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Chapter 1: Platinum Arrival

The white Bentley pulled into the clinic’s circular drive like it owned the place.

I watched from the second-floor window of the Genesis Wing, coffee in hand, as the driver emerged and rushed around to open the rear passenger door. The car alone probably cost more than my entire student loan debt. Which, until three months ago, had been a number that kept me up at night.

Now I kept entirely different company at night.

“The Carmichaels.” Vivian’s voice came from behind me, warm with that Nigerian-British accent I’d grown to love. Her hand found my lower back, her pregnant belly brushing against my hip. At twenty-four weeks, she was enormous—and more beautiful than ever. “Richard Carmichael’s pharma connections got them priority on the waiting list. Four hundred names, and they jumped to the front.”

“What’s their story?”

“Twelve years of failed fertility treatments. Every clinic in the country. Every experimental procedure money can buy.” Vivian moved beside me, her silk maternity blouse doing nothing to hide the dark spots where milk had begun to leak. At this stage, she leaked constantly—especially when aroused. “The wife is the official patient. But I suspect the daughter has her own agenda.”

I was about to ask what she meant when the first Carmichael emerged from the Bentley.

Jesus Christ.

Tiffany Carmichael unfolded from the back seat like a centerfold come to life. My eyes traveled the automatic path—Louboutin heels, spray-tanned legs that went on forever, a pencil skirt so tight it should have been illegal, hips that flared with surgical precision, a waist cinched by what had to be expert liposuction, and then—

Her tits.

I’d seen a lot of tits in the past three months. Natural ones, enhanced ones, pregnant ones swelling with milk. But Tiffany Carmichael’s rack defied physics. Her designer blouse strained across what had to be F-cups at minimum, impossibly round, impossibly high, the kind of breasts that didn’t bounce so much as declare their presence. They sat on her chest like monuments to plastic surgery.

Her face was equally constructed. Platinum blonde hair—extensions, obviously—cascading past her shoulders. Lips plumped to a perfect pout. Cheekbones that might have been natural but probably weren’t. Designer sunglasses hiding whatever expression she actually wore.

She was performing. Every movement calculated, every gesture practiced. The trophy wife on display.

“The wife,” Vivian murmured beside me. “Forty-four. Former Texas beauty queen. Richard’s had her enhanced over the years. Tits, ass, lips, you name it.”

“She looks like she stepped out of a magazine.”

“She looks like she stepped out of a cage.” Vivian’s voice hardened slightly. “The prenup is brutal. No child means she leaves with nothing. Richard’s been blaming her for their failures for over a decade.”

The second Carmichael emerged before I could respond.

Different. Deliberately different.

Madi Carmichael was younger—early twenties—with natural auburn hair pulled into a messy high ponytail. Where her stepmother was polished, Madi was curated chaos. A crop top showed off a half-sleeve tattoo on her left arm, floral patterns intertwined with a snake that curled toward her shoulder. Tiny shorts hugged thick thighs and a gym-built ass that owed nothing to surgery. She was shorter than Tiffany, curvier in a natural way, with the kind of body that Instagram influencers spent hours photographing.

Her belly button ring glinted in the Boston afternoon light. And through the thin fabric of her crop top, I could see the shadows of what had to be pierced nipples.

She caught me watching through the window. Even from two stories up, I saw her green eyes narrow, calculating. Then she smiled—not friendly, not quite challenging. Knowing.

“The stepdaughter,” Vivian said. “Twenty-two. Eight million followers on Instagram. Richard adopted her when he married Tiffany—she was eight. Bio dad was some Irish musician who abandoned them.”

“She doesn’t look like she needs fertility treatment.”

“She doesn’t. Officially, she’s here for ‘support.’” Vivian’s tone suggested she didn’t buy that for a second. “But I’ve seen the preliminary paperwork. She requested her own baseline fertility assessment. At twenty-two.”

“Interesting.”

“Very.” Vivian turned from the window, her massive belly leading the way. Her maternity blouse was emerald silk today—her power color—and the dark spots where her milk was leaking had spread since we’d started watching. “Come. Let’s welcome our guests.”



The intake process was standard. Or as standard as anything got at Okafor Reproductive Sciences.

I stood in the consultation room while Vivian conducted the initial interview. The Carmichaels sat across the mahogany desk—Tiffany perched on the edge of her chair like a show dog waiting for commands, Madi sprawled with deliberate casualness, phone already in hand.

“Welcome to the Genesis Wing.” Vivian’s voice was professional warmth. “I’m Dr. Okafor. I understand you’ve had difficulties conceiving.”

“Twelve years of difficulties.” Tiffany’s voice went breathy, girlish—a performance I recognized immediately. The bimbo mask. “Richard—my husband—he’s just so desperate for an heir. We’ve tried everything.”

“I see.” Vivian reviewed the paperwork. “Four rounds of IVF. Two surrogate attempts. Donor eggs. Hormone treatments. Quite a journey.”

“Richard has the resources. He wanted to try everything.” Tiffany’s enhanced lips curved into a practiced smile. “This clinic came highly recommended by his pharmaceutical contacts.”

“And you are?” Vivian turned to Madi, who hadn’t looked up from her phone.

“Supporting my mom.” The younger woman’s voice was Valley Girl meets TikTok, all performative casualness. “Family is everything, right?”

“Of course.” Vivian’s eyes missed nothing. “Mr. Wright here will conduct the initial assessments. He’s our fertility specialist.”

Both women looked at me.

Tiffany’s gaze traveled from my face down my body—the scrubs that fit differently than they used to, the confidence I’d gained in three months of being needed, wanted, worshipped by some of the most powerful women in the world. Her enhanced blue eyes widened slightly. Color touched her spray-tanned cheeks.

“Specialist.” Her breathy voice caught on the word. “Is that what they’re calling it?”

“Among other things.”

Madi’s assessment was more direct. She looked up from her phone, green eyes traveling over me with the practiced evaluation of someone who photographed herself for a living. I saw her register my height, my build, the way I stood. Her thumb paused over her screen.

“You don’t look like a doctor.”

“I’m not. I’m something better.” I held her gaze. “One hundred percent success rate.”

“That’s statistically impossible.”

“So I’ve been told.” I smiled. “Yet here we are.”

Something sparked in her eyes. Interest. Challenge. Hunger she probably didn’t even recognize yet.

The consultation continued. Standard questions about medical history, lifestyle, previous treatments. Tiffany answered everything in that breathy, performative voice, playing the dutiful wife desperate for a baby. Madi alternated between scrolling her phone and shooting me glances she thought I didn’t notice.

Through the window behind Vivian’s desk, I could see the rest of the Genesis Wing. Harper walking past, her twenty-four-week belly leading the way, auburn hair loose around her shoulders. She caught my eye through the glass and smiled—the warm, satisfied smile of a woman who’d found what she was looking for.

The Carmichaels didn’t notice. They were too focused on their own drama.

“The treatment protocol is straightforward,” Vivian was saying. “Multiple sessions over the course of one to two weeks. Our success rate speaks for itself.”

“And the… specialist.” Tiffany’s eyes darted to me again. “He’ll be conducting these sessions personally?”

“Mr. Wright is the only viable donor for our particular treatment.” Vivian’s voice was smooth, professional. “The serum we use requires specific biological compatibility. He is currently the only known subject who meets the criteria.”

“Lucky him.” Madi’s voice was dry, but her eyes were still on me.

“You could say that.” I met her gaze. “Or you could say lucky them. The women who’ve been through this program.”

“Women like you, Dr. Okafor?” Madi’s eyes dropped pointedly to Vivian’s pregnant belly.

Vivian didn’t flinch. “Exactly like me.”



We showed them to the Carmichael Suite—a renovated section of the east wing that had been designed for exactly this kind of high-maintenance patient. Two bedrooms, a shared sitting area, and one bathroom.

“Shared?” Tiffany’s perfect face twisted. “We’re supposed to share a bathroom?”

“The suite was designed for discretion.” Aiste appeared from the nursing station, ice-blonde and professional. At twenty-two weeks pregnant, her athletic body had softened beautifully, her normally fitted scrubs now straining across swollen breasts. “Separate entrances would draw attention.”

“I’m not sharing a mirror with someone who takes forty-five minutes to apply false lashes.” Madi dropped her duffel bags on the floor—covered in airline stickers, deliberately bohemian.

“At least I have standards, Madison.”

“At least I have a personality.”

“Girls.” Vivian’s voice cut through the sniping. “The accommodations are non-negotiable. The waiting list for this clinic currently exceeds four hundred names. You’re here because Mr. Carmichael’s connections secured priority placement. I suggest you make the most of it.”

The women glared at each other but fell silent.

I watched the dynamic with interest. Mother and daughter—stepmother and stepdaughter, technically—who clearly despised each other. The Instagram-perfect smiles they’d been wearing in the car were gone, replaced by genuine animosity.

They were competing. For what, I wasn’t sure yet.

“Your intake appointments are scheduled for tomorrow morning,” Vivian continued. “Tiffany at nine, Madison at eleven. Dinner is served in the conservatory at seven. I encourage you to meet the other patients—several are at various stages of treatment.”

“Other patients?” Tiffany’s eyes sharpened. “How many?”

“Currently, four primary patients in residence, plus several who return for regular check-ups.” Vivian smiled. “You’ll find them… supportive.”



I was heading back to my quarters when my phone buzzed. A text from Tiffany’s number—how she’d gotten it, I had no idea.

Brought to my attention that Madison has requested her own fertility consultation. Please prioritize accordingly. —RC

Not Tiffany. Richard.

I stared at the message. The man was monitoring his wife’s phone, sending messages to clinic staff, trying to control a situation from 1,800 miles away.

Another buzz. A photo this time. Tiffany’s closet back in Houston—empty hangers, bare shelves.

Tick tock.

Jesus. He’d photographed her empty closet as a threat. As a reminder that she had nothing without him.

I deleted both messages. Whatever was happening with the Carmichaels, it was more complicated than a simple fertility case.



Dinner in the conservatory was an education in dynamics.

The room was beautiful—Celeste had overseen the decoration, bringing her art dealer’s eye to the space. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the garden. Crystal chandeliers caught the evening light. A long table set for twelve, though tonight only eight of us were present.

Harper sat at one end, her freckled skin glowing with six months of pregnancy, her full breasts straining a maternity blouse that was already too small. Beside her, Celeste looked like a French painting come to life—elegant even with a baby bump, honey-brown waves loose around her shoulders.

Aiste presided over the wine service, her ice-blue eyes missing nothing as she poured sparkling water for the pregnant women. She’d softened in the past three months—not just physically, though her athletic body was now lush with approaching motherhood—but emotionally. The ice-blonde reserve had thawed into something warmer.

And Vivian, of course. At the head of the table, massive belly pressed against the edge, silk blouse dark with spreading milk stains she no longer bothered to hide. She was beautiful in her authority, in her surrender, in everything she’d become since that night in her lab.

The Carmichaels entered together but sat apart.

Tiffany had changed into something designer and too tight—a dress that probably cost more than my old monthly rent, cream-colored, straining across her surgical enhancements. Every button was under pressure. Every seam was a threat.

Madi had gone the opposite direction. Athleisure chic, all tiny shorts and cropped hoodie, her tattoo sleeve on full display. She’d added more Instagram makeup, her green eyes dramatic with liner and lash extensions.

Both of them stopped dead when they saw the pregnant women.

“Welcome to the family dinner.” Vivian gestured to empty seats. “Please, sit. We’re informal here.”

Tiffany chose the seat next to Harper, eyeing the professor’s enormous breasts with something between envy and fascination. Madi dropped into a chair across from Aiste, already reaching for her phone.

“We don’t allow phones during dinner.” Aiste’s voice was cool. “House rules.”

“Excuse me?”

“This is a medical facility, not a content studio. Your followers can wait.”

Madi’s eyes narrowed. But after a moment, she slipped the phone into her pocket.

I watched from my seat near Vivian, taking in the tensions and dynamics. The Carmichaels stuck out like exotic birds among the pregnant women—overdone, artificial, performing even at dinner.

“So.” Harper’s voice was warm, her Irish-American accent softening the question. “How are you finding the clinic so far?”

“It’s lovely.” Tiffany’s breathy voice was back. “So professional. Richard was very specific about wanting the best.”

“Richard is your husband?”

“Twelve years.” The words came out practiced. “He’s so supportive. So patient with everything we’ve tried.”

Across the table, I saw Celeste and Harper exchange a glance. They’d heard that tone before. The performance of a trapped woman.

“And you?” Aiste was looking at Madi. “You’re here for fertility assessment as well?”

“Supporting my mom.” Madi’s smile was Instagram-perfect. “But I figured, while I’m here, why not get checked out? Family history and all that.”

“Your family history?”

“I’m adopted.” The smile flickered. “Bio dad left when I was three. I don’t know anything about his side.”

Something shifted in Aiste’s expression. Recognition, maybe. She’d had her own abandonment stories.

Dinner continued. The pregnant women made conversation about symptoms, cravings, the way the serum had changed their bodies. Harper laughed about her unexpected lactation—“I leaked through three shirts yesterday”—while Celeste discussed the French pediatric specialists she was consulting.

The Carmichaels listened, watching, taking in a world they didn’t yet understand.

After dinner, I was heading to my quarters when footsteps caught up with me in the hallway.

“Mr. Wright.”

Madi. Her crop top had ridden up, showing the rose tattoo on her hip. Her green eyes were sharp in the dim hallway lighting.

“Miss Carmichael.”

“Madi.” She stepped closer. “So you’re the miracle worker. The one who got all those women pregnant.”

“That’s what the data shows.”

“Including Dr. Okafor. And that nurse. And probably half the other patients I saw at dinner.” Her eyes traveled over me again, that calculating assessment. “Must be quite a job.”

“It has its rewards.”

“I bet.” She moved closer still, close enough that I could smell her perfume—something expensive, something designed to be photographed. “Mom showed me the brochure. Guaranteed results. One hundred percent success rate.”

“Accurate.”

“Here’s the thing.” Her voice dropped, the Valley Girl affect disappearing. “Tiffany’s not the only Carmichael who needs something from this clinic. I’m twenty-two. My stepfather controls my bank accounts, my social media, my entire life. But if I have a baby…”

“Independence.”

“Leverage.” Her green eyes held mine. “Same as Mom. Different approach.”

“Dr. Okafor handles scheduling—”

“I’m not talking to Dr. Okafor.” She was very close now, her pierced nipples visible through the thin crop top, her thick thighs almost touching mine. “I’m talking to you. The specialist. The man who’s apparently capable of getting anyone pregnant.”

“Anyone compatible with the serum.”

“Am I?” Her smile was pure challenge. “Compatible?”

“That’s what the assessment is for.”

“Then I guess I’ll see you tomorrow.” She turned to go, then looked back over her shoulder. Her gym-built ass bounced with each step. “I’m going to need a private consultation too, Mr. Wright. Make sure you clear your schedule.”

She walked away, auburn ponytail swinging.

I watched her go, mind already processing. Two Carmichael women, both desperate to escape the same man. Both willing to use pregnancy as a weapon.

Richard Carmichael had no idea what was coming.

And neither, I suspected, did they.


Chapter 2: Medical History

Breakfast in the conservatory was a battlefield.

I watched from my corner table, coffee in hand, as the Carmichael women arrived separately and chose seats at opposite ends of the room. The morning light streamed through the windows, catching the crystal water glasses and making everything look like a magazine spread.

The effect was somewhat ruined by the tension crackling between them.

“Egg whites and fruit,” Tiffany told the server, her breathy voice tight. “No butter. No oil. No cheese.”

Madi dropped into her chair with deliberate loudness. “Pancakes. Extra syrup. And bacon.”

“Some of us have to maintain our figures.”

“Some of us have actual figures to maintain.”

Harper looked up from her own breakfast—she’d been craving pickles and peanut butter for weeks now, a combination that made everyone else slightly nauseous—and caught my eye. The pregnant professor’s expression was knowing. She’d seen this kind of dynamic before.

“The tension is palpable,” she murmured when I joined her. Her auburn hair was loose today, freckles scattered across skin that glowed with six months of pregnancy. “How long do you think before one of them snaps?”

“Forty-eight hours. Maybe less.”

“Optimistic.” Harper took a bite of her disturbing breakfast combination. “I give it until lunch.”

Across the room, Tiffany was carefully arranging her egg whites on her fork, moving them around more than eating them. I’d seen the fitness app on her phone the night before—the one Richard had apparently installed to monitor her calorie intake remotely. Every bite she took was logged, analyzed, judged from 1,800 miles away.

Madi, by contrast, was making a show of enjoying her pancakes. Syrup dripped down her chin. She didn’t wipe it away, just grinned at her stepmother across the room.

Performative rebellion. A lifetime of it, probably.

“Mrs. Carmichael.” Aiste appeared at Tiffany’s table, tablet in hand. “Your intake appointment is in thirty minutes. Dr. Okafor’s office.”

“Of course.” Tiffany dabbed at her lips with a napkin—the eggs barely touched—and stood. Her designer dress today was cream silk, straining predictably across her surgical enhancements. “Should I bring anything?”

“Just yourself. And perhaps an appetite for honesty.”

Tiffany’s perfect face flickered. Just for a second, something raw showed through the mask.

Then it was gone, and she was all breathy submission again.

“Naturally.”



Vivian’s office. Medical records spread across the desk like evidence in a trial.

I stood by the window while Vivian conducted the interview. Tiffany sat in the leather chair, her posture perfect, her enhanced breasts straining the buttons of her silk dress. Everything about her was calculated. The crossed legs. The tilted head. The wide, innocent eyes.

But her hands were trembling.

“Twelve years,” Vivian said, reviewing the paperwork. “That’s quite a journey, Mrs. Carmichael.”

“Richard was determined.” The breathy voice. The practiced smile. “He believes in being thorough.”

“I see. Four rounds of IVF at Massachusetts General. Two more at Johns Hopkins. Donor egg attempts at three separate facilities. Hormone treatments spanning a decade.” Vivian looked up. “Each one a failure.”

Tiffany’s smile tightened. “We were… unlucky.”

“Were you?” Vivian’s voice was gentle but probing. “Your records show optimal egg quality throughout. Healthy uterine lining. Excellent hormone profiles. By every measurable standard, Mrs. Carmichael, you should have conceived years ago.”

“But I didn’t.” The words came out smaller. Less breathy. More real. “I tried everything. Every diet, every supplement, every prayer to every god I could think of. And nothing worked.”

“Nothing worked with your husband’s contribution.”

The silence that followed was heavy.

“Richard’s tests came back normal,” Tiffany said finally. “He told me. Years ago. Before we were even married.”

“And you never saw those results yourself.”

Another silence. Longer this time.

“He handles all the medical paperwork. He said…” She swallowed. “He said it was one less thing for me to worry about.”

Vivian set down the tablet. Her dark eyes were soft but unflinching.

“Mrs. Carmichael. Tiffany. May I be direct with you?”

“Please.”

“I’ve reviewed everything in your file. Twelve years of data. Hundreds of tests. Thousands of dollars in procedures.” Vivian leaned forward, her pregnant belly pressing against the desk. “The problem was never you.”

Tiffany’s perfect composure shattered.

“What?”

“Your ovarian reserve is excellent for your age. Your hormone levels are textbook. Your uterine lining is ideal for implantation. In my professional opinion, you have never been the variable responsible for your fertility failures.”

“But Richard said—”

“Richard said a great many things, I imagine.” Vivian’s voice was gentle but firm. “And you believed them. Because what choice did you have?”

Tears were spilling down Tiffany’s face now, cutting tracks through her careful makeup. The mascara ran. The foundation smeared. Underneath it all, she looked exhausted. Broken. Human.

“Twelve years,” she whispered. “Twelve years of him sighing at me. Looking at me like I was defective. Comparing me to other women who had children. And the whole time…”

“We don’t know for certain,” Vivian said carefully. “Not without testing Mr. Carmichael directly.”

“He won’t.” Tiffany’s voice was bitter now, the bimbo mask completely gone. “He’ll never agree to testing. It would mean admitting he might be the problem, and Richard Carmichael does not have problems. Other people have problems. Richard has inconveniences. Challenges to overcome. Staff to blame.”

She laughed—a sound without any humor in it.

“Wives to blame.”

I stepped forward from the window. Tiffany’s tear-streaked face turned toward me, and I saw something I hadn’t expected: hope. Fragile and desperate and barely surviving, but there.

“The serum we use here,” I said, “works differently than traditional treatments. It doesn’t require both partners to be optimal. It creates optimal conditions regardless of the male contribution.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we can get you pregnant.” I held her gaze. “It means Richard’s history—whatever it actually is—doesn’t matter here. What matters is what you want.”

“What I want.” She said it like she’d forgotten the words existed. “Richard doesn’t… he’s never asked what I want.”

“I’m asking.”

She stared at me. This woman who’d been built to specification, enhanced to order, controlled for twelve years by a man who’d blamed her for his own failures.

“I want to stop being broken,” she said finally. The words tore out of her. “I want to prove it wasn’t my fault. I want to have a baby and look Richard in the eye and know—KNOW—that he was the one who couldn’t.”

“Then we’ll make that happen.”

Her tears were still flowing, but something had changed in her expression. The first hint of steel beneath the performance.

“When do we start?”



While Tiffany was in her appointment, Madi explored the clinic.

I found her in the west wing, standing before the Wall of Success—a private display visible only to patients and staff. Anonymous photographs of babies. Handwritten thank-you cards. Documents certifying successful pregnancies.

She wasn’t taking pictures for Instagram. For once, her phone was in her pocket.

“Forty-seven,” she said without turning around. “Forty-seven babies. All from this one clinic.”

“Forty-nine, actually. Two more were confirmed last week.”

She turned. Her green eyes were different today—less calculating, more searching.

“You did all this? You personally?”

“The serum did the work. I’m just the delivery system.”

“Don’t bullshit me.” She stepped closer, her crop top riding up to show the rose tattoo on her hip. “I’ve read about this clinic. About you. One hundred percent success rate with a single donor. That’s not the serum. That’s something else.”

“What would you know about it?”

“I know science.” Her chin lifted. “I was pre-med for two years before Richard decided I needed to focus on ‘brand building.’ I know basic genetics. I know that what you’re claiming is impossible.”

“And yet.” I gestured at the wall. “Forty-nine babies. All impossible.”

She turned back to the photographs. Her hand reached out, almost touching one of the frames—a card written in what looked like French, beside a photo of a dark-haired infant.

“Celeste’s,” I said. “She’s due in about three months now.”

“The art dealer? The one from dinner last night?” Madi’s voice was strange. “She looked so… happy. All of them did. The pregnant ones.”

“They are happy.”

“How?” She spun around, and I saw something raw in her eyes. “How can they be happy sharing you? Watching other women get pregnant by the same man? That’s not—people don’t work that way.”

“These people do.” I leaned against the doorframe. “The bonding effect creates something different than jealousy. It creates understanding. Solidarity. They’re not competing for me, Madi. They’re supporting each other through something most people couldn’t handle.”

“The ‘bonding effect.’” Her voice was skeptical. “That’s in the brochure. Pheromone markers that create emotional attachment.”

“It’s more than that. But yes, that’s part of it.”

“So they’re basically drugged into being okay with it.”

“No.” I stepped forward, close enough that I could see the gold flecks in her green eyes. “The bonding amplifies attraction that already exists. It doesn’t create feelings from nothing. It doesn’t override consent or choice. These women chose to be here. Chose to stay. Chose to become part of something most people couldn’t understand.”

“And if I choose to be part of it?”

“Then you need to understand what you’re choosing. Not just the pregnancy. Not just the leverage against Richard.” I held her gaze. “The connection. To me. To them. To something bigger than your follower count.”

Her eyes flashed. “You don’t know anything about my follower count.”

“I know you’ve checked your phone forty-seven times since dinner last night. I know you’ve drafted at least six posts you couldn’t publish. I know you’re going through withdrawal from the validation you usually get hourly.” I watched her face cycle through surprise, anger, and something that might have been shame. “I know that eight million followers isn’t the same as being seen. Not really.”

“You’re psychoanalyzing me now?”

“I’m being honest with you. Most people aren’t.” I turned away from the wall. “Your appointment with Aiste is in twenty minutes. Try to be open to what she tells you.”

“And if I’m not?”

“Then you’ll miss the whole point of being here.”



Aiste’s assessment of Madi was clinical in a way that bordered on surgical.

I observed through the one-way glass—standard protocol for new patients—as the ice-blonde nurse conducted the intake. Madi sat on the examination table in a paper gown, her tattoos and piercings on full display, her usual performative confidence stripped away by the vulnerability of the medical setting.

“You have no documented fertility issues,” Aiste was saying, her Baltic accent crisp. “No family history of reproductive problems. No medical reason to be seeking treatment.”

“I told Dr. Okafor—”

“You told Dr. Okafor a story about wanting baseline testing due to being adopted.” Aiste’s ice-blue eyes were unimpressed. “The truth, Miss Carmichael.”

Madi’s jaw tightened. “That is the truth.”

“The truth is that your stepmother received an appointment, and you decided you wanted one too. Not for medical reasons. Not for family planning purposes. For competition.” Aiste set down her tablet. “I’ve seen your kind before.”

“My kind?”

“Young. Attractive. Convinced that attention equals value.” Aiste’s voice was cool, clinical. “Your social media presence averages three hours of content creation per day. Your engagement rate correlates directly with how much skin you show. Your entire identity is built on being seen.”

“That’s not—”

“This clinic is not content, Miss Carmichael. These women are not props. This treatment is not a photo opportunity.” Aiste stepped closer, her pregnant belly leading the way. “If you’re here for likes, you’re in the wrong place.”

Madi’s eyes darted to Aiste’s stomach. “You’re one of them. One of his.”

“I’m one of us.” Aiste’s voice softened slightly. “I was skeptical too, once. Professional. Clinical. I watched through glass just like this before I understood.”

“Understood what?”

“That some things are real. That not everything needs documentation. That being actually wanted—not for what you can provide, not for how you can perform—is worth more than any follower count.”

Madi was silent. Her green eyes glistened.

“The examination will continue,” Aiste said, returning to clinical mode. “You’ll receive the same assessment as your stepmother. What you do with the results is your choice.”

Through the glass, I watched Madi sit very still, processing something she probably didn’t have words for yet.

The influencer was starting to realize her whole life had been a performance. And she had no idea who she was underneath.



Tiffany’s physical examination was scheduled for late afternoon.

I conducted it personally—standard protocol, nothing that crossed medical lines, but designed to assess her baseline response to touch, to proximity, to the kind of attention she’d been denied for years.

She was trembling before I even entered the room.

The examination table was comfortable—more like a spa than a hospital—but she sat on its edge like she was waiting for judgment. Her paper gown was thin, doing nothing to hide the surgical enhancements beneath. Her platinum hair was loose, her makeup freshly applied despite the tears she’d shed that morning.

She was still performing. But barely.

“Mrs. Carmichael.” I kept my voice neutral. “Are you comfortable?”

“Fine.” The word came out high, tight. “Perfectly fine.”

“I’m going to conduct a standard physical assessment. Blood pressure, reflexes, general responsiveness. Is that alright?”

“Of course.” She swallowed. “Richard always said medical professionals shouldn’t have to ask. It’s their job to examine.”

“Richard isn’t here.”

She looked at me—really looked—and something cracked.

“No,” she said quietly. “He isn’t.”

I started with her blood pressure. Standard procedure. But when my fingers touched her wrist to position the cuff, she flinched.

“Sorry.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “I just—it’s been a long time since anyone—”

“Since anyone touched you?”

She nodded, not meeting my eyes.

“Richard is busy. He travels. And when he’s home, he’s… tired.” The words came out practiced, automatic. “We haven’t… in four years.”

Four years. I let that sink in. This woman, built to specification for male pleasure, hadn’t been touched intimately in four years. Her body was a monument to desire that no one actually felt.

“I’m going to continue the examination.” I kept my voice gentle. “If anything makes you uncomfortable, tell me.”

She nodded again. Silent. Trembling.

The rest of the assessment was routine. Reflexes, eye tracking, basic neurological responses. Nothing invasive. Nothing inappropriate.

But every time my hands touched her—adjusting the gown, positioning the stethoscope, guiding her through range-of-motion tests—she shivered. Small sounds escaped her. Her breathing changed.

She was starving for touch. Literally starving.

“Lie back, please.” I positioned the ultrasound equipment. “This will assess your ovarian response.”

She complied, paper gown falling open slightly to reveal the upper curve of her surgical breasts. She didn’t move to cover herself. Maybe she’d forgotten how.

I applied the transducer gel—warm, standard temperature—and she gasped.

“Cold?”

“No.” Her voice was strained. “It’s just… been a while since anyone…”

She couldn’t finish the sentence. Didn’t need to.

The ultrasound showed exactly what Vivian had predicted. Healthy ovaries. Optimal follicle development. A reproductive system that had been ready for pregnancy for twelve years, denied only by a partner who couldn’t provide what she needed.

“Everything looks excellent.” I set down the equipment. “Your body is responding well. We can begin treatment as soon as tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” She sat up too quickly, the gown slipping further. One enhanced breast was almost fully visible, the nipple hardening in the cool air. “That soon?”

“If you’re ready.”

“I don’t—” She caught herself. The gown. Her exposure. For a moment, she looked mortified.

Then something shifted.

“I’m ready.” Her voice was different. Not breathy. Not performing. “I’ve been ready for twelve years, Caleb. I just didn’t know it.”

She used my first name. The first time any Carmichael had.

“Then tomorrow.” I handed her a robe. “Get some rest tonight. Tomorrow, we begin.”



Later, in Vivian’s office, the day’s assessments complete.

“The data is clear.” Vivian pulled up Tiffany’s results on her tablet. “Optimal fertility markers across the board. She should have conceived years ago with any viable partner.”

“And Richard Carmichael?”

“He’s never been tested at any facility we can find. His ‘normal results’ appear to exist only in his word.” Vivian’s dark eyes were troubled. “He’s been lying to her for their entire marriage.”

“She knows. At least, she suspects.”

“Suspecting and knowing are different things.” Vivian set down the tablet. “When she’s pregnant—when the proof is growing inside her—she’ll have leverage she’s never had before.”

“And Madi?”

“The stepdaughter is more complicated.” Vivian pulled up a second file. “Baseline fertility is excellent, as expected for someone her age. But her psychological profile shows significant attachment issues. Abandonment wound from her biological father. Performance addiction from the social media lifestyle. She’s using competition with Tiffany to avoid her own issues.”

“She’s also planning to get pregnant to escape Richard.”

“I know.” Vivian’s smile was small but genuine. “They both are. Same cage, same key, same desperation to be free.”

“What happens when they realize that?”

“That’s the question, isn’t it?” Vivian stood, her massive belly leading the way. Her silk blouse was spotted with milk stains—she’d leaked through two nursing pads today already. “They’ve been fighting each other for so long they’ve forgotten who the real enemy is.”

“Richard.”

“Richard.” She moved to stand beside me, her pregnant warmth radiating through her clothes. “And themselves. The versions of themselves he created.”

Through the window, I could see the conservatory where the Carmichaels were having dinner—separate tables again, neither willing to share space. Two women trapped by the same man, too busy competing to realize they could be allies.

“The data suggests,” Vivian said softly, “that the problem was never Mrs. Carmichael. But proving that to herself? That’s going to take more than data.”

“Tomorrow then.”

“Tomorrow.” Her hand found mine, squeezed gently. “And then we see what they’re really made of.”


Chapter 3: First Session (Tiffany)

The overnight suite was designed for seduction, though it pretended to be clinical.

Silk sheets that cost more than my old monthly rent. Soft lighting that could be adjusted from intimate to bright with a touch panel. A bed that was technically medical equipment but looked like it belonged in a luxury hotel. Champagne on ice—which Tiffany wouldn’t touch, because Richard monitored her calorie intake remotely.

She was already waiting when I arrived.

La Perla lingerie, cream-colored lace that probably cost more than some people’s cars. It should have been seductive. Instead, it looked like armor. Expensive armor designed by a man who wanted her displayed but never touched.

“Mr. Wright.” Her voice was breathy. The bimbo mask. “I wasn’t sure what to wear.”

“You don’t have to wear anything you don’t want to.”

She blinked. “Richard always said—”

“Tiffany.” I didn’t move toward her. “Richard isn’t here. His preferences don’t matter in this room. What matters is what you want.”

“What I want.” She said it like she was learning a new language. “I don’t… I’m not sure I remember how to want things.”

“Then let’s find out.”

I sat on the edge of the bed. Not touching her. Just present.

She was trembling. Small shivers running through her body, making her surgical enhancements quiver. Her enhanced lips were parted, glossed to perfection, designed for photographs that no one ever took.

“Can I ask you something?” Her voice was small.

“Anything.”

“Is this… weird for you? Doing this with women who are basically strangers? Women whose husbands sent them here?”

“Is it weird for you?”

She laughed—a broken sound. “Everything about my life is weird. I have a closet full of designer clothes I didn’t choose. I eat food I didn’t pick from a diet I didn’t design. I have a body that was built to specifications I didn’t write.” Her eyes found mine. “Nothing about this is weirder than the rest.”

“Then let me ask you something.”

“Okay.”

“When was the last time someone touched you because they wanted to? Not because they paid for it. Not because they were supposed to. Because they actually wanted you.”

The question hit her like a physical blow. Her perfect composure cracked, and underneath was something raw. Wounded. Real.

“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I don’t think anyone ever has.”

“Then that changes tonight.”

I reached for her hand. Just her hand. And she flinched like I’d burned her.

“Sorry—” She tried to pull away. “Sorry, I just—”

“Don’t apologize.” I held her hand gently, thumb stroking across her knuckles. “Just feel.”

“I’m not sure I remember how.”

“Then we’ll start slow.”



I kissed her palm first.

Just that. A kiss to the center of her hand, soft and warm and deliberate. She made a sound like she’d been hit—a tiny gasp that seemed to surprise her.

“That’s…” She swallowed. “That’s nice.”

“There’s more.”

Her wrist next. My lips tracing the delicate skin where her pulse hammered. She was shaking harder now, small tremors running through her whole body.

“Caleb—”

“Just feel.”

Up her arm. Soft kisses trailing toward her elbow, her shoulder. Each touch made her gasp. Each kiss pulled another crack in the armor she’d built.

By the time I reached her neck, she was crying.

“I’m sorry—” The tears spilled over her perfect makeup, cutting tracks through foundation. “I don’t know why I’m—”

“You’ve been touched for twelve years by someone who didn’t want you.” My lips brushed her ear. “Now someone does. That’s going to feel overwhelming.”

“I feel like I’m going to fall apart.”

“Good.” I kissed her jaw, her cheek, the corner of her mouth. “Fall apart. I’ll be here when you do.”

She broke.

The sob that tore out of her was animal and raw. Twelve years of being blamed, displayed, controlled—all of it flooding out in a sound that was half grief and half relief. I held her through it, not trying to fix it, just present.

When she could breathe again, she looked at me with ruined makeup and desperate eyes.

“Please,” she whispered. “Please, I need—I don’t even know what I need—”

“I do.”

I kissed her properly then. Not the chaste pecks Richard probably gave her on special occasions. A real kiss, deep and slow, my tongue sliding against hers while she whimpered into my mouth.

She tasted like expensive lipstick and tears.

Her hands found my chest, fumbling with my shirt. Desperate, clumsy movements from a woman who’d forgotten how to initiate. I helped her, shrugging out of the fabric, and her eyes went wide when she saw my body.

“Oh.” Her voice was small. “You’re…”

“What?”

“Beautiful.” She touched my chest with trembling fingers, tracing the muscles she found there. “Richard is sixty-two. He hasn’t looked like this in… ever, probably.”

“Richard isn’t here.”

“No.” Her eyes found mine. “He isn’t.”



Her lingerie came off piece by piece.

The La Perla bra first—hooks unfastened with more care than the garment deserved. When her breasts spilled free, I understood why Richard had invested in them. They were works of surgical art—F-cups that sat impossibly high and round, defying gravity in ways nature never intended. The nipples were pale pink, perfectly placed, hard before I’d even touched them.

“They’re not real,” she whispered. “I know they look—”

“They’re yours.” I cupped one breast, testing the weight. Firm, almost hard—implants filled to capacity. “And they’re beautiful.”

“Richard said they were an investment.”

“Richard was wrong about a lot of things.”

I lowered my mouth to her nipple, and she screamed.

Not loud. Not dramatic. A genuine, shocked sound of pleasure that she clearly hadn’t expected. Her back arched off the bed, her hands flying to my hair, pulling me closer.

“Oh god—oh god—I didn’t know they could—Richard said implants can’t feel—”

“Richard lied.”

I sucked harder, drawing the stiff peak deep into my mouth, tongue swirling around the sensitive nub. My teeth grazed her gently and she bucked beneath me.

“FUCK—” The curse tore out of her, pure Texan. “Oh FUCK that’s—”

I switched to her other breast, giving it the same treatment. My hand found the abandoned nipple, rolling it between my fingers, tugging gently. She was shaking, crying, laughing—all at once—her body finally experiencing what it had been built for and denied.

“Don’t stop—please don’t stop—”

I didn’t stop. I worshipped her surgical breasts like they were the most precious things I’d ever touched. Sucking one nipple deep while pinching the other. Alternating between gentle licks and hungry pulls. Her fake tits bounced with each gasp, the implants firm under my palms but her nipples exquisitely sensitive.

“Nobody’s ever—” She was sobbing. “Richard never—he just looked—”

“I’m not looking.” I bit gently on her nipple and she wailed. “I’m taking.”

She came from that alone.

Her first orgasm in four years, triggered by nothing more than her nipples being properly worshipped. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for stimulation that wasn’t coming yet. Her fake tits heaved beneath my mouth, the surgical perfection trembling with very real sensation. She screamed through it—really screamed, loud enough that anyone in the hallway would have heard—tears and mascara streaming down her face while her hips bucked helplessly.

“Holy shit—” She was gasping, laughing, sobbing. “Holy SHIT—I didn’t know—I’ve never—”

“We’re just getting started.”

Her La Perla panties went next. Silk sliding down spray-tanned thighs that had been waxed smooth—for no one, for years, because Richard insisted but never followed through. Underneath, she was already glistening. Her pussy was waxed bare, pink and swollen, her arousal dripping down to the silk sheets.

“I’m sorry, I don’t usually—”

“Stop apologizing.” I kissed her hip, her thigh, working toward where she needed me most. “You’re supposed to be wet. You’re supposed to want this.”

“Richard always said I was—”

“Richard was wrong.”

And then my mouth was on her pussy, and she forgot how to speak.

She tasted expensive. Clean, smooth, maintained to specifications she didn’t choose. But underneath all that, she tasted like pure arousal—musky and sweet, the taste of a woman who’d been starving for years and finally found food.

I ate her like I had all day. Long, slow licks from her dripping entrance to her throbbing clit. Circles around the sensitive nub that made her hands fist in the sheets. I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked, and she nearly levitated off the bed.

“OH GOD—”

I slid one finger inside her—she was tight from four years of neglect, but so wet it went easily, her walls gripping me instantly. I curved it upward until I found the spongy spot that made her scream.

“FUCK—oh god—oh FUCK—”

A second finger joined the first. I fucked her slowly with my hand while my tongue worked her clit in relentless circles. She was soaking—her arousal coating my chin, my fingers, dripping onto the expensive sheets.

“More—” She was gasping. “Please—more—”

I added a third finger, stretching her unused pussy while I sucked her clit harder. The bimbo mask was completely gone now. This was just Tiffany—desperate, hungry, overwhelmed. Her spray-tanned thighs clamped around my head. Her manicured nails scraped my scalp. She rode my face with the abandon of someone who’d forgotten anyone was watching.

“I’m going to—again—I can’t—”

She came again. Harder this time. Her pussy clamped on my fingers and gushed, her juices flooding my chin and dripping down my neck. She sobbed my name while her whole body shook.

“Please—” She was pulling at me, trying to drag me up her body. “Please, I need you inside me—it’s been so long—”

“Are you sure?”

“Caleb, I swear to god, if you don’t fuck me right now—”

I stripped off my remaining clothes. Her eyes went wide—then wider.

“That’s—” She swallowed hard, her gaze fixed on my cock. “That’s bigger than I—Richard is—Richard was never—”

“Richard isn’t here.”

“No.” Her legs spread wider, an invitation, her pink pussy glistening in the soft light. “He fucking isn’t.”

I positioned myself at her entrance. She was dripping, desperate, her swollen folds parting around the head of my cock. I slid just the tip between them, teasing, coating myself in her arousal. She made a sound like a wounded animal.

“Please—”

“Please what?”

“Please fuck me.” The words tore out of her, pure desperation. “Please—I’ve been so empty for so long—I need to feel full—I need to feel WANTED—”

“Say it again.”

“Fuck me!” She was sobbing now. “Put that cock inside me—fill me up—please, Caleb, PLEASE—”

I pushed inside her in one long, slow stroke.

Her pussy stretched around me, impossibly tight from years of neglect, but so wet I slid deep. She came immediately. The orgasm hit her the moment I bottomed out, her tight cunt clenching around my shaft in rhythmic waves while she screamed into the silk pillow. Four years of nothing, and now eight thick inches spreading her open, and she couldn’t process the difference.

“Oh god—oh god—you’re so DEEP—I can feel you in my stomach—”

“Breathe.”

“I can’t—I can’t—it’s too much—you’re stretching me—”

“You can take it.” I held still inside her, my cock throbbing, letting her adjust, letting her body remember what it was built for. “You were made for this. Just breathe.”

Slowly, her trembling eased. Her pussy unclenched slightly, accommodating my size. Her eyes found mine, wet with tears but blazing with something fierce.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Whatever you do, don’t ever stop.”



I fucked her slowly at first.

Long strokes that let her feel every inch sliding out until just the head remained, then pushing back in until my balls pressed against her ass. Her fake tits bounced with each thrust—that distinctive motion of implants, round and high and firm where natural breasts would have swayed. She watched them move like she was seeing them for the first time.

“They’re actually—” She gasped as I hit deep. “They can actually FEEL—”

“Every inch of you can feel. You just forgot.”

“Richard said—”

“I don’t care what Richard said.” I snapped my hips harder, driving deeper, and she yelped with pleasure. “Richard doesn’t get to decide what you feel anymore.”

“Then fuck me like you mean it.”

The pace increased. Wet slapping sounds filled the room—my hips meeting her ass, my cock driving through her soaked pussy. Her designer lingerie was somewhere on the floor, forgotten. Her platinum extensions were tangled, her expensive makeup ruined, her spray tan streaking with sweat.

She had never looked more beautiful.

“Harder—” She was begging now, no performance left. “Harder—please—I want to feel it tomorrow—I want to be sore—”

I gave her what she wanted. Hard, deep thrusts that made the headboard bang against the wall. Her surgical ass slapped against my thighs with each stroke, that unnaturally firm BBL that Richard had probably paid for now serving my pleasure. She was loud—screaming, sobbing, cursing in a Texas drawl that had been buried under years of polish.

“FUCK yes—oh god—oh FUCK—your cock is so—I’ve never felt—”

“Say my name.”

“Caleb—” She moaned it like a prayer. “Caleb, don’t stop—”

Position change. I pulled out—she whimpered at the loss—and flipped her onto her stomach. Dragged her hips up, her face pressed into the pillow, her BBL ass presented perfectly. I positioned my cock at her entrance and slammed back in to the hilt.

She screamed into the pillow loud enough that half the clinic probably heard.

“Look at you.” I gripped her hips, watching my cock disappear into her tight pink pussy, emerging glistening with her arousal before plunging back in. “Built like a fantasy. Dressed like a trophy. And you were wasted on a man who couldn’t even get hard for you.”

“He never—” She was crying again, but differently now. Relief. Release. “He never wanted to—”

“I want to.” I drove in deep, grinding against her cervix. “Feel how much I want you.”

“Really?”

“I’m balls-deep in your pussy right now.” I pulled almost all the way out, pausing with just the head inside her stretched hole, then slammed back in hard enough to shake the bed. She screamed again. “Does this feel like I don’t want you?”

“It feels like—” She couldn’t finish. Her fourth orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clamping down and milking my cock with desperate contractions. “OH GOD—I’M COMING AGAIN—”

I fucked her through it. Didn’t stop. Didn’t slow down. Twelve years of neglect deserved more than one orgasm.

“One more,” I told her. “Give me one more.”

“I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can.” I reached around, found her swollen clit, pressed and circled. “Give it to me, Tiffany. Let go. Come on my cock.”

She shattered.

The orgasm went on and on. Her whole body convulsed, her pussy clenching so tight it almost hurt, her screams turning into wordless sounds of pleasure. I felt my own release building, the pressure of all that tight, desperate heat becoming impossible to resist.

“I’m going to come,” I told her, my cock throbbing inside her. “I’m going to fill you up.”

“Yes—” She was sobbing, pushing back against me, grinding her ass against my hips to take me deeper. “Yes—put a baby in me—prove Richard wrong—BREED me—”

“Beg for it.”

“Please—” She was desperate, shameless, her trophy wife dignity completely gone. “Please come inside me—fill my pussy with your cum—give me the baby Richard never could—breed me like the desperate slut I am—”

I buried myself to the hilt and let go.

The orgasm crashed through me like a wave. My balls tightened and my cock pulsed, cum erupting deep inside her neglected pussy. I felt each spurt—one, two, three, four—flooding her womb, coating her cervix, filling her with more seed than Richard had managed in twelve years. She screamed and clenched and milked me for everything I had, her pussy contracting in rhythmic waves that pulled the cum deeper.

“I feel it—” She was trembling, laughing, crying all at once. “I feel you pumping inside me—so much—oh god, I feel everything—it’s so hot—”

“Take it all.” I kept coming, more spurts flooding her as the serum-enhanced load went on and on. “Every drop. You’re going to be so full of me.”

“Yes—give me all of it—”

I stayed buried in her while the aftershocks faded, my cock still throbbing, her pussy still milking. My cum was already leaking out around my shaft, too much for her tight channel to contain, dripping down her thighs and pooling on the silk sheets. She didn’t move. Just collapsed beneath me with my cock still lodged inside her, her body shaking with the release of twelve years of tension.

“Holy shit,” she whispered eventually.

“How do you feel?”

“Like I’ve been asleep for twelve years and someone finally woke me up. Like I’m full—actually full—for the first time ever.”

I pulled out slowly, and she whimpered at the loss. My cock emerged glistening, followed immediately by a flood of white cum pouring from her swollen, well-fucked pussy. More than she’d probably ever seen—thick ropes of seed dripping onto the sheets.

“Oh my god.” She looked over her shoulder at the mess. “That’s—there’s so much—”

“Don’t clean that up,” I told her.

“I wasn’t going to.” She pressed her thighs together, trapping what remained inside. “I want to keep every drop. I want to feel it leaking out of me all night.”

“Tiffany—”

“He never—” She rolled over to face me, mascara streaked, lipstick smeared across both our faces, her fake tits heaving with each breath. “Richard never—I didn’t know it could—”

She started crying again. Not from pain this time. From everything.

I held her while she fell apart properly. All the tears she’d saved for twelve years. All the grief for the woman she might have been if she’d known she wasn’t broken.

“When can I come back?” she asked eventually, her voice raw.

“Tomorrow. Tonight. Whenever you want.”

“Tonight.” She kissed me—hungry, demanding, so different from the breathy trophy wife who’d walked in. “Can we do it again tonight?”



The morning after was educational.

I was in the conservatory having breakfast when Tiffany arrived. She was walking differently—carefully, like she was sore in places she’d forgotten existed. Her designer dress was immaculate, her makeup freshly applied, her platinum hair perfectly styled.

But she was glowing. Actually glowing, in a way no amount of highlighter could fake.

Madi noticed immediately.

“You look different.” The stepdaughter’s green eyes narrowed, evaluating. “What happened?”

“The treatment.” Tiffany’s voice wasn’t breathy anymore. Steadier. Realer. “It’s very… effective.”

“Effective.” Madi set down her coffee. “That’s one word for it.”

The tension between them crackled, but it was different now. Madi wasn’t just competing with her stepmother anymore. She was jealous of something specific.

“Pass the butter?” Tiffany reached across the table for the dish.

Her designer blouse—already straining across her surgical enhancements—gave up the fight.

The top button popped off.

Not a gentle give. A genuine PING that sent the button flying across the table. It landed directly in the butter dish with a small splash.

Silence.

Then Madi snorted. “Your tits just declared war on that shirt.”

Tiffany looked down at her exposed cleavage. Then at the butter dish. Then at her stepmother.

And laughed.

Not the breathy, performative laugh she’d practiced for Richard. A real laugh, surprised and genuine and completely uncontrolled.

“Oh god—” She was actually giggling, something I’d never heard from her. “Richard paid six hundred dollars for this blouse—”

“Well, Richard’s investment just got buttered.” Madi was grinning now, the first genuine smile I’d seen from her. “Maybe next time he’ll spring for reinforced buttons.”

“Maybe next time I’ll stop wearing things three sizes too small.” Tiffany picked the button out of the butter, still laughing. “God, I’ve always hated this shirt.”

Across the dining room, Harper and Celeste exchanged knowing glances. The pregnant women had been watching the Carmichaels since they arrived, making quiet predictions about their trajectory.

I saw Harper mouth something to Celeste. It looked like: Told you.

Celeste nodded, one hand resting on her twenty-four-week belly. Faster than expected.

The rest of breakfast was different. Not friendly, exactly—too much history between the Carmichaels for that. But the open warfare had shifted into something else. Something like curiosity.

Madi kept glancing at her stepmother with new eyes.

And Tiffany kept smiling in a way that didn’t require an audience.



That afternoon, I found Madi in the hallway outside the conservatory.

“You’re different too.” Her voice was flat. “After last night.”

“Different how?”

“More…” She searched for the word. “More confident. More settled. Like you got exactly what you wanted.”

“Did that bother you?”

“Yes.” The honesty surprised both of us. “It bothers me that she got something I don’t have. It bothers me that she’s GLOWING and I’m still—”

“Still what?”

“Still performing.” Madi’s green eyes met mine. “Every minute of every day. Even when I’m alone. I don’t know how to just… be.”

“You could learn.”

“How?”

“Tomorrow.” I started to walk past her. “Your session. Show up ready to stop performing, and we’ll see what’s underneath.”

“And if there’s nothing underneath?”

I stopped. Looked at her. This girl—woman—who’d built herself entirely from other people’s expectations.

“There’s always something,” I told her. “You just have to be brave enough to find it.”

I left her standing in the hallway, staring after me with something new in her eyes.

Fear. Hope. The first cracks in a performance that had lasted her entire life.


Chapter 4: Competitive Research

The shared bathroom became a war zone by day three.

I heard about it from Aiste, who had the suite next to the Carmichaels and could hear every slammed door and shouted complaint through the Victorian walls.

“The stepdaughter takes forty-five-minute showers,” she reported during our morning briefing, ice-blue eyes amused. “The mother pounds on the door and threatens to call housekeeping. The stepdaughter responds by running the water hotter. It’s been escalating since yesterday.”

“They’re competing.”

“Obviously. But for what?” Aiste set down her tablet. “Mrs. Carmichael already has her treatment scheduled. The daughter’s baseline assessment is this afternoon. By all rational measures, they’re getting what they came for.”

“It’s not about the treatment.” I watched through the window as Madi emerged from the conservatory, phone in hand, heading for the gardens. “It’s about proving they matter. To Richard. To each other. To themselves.”

“That sounds exhausting.”

“It is.” I turned back to the nursing station. “Which is why they’re both going to break before this is over.”



The bathroom confrontation happened around noon.

I wasn’t there for it, but I heard the aftermath when both Carmichaels ended up in Vivian’s office, demanding separate accommodations.

“The suite is designed for discretion,” Vivian repeated for what was apparently the third time. “Separate entrances would draw attention from other patients.”

“I cannot share a mirror with someone who takes forty-five minutes to apply false lashes.” Tiffany’s voice had lost some of its breathy quality over the past two days, but the irritation was pure trophy wife. “I have standards.”

“Standards.” Madi snorted. “That’s rich coming from someone who hasn’t picked her own outfit in a decade.”

“At least I wear clothes that fit properly.”

“At least I have curves that don’t require a surgeon.”

“Ladies.” Vivian’s voice cut through like a scalpel. “This petty rivalry serves neither of you. You came here for the same reason—”

“She came here to get pregnant.” Madi’s chin lifted. “I came here for support.”

“You requested a baseline fertility assessment.”

“Proactive health management.”

“At twenty-two?”

“Family history.” Madi’s green eyes flickered. “I’m adopted. I don’t know anything about my biological father’s side.”

The lie was smooth, practiced. But Vivian had been running this clinic for years. She saw through it immediately.

“The bathroom scheduling will continue as arranged.” Vivian’s tone brooked no argument. “You’re welcome to coordinate between yourselves like adults, or you can continue your current pattern of shouting through doors. The choice is yours.”

Neither Carmichael looked happy about it.

But they left together, which was more than they’d done since arriving.



I found Madi in the gardens that afternoon, sitting on a bench near the fountain.

Her phone was in her hands—it always was—but she wasn’t scrolling. She was staring at the screen with something like desperation.

“Trouble in paradise?” I sat beside her, keeping distance.

“My engagement rate is down twelve percent.” Her voice was tight. “I’ve been off social for three days and everything is tanking. Kaylee posted a better bikini shot than mine and now she’s getting all my sponsored—”

She stopped. Looked at her phone. Looked at me.

“I sound insane, don’t I?”

“You sound like someone whose entire identity is tied to a number on a screen.”

“That’s not—” She stopped again. Set the phone face-down on the bench. “Okay, maybe it is. A little.”

“How many times have you checked it today?”

“I don’t—” She caught my look. “Fine. Maybe sixty times? Seventy?”

“It’s two in the afternoon.”

“I know.” She stared at the fountain, the water catching afternoon light. “I know it’s crazy. I know I shouldn’t need the validation. But every time I try to put it down, my hands start shaking. Like I’m going through withdrawal from something.”

“You are.”

“That’s not how social media works.”

“Isn’t it?” I leaned back on the bench. “Every like triggers a dopamine hit. Every comment reinforces that you matter. Every follower added proves you exist. And when that stream stops—”

“The world feels empty.” She finished the thought quietly. “Like nothing is real unless it’s documented.”

“Harper told me something similar when she first came here. She’d spent years documenting her research, her papers, her conference presentations. Thought that if she just achieved enough, published enough, it would fill the void left by her broken engagement.”

“Did it?”

“No. But something else did.”

Madi’s eyes found mine. Green and gold, searching.

“What?”

“Being actually seen. By someone who wanted her for who she was, not what she produced.”

The moment stretched between us. Madi’s phone buzzed on the bench—a notification she immediately reached for, then stopped herself.

“My session is tomorrow,” she said. “The baseline assessment.”

“I know.”

“What’s it going to be like?”

“Honest.” I stood from the bench. “Which might be harder than you expect.”



The waiting list drama hit that evening.

I was in the conservatory when the commotion started—raised voices from the lobby, Aiste’s cool tones attempting to manage something.

“The schedule is non-negotiable.” Aiste’s voice carried through the connecting hallway. “Your position on the waiting list reflects your application date.”

“Do you know who I am?” A woman’s voice, sharp with entitlement. “My husband produced three of the highest-grossing films of the last decade. We don’t WAIT.”

“Everyone waits. That’s why it’s called a waiting list.”

I moved to the doorway in time to see a woman in head-to-toe designer—Chanel suit, Hermes bag, sunglasses indoors—confronting Aiste at the reception desk. Behind her, a harried assistant clutched a phone and looked apologetic.

“I’ll sue this entire facility.” The Hollywood wife’s voice was rising. “I’ll have this place shut down—”

“That would be inadvisable.” Vivian appeared from her office, her massive pregnant belly leading the way. “Given that our success rate is documented, our patients are protected by ironclad NDAs, and your husband’s studio has business relationships with several families whose women have conceived here successfully.”

The Hollywood wife went pale under her tan. “How do you know about—”

“Discretion works both ways.” Vivian’s smile was pleasant and utterly uncompromising. “Your consultation is scheduled for next month. I suggest you use the time to consider whether threats are the optimal approach to staff who hold sensitive information about many powerful families.”

The woman’s assistant was already steering her toward the exit. “So sorry, Dr. Okafor—we’ll see you next month—so sorry—”

The door closed behind them.

Aiste let out a breath. “Third one this week.”

“The clinic’s reputation is spreading.” Vivian rested a hand on her belly. “Which is wonderful for business and exhausting for staff.”

From the conservatory doorway, both Carmichael women had watched the entire exchange. Tiffany’s eyes were calculating—she understood power dynamics intimately after years with Richard. Madi was recording on her phone before catching herself and lowering it.

“The waiting list,” Tiffany said slowly. “How many names?”

“Currently four hundred and twenty-three.” Vivian’s voice was matter-of-fact. “Your husband’s pharmaceutical connections moved you to the front.”

“And everyone else just… waits?”

“They wait. They hope. Many of them have been trying to conceive for years, just like you.” Vivian’s gaze was level. “This clinic serves women who’ve exhausted every other option. The fact that wealth accelerates access is an unfortunate reality, but it doesn’t change what we do here.”

Tiffany was quiet for a moment. Then:

“Richard used to say the same thing. About his pharmaceutical pricing. That wealth accelerating access was ‘an unfortunate reality.’” Her voice was bitter. “Funny how the people saying that are never the ones waiting.”

She walked away before anyone could respond.

Madi watched her stepmother go, something complicated in her expression.



The bathroom that night was different.

I heard about it from Harper, who had the room adjacent to the Carmichael suite and heard everything through the walls.

“They were actually talking.” Harper’s voice was soft with wonder. “Not fighting. Talking.”

“About what?”

“I couldn’t hear details. But the tone was different. Less competitive.” She rested her hand on her pregnant belly, her freckled skin glowing in the lamplight. “I think something shifted.”

“The waiting list drama?”

“Maybe. Or maybe they’re just tired of fighting.” Harper moved closer, her enormous breasts pressing against my chest. “Speaking of which—I’m not tired at all. And this baby has me absolutely desperate.”

That was a conversation for another room, but the point stood.

Something had shifted in the Carmichael dynamic. The question was whether it would last.



Madi found Tiffany’s phone unlocked that night.

She told me about it the next morning, during her walk in the gardens—the only time she allowed herself away from her own device.

“I wasn’t snooping.” Her voice was defensive. “She left it on the bathroom counter and the screen lit up when I walked in. I saw the app by accident.”

“What app?”

“OnlyFans.”

I stopped walking. “Tiffany has an OnlyFans?”

“No—I do.” Madi’s face flushed under her fake tan. “She saw mine. It was open on her phone because she’d been looking at my profile. My… content.”

“And?”

“And she didn’t say anything.” Madi’s voice was strange. “I expected her to freak out. To run to Richard. To use it as ammunition in our little war. But when I came out of the bathroom, she just looked at me and said…”

“What?”

“‘Richard doesn’t know about that, does he?’” Madi swallowed. “And when I said no, she just nodded and said, ‘I won’t tell him.’ And walked away.”

That was unexpected. Tiffany had ammunition—serious ammunition—and had chosen not to use it.

“What did you do?”

“Nothing. I just stood there.” Madi’s voice was strange. “No one’s ever had something on me and not used it. My whole life—everyone leverages everything. But she just… protected me. I didn’t know what to say.”

“Why would she do that?”

“Maybe she understands secrets.” I thought about all the things Tiffany had hidden over the years. The tears she didn’t cry in public. The satisfaction she performed for Richard. “Maybe she knows what it’s like to have parts of yourself you can’t show.”

“My OnlyFans isn’t…” Madi struggled for words. “It’s not like I need the money. Richard pays for everything. But it’s MINE, you know? Something I do without his permission. Without his approval. Without his brand team reviewing it.”

“It’s control.”

“It’s existence.” She looked at her phone, clutched in her hand like a security blanket. “Eight million Instagram followers who see what I want them to see. Fifty thousand OnlyFans subscribers who see a little more. And still nobody who actually knows me.”

“What would happen if they did?”

“What?”

“If people knew the real Madi. Not the influencer. Not the content creator. Just… you.”

She didn’t answer. But her grip on the phone loosened, just slightly.



Later that afternoon, I passed the conservatory and heard Madi’s voice through the door.

She was FaceTiming someone—I could see the phone propped against a vase, her friend’s face filling the screen. The friend had the same curated influencer look: ring light glow, perfect angles, careful composition.

“Kaylee, this place is wild.” Madi’s voice was hushed but excited. “The specialist they have here—”

“Is he hot?” Kaylee’s voice crackled through the speaker. “You always have the best luck with hot doctors.”

“He’s not exactly a doctor, he’s more like—” Madi stopped. Started again. “He’s their fertility specialist. And he’s… I mean, the program is really something else. The way it works—”

“You should get content. Fertility journey content is huge right now.”

“I can’t, there are NDAs. But Kaylee, if I told you what actually happens here, you wouldn’t believe—”

Movement in my peripheral vision. Aiste had appeared at the far end of the conservatory, her ice-blue eyes tracking Madi with clinical interest.

Madi saw her too. Her face went pale.

“Gotta go, babe. Talk later.” She ended the call abruptly.

Aiste said nothing. Just raised one eyebrow slightly and continued through to the medical wing.

Madi stared at her phone, then at the empty doorway. She’d almost said too much. The NDA she’d signed was very specific about disclosure.

Her finger hovered over Kaylee’s contact, then she pocketed the phone instead.

Some things weren’t meant to be content.



Aiste’s assessment that afternoon was brutal.

“Seventy-three times.” The ice-blonde nurse set down her tablet with military precision. “That’s how many times you’ve checked your phone since breakfast.”

“That’s not—”

“I counted.” Aiste’s expression was clinical but not unkind. “Your screen time averages fourteen hours a day. Your sleep is interrupted by notification checks every ninety minutes. Your cortisol levels—which I tested this morning—are consistent with chronic stress.”

Madi’s mouth opened and closed.

“This isn’t about fertility,” Aiste continued. “Your reproductive system is textbook healthy. This is about addiction. And whatever you think you’re competing with your stepmother for—attention, approval, priority—you’re actually competing with your own need for validation.”

“I don’t need—”

“Seventy-three times.” Aiste held up the tablet. “Since breakfast. That’s not need. That’s compulsion.”

The examination room was very quiet.

“My session is tomorrow,” Madi said finally. Her voice was small. “With Caleb.”

“Yes.”

“What’s it going to be like?”

Aiste’s ice-blue eyes softened, just slightly. “Different than anything you’ve performed before. If you let it be.”



That night, I passed the Carmichael suite and heard something unexpected.

Laughter.

Not competitive sniping. Not passive-aggressive commentary. Actual laughter, from both women, audible through the heavy Victorian door.

I paused, listening. Couldn’t make out words, but the tone was clear. Something had shifted.

When I returned to my quarters, Tiffany was waiting in the hallway.

“I didn’t tell her about the OnlyFans.” Her voice was quiet. “Even though I could have. Even though Richard would have been furious. Even though it would have given me ammunition.”

“Why not?”

“Because…” She struggled with the words. “Because she’s been performing too. For as long as I have. Different stage, different audience, but the same exhaustion underneath.”

“And you recognize that now.”

“I recognize that we’ve been fighting each other while Richard sat back and watched.” Tiffany’s enhanced lips curved—a real smile, not a performance. “The man at dinner yesterday—when he was cruel about your schedule—I saw how the other women responded. They didn’t compete. They supported each other.”

“The bonding effect.”

“Maybe. Or maybe they just figured out something Madi and I never did.” Tiffany met my eyes. “That we’re not enemies. We’re trapped in the same cage.”

She walked away before I could respond.

I thought about what she’d said. Two women who’d spent years competing for Richard’s approval, Richard’s attention, Richard’s scraps of affection. Neither of them realizing that the real enemy wasn’t each other.

The real enemy was the man who’d put them in the cage.



In the bathroom that night, Madi stared at herself in the mirror.

Her crop top was off. Her pierced nipples glinted in the soft lighting—silver barbells through each one, jewelry she’d gotten at eighteen without telling Richard. The tattoo on her ribs read “chaos theory” in elegant script.

She’d always thought of her body modifications as rebellion. Middle fingers to the stepfather who controlled everything else about her life. Proof that some part of her was still her own.

But looking at herself now—really looking, without a phone between her and the mirror—she saw something else.

Armor. Just like Tiffany’s surgery. Just like Tiffany’s designer clothes. Just like both their perfect performances.

Armor built to protect something so fragile she couldn’t even name it.

She thought about her session tomorrow. About Caleb. About what Aiste had said about performing versus being.

She thought about her stepmother, who’d had everything built to Richard’s specifications and still found something real underneath.

If Mom can do it, she thought, staring at her reflection, so can I.

The piercings glinted as she turned toward the door.

And I’m going to be better at it.


Chapter 5: The Influencer’s Turn

Madi went for a run at dawn.

I watched her from my window, coffee in hand, as she emerged from the clinic in tiny shorts and a sports bra. Her auburn ponytail bounced with each step, catching the early morning light. The half-sleeve tattoo on her arm rippled as she stretched.

She ran like she did everything else—aggressively, competitively, even when there was no one to compete against. Past the fountain. Through the garden. Around the perimeter of the estate.

But something was different. Her pace slowed as she passed the greenhouse. Her steps became less driven and more… exploratory. By the time she reached the old oak tree at the edge of the property, she’d stopped running entirely.

She sat on the bench beneath the tree. Looked at the sunrise. And didn’t reach for her phone once.

That was new.



Breakfast was different that morning.

Tiffany arrived first, settling into her usual spot with her usual egg whites. But when Madi came in—still in her running clothes, hair damp with sweat—something unexpected happened.

“Your tattoos.” Tiffany’s voice was tentative. “The one on your ribs. Chaos theory?”

Madi froze mid-way to her seat. “What about it?”

“I just…” Tiffany set down her fork. “I never asked what it meant to you. I should have. Years ago.”

The conservatory was quiet. The other patients—Harper working through her pickle-and-peanut-butter obsession, Celeste reading a French newspaper—pretended not to watch.

“It’s about control,” Madi said finally. “Or the lack of it. The idea that tiny changes can create huge effects. That nothing is really predictable, even when people try to control everything.”

“Like Richard.”

“Like Richard.” Madi sat down across from her stepmother. “He thinks he can control everything. The money, the brand, us. But chaos theory says even the smallest variable can blow the whole system apart.”

“Is that what we are?” Tiffany’s voice was strange. “Variables?”

“Maybe.” Madi ordered pancakes—her usual rebellion—but her heart wasn’t in the performance. “Maybe we’re the butterflies. The ones whose wings start the hurricane.”

Tiffany was quiet for a long moment.

“That’s beautiful,” she said finally. “I wish I’d asked sooner.”

“Me too.”

They ate the rest of breakfast in something approaching peace. Not friends—too much history for that. But something was shifting.



After breakfast, I found Madi watching the pregnant women’s yoga session through the conservatory window.

Harper led the group in the garden, her enormous belly making the poses both more difficult and more gentle. Celeste moved with French grace despite her own six-month bump. Aiste—never one for spiritual activities—participated with military precision.

And Vivian, massive at twenty-four weeks, modified every pose to accommodate her size while maintaining the regal authority she brought to everything.

“They’re beautiful.” Madi’s voice was soft. “Not like Instagram beautiful. Actually beautiful.”

“There’s a difference?”

“Instagram beautiful is about angles. Lighting. Knowing which filter hides which flaw.” She gestured at the pregnant women moving through their poses. “That’s… something else. Something real.”

“They’re happy.”

“Because they’re pregnant?”

“Because they found something they were looking for.” I stood beside her, watching Harper guide Celeste through a modified tree pose. “Most of them spent years thinking they were missing something. Career achievements. Romantic relationships. Family acceptance. But the thing they were actually missing…”

“Was what?”

“Being genuinely wanted. Not for what they could provide or how they could perform. Just… wanted.”

Madi was quiet. Her reflection in the glass showed her green eyes, usually sharp with calculation, now soft with something like longing.

“My session is in two hours.”

“I know.”

“What if I can’t do it? What if I’m so used to performing that I don’t know how to just… be?”

“Then we find out together.” I moved toward the door. “Two hours. Be ready to stop performing.”

“And if I can’t?”

“You can.” I looked back at her. “You already did. Just now, watching them. You weren’t performing for me. You were just Madi.”

“Just Madi isn’t enough for eight million followers.”

“Just Madi might be enough for something better.”



The scheduling board incident happened mid-morning.

The clinic maintained a discreet board in the staff area—coded names, time slots, nothing identifiable to outsiders but perfectly clear to those who knew. Madi had apparently figured out the code system, because she was standing in front of it with fury in her eyes when I found her.

“She has THREE slots this week.” Madi’s voice was tight. “Tiffany. Three sessions. I have two.”

“Treatment frequency is medically determined.”

“Bullshit.” She spun to face me. “She’s getting more because she’s the patient. I’m just the tagalong. The ‘support’ that nobody actually needed.”

“You requested your own assessment.”

“And I got TWO slots while she gets THREE. It’s like Richard all over again—she’s the priority, I’m the afterthought.”

“Is that what you think?”

“It’s what I know.” Madi’s hands were shaking. “My whole life, I’ve been the bonus feature. The package deal. Danny left when I was three. Richard adopted me because I came with Tiffany. Even my followers—they only care because my content is good, not because they care about ME.”

She was spiraling. The phone addiction, the validation seeking, the constant performance—all of it was built on this foundation of feeling worthless.

“Madi.”

“What?”

“Your session is in ninety minutes. Use that time to figure out what you actually want. Not what Richard wants. Not what your followers want. Not what Tiffany has that you don’t.” I held her gaze. “What YOU want.”

“I want—” She stopped. Struggled. “I want someone to want ME. Not my face. Not my follows. Not my connection to Richard’s money. Just me.”

“Then show up ready to be that person.”

I left her standing in front of the scheduling board, staring at the time slots like they held answers she couldn’t find.



The overnight suite was the same one where Tiffany had been transformed two days earlier.

Silk sheets. Soft lighting. The kind of room designed to make medical procedures feel like luxury experiences. Madi stood in the center of it wearing what she probably thought was strategic armor.

A tiny bikini top that showed off her pierced nipples as shadows through the fabric. Micro-shorts that hugged her thick thighs and gym-built ass. Full Instagram makeup—contouring, highlighting, lash extensions that took forty-five minutes to apply.

She’d posed on the bed, angling herself for invisible cameras.

“So.” Her voice was artificially casual, Valley-Girl inflected. “How do you want me? I can do positions. I know my good angles.”

“Angles.”

“Yeah, you know. For lighting. For the visual.” She shifted, presenting her ass to better advantage. “I’ve been doing this for years. I know what works on camera.”

“There’s no camera here, Madi.”

“Everything’s a photo shoot.” She tossed her auburn ponytail. “That’s like, lesson one of influencer 101. Every moment is content.”

“This isn’t content.”

“Everything is content if you frame it right.” She struck another pose, her gym-built body on display. “My followers would literally die if they could see this. Fertility clinic with the hottest specialist ever, hashtag blessed, hashtag mommy goals.”

“Your followers aren’t here.”

“They’re always here.” Her voice was bright, practiced. “Right here.” She tapped her temple. “Every moment, I’m thinking about how it would photograph. What angle. What caption. What hashtag.”

“That sounds exhausting.”

For just a moment, something flickered in her green eyes.

“It is.”

Then the mask was back.

“But that’s the life, right? Content creation. Constant engagement. Twenty-four seven availability for your audience.” She shifted again, presenting a different angle. “So what do you want? I can do sexy. I can do cute. I can do vulnerable-but-still-hot. What’s your preference?”

“Stop.”

“What?”

“Stop performing.” I didn’t move toward her. “Your session. Your rules. Your pace. But none of it happens until you stop treating this like a photo shoot.”

“I don’t know how to stop.” The admission slipped out before she could catch it. “I’ve been on camera since I was fourteen. That’s eight years of constantly thinking about how I look to other people. I don’t know how to just… exist.”

“Then close your eyes.”

“What?”

“Close your eyes. No camera. No audience. No followers. Just you, in this room, feeling whatever you’re actually feeling.”

She hesitated. I could see her calculating—was this a trap? A test? What was the angle?

“Trust me.” I kept my voice gentle. “Just this once. No performing. Close your eyes.”

She closed them.

And in the darkness behind her eyelids, something shifted.

“I’m scared.” Her voice was small. “I’m scared that if I stop performing, there’s nothing underneath. That I’m just… empty.”

“You’re not empty. You’ve just been so busy filling space with content that you forgot to check what was already there.”

“What if I don’t like what’s already there?”

“Then we find that out together. And it’s still better than performing for an audience that doesn’t exist.”

Her breathing changed. Became deeper, slower. Some of the tension left her shoulders.

“Okay.” Her eyes were still closed. “What happens now?”

“Whatever you want. Whatever you actually want, not what you think I want to see.”

Silence stretched between us. Madi, with her closed eyes and her Instagram armor and her eight million followers who couldn’t help her in this moment.

“I want to be touched,” she said finally. “Really touched. Not for content. Not for validation. Just because someone wants to touch me.”

“Then let’s start there.”



I kissed her with her eyes still closed.

Soft at first. Exploratory. She made a small sound of surprise—she’d been expecting performance, direction, something she could narrate in her head.

This was just sensation.

“Keep them closed,” I murmured against her lips. “Just feel.”

“I’m trying—”

“Don’t try. Just be.”

The bikini top came off first. Her pierced nipples were already hard, the silver barbells catching the soft light. I traced around them without touching, close enough that she could feel the heat of my fingers. Her breath hitched.

“Please—” The word came out before she could stop it. Genuine. Desperate.

“Please what?”

“Please touch them. They’re so sensitive, and I’ve never—no one’s ever actually—”

I closed my mouth over one pierced nipple, and she screamed.

Not a performative sound. A real one, torn out of her by sensation she hadn’t expected. The metal barbell was cold against my tongue—I flicked it, swirled around it, tugged gently with my teeth. Her whole body jerked.

“FUCK—oh fuck—I didn’t know—”

I sucked hard, pulling the pierced nipple deep into my mouth. The barbell clicked against my teeth as I worked it. Her back arched off the bed, her hands flying to my hair, pulling me closer instead of posing for invisible cameras.

I switched to the other side. Same treatment—tongue circling the piercing, teeth gently tugging the barbell, lips sealed tight while I sucked. Same reaction—a strangled cry, her hips bucking against nothing.

“Nobody’s ever—” She was gasping, crying, something breaking open in her chest. “They always just looked. Made comments. Asked me why I got them. Never actually—”

“They didn’t know what they were missing.”

I worked both piercings with my mouth and hands, alternating between them. Sucking one while I rolled the other between my fingers. Tugging both barbells simultaneously. Flicking my tongue rapidly against the metal until she was shaking uncontrollably.

“Oh god—oh god—something’s happening—”

Her nipples were red and swollen around the piercings, incredibly sensitive from the attention they’d never received. I bit down gently on one barbell while twisting the other, and she exploded.

She came from that alone.

Her first orgasm of the session, just from her pierced nipples being properly worshipped. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for more. She screamed through it—really screamed, no performance, no camera awareness—her C-cups heaving, her natural body shaking with genuine sensation.

“Holy shit—” She was shaking, laughing, maybe crying. “Holy SHIT—I’ve never—just from—”

“We’re just getting started.”

Her micro-shorts went next. Underneath, she was already glistening—evidence of genuine arousal, not performative sexuality. The gym-built ass that got millions of likes on Instagram was right there, thick and real and built from actual exercise, not surgery.

I traced the rose tattoo on her hip with my tongue. She gasped.

“You noticed that?”

“I notice everything.” I kissed the script on her ribs—chaos theory—and felt her shiver. “Every modification you chose for yourself. Every rebellion against Richard’s control.”

“They’re the only parts of me that are actually mine.”

“They’re beautiful.” I moved lower, following the snake portion of her sleeve tattoo down toward her wrist, kissing each curve of ink. “Every single one of them.”

Her micro-shorts were soaked through. I peeled them down her thick thighs—gym-built, real, so different from Tiffany’s surgical perfection—and found her bare underneath. Her pussy glistened, pink and swollen and already dripping.

“God, you’re wet.”

“I’ve never—” She swallowed. “Not like this. Not genuinely.”

By the time I reached her pussy, she was trembling. I spread her thick thighs wide, settling between them, my face inches from her soaked cunt.

“I want to see you.” My lips brushed against her inner thigh, close enough that she could feel my breath on her pussy. “Open your eyes.”

She did. Green and gold, wet with tears, no filters, no poses.

“Watch me,” I said. “Really watch. Not like you’re documenting. Just… see.”

I lowered my mouth to her clit and sucked hard.

She came off the bed with a scream.

I didn’t let up. Long licks from her dripping entrance to her throbbing clit. Circling the sensitive nub with the flat of my tongue. Pushing inside her to taste her directly—sweet, musky, the taste of genuine arousal, not performance.

“Oh god—oh god—your tongue—”

I sealed my lips around her clit and worked it relentlessly while sliding two fingers inside her. She was tight—gym-fit, unused to anything but her own fingers—and her walls gripped me immediately. I found her g-spot and pressed.

She forgot how to think at all.



The sex that followed was a battle.

Not against each other—against her own instincts. Every few seconds, she’d start to pose, to angle herself, to manage the experience like content. And every time, I’d pull back until she stopped.

“Don’t think about how this looks.”

“I can’t help it—”

“You can. You just forgot how.” I kissed her hip. “Focus on how it feels.”

Slowly, painfully, she learned to let go.

When I entered her, she wasn’t posing. She was just… experiencing. I pushed in slowly, watching her face as my cock stretched her tight pussy.

“You’re so—” She gasped as I sank deeper, her walls gripping me like a fist. “You’re so fucking big—my last boyfriend was—”

“Don’t think about other people.”

“I can’t think about anything—” Her thick thighs wrapped around me, her gym-built ass pressed against my hips. I bottomed out and held there, letting her feel every inch. “I can’t think—I can just feel—you’re so deep—”

“Good.”

I started moving. Long, deliberate strokes that dragged across every nerve. Her pierced nipples brushed my chest with each thrust, the barbells cold points of sensation. She rose to meet each stroke, natural rhythm replacing performance—her hips rocking, her pussy clenching.

I flipped her onto all fours—a position she’d photographed herself in a thousand times for thirst traps, but never actually experienced with a real cock inside her. Her auburn hair fell around her face as I positioned myself behind her, the head of my cock pressing against her soaked entrance.

I slammed back in.

“OH FUCK—” She nearly collapsed at the depth, her face buried in the pillow. “Oh god, that’s—I can feel you in my stomach—you’re splitting me open—”

I gripped her hips, watching my cock disappear into her tight pink pussy. Wet, glistening, stretched around my shaft. Her gym-built ass bounced with each thrust—real, authentic jiggle, nothing surgical about it.

“You’re beautiful.” I drove harder, making her moan. “Not Instagram beautiful. Really beautiful.”

“You can’t say that—you don’t know—”

“I know you’ve never let anyone see you without the filters. Without the angles. Without the performance.” I thrust deeper, watching her tattoo sleeve flex as she braced against the headboard. “I know that takes courage. To be actually seen.”

“I’m not brave—”

“You’re here, aren’t you? Without your phone. Without your followers. My cock buried in your pussy and no one to see it but me.”

She started crying. Not performative tears for sympathy—real ones, from something being released that she’d been holding for years.

“Nobody ever wanted ME,” she sobbed between thrusts. “Not my face. Not my follows. Not my dad, not Richard, not any of the guys I’ve been with. They just wanted to fuck the influencer. Nobody wanted just ME.”

“I want you.” I pulled her up, her back against my chest, my cock still buried to the hilt inside her. My hands found her pierced tits, cupping them while I ground deep. “This you. The real you. The one underneath all the content.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

I tugged her nipple piercings while thrusting up into her, and she came hard.

Screaming, sobbing, her tight cunt spasming around my cock. Her pierced nipples throbbed between my fingers. The orgasm ripped through her like chaos theory in action—tiny changes cascading into overwhelming effects.

I held her through it. Let her shake and cry and fall apart. No cameras. No audience. Just the two of us, my cock still throbbing inside her clenching pussy.

When she could breathe again, I laid her on her back. Looked into her tear-streaked face—mascara smeared, fake lashes askew, utterly unlike any of her carefully curated photos.

“One more?”

“I can’t—I’ve never come this many times—”

“You can.” I kissed her forehead. “Trust me.”

I entered her slowly this time, sinking into her soaked pussy inch by inch. Deep, deliberate strokes while I watched her face. No poses. No angles. Just Madi, experiencing pleasure without documenting it.

“You feel incredible,” I told her. “So tight. So wet. So fucking real.”

“Caleb—” She whimpered, wrapping her legs around me. “Please—”

“I’m going to come inside you.” I drove deeper, grinding against her clit. “I’m going to fill your pussy with my cum. And whatever happens next—pregnancy, bonding, all of it—it’s going to be real. Not content. Real.”

“Okay.” Her voice was small but steady. “Okay. Come inside me. Fill me up.”

“Say you want it.”

“I want it.” Tears streamed down her face, but her green eyes burned. “I want you to breed me. Not for content. Not for Richard’s legacy. For ME. Because I want YOUR baby inside me.”

I felt the pressure building—her pussy clenching around me with each stroke, her body responding to something deeper than sensation. The piercings in her nipples glinted as her tits bounced. Her tattoos rippled as she arched into each thrust.

“Come with me,” I ordered. “Look at me and come.”

Her eyes locked on mine as I drove deep and let go. My cock pulsed, flooding her fertile pussy with cum. She came the moment she felt it—felt my seed pouring into her, felt her womb being filled—her tight cunt milking me for every drop while she screamed my name.

“I feel it—” She was crying and laughing. “I feel you filling me—so much—oh god, Caleb—”

I kept coming, more than she’d ever experienced, the serum ensuring I had enough to drown her. Her pussy overflowed, cum leaking around my cock, but still I pumped more into her.

When I finally stopped, we were both trembling.

Just two people, experiencing something genuine. My cum dripping from her pussy. Her tears drying on her face. No audience. No performance. Real.



Afterward, tangled in silk sheets, Madi stared at the ceiling.

“That wasn’t…” She couldn’t find the words. “I’ve never…”

“Different than performing?”

“Different than anything.” She turned to look at me, mascara streaked, lash extensions askew, completely unlike any of her carefully curated photos. “I don’t know who I was just now. But I think I liked her.”

“She’s always been there. Underneath the content.”

“She’s terrifying.” Madi laughed—genuine, surprised. “She has actual feelings. Actual needs. Not just engagement metrics.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s… overwhelming.” She reached for her phone on the bedside table. Habit. Then stopped herself. “Holy shit. I need to NOT post about this.”

“Probably wise.”

“No, I mean—” She set the phone face-down. “I actually don’t want to. For the first time ever, I have something that’s just mine. Not content. Not documented. Just… real.”

She looked at me with new eyes. Clear. Unfiltered.

“Can we do that again sometime?”

“As many times as you need.”

“I’m going to hold you to that.” She curled against my chest, her pierced nipples cool against my skin. “Just—tomorrow, okay? I need to process this before I can do it again.”

“Take all the time you need.”

“Time.” She laughed again. “That’s something I’ve never had. Always running to the next post, the next engagement spike, the next validation hit. But this…” She gestured at the rumpled sheets, the discarded bikini top, the phone lying ignored on the table. “This was worth stopping for.”

We lay there in silence as the afternoon light shifted. No phones. No followers. No performance.

Just real.


Chapter 6: Mother vs. Daughter

The black Mercedes arrived at precisely two o’clock.

I watched from the conservatory as a uniformed driver opened the rear door and Duchess Margot von Habsburg emerged like royalty descending from a carriage. Which, technically, she was.

“Gott im Himmel.” Her voice carried across the drive with aristocratic projection. “This American air is terrible for my skin.”

At sixteen weeks pregnant, Margot had evolved from statuesque to magnificent. Her designer maternity dress—Dior, naturally—hugged a belly that was just beginning to show properly. Her platinum blonde hair was arranged in an elaborate updo. Her ice-blue eyes surveyed the clinic like she was considering purchasing it.

“The duchess returns.” Vivian appeared beside me, her massive twenty-four-week belly pressing against the window frame. “She called yesterday to announce her arrival. Not request. Announce.”

“How long is she staying?”

“Three days. Her ‘monthly checkup,’ she calls it.” Vivian’s smile was wry. “Though I suspect she’s more interested in the treatment than the check.”

Margot swept into the clinic like she owned it. Which, given the donation she’d made after her positive pregnancy test, she partially did.

“Vivian, darling.” Air-kisses on both cheeks, European-style. “You look enormous. Positively bovine. It’s wonderful.”

“Thank you, I think.”

“And Mr. Wright.” Margot’s ice-blue eyes found me, traveling from face to feet with undisguised hunger. “You’re looking well. The serum agrees with you.”

“The serum agrees with everyone.”

“It agreed with me particularly well.” Her hand rested on her growing belly. “My Vienna doctors are baffled. A forty-year-old widow, pregnant naturally, no medical intervention required. I’ve had to invent an entire fiction about a ‘discrete liaison’ to explain it.”

“And the baby?”

“Perfect. Growing exactly as it should.” Her eyes softened—one of the few genuine expressions I’d ever seen from her. “A Habsburg heir, growing in a Habsburg womb. My family hasn’t managed that in three generations.”

Before I could respond, the conservatory door opened and both Carmichaels entered.

Margot’s assessment was immediate and brutal.

“Ah.” Her voice dripped Vienna condescension. “The Americans Richard sent. I’ve heard about you. The trophy wife and the influencer.”

Tiffany’s perfect composure flickered. “I’m sorry, have we met?”

“We share a donor, Mrs. Carmichael. That makes us intimately connected, whether we’ve been introduced or not.” Margot’s smile showed teeth. “I’m Margot von Habsburg. Duchess. Widow. And mother-to-be of the first legitimate Habsburg heir in nearly a century.”

Madi’s green eyes narrowed. “Habsburg? Like, the royal family?”

“The only family that matters in proper European circles.” Margot settled into one of the conservatory chairs like it was a throne. “But I’m sure your Instagram followers are equally impressive. In their own… democratic way.”

The temperature in the room dropped several degrees.

“I didn’t realize we were competing with royalty,” Tiffany said stiffly.

“Darling, you’re not competing with royalty. You’re sharing a waiting room with it.” Margot’s smile was gentle and devastating. “Very different things.”



Tea was served in the gardens.

Vivian had clearly arranged this deliberately—seating Margot between the Carmichael women with Harper and Celeste as buffers. The late afternoon light was golden, the setting peaceful, and the tension thick enough to cut with a scone knife.

“Tell me about Richard,” Margot said, stirring her tea with aristocratic precision. “I’ve heard whispers. Pharma billionaire. Controller. The kind of man who collects wives like art pieces.”

Tiffany’s cup rattled against its saucer. “Richard is… successful.”

“That’s one word for it.” Margot’s ice-blue eyes were knowing. “I had a husband like that once. Franz. He was Habsburg by birth, which meant everything was about legacy. About producing heirs. About continuing the bloodline.” Her voice softened. “When he died—car accident on the autobahn, very dramatic—his family tried to control me. My womb, specifically. They didn’t care about my grief. They wanted to know if I was pregnant.”

“Were you?”

“No. And I didn’t remarry, despite thousands of proposals.” Margot set down her tea. “Men saw me as a womb attached to a fortune. Not a person. Not a widow mourning her husband. Just reproductive potential with excellent bloodline credentials.”

Beside her, Madi shifted uncomfortably. Something in Margot’s story was hitting close to home.

“Richard treats Tiffany the same way,” Madi said quietly. “Like she’s… defective equipment that won’t produce.”

“Madison—”

“It’s true, though.” Madi met her stepmother’s eyes. “He blames you. He’s always blamed you. For twelve years, he’s made you feel like the failure when really—”

“When really the problem might be him.” Margot nodded. “Yes. I’ve seen that pattern too. Powerful men who cannot accept their own inadequacy, so they project it onto the women in their lives.”

“What did you do?” Tiffany’s voice was barely a whisper. “About the Habsburgs. About being seen as just… reproductive potential.”

“I waited. For years, I waited. Played their games. Let them think they were controlling me.” Margot’s smile was sharp. “And then I found this clinic. Found Caleb. Found a way to have my heir on MY terms, not theirs.”

“And now?”

“Now I have leverage they never expected. A pregnant widow who doesn’t need their approval. Who proved that Habsburg fertility isn’t dependent on Habsburg sperm.” Margot’s hand rested on her belly. “The family lawyers are still processing the implications.”

Tiffany was quiet for a long moment. Then:

“That’s what we’re doing too. Proving that the problem was never us.”

“Exactly.” Margot raised her teacup. “To women who refuse to be blamed for men’s failures.”

Celeste and Harper joined the toast. After a moment, Tiffany did too.

Madi watched them all with something like wonder in her eyes.



The competition went public at two o’clock.

I was in the scheduling office when both Carmichael women arrived simultaneously, neither willing to yield.

“I have the two o’clock.” Tiffany’s voice was ice.

“That’s funny, because MY appointment is at two.” Madi held up her phone—she’d apparently screenshotted the coded board and decoded it. “T.C. at fourteen hundred hours. That’s me. Tiff-Carmichael.”

“That’s ridiculous. T.C. is obviously Tiffany Carmichael.”

“Could be either of us.”

“I was here FIRST.”

“You were scheduled first. That’s not the same thing.”

Vivian emerged from her office, tablet in hand, expression long-suffering.

“There appears to have been a scheduling miscommunication. One of you was booked for two o’clock. The other was added in error.”

“Which one?” both women demanded simultaneously.

“That’s… unclear at the moment.” Vivian’s voice was diplomatic. “The system shows overlapping entries. Until we resolve it—”

“I’m not waiting.” Tiffany’s perfect composure was cracking. “I’ve been waiting my entire life. I’m not waiting anymore.”

“Neither am I.” Madi crossed her arms. “This is exactly like always—Tiffany gets priority, I get the scraps.”

“If anyone’s getting scraps, it’s ME. Richard sent me here with an ultimatum—”

“Oh, because YOUR problems are more important than MY problems—”

“LADIES.”

Vivian’s voice cut through like a surgical instrument. Both Carmichaels fell silent.

“Mr. Wright’s schedule is managed by this facility, not by maternal competition. I will resolve the conflict and notify you both within the hour.” She looked between them. “In the meantime, perhaps you could direct this energy toward something productive. Like acknowledging that you’re fighting over the same man for the same reasons.”

Neither woman responded.

But as they turned to leave—separately, pointedly not together—something happened.

Tiffany gestured dramatically, making a point about scheduling priorities, and her designer pencil skirt surrendered to the pressure.

The seam ripped.

Not catastrophically. Not exposing anything crucial. But audibly, publicly, unmistakably.

The other patients in the waiting area pretended not to notice. Madi did not pretend.

“Your ass just seceded from your outfit.”

Tiffany looked down. At the torn fabric. At her surgically-enhanced ass visible through the gap. At the room full of people witnessing her wardrobe malfunction.

For a moment, I thought she might cry. Or scream. Or storm out.

Instead, she laughed.

“Richard paid four hundred dollars for this skirt.” Her voice was thick with something between tears and humor. “Custom tailored to fit my ‘investments.’”

“Maybe next time he should invest in reinforced seams.”

“Maybe next time I should stop wearing clothes that require a team of engineers to contain me.”

They were both laughing now. Not kindly, not warmly, but together. At the absurdity. At the situation. At twelve years of being squeezed into specifications that never quite fit.

Even Vivian’s lips twitched.

“Perhaps,” the clinic director said mildly, “the scheduling conflict can wait until Mrs. Carmichael has changed.”



Margot’s “checkup” took place that afternoon.

The examination room was the same one where I’d assessed her three months ago—before she was pregnant, before she’d surrendered her imperial control, before everything changed.

Now she lay on the examination table in designer maternity wear, sixteen weeks of pregnancy showing beautifully beneath silk that cost more than most people’s cars.

“The Vienna doctors say everything is progressing normally.” Her voice was conversational, but her eyes tracked my every movement. “Healthy weight gain. Strong heartbeat. All the markers exactly where they should be.”

“That’s good to hear.”

“It’s adequate.” Her hand rested on her belly. “But I didn’t fly across the Atlantic for adequate. I flew for exceptional.”

“Exceptional how?”

“I’ve been in Vienna for two months.” Her ice-blue eyes burned with intensity. “Two months of dreams about this. About you. About what you did to me the last time I was here.”

I moved closer to the examination table. “And what did I do?”

“You made me beg.” The words came out rough. “No one has ever made me beg. I am Margot von Habsburg. I give commands. I do not request.”

“You requested quite thoroughly, as I recall.”

“I did.” Her hand caught mine, pressed it to her swelling belly. “And I need to request again. My breasts are so sensitive now—when I shower, when anything brushes them, I think of you. And I get so wet—”

“Show me.”

Her designer maternity dress had a hidden zipper. It fell away to reveal La Perla beneath—of course, always La Perla for European aristocracy—and a body that pregnancy had enhanced rather than diminished.

Her breasts were larger than I remembered. Fuller, heavier, the pale skin stretched over swelling tissue. Her nipples had darkened, the areolae wider, and as I watched, a bead of clear fluid emerged from one tip.

“Colostrum,” she whispered. “It started two weeks ago. The Vienna doctors say it’s normal, but every time it leaks, I think of you. Of how you might—”

I lowered my mouth to her breast without waiting for her to finish.

The taste was subtle—sweet, almost buttery, the first precious drops of colostrum—nothing like the full milk that Vivian and Harper produced, but unmistakably present. I suckled harder, drawing more from her swollen nipple, and Margot’s back arched off the table.

“Mein Gott—” She was gasping, her imperial composure cracking immediately. Her darkened nipple throbbed in my mouth, leaking freely. “I’ve been touching them myself, but it’s not—it’s nothing like—”

I switched to her other breast, latching on and sucking hard. More colostrum flooded my tongue. Her hand fisted in my hair, pulling me closer rather than directing. The duchess who commanded everything was surrendering already.

“Please—” The word came out like it cost her everything. “Please, I need you inside me. I’ve been so empty—my pussy aches for you—”

“Ask nicely.”

“I AM asking nicely—”

“You’re demanding.” I lifted my head from her breast, colostrum glistening on my lips and chin. “Try again, Duchess.”

Her ice-blue Habsburg eyes blazed with frustration and desperate need. Three months ago, this would have been a battle. Now, she knew what she wanted. Knew how to get it.

“Please.” Her voice dropped to a ragged whisper. “Please fuck me. Please fill my pregnant cunt with your cock. I’ve been fingering myself every night for two months dreaming about this and I can’t wait anymore. I NEED you inside me.”

“Better.”



Pregnant sex with Margot required adjustment.

I positioned her on her side, one long aristocratic leg lifted, pillows supporting her sixteen-week belly. From behind, I could enter her without putting pressure on the growing life between us.

“Is this—” She gasped as I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. Her pussy was drenched, soaking the silk beneath her. “Is this safe?”

“Perfectly safe.” I pushed inside slowly, feeling her pregnant cunt stretch around me—tighter than before, swollen with blood flow, impossibly wet. She moaned as I sank deeper. “The baby is protected. You just focus on what you feel.”

“I feel—” She moaned as I bottomed out, my balls pressing against her ass. “I feel complete. Finally. After two months of my own fingers not being enough—harder. Please. I’m not fragile.”

I gave her what she wanted.

Deep, powerful strokes that made her belly sway gently, that made her heavy breasts bounce. My hand found one swollen tit, thumb and finger rolling her darkened nipple, and colostrum spurted across the examination table. I fucked her from behind while milking her like this was exactly what she’d been built for.

“YES—” She was losing her imperial German, slipping into something more primal. “Yes—your cock—so deep—don’t stop—”

My other hand slid over her pregnant belly, past the swell of growing life, down to her clit. The combination—cock driving deep inside her, fingers circling her swollen nub, palm still squeezing milk from her breast—was overwhelming.

“I’m going to—” She was shaking violently. “Already—I can’t hold—”

“Come for me, Duchess. Come on my cock.”

She screamed in German. “BITTE—mein Gott—ICH KOMME—”

Her pregnant pussy clenched around me in rhythmic waves, milking my cock while she sobbed. Colostrum sprayed from her nipple as I squeezed harder. The orgasm went on and on—pregnancy hormones amplifying everything, making her shake and cry and beg.

But I didn’t stop.

“Again,” I told her, still thrusting deep inside her. “Give me another one.”

“I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can.” I drove harder, finding the angle that made her scream—the spot that made her pregnant cunt clamp down like a vise. “You flew across the Atlantic for this. Give me everything.”

The second orgasm built faster. Her body knew what it wanted now. When it hit, she sobbed my name—“CALEB”—clutching the pillow like it was the only thing keeping her grounded, her pussy spasming around my cock.

“Fill me—” She was begging openly now, no imperial reserve left, just a desperate pregnant woman needing to be bred. “I know I’m already carrying your child but I want to feel it again—I want your cum flooding my pussy—please—”

“Beg for it, Duchess.”

“I BEG you—fill me with your seed—I need it—I need YOU—”

I let go.

The orgasm crashed through me as I buried deep, cock pulsing, cum erupting into her pregnant cunt. She felt every spurt—moaning with each pulse as I flooded her already-occupied womb—clenching and milking me for every drop. My hand was still on her breast, colostrum dripping through my fingers to pool on the table.

“Ja—” She shuddered with each pump of my release. “Fill me—more—give me everything—”

I kept coming, the serum ensuring I had more than enough to satisfy even Habsburg demands. When I finally stopped, cum was leaking from her pregnant pussy, dripping down her thigh.

“Wunderbar,” she whispered when the aftershocks faded, my cock still buried inside her. “Absolutely wunderbar.”



Tiffany’s session that evening was different.

She arrived without the breathy bimbo mask. Without the performative uncertainty. Without any of the armor she’d worn her entire marriage.

Just Tiffany. Changed from her ripped skirt into a simple silk robe. Platinum hair loose. Makeup minimal.

“I want everything,” she said without preamble. “Last time was about discovery. About remembering I could feel. This time—”

“This time?”

“This time I want to take.” Her enhanced blue eyes burned. “I’ve been given to Richard for twelve years. Given like a present he didn’t bother unwrapping. Tonight, I want to take what I want.”

“What do you want?”

“You. On your back. While I use you until I can’t move anymore.”

Something in her voice told me she’d been rehearsing this. Planning it. Working up the courage to demand rather than accept.

“Then take it.”

She pushed me onto the bed. Climbed over me with predatory grace. Her La Perla robe fell open, revealing her surgical enhancements—F-cups that sat impossibly high, nipples already hard pink peaks with anticipation.

“I’ve never been on top with anyone but you.” She positioned her dripping pussy over my cock, rubbing her wet slit along my length. “Richard always wanted me underneath. Passive. A receptacle for his disappointment.”

“You’re not a receptacle.”

“No.” She reached between us, gripped my cock, and sank down in one smooth motion—taking me to the root. “I’m a fucking woman with needs.”

We both groaned as she bottomed out, her pussy stretching around me, her surgical ass resting on my thighs.

She rode me like she was reclaiming something stolen.

Her fake tits bounced with that distinctive motion—high and round and defying gravity, implants moving differently than real flesh—but the sounds she made were completely real. Moans that came from somewhere deep in her chest. Gasps that surprised her. Curses in a thick Texas drawl that she’d spent years polishing away.

“God—you’re so deep—” She was grinding down, rolling her hips, taking every inch and demanding more. “Richard was never—he couldn’t even get HARD for me—”

“Don’t think about Richard.”

“I’m not thinking about anything—” She threw her head back, platinum extensions cascading down her back. Her hands found her own surgical tits, squeezing them, pinching her nipples while she rode. “I’m just feeling—for once in my fucking life I’m just FEELING—”

I let her set the pace. Let her take what she needed. Watched her fake tits bounce as she worked herself on my cock—up until just the head remained inside her tight pussy, then slamming back down to take me balls-deep. My hands found her surgical breasts, thumbs circling nipples that were far more sensitive than Richard had ever bothered to discover.

“Yes—like that—” She whimpered as I tugged her nipples. “Harder—”

I pinched hard enough to make her cry out. Her pussy clenched around me in response.

“I spent twelve years thinking I was broken.” She was crying now, but still moving, still taking, her cunt milking my cock with each stroke. “Twelve years of him sighing and being ‘patient’ and looking at other women’s children like it was MY fault—”

“It was never your fault.”

“I KNOW.” She slammed down harder, taking me impossibly deep. “I know that now. And I’m going to prove it by letting you breed me every fucking night.”

Her orgasm built slowly—she was chasing it deliberately, savoring every moment of control. Her pussy clenched tighter with each stroke. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. When it finally crested, she screamed so loud the entire wing probably heard.

“FUCK—I’M COMING—CALEB—”

Her cunt spasmed around my cock, milking me while she shook and sobbed. But she didn’t stop moving.

“Again,” she gasped. “I want to come again. I want to come so many times I forget what feeling nothing was like.”

I flipped her onto her back—taking control, giving her what she actually needed beneath the demands. Her legs wrapped around me, her surgically-enhanced ass lifting off the bed as I drove deep.

“More—” She was pulling me closer, her heels digging into my ass, her pussy squelching with each thrust. “More—harder—don’t hold back—fuck me like you’re trying to knock me up again—”

“I never hold back with you.”

“Good.” Her legs tightened around my hips, locking me inside her. “Then don’t start now. Breed me. Prove that bastard wrong.”

I pounded into her—hard, deep strokes that made her fake tits bounce and her whole body shake. The wet slapping of our bodies filled the room. Her pussy gripped me like it never wanted to let go.

When the second orgasm hit, she cried real tears. Relief. Release. Twelve years of suppression finally breaking free.

“I’m coming—” I warned her, my cock throbbing inside her tight heat.

“Yes—fill me—” She pulled me deeper with her legs. “Fill my pussy—give me everything—”

I came with her name on my lips, flooding her cunt while she clenched around me, milking me with rhythmic contractions. She felt every pulse, every spurt of cum filling her womb.

“I feel it—” She sobbed, clinging to me. “I feel you pumping inside me—don’t stop—”

I kept coming, the serum ensuring there was more than enough to overflow her. When I finally stopped, cum was leaking around my softening cock, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath her surgically-enhanced ass.

“Caleb.” Her voice was raw. “That was…”

“What you needed?”

“What I DESERVED.” She laughed, wet and fragile. “For twelve fucking years, that’s what I deserved.”



I was leaving Tiffany’s suite when Madi appeared in the hallway.

Her green eyes took in my rumpled appearance. The direction I’d come from. The satisfied sounds still echoing from behind the closed door.

“I saw her schedule.” Madi’s voice was carefully neutral. “Three sessions this week.”

“Treatment frequency is medically determined.”

“Right.” She stepped closer. “And I’ve had two.”

“You also started a day later.”

“So it’s about timing? Not about her being more… important?”

“Nobody’s more important, Madi. You’re both here for the same reason. Both trying to escape the same man.”

“Are we?” She looked at the closed door. “Because from where I’m standing, it looks like she’s getting more attention. More sessions. More of YOU.”

“Is that what this is about?”

“Maybe.” She met my eyes. “Maybe I’m tired of being the afterthought. The bonus feature. The tagalong who’s only here because Richard wanted Tiffany to have ‘support.’”

“You’re not an afterthought.”

“Then prove it.” Her chin lifted. “Schedule me for tomorrow. Give me what she’s getting. Let me prove that I’m not just the twenty-two-year-old who came along for content.”

“This isn’t a competition.”

“Everything’s a competition.” She smiled—sharp, challenging. “And I don’t like losing.”

She walked away before I could respond. Her gym-built ass bounced with each step, her pierced nipples visible through her thin tank top.

At the end of the hallway, she turned back.

“Three sessions this week, Tiff.” Her voice carried. “Scared I’m going to beat you?”

From behind the closed door, Tiffany’s voice emerged:

“In your dreams, Madison.”

But there was something different in the exchange now. Something almost… playful.

The war was still on.

But the rules were changing.


Chapter 7: Richard Calls

The morning started wrong.

I found Tiffany in the conservatory at 6 AM, staring at a cup of coffee she hadn’t touched. Her platinum hair was unbrushed, her designer robe wrinkled, her face bare of the careful makeup she usually wore like armor.

She looked like a woman waiting for execution.

“He calls at seven tonight.” Her voice was flat. “Every third day. Always at seven. Always on schedule.”

“Richard.”

“Richard.” She finally looked at me, and I saw something I hadn’t seen since her first day here: genuine terror. “He’s going to ask for a status report. He’s going to want to know if the ‘investment’ is paying off.”

“And what are you going to tell him?”

“I don’t know.” Her hands wrapped around the coffee cup—seeking warmth she couldn’t feel. “If I tell him the treatment is working, he’ll demand proof. Timelines. Metrics. He’ll want to control every aspect of this like he controls everything else.”

“And if you don’t tell him?”

“Then he’ll assume I’m failing. Again.” The word came out bitter. “Twelve years of failure. That’s all he sees when he looks at me.”

I sat across from her. The conservatory was empty this early—the other patients still sleeping, the staff not yet arrived for morning rounds. Just the two of us in the golden light of dawn.

“You don’t have to answer to him.”

“I do, though.” Her laugh was hollow. “The prenup, the accounts, the house—everything is his. If I don’t produce an heir, I leave with nothing. Less than nothing, probably. Richard’s lawyers are creative.”

Before I could respond, footsteps echoed in the hallway. Harper appeared, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders, her twenty-four-week belly leading the way. She was carrying a tea tray.

“Chamomile.” She set it down in front of Tiffany. “Celeste told me you were down here. Said you looked like you needed this.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re terrified.” Harper settled into the chair beside her, her freckled face soft with understanding. “I know that look. I wore it for years.”

Tiffany’s composure cracked. “You don’t understand—”

“My ex-fiance was named Daniel.” Harper poured the tea with practiced grace. “He left me for his twenty-six-year-old research assistant three weeks before our wedding. Said I was ‘too focused on my career’ and ‘not maternal enough.’”

“That’s not the same—”

“After he left, I threw myself into work. Tenure. Publications. Awards. Anything to prove I was valuable, even if no one wanted me.” Harper’s hand found Tiffany’s. “For six years, I scheduled my life down to the minute. Controlled everything I could, because I’d lost control of everything that mattered.”

The tea sat untouched between them.

“Richard does the same thing,” Tiffany whispered. “The schedules. The check-ins. The monitoring. He says it’s because he cares, but really—”

“Really it’s about making you feel small. Making you need him to tell you who you are.” Harper squeezed her hand. “I know. I did it to myself for years before Daniel could do it to me.”

“How did you stop?”

Harper’s smile was warm and sad. “I found people who wanted me for who I was, not what I produced. People who didn’t need me to perform or achieve or prove anything.” She gestured at her pregnant belly. “This isn’t just a baby, Tiffany. It’s proof that I was worthy all along. That I didn’t need Daniel’s approval to be enough.”

Tiffany stared at her. At this woman who’d walked a similar path and found her way through.

“The call is at seven,” she said finally. “I don’t know what I’m going to say.”

“You’ll figure it out.” Harper stood, pressing a kiss to her forehead with the easy affection of the bonded women. “And whatever happens, you’re not alone anymore.”



Madi found me in the garden at noon.

She was unusually quiet, her phone clutched in her hand but not actively scrolling. Something was working behind her green eyes.

“She’s been crying in the bathroom.” Madi’s voice was flat. “Tiffany. I heard her through the wall.”

“The call with Richard is tonight.”

“I know.” She sat on the bench beside me, the autumn light catching the copper highlights in her auburn hair. “I’ve seen her like this before. Every time he visits. Every time he calls. She gets this look, like she’s bracing for impact.”

“And?”

“And I always thought it was just—” She struggled for words. “Drama. Trophy wife histrionics. Richard always said she was high-maintenance, emotional, needy.”

“You believed him.”

“I believed everything he said.” Madi’s laugh was bitter. “He adopted me when I was eight. I thought that meant he loved me. But really I was just… part of the package. The ready-made daughter for his ready-made family.”

“That’s not what family is supposed to be.”

“No shit.” She looked at her phone, then deliberately set it face-down on the bench. “I’ve been thinking about what you said. About being actually wanted versus being useful.”

“And?”

“And I think—” Her voice caught. “I think Tiffany and I have both been useful. To Richard. To the brand. To the image he wants to project. But neither of us has been wanted. Not really.”

The garden was quiet around us. Somewhere, a bird sang.

“I’m going to record the call tonight.” Madi’s jaw set. “Not for content. For evidence. If Richard says what I think he’s going to say—if he’s as cruel as he usually is—having proof might matter. Someday.”

“That’s risky.”

“Everything is risky.” She met my eyes. “But I’m tired of being the bystander. Of watching Tiffany get demolished and doing nothing because I thought she deserved it.”

“Did she deserve it?”

“No.” The word came out quietly. “No, she didn’t. Neither of us did.”



The call came at exactly seven o’clock.

I wasn’t in the room—that would have been too obvious—but I was close enough to hear through the partially open door. Tiffany had positioned herself in the suite’s sitting area, laptop angled to show only her face and a generic wall. Full makeup. Perfect hair. The bimbo mask firmly in place.

She was performing for her life.

“Status report.” Richard’s voice was cold enough to freeze through the speakers.

“Hello, darling!” Tiffany’s breathy voice was back, higher and lighter than her real one. “The treatment is going wonderfully! Dr. Okafor is so professional, and the facility—”

“I asked for a status report, Tiffany. Not a review.”

“Of course.” I heard her swallow. “The treatments are proceeding as planned. Multiple sessions. The specialist says my numbers are very promising—”

“Promising.” Richard’s tone dripped contempt. “You’ve been promising for twelve years. I’m looking for results.”

“It’s too early to test definitively, but—”

“Then what exactly have you been doing all week?” The question was a trap. “I’m paying a significant sum for this ‘miracle clinic.’ I expect to see returns on my investment.”

“I’ve been following the treatment protocol. Multiple sessions. The specialist has been very—”

“The specialist.” Richard’s laugh was sharp. “I’ve done my research. Some graduate student dropout playing fertility doctor. You’re letting a child treat you, Tiffany. It’s embarrassing.”

“Dr. Okafor has an excellent reputation—”

“Dr. Okafor has a LUCRATIVE reputation. There’s a difference.” I could hear the cold smile in his voice. “Two weeks. That’s what you have left. If this clinic can’t accomplish what every other facility failed to do, then we’re done.”

“Richard, that’s not fair—”

“Fair?” His voice rose. “I’ve given you TWELVE YEARS, Tiffany. Twelve years, millions of dollars, every treatment known to modern medicine. And NOTHING. If you can’t produce an heir—if you can’t fulfill the ONE purpose I kept you for—then what exactly am I maintaining this marriage for?”

The silence that followed was devastating.

“I’ve tried so hard—” Tiffany’s voice cracked.

“Try HARDER.” The words cut like razors. “Where’s Madison? I want a report on her behavior. Make sure she’s not embarrassing the family name with her little social media stunts.”

“She’s… resting.”

“Resting. At a fertility clinic. How productive.” Richard’s contempt was audible even through digital compression. “Two weeks, Tiffany. Don’t disappoint me again.”

The call disconnected.

For three seconds, there was perfect silence.

Then Tiffany started to cry.

Not the delicate tears of a trophy wife. Real, gut-wrenching sobs that tore through her body. I pushed through the door to find her collapsed in the chair, makeup running, shoulders shaking.

“I hate him.” The words came out broken. “God, I hate him so much—”

“I know.”

“He OWNS me—” She was gasping between sobs. “Everything I am, everything I have—he made it all. He owns it all. If I leave, I’m nothing. I have NOTHING—”

I crossed to her. Knelt beside the chair. Didn’t try to stop the tears—they needed to come.

“You’re not nothing.”

“I’m forty-four years old and I don’t even know who I am without him.” She looked at me with devastated eyes. “He picked my clothes, my hair, my BODY. He decided what I ate and where I went and who I talked to. And I let him because I thought—I thought if I was good enough, if I was perfect enough, he’d love me.”

“That’s not love.”

“I KNOW.” She collapsed against me, sobbing into my chest. “I know it’s not love. I’ve known for years. But I didn’t have anywhere else to go. I didn’t have anyone else who—”

“You have us now.”

The voice came from the doorway.

I looked up to find them filing in: Harper, with her freckled face soft with compassion. Celeste, elegant even in concern. Aiste, her ice-blue eyes warm for once. And Vivian, massive with pregnancy, her Nigerian authority transformed into maternal protection.

And behind them—Madi. Phone in hand. Face pale.

“We heard.” Harper moved to Tiffany’s other side, taking her hand. “The whole wing heard.”

“I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t apologize.” Celeste settled onto the arm of the chair, her French accent gentle. “Apologizing is what he taught you to do. You don’t owe anyone apologies for having feelings.”

Vivian produced a bottle from somewhere—good wine, not clinic stock—and poured a generous glass. “Drink. It won’t solve anything, but it will help.”

Tiffany laughed through her tears—a broken, surprised sound. “Richard monitors my calorie intake.”

“Richard isn’t here.” Aiste’s voice was firm. “And his monitoring ends now.”

The women gathered around her. A protective circle. A family, formed from shared trauma and mutual survival.

I watched from slightly outside, giving them space. This wasn’t about me—this was about women recognizing their reflections in each other’s pain.

Margot had stayed at the clinic another day, and she appeared in the doorway now, aristocratic face soft with understanding. “I knew a man like your Richard once. My husband’s family. They saw me as a womb, nothing more. After Franz died, they tried to control my every movement.”

“What did you do?” Tiffany’s voice was raw.

“I survived. I waited. And when I found my opportunity—” Her hand rested on her pregnant belly. “I took it. On MY terms.”

“I don’t know if I can—”

“You can.” Harper’s voice was fierce. “We all thought we couldn’t. And look at us now.”

In the corner, Madi was standing very still. Her phone was still in her hand, but her eyes were fixed on her stepmother.

On the woman she’d spent years competing with. Resenting. Dismissing.

The woman who’d just been destroyed by the same man who’d controlled both their lives.

“I recorded it.” Madi’s voice was quiet but clear. “The whole call. Every word he said.”

Tiffany looked up, mascara streaming.

“Why?”

“Because someone should have proof.” Madi moved closer, her usual competitive edge completely gone. “Because he’s been saying that shit for twelve years and nobody ever had evidence. Because—” She swallowed. “Because I watched him hurt you over and over and I told myself you deserved it. But you didn’t. Nobody deserves that.”

The two women stared at each other. Stepmother and stepdaughter. Rivals for a decade.

“I’m sorry.” Madi’s voice cracked. “I’m sorry I didn’t see it before.”

Tiffany reached for her. And for the first time since Madi was eight years old, they hugged.

Really hugged. Not performing for Richard. Not posing for cameras.

Just two women who’d finally recognized they were trapped in the same cage.



The evening stretched late.

The harem stayed with Tiffany—telling stories, sharing wine, building something that looked a lot like family. Harper talked about Daniel’s cruelty in greater detail. Celeste described Henri’s family and their pressure for an heir. Margot detailed the Habsburg lawyers and their attempts at control.

Each story was a mirror. Each woman had survived something similar.

And Madi listened.

Really listened, without her phone, without her poses, without the constant need to document. I saw something shift behind her green eyes—understanding replacing resentment, compassion replacing competition.

Around ten o’clock, I found her in the garden, staring at the stars.

“He hurt her more than I knew.” Her voice was quiet. “I always thought she was dramatic. Exaggerating. Playing victim for attention.” She laughed bitterly. “Turns out I was just too busy competing with her to see the actual war.”

“Richard.”

“Richard.” She wrapped her arms around herself. “He adopted me when I was eight. I thought that meant he wanted me. But really he just wanted the image—the perfect family for his perfect brand.”

“And now?”

“Now I realize we were both props.” She turned to face me. “Tiffany was the trophy wife. I was the photogenic daughter. Neither of us was a person to him. Just… assets. To be optimized and displayed.”

“What are you going to do about it?”

“I don’t know.” Her green eyes glistened. “But I know I’m done competing with her. Done trying to prove I’m better, I’m worthier, I deserve more attention. We’re both fighting the same enemy. We should probably stop shooting at each other.”

“That sounds like wisdom.”

“That sounds like exhaustion.” She laughed, wet and surprised. “I’m tired, Caleb. I’ve been performing for my whole life—for Richard, for my followers, for everyone. And I’m tired.”

I pulled her into my arms. Not sexual—just comfort. Just presence.

She cried against my chest.

“Nobody ever just holds me,” she whispered. “Everyone wants something. Content, validation, engagement. Nobody just… stays.”

“I’m staying.”

“You mean that?”

“I mean it.”

We stood in the garden while the stars wheeled overhead. Somewhere inside, her stepmother was being comforted by women who understood. And here in the darkness, Madi was finally letting herself feel something real.

Two weeks, Richard had said. As if time could be packaged and controlled like everything else in his life.

But some things didn’t follow his schedules.



Back in the suite, the bonding was still happening.

Vivian had produced more wine. Harper was demonstrating some kind of pregnancy stretch that had Celeste laughing. Aiste was explaining Baltic folk remedies for morning sickness while Margot looked skeptical but interested.

Tiffany sat in the middle of it all, tear-streaked but calmer now.

“You really all share him?” Her voice was wondering. “And you’re… happy?”

“Happier than I’ve ever been.” Harper’s response was immediate and genuine. “I spent years alone after Daniel. Years convincing myself I didn’t need anyone. This—” She gestured at the women around her, at her pregnant belly, at the clinic that had become home. “This is what I was missing.”

“But the jealousy—”

“Fades.” Celeste’s French accent was warm. “The bonding effect creates understanding, not competition. When another woman joins us, we don’t see a rival. We see a sister.”

“That sounds like cult programming.”

“It sounds like support.” Vivian’s voice was firm. “We’ve all been trained to compete—for male attention, for resources, for survival. The bonding teaches us something different. That there’s enough to go around. That supporting each other makes everyone stronger.”

Tiffany was quiet for a long moment. Processing.

“Richard would hate this.” A smile tugged at her lips. “He’s spent our entire marriage making sure I didn’t have friends. Didn’t have support. Anyone I got close to, he found ways to drive away.”

“Richard isn’t here.”

“No.” Her smile grew. “No, he’s not.”

I stepped into the room, and the conversation paused. Six pregnant women—seven, if you counted Margot—looked up at me with various expressions of warmth, welcome, possession.

“Everything okay?”

“Better than okay.” Tiffany’s voice was steadier now. “I think I finally understand what this place is actually about.”

“And what’s that?”

“Family.” She looked around at the women who’d gathered to support her. “The kind that shows up when you’re falling apart, not the kind that pushes you down and demands you perform.”

Vivian raised her wine glass. “To family, then. The kind we choose.”

“To family,” the others echoed.

Tiffany looked around the room—at these women who’d rallied to support her, who understood her pain without needing explanations. She raised her glass too.

She’d spent twelve years without this. Without people who showed up.

That ended tonight.


Chapter 8: Harem Support

Celeste had transformed the conservatory into something magical.

White candles flickered from every surface. The crystal stemware caught the firelight and scattered rainbows across the linen tablecloth. Fresh flowers—sourced from god-knows-where this late in October—perfumed the air with jasmine and rose.

“It’s a celebration,” she explained in her elegant French accent, adjusting a place setting with art dealer precision. “Of survival. Of sisterhood. Of saying merde to men who try to control us.”

“Celeste.” Vivian’s voice was gently chiding. “Language.”

“My language is perfectly appropriate for the occasion.” Celeste smoothed her maternity dress—Givenchy, naturally—over her twenty-four-week bump. “These women have survived monsters. They deserve beautiful things.”

The formal dinner had been Harper’s idea, Celeste’s execution. After the devastation of Richard’s call, the women had collectively decided that Tiffany needed something to look forward to. Something that was hers, not Richard’s. Something beautiful.

So here we were.

I stood in the corner as the women arrived, watching the dynamics unfold. Aiste had traded her clinical scrubs for a midnight blue dress that showed off her athletic pregnant figure. Harper’s auburn hair was swept up, her freckled shoulders bare above a deep green gown that made her eyes glow. Vivian presided over the head of the table in royal purple silk, her Nigerian jewelry gleaming against dark skin.

Margot—staying one more night before her return to Vienna—had outdone everyone in vintage Chanel and Habsburg diamonds.

And the Carmichaels…

Tiffany entered first. She’d chosen something simpler than her usual Richard-approved wardrobe—a silk sheath in soft rose that actually fit her body instead of strangling it. Her platinum hair was down, her makeup minimal. She looked like a woman who’d stopped performing.

Madi followed in a borrowed dress from Harper—something flowing and forest-green that didn’t require Instagram angles to look beautiful. Her auburn hair was loose, her piercings catching candlelight.

They walked in together.

That alone was revolutionary.

“Ladies.” Celeste gestured them to their seats with gallery-opening grace. “Welcome to the first annual Survivors’ Supper. Men who don’t deserve us are forbidden as topics of conversation. Wine is not.”

“Except for those of us who are pregnant,” Aiste amended. “Which is everyone except the Carmichaels.”

“The Carmichaels will be pregnant soon enough.” Vivian raised her glass. “To new beginnings.”

“To new beginnings,” they echoed.



The soup course brought stories.

“I almost married someone terrible once.” Harper’s voice was conversational as she spooned butternut squash bisque. “Before Daniel. A professor in the English department who seemed charming until he started criticizing every word I wrote.”

“How did you end it?” Tiffany’s voice was curious rather than competitive.

“I didn’t, at first. I rewrote myself instead—my papers, my teaching style, my entire personality—trying to be what he wanted.” Harper’s freckled face was soft with remembered pain. “It took a visiting lecturer pointing out that I’d stopped publishing to make me see what was happening.”

“And then?”

“Then I ended it. Messily. He spread rumors about me being ‘difficult’ and ‘unstable.’” Harper smiled. “The same rumors that followed me to Daniel, actually. Men love calling women crazy when we finally stand up for ourselves.”

Across the table, Madi set down her spoon. “My bio dad did something similar. Not to me—to my mom. Before Richard, obviously.” Her voice was carefully neutral. “He told everyone she was the problem. That she was too needy, too demanding, too much. Then he disappeared and left her with a three-year-old and nothing else.”

“Do you remember him?” Celeste’s question was gentle.

“Barely. Red hair—that’s where I get mine. A guitar, I think. He was some kind of musician.” Madi laughed bitterly. “According to mom, he was ‘finding himself.’ He found himself about three thousand miles away and never came back.”

“His loss.” Aiste’s voice was firm.

“That’s what everyone says.” Madi met her eyes. “But it doesn’t feel that way when you’re three and you don’t understand why daddy’s not coming home.”

The table was quiet. Aiste’s ice-blue eyes had softened in a way I’d rarely seen.

“My father left when I was four.” Her Baltic accent thickened. “Different reason—he went to work in Germany and just… didn’t return. We found out later he’d started a new family. Like we were practice that didn’t work out.”

“Aiste—” Harper reached across to squeeze her hand.

“I’m fine. It was thirty years ago.” But her voice wasn’t entirely steady. “I became a nurse because I wanted to help people. To be the opposite of someone who abandoned. To stay when staying was hard.”

“And now you’re here,” Vivian said softly. “Staying. Building something permanent.”

“Building something I never thought I’d have.” Aiste’s hand moved to her pregnant belly. “A family that won’t disappear.”



The main course was lamb—tender, herb-crusted, accompanied by roasted vegetables and a wine reduction that Celeste had supervised personally.

As plates were cleared and refilled, the conversation shifted to lighter topics. Pregnancy symptoms. Cravings. The indignities of expanding bodies.

“My feet have grown half a size,” Harper complained. “None of my shoes fit. And I teach standing up—my students are going to think I’ve developed a limp.”

“My breasts have grown three cup sizes.” Celeste’s tone was elegantly aggrieved. “Henri’s family is horrified. They think nursing is ‘peasant behavior.’”

“Fuck Henri’s family,” Margot said grandly. “I’m a duchess and I fully intend to nurse. Let them be horrified.”

Vivian laughed. “Try explaining lactation to a Nigerian mother. Mine called last week to demand I hire a wet nurse. She doesn’t understand that I WANT to feed my own child.”

“You’re all going to nurse?” Tiffany’s voice was wondering.

“The serum enhances everything.” Harper gestured at her massive breasts, barely contained by her green gown. “Including milk production. I’ve been lactating for weeks already.”

“We’ve noticed.” Aiste’s dry tone made everyone laugh. “You left wet spots on three chairs in the conference room yesterday.”

“In my defense, I was thinking about Caleb.” Harper’s eyes found mine across the room. “Certain thoughts seem to trigger certain responses.”

“You mean you start leaking when you’re horny?” Madi’s voice was somewhere between horrified and fascinated.

“Like a faucet.” Harper’s grin was unrepentant. “It’s inconvenient in professional settings. Less inconvenient in private.”

I watched the byplay from my corner. The women were opening up in ways they hadn’t before—sharing vulnerabilities, creating bonds. The Carmichaels were being absorbed into the group, their competitive edges softening as they realized they weren’t rivals but potential sisters.

This was what Vivian had designed the bonding effect to create. Connection. Support. Family.

But it also created need.

And that need was building around the table like storm pressure.



“So.” Margot set down her wine glass with imperial precision. “We’ve all shared our traumas, eaten our lamb, drunk our wine. What happens now?”

“Now?” Vivian smiled. “Now we demonstrate what this family actually looks like.”

“You mean—” Tiffany’s eyes widened.

“I mean that the bonding effect creates more than just emotional connection.” Vivian stood, her massive pregnant belly leading the way. “Harper. Caleb. Would you care to show our guests what that looks like?”

Harper rose from her seat with easy grace. Her green gown clung to her curves—the twenty-four-week belly that had grown from nothing to glorious fullness, the breasts that had swelled three cup sizes and were already beginning to leak through the fabric.

She crossed to where I stood and took my hand.

“The first time Caleb and I were together,” she said to the room at large, “I’d spent six years telling myself I didn’t need anyone. That I was better alone. That intimacy was just another way to get hurt.”

“And now?”

“Now I understand that connection isn’t weakness. That being wanted doesn’t make you vulnerable—it makes you strong.” Her green eyes met mine. “Watch. Learn. This is what we’ve become.”

She kissed me in front of all of them.

Not a chaste kiss. Deep, passionate, the kind of kiss that made clear exactly what was about to happen. Her pregnant belly pressed against my stomach. Her swollen breasts, already damp with milk, brushed my chest.

“The viewing room.” Vivian’s voice was clinical but warm. “The Carmichaels can observe without participating. Unless they choose otherwise.”



The viewing room was adjacent to the overnight suite.

Soft lighting. Comfortable chairs arranged for observation. A large window—one-way glass—looking into a bedroom decorated for pleasure rather than function.

Tiffany and Madi settled into the observing seats, their expressions somewhere between nervous and fascinated. Celeste joined them, her French elegance making voyeurism seem cultured. Margot stood near the back, her Habsburg eyes missing nothing.

In the bedroom, Harper and I faced each other.

“Show them,” she whispered. “Show them what this bond really means.”

I unzipped her gown slowly, letting it fall to pool at her feet.

Twenty-four weeks of pregnancy had transformed Harper’s body into something magnificent. Her belly was round and firm, the skin stretched tight over the life growing inside. Her breasts were enormous—full, heavy, the pale skin laced with blue veins, the nipples darkened to deep rose and already beading with milk. Drops of white were forming on both tips even as I watched.

“You’re beautiful.” I traced my hand down her side, feeling goosebumps rise in my wake.

“I’m pregnant.” She laughed softly. “There’s a difference.”

“Not to me.”

I lowered my mouth to her breast and suckled hard. The taste of her milk flooded my tongue—sweet, warm, rich with her essence. She gasped, her hand flying to my hair, pulling me deeper into her flesh.

“Oh god—every time you do that—”

I suckled harder, drawing more milk in hungry pulls. It sprayed across my tongue in rhythmic jets, her body responding to the stimulation like it was designed for this—which it was. My hand found her other breast, fingers sinking into the heavy flesh, thumb rolling her swollen nipple. Milk squirted between my fingers, running down my arm.

“Yes—drink from me—” She was shaking already. “Take all of it—”

I switched breasts, latching onto the neglected nipple while squeezing the one I’d just abandoned. Milk arced through the air, landing on the bed, the floor. Her entire body was a fountain of maternal abundance.

“The watching makes it better,” she whispered. “Knowing they can see everything—see you drinking from me—”

“Then let them see everything.”

I guided her to the bed, positioning her on the edge with her legs spread wide. Her pregnant belly rose between us like a monument to fertility. From this angle, the observers could see everything—her swollen pussy, pink and glistening with arousal, her lips parted and ready; her massive breasts, still dripping milk in steady streams; her freckled face, flushed with desperate desire.

“Please.” Her voice carried through the room. “I need you inside me—I’ve been craving it all week—my pussy is so empty—”

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me.” The professor’s voice was rough with need. “I want you to fill my pregnant cunt with your cock while they watch. I want them to see what we have—what they could have—”

I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed in slowly.

The angle required adjustment—her belly was large enough now that I couldn’t lie flat against her—but the sensation was incredible. Pregnancy had made her tighter somehow, her swollen pussy gripping every inch as I sank deeper, the increased blood flow heightening every nerve ending.

“YES—” She gasped as I bottomed out, my cock fully buried in her pregnant heat. “God, yes—you’re so deep—I can feel you against my cervix—”

Through the one-way glass, I could see the observers. Tiffany’s hand had crept to her mouth, her enhanced chest heaving. Madi was leaning forward, green eyes wide, her thighs pressed together. Even Celeste—who’d seen this before—watched with hungry attention, her hand resting on her own pregnant belly.

I began to move.

Long, slow strokes that let Harper feel every inch—pulling out until just the head remained inside her clenching pussy, then sliding back in until my balls pressed against her ass. Her massive breasts swayed with each thrust, milk droplets flying in all directions. Her pregnant belly undulated gently, the motion hypnotic.

“More—” She was gripping the sheets, knuckles white. “Harder—please—I need—”

I gave her what she wanted.

Deeper strokes. Faster rhythm. My hands found her breasts, squeezing firmly, and milk sprayed across the sheets in twin arcs. The white liquid soaked into the fabric, pooled on her pregnant belly, dripped down her sides. She moaned at the combination—cock filling her, hands milking her, pleasure building from multiple sources.

“I’m going to—” Her voice was breaking. “Already—I can’t—”

“Come for me, Harper. Show them what it looks like.”

She shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her in waves, her pregnant pussy clenching around my cock in rhythmic contractions, her breasts releasing fresh floods of milk that sprayed across both of us. She screamed—really screamed, loud enough that the observers definitely heard—her whole body convulsing with release, her freckled skin flushed from chest to face.

But I didn’t stop. Kept thrusting through her orgasm, kept milking her heavy tits.

“Again,” I told her, still moving deep inside her. “Give me another one.”

“I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can.” I shifted angles, finding the spot that made her shake, hitting it with every stroke. “You’re magnificent. You’re full of life. You’re mine. Now come for me again.”

The second orgasm built faster—her body primed, her defenses gone, her pregnant pussy impossibly sensitive. When it hit, she sobbed my name—“CALEB”—tears streaming down her freckled face, milk streaming down her breasts, her whole being given over to sensation.

I pulled out slowly, watching her gasp at the loss. My cock emerged glistening with her juices, throbbing with need.

“Vivian.” My voice carried to the observation room. “Your turn.”



Vivian entered the bedroom with regal grace.

At twenty-four weeks, she was even larger than Harper—her Nigerian frame carrying the pregnancy with magnificent fullness. She’d shed her purple gown somewhere, wearing now only a silk robe that fell open as she walked, revealing everything.

Her breasts were the largest in the group. Heavy, dark-nippled, the wide areolae nearly black against her dark skin. Milk was already leaking from both tips in steady streams, leaving glistening trails down her skin, dripping onto the floor with each step.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” she said, her Nigerian-British accent rich with desire. “Watching Harper—the sounds she makes—the way her milk sprays when you squeeze—it’s been driving me mad.”

“Then let me help.”

I pulled her close, my mouth finding her breast immediately. Her milk was different from Harper’s—richer, heavier, with a deeper flavor that spoke of her heritage. I suckled hard, pulling long draughts from her swollen nipple, and she groaned deep in her chest, her hand cradling my head.

“O di mma—that’s so good—I leak all day thinking about your mouth—”

I switched to her other breast, drinking deeply. Her milk flooded my mouth faster than I could swallow, dribbling down my chin. Harper watched from the bed, still trembling from her orgasms, her hand between her own thighs. The tableau was explicit: one pregnant woman fingering herself while watching, another being worshipped, milk everywhere—on my face, on the bed, pooling on the floor.

“I want to ride you.” Vivian’s voice was commanding, the clinic director in full control. “I want to take what I need. I want to feel your cock inside me while they watch.”

“Then take it.”

I lay back on the bed. Vivian straddled me, her massive belly between us, her enormous dark breasts hanging heavy with milk, the nipples dripping onto my chest. She positioned her dripping pussy over my cock—I could feel her heat, her wetness—and sank down in one smooth motion.

“Chineke—” The Igbo curse escaped her as she took me to the hilt. Her eyes rolled back. “You’re so big—every time I forget how deep you go—”

She began to move.

Woman on top, she controlled everything—the depth, the angle, the pace. Her pregnant belly swayed with each motion, brushing against my stomach. Her massive breasts bounced, milk spraying in chaotic patterns across my chest, my face, the sheets. Through the glass, I saw Tiffany press her hand between her thighs, her surgical tits heaving.

“Yes—” Vivian was gasping, riding harder, her dark pussy swallowing my cock over and over. “Yes—like that—I can feel you hitting my cervix—”

Harper crawled across the bed, positioning herself beside us. Her hand found Vivian’s breast, squeezing firmly, and milk arced toward the ceiling in a thick stream.

“Come for him,” Harper whispered, latching onto Vivian’s other nipple and sucking hard. “Let go. We’re here. You’re safe.”

“I’m close—” Vivian’s rhythm was faltering, her massive body shaking. “So close—please—”

I thrust up to meet her descent, driving impossibly deep. The combination—the angle, my cock filling her pregnant cunt, Harper’s mouth on her breast draining her milk—pushed her over the edge.

“CHINEKE MU O—” She screamed in Igbo as she came, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves, milking my cock with desperate contractions. “CALEB—BIKO—OH GOD—”

I grabbed her wide hips, holding her down as I released inside her. My cock pulsed, cum flooding her pregnant pussy in powerful spurts. She felt every one, gasping with each pulse of heat filling her womb.

“Yes—fill me—” She was sobbing, grinding down to take me deeper. “I feel it—so much—”

Harper’s mouth never left her breast, nursing greedily as Vivian came down from her high. Milk dripped from Harper’s chin. The sight was overwhelming—two pregnant women tangled on the bed, one drinking from the other while I stayed buried inside the larger woman, my cum leaking around my softening cock.

Through the glass, Madi’s hand had disappeared under her skirt. I could see her shoulder moving rhythmically.



The aftermath was tender.

Harper and Vivian lay tangled together, their pregnant bellies pressed close, milk still leaking from both sets of breasts. I sat between them, one hand on each belly, feeling the occasional flutter of babies moving inside.

“Is it always like this?” Tiffany’s voice came from the doorway. She’d apparently left the observation room, unable to stay away.

“Sometimes it’s gentler.” Vivian’s voice was satisfied, sleepy. “Sometimes it’s rougher. But it’s always real.”

“It’s always us.” Harper reached out a hand toward Tiffany. “And soon, it could be you.”

Tiffany looked at the hand. At the pregnant women on the bed. At me, still between them.

“I’ve never—” She swallowed. “Richard never—there was never—”

“Richard taught you that pleasure was something to be performed.” Vivian’s dark eyes were kind. “We’ll teach you it’s something to be felt.”

Madi appeared behind her stepmother, her face flushed, her eyes bright.

“That was…” She couldn’t find words.

“Intense?” Harper offered.

“Real.” Madi’s voice was wondering. “Nobody was performing. Nobody was posing. You were just… feeling. Together.”

“That’s what the bond does.” I sat up, though Harper’s hand tried to keep me down. “It removes the performance. Leaves only what’s genuine.”

“I want that.” The words came from Tiffany, surprising everyone including herself. “Not right now—not yet. But I want to be part of this. Part of something real.”

“You already are.” Vivian’s smile was warm. “You’ve been part of this since you walked through our doors. The bond just helps you realize it.”



The formal dinner had devolved into something else entirely.

In the conservatory, the candles had burned low. The women—pregnant and not—had migrated to the comfortable couches and chairs, arranging themselves in patterns of intimacy. Harper’s head rested in my lap, her breasts still occasionally leaking through her dress. Vivian had claimed the other side, her hand intertwined with mine.

Celeste was describing French birth traditions to a fascinated Aiste. Margot was on her third glass of wine, her Habsburg reserve softening into genuine warmth.

And the Carmichaels sat together. Actually together. Tiffany’s hand resting on Madi’s arm. Two women who’d spent years as enemies, finally recognizing their shared humanity.

“Richard would hate this.” Tiffany’s voice was quiet but not sad. “Everything about it. The closeness. The sharing. The lack of competition.”

“Richard isn’t here.” Madi’s response was gentle.

“No. He’s not.” Tiffany looked around at the women who’d welcomed her. “I spent twelve years trying to be enough for him. And I never was. Never could be.”

“You’re enough for us.” Harper’s voice was warm. “You don’t have to prove anything here.”

“I don’t know how to exist without proving things.” Tiffany laughed, wet and surprised. “Without performing. Without being what someone else expects.”

“You’ll learn.” Vivian’s hand found hers. “We all did.”

The evening stretched into night. Women talked, laughed, cried. Shared stories they’d never told anyone. Built bonds that would outlast whatever Richard Carmichael threw at them.

And through it all, I watched.

These women—my women, though that felt presumptuous—were becoming something powerful. A family forged from shared pain and mutual survival. A force that no controlling husband, no distant father, no cruel system could break.



Later that night, I found Madi on the balcony.

She was staring at the stars, her borrowed dress flowing in the autumn breeze. Her phone was nowhere in sight.

“Aiste told me something today.” Her voice was quiet. “About her father leaving. About how she became a nurse because she wanted to be someone who stayed.”

“And?”

“And I realized—” She turned to face me. “I’ve been so afraid of people leaving that I never actually let anyone close. The followers, the likes, the constant documentation—it’s all distance. Proof that people exist, but not that they care.”

“Do you want people to care?”

“I want YOU to care.” The words came out raw. “Not just—not just the sessions. I mean really care. About me. About who I actually am under all the content.”

“I do care.”

“You sure?”

I pulled her close. Kissed her forehead. Held her while the stars wheeled overhead.

“I’m sure.”

We stayed on the balcony until the candles in the conservatory burned out.


Chapter 9: Social Media Risk

Madi broke at 3 AM.

I heard the crash from my quarters—something heavy hitting tile, followed by a string of curses that would have made a sailor blush. By the time I reached the Carmichael suite, Aiste was already there in her robe, ice-blue eyes assessing the situation with clinical efficiency.

Madi sat on the bathroom floor surrounded by broken glass. Her phone lay in the sink, screen shattered. Blood dripped from a small cut on her palm where she’d apparently thrown it hard enough to shatter the mirror.

“I couldn’t stop checking.” Her voice was raw. “Every time I tried to sleep, I’d wake up and reach for it. Every fifteen minutes. Like clockwork. And my engagement is down twenty-three percent and Kaylee just got a partnership deal I was supposed to get and—”

“You broke the mirror because of your engagement rate?” Tiffany’s voice came from the doorway, incredulous.

“I broke the mirror because I couldn’t STOP.” Madi looked up at her stepmother with devastated eyes. “I know it’s crazy. I know it doesn’t matter. But it feels like dying. Every time the numbers drop, it feels like I’m disappearing.”

Aiste knelt beside her, carefully examining the cut. “This needs cleaning. Possibly stitches.”

“I don’t care about the cut.”

“Your followers would care.” Aiste’s voice was deliberately cool. “Difficult to maintain engagement with an infected hand.”

The words hit like a slap. Madi stared at her.

“That’s cruel.”

“That’s honest.” Aiste stood, pulling Madi up with her. “Come. We’ll treat the wound and then we’ll talk about what’s actually happening here.”



The clinic’s medical bay was quiet at this hour.

Aiste worked on Madi’s hand with efficient precision—cleaning, evaluating, determining stitches weren’t needed. The whole time, Madi sat in silence, her green eyes fixed on something far away.

“Tell me about the followers.” Aiste’s voice was conversational as she applied antiseptic. “Eight million. That’s impressive.”

“It’s everything.” Madi’s voice was hollow. “It’s my entire worth as a person.”

“Is it?”

“Richard always said—” She stopped. Swallowed. “Richard always said the only reason I mattered was because I could build the family brand. That my face was an asset. My followers were an investment.”

“And what did you say?”

“Nothing. Because it was true.” Tears started down Madi’s face. “Without the followers, I’m just a twenty-two-year-old with abandonment issues and a complicated relationship with her stepmother. I’m nobody.”

“You’re somebody to Caleb.” Aiste’s hands paused on the bandage. “You’re somebody to Tiffany. You’re somebody to all of us.”

“But you wouldn’t know I existed without the followers. That’s how I got here—Richard saw my reach. He saw what I could do for the family brand. That’s the only reason he kept me after the adoption.”

“Kept you?”

“He tried to send me away.” The words came out small. “When I was twelve. I was ‘difficult.’ ‘Not fitting the family image.’ He wanted to send me to boarding school in Switzerland.” Madi laughed bitterly. “Tiffany convinced him to let me stay. Promised I’d be better. Promised I’d perform.”

“So you started performing.”

“I became the best performer he’d ever seen.” Madi’s jaw set. “Perfect grades. Perfect social media. Perfect daughter for his perfect family. And I hated every second of it, but it was better than being sent away.”

“Better than being abandoned again.”

The word hung in the air.

“My dad left when I was three.” Madi’s voice was barely a whisper. “I don’t even remember his face. But I remember the feeling—waking up and knowing something was wrong. Knowing that someone who was supposed to love me had decided I wasn’t worth staying for.”

“And Richard’s threat to send you away—”

“Felt exactly the same.” Tears were flowing freely now. “So I performed. I built myself into something valuable, something that couldn’t be thrown away. Eight million followers. Millions in sponsored content. I made myself too useful to abandon.”

Aiste finished the bandage and stepped back. Her ice-blue eyes had lost their clinical detachment, showing something raw underneath.

“My father left when I was four,” she said quietly. “I told you at dinner. But I didn’t tell you everything.”

“What else is there?”

“For years after he left, I tried to be perfect. Perfect grades. Perfect behavior. Thinking that if I was good enough, he’d come back.” Aiste sat beside her. “He never did. But the performance became habit. I couldn’t stop trying to be enough, even when there was no one left to prove it to.”

“How did you stop?”

“I found people who wanted me without the performance.” Aiste’s hand covered Madi’s bandaged one. “People who saw the imperfect parts and stayed anyway.”

“This clinic.”

“This family.” Aiste’s smile was small but genuine. “It takes time. You don’t unlearn twenty years of performance overnight. But it’s possible. I promise.”



Morning came grey and overcast.

Madi hadn’t slept—I found her in the garden, wrapped in a blanket, watching the sun try to break through the clouds. Her phone was somewhere in the clinic, confiscated by Aiste “for her own good.”

“I almost called him.” Her voice was quiet when I sat beside her. “Last night. After Aiste left. I found his number online—Danny Brennan, musician, currently touring with some band in Dublin.”

“Your father.”

“My biological father.” She laughed bitterly. “Not a father. A sperm donor who stuck around for three years before he found something better.”

“What stopped you?”

“Fear.” She turned to look at me. “What if he answered? What if he didn’t remember me? What if he did remember and just… didn’t care?”

“Those are reasonable fears.”

“They’re pathetic.” Her jaw tightened. “I’m twenty-two years old. I have eight million followers. I’ve built myself into something successful, something valuable. And I’m still afraid of being rejected by a man who left before I could form memories.”

“Childhood wounds don’t care about your follower count.”

“Clearly.” She pulled the blanket tighter. “Aiste said something last night. About finding people who want you without the performance. I’ve been thinking about it all night.”

“And?”

“And I don’t think anyone’s ever wanted me without the performance.” Her voice cracked. “Not Danny, obviously. Not Richard—I was part of a package deal. Not my mom, honestly—she needed me to be successful to justify her choices. Not even my followers—they want content, not me.”

“What about Tiffany?”

Madi was quiet for a long moment. “Tiffany kept me from being sent away. She convinced Richard to let me stay.”

“Because she wanted you there.”

“Or because she needed me there. Competition, maybe. Someone to measure herself against.” But Madi’s voice was uncertain now. “I don’t know what Tiffany wants anymore. Everything I thought I knew about her was wrong.”

Footsteps on the garden path. We both looked up to find Tiffany approaching, two cups of coffee in her hands.

“Aiste said you were out here.” She offered one cup to Madi. “You okay?”

Two words. Simple question. But they hit Madi like a physical force.

“You’re asking if I’m okay?”

“You had a rough night.” Tiffany sat on Madi’s other side, her platinum hair loose, her face bare of makeup. “I heard the mirror break.”

“I freaked out about my engagement rate.”

“I know.” No judgment in Tiffany’s voice. Just acknowledgment. “I used to freak out about my calorie count. Same kind of thing, probably. Numbers we thought defined our worth.”

“It’s not the same.”

“Isn’t it?” Tiffany sipped her coffee. “Richard trained both of us to measure ourselves in metrics. My weight. Your followers. Numbers that could always be higher, always be better, always be not quite enough.”

Madi stared at her stepmother. At this woman she’d spent years resenting, competing with, dismissing as shallow and performative.

“Why did you stop Richard from sending me away?” The question came out before she could stop it. “When I was twelve. Why did you fight for me?”

Tiffany was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was soft.

“Because you were the only person in that house who saw me as a person.” She turned to meet Madi’s eyes. “Richard saw a trophy. His business partners saw an asset. But you—even when you were being difficult, even when you were competing with me—you at least saw me as someone worth competing with.”

“That’s… not a great reason.”

“It was enough.” Tiffany’s laugh was wet. “In that house, it was enough. I wasn’t going to let Richard take the only person who actually noticed I existed.”

The garden was quiet except for distant birdsong. Three people—two of whom had spent years as enemies—sitting together in the grey morning light.

“I’m sorry,” Madi said finally. “For thinking you were just—that Richard was right about you being—”

“I thought the same about you.” Tiffany reached for her hand. “We both believed what he told us to believe. But we don’t have to anymore.”



My session with Madi that afternoon was different from the others.

She walked into the overnight suite without her usual armor. No Instagram makeup. No strategic clothing choices. Just Madi, in a simple sundress, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders.

Her bandaged hand was visible—a reminder of last night’s breakdown.

“I don’t know how to do this.” Her voice was quiet. “Without performing. Without managing how I look or sound or come across.”

“You don’t have to know how.” I stayed where I was, giving her space. “You just have to try.”

“What if I can’t? What if the performance is all I am?”

“Then we find out together.” I moved closer, slowly. “But I don’t think that’s true. I’ve seen you—the real you. She’s in there.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she keeps trying to get out.” I stopped in front of her. “Last night, when you broke the mirror. This morning, when you almost called Danny. Right now, asking questions you’re afraid to hear the answers to. That’s not performance. That’s someone fighting to be seen.”

Her green eyes filled with tears.

“I was never enough on my own.” The words came out broken. “My whole life. Just my face. Just my follows. Just my connection to Richard’s money. Never enough as just me.”

“You’re enough for me.”

“You don’t know me.”

“Then show me.” I took her hand—the uninjured one. “Right now. No cameras. No followers. No performance. Just Madi.”

“Just Madi is terrified.”

“Just Madi is beautiful.”

I kissed her.

Not the challenging, competitive kisses we’d shared before. Something softer. Something that said I see you rather than I want you, though both were true.

She kissed back. And started crying.

“I’m sorry—” She pulled back, wiping her eyes. “This is pathetic—I’m not usually—”

“Don’t apologize.” I cupped her face in my hands. “Feel whatever you’re feeling. I’m not going anywhere.”

“You mean that?”

“I mean it.”

We moved to the bed slowly. No rush. No performance. Just two people trying to find something genuine in a world of performances.

Her sundress came off like unveiling something precious. Underneath, she was bare—no strategic underwear, no lingerie chosen for effect. Just her body, with all its modifications: the pierced nipples, the tattoos, the gym-built curves.

“I got the piercings at eighteen.” Her voice was shaky. “Richard was furious. Called them ‘trashy.’ But they were mine. The first thing I did that was just for me.”

“They’re beautiful.” I traced around one silver barbell without touching, close enough that she could feel the heat of my fingertip. “What do they feel like?”

“Usually? Nothing special.” She swallowed hard. “But when you—when you touch them—”

I lowered my mouth to her breast and flicked my tongue across the piercing.

She gasped—not a performative sound, but a genuine one torn from deep in her chest. Her back arched off the bed.

“Please—” The word came out desperate, broken. “Please don’t stop—”

I worshipped her pierced nipples like they were the most precious things I’d ever touched. Because in a way, they were—they represented her first act of rebellion, her first claim to her own body. I sucked one barbell into my mouth, rolling it against my tongue. My fingers found the other, tugging gently. Every touch made her shake. Every stroke of my tongue made her cry out.

“Nobody ever—” She was crying openly now, tears streaming. “They always just—they looked, they commented, they asked why I got them. Made jokes. But nobody ever actually touched them like they MATTERED—”

“They didn’t know what they were missing.”

I bit gently on one barbell while twisting the other, and she wailed. Her C-cups were natural, real, bouncing differently than Tiffany’s surgical ones as she writhed beneath me.

I moved lower, tracing the floral sleeve on her arm with my lips. The snake that curled toward her shoulder. The chaos theory script on her ribs. Every tattoo was a declaration: I exist. I choose. I am more than what you made me.

When I reached her pussy, she was trembling. Her thighs were slick with arousal, her pink lips swollen and glistening.

“Look at me.” I waited until her tear-filled eyes met mine. “Don’t perform. Don’t manage. Just feel.”

I lowered my mouth to her clit and sucked hard.

She came apart.

Not the controlled orgasms of our first sessions—calculated, managed, ending when she decided they should end. This was raw. Uncontrolled. Her pussy clenched around nothing while I devoured her clit, my tongue working her in relentless circles.

“OH GOD—” She was sobbing, her hands fisting in my hair, pulling me deeper. “I can’t—I can’t stop—”

I slid two fingers inside her tight cunt, finding her g-spot while my tongue kept working her clit. She was soaked—arousal dripping down my chin, coating my fingers.

“You can.” I kept working her, tongue and lips and fingers curling inside her. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

Her second orgasm crashed into the first before she’d recovered. Her whole body convulsed, her pussy clamping on my fingers, her juices flooding my mouth. Tears streamed down her face. The performance had finally broken, and underneath was just Madi—desperate and wanting and terrified of being wanted back.

“I need you inside me.” Her voice was wrecked. “Please—I need to feel you—I need to feel something REAL—”

I climbed over her, positioning my cock at her dripping entrance. She looked down between them, watching.

“Look at me,” I said. “Not at your body. At me.”

Her green eyes met mine as I pushed inside.

I entered her slowly, feeling her tight pussy stretch around me inch by inch. No posing. No angles. Just sensation—raw and overwhelming.

“You’re so deep—” She was crying through every word. “I can feel everything—stretching me—why does it feel different—”

“Because you’re not performing.”

I moved inside her, deep slow strokes that let her feel every inch sliding in and out. Her pierced nipples rubbed against my chest, the barbells cold points of sensation. Her tattoos rippled as she moved beneath me, her gym-built body responding naturally.

She was beautiful—not Instagram beautiful, actually beautiful—with her mascara streaking and her auburn hair tangled and her walls finally down.

“Nobody ever wanted ME.” She was sobbing as I thrust deeper, filling her completely. “Not my face—not my follows—not my body—nobody ever wanted just ME—”

“I want you.” I drove harder, making her gasp. “This you. The real you. The one underneath all the performance.”

“Promise?”

“I’m balls-deep in your pussy right now.” I found the angle that made her scream, hitting it again and again. “Does this feel like I don’t want you?”

“It feels like—” Her voice broke. “It feels like coming home.”

Her orgasm built slowly, inexorably. I watched her face as she stopped trying to control it, stopped managing how she looked, just let herself feel. Her pussy tightened around me, gripping my cock, building toward something massive.

When it finally crested, she screamed—not for show, not for likes, but because she couldn’t contain what she was feeling. Her cunt spasmed around me, milking my cock, her whole body shaking.

“I’m going to come inside you,” I told her, my own release building. “I’m going to fill you up. And whatever happens—pregnancy, bonding, all of it—you’re going to be part of this family. Really part of it. Not performing. Just belonging.”

“Okay.” Her voice was a whisper. “Okay. Fill me. Breed me. Make me yours.”

I let go, flooding her pussy with cum while she clenched and sobbed and held onto me like I was the only real thing in a world of performances. She felt every pulse, every spurt of seed filling her womb.

“I feel it—” She gasped. “I feel you inside me—so much—”

I kept coming, the serum ensuring there was enough to overflow her. When I finally stopped, cum was leaking around my cock, dripping down onto the sheets.



Afterward, she cried in my arms for almost an hour.

Not sad tears—release. Years of performance, years of trying to be enough, years of measuring her worth in metrics that could never be satisfied. All of it flowing out in waves.

“I think I need to call him.” Her voice was raw. “Danny. My bio dad. Not to confront him. Just to… know.”

“Know what?”

“If he thinks about me. If he ever wonders what happened to the three-year-old he left behind.” She laughed, wet and broken. “Probably not. But not knowing is worse.”

“When?”

“Soon.” She nestled closer. “Not tonight. Tonight I just want to feel this. Feel real.”

“Okay.”

“Caleb?”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you.” She looked up at me with clear green eyes—no filters, no poses. “For seeing me. For wanting me. For not giving up when I couldn’t stop performing.”

“Thank you for letting me in.”

“It’s terrifying.”

“I know.”

“But it’s better than being alone.”

We stayed tangled together until the sun set and the stars appeared outside the window. No phones. No followers. No performance.

Just Madi. Finally free to exist without an audience.


Chapter 10: Shared Session

The bathroom breakthrough happened without warning.

I was passing the Carmichael suite when I heard something unprecedented: laughter. Both of them, at the same time, from the same room.

The shared bathroom.

“Your face!” Madi’s voice carried through the door. “Oh my god, you should see your FACE—”

“It’s not that funny—”

“It’s HILARIOUS. The great Tiffany Carmichael, taken down by a sink faucet—”

More laughter. Then splashing sounds. Then Tiffany’s voice, pretending to be offended but clearly smiling:

“I’ll have you know this is a very expensive face. Richard paid good money for this face.”

“Richard paid good money for your TITS. Your face was a package deal.”

“Madison!”

But there was no real anger in it. Just two women, sharing a bathroom, actually enjoying each other’s company.

I kept walking, smiling.



They emerged for breakfast together. Actually together—walking side by side, continuing a conversation that had apparently started in the bathroom and hadn’t stopped.

“I’m just saying,” Madi was explaining, “if we’re going to be pregnant at the same time, we should coordinate nursery themes. Can you imagine Richard’s face if we did matching—”

“No Disney.” Tiffany’s voice was firm. “Richard thinks Disney is ‘pedestrian.’”

“Richard thinks EVERYTHING is pedestrian.” Madi grinned. “Which is exactly why we should do full-on Frozen. Elsa and Anna. Sisters conquering their kingdom.”

“We’re not sisters.”

“We’re something.” Madi’s smile softened. “Something better than we were.”

They settled at the same table. Together. No competition for seating, no pointed distance. Harper and Celeste exchanged significant looks across the conservatory.

“Good morning.” Vivian approached with her tablet, her massive belly leading the way. “I see the armistice continues.”

“We’re planning nursery themes.” Tiffany’s voice was lighter than I’d ever heard it. “Apparently I’m getting a Frozen nursery whether I want one or not.”

“Elsa was my favorite,” Vivian said mildly. “Something about a woman freezing everything that threatened her felt deeply relatable.”

The breakfast continued in this vein. Lighter. Easier. Something had shifted between the Carmichael women—the bathroom ceasefire expanding into genuine camaraderie.

Around ten o’clock, Madi pulled out her phone—then stopped.

“I was going to check my followers.” Her voice was wondering. “But I don’t actually care right now.”

“Progress.” Aiste’s dry observation came from the nursing station.

“Terrifying progress.” Madi set the phone face-down on the table. “What do normal people do when they’re not checking their phones?”

“They have conversations.” Harper’s voice was warm. “They look at things. They exist without documenting.”

“That sounds exhausting.”

“It gets easier.”



After breakfast, I found them in the sitting room of their suite.

Photos were spread across the coffee table—actual photographs, paper ones, pulled from albums and wallets and the bottom of suitcases. Tiffany held one up to the light.

“This is from our wedding.” Her voice was strange. “Richard and me. I was thirty-two. I thought I was so lucky.”

“You look happy.”

“I look hopeful.” Tiffany set the photo down. “There’s a difference. I was hoping he’d change. Hoping that once we were married, he’d—”

“Be different?”

“Be human.” She laughed bitterly. “He was never human. Just a very convincing simulation.”

Madi held up another photo—a younger version of herself, maybe ten years old, standing awkwardly beside Richard at some corporate event.

“This is the first year after the adoption.” Her voice was careful. “I was supposed to smile for the cameras. Richard’s perfect family. But look at his hand.”

I looked. Richard’s hand on Madi’s shoulder wasn’t comforting—it was controlling. Positioned to direct rather than protect.

“He always touched me like that.” Madi set the photo down. “Like he was posing a mannequin. I didn’t realize it wasn’t normal until I was sixteen and saw how other dads touched their kids.”

“The photos stop around then.” Tiffany pointed to a gap in the collection. “You stopped letting anyone take pictures of you for almost a year.”

“I was angry. At everything. At him, at you, at the whole situation.” Madi shrugged. “Then I discovered Instagram and realized I could control my own image. That’s when the posts started.”

“Your rebellion.”

“My survival mechanism.” Madi sorted through more photos, pulling one from near the bottom. “But look at this one.”

The photo showed both of them—Tiffany and Madi—at some gala event. They were standing apart, bodies angled away from each other, but their expressions…

“We’re both miserable.” Tiffany’s voice was soft. “Both performing. Both trying so hard to be what he wanted.”

“Both failing.”

“Always failing.” Tiffany reached across and took Madi’s hand. “I’m sorry. For not seeing it sooner. For being so caught up in my own survival that I didn’t notice yours.”

“We were both surviving.” Madi squeezed back. “That’s not something to apologize for.”

They sat in silence for a moment, surrounded by paper evidence of years of performance.

“So what do we do now?” Madi’s voice was uncertain. “Plan our escape? Build our baby-powered leverage? Take Richard down?”

“First?” Tiffany smiled—the new smile, the real one. “We actually enjoy something. Without Richard watching. Without worrying about what he’ll think.”

“That sounds suspiciously like happiness.”

“Terrifying, isn’t it?”



The clothing failure happened at lunch.

Tiffany had dressed relatively modestly—by her standards—in a wrap dress that only moderately strained across her surgical enhancements. She was reaching for the bread basket when physics made its opinion known.

The front clasp of her bra—some structural wonder of engineering required to contain her F-cups—simply… surrendered.

The ping was audible across the dining room.

Her breasts, released from constraint, shifted dramatically inside the wrap dress. The fabric, unprepared for this development, gaped open to reveal substantially more cleavage than intended.

For a moment, everyone froze.

Then Tiffany started laughing.

Not the embarrassed, mortified laughter I would have expected a week ago. Real, genuine, from-the-belly laughter that made her surgical breasts bounce even more dramatically in their newfound freedom.

“Third clothing failure this week.” She was wiping tears from her eyes. “Richard would be MORTIFIED.”

“Richard isn’t here.” Madi was grinning. “But we are. And honestly? That was the most entertainment I’ve had at lunch since I got here.”

“My tits declared war on another garment.”

“Your tits are WINNING that war.” Madi raised her water glass. “To structural failures.”

“To structural failures,” the other women echoed, various degrees of amusement on their faces.

Tiffany made no move to fix her dress, just held it loosely closed while she finished her meal. The woman who’d spent years maintaining perfect appearances was finally learning that imperfection could be freedom.



The shared session was scheduled for that evening.

I arrived at the overnight suite to find both Carmichael women already there, seated on opposite sides of the room but facing each other. There was nervous energy in the air—anticipation, uncertainty, something that could have been fear or excitement.

“This is insane.” Tiffany’s voice was tight. “I can’t believe Vivian suggested this.”

“Super insane.” Madi agreed. “I mean, we’re not going to—we’re not going to TOUCH each other—”

“God, no.” Tiffany looked horrified at the suggestion. “That’s not—we’re stepmother and stepdaughter. That would be—”

“Completely inappropriate.” Madi nodded rapidly. “Boundaries. Clear boundaries.”

“The boundaries are simple.” I spoke for the first time. “You don’t touch each other sexually. You don’t participate together. You watch. You support. You encourage.”

“Encourage.” Madi’s voice was flat. “You want me to… cheer on my stepmother while she…”

“I want you both to understand what this family looks like. What the bonding creates.” I looked between them. “Joint sessions produce stronger outcomes. Shared experience accelerates integration.”

“Integration into what?”

“Into something bigger than competition.” I moved to stand between them. “You’ve spent years fighting each other for Richard’s approval. That fight was never going to have a winner—Richard made sure of it. But here? Now? You can support each other through something transformative.”

The women exchanged glances. Something passed between them—shared history, shared survival, shared uncertainty about what came next.

“Okay.” Tiffany’s voice was steady. “Let’s try.”



Tiffany went first.

She moved to the bed with the deliberate grace of someone who’d spent years being watched. But this time, she wasn’t performing for Richard. She was… sharing something. Showing Madi what she’d discovered.

Her La Perla lingerie came off piece by piece—unhurried, sensual. The surgical breasts emerged first, round and high and impossibly perfect, F-cups that defied gravity. Then the BBL ass, firm in ways that nature couldn’t replicate, Richard’s investment on full display.

I stripped off my clothes, and her eyes went hungry at the sight of my cock. She licked her lips.

I took my position on the bed, and she climbed over me. Her face was open in a way I hadn’t seen during our first sessions—vulnerable, but not afraid. Her dripping pussy hovered over my cock.

“Watch me,” she said to Madi. “Really watch. Not to compete. Not to judge. Just… see what I found.”

She sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion, gasping as she took me balls-deep.

From her chair in the corner, Madi watched with wide green eyes.

“Oh god—” Tiffany was moving already, riding with growing confidence, her tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft. “He’s so deep—you can’t imagine how deep—he fills me completely—”

“Show me.” Madi’s voice was rough, her thighs pressed together.

Tiffany rode harder. Her fake tits bounced with that distinctive unnatural motion—high and firm, barely moving while her body writhed. Madi’s hands gripped the arms of her chair, her green eyes fixed on where Tiffany and I were joined—watching my cock disappear into her stepmother’s dripping pussy over and over.

“I can feel everything—” Tiffany’s voice was breaking. “After twelve years of nothing—feeling EVERYTHING—his cock stretching me—”

I gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm, pulling her down harder with each stroke. She was close already—the combination of penetration and being watched pushing her toward the edge. Her surgical tits bounced, her pussy clenched, her moans grew louder.

Her bra—the same La Perla that had already lost its front clasp at lunch—gave up entirely under the motion. The remaining hooks surrendered, and her F-cups spilled free with dramatic bounce.

Tiffany laughed mid-moan. Actually laughed, not embarrassed, not mortified—just amused.

“Fourth one this week,” she gasped between thrusts. “The girls are staging a revolution.”

From her chair, Madi snorted. “Richard’s lingerie budget is not going to survive this trip.”

Then softer: “She’s beautiful. I never saw her like this before.”

“She’s always been beautiful.” I thrust up hard into Tiffany, making her cry out. “She just didn’t know it.”

“I didn’t—” Tiffany was gasping, grinding down. “Richard never—he never made me feel—never got HARD for me—”

“Feel it now.” I drove deeper. “Feel how hard you make me.”

She came with a scream that echoed off the walls. Her pussy clenched around my cock in rhythmic waves, milking me desperately. Her surgical breasts heaved. Her whole body shook with the force of genuine release, her juices flooding around my shaft.

When she could breathe again, she looked at Madi.

“Your turn.”



Madi approached the bed like someone approaching sacred ground.

Her sundress came off to reveal her natural body—C-cups that bounced differently than Tiffany’s surgical ones, natural and real. Gym-built curves that spoke of actual exercise. The tattoos and piercings that were her declarations of independence. Her pussy was already glistening—she’d been soaking through her panties watching.

“I’ve never done this with an audience.” Her voice was shaky. “Not a real one. Not someone who actually knows me.”

“I know you.” Tiffany’s voice was gentle from her chair, her surgical tits still heaving, her thighs still wet with her own juices. “I’ve known you since you were eight. I just… didn’t see you properly until now.”

Madi settled onto the bed. Her green eyes found mine—uncertain but wanting.

“Show her,” I said quietly. “Show her who you really are.”

I positioned myself at her entrance—her natural, tight pussy already dripping with need—and entered her slowly. I watched her face as my cock stretched her, inch by inch. The silver barbells in her nipples caught the light. The tattoo sleeve rippled as she gripped the sheets.

“Oh—” Her breath caught as I bottomed out. “It’s different with her watching—”

“Different how?”

“More real.” She was rising to meet each thrust, her natural tits bouncing. “Like it matters. Like I MATTER.”

From her chair, Tiffany leaned forward, her hand unconsciously moving between her own thighs. “You’ve always mattered. I just couldn’t show you.”

“Mom—” The word slipped out before Madi could stop it. She froze, mortified.

But Tiffany’s eyes were soft. “It’s okay. You can call me that if you want.”

Something broke open in Madi’s face. Twenty years of distance, of competition, of stepmother-stepdaughter tension—all of it crumbling under the weight of genuine acceptance.

“Mom,” she said again, testing the word while I thrust deeper. “Mom, I’m—I’m going to—your cock—I’m going to come—”

“Come for him.” Tiffany’s voice was warm, encouraging, her fingers now openly working her own clit. “Let me see you. Really see you.”

Madi shattered.

The orgasm tore through her with devastating force. Her tight pussy clamped down on my cock, milking me. She screamed—really screamed, the way she had during her breakthrough session—while tears streamed down her face. I held her through it, staying buried deep while pleasure and emotion overwhelmed her.

“Beautiful,” Tiffany murmured from her chair, her own fingers moving faster. “You’re so beautiful.”

“I’m a mess—”

“You’re real.” Tiffany rose from her chair, moving closer but maintaining the boundary. “For the first time since you were eight, you’re actually real. Now let me watch him fill you up.”



The rest of the session alternated between them.

Tiffany again—on all fours this time, her BBL ass high in the air, presented perfectly. I positioned myself behind her and slammed back in.

“FUCK—” She screamed into the pillow as I took her hard from behind, my hands gripping her surgically-enhanced ass. “God yes—like that—”

Madi watched and encouraged from her position on the bed beside us, her voice growing bolder, one hand openly between her own thighs.

“Harder—she likes it harder—I can tell by how she’s moaning—”

“How do YOU know?” Tiffany gasped as I pounded into her.

“Because I make the same sounds!” Madi laughed, and the absurdity of the situation hit all three of us.

I drove deep, watching my cock disappear into Tiffany’s dripping pussy, her juices coating my shaft. Her fake tits swayed beneath her, her ass rippling with each impact.

“I’m coming—” Tiffany wailed. “Again—I’m coming AGAIN—”

Her pussy clamped down on me, milking my cock. I pulled out before I could fill her, leaving her whimpering at the loss, and turned to Madi.

“Your turn.”

Then Madi—on her back with her pierced nipples pointing at the ceiling, silver barbells glinting. Her legs wrapped around me as I entered her again, driving deep while Tiffany crawled to a position beside the bed, watching from inches away.

“Let go, sweetheart.” Tiffany’s voice was gentle. “Don’t perform. Just feel. Let me see him fill you up.”

“I’m trying—”

“You’re succeeding.” Tiffany’s voice was fierce, her eyes locked on where my cock was stretching Madi’s tight pussy. “Come for him. Come for yourself. Come because you deserve to feel good.”

I thrust harder, making Madi’s natural tits bounce. Her piercings caught the light. Her pussy clenched around me.

“I’m close—” Madi gasped. “Mom—I’m going to—”

“Come, sweetheart. I’m right here.”

Madi shattered with a scream, her cunt spasming around my cock. Tiffany watched everything—watched her stepdaughter’s pussy grip me, watched her face contort with genuine pleasure.

They cheered each other’s orgasms like a particularly explicit sporting event. When I finally came—filling Madi while Tiffany watched, murmuring encouragement—both women were crying with something that felt like family.

“I can see it,” Tiffany whispered, watching my cum leak from Madi’s pussy. “That’s going to make a baby.”

The competition that had defined their relationship for years transformed into something else—support, understanding, shared experience.

By the end, both women were sweaty, satisfied, and laughing together for the first time in years. My cum was dripping from both of them.

“Richard is so fucked.” Madi collapsed onto the pillows.

“Richard is so fucked,” Tiffany echoed, laughing. She sprawled on the other side of the bed, her surgical enhancements heaving with satisfied breaths, my seed still leaking from her well-used pussy. “God, I love saying that.”

“We’re going to get pregnant.”

“Both of us.”

“And then we see what Richard’s leverage looks like when we hold the cards.”

I lay between them, catching my breath. Two women who’d been enemies for a decade, now united by something stronger than their rivalry.

“Is this what the bonding feels like?” Tiffany’s voice was wondering. “This… connection?”

“The bonding amplifies what’s already there.” I reached for both their hands. “You always had the potential to understand each other. The competition just got in the way.”

“Richard got in the way.” Madi’s voice was firm. “He wanted us fighting. Kept us too busy to notice what he was doing.”

“Classic triangulation.” Tiffany nodded. “But it’s over now. Whatever happens next, we face it together.”

“Together,” Madi agreed.

The word hung in the air between them—a promise, a declaration, a new beginning.



Later, cleaned up and redressed, they sat in the suite’s sitting room.

The photos from that morning were still on the coffee table. But now they seemed different—evidence of what they’d survived rather than what they’d lost.

“So what happens now?” Madi asked. “We wait for test results? We confront Richard? We burn his empire to the ground?”

“We take it one step at a time.” Tiffany’s voice was calmer than I’d ever heard it. “First, we find out if the treatment worked. Then we figure out our leverage. Then—”

“Then we get free.” Madi’s jaw set. “Whatever it takes.”

A knock at the door. Vivian entered, tablet in hand.

“Sorry to interrupt your planning session.” Her dark eyes were knowing. “But I wanted to let you know—we can schedule your pregnancy tests for tomorrow morning. If you’re both ready.”

The women exchanged glances.

“Tomorrow.” Tiffany’s voice was steady. “We’ll know tomorrow.”

“Whatever the results,” Madi added, “we’re in this together now.”

“Together,” Tiffany echoed.

Vivian smiled. “I’ll schedule the tests for nine AM. Get some rest. Tomorrow might change everything.”

She left, and the Carmichael women sat in silence for a long moment.

“Scared?” Madi asked.

“Terrified.” Tiffany laughed. “You?”

“Absolutely.” Madi reached for her stepmother’s hand. “But I’m glad I’m not doing it alone.”

“You won’t do anything alone anymore.” Tiffany squeezed back. “That’s what this family is about.”

Outside the window, the stars were coming out. Two women who’d spent years as enemies sat together, hands clasped, waiting to discover if their shared gamble had paid off.


Chapter 11: Positive Results

Test day.

I found the Carmichael women in the conservatory at dawn, neither of them having slept. Coffee cups littered the table between them—four empties, two in progress. Their hands were clasped across the tablecloth.

“We couldn’t sleep.” Tiffany’s voice was tight. “The waiting—”

“Is unbearable.” Madi finished. “I’ve checked my phone literally zero times since yesterday. That’s how terrified I am.”

“Progress,” I offered.

“Trauma.” Madi’s laugh was shaky. “But maybe the same thing.”

The clinic was quiet at this hour—just the hum of equipment and the distant sounds of staff preparing for the day. Through the windows, the sky was grey with the promise of autumn rain.

“Whatever happens,” Tiffany said quietly, “this week has been worth it. Even if the tests are negative. Even if we have to try again.”

“It won’t be negative.” My voice was confident. “The serum is effective. Your body is healthy. There’s no reason to expect anything other than success.”

“But what if—”

“What if the one thing you’ve been blamed for your entire marriage turns out to never have been your fault?” I held her gaze. “What if you’ve been carrying guilt for twelve years over something that was always Richard’s failure?”

Tiffany’s face crumpled. She didn’t cry—she’d done enough crying—but something in her expression shifted toward hope.

“Nine o’clock.” Madi squeezed her stepmother’s hand. “Two more hours.”

“Two more hours,” Tiffany echoed.

They sat together in the grey morning light, waiting for news that would change everything.



Vivian’s office at nine AM.

Two women. Two tests. Results in sealed envelopes on the desk.

Harper had insisted on being present—“moral support,” she’d called it, though I suspected she wanted to witness the moment. Celeste stood near the window, elegant even in anticipation. Aiste was stationed by the door, her ice-blue eyes warm for once.

The entire family had gathered to support the Carmichaels.

“Before I open these,” Vivian said, her dark eyes steady, “I want you both to understand something. Regardless of the results, you have a place here. You’ve become part of this family. Negative tests don’t change that.”

“But positive tests change everything else.” Tiffany’s voice was barely a whisper.

“Yes. They do.” Vivian picked up the first envelope. “Tiffany Carmichael.”

The room held its breath.

Vivian scanned the results. Her face gave nothing away.

“Positive.” The word dropped like a stone into still water. “HCG levels consistent with early pregnancy—approximately two weeks.”

Tiffany’s composure shattered.

The sob that tore out of her was primal—twelve years of failed treatments, twelve years of blame, twelve years of thinking she was broken. All of it released in a sound of pure, devastating relief.

“Positive—” She was gasping, laughing, crying. “Oh god—POSITIVE—”

Harper moved to embrace her. Celeste pressed a handkerchief into her hand. Aiste actually smiled.

“Madison Carmichael.” Vivian picked up the second envelope. “Let’s see.”

Madi was gripping the chair arms so hard her knuckles were white.

“Also positive.” Vivian’s voice warmed. “Same timeline. Approximately two weeks.”

Madi stared. “But I’ve only been here—”

“The serum is extremely effective. And Mr. Wright’s unique biology ensures rapid conception.” Vivian set down the papers. “Congratulations to you both.”

For a moment, there was stunned silence.

Then the Carmichael women looked at each other. Stepmother and stepdaughter. Enemies for a decade. Now united by matching test results.

“Both of us.” Tiffany’s voice was thick with tears. “BOTH of us got pregnant in the same week.”

“By the same donor.” Madi’s grin was savage.

“Which means—”

“Richard was NEVER capable.” Tiffany’s laughter turned fierce. “Every failed treatment. Every year of blame. Every tear I shed thinking something was WRONG with me—”

“It was him.” Madi’s green eyes blazed. “Always him.”

They embraced. Really embraced—not the stiff, performative hugs they’d shared for Richard’s cameras, but genuine connection. Two women who’d finally proven that their shared enemy had been lying all along.

“We need to tell everyone.” Tiffany pulled back, wiping her eyes. “This calls for a celebration.”

“Agreed.” Vivian rose, her massive belly leading the way. “The great room. Tonight. Full family.”



The celebration began at seven o’clock and showed no signs of stopping.

In the great room, pregnant women gathered around the Carmichaels like a protective constellation. Champagne flowed—sparkling water for the truly paranoid, which was most of them. The crystal chandelier caught the light and scattered rainbows across walls hung with Celeste’s art selections.

“To new family.” Vivian raised her glass, her Nigerian jewelry glinting.

“To revenge.” Margot added with a Habsburg smirk.

“To freedom.” Harper’s voice was soft but fierce.

“To getting knocked up by the hottest fertility specialist in Boston.” Aiste finished, and the room dissolved into laughter.

The toast was drunk. The celebration continued.

I found myself surrounded—four heavily pregnant women from the original group, Margot visiting from Vienna at sixteen weeks, and two freshly-bred Carmichaels. A massive screen on the wall showed Aaliyah joining by video call from her palatial bedroom in Saudi Arabia.

“You realize,” Tiffany said, settling against me on the leather couch, “that you’ve now impregnated a princess, a duchess, an art dealer, a professor, a nurse, a scientist, and two Carmichael women.”

“When you put it that way…”

“Don’t forget me.” Vivian pressed against my other side, one hand on her massive twenty-four-week belly. “The woman who made it all possible.”

“Couldn’t forget you.”

On the screen, Aaliyah’s voice cut through the celebration. “I wish I could be there. The legal situation here…” She was visible from the shoulders up, dark hair loose around her shoulders, sixteen weeks pregnant and glowing even through the camera. “My lawyers are making progress. But I miss… all of you.”

“We miss you too, habibti.” I moved closer to the screen.

“Show me.” Aaliyah’s dark eyes burned with intensity. “I can’t be there, but I can watch. And…” The camera angle shifted. She was alone in what looked like a palatial bedroom—Saudi opulence in every gilded detail. Her silk robe fell open as she adjusted the camera, revealing her pregnant belly. “And I can participate. In my own way.”

“Aaliyah—”

“I touch myself every night thinking about you.” Her voice was low, desperate. “About that week. About how you filled me. Watch me now. Please.”

The room went quiet as Aaliyah’s hand slid down her pregnant body on screen.

Her breasts—fuller now at sixteen weeks, dark nipples beading with early colostrum—spilled from the robe. One hand cupped a swelling breast, squeezing, and a drop of clear fluid emerged. Her other hand slid between her legs, parting her folds, finding her clit.

“Tell me what’s happening there,” she breathed, her fingers already circling. “Describe it. I want to feel like I’m part of it.”

“Vivian just took off her dress.” I watched the clinic director reveal her twenty-four-week belly, her massive leaking breasts, her Nigerian curves that pregnancy had made even more magnificent. Milk was already streaming down her dark skin. “She’s gorgeous. Enormous. Dripping milk all over herself.”

“More—” Aaliyah’s fingers moved faster on screen, plunging inside herself now.

“Harper’s on her knees.” I groaned as the auburn-haired professor descended, taking my cock into her warm mouth. Her freckled face was flushed with desire, her green eyes looking up at me. “She’s sucking me while Celeste nurses from her breast. Milk spraying everywhere.”

“I’m close—” Aaliyah gasped, thousands of miles away. “Keep talking—tell me what you’re feeling—”

“Harper’s mouth is so wet. Her tongue is circling my cock while Celeste drinks from her tit. The new women are watching. Learning. Tiffany’s playing with her fake tits—squeezing them, pinching her nipples. Madi can’t look away. They don’t know yet what they’re becoming, but they will.”

“CALEB—” Aaliyah came on screen, her pregnant body shuddering violently, one hand squeezing milk from her breast, the other buried knuckle-deep in her pussy. Even through the video connection, her scream was primal, her royal composure completely destroyed.

“Beautifully done, Princess.” Margot purred, watching with imperial approval. “Now it’s our turn to have him inside us.”



The group scene unfolded like a symphony.

Vivian first.

The clinic director positioned herself on all fours, her massive belly hanging beneath her, nearly touching the Persian rug. At twenty-four weeks, she was the largest of the original group—her Nigerian frame carrying the pregnancy with magnificent fullness. Her huge dark breasts swung beneath her, milk already dripping from both swollen nipples.

“I’ve been waiting for this.” Her voice was thick with need. “Watching Harper, watching the celebration—I’m dripping. I need your cock inside me.”

I positioned myself behind her, gripping her wide hips, and entered her slowly. Her pregnant pussy was swollen, impossibly tight with increased blood flow, and soaking wet. I felt every inch of her grip me as I sank deeper.

“Oh—” She gasped as I bottomed out, my balls pressing against her clit. “O di mma—so full—”

I began to move. Deep, powerful strokes that made her massive belly sway beneath her. My hands found her breasts—heavy, dark-skinned, the size of melons—and squeezed. Milk immediately began to spray onto the Persian rug below in thick streams.

“YES—” Vivian was crying out in Igbo now, her voice breaking. “Gi di nma—harder—MORE—milk me while you fuck me—”

Through the screen, Aaliyah watched with hungry eyes, her hand already plunging between her thighs again. The Carmichaels observed from the couch, fascination overcoming nervousness. Tiffany’s hand had crept to her own breast. Madi was squeezing her thighs together.

I fucked Vivian harder, feeling her pregnant pussy clench around my cock with each stroke. Her milk was flowing freely now—not just leaking but spraying in twin arcs with each thrust, creating white patterns on the rug that would never completely clean. I squeezed her massive tits harder, wringing more milk from them.

“I’m going to—” She was shaking violently. “Already—I can’t hold—your cock is too deep—”

“Don’t hold anything. Let go. Come on my cock.”

She came with a scream that echoed off the high ceiling. “CHINEKE—” Her pussy clamped down and milked me with rhythmic contractions, trying to pull the cum from my balls. Her breasts released fresh floods of milk. She sobbed something in Igbo that I didn’t understand but felt in my bones.

I didn’t stop. Kept pounding through her orgasm, driving her toward a second.

“Too much—” She was gasping, her face buried in a pillow. “I can’t—”

“You can.” I reached around her pregnant belly, found her swollen clit. “Give me another one. Milk my cock with that pregnant cunt.”

The second orgasm crashed into her like a wave. She collapsed onto her elbows, her massive belly finally brushing the rug, her screams muffled by the pillow as her pussy spasmed around me over and over.



Harper next.

The professor positioned herself at the edge of the couch, legs spread wide around her six-month belly. Her freckled skin was flushed pink from chest to cheeks, her auburn hair wild around her shoulders. Her enormous breasts—grown three cup sizes from pregnancy—were already leaking in twin streams that ran down over her belly.

“Please—” Her voice was desperate, her pussy visibly glistening. “I’ve been watching for so long—I need you inside me—”

I knelt between her thick thighs and positioned my cock at her dripping entrance. She was soaked—arousal coating her inner thighs. I entered her in one smooth motion, sinking to the hilt in her pregnant heat.

“Oh GOD—oh FUCK—” She gasped, her back arching, her massive tits bouncing.

I bent to her breasts, taking one leaking nipple into my mouth. Her milk flooded my tongue immediately—sweet, warm, rich with her essence. I suckled hard, pulling long draughts, and she convulsed beneath me.

“I can feel everything MORE—” She was crying out between thrusts, her voice breaking. “Pregnancy makes everything—oh god—every nerve is on fire—”

I drank from her while fucking her, gulping her milk while my cock drove deep into her pregnant pussy. Her hands fisted in my hair, pulling me harder against her breast. Her thick freckled thighs wrapped around my waist, her heels digging into my ass.

“Don’t stop—” She was begging, milk spraying from the breast I wasn’t nursing. “Please don’t stop—drink from me—fuck me—”

I switched to her other breast, finding more milk, more sweetness. My face was wet with her—milk dripping from my chin, coating my chest. Her hips rose to meet each thrust. Her pussy was impossibly wet, making obscene squelching sounds with each stroke.

“I’m going to—” She couldn’t finish. The orgasm hit her hard enough that she squirted, her juices flooding my stomach, soaking the couch beneath her while her mouth opened in a silent scream.

I kept moving. Kept drinking. Kept driving into her spasming cunt.

Her second orgasm came fast on the heels of the first. She screamed my name—“CALEB”—really screamed it, loud enough for everyone to hear—while her body convulsed and her breasts released twin sprays of milk that arced through the air and landed everywhere.



Celeste was gentle.

The French art dealer approached the encounter like appreciating a masterpiece—slowly, deliberately, savoring each moment. At twenty-four weeks, her elegant body had softened into maternal curves, her honey-brown waves loose around her shoulders. Her breasts were full and round, leaking with the same milk all the pregnant women now produced.

“Face to face.” Her accent made everything sound sophisticated. “I want to see your eyes when you enter me.”

I positioned her carefully on the chaise, mindful of her belly. She spread her legs, revealing a perfectly maintained pussy, glistening with anticipation. I entered her while watching her face. Her expression shifted from anticipation to pleasure to something like wonder as I sank deep.

“C’est parfait, mon amour.” She whispered, wrapping her elegant legs around me. “You fill me so completely. Every inch.”

We moved together slowly. Deep, deliberate strokes that let her feel everything—every vein, every throb. Her pregnant belly pressed against my stomach, the baby between us occasionally stirring at the motion.

“I never imagined—” She gasped as I hit deep, grinding against her cervix. “When I came here—I never imagined—”

“What?”

“This.” She gestured at the room—at the pregnant women in various states of satisfaction, milk and cum everywhere, the celebration still ongoing. “Actual connection. People who care. After Henri’s coldness—his family’s rejection—”

“Henri isn’t here.”

“No.” She smiled, and there were tears in her eyes. “He isn’t. There is only you.”

She came quietly, elegantly—even her orgasm was French. Her pussy clenched around me in graceful waves, milking my cock with sophisticated rhythm. Her face softened with pleasure, a single tear rolling down her cheek.

“Fill me,” she whispered. “I want to feel you inside me.”

I released inside her, pumping my cum deep into her pregnant womb while she sighed with satisfaction. “Merci, mon amour. For everything.”



Aiste was efficient even in passion.

The Lithuanian nurse straddled me reverse-cowgirl, her athletic body on display for the room. At twenty-two weeks, her pregnancy was obvious but not overwhelming—a firm round belly that bounced as she rode. Her breasts were smaller than the others but just as full of milk, drops flying with each movement.

“I don’t need gentle.” Her voice was clipped, her ice-blue eyes determined. “I need hard. Fuck me properly.”

I gripped her hips, giving her what she wanted. Hard, punishing thrusts that made her swear in Lithuanian, made her swollen breasts sway, made the entire couch shake beneath us.

“Taip—” She was gasping, slamming herself down onto my cock. “Yes—HARDER—I can take it—”

The room watched—Tiffany and Madi from their corner, both touching themselves now without shame. Harper and Vivian still recovering, tangled together. Celeste with appreciative French eyes. On the screen, Aaliyah had come twice more and showed no signs of stopping, her fingers buried in her pussy while she watched.

“Look at her.” Harper murmured to the Carmichaels. “That’s Aiste. She was the most clinical person I’d ever met when I arrived. All ice and efficiency.”

“She doesn’t look clinical now.” Madi’s voice was strangled, her hand openly working her clit.

“The bonding changed her. Changed all of us.”

Aiste came with a Lithuanian curse—“Velnias”—that none of us understood but all of us felt. Her pussy clenched around me with fierce determination, milking my cock with athletic precision. Even her orgasm was efficient—overwhelming but controlled.

“More.” She wasn’t asking. She was demanding. “I flew across the Atlantic for one night. Give me MORE. Fill me with cum.”



Margot demanded her turn imperiously.

“The Duchess requires attention.” She positioned herself regally on the chaise, sixteen weeks of pregnancy elegant rather than enormous. Her Habsburg breasts were full and leaking colostrum, her pale skin flushed with need despite her composure. “And the Duchess requires effort.”

I approached her like a subject approaching royalty. She expected—demanded—to be worked for.

“Please me.” Her ice-blue Habsburg eyes were commanding. “If you can.”

It took time. Margot was not easily conquered. I started with my mouth between her aristocratic thighs, my tongue working her pussy while she watched with imperial detachment. She gave nothing away—no gasps, no moans, just imperious observation.

I added my fingers, curling inside her while my tongue worked her clit. Still nothing but cool assessment.

Until I found the angle that made her walls crack.

“There—” It was almost involuntary, a break in her composure. “Yes—THERE—”

I worked that spot relentlessly—fingers curved against her g-spot, tongue circling her clit with increasing pressure. Her imperial composure began to crumble. Her breathing changed. Her pale Austrian skin flushed from chest to cheeks.

“Harder—” She was commanding, but there was desperation underneath the aristocratic tone. “Don’t stop—don’t you DARE stop—I’ll have you executed—”

When she finally came, her pussy clenching on my fingers, it was with a satisfied smile rather than a scream. Even her pleasure was aristocratic—controlled, dignified, but undeniably real.

“Adequate.” She adjusted her position on the chaise, spreading her legs wider. “Now get that cock inside me. The Duchess requires breeding.”



Through it all, Aaliyah watched on screen.

She’d come four times now, touching herself to the sounds and sights from half a world away. Her pregnant body glistened with sweat. Her dark hair was tangled. Her royal composure was completely destroyed.

“Next month,” she promised as she shuddered through her fifth orgasm. “I’ll be there next month. Whatever it takes.”

“We’ll be waiting, Princess.” Harper’s voice was warm.

“All of us will be waiting.” Vivian added, still catching her breath.

Tiffany watched the pregnant women with wonder. Each one different—belly sizes varying, breast sizes enormous, bodies transformed by the serum and by my seed. This was her future. This was what she was becoming.

“Your turn.” Vivian gestured to the bed where I was somehow still hard—the serum’s enhancement working overtime. “Both of you. Show us you belong.”



Tiffany went first.

Her fourth time with me, but the first with an audience of pregnant women who understood exactly what she was feeling. She stripped out of her dress with newfound confidence, revealing her surgical enhancements—the F-cup breasts, impossibly round and high, the BBL ass, firm and sculpted—all of Richard’s “investments” now serving her pleasure instead of his image.

“I’ve never done this with people watching.” Her voice was shaky but eager. “Not like this. Not people who actually care.”

“We’re not watching to judge.” Harper’s voice was warm, milk still dripping from her nipples. “We’re watching to support. To welcome you.”

Tiffany climbed onto the bed, straddling me. Her dripping pussy hovered over my cock—I could feel her heat, see her arousal glistening on her waxed lips. She positioned herself and sank down with a gasp, taking me to the hilt.

“Oh GOD—” She was moving immediately, riding with desperate hunger, her tight pussy gripping my shaft. “Every time—it’s so GOOD—you fill me so completely—”

Her fake tits bounced with that distinctive motion—high and round and unnaturally perfect, barely moving while her body worked. Her BBL ass slapped against my thighs with each descent, wet sounds filling the room. The pregnant women watched and murmured encouragement.

“That’s it, sweetheart—ride that cock—”

“Take what you need—”

“Look at her GO—she’s dripping—”

Tiffany screamed loud enough to rattle the windows. Her orgasm crashed through her in waves, her pussy clamping down and milking me with urgent contractions, her juices flooding around my cock. But she didn’t stop—kept riding, kept taking, kept demanding more.

“MORE—” She was gasping, grinding down hard. “Yes—BREED me again—fill my cunt—”

I flipped her onto her back, drove deep. The angle made her scream again, my cock hitting her cervix. Her enhanced breasts bounced with each thrust. Her eyes found Madi’s across the room.

“Come watch,” she gasped. “Come closer—see what we’re becoming—see his cock inside me—”

Madi moved to the edge of the bed. Her green eyes were wide, fixed on where Tiffany and I were joined—watching my thick cock slide in and out of her stepmother’s dripping pussy.

“You’re beautiful.” Madi’s voice was wondering. “I never saw it before, but you’re actually beautiful. Watch him fuck you—it’s gorgeous.”

“So are you.” Tiffany reached for her stepdaughter’s hand. “Your turn next. Show them who you really are. Let him breed you.”

When Tiffany’s second orgasm hit, Madi was holding her hand. I came with her, flooding her pussy while she screamed, my cum filling her womb. Stepmother and stepdaughter, connected through shared experience, both on the path to freedom.



Madi took her place.

The influencer didn’t perform this time. She just felt—genuinely, completely—while her stepmother watched from beside the bed, Tiffany’s pussy still leaking my cum.

“I’m ready.” Her voice was quiet but certain. “I’m ready to be part of this.”

She lay back, spreading her legs to reveal her natural pussy—pink and wet and so different from Tiffany’s waxed perfection. Her pierced nipples stood hard, the silver barbells glinting in the light. Her tattoos decorated her skin like declarations of independence.

I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling her heat, her wetness. She looked up at me with clear green eyes—no filters, no poses.

I entered her slowly, watching her face for any sign of the old performance. There was none. Just Madi—green eyes widening as my cock stretched her tight cunt, pierced nipples hardening further, gym-built body responding with genuine pleasure.

“You’re so deep—” She was gasping as I bottomed out. “I can feel you everywhere—filling me completely—”

“Let go.” Tiffany’s voice was gentle, encouraging, her hand finding Madi’s. “Don’t perform. Don’t manage. Just feel him inside you.”

“I’m feeling—” Madi’s voice broke. “Oh god, I’m feeling EVERYTHING—”

I moved inside her, deep strokes that made her cry out. Her tattoos rippled as she gripped the sheets with one hand, Tiffany’s hand with the other. Her piercings caught the light. She was beautiful in her surrender—not Instagram beautiful, actually beautiful—with her auburn hair spread on the pillow and her mascara smearing.

“She’s gorgeous.” Harper murmured from the couch, milk still dripping from her breasts.

“She’s becoming one of us.” Vivian agreed.

Madi’s orgasm built slowly, inexorably. She stopped trying to control it, stopped managing how she looked. Just let herself feel—my cock driving into her, her stepmother’s hand in hers, the eyes of women who accepted her watching.

When it crested, she screamed—not for likes, not for followers, but because the pleasure was too enormous to contain. Her pussy clamped down on my cock, milking me with desperate contractions.

“Fill her,” Tiffany whispered. “Fill her like you filled me. Give her your baby.”

I came with her, flooding her tight pussy while she clenched and sobbed. I felt every pulse of my release, every spurt of cum filling her womb. Her stepmother watched with something like pride, watched my seed leak from Madi’s well-fucked cunt.

“Welcome to the family.” Harper’s voice was warm.

“Welcome to the family.” The others echoed.

And Madi, finally part of something real, smiled through her tears while my cum dripped from her pussy onto the sheets.



While the others talked, Madi slipped away to the corner of the room.

Her phone was where she’d left it—face-down on a side table, untouched for hours. The longest she’d gone without checking it since she was fourteen.

She picked it up. The notifications were endless. Comments, DMs, engagement metrics flashing across the screen. Eight million people wanting content. Wanting the performance.

None of them knowing her at all.

Her thumb hovered over the Instagram app. Then OnlyFans. The two icons that had defined her life for years.

She pressed and held until they started wiggling. Then she deleted them.

Not the accounts—she wasn’t ready for that yet. But the constant access. The compulsive checking. The endless validation loop that had kept her performing instead of living.

“Madi?” Tiffany’s voice came from across the room. “You okay?”

Madi looked at her phone. At the empty spaces where the apps had been. At the woman she was becoming without them.

“Yeah.” She set the phone back down, face-down. “I’m figuring out who I am without an audience.”

“And?”

“And I think I might actually like her.”

She rejoined the group, leaving the phone behind.



Later, tangled on the floor with various women in various states of undress and pregnancy, Tiffany asked:

“What happens now?”

“Now?” Vivian stretched, her enormous belly rising, her breasts still leaking. “Now you tell Richard. And you discover just how much leverage you actually have.”

“The tests prove he was the problem.” Madi’s voice was fierce. “Twelve years of blaming Tiffany, and WE got pregnant in a WEEK.”

“Without his contribution.” Harper added. “That’s going to be hard for his ego to handle.”

“His ego can choke.” Tiffany’s voice was steel. “I’ve spent twelve years protecting his ego. I’m done.”

“When do we call him?” Madi looked at her stepmother.

“Tomorrow.” Tiffany’s smile was sharp. “Let him have one more night of thinking he’s in control.”

“Richard is so fucked,” Madi said, and everyone laughed.

“Richard is so fucked,” Tiffany agreed.

The women murmured agreement. War plans were being made.


Chapter 12: The Reckoning

The video call was scheduled for 3 PM.

But the preparation started at dawn.

I found Tiffany in the bathroom, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her makeup was minimal—foundation, a touch of mascara, lip gloss in a color she’d chosen herself rather than one Richard had approved.

“I used to spend two hours getting ready for his calls.” Her voice was quiet. “Making sure every hair was in place. Every line of eyeliner perfect. Because if I wasn’t perfect, he’d find something to criticize.”

“And now?”

“Now I realize the criticism was never about my appearance.” She turned from the mirror. “It was about control. Making me spend two hours preparing meant two hours of thinking about him. Two hours of anxiety. Two hours of my life devoted to his preferences.”

“So you stopped.”

“I chose something for myself.” She smoothed down her blouse—silk, elegant, but in a deep burgundy she’d bought during an unsupervised shopping trip years ago. “He hates this color. Says it makes me look washed out.”

“You look powerful.”

“I feel powerful.” Her smile was something I’d never seen on her face before. Sharp. Confident. Ready for war.



The suite was transformed for the confrontation.

Vivian had suggested neutral staging—just Tiffany centered in frame, a generic wall behind her. Nothing to suggest the clinic, nothing to give Richard ammunition.

But Tiffany had other ideas.

“I want him to see me.” She adjusted her position. “Really see me. Not the trophy wife he built. The woman I’ve become.”

Madi hovered just off-camera, ready to step in if needed. Her green eyes were fierce with protective anger—anger at the man who’d controlled both their lives, anger at the years they’d lost fighting each other instead of him.

“You’ve got this, Mom.” The word came naturally now. “Whatever he says, remember: you have proof. You have leverage. You have us.”

“I have us.” Tiffany nodded. “I have family.”

“Richard is so fucked,” Madi said.

“Richard is so fucked,” Tiffany agreed, and they both grinned.

At exactly 3 PM, she initiated the call.



Richard Carmichael appeared on screen with his usual cold precision.

Same surgical smile. Same calculating eyes. Same perfectly tailored suit that cost more than most people’s annual salary. Behind him, the sterile perfection of his Houston study—leather books arranged for appearance rather than reading, awards displayed for intimidation rather than pride.

“Status report.” His voice was flat. “I trust you have results.”

“I have wonderful news, darling.” Tiffany’s voice was different. Not the breathy bimbo performance she’d maintained for twelve years. Something underneath now. Steel wrapped in silk. “The treatment worked.”

Richard’s eyebrows rose—the first genuine surprise I’d seen from him. “You’re pregnant?”

“Confirmed yesterday. HCG levels exactly where they should be.”

“That’s…” He paused, processing. “That’s excellent. Better than I expected, frankly. Perhaps this clinic was worth the investment after all.”

“It gets better.” Tiffany’s smile widened. “Madison is pregnant too.”

The silence that followed was the most satisfying sound I’d ever heard.

“Madison.” Richard’s voice was flat. “Is pregnant.”

“Same donor. Same clinic. Same week.” Tiffany let that sink in. “Isn’t it amazing? Your wife AND your adopted daughter, both conceived within days of each other.”

“That’s not possible.” Something shifted in Richard’s expression—suspicion replacing surprise. “You’ve been trying for twelve years. Madison is twenty-two with no fertility issues. The odds of BOTH of you—”

“The odds are one hundred percent, actually. The clinic has a perfect success rate.” Tiffany leaned forward, and her burgundy blouse caught the light. “Do you know why, Richard?”

“Enlighten me.” His voice was dangerous now.

“Because the only variable that ever mattered was the MALE.” She let each word land. “The serum enhances male fertility to the point of guaranteed conception. Which means—”

“The problem was never your wife.” Madi stepped into frame, green eyes blazing. “All those years you blamed her. All those ‘failed’ treatments. Every time you made her feel like it was HER fault.”

“It was YOU.” Tiffany’s voice shook—not with fear anymore. With rage. “You were sterile the entire time, Richard. And you knew. You HAD to know. But you couldn’t admit it, could you? The great Richard Carmichael, unable to do the one thing men are supposed to do naturally.”

Richard’s face had gone pale. Then red. Then very, very still.

“That’s a serious accusation.”

“It’s the truth. And I can prove it.” Tiffany held up a folder—test results, analysis, documentation. “Dr. Okafor ran a full analysis. My eggs: perfect. My uterus: perfect. My hormones: optimal. The ONLY way I could have failed to conceive for twelve years is if my partner was incapable.”

“You could have cheated. Could have—”

“Demand a paternity test.” Madi’s voice was ice. “I dare you.”

“The baby will match the donor, obviously.” Tiffany’s tone was almost gentle now—the gentleness of someone with absolute power. “But that’s because the serum requires donor material when the original male partner is… inadequate. Demand a paternity test, Richard. Prove to the world that your wife’s baby doesn’t match your DNA. Then explain to your board, your shareholders, and your precious reputation why that might be.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“I would do ANYTHING to be free of you.” The mask was completely gone now. “You’ve controlled me for twelve years. Blamed me for your failure. Made me feel worthless, broken, unfeminine. And the WHOLE TIME—”

“I get it.” Richard’s voice cut like a scalpel. “What do you want?”

“Freedom.” Madi stepped forward. “Renegotiation of the prenup. Independent accounts for both of us. No more surveillance, no more control, no more calling to demand ‘status reports.’”

“In exchange?”

“In exchange, no one needs to know Richard Carmichael’s deepest secret.” Tiffany’s voice was almost kind. “You maintain your reputation. Your business partnerships. Your precious pharma empire. And we quietly raise our children—YOUR heirs, as far as the world knows—as independent women.”

Silence stretched across the video connection.

“And if I refuse?”

“Then we go public.” Madi held up her phone. “I have eight million followers, Richard. Do you know how quickly ‘Pharma Billionaire Secretly Sterile’ would trend?”

Richard’s jaw worked. I could see the calculation happening—the weighing of options, the assessment of leverage. He was a businessman before anything else. He understood value.

And he understood when he’d lost.

“Fine.” The word was forced through clenched teeth. “I’ll have my lawyers draw up revised terms.”

“Generous terms.” Tiffany corrected. “Or we keep talking.”

“FINE.” Richard disconnected without another word.

The screen went black.

For three long seconds, nobody moved.

Then Madi started laughing.

Then Tiffany.

Then they were hugging—actually hugging, stepmother and stepdaughter, for the first time in years.

“We did it.” Madi was gasping. “We actually DID it.”

“We’re free.” Tiffany was crying—happy tears this time. “Oh god. We’re actually FREE.”



The celebration that followed was quieter than the night before.

No champagne, no group activities. Just two women sitting on the balcony of their suite, watching the sun set over Boston, processing the magnitude of what they’d accomplished.

“He’s going to try something.” Tiffany’s voice was thoughtful rather than worried. “Richard doesn’t lose gracefully. He’ll look for angles, loopholes, ways to regain control.”

“Let him try.” Madi’s tone was fierce. “We have the evidence. We have the leverage. And we have family backing us up.”

“Family.” Tiffany tested the word. “I haven’t had real family since… I don’t even remember. Maybe ever.”

“You have it now.” Madi reached for her stepmother’s hand. “Whatever happens next, you’re not alone.”

“Neither are you.”

They sat in comfortable silence, watching the colors shift across the sky. Two women who’d spent years as enemies, finally united against their common oppressor.

“So what now?” Madi asked eventually. “We go back to Houston? Pretend everything’s normal while we wait for the lawyers to sort things out?”

“I don’t think I can go back to that house.” Tiffany’s voice was quiet. “Not after this. Not after feeling what real support is like.”

“Then don’t. Stay here. Stay with them.”

“And you?”

Madi was silent for a long moment. Her green eyes reflected the sunset.

“I’ve been thinking about my dad.” Her voice was careful. “My bio dad. Danny.”

“You’re going to contact him?”

“Maybe. I don’t know.” She shrugged. “Part of me wants answers. Part of me is terrified of what those answers might be.”

“Whatever you decide, I’ll support you.” Tiffany squeezed her hand. “That’s what family does.”

“Look at us.” Madi laughed. “Being functional. Richard would be horrified.”

“Richard being horrified is one of my new favorite things.”

They laughed together—genuine, surprised, still slightly amazed at how far they’d come.



I found them on the balcony an hour later.

The sun had set, and stars were beginning to appear. Both women were wrapped in blankets, talking quietly about futures they’d never imagined possible.

“Room for one more?” I asked.

“Always.” Tiffany made space, and I settled between them.

For a while, we just sat. Three people watching the night deepen, processing everything that had changed.

“What happens now?” Tiffany asked eventually. “With the clinic. With… us.”

“That’s up to you.” I looked between them. “The bonding creates connection, but it doesn’t dictate your life. You can stay here, build something with the family. Or you can return to your lives, knowing you have support whenever you need it.”

“I want to stay.” Madi’s voice was certain. “At least for a while. There’s nothing in Houston for me—just Richard’s shadow and eight million followers who don’t actually know me.”

“I want to stay too.” Tiffany nodded. “I spent twelve years building a life that wasn’t mine. I’d like to try building something real.”

“Then you’re welcome here. Both of you. For as long as you want.”

Madi leaned against my shoulder. On my other side, Tiffany did the same. Three people, finding peace in the darkness.

“I’m going to have a baby.” Madi’s voice was wondering. “A real baby. Someone who needs me for ME, not for my follows or my brand.”

“Me too.” Tiffany laughed. “After twelve years of thinking I couldn’t. Of believing I was broken. And it turns out…”

“It turns out Richard was the broken one all along.”

“Exactly.” Her voice hardened. “And now he’s going to pay for it. One legal document at a time.”



The final scene of the evening was tender.

In the overnight suite, both Carmichael women gathered with me—not competing anymore, not performing. Just sharing.

“This is different.” Tiffany’s voice was soft as she curled against me. “All of it. I never imagined…”

“Neither did I.” Madi pressed close on my other side. “A week ago, we were enemies. Now…”

“Now you’re family.” I pulled them both closer. “Real family. The kind that chooses each other.”

“Corny.” Madi’s tone was fond.

“True.” Tiffany countered.

We lay together in comfortable silence. No urgency. No performance. Just connection—the kind that the serum enhanced but couldn’t create from nothing.

“Thank you.” Tiffany’s voice was barely a whisper. “For seeing me. For wanting me. For proving that I was never the problem.”

“Thank you.” Madi echoed. “For making me stop performing. For wanting the real me.”

“Thank you both.” I kissed their foreheads in turn. “For trusting me. For trusting each other. For becoming something better than either of you were alone.”

They shifted closer, bodies pressing against mine. Not sexual—just intimate. Human. Real.

“We’re going to be good mothers.” Madi’s voice was drowsy. “Weird, unconventional, possibly-going-to-ruin-a-billionaire’s-life mothers. But good ones.”

“The best kind.” Tiffany agreed.

“The best kind.” I echoed.

We drifted toward sleep, tangled together, secure in something that Richard Carmichael would never understand.

This was what family actually looked like.

Not Richard’s version. The real thing.



A knock at the door pulled me from the edge of sleep.

Vivian entered, tablet in hand, expression complicated—excited, concerned, calculating all at once.

“Sorry to interrupt.” Her voice was careful. “But I thought you should know—we received a call today.”

“From?” I sat up, trying not to disturb the women beside me.

“The World Health Organization.” Vivian’s dark eyes held mine. “They’ve heard about our success rates. They want to discuss… scaling up.”

“Scaling up?”

“International partnerships. Research grants. Possibly even government contracts.” Vivian set down the tablet. “Our little clinic may be about to become something much bigger.”

The implications settled over the room.

“Is that… good?” Madi asked, awakened by the conversation.

“I don’t know yet.” Vivian looked at me. “But we’re going to find out.”

Tiffany sat up, her blonde hair tangled, her eyes sharp despite the drowsiness.

“The WHO wants to study what you do here.” Her voice was cautious. “Study Caleb. Study the serum.”

“It appears so.”

“And if they figure out how it works? If they try to replicate it?”

“Then we’re not a private clinic anymore.” Vivian’s expression was unreadable. “We’re something much bigger. For better or worse.”

Silence fell over the suite. Four people, processing the magnitude of what was coming.

The Carmichael victory had been personal—freedom from one controlling man. But this…

This was bigger.

Much bigger.

“Whatever happens,” I said finally, “we face it together. All of us. The family.”

“Together.” Vivian nodded.

“Richard is so fucked,” Madi murmured sleepily.

“Richard is so fucked,” Tiffany agreed.

It had become their private phrase. Their declaration of victory.

Outside the window, Boston glittered in the darkness. And somewhere in that darkness, the WHO was making decisions that would change everything.

But that was tomorrow’s problem.

Tonight, we had won.



End of Book 3
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