateway to the Legacy Program.

I looked at my reflection. My body was perfect. Toned, tanned, healthy. My breasts were full, my hips wide—good birthing hips, my grandmother used to say. I ran my hands over my stomach, flat and taut.

Soon, if I succeeded, it would be round. Swollen with Whitmore's heir.

The thought sent a thrill through me that was sharper than fear. That was the prize. That was the promotion.

But first, I had to get past the gatekeepers.

I remembered my first day. The cold tile. The speculum. Dr. Albrecht’s icy fingers. And Daniel... the clumsy, terrified intern who had made me squirt like a fountain.

I shivered. It had been humiliating. Degrading.

And today would be worse. Because today, they weren't just checking if I was clean. They were checking if I was worthy. They were going to assess my capacity. My endurance. My ability to take a load and hold it.

I walked to the bathroom. I showered, brushed my teeth and tied my hair back into a severe knot. No makeup. No armor. Just flesh.

I put on the white tunic. It felt flimsy.

I walked to the Medical Wing. The corridors were quiet. I saw a few other companions, girls I recognized, but they looked away. Everyone knew what was happening today. The Selection.

When I reached the waiting room, I wasn't alone.

Gabriela was there. The ballerina.

She was sitting on one of the plastic chairs, her posture perfect, her back straight as a rod. She was wearing a black tunic. She looked calm. Almost serene.

She looked up as I entered. Her eyes were cool, assessing.

We didn't speak. We didn't need to.

The door to the exam room opened. Dr. Albrecht stood there, clipboard in hand. She looked exactly the same as she had months ago. Severe. Clinical. Terrifying.

Her gaze swept over us. It landed on me.

"Jessica," she said. "You're up first. You know the drill."

I took a deep breath. I walked past Gabriela. I walked toward the door and as I stepped into the cold, white room and saw the stirrups waiting, I knew I wasn’t ready. Not that I had a choice.

The door shut behind me. The silence of the exam room was broken only by the hum of the ventilation and the clinking of metal instruments on a tray.

Dr. Albrecht walked to the counter, her back to me. She didn't offer a greeting. She pulled on a pair of latex gloves, the snap echoing like a gunshot.

"Strip," she said.

I didn't hesitate. I pulled the tunic over my head and folded it neatly on the chair. I stood naked in the center of the room, shivering slightly in the conditioned air.

Albrecht turned. Her eyes were clinical, devoid of warmth. She scanned me from head to toe, noting every curve, every flaw.

" Skin tone good," she murmured, making a note on her tablet. "Step on the scale."

I stepped onto the digital scale. It beeped.

" Weight stable. Turn around."

I turned. I felt her eyes on my back, my ass, my legs. It was the gaze of a butcher assessing a cut of meat.

"Good hips," she noted. " pelvic structure appears adequate for carrying. Turn back."

I faced her again.

"On the table," she commanded. "Feet in the stirrups. Slide down."

I climbed onto the table. The paper crinkled loudly under my bare skin. I placed my heels in the cold metal stirrups and slid my hips to the edge. I let my knees fall open.

This was the position of total surrender. My legs spread wide, my most intimate parts exposed to the harsh overhead light and her unblinking stare.

Albrecht adjusted the light, focusing it directly on my crotch. She sat on her rolling stool and moved between my legs.

She didn't start with the speculum. She started with a tape measure.

She measured the distance between my hip bones. She measured the width of my opening. She touched me with the cold metal tape, her fingers efficient and impersonal.

"Pelvic inlet is wide," she said to herself. "Good for delivery."

Then she picked up a caliper. A metal instrument that looked like a torturer's tool.

"This is to measure cervical depth," she explained, her voice flat. "Relax."

She inserted the caliper into me. It was cold and hard. She opened it inside me, stretching me, measuring my internal dimensions. I gasped, gripping the edges of the table. It was uncomfortable, bordering on painful.

"Hold still," she snapped. "If you clamp down, the reading will be inaccurate."

I forced myself to breathe. I want this, I reminded myself. I want to be a mother. A Founding Mother.

She withdrew the caliper and noted the measurement.

"Depth is optimal. Now, hormonal baseline."

She picked up a syringe. "Arm."

I extended my arm. She tied the tourniquet tight, tapping the vein. The needle slid in with a sharp pinch. She drew three vials of blood.

"We need to check your LH levels. Your progesterone. We need to know exactly when you drop an egg." She pulled the needle out and taped a cotton ball over the puncture.

"And now," she said, picking up a different instrument—a long, thin wand attached to an ultrasound machine. "The structural integrity test."

She covered the wand in gel.

"This goes inside," she said. "We need to see the lining. We need to see the nest."

She pushed the wand into me. It was thick, vibrating slightly. She manipulated it, angling it to get a clear picture on the monitor.

I turned my head to look at the screen. I saw the grainy, black-and-white image of my own insides. My uterus. Empty. Waiting.

"Lining is thick," Albrecht observed, pointing at the screen. "Lush. Perfect for implantation."

She looked at me, a flicker of approval in her eyes.

"You're fertile, Jessica. Very fertile."

She withdrew the wand. I felt a trickle of gel leak out of me.

"But fertility isn't enough," she said, stripping off her gloves. "We need receptivity. We need to know that when the seed is deposited, your body will take it."

She walked to the door and opened it.

"Daniel," she called. "Get in here."

My stomach dropped. Daniel. The intern.

He walked in, looking nervous but determined. He was wearing scrubs. He avoided my eyes, staring at the floor.

"Dr. Albrecht?" he asked.

"Prepare the subject for the Upsuck Test," she ordered. "We need to measure uterine contractions during climax. We need to see if she can really pull a good load in."

She turned back to me, her smile thin and cruel.

"It's not enough to spread your legs, Jessica. You have to want it. Your body has to beg for it. And Daniel is going to help me see if you do."

Her intern approached the table. He looked older than the last time I saw him. Tired. Worn. The Island aged everyone. His hands were shaking as he pulled on the gloves.

"You know the protocol," Albrecht said, standing by the monitor with a clipboard. "Manual stimulation. Focus on the G-spot. We need a Level 5 contraction."

Level 5. The highest intensity. The kind of orgasm that makes you lose time.

Daniel nodded. He moved between my legs. He still wouldn't look at my face. He stared at my open cunt, slick with gel from the ultrasound wand.

"Spread wider, please," he mumbled.

Well, he did say please. I pushed my knees further apart, exposing myself completely to his gaze, his touch, and the frigid air. A shiver ran through me. I didn’t think it had anything to do with temperature.

He reached out. He didn't tease. He didn't warm me up. He pushed two fingers inside me, hard and deep. He curled them up, finding the rough patch of nerves on my pussy wall.

I gasped. It was immediate. My body, conditioned by months of use, responded like a bell that had been struck.

And in that moment, the lawyer in my head woke up.

Jessica Thorne. Yale Law. Note Editor. Senior Associate.

Fucking look at you.

The voice was screaming. It was horrified. I was lying on a table like a piece of meat, my legs spread for a boy who probably hadn't even graduated med school. I was being fingered for science. I was auditioning to be a broodmare for a man I used to advise on tax shelters.

"Good," Albrecht said, looking at the monitor. "Baseline tone is high. Begin."

The shame crushed my chest. It was nauseating. It tasted like bile.

But then Daniel began to pump his fingers. In. Out. Curl. Press.

It was a mechanical, relentless rhythm. He wasn't trying to please me; he was trying to trigger a reflex.

With his other hand, he found my clit. He rubbed it with his thumb, a rough, circular motion that chafed slightly.

The sensation was overwhelming. It cut through the shame like a knife. It bypassed my brain, my degree, my pride, and went straight to the animal center of my nervous system.

I threw my head back and moaned. I hated the sound. I hated myself for making it. I sounded like a whore.

"Quiet," Albrecht snapped. "Daniel, focus on the internal muscles. I need to see the cervix dip."

I bit my lip until I tasted copper. I tried to focus. I tried to visualize my womb opening, reaching down to grab what was offered.

But my mind was fracturing.

I am a lawyer, one part screamed. I negotiate. I win. I am nobody’s whore. Nobody’s fucktoy.

I’m a fucking hole, the other part whispered, growing louder with every thrust of Daniel's fingers. I am a wet, empty hole waiting to be filled. I need to be filled.

Daniel increased the speed. He was sweating now, his face a mask of concentration. He pumped harder, faster.

The pressure built in my belly. That familiar, terrifying coil.

It was a war. My mind fighting for dignity, my body fighting for release. And my body was winning. My mind was breaking, surrendering. The pleasure was a dark, suffocating tide and it felt so good. God help me, it felt so fucking good to just... stop fighting. To let go of the ambition, the control, the endless pressure to be smart and sharp.

To just be a body. A whore. A broodmare.

"She's close," Daniel said.

"Push her," Albrecht commanded. "Make her break."

He dug his fingers in, hitting the spot with brutal precision. He rubbed my clit so hard I thought he might bruise me.

I couldn't hold it back. The dam broke.

I screamed. I couldn't help it. A raw, ugly cry of defeat.

My body arched off the table and my legs thrashed in the stirrups.

My cunt clamped down on Daniel’s fingers with a vice-like grip, milking him, begging him.

"Oh, yes!" Albrecht said, watching the screen. "Just look at that! Look at those contractions!"

I was spasming, bucking, lost in the white-hot fire of my climax. I felt my insides clench, a deep, pulling sensation. I was trying to suck him in. Trying to drain him dry.

And in the center of that blinding pleasure, I felt an overwhelming, devastating grief. I was mourning Jessica Taylor the lawyer. I was watching her drown in my own fluids.

Because I liked it.

I liked being used. I liked being tested. I liked the feeling of my uterus convulsing, preparing itself for a load it hadn't received. I wanted to be bred. I wanted to be heavy and slow and stupid with pregnancy.

It went on for an eternity. Wave after wave of intense, blinding sensation.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed back onto the table, panting, weeping silent tears. I was wrecked.

Daniel withdrew his hand. He looked at Albrecht, hopeful.

"Well?"

Albrecht studied the monitor for a long moment. Then she nodded.

"Excellent," she said. "Strong uptake reflex. High volume lubrication. She's a vacuum."

She marked her chart.

"Clean her up," she said dismissively. "Then send in the next one."

She looked at me.

"You passed, Jessica. You're ready to be bred."

Daniel grabbed a towel and wiped me down, his touch rough and efficient. He didn't look at me. He was just doing his job.

I sat up, pulling the paper gown around my shaking shoulders. I felt hollowed out. Used.

But as I looked at the monitor, at the flatline of my resting uterus, I felt a flicker of something that might have been triumph.

The lawyer was dead. Long live the Mother.

I hopped off the table, my legs so unsteady I felt like Bambi on ice.

I grabbed my tunic and walked slowly, painfully, to the door. I was aching. I was leaking. But I was going to be a Mother, and that was all that mattered to me now.

I passed Gabriela in the waiting room. She looked up at me.

"Your turn," I whispered before I hobbled back off to my room.

Gabriela

I sat perfectly still in the waiting room, my spine aligned, my feet flat on the floor. I focused on my knees. I visualized the cartilage knitting together, the inflammation subsiding. They felt strong today. Capable. That was the bargain.

But the sounds from the next room were making it hard to concentrate.

First, there had been low voices. The clinical drone of Albrecht. Then, a gasp. A series of whimpers.

And now... screaming.

They were the screams of a woman coming apart at the seams. Raw cries of anguish that rose and fell, punctuated by wet, desperate sobbing. It sounded like an animal caught in a trap, thrashing not to escape, but to drive the teeth deeper.

I gripped the edge of my plastic chair. That was Jessica. The woman who used to be a lawyer. Who had trained me to take a plug in my ass without flinching. If they could make her sound like that...

The screaming stopped abruptly, replaced by a heavy silence that was somehow more terrifying.

Five minutes later, the door opened.

Jessica walked out. She looked... wrecked. Her hair was wild, pulling out of her ponytail. Her face was flushed a deep, blotchy red. She walked with a wide, unsteady gait, like a sailor on land for the first time.

She stopped in front of me. She smelled of sweat and sex and antiseptic. Her eyes were glazed, the pupils blown wide.

"Your turn," she whispered. Her voice was a rasp.

I stood up. I smoothed my tunic. I tried to see fear in her eyes, but I saw something else. Triumph. A dark, satisfied glow. She had passed. She had given them what they wanted.

I walked past her, into the lion's den.

The exam room was cold. It smelled strongly of latex and fresh bleach, but underneath, there was the undeniable, musky scent of arousal.

Dr. Albrecht was wiping down the table with a disinfectant cloth. She looked calm, bored even. Daniel was standing by the sink, washing his hands aggressively, his face pale.

"Gabriela Rossi," Albrecht said without turning. "Intake for the Legacy Program. Client: Volkov."

"Yes," I said. “That’s right.”

"Strip. Everything."

I moved to the center of the room. I took a breath. I was a dancer. I knew how to disrobe. I pulled the tunic over my head with a fluid motion, folding it neatly. I removed my underwear.

I stood naked before them and assumed the first position, heels touching, toes out. I lifted my chin. I presented myself not as a victim, but as a masterpiece.

Albrecht turned. She scanned me. Her eyes lingered on my legs, the definition of my quads, the curve of my calves.

"Good muscle tone," she noted. "Tight core. Excellent pelvic floor. That can be a problem."

She walked closer. "Dancers are disciplined. You hold everything in. You control every muscle fiber." She poked my stomach hard. My abs clenched instantly. "See? Armor."

She looked me in the eye.

"We don't need armor, Gabriela. We need softness, openness. A womb that is tight won't take the seed deep enough. We need you to let go."

"I can do that," I said.

"We'll see. On the table."

I climbed up. I placed my feet in the stirrups. I let my knees fall open, maximizing the turnout. It was a pose I had held a thousand times in rehearsal, stretching the adductors.

Albrecht sat on her stool. She rolled between my legs. She didn't touch me yet. She just looked.

"Daniel," she barked. "Gloves."

Daniel jumped. He dried his hands and pulled on a fresh pair.

"Stimulation test," Albrecht ordered. "You know the drill."

Daniel approached. He wouldn't meet my eyes.

His fingers were clumsy, tentative. He was a boy, terrified of the woman on the table, terrified of the woman watching him. He reached for me as if I were a bomb that might explode.

I lay perfectly still, my legs spread wide, watching the ceiling. I felt the cold air on my skin, the harsh lights exposing every pore. The humiliation was a dull ache in my chest. I was a principal dancer. I had performed for royalty. I was the lover of a billionaire who wanted me to give him his heir. And now I was on my back, my feet in stirrups while a medical student fumbled with my clit.

His fingers were dry. He rubbed too hard, then too soft. It was irritating. Distracting. Like a fly buzzing around my head.

Focus, I told myself. Think of the contract. Think of the knees.

If I didn't pass this test, I was out. Volkov would have no use for me. He would send me back to the pain. Back to the fucking canes.

Daniel shifted his weight, his breathing heavy and nervous. He pushed a finger inside me. It was awkward. He scraped me with a fingernail, and I flinched.

"Sorry," he muttered.

"Don't apologize," Albrecht snapped from the corner. "Stimulate her."

I realized then that this wasn't going to work. If I waited for him to make me come, we would be here all day. And Albrecht was getting impatient. I could feel her gaze boring into me.

I had to take control. I had to give them what they wanted.

I was an artist. I knew how to project emotion. I knew how to use my body to tell a story. The story they wanted was Ecstasy.

So, I began to perform.

I arched my back, lifting my hips off the table, pushing myself onto his finger. It made the intrusion deeper, but it also gave me leverage. I let out a low, breathy sigh, pitching it perfectly—not too loud, not too quiet. Just enough to suggest building arousal.

"Oh," I whispered, turning my head to the side, my hair spilling over the pillow. "Yes."

I fluttered my eyelids. I clenched my toes, pointing them hard, showing off the arch of my foot. Every movement was calculated. Every gasp was choreographed. I was dancing lying down.

Daniel seemed encouraged. He moved faster. I matched his rhythm, grinding my hips in a small, tight circle. I wasn't feeling pleasure. I was feeling like a lab rat in a scientist’s maze. I was feeling the absurdity of my situation. But I made my face a mask of utter bliss.

I parted my lips. I let my breathing hitch. One, two, gasp. One, two, moan.

It was working. Daniel was getting into it. He was breathing harder.

"She's responding," he told Albrecht, relieved. "She's... she's getting wet."

I was getting wet because that was biology. Friction plus lubrication. It meant nothing.

I ramped it up. I threw my head back, exposing my throat. I let a high, keening sound escape my lips. I tensed my abdominal muscles, making my stomach concave, highlighting my ribs. It was a beautiful picture of agony and ecstasy.

I was halfway through the second act. The crescendo. I was preparing to fake the climax—the shudder, the cry, the collapse. I had it all planned out.

"Stop."

Albrecht’s voice cut through the performance like a knife through silk.

I froze mid-gasp. Daniel pulled his hand back as if burned.

We both looked at her.

Albrecht was staring at me with cold fury. Her arms were crossed. She wasn't buying it. Not for a second.

"She's acting, Daniel," she said, each word dripping with disdain. "Look at her pulse. Look at the flush. It's superficial. It's theater."

She walked toward the table.

"Get out of the way," she hissed at Daniel. " She thinks this is a stage? She thinks she can fool me?"

My stomach dropped. The performance crumbled. I was just a naked girl on a table again.

She loomed over me. Her eyes were terrifying—gray, flat, and filled with a cold, professional rage. "I don't want a performance, Gabriela," she said, her voice low and dangerous. "I want a genuine biological reaction. I want the truth."

She reached out and grabbed my ankles. She didn't ask. She didn't warn. She shoved my legs back, hard, forcing my knees toward my ears. It was a deep stretch, one that would have snapped a normal woman. For me, it was just extreme range of motion, but the force behind it was a violation. I was folded in half, my ass in the air, my cunt displayed like a flower torn open.

She leaned in close. I could smell her breath—coffee and mints.

"You like your new knees, Gabriela?" she whispered.

My heart stopped. The world narrowed to her face.

"The injections? The pain relief? It's nice, isn't it? To walk without limping. To dream about dancing again."

She reached between my legs. She didn't use lube. She shoved three fingers inside me, hard and dry. The friction burned. I gasped, trying to pull away, but she held my ankles pinned.

"If you don't give me what I want," she hissed, twisting her hand inside me, "if you don't break for me right now, I will mark you as incompatible. You'll be off the program. No more injections. No more Volkov."

She leaned closer, until her nose almost touched mine. "You'll be a cripple in two weeks. You'll be begging on the street with a couple of canes."

The threat hit me harder than the physical intrusion. The fear was a cold spike in my chest. Not that. Anything but that. The memory of the pain—the grinding bone, the sleepless nights, the end of my life—crashed over me.

"Please," I gasped, tears springing to my eyes. "Don't."

"Then stop acting!" she screamed in my face, her spit hitting my cheek. "Show me that you're real!"

She found my clit with her thumb. She didn't rub it. She pinched it. Hard. Cruelly. She ground her fingers deep inside my cunt, treating me like a piece of meat she was tenderizing.

It hurt. It burned. But the terror... the sheer, overwhelming terror of losing my body again... it unlocked something dark and desperate inside me.

My control shattered. The dancer vanished.

I started to cry. Ugly, snotty tears. I thrashed on the table, trying to get away, but she held me pinned, her strength shocking.

"That's it," she growled, seeing the panic in my eyes. "Feel it. Feel how truly helpless you are."

She increased the speed. She was brutal. Relentless. Using my own fear as a lubricant. And my body, terrified and overstimulated, began to obey. The pressure built in my belly, a hot, sick coil of tension.

"Please!" I sobbed. "Please stop!"

"Come for me!" she shouted. "Open up! Take it!"

It felt like a panic attack turned inside out. My body convulsed, a violent, ugly spasm that had no grace in it. I screamed, a high, thin sound of pure distress. My hips bucked against her hand, my inner muscles clamping down on her fingers in a desperate attempt to stop the assault.

I came hard, shaking, weeping, completely undone. It was the most humiliating moment of my life. I had been broken open by a woman who hated me.

When the spasms finally subsided, I lay there, gasping for air, my face wet with tears and snot. Albrecht didn't withdraw her hand. She kept her fingers inside me, measuring the aftershocks, her face impassive.

"Better," she said coldly. "But we're not done. That was just the warm-up."

She looked at Daniel, who was cowering in the corner. "Get out," she snapped.

He blinked, frozen by the sudden shift.

"I said get out!" she roared. "You're useless. You're hesitant. If I want a job done right, I have to do it myself."

Daniel fled, the door slamming behind him.

The silence rushed back in, heavy and suffocating. It was just me and her. The doctor and the specimen, the lab rat.

Albrecht looked down at me. I was still trembling, my legs spread wide in the air, my face wet with tears.

"You think that was enough?" she asked. "One little orgasm? That proves nothing. And it won't prepare you for what's coming for you."

She peeled off her gloves. For a second, I thought she was stopping.

Then she reached for a jar of thick, heavy lubricant. She scooped out a handful, coating her bare hand.

"Volkov is big, Gabriela," she said, slicking her fingers. "Monstrously big. And he doesn't care about your comfort. He cares about depth."

She stepped between my legs. She didn't pick up an instrument. She leaned forward.

Her hand—warm, slick, terrifying—pressed against my pussy. But she didn't push inside yet.

She lowered her head.

I felt her breath first, hot and damp against my inner thigh. I flinched, my muscles twitching in a useless attempt to close myself off. But my legs were trapped in the stirrups, held wide for her inspection, for her pleasure.

Then her mouth made contact. Her mouth made a seal. Her lips covered my clit, creating a warm, wet vacuum. Her tongue flicked out, not gentle, but precise. She swirled it around the hood, teasing the swollen, oversensitized nerve bundle underneath.

A jolt of electricity shot up my spine. I gasped, my head thrashing on the paper pillow.

"Quiet," she murmured against my skin, the vibration buzzing through my flesh.

Her free hand moved up to my chest. She found my nipple, already hard from the cold and the fear. She rolled it between her thumb and forefinger, a slow, methodical friction that sent waves of sensation radiating across my chest.

Then, her other hand—the one slick with heavy lubricant—began its work.

She didn't rush. She inserted one finger, pressing down on the perineum, stretching my pussy out. She rotated it, exploring the tightness, the resistance.

"Tight," she noted, her words muffled by my flesh. "Still tight even after ... Breathe, Gabriela, breathe."

I tried to breathe. In. Out. But every time I exhaled, I felt her push deeper.

She added a second finger.

I whimpered. It was crazy, she’d fucked me long and hard with three fingers only minutes ago, but she was right, I was tight again.

"Shh," she soothed, her tongue licking a long, slow stripe up my slit, and she began to pump her fingers in and out, a slow, rhythmic fucking. Slap. Squelch. Slap. The sound was obscene in the quiet room. With every thrust, she twisted her wrist, widening me, carving out space.

My hips began to move of their own accord, rocking to meet her hand. It wasn't conscious. It was biological. My body was trying to accommodate the intrusion, trying to find a way to make it fit.

"That's it," she whispered. "Open for me."

She added a third finger.

I cried out, a sharp, jagged sound. It felt like I was splitting.

"Don't fight it," she commanded. She increased the suction on my clit, pulling hard, distracting me from the pain below with a spike of pleasure above. It was a sensory overload. Pain. Pleasure. Fullness. Emptiness.

I was drowning in sensation. My mind was a static blur. All I knew was her hand, her mouth, her voice.

She worked her fingers deeper, past the muscle ring, into the void beyond. She curled them, assessing my limits.

"You have capacity," she said, sounding almost admiring. "Deep pelvis. Flexible ligaments. You were built for this."

She pushed again. Her knuckles brushed against my opening.

I froze. I knew what was coming. I looked down, past my heaving chest, past her gray head buried between my legs. I saw her hand. It looked huge. Impossible.

"No," I whispered. "It won't fit."

Albrecht looked up. Her face was slick with my juices. Her eyes were dark, dilated.

"It will fit," she said. "Because you're going to make it fit. You're going to swallow it whole."

She pressed her knuckles against me. The pressure was immense. A bowling ball trying to fit through a keyhole.

I realized then, with a terrifying clarity, that there was no stopping this. She was going to put her whole fist inside me. She was going to turn me inside out.

And my body... my treacherous, hungry body... was already trying to relax for her, trying to open for her.

I was preparing myself to take her fist.

"Breathe," she commanded. "Push out. Like you're birthing it."

I pushed. It was a reflex, a desperate attempt to expel the pressure, but it had the opposite effect. It opened me.

She leaned her weight forward. Her knuckles breached the entrance.

The pain was blinding. A ring of fire expanded inside me, stretching tissue that had never been meant to stretch this wide. I screamed, my head thrown back, my back arching off the table so violently the metal stirrups rattled. It felt like I was being torn apart at the seams.

"Yes," she hissed, watching my face contort. "That's it. Make room."

She pushed past the knuckles. The widest part of her hand slid inside.

The sensation changed. The sharp, tearing pain at the entrance dulled to a massive, overwhelming fullness. I was stuffed. Gorged. Her fist was a solid, unyielding object occupying my whole cunt, the center of my being. I could feel the shape of it—the curve of her fingers, the hardness of her thumb tucked inside—pressing against my bladder, my bowel, my spine.

I couldn't close my legs even if I wanted to. I was propped open from the inside.

"That’s a good girl," she told me, her voice filled with a dark awe. "You took it. Gabriela, you took it all."

And then she began to move.

It was a grind, not a thrust. She rotated her wrist, turning her fist inside me like a key in a lock. The friction was immense. Every millimeter of movement sent shockwaves through my pelvis. She was rearranging me. She was making space where there was none.

My sobbing turned into ragged, desperate panting. The pain was still there, a constant, burning backdrop, but something else was rising to meet it. A deep, heavy, thrumming heat that radiated from the point of impact. The sheer volume of her hand was stimulating nerves I didn't know existed. It was hitting everything at once—my G-spot, my cervix, the deepest recesses of my womb.

She twisted deeper and then began to pump. Slowly at first, then picking up a terrifying momentum. In. Out. Twist. In. Out. Twist.

I was being hollowed out. I was being made into some kind of tunnel.

And my mind... it was disintegrating. The dancer who worried about lines and grace was gone. The woman who feared pain was gone. All that was left was this sensation of absolute fullness. Of being completely and utterly possessed.

"Please," I moaned, the word garbled. "Please."

"Please what?" she taunted, driving her fist deeper, hitting bottom again. "Please stop? Or please wreck me?"

"Wreck me," I sobbed. "Wreck me."

That admission broke the final dam.

It started deep in my core. It was a seismic event. A heavy, rolling earthquake. I clenched around her fist, spasming violently, trying to crush her hand. My hips bucked, driving me onto her, impaling myself further.

I screamed. It was a pure and primal, animal sound. A sound of total surrender.

Waves of pleasure crashed over me, blinding and suffocating. I felt myself shattering, piece by piece. The pain and the pleasure were indistinguishable, a single, blinding white light.

Albrecht kept going. She fist-fucked me all the way through the climax, using my spasms against me, stretching me wider as I tried to close.

"Take it!" she told me. "Take it all! Be a good breeder!"

"I am!" I wailed. "I am a breeder! I am!"

I came and came and came, until I was empty. Until I was nothing but a wet, trembling husk draped around her fist.

She held me there for a long moment, letting me feel the fullness one last time. Letting the reality of what I had become settle into my bones.

Then, slowly, agonizingly, she began to withdraw.

The friction reversed. Her knuckles passed the ring of fire again.

And then she was out.

The emptiness was instant and horrifying. I felt gaping. Ruined. A cavern where a woman used to be.

I lay on the table, my legs still wide, twitching. I was leaking. Lubricant, sweat, my own fluids poured out of me, soaking the paper. I gazed up at the ceiling, reached down to examine my aching, oozing cunt. It felt... different. It felt like a room made ready for a guest.

Albrecht stripped off her glove. Her hand was red, slick. She looked at it, then stared down at me. "You’re doing very well," she said, clinical once more. "Just one more little test."

“One more test?”

She nodded. “Get dressed. Go wash up. Get something to eat. And be back here in two hours, ready to put in some work.”


Epilogue

Gabriela

I walked back to the Medical Wing. My gait was wide, careful. Every step sent a ghost of sensation through me—a phantom fullness that hadn't faded even after two hours.

I had showered. I had eaten a steak sandwich that tasted like sawdust. I had tried to sit, but the pressure on my bruised insides was too much, so I had paced my small room, waiting for the clock to tick down.

One more test.

The words echoed in my mind. What could be worse than a fist? What could be more invasive than being turned inside out?

I pushed open the door to the exam room.

It had changed. The table was gone, pushed against the wall. In the center of the room was a simple, sturdy wooden chair.

And standing next to it was Dr. Albrecht.

She wasn't wearing her lab coat. She was wearing black scrubs, tight across her chest. And strapped around her waist was a harness.

It was heavy, black leather, industrial and severe. Protruding from the front was a dildo.

It was monstrous. Thick, veined, and molded from a material that looked disturbingly realistic. It was the color of pale flesh, with a slightly darker head. But it wasn't just a dildo. A clear tube ran from the base, disappearing into a small, motorized pump unit on the counter. A reservoir of thick, white fluid sat next to it.

Holy fuck.

My breath hitched.

"Welcome back, Gabriela," Albrecht said. Her voice was calm, almost casual, as if she were wearing a stethoscope instead of a strap-on. "I trust you're rested?"

"Yes," I whispered, my eyes fixed on the device.

"Good. Because this test requires... participation."

She sat down on the chair, spreading her legs. The dildo jutted up at an angle, threatening and arrogant.

"The fisting proved you have capacity," she explained. "It proved you can stretch. But stretching isn't enough. Breeding requires active engagement. It requires you to ride."

She patted her lap.

"Come here. Sit on me. Take it."

I walked toward her. The room felt smaller. Hotter.

She didn’t say anything else to try to justify what she wanted me to do. No lie she could tell would ever convince either of us that this wasn’t for her. Entirely for her.

I stopped in front of her. The dildo was level with my stomach.

"Strip," she said. "Just the bottom."

I pulled off my pants and panties. I stood before her, naked from the waist down, my tunic providing a flimsy modesty.

"Straddle me."

I stepped over her legs. I faced her.

"Hold onto my shoulders," she instructed. "Guide it in yourself."

I reached down. My hand wrapped around the fake cock. It was warm—heated from within? It felt heavy, solid. I lined it up with my opening, which was still tender, still slightly gaping from her fist.

"Now," she whispered. "Sink all the way down."

I lowered myself.

The head pressed against me. It was wide. Blunt. I pushed down.

It slid inside.

The sensation was different from the fist. The fist had been knuckles and bone, hard and unyielding. This was smooth, uniform, relentless. It filled me completely, stretching walls that were already raw.

I gasped, my head falling onto her shoulder.

"Good," she murmured, her hands coming up to grip my hips. "Take it all. Bottom out."

I sank lower. Inch by inch. Until my pubic bone hit the harness. Until I was seated firmly in her lap.

I was full. Stuffed.

"Now," she said, all matter of fact and diamond hard. "Ride. Ride me. Show me how you make a man empty himself into you."

I began to move.

At first, it was just mechanics. Knees out. Core tight. Engage the glutes. I was a dancer performing a routine.

But then, Albrecht’s hands moved.

She grabbed my ass cheeks, spreading them, kneading the flesh with a proprietary roughness. Her thumbs dug into my dimples.

"Look at me," she ordered.

I opened my eyes. Her face was inches from mine. Her eyes were dark, dilated, filled with a twisted, predatory hunger.

"You like this, don't you?" she whispered. "The pretty little ballerina, riding the doctor. You like being used."

The words were a slap. But they were also true.

The shame hit me first. A hot, sickening wave. I was grinding against a woman I feared, impaling myself on a great big plastic cock, rehearsing being bred, working to be accepted as a broodmare. It was depraved. It was beneath me.

But was it?

Because underneath the shame, the humiliation, a forbidden pleasure was growing like a weed in the dark.

The way she filled me on every downstroke was intoxicating, to say the very least. The rhythm she demanded was hypnotizing me. Being held, directed, being owned... it silenced the constant, anxious chatter in my brain about my legs, my future, my career, my worth.

I closed my eyes again, unable to hold her gaze.

"Don't hide," she hissed, her hand moving up to grab my breast through the thin fabric of my tunic. She squeezed hard, twisting my nipple. "Feel it. Feel what you are."

I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily.

"I'm... I'm a whore," I sobbed, the confession tearing out of me.

"No," she corrected, her thumb rubbing my nipple raw. "You're a cunt. A pussy. You're a hole. And you fucking love it."

"I love it," I echoed, the truth tasting like ashes and honey. "I do. I love it."

That admission broke me. My body took over. I slammed my hips down, harder, faster, chasing the friction, the oblivion.

My breath came in gasps. My skin was flushed, sweat trickling down my spine. The pleasure built, a dark, heavy tide rising in my belly.

"That's it," Albrecht growled, her hands tightening on my hips. "Cum for me, little slut. Show me the ballerina has become a whore."

I just couldn't stop it.

I threw my head back and cried out. My body convulsed, clamping down on the dildo with a desperate, crushing strength. I was shattered. I was nothing. I was only this. Only sensation. Only surrender.

Albrecht watched me come. She saw my face contort. She smiled as I broke, a cruel, triumphant smile, and she reached for the control unit.

"It’s time," she whispered, her finger hovering over the button. "You're ready. So now, Gabriela, you're going to take my load."

She pressed the button.

A hum started in the machine. The dildo began to vibrate, a low, thrumming pulse deep inside me.

"Ride it!" she told me. "Make me come!"

And I rode. I slammed myself down, harder, faster, chasing the vibration, chasing my next release.

"Now!" she yelled. "Clamp that pussy down!"

I squeezed. I tightened every muscle in my cunt and ass. I gripped the dildo as if it were life itself.

She hit a second button and the pump engaged.

I felt it almost right away. A sudden, powerful surge of thick, warm fluid shooting out of the tip of the dildo into my needy cunt. It was high-pressure. Voluminous.

I screamed. It felt real. Too fucking real for me. It filled me. It felt like it was inflating me, a hot, heavy flood that didn't stop.

"Take it all," Albrecht hissed. "Hold it! Don't spill a drop!"

I held on. I clung to her shoulders, sobbing, as the machine pumped fake seed into me. The fullness became a pressure, a distension that was terrifying and ecstatic.

When the machine finally stopped, I collapsed against her, panting, weeping. I was full. Heavy. Sloshing with fluid.

Albrecht held me. For a moment, her touch was almost gentle. She stroked my hair.

"Good girl," she whispered. "You're a natural."

She waited a beat, then tapped my hip.

"Up. Carefully. We need to check retention."

I lifted myself off. The fluid threatened to spill, but I clenched, holding in as much of it as I could. I stood there, trembling, filled with warm, synthetic cum.

Albrecht stood up. She inspected the floor. No drips. Only a trickle down the inside of one leg.

"Perfect," she said. "You did well."

She unbuckled the harness and set it on the chair.

"Go back to your room now and lie down. Hips elevated. Use a pillow if you need to. Practice holding it all in for an hour."

She turned away to clean the machine.

I walked out of the room, waddling.

**

Back in my room, I lay on my bed, my hips propped up on pillows. My knees were bent, my legs spread slightly, gravity doing the work of retention.

Inside me, the warm, synthetic fluid was a heavy, sloshing presence. Every time I breathed, I felt it shift. It was a constant, intimate reminder of what had been done to me. Of what I had allowed to be done.

The room was silent. Priya was gone—moved to another wing, or maybe just... gone. I didn't want to think about it.

I stared at the ceiling. I felt... strange. Not violated. Not angry.

Just... quiet.

My body was sore. My pussy ached. My nipples were tender. But my mind was peaceful. The frantic ambition, the fear of failure, the endless calculations about my career—they were gone. They had been fucked out of me with a plastic cock.

I thought about Albrecht. Her hands. Her mouth. Her cruelty.

I should have hated her. But instead, I felt a twisted sense of gratitude. She had shown me what I was. She had stripped away the dancer, the artist, and revealed the simple truth beneath the façade.

underneath.

I was a biological machine. I was meant to be used. I was meant to be bred.

I put my hand on my stomach. It was flat but felt full. I imagined it swelling. Not just a little bump, but a heavy, taut curve.

I imagined the weight of a child—Volkov's child—anyone’s child—growing inside me.

I pictured myself waddling all the time, my center of gravity shifted, my body built for carrying, not dancing.

It wasn't a horror anymore. It was a purpose. A destiny.

My hand drifted up to my breasts. They were small, firm, dancer's breasts. But in my mind, they were changing. I imagined them growing heavy, soft, veined with blue. I imagined my nipples darkening, expanding into wide, sensitive saucers.

I imagined milk.

The thought sent a jolt of heat through me that was sharper than any touch. To be full of milk. To leak. To pump. To breast feed.

And my sex drive... oh god, my sex drive. I had heard from friends that the hormones generated by pregnancy had driven them absolutely wild.

My drive was already changing. The drugs, the training, the constant use—it had rewired me. I seemed to be in heat all the time. I imagined being pregnant and insatiable. Needing to be filled, needing to be bred, needing to be milked, all at the same time.

The shame of that thought was delicious. The principal ballerina, reduced to a breeder. The artist, reduced to a milk machine.

I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the synthetic cum shift inside me, and I closed my eyes, drifting in the warm haze of my own degradation, of exhaustion and endorphins. I was safe now. I had been chosen.

And then, a single thought pierced the fog. A long, cold, sharp needle of reality.

Today was just the medical audit. Just the physical.

Tomorrow... tomorrow was the interview.

Grant Whitmore. The Architect. The man who owned the island, the drug, the clients, and me.

He was going to interview me.

My eyes snapped open. The peace vanished, replaced by a new, sharp anxiety.

He wasn't going to check my cervix. He was going to test my submission. He was going to look into my eyes and see if I was truly ready to give up everything.

I had absolutely no idea how to prepare for him.

Almost without thinking, I touched my breasts again, pinching my nipples and wishing they were leaking already.


Exclusive Free Book

First Time Blacked—Waitress

Three big Black men walk into Lucy's diner in the middle of the night—a father and his sons.

When they leave, she knows she'll never be the same again.

Sign up for my newsletter, The Mollyverse, and get your free copy of Waitress as a welcome gift.

You'll receive exclusive deals and special offers, and be the first to know about my new releases. And of course, you can unsubscribe at any time.

An 18,000-word First Time Blacked novella, Waitress will never be published anywhere else. It will remain exclusive to subscribed members of The Mollyverse.

Get Your Free Book Now



Coming Soon

The Founding Mothers—Part Two

The continuation of the selection process. Billionaire Grant Whitmore's 'interviews'.

First Time Blacked—Install

When her globetrotting husband orders the ultimate SmartHome, neglected suburban wife Bella Hawkins finds herself unable to resist the installer.

New Series Coming in 2026

Celebrity Skin

A hot young blonde's struggle to succeed in Hollywood.

Around the World in 80 Lays

The further erotic adventures of Sarah and Greg. Now a fully formed hotwife slut, Sarah travels the world in search of brand new thrills.

Filthy Little Secrets

The secret lives of trophy wives. They don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

Backdoor Confessions

Many woman carry a secret in their walk. A memory of the night the rules changed for them. The night their "no" turned into them taking it in the ass.

To be notified of future filthy releases, follow me on Amazon at

http://amazon.com/author/mollypike

molly xo


Molly Pike

Molly Pike has been a booth babe and a stew on a middling sized yacht, and now she's paying her way through college by writing down her fantasies and sharing them with you. She might not have tried everything she writes about (yet), but she'll try anything once. Twice, probably.

molly on the web



Also Available

Series

Filthy Little Secrets

They don’t want love or respect. They want to be broken and used.

Discover Filthy Little Secrets at Amazon

First Time Blacked

They’re wives. Teachers. Mothers. They’re good girls. White women who’ve lived their whole lives playing by the rules. But when that first big black cock enters the picture, everything falls apart. Their neat little lives. Their marriages. Everything.

Discover First Time Blacked at Amazon

The Fertility Games

It starts with a single, stolen bottle of pills. A good deed of misguided kindness. It ends with a breeding program for the ageing elite.

Discover The Fertility Games at Amazon

Becoming a Slut

An explicit, multi-part descent into submission, sexual rebirth, and husband-led humiliation. Each volume turns up the heat as Sarah sheds her shame and transforms into the fucktoy she was always meant to be.

Discover Becoming a Slut at Amazon

Hollywood Humiliation

A filthy, explicit erotica series following ambitious starlets as they face casting couches, public exposure, degrading auditions, and the kind of submission that leaves them trembling—and addicted.

Discover Hollywood Humiliation at Amazon

DC Disgrace

Young, driven women arrive in DC, beautiful, brilliant, and determined to succeed, eager to prove themselves—in government, in lobbying, in the investment banks. The first lesson they learn is to surrender everything.

Discover DC Disgrace at Amazon

Doing Deals

From Manhattan penthouses to Hollywood Hills mansions and superyachts on the open sea, these women are never afraid to go all in, because every success comes with a gasp-inducing commission and sometimes, the only way to the top is on your knees.

Discover Doing Deals at Amazon.

Yachties

Welcome aboard the superyacht Cyrene, where the champagne flows, the tips are fat, and every free-use stewardess understands the rules—serve without limits, submit without question, and surrender completely.

Discover Yachties at Amazon.

Makkuro Neon

Welcome to Great Nihongo Necroplex—Cyberpunk Erotica with a Filthy Edge.

Discover Makkuro Neon at Amazon.

Hot Holidays

Hannah is the kind of hotwife every man dreams about. And Paul is the kind of husband who loves to watch her with them ... Slutwife adventures for the holidays

Discover Hot Holidays at Amazon.

Inheritance Island

Surrounded by murderous traitors hiding in plain sight and faithful heirs who will do anything to survive, how can you know who to trust?

Welcome to Inheritance Island—Come for the million dollars. Stay for the thrills and kills.

Discover Inheritance Island at Amazon

Gold Medal Diaries

Welcome to the Olympic Village, where the world's elite athletes are free to explore their deepest, most forbidden taboos.

What happens in the Village has always stayed in the Village. That’s about to change ...

Discover Gold Medal Diaries at Amazon

Standalone Stories

Falling Star

The President, His Brother, and the Movie Star

She was America’s sweetheart. Now, she’s nothing at all.

Discover Falling Star at Amazon
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