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Chapter 1: Fresh Air

The mud-spattered Ford F-250 pulled into the circular drive like a tractor rolling into a ballroom. It parked between a midnight-blue Mercedes and a white Tesla, tailgate held shut with baling wire, Vermont plates caked with road grime from fourteen hours of highway.

I watched from the nursery window, my son dozing against my chest in a carrier. Two weeks old and already the heaviest thing I’d ever held — not in weight, but in meaning. Behind me, Harper’s daughter slept in her bassinet, three days into a life she didn’t know was miraculous yet.

The driver’s door opened.

Work boots hit gravel first. Faded Wrangler jeans, a flannel shirt rolled to the elbows showing forearms tanned dark and corded with muscle. A sun-bleached braid hung over one shoulder, strands escaping around a face that was all planes and weather — high cheekbones, a strong jaw, hazel eyes that scanned the Victorian mansion like she was appraising a heifer at auction.

Jolene Beckett. Thirty-six. Farm manager. Widow.

She looked at the building the way experienced ranchers look at new stock: skeptical, calculating, already tallying flaws.

The passenger door swung open next, and a different woman entirely climbed down. A sundress swayed over curves that the Vermont dating pool had clearly never appreciated — golden hair catching the morning light, no bra evident in the way the fabric moved and shifted with her body. She was shorter, softer, everything about her round and warm.

“Jo, this place is fancier than the governor’s mansion.”

That was Daisy. Twenty-eight. Middle sister. Dairy farmer.

From the truck bed — she’d been riding with the luggage — a third figure hopped down. Cutoff denim shorts, a tank top that did nothing to hide a lean, muscular frame, copper-red curls escaping a baseball cap with some agricultural co-op logo. A nose ring caught the sunlight. Her expression was the kind of hostile that dared you to say something about it.

Ruby. Twenty-two. Youngest sister. Agricultural scientist.

She looked at the clinic like it owed her money.

I adjusted my son in the carrier and headed downstairs. Less than a year ago I’d been a broke grad student who’d stumbled into the most insane job in medical history. Now I was a father of two — three, counting the one Aiste was about to pop any day — with a harem of pregnant women spread across three continents.

Life comes at you fast when your biology rewrites the rules.

Vivian met the farm girls at the front door. She was holding our son against her chest, her postpartum body still magnificent — dark mahogany skin glowing with new motherhood, breasts massive and functional beneath a silk maternity blouse in her signature emerald, the baby latched to one while she managed a tablet with her free hand. The Sankofa pendant rested in her cleavage, gold against rich darkness.

“Welcome to Okafor Reproductive Sciences.” Her Nigerian-British accent was warm but efficient, the voice of a woman who could run a medical facility while breastfeeding and simultaneously reviewing quarterly reports. “I’m Dr. Okafor. I see the road treated you well.”

“Fourteen hours.” Jolene extended a calloused hand. Her grip looked like it could crack walnuts. “We appreciate the appointment.”

“Your case is exactly what our WHO partnership is designed to address.” Vivian shifted the baby without missing a beat. “Environmental contamination affecting community fertility. We’ve reviewed Dr. Calloway’s data on the GreenVale runoff—”

“Speaking of.”

A second truck pulled up — this one with CALLOWAY LARGE ANIMAL VETERINARY stenciled on the door in no-nonsense block letters. The woman who climbed out carried a vet bag in one hand and a banker’s box of lab samples in the other. Dark hair in a tight French braid, olive skin, khakis and a Carhartt jacket despite the warm weather, a thin silver chain with a horseshoe pendant catching light at her collar, a stride that said she had places to be and cows to see.

Sage Calloway. Thirty-two. Large-animal veterinarian. The one who’d traced the whole contamination problem back to GreenVale’s chemical runoff by comparing livestock birth rates to human ones.

“I brought the livestock fertility data for comparison.” She set the box down like she was delivering a diagnosis. “Three years of declining birth rates across seven species in the affected watershed.”

Vivian’s eyebrows rose. “You brought animal comparison data?”

“Dr. Okafor, whatever your serum does to human fertility markers, I can show you the exact parallel decline in bovine, equine, and ovine populations from the same contamination source.” She straightened, dark eyes steady. “If you want to prove GreenVale poisoned our community, my animals are exhibit A.”

I appeared from the nursery wing, where I’d just settled Harper’s three-day-old daughter back into her bassinet after a feeding. The spit-up on my shoulder had dried to a crusty white patch. I still moved like the basketball player I’d been — couldn’t help it, even running on three hours of sleep — but the dark circles under my eyes were new.

I was a father now. Everyone could see it.

Jolene looked me over the way she’d assess a stud horse: clinically, thoroughly, from boots to face and back down again. She spent an extra beat on my shoulders, my height, the way the scrubs fit across my chest.

“Mr. Wright.” Her voice was flat, practical. “You’re younger than I expected.”

“I get that a lot.”

“Hmm.” Not impressed. But when my hand closed around hers for the handshake — her palm rough with callouses, her grip strong and sure — her pupils dilated. Just for a beat. Her nostrils flared and her grip tightened before she pulled away, jaw set harder than before.

The pheromones were already working. She just didn’t know what to call them yet.

Daisy shook my hand next. Her palm was softer than her sister’s but still working-woman strong, and the moment our skin touched, color bloomed up her neck and across her cheeks like sunrise hitting a wheat field.

“Oh.” Her cornflower blue eyes went wide. “You’re — warm.” She laughed, nervous and bright. “Sorry. That’s weird to say. Must be the long drive.”

It wasn’t the drive. The pheromone response was already doing its work, same as it did with every woman who got close enough. I wasn’t going to explain it in the driveway.

Ruby didn’t offer her hand. She stood with her arms crossed, copper curls wild around a face full of freckles and fury, her green eyes daring me to try the charm offensive.

“So you’re the miracle sperm guy. Great.” Her voice was pure vinegar. “How soon can we get this over with?”

“Ruby.” Jolene’s voice hit like iron on iron.

“What? We have a farm to run. I didn’t drive fourteen hours for small talk.”

Sage watched the exchange from beside her truck, professional detachment written across her features. But I caught it — the slight flare of her nostrils when I’d passed close, the way her shoulders stiffened. She’d been around breeding programs her entire career. She knew what pheromone responses looked like in livestock.

She just didn’t expect to have one herself.



The intake process took the rest of the morning. I handed my son off to Harper — who was camped in the nursery with her three-day-old daughter, auburn hair in a messy bun, freckled face radiating a peace I’d never seen on her before. She was still in her recovery pajamas, breasts heavy with milk and filling in ways that made the postpartum glow look like something from a Renaissance painting.

“New patients?” She took the baby with practiced ease — three days of motherhood and she handled him like she’d been doing it for years.

“Farm girls from Vermont. Environmental contamination case.”

“The WHO referral?” Harper settled both babies against her chest — his head on her left breast, her daughter on the right. She looked down at them and her eyes welled up. She’d been crying on and off since the birth, and not from sadness. “God. Look at them. Look at what you did.”

“We did.”

“You planted them.” She kissed our son’s head. “I just grew them.”

I leaned down and pressed my lips to her temple, breathing in the warm-milk-and-Harper scent that had become the smell of home. Her hand caught the back of my neck and held me there.

“Go take care of the new ones. I’ve got everything I need right here.”



The clinic had changed since those early days. Since the converted Victorian mansion had been just Vivian’s research lab and my desperate financial lifeline. Now it was an operation — a maternity ward on the ground floor, a nursery with round-the-clock staff, recovery suites that Aiste called “the departure lounge,” and the Genesis Wing still humming at the heart of it all. The WHO partnership had brought funding, legitimacy, and a monthly visit from their liaison, Dr. Kenji Watanabe, who reviewed data with the kind of academic rigor that made Vivian respect him and Sage would probably want to compare notes with.

Into this world of Louboutins and lactation walked three women in work boots who smelled like hay and honest sweat.

The shared suite Vivian had prepared for the Becketts was comfortable by clinic standards — which meant it looked like a boutique hotel to anyone normal and like alien luxury to women who’d been sleeping in a farmhouse since childhood. Two bedrooms, a shared sitting room, a bathroom that was bigger than Ruby’s bedroom back home.

“There’s a bathtub in here,” Daisy called from the bathroom. “An actual bathtub. Not a cattle trough with plumbing.”

“Don’t get comfortable.” Jolene dropped her duffel on the nearest bed — military neat, no fuss. “We’re here for a procedure. Not a vacation.”

“For once in your life, Jo, can you just—”

“The farm doesn’t run itself, Daisy. We’ve got Charlie covering but he can’t manage the dairy alone for more than a week. So we get in, we get the treatments, we get results, and we go home.”

Ruby had already staked out the second bedroom, her baseball cap tossed on the pillow, her phone plugged into the only visible outlet. “Speaking of results — what’s the timeline? Jolene says we might need multiple sessions.”

“Dr. Okafor will review that during your intake appointments tomorrow,” I said from the doorway. “Each woman’s protocol is individualized.”

Ruby’s green eyes cut to me. “Can you stop calling us ‘women’ like you’re narrating a nature documentary? We’re farmers. We know about breeding. We’ve been wrist-deep in—”

“Ruby.” Jolene’s voice could have cut steel.

“I’m just saying, we don’t need the soft sell. We know what a stud does.”

She held my gaze for a beat too long. Her jaw tightened, but her eyes told a different story — not hostility. Fear, maybe. The kind that comes out sideways.

“Get some rest,” I said. “Dinner’s at seven in the conservatory. You’ll meet some of the other women.”

“Other women.” Ruby’s laugh was sharp. “How many are there?”

“Currently? Seven pregnant, two postpartum.”

Dead silence from all three Becketts.

“Jesus Christ,” Daisy whispered.

“Welcome to the Genesis Wing.”



Sage had been given her own room on the same floor — separate from the Becketts, at her request. She wasn’t here as a patient. She was here to observe, to study, to provide the veterinary comparison data that could prove GreenVale’s contamination had affected both animal and human fertility in the same watershed.

That was the story, anyway.

I found her that evening in the common room that had been converted to a research space, her laptop surrounded by folders, cross-referencing the clinic’s published data with her veterinary databases. The pheromone markers in my bloodwork were displayed on one screen; a comparative animal file on another.

She didn’t look up when I entered. But she knew I was there — the slight stiffening of her shoulders, the way her fingers paused on the keyboard for just a moment before resuming.

“Your data is remarkable,” she said, still not looking at me. “The post-serum pheromone concentrations are unlike anything in human endocrinology.”

“But?”

“But they’re not unlike anything I’ve ever seen.” She pulled up a file labeled ALPHA STALLION PHEROMONE PROFILE. Placed it next to my bloodwork. The curves were nearly identical — rising in the same places, plateauing at the same thresholds.

Her coffee went cold on the desk beside her.

She scrolled faster, comparing peaks and valleys. Her lips parted. The color drained from her face, then rushed back in a flush that climbed from her collar to her cheekbones. She leaned closer to the screen, fingers frozen on the trackpad, and I watched a veterinary scientist’s entire framework rearrange itself in real time.

“Sage?”

She closed the laptop. Opened it. Closed it again. Pressed both hands flat against the desk like she was trying to keep the room from spinning.

“I need to verify something.” Her voice was too controlled — the precision of someone gripping their composure with both fists. “Before I say anything. I need to verify.”

“What did you find?”

“Nothing I’m ready to discuss.” She stood. Gathered her coffee without drinking it. Her dark eyes were too bright, her breathing faster than the room’s temperature warranted. “I need my livestock databases. And time.”

“What about yours?” I asked. “Your bonding. The pheromone response.”

Her jaw tightened. “I’m a scientist. I observe. I don’t participate.”

She turned back to the laptop, reopening it with the deliberate focus of someone forcing themselves to stay clinical. I knew a dismissal when I saw one.

I left her to her research.



Dinner in the conservatory was a spectacle the farm girls weren’t prepared for.

The long table held a cross-section of the most unusual family in medical history. Celeste, thirty-six weeks pregnant and luminous in cream silk, had arranged flowers and candles because that’s what Celeste did — she made everything beautiful. Tiffany sat beside Madi, both fourteen weeks along, the former trophy wife and the former influencer discovering new identities in the second trimester. Harper held her daughter while eating one-handed, a skill she’d mastered in seventy-two hours. And Vivian presided from the head of the table, our son in a sling, directing conversation and reviewing patient files simultaneously.

Aiste was there too — thirty-six weeks and ready to pop, her ice-blonde ponytail swinging as she moved, her swollen belly straining against a maternity blouse that couldn’t contain the changes pregnancy had wrought on her athletic frame. She watched the farm girls with those pale assessing eyes, cataloguing them the way she catalogued everything.

The Becketts sat together in a cluster, as out of place as work boots at a gala.

Daisy couldn’t stop looking around the table. Her blue eyes moved from Celeste’s massive belly to Harper’s nursing daughter to Tiffany’s second-trimester glow, studying every pregnant woman at the table with the practiced eye of someone who’d spent her life tracking breeding cycles.

“This is…” She searched for the word. “A lot.”

“It takes some adjusting,” Harper said gently, shifting her daughter to the other breast. “For what it’s worth, I felt the same way when I first arrived.”

Celeste passed the bread basket with a warm smile. “Give it a day. The shock wears off. The croissants help.”

Jolene ate in silence, but something in her posture had softened — the rigid set of her shoulders easing into something warmer. Curiosity, maybe. Recognition that the women around this table, for all their designer labels and international pedigrees, had something she wanted.

Not just babies.

Belonging.

Ruby pushed food around her plate and didn’t say a word.



I passed Sage’s room on my way to bed. Light spilled from beneath the closed door. The soft click of keys — still working, still comparing, still trying to make sense of something that resisted clinical explanation.

Her light was still on at midnight.


Chapter 2: Intake

Medical intake day. Four women, four examinations, four histories that painted a picture of a community poisoned by corporate greed.

Sage had insisted on being present for all four exams — veterinary scientific interest, she claimed. She stood in the corner of each room with her tablet, comparing human results to her livestock databases in real time, her French braid tight and her expression tighter.

Jolene went first.

She sat on the examination table in a clinic gown that looked as out of place on her as a saddle on a greyhound. Her calloused hands gripped the paper-covered edges, and her posture said she’d rather be mucking out a stall.

“Twelve years of marriage,” she told Vivian. Her voice was flat — the tone of someone recounting facts, not feelings. “Three years of widowhood. No intimacy since Kurt’s death.”

Vivian made notes on her tablet, our son sleeping in a sling across her chest. Even two weeks postpartum, she commanded the room — dark eyes sharp, silk blouse perfectly draped despite the milk stains she’d stopped caring about. “Can you tell me about the circumstances?”

“The accident was a PTO shaft.” Jolene’s gaze went somewhere else — somewhere three years away. “Power take-off from the tractor caught his jacket. He was dead before I reached the barn.”

The silence in the room was thick enough to feel.

“After that, I ran the farm. Raised my sisters. There wasn’t time for —” She stopped. Reset. “That’s not relevant to the procedure.”

“Everything is relevant.” Vivian’s voice softened — just a fraction, barely enough to notice unless you knew her tells the way I did. “Stress and grief suppress fertility markers. But your numbers are excellent, Ms. Beckett. Ovarian reserve, hormone levels, uterine lining — all optimal.”

“So the problem was always—”

“The contamination. The water. The men in your community.” Vivian met her eyes over the tablet. “Never you.”

Jolene swallowed. Nodded once. Didn’t speak. But her knuckles went white on the table’s edge.

In the corner, Sage’s stylus paused over her tablet. She’d documented the same pattern in sixty-three cattle operations, fourteen horse farms, and now — in the women she’d grown up with.

I stepped forward for the physical assessment. Standard vitals, palpation, ultrasound setup. Jolene held her gown closed with both hands and watched me like I was a coyote circling her chickens.

“Blood pressure’s perfect,” I said. “Heart rate’s a little elevated.”

“I’m in a paper gown in a fancy clinic. Of course it’s elevated.”

I smiled. She didn’t.

But when my fingers brushed her wrist to check her pulse — just the barest contact, skin on skin — her breath caught. A micro-flinch, quickly controlled. Not from fear. From the sudden warmth that spread from the point of contact through her nervous system, lighting up pathways that had been dark for three years.

She looked down at my hand on her wrist. Then up at me. Her hazel eyes were gold in the examination light.

“That’s — normal? The —”

“The warmth? Yes. It’s part of the treatment protocol.”

Technically true. The pheromones didn’t need explaining during intake. She’d understand soon enough.



Daisy’s intake was the opposite of her sister’s — relaxed, cheerful, completely unbothered by the clinical setting.

“I’ve done this a thousand times with heifers,” she told me as I guided her onto the examination table, her sundress traded for the clinic gown. “Though usually I’m on the other end of the — oh.”

My hands adjusted the ultrasound transducer on her abdomen. Perfectly clinical. Standard positioning. But the warmth of my palm through the thin gown sent a visible shiver through her entire body.

“Cold?” I asked.

“No.” Her blue eyes were very wide, bright as a summer sky over Vermont fields. “Definitely not cold.”

In the corner, Sage watched Daisy’s face — the dilated pupils, the flushed cheeks, the unconscious leaning toward my hand. She tapped a note on her tablet: PHEROMONE RESPONSE — ONSET 4 MINUTES POST-CONTACT.

Daisy’s numbers were exemplary. Twenty-eight, healthy, optimal on every metric. Her body was, from a reproductive standpoint, exactly what evolution had designed for fertility — wide hips, healthy weight, hormone levels that any OB-GYN would envy.

“Everything looks perfect,” Vivian confirmed.

“My heifers always tested well too,” Daisy said, then winced. “I need to stop comparing myself to cows.”

“In this context,” Vivian said with a smile, “the comparison is flattering.”

The breast examination produced an unexpected result. Standard palpation — I was thorough but professional, checking tissue density, lymph nodes, the markers that mattered clinically. Daisy’s breasts were significant — heavy, natural DD-cups that her sundress barely contained, with large pink nipples that responded to the clinical air before I’d even touched them.

When my fingers completed the palpation, her left nipple beaded with a clear droplet. A single tear of fluid that ran down the curve of her breast like morning dew on a petal.

“Oh my God.” Daisy stared down. Her face went crimson. “That’s never — I’m not —”

“Sympathetic letdown,” Sage said from her corner, clinical mask firmly in place. “Years of manual dairy work have sensitized your prolactin receptors. External stimulation can trigger a response even without pregnancy.”

“In English?”

“Your body’s been primed for this your whole life.”

Daisy’s flush spread from her cheeks down her neck, across her chest — a wave of pink that highlighted every freckle scattered across her nose and shoulders. She clutched the gown closed.

“Well.” She managed a laugh that was only slightly hysterical. “That’s… something.”



Ruby’s intake was a war.

She sat on the examination table like she was sitting in enemy territory, every muscle tight, her fierce green eyes daring anyone to try anything.

“This is just a medical procedure,” she said through gritted teeth as Vivian reviewed her chart. “Let’s not make it weird.”

“Nobody’s making anything weird, Ms. Beckett.”

“It’s Ruby. And I don’t need the hand-holding. Poke me, probe me, tell me my numbers, schedule the… sessions…” The word caught in her throat like a bone. “And let me go home.”

Her numbers were excellent. Twenty-two, fit as hell from ranch work, no issues whatsoever. The contamination had affected male fertility in the watershed, not female. The Beckett women were perfect candidates. It was the men around them who’d been chemically castrated by corporate runoff.

When I entered for the physical portion, Ruby’s jaw clenched hard enough that I could see the muscles cord in her neck.

“Don’t take this personally,” she said as I wrapped the blood pressure cuff around her arm. Her skin was fair beneath the farmer’s tan, freckled and pink where the sun caught it, red-burned on her forearms. “I’m not here because I want to be.”

“Then why are you here?”

“Because my family needs heirs or we lose everything. Our grandmother’s land trust requires viable heirs within eighteen months of the last trustee’s death. She died fourteen months ago.” She pulled her arm back as soon as the cuff deflated. “So I’m going to lie back, do the thing, get pregnant, and go home to save our farm. It’s transactional. Nothing more.”

I held her gaze. Those green eyes blazed with anger, but underneath it — somewhere deep, where she probably didn’t even look anymore — there was something rawer. Something young and scared.

“Okay.”

She blinked. “Okay?”

“If that’s what you need it to be.”

Her expression cracked for half a second — surprise that I didn’t argue, didn’t push, didn’t try to tell her this was about more than transactions. She pulled her baseball cap down lower and stared at the wall.

Sage made another note on her tablet. Her stylus tapped three times, which I’d learned meant she was annotating something significant.



That afternoon, the clinic’s quiet rhythm shattered.

A scream from the maternity wing — high, sharp, pure terror. I dropped the intake files and sprinted, taking the stairs two at a time, my father’s instinct firing before my brain could catch up.

Harper was gripping the nursery crib rail, her face chalk-white, her postpartum gown soaked with sweat. Our daughter was crying in the bassinet, picking up on her mother’s panic.

“Something’s wrong — I had a contraction — Caleb, the baby —”

Vivian appeared behind me, our son barely disturbed in his sling. Her sharp gaze assessed Harper in two seconds flat.

“Afterpains,” she said calmly. “Common in the first week postpartum. The uterus is still contracting back to pre-pregnancy size. Perfectly normal.”

“Normal?” Harper’s voice cracked. She was shaking. “It felt like labor.”

“It can. Especially with breastfeeding.” Vivian rested a hand on Harper’s shoulder — warm, grounding, the touch of a woman who understood. “Breathe. You’re fine. The baby’s fine.”

I gathered our daughter from the bassinet. She was so small — lighter than a bag of flour, fragile as glass, with Harper’s auburn fuzz and my brown eyes. She stopped crying the moment she hit my chest. The warmth, the heartbeat, the pheromones that apparently worked on infants too.

Harper’s breathing slowed. The color returned to her freckled cheeks.

“I’m sorry.” Her green eyes filled with the tears that came every few hours these days — hormones, exhaustion, overwhelming love. “I thought —”

“Don’t apologize.” I kissed her forehead, daughter against my chest. “You just grew a whole human. You’re allowed to panic.”

She laughed — wet, relieved, still trembling. Her hand found my free one and squeezed.

But the adrenaline had reminded everyone: this clinic now had newborns, laboring mothers, and a generation on the way. The stakes had never been more real.

In the hallway, I caught the farm girls watching through the maternity wing’s glass doors. Daisy had both hands pressed over her mouth, eyes bright. Jolene’s expression was unreadable — but her hand rested on her own flat belly.

Ruby had turned away, arms crossed, pretending she hadn’t seen anything.

She wasn’t convincing anyone.



Later that evening, Sage found me in the hallway outside the nursery. Through the glass, two bassinets held sleeping infants — my son and my daughter. The third was waiting for Aiste’s baby, who could arrive any day.

“Your children,” Sage said.

“Yeah.”

She stood beside me, close enough that I could smell her — not perfume, not product, just clean skin and something faintly earthy. Olive oil soap, maybe. Or the horses she spent her days with.

“What I found in your data last night.” She paused, staring at the sleeping babies like they were data points. “I’m still verifying. But if the comparison holds — and it shouldn’t, it violates everything I know about species-specific signaling — then what’s happening in this building isn’t just unusual. It’s unprecedented.”

“Can you give me more than that?”

“Not yet. Not until I’m sure.” Her dark eyes held mine through the glass’s reflection. “But I’ll tell you this much — every woman in this building is responding to you on a level they can’t consciously override. And I don’t think any of them understand what’s driving it.”

“Including you?”

Her jaw tightened. That flush crept up her olive skin, settling high on her cheekbones.

“I told you — I observe. That’s all.”

She turned and walked away. Her stride was perfectly steady, her French braid swinging between her shoulder blades like a metronome set to professional composure.

Her hands were still shaking.



I checked on Aiste before bed. She was in her room, thirty-six weeks pregnant and still reviewing scheduling files, her ice-blonde ponytail draped over one shoulder. Her belly was enormous beneath her stretchy maternity top, and she was sitting cross-legged on the bed like the laws of physics were optional for Lithuanian nurses.

“The new patients are settled,” she reported without looking up. “Beckett, J. — intake complete, first session recommended within forty-eight hours. Beckett, D. — intake complete, sympathetic prolactin response noted, session should include breast sensitivity protocol. Beckett, R. — hostile, uncooperative, but vitals excellent. Dr. Calloway — not registered as a patient.”

“Yet.”

Aiste’s pale eyes lifted. One corner of her mouth twitched — the closest she ever got to a knowing smile. “I’ve read her biosensor data. She’s already bonding. Oxytocin elevation consistent with three days of continuous pheromone exposure.”

“She thinks she’s observing.”

“They always do.” Aiste shifted on the bed, one hand supporting the base of her belly. “I catalogued every session for weeks before I broke. Dr. Nakamura lasted four days. Dr. Calloway is showing faster onset than either of us.” She paused. “The veterinary background may accelerate recognition. She knows what breeding pheromones do. She just hasn’t accepted that she’s susceptible.”

“And the sisters?”

“Jolene will approach it as duty. She’ll need to be shown it can be more than that.” Aiste closed her laptop with characteristic efficiency. “Daisy will surrender easily — her body is already responding, and she has no resistance to affection. She’s been waiting for someone to tell her she’s enough.”

“Ruby?”

Aiste’s expression turned thoughtful. “Ruby is the one who’ll fight. She’s twenty-two and she’s already carrying the weight of a dying farm, a dead grandmother’s legacy, and a corporate enemy. She uses anger because vulnerability is a luxury she can’t afford.”

I leaned against the doorframe. “You see a lot.”

“I see everything. It’s what I do.” She rubbed her belly, wincing slightly. “This baby, however, is making observation increasingly difficult. She kicked my bladder seven times during dinner.”

“She?”

“A feeling.” Aiste’s ice-blue eyes warmed — a rare, precious thing. “I’ve been watching women carry Caleb Wright’s children for over a year now. I know the symptoms. This one is a girl. She’s already stubborn.”

“Like her mother.”

“Naturally.” She waved me away. “Go sleep. You look terrible. And you have four new women to charm tomorrow.”

“It’s not charm. It’s—”

“Pheromones and genuine attentiveness. I know. I wrote the internal protocol.” She pulled her laptop back open. “Goodnight, Caleb. Try to sleep between feedings.”

I stopped in the nursery one more time. My son was awake, tiny fists clenched. I picked him up and he settled against my chest — warm weight, small breathing, mine.

Through the glass, the empty third bassinet waited. Aiste’s baby. Coming any day.

Down the hall, the soft click of Sage Calloway’s keyboard hadn’t stopped.


Chapter 3: The Widow’s Return

The overnight suite. Afternoon light filtered through curtained windows, painting everything in gold that reminded me of wheat fields — or maybe that was just what I associated with the woman sitting on the edge of the bed.

Jolene Beckett wore a flannel shirt and jeans. No lingerie, no performance, no pretense. Her braid was military-tight. Her hands rested on her knees, fingers interlaced like she was keeping them from running.

The room was the Genesis Wing’s finest — silk sheets, adjustable lighting, ambient temperature controlled to a degree of precision that would have baffled the HVAC back in my old apartment. But Jolene looked at it like she’d wandered into the wrong barn.

“Let’s get this done,” she said.

I closed the door. Didn’t approach.

“Tell me about Kurt.”

Her shoulders stiffened. “That’s not relevant to—”

“It is to me.”

Her jaw worked. The muscle in her cheek flexed, relaxed, flexed again. For a long moment, the only sound was the clinic’s distant hum — somewhere below us, a baby crying, the clink of medical instruments, the heartbeat of a building full of women.

“He was a good man.” Her voice was flat, controlled — the voice of a woman who’d had years of practice keeping everything locked down. “Strong. Quiet. Could fix anything with his hands. Rebuilt our barn roof by himself the summer we got married. Painted the kitchen yellow because I mentioned once — once — that yellow made me happy.”

She swallowed. Her eyes went somewhere I couldn’t follow.

“He wanted children more than I did. I was always focused on the farm, on keeping the operation running after Dad died. Kurt said we had time.” She looked at her work-roughened hands. “We didn’t.”

“What would he think about this?”

“About me sleeping with a stranger to save the farm?” The ghost of a smile crossed her weathered face. “Kurt would say: ‘Jo, you’d do anything for that land. At least have some fun while you’re at it.’”

“Then have some fun.”

The smile died. “I don’t remember how.”



I started with her hands.

Took one calloused palm from where it gripped her knee. Turned it over. Traced the lines with my thumb — the callous on her index finger from wire fencing, the thickened ridge along her palm from shovel handles, the old scar across her knuckle from barbed wire or a misaimed hammer.

She flinched. Not from pain. From gentleness. From the unfamiliarity of someone touching her without needing something fixed or lifted or carried.

“These hands,” I said. “How many calves have they delivered?”

“Hundreds.”

“How many fences built?”

“More than I can count.”

“When was the last time someone held them?”

Silence.

I lifted her hand to my lips. Kissed the callous on her index finger. Then the one on her palm. Then the scar on her knuckle.

Jolene’s composure cracked. Not a big crack — a hairline fracture, a tremor in her lower lip that she bit down on immediately.

“Don’t.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “If you’re kind to me I’ll—”

“Fall apart?”

“I can’t afford to fall apart.”

“You can here.” I kept her hand. Her rough fingers closed around mine with the grip of a woman who held onto things because letting go meant losing them. “Just for today. You can.”

Her hazel eyes filled. She blinked fiercely — twice, three times. Nodded once.

I undressed her slowly.

The flannel came first — unbuttoned from the top, one at a time, revealing a sports bra over lean muscle. Her shoulders were bronzed from thousands of hours in the Vermont sun, the muscles defined not from any gym but from years of hauling fifty-pound feed bags and wrestling fence posts into frozen ground.

“You’re staring,” she said.

“You’re worth staring at.”

“I’m forty pounds of ranch work and no moisturizer—”

I ran my tongue along a tan line.

The spot where her bicep shifted from dark honey-gold to cream-pale, the border between the woman the world saw and the woman hidden beneath work clothes. She gasped like I’d pressed a brand against her skin — a full-body shudder that she couldn’t control and didn’t expect.

The sports bra came off next. Her breasts were small and firm, athletic — nothing like Daisy’s abundant curves or Tiffany’s surgical monuments. But they were beautifully shaped, the nipples untanned pink against pale skin that hadn’t seen sunlight in years. The contrast was devastating: golden arms, porcelain chest. Sun-weathered neck, hidden breasts. Her body was a map of three years of working alone in the sun, every pale inch she’d kept from the world now laid bare.

“Kurt used to—” She stopped. Started again. “Nobody’s touched me since—”

“I know.”

Her jeans slid down over powerful thighs, muscular calves, the tan lines from mid-thigh shorts creating a border between bronze and porcelain that made my cock throb. Her legs were incredible — not delicate, not sculpted for aesthetics, but built by thousands of days of walking fields, climbing fences, crouching over equipment. Functional strength that translated to curves nobody had appreciated.

Her underwear was simple white cotton. She started to apologize for it — I saw the words forming — and I kissed her before they could escape.

The kiss started gentle. She was stiff, uncertain, her lips pressed together like she’d forgotten the mechanics. Then something unlocked. Her rough hand came up to grip the back of my neck — firm, decisive, the way she’d grab a rope — and she kissed me back with a hunger that scared her.

She pulled away. Breathing hard.

“Sorry. I—”

“Don’t apologize.”

“I’m out of practice.”

“You’re doing fine.” I traced the tan line on her collarbone with my thumb. “Better than fine.”

I laid her back on the bed. The silk sheets wrinkled under her strong body — a body built for work, for endurance, not for display. I kissed her sternum, between those small, perfect breasts. Down her stomach, over abs that flexed involuntarily under my lips. Followed the tan line on her hip where shorts met skin, tracing the border with my tongue.

She made a sound. Low, broken, like something inside her was coming loose.

“When you’re ready,” I murmured against her hip, “I’m going to taste you. Has anyone ever—”

“Kurt. Years ago. He was… enthusiastic but…” She covered her face with both hands. “God, I can’t believe I’m having this conversation.”

“You don’t have to talk.”

“If I don’t talk, I’ll think. If I think, I’ll—”

I spread her thighs and lowered my mouth to her pussy.

She was wet already — her folds slick and swollen, her body answering a call her mind was still trying to refuse. The scent of her hit me first — clean, real, no artifice, no designer perfume. Just the honest musk of a woman who’d been quietly soaking through her cotton underwear since I’d kissed her callouses.

When my tongue found her clit, she jolted like she’d been branded.

Her hands flew from her face to the sheets, gripping silk with work-hardened fingers that could strangle fence wire. Her thighs snapped against my ears — reflexive, powerful, the muscles of a woman who’d spent years in stirrups and saddles.

“Oh God—”

I worked her slowly. Deliberately. Long, flat strokes of my tongue from her dripping entrance to her swollen clit, tasting three years of denial. She was warm and salt-sweet, her pussy clenching against nothing each time I dragged my tongue across her hood.

She fought the pleasure. She fought everything. Her thighs tensed, her abs clenched, her whole body locking up against the sensation like she could muscle through it the way she muscled through everything else.

“Let go,” I said against her.

“I can’t just—”

“You’ve been in control of everything for three years. The farm. Your sisters. The lawsuit. The land trust.” I licked slow circles around her clit, feeling her hips twitch involuntarily. Her arousal coated my chin, slick and warm. “Give yourself permission to not control this.”

“I don’t know HOW—”

“Your body does.”

I sucked her clit gently, drawing the swollen bud between my lips while my tongue flicked against it. Her back arched off the bed. I slid two fingers inside her — tight, Jesus, so tight. Three years without anything inside her and her walls gripped my fingers like they were trying to pull them deeper, her pussy hot and slippery and clenching in desperate little pulses.

I curled my fingers. Found the rough patch of her G-spot and pressed while I sucked.

The orgasm hit her like a dam breaking.

Three years of celibacy, three years of not being touched by anyone — it all released at once. She arched off the bed with every worked muscle going taut, her strong legs clamping around my head hard enough to blur my vision, and she screamed into the crook of her own arm. Her pussy flooded — a rush of wetness that soaked my chin and ran down my wrist, her walls seizing around my fingers in rhythmic contractions.

Not a delicate sound. Not a performance. The raw, ugly, beautiful cry of a woman who’d forgotten her own body could feel something other than exhaustion.

“Don’t stop — DON’T — please—”

I didn’t stop. Licked her through the aftershocks, through the trembling, through the tears she pretended weren’t happening. Her clit was swollen and throbbing against my tongue, hypersensitive, and each stroke drew another shudder from deep in her core. She came again on my tongue, smaller this time but deeper, her whole body shuddering like a horse after a long run, her arousal running in thin lines down her inner thighs.

“Caleb—” Her voice was cracked open, the iron gone. “I need—”

“What do you need?”

“You. Inside me. Please.”

I stripped off my scrubs. Her eyes tracked down my body — the V-lines at my hips, the cock that was harder than it had been in weeks, straining toward her. Something flickered across her face — surprise, maybe. Or hunger she’d forgotten she could feel.

“That’s — you’re—”

“Relax.” I positioned myself between her thighs. “We go at your pace.”

“My pace is NOW.”

I pushed inside her slowly, watching her face.

The head of my cock spread her open and the heat hit me first — furnace-hot, slick, three years of celibacy giving way around me in a tight, reluctant grip that squeezed every inch as I sank deeper. Her eyes went wide, then half-closed. Her lips parted. Her hands came up to grip my shoulders — not gently, not tentatively, but with the full force of a farm woman’s grip, rough palms pressing into my skin, callouses scraping, fingers digging in hard enough to bruise.

“Oh—” She gasped. “Oh, God. You’re so — I can feel you everywhere—”

She was incredibly tight. Walls like a fist, her body gripping me like it was afraid I’d leave, like it was trying to memorize every ridge and vein of my cock after years of emptiness. I held still, buried to the hilt, feeling her flutter and clench and adjust — wet heat pulsing around me in involuntary waves.

“Move,” she said. “Please.”

I moved. Slow, deep strokes that dragged along her inner walls, pulling nearly out until only my tip was inside her gripping entrance, then pushing back in to the root. Each stroke drew a wet sound from where our bodies joined — obscene, intimate, the sound of a woman who was drenched despite everything her mind was telling her. Missionary — her back on the silk, my weight supported on my arms, our eyes locked. Her small breasts shifted with each thrust, pale pink nipples hard and pointed. Her tan lines created a pattern of light and dark that was mesmerizing — sun-worked skin giving way to untouched white wherever the fabric had shielded her, the contrast sharper in motion.

Her body locked against the sensation at first. Her jaw clenched. Her abs clenched. Every muscle in her trained, hard body trying to stay in control while her pussy betrayed her — getting wetter with each stroke, her arousal coating my shaft in a slick glaze that ran down between her ass cheeks and into the silk.

Then I shifted angle — just slightly, hitting a spot that made her whole body jolt — and control stopped being an option.

“OH—” Her eyes flew wide. “Right there — don’t move — YES—”

Her first orgasm with a man inside her hit like thunder. She arched hard enough that I thought the headboard might crack, her muscular thighs wrapping around me and squeezing with a strength that took my breath away. Her pussy clamped down so hard it was almost painful — rhythmic, powerful contractions that milked my cock while she screamed. The sound she made was not pretty. It was raw, guttural, the cry of a woman who’d kept herself locked up so tight that the release was almost violent.

“MORE — right THERE — God, YES—”

I kept moving through her orgasm, feeling her pussy pulse around my cock in rhythmic waves, her slick heat gripping and releasing in a tempo that matched her ragged breathing, her whole body shaking beneath me.

Then she flipped me.

Farm-girl strength in action. One hand on my shoulder, one on the mattress, and she rolled us like she was pinning a calf for branding. Suddenly I was on my back and she was on top — her thighs clamped around me, her strong hands pinning my shoulders, and she started to ride.

Not elegant. Not pretty. Powerful. Her lean body working above me, abs flexing with each movement, small breasts bouncing with a firm, natural rhythm. She set a pace that was almost punishing — the rhythm of someone who worked from dawn to dark and knew how to use her body for whatever needed doing.

“You feel—” She was panting, braid swinging over one shoulder, strands escaping around her flushed face. Her tan lines shifted as she moved — dark arms pumping, pale chest heaving, the border between them a line I wanted to trace with my tongue forever. “I forgot — Kurt — I forgot what this—”

“Don’t think. Just feel.”

“I’m TRYING—”

She ground down on me, taking me deeper, her work-worn fingers gripping my chest now. The sensation was different from every other woman I’d been with — rougher, stronger, no softness in her grip. Just honest hands on honest skin.

She came again. Grinding down hard, her thighs squeezing me in rhythmic spasms, her head thrown back. This time she sobbed — one raw, ugly sob that she immediately tried to swallow.

“Jolene.”

“I’m fine.”

“You don’t have to be fine.”

She looked down at me. Her hazel eyes were gold and swimming.

“I’m NOT fine.” It came out ragged. “I haven’t been fine in three years. But right now — with you — this is the closest I’ve—”

I sat up. Wrapped my arms around her. She was still impaled on my cock, still trembling, and she buried her face in my neck and held on.

“I’ve got you,” I said.

“Don’t let go.”

“I won’t.”

We stayed like that for a minute. Her rough hands on my back, her breasts pressed against my chest, her body clenched around me. She breathed in. Breathed out. Something let go inside her — I felt it happen, a softening of all that rigid control.

“Okay.” Her voice was steadier. “Okay. More.”

I turned her around. She went willingly this time, moving to hands and knees with the fluid grace of a woman who spent her life in physical motion. Her back was all muscle and tan lines — golden shoulders tapering to a pale waist, the dark V of her sports bra tan meeting the lighter skin below. Her ass was taut, powerful, the glutes of a woman who’d spent years walking rough ground and lifting heavy things.

I gripped her hips. Felt the hipbones beneath my hands — prominent, strong, the frame of someone who didn’t carry extra anything. My hands were smooth compared to hers, soft from a life that hadn’t required fence-building or calf-pulling. The contrast mattered. She’d spent three years being the one with the strong hands, the capable grip, the person everyone relied on. Now someone else was holding her.

“Plant something in me that grows.” Her voice was raw, stripped of everything except need. “That’s what I do — I make things grow. So fill me—”

I drove in deep. She gasped, her back arching, her fingers gripping the sheets hard enough to pull them from the mattress corner. I fucked her hard now — no more gentleness, no more careful pacing. She’d asked for what she wanted and she deserved to get it.

“Yes — harder — GOD—”

I could feel every clench of her powerful body around my cock — her pussy gripping me with the same relentless intensity those strong hands gripped everything. Tight, sure, not letting go. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, my hips crashing against her firm ass with each stroke, the wet squelch of her arousal mixing with her moans and my grunts and the rhythmic creak of the expensive bed.

“Put a baby in me—” She pushed back against me, meeting my thrusts with force that no other woman had matched. Her strong arms braced against the headboard, taking the impact, using it. “Give me what Kurt wanted — what we never got to have — fill me UP—”

“I’m going to breed you, Jolene.”

“YES—”

“Going to put a baby in this strong, beautiful body—”

“PLEASE—”

My balls tightened. The pressure built at the base of my cock and then erupted — I buried to the hilt and let go, groaning against her back as the first thick spurt hit deep inside her. She felt it. I know she felt it because her whole body locked — a full-body seizure of pleasure that started where my cock was pumping cum into her and radiated outward through every farm-built muscle she had. She gripped the headboard hard enough to crack the wood, her pussy clenching around me in tight, rhythmic contractions that drew each pulse deeper, milking me while a third orgasm ripped through her like a summer storm.

She screamed. Not into the pillow — into the open air. The sound of a woman who’d been silent too long finally making noise.

I stayed buried inside her while the aftershocks rolled through both of us. Spurt after spurt, the serum-enhanced load filling her womb while her walls clenched in slow, greedy waves — her body instinctively doing what it was designed to do, pulling my seed deeper, holding it, keeping every drop inside her where it belonged.

“Don’t pull out,” she whispered. Her voice was wrecked. “Not yet.”

“I’ll be right here.”

She collapsed forward, my cock still inside her, and pressed her face into the silk pillow. Her shoulders shook. Tears — the kind she’d rather die than let anyone see.

I lay down beside her, gathering her against my chest. She was all hard angles and working muscle, nothing soft about her except the places she’d hidden from the world. The pale skin between her tan lines was impossibly smooth, untouched by sun or weather, and I traced patterns on it with my fingertips while she trembled.

“I forgot what it felt like,” she managed. “To not carry everything alone.”

“You don’t have to. Not here.”

“Here isn’t home.” She wiped her face with the back of her hand — hard, efficient, the same way she’d wipe sweat from her forehead during haying season. “At home I carry everything.”

“Then let’s make sure you go home carrying something new.”

She touched her belly. Empty now. But the seed was planted, and her body — strong, healthy, primed by years of physical vitality — was exactly the kind of soil where things grew.

My cum was warm inside her. She pressed her thighs together, keeping it there, and something in her expression shifted from grief to hope.

“Kurt,” she whispered, to someone who wasn’t there. Not to me. To a yellow kitchen and a rebuilt barn roof and fourteen years of holding on.

I held her while she cried. Not the raw sobs from before — quiet tears, the kind that come from long-frozen pipes finally thawing.



Through the hallway window, Ruby watched her eldest sister emerge from the suite.

I saw her from inside — just a flash of red hair and fierce green eyes before she pulled back. But the damage was done. She’d seen Jolene’s face. The softness that hadn’t been there before. The cracked-open expression of a woman who’d been touched for the first time in three years.

Whatever happened in that room, Ruby could see it wasn’t just medical.

I caught a glimpse of her as she retreated down the hall — her stride fast, angry, the set of her shoulders broadcasting don’t-follow-me in every language.

Her defenses were hardening like concrete.


Chapter 4: Country vs. City

The conservatory breakfast table was a study in cultural collision.

On one side: Celeste Fontaine, thirty-six weeks pregnant and radiating the kind of French maternal elegance that made pregnancy look like a Vogue editorial. She wore cream silk that draped over her massive belly like it had been designed specifically for the occasion, which knowing Celeste, it probably had. Her honey-brown waves framed a face that glowed with the particular smugness of a woman who’d turned grief into new life. Beside her, a plate of artisanal pastries from a Charles Street patisserie she’d been patronizing weekly.

On the other side: Daisy Beckett, staring at the spread like she’d stumbled into Narnia.

“At home, breakfast is eggs from our chickens and coffee from a Mr. Coffee that’s older than me.” Daisy held up a croissant, examining it with the same reverence she probably gave a prize heifer at the county fair. “What IS this?”

“Pain au chocolat.” Celeste’s accent made it sound like poetry. “From a lovely patisserie on Charles Street. Have you visited the Boston art district?”

“Ma’am, I’ve visited the Boston livestock auction.” Daisy took a bite of the croissant and her blue eyes went wide. “Oh sweet Jesus. This is better than anything I’ve ever put in my mouth.”

“Wait until you try the brioche.”

Jolene sat at the end of the table, eating oatmeal she’d made herself in the clinic kitchen because she didn’t trust food that came with French names. She looked different this morning — not visibly, not in a way you’d notice unless you knew what to look for. But there was a looseness in her shoulders that hadn’t been there yesterday, a softness around her eyes that her usual hard mask couldn’t fully conceal.

Daisy had noticed. I’d seen her studying her older sister over the rim of her coffee cup, filing it away in whatever mental catalogue she kept.

Ruby was absent. She’d taken her breakfast to her room, citing the need for “space that doesn’t smell like pregnant women and fancy pastries.”

The entrance of Margot von Habsburg killed any remaining pretense of casual dining.

The Duchess swept in at precisely nine o’clock — twenty-eight weeks pregnant, platinum hair in an elaborate updo, designer maternity wear that probably cost more than the Beckett family’s annual feed bill. Her cool blue eyes surveyed the room like a general inspecting troops.

“Ah. The Vermont contingent.” She settled into the chair I pulled out for her, crossing her legs beneath her belly with aristocratic precision. “Celeste tells me you raise cattle.”

“Forty-seven head.” Jolene’s voice was flat. Unimpressed by titles. “Plus chickens and two draft horses.”

“How… bucolic.” Margot sipped her sparkling water. “I own twelve thousand hectares of Austrian farmland. But I hire people for the actual… farming.”

Jolene’s jaw tightened but she said nothing. Across the table, Daisy’s spine stiffened.

Then Daisy did what Daisy apparently did — defused the tension by accident.

“So y’all…” She looked around the table at the pregnant women — Celeste’s massive belly, Margot’s elegant bump, Tiffany settling in at fourteen weeks with her surgical enhancements already being transformed by real pregnancy. Harper sat at the end with her newborn daughter, one-handing a croissant while the baby slept. “All of you? With Caleb? Like… all of you?”

“We share him,” Harper said simply, adjusting her daughter against her breast. “Yes.”

“Like a stud bull.” Daisy’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oh my God. I am SO sorry. I did not mean—”

The silence lasted exactly one and a half seconds.

Then Vivian, entering with our son in his sling, her tablet in her free hand, and a look of fond exasperation on her face, said: “Essentially, yes.”

The table erupted. Even Margot laughed — a real laugh, not her usual aristocratic chuckle. Celeste’s giggles were musical. Tiffany snorted in a decidedly un-trophy-wife manner. Madi, seated beside her stepmother, actually slapped the table.

“I’ve been calling him a stud for MONTHS,” Madi said. “Finally someone else said it.”

Daisy turned the color of her sister’s hair. “I really need to stop comparing things to livestock.”

“Don’t,” Aiste said from the doorway, appearing like a thirty-six-week-pregnant ghost. She lowered herself into a chair with the careful deliberation of a woman whose center of gravity had shifted dramatically, her platinum hair pulled back in its usual severe ponytail. “The livestock comparison is the most accurate description I’ve heard.”



After breakfast, I found Sage in Vivian’s office. Or rather, Sage had found Vivian’s office and occupied it with the quiet efficiency of a vet taking over a treatment room.

She had her laptop connected to the clinic’s display, comparative charts filling the screen. Vivian sat in her nursing chair, our son at her breast — she ran the entire operation from that chair most days, dark eyes sharp despite the sleep deprivation, her silk blouse unbuttoned to the waist because modesty was a luxury she no longer had time for.

“Look at this.” Sage pulled up parallel graphs. “Your serum’s pheromone enhancement follows the same receptor pathway as stallion pheromones, but there’s a binding stability issue at the tertiary stage.” She pointed to a curve on the screen. “See? This trajectory should plateau but it’s still climbing. In livestock protocols, that would indicate the compound is self-amplifying.”

Vivian leaned forward, the baby barely disturbing. “Self-amplifying?”

“Getting stronger over time. Which means the longer women are exposed to Caleb, the more potent the bonding becomes.” Sage switched screens with practiced ease. “And there may be a secondary effect — women bonded to him may produce compounds that bond them to each other. That’s consistent with the herd behavior I’m observing in the harem.”

“Herd behavior?” I said from the doorway.

Sage didn’t flinch, but her mouth pressed into a thin line. “Group cohesion patterns. The way the bonded women move around each other, anticipate needs, share resources. It’s identical to herd dynamics in well-established social species.”

“She’s right,” Vivian said, dark eyes thoughtful. “The solidarity between the women — it’s not just shared experience. It’s biochemical. They’re biologically compelled to support each other.”

“Which explains why no one’s jealous,” I said.

“Jealousy would be counterproductive to the herd’s reproductive success.” Sage closed her laptop with a decisive snap. “It’s elegant, actually. The serum didn’t just make you a super-breeder. It created an entire social architecture for raising the offspring.”

Vivian stared at the data. Then at Sage. The two scientists held each other’s gaze for a long beat — recognition, respect, the electric current of two brilliant minds arriving at the same conclusion.

“That explains a great deal.” Vivian shifted our son to her other breast. “Thank you, Dr. Calloway. This is genuinely valuable research.”

“That’s what I’m here for.” Sage gathered her tablet. “The data. Not the experience.”

Her cheeks were flushed as she left. Through the glass panel in the door, I watched her go — spine straight, tablet clutched to her chest like a shield, her French braid a rigid line between her shoulder blades. Everything about her posture said control. Nothing about her posture was convincing.

Vivian watched her go, then looked at me. One eyebrow raised.

“How long?”

“Before she breaks? Aiste gives it three days.”

“I give it two.” Vivian smiled — the knowing, sharp smile of a woman who’d broken in exactly the same way. “She’s already self-monitoring her own bonding progression. That level of awareness accelerates the process. Knowing you’re falling doesn’t slow the fall.”



The clinic garden had become Ruby’s refuge. She’d found the stone bench beneath an old oak — the most Vermont-like corner of the entire property — and claimed it as her territory.

I found her there after lunch, phone pressed to her ear, pacing the gravel path like a caged animal.

“They made another offer?” Her voice was tight, controlled — the same flint as Jolene’s, but younger and angrier. “How much?” A pause. She stopped pacing. “Two million. That’s—” Another pause, longer. Her face darkened, green eyes going hard as malachite. “GreenVale’s lawyers got the contamination suit pushed back AGAIN? They can’t — the deadline is eighteen months from—”

She kicked a stone off the path. It pinged against the garden wall.

“I KNOW, Charlie. I know what happens if we don’t have heirs.” She ran her free hand through her wild red hair, knocking her baseball cap askew. “Just — hold the line. We’re working on it. I’ll call you tomorrow.”

She hung up. Sat on the bench. Pulled her cap low over her eyes and hunched forward, elbows on her knees, the posture of someone carrying a weight they were too young for.

I’d stepped back behind the garden arch when she’d started the call — close enough to hear, far enough to give her the illusion of privacy. I stayed there when Madi Carmichael found her.

The former influencer was different now — fourteen weeks pregnant, phone-free by choice, her auburn hair in a simple ponytail instead of her usual Instagram-perfect waves. She’d been in Boston for months, figuring out who she was without eight million followers telling her. Turns out who she was included someone who recognized suffering in another young woman.

“Corporate assholes trying to take your stuff?”

Ruby looked up. Her green eyes were suspicious. “What do you know about it?”

“My stepdad is a pharma billionaire who spent twelve years gaslighting my stepmom.” Madi sat beside her on the bench, her own belly just starting to show beneath a simple sweater. “I know about powerful men taking things from women.”

Silence. Two women from completely different universes — an influencer and a farmer, a Carmichael and a Beckett — sitting in a garden at a fertility clinic in Boston.

“What did you do?” Ruby asked. “About the billionaire?”

“Got pregnant. Proved he was sterile. Threatened to go public.” Madi’s smile was sharp. “We renegotiated everything.”

“Must be nice to have leverage.”

“That’s what you’re here to get.” Madi bumped Ruby’s shoulder with hers. “Heirs. Leverage. The land trust stays in your family.”

“If it works.”

“It works.” Madi rested a hand on her belly. “Hundred percent success rate. Your body’s fine — it’s the men back home who got screwed by GreenVale’s chemicals. This clinic fixes what they broke.”

Ruby stared at the garden wall. Somewhere on the other side, Boston hummed with a million lives that had nothing to do with Vermont farmland.

“I hate this,” she said. “Being here. Being — dependent on some guy’s magic sperm to save my family’s land.”

“You think I loved being dependent on Richard’s money? On my followers for validation?” Madi stood. “You’re not dependent. You’re strategic. Big difference.”

She walked back toward the building, leaving Ruby alone on the bench.

Ruby watched her go. The hard line of her mouth loosened — not softening, not yet, but the edges of her anger blurring into something more complicated.

She didn’t see me behind the arch. But I saw it — that brief, unguarded flicker before the walls went back up.



Meanwhile, in the observation room.

Aiste was in the nursing chair — thirty-six weeks, massive, her body a monument to pregnancy that she navigated with typical clinical efficiency. She’d come for her daily lactation relief session with me, a medical necessity that had evolved into something significantly beyond clinical.

I sat beside her on the chair’s arm.

“Relief session,” she said matter-of-factly. Her Baltic accent thickened slightly as she unbuttoned her top. “My production has increased thirty percent this week. The pressure is — significant.”

Her breasts spilled free. Swollen, veined, enormous compared to her athletic frame. Milk beaded at both nipples immediately, thin white streams running down her pale skin before I could catch them.

“Just relief,” she said. “Don’t make it weird.”

I took her breast in my hand — warm, heavy, swollen tight with the ache of hours of unmilked pressure — and brought my mouth to her nipple.

The letdown was instant. Hot, sweet milk flooded my tongue in a rush, the taste slightly different from the other women — lighter, cleaner, something about Aiste’s biology that translated to her milk. The stream was strong, filling my mouth faster than I could swallow, thin white rivulets escaping the seal of my lips and running down the pale curve of her breast. She sighed — genuine, bone-deep relief — and her ice-blue eyes half-closed. Her free hand came up to cradle the back of my head, holding me to her.

“Better,” she murmured. “The baby’s been pressing on the ducts. Everything is uncomfortable now.” Her fingers threaded through my hair with uncharacteristic tenderness, guiding my rhythm. “Harder suction. Yes — like that.”

I drew deeper, tongue pressing her nipple against the roof of my mouth, and a fresh surge of hot milk rewarded the effort. Her breath hitched — the sharp, involuntary sound of a woman whose relief was bleeding into something warmer. Her nipple was thick and engorged in my mouth, the areola swollen dark pink, and I felt her squirm in the chair — pressing her thighs together.

“The other breast,” she said, shifting. Her voice had gone tighter. “Quickly. The pressure—”

I switched. The second nipple was harder, more engorged, the heavy breast visibly taut with milk. When I latched on, the spray was strong enough to hit my chin before I sealed my mouth around it — a hot jet that splattered my jaw before I caught it. Aiste hissed through her teeth, her hand fisting briefly in my hair, pain and pleasure and relief all braided together in one sharp Baltic exhale.

I drained her thoroughly. When I pulled away, a thin string of milk connected my lip to her glistening nipple before it broke.

She buttoned her top with brisk efficiency. The wet spots were gone, replaced by the satisfied composure of a woman whose body had been properly attended to. If her cheeks were flushed pinker than medical necessity required, neither of us mentioned it.

“Tuesday,” she told me. “Same time. Don’t be late.”

She left. I followed a minute later — and stopped.

The observation room door was ajar. The monitoring station was logged in, its screen still warm with recent use. Someone had been watching through the one-way glass.

I stepped inside. The chair was pulled close to the window — closer than staff ever left it. And on the leather seat, a small damp spot. Not water. Not spilled coffee.

A faint scent hung in the air — vanilla lotion. The kind Daisy kept on her nightstand.

I found her ten minutes later in the Becketts’ sitting room, curled on the sofa with a veterinary journal open in her lap. She was reading the same page she’d been on when I walked in. Her sundress had two faint wet spots at the chest — the sympathetic letdown Sage had documented during intake, triggered again. Stronger this time.

She looked up. Her cornflower eyes were too bright, her freckled cheeks flushed.

“Good article?” I asked.

“Fascinating.” She didn’t blink. “All about lactation management.”

She held my gaze for one beat too long. Then looked back down at the journal, her chest rising and falling faster than any article warranted.



That evening, I found Jolene on the phone in the sitting room.

“The hay needs to come in by Thursday, Charlie. If it rains—” She listened. Nodded. “I know. I know the timing’s bad. Just — get it done. I’ll be back by the end of the week.”

She hung up. Looked at me.

“Farm doesn’t stop because I’m here.”

“Neither does this place.”

She almost smiled. “How do you do it? All these women. The babies. The — everything. How do you manage?”

“I have help.” I nodded toward the hallway where Vivian was reviewing charts with Aiste, where Harper was nursing our daughter while reading a comparative literature paper, where Celeste was arranging flowers for no reason other than beauty mattered to her. “The women manage themselves. I’m just the—”

“Stud bull?”

I laughed. “Daisy’s phrase is catching on.”

Jolene’s expression shifted. The humor faded into something more serious.

“My sisters. Daisy is — she’s going to be fine. She’s warm, she’s open, this place will be good for her.” She paused. “Ruby is not fine.”

“I noticed.”

“Ruby graduated six months ago and walked straight into a war with GreenVale instead of starting a life. She should be figuring out who she is, not fighting a corporation that’s trying to steal our home.” Jolene met my eyes. “Be careful with her. She’s angry because she doesn’t know any other way to stay upright.”

“I know something about anger as armor.”

“I know you do.” She looked at me — really looked, with those farmer’s eyes that could read weather and livestock and people. “You’re not what I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“Some frat boy with magic sperm who’d gotten lucky.” She uncrossed her arms. “You’re a father. You care about these women. You’re — decent.”

“Don’t sound so surprised.”

“Where I come from, decent men are either married, dead, or chemically sterilized by corporate runoff.” She stood. “Goodnight, Caleb.”

“Goodnight, Jolene.”

She paused at the door. “Tomorrow. Another session?”

“If you want one.”

“I want—” She stopped. Chose different words. “It would be medically advisable to increase the frequency for optimal conception probability.”

“Is that Sage talking?”

“It’s a woman who hasn’t had sex in three years and just discovered she likes it.” The corner of her mouth twitched. “Medically speaking.”

She left.

Down the hall, the Becketts’ door was open. Ruby’s voice carried through it — low and sharp enough to cut.

“We came for a medical procedure. Not to join a breeding cult.”

Jolene’s reply was too quiet to catch. But Ruby’s wasn’t.

“Look at yourself, Jo. You’re smiling. You’re making jokes about stud bulls. You’ve had ONE session and you’re already—” A beat. “I came here to save the farm. That’s it. Don’t lose yourself in this place.”

The door swung shut. Behind it, pacing feet moved back and forth, back and forth.


Chapter 5: The Dairy Girl

The morning started with Daisy in the clinic garden, sitting on a bench beside a fountain that probably cost more than the Becketts’ tractor. She was reading something on her phone — not social media, I noticed as I passed the window with a bottle for my son. A breeding almanac. Livestock fertility cycles. She was doing homework.

Jolene had been different at breakfast. The iron was still there — it would always be there — but the metal had been tempered. She ate her self-made oatmeal and occasionally looked out the window at nothing in particular, her work-roughened hands wrapped around a mug of black coffee, the ghost of a smile flickering when Daisy made a joke about the patisserie croissants.

Ruby noticed. Ruby noticed everything. She watched her eldest sister the way a farmer watches weather — reading the signs, calculating what they meant for the harvest.

“You slept well,” Ruby said. Not a question.

“I did.” Jolene didn’t elaborate.

Ruby’s green eyes narrowed. She knew. She couldn’t prove it, but she knew.

The scheduling board in the Genesis Wing hallway showed Daisy’s name in the two o’clock slot. Daisy had walked past it four times by noon, each time pausing, each time pretending she hadn’t paused.

At twelve-thirty, she cornered Jolene in their shared suite.

“What’s it like?” No preamble. Daisy wasn’t built for subtlety. “The session. With him. What do I need to—”

“You don’t need to do anything.” Jolene’s voice was softer than usual. “Just be yourself.”

“That’s what I’m worried about.”

“Daisy.” Jolene put her hands on her sister’s shoulders — farm-strong, steady. “Your body is not a problem. It never was. The boys in Hartfield were idiots.”

“Jo—”

“Let him show you what I can’t tell you.” Jolene squeezed once, then let go. “It’s different here. Everything’s different here.”



Daisy’s first session was scheduled for two o’clock. She showed up at one forty-five, which told me everything about how she’d spent the last three hours — pacing, changing outfits, changing back, probably rehearsing what she was going to say and then abandoning all of it.

She stood in the doorway of the overnight suite wearing a sundress. Cornflower blue, to match her eyes. Simple cotton that swayed over curves that the Vermont dating pool had never deserved. Golden hair down around her shoulders, catching the afternoon light in a way that made her look like she belonged in a painting — not one of the severe ones Celeste collected, but something warmer. Something by an artist who understood that real beauty came with freckles and soft edges.

No bra underneath. I could tell from the way the fabric moved, the way it draped and swayed with each breath, the way her nipples pressed against the cotton — two faint points that she was pretending not to notice.

She was nervous. Not about the procedure — she’d made that clear during intake. What scared her was being seen.

“I should warn you.” She fidgeted with the sundress strap, winding it around her finger, unwinding it. “I’m… a lot. Body-wise. The boys back home always said—”

“What did they say?”

She laughed. It didn’t reach her eyes. “‘Daisy Beckett — great personality, shame about the rest.’” Her fingers twisted the strap tighter. “Small town. Small minds. You know how it is.”

I didn’t know how it was. But I’d spent the last year learning that the most accomplished, most beautiful women in the world had all been told, in one way or another, that they weren’t enough. Vivian had been told she was too intimidating. Harper, too old. Celeste, too grieving. Tiffany, too fake. Aaliyah, too controlled. And now Daisy, too much.

“Take off the sundress.”

Her hands trembled as she lifted it over her head. A single motion, arms crossed, fabric rising up over her hips, her belly, her breasts — and everything she’d been hiding from small-town boys and their small-town opinions spilled free.

Her breasts hit me first. Because they were impossible to miss. Heavy, natural DD-cups that swayed with real-woman gravity, soft and round, the kind of breasts that had inspired fertility goddesses and Renaissance painters and every honest man who’d ever looked at a woman and thought about tomorrow. Pink nipples, large and responsive, already hardening from the cool air and the adrenaline and the pheromones that were singing through her system louder than she could ignore.

Below: a soft belly with a faint trail of golden hair leading down. Not flat — genuinely soft, the gentle curve of a body that didn’t punish itself. Wide hips that flared from a natural waist, creating the kind of hourglass that no gym or surgeon could manufacture. Thighs that pressed together with natural fullness, freckled at the creases.

She was covering herself with her arms before the sundress hit the floor. Both arms crossed over her chest, squeezing those magnificent breasts against her body, hiding them.

“Don’t.” I caught her wrists. Gently. Drew them away from her body. “Let me see you.”

“There’s a lot to see—”

“There’s exactly enough to see.” I stepped back, giving her space, giving myself space to properly look at her. And I looked. Not clinically. Not politely. I looked at her the way she deserved to be looked at — openly, appreciatively, with the kind of raw, honest want that she’d been starved of her entire adult life.

Her curves were extraordinary. Not in the enhanced, surgical way that Tiffany’s were — this was evolution’s blueprint executed perfectly. Heavy breasts that would swell even more with pregnancy and fill with milk, hips wide enough to carry and deliver, a soft body built for comfort and nurturing and the warm, physical act of creating life.

“These curves, Daisy — you know what they are? Evolution got it right with you. Your body is built for exactly what we’re doing here.”

“You’re just saying—”

“I’m telling you what I see.” I moved closer. She trembled but didn’t retreat. “And what I see is a woman whose body has been waiting for someone to appreciate it properly.”

Her cornflower eyes filled with tears. “Nobody’s ever—”

“I know. That changes now.”



I started between her thighs.

She squirmed when I guided her back onto the bed, when I parted her legs. She was already wet — not just wet, slick, her body responding to the pheromones and the attention with an enthusiasm that her mind hadn’t caught up to yet.

“Nobody’s done this to me,” she whispered, propping herself on her elbows to look down at me. “Not like — I mean, a couple of times, but they always seemed like they were doing me a favor—”

“This isn’t a favor.”

I ran my tongue along her inner thigh, tasting the soft skin where her tan stopped and pale began. She shivered. Her thighs were warm, full, pressing against my ears as I worked my way higher.

When my tongue found her clit, she nearly launched off the bed.

“OH—” Her hips bucked. Her hands flew to the sheets, grabbing fistfuls of silk. “That’s — I didn’t know it could—”

I took my time. Savoring. She tasted like warm skin and vanilla lotion and the faintest salt of a woman who’d been nervous all morning. Her thighs were soft against my ears, warm and full, and when I breathed in, the scent was sunlight and soap and Daisy — wholly, unmistakably Daisy.

Her small-town experiences had been fumbling, rushed, in the back seats of trucks with boys who didn’t know what they had. Nobody had ever taken their time with her. Nobody had ever eaten her pussy like it was the main event rather than a brief detour on the way to their own orgasm.

I made it the main event.

Slow circles around her clit. Long licks from her entrance to her hood. My fingers teasing her opening while my mouth worked her most sensitive spot. She was responsive beyond anything I’d expected — her hips rocking involuntarily, her breath coming in gasps and whimpers, her thick thighs squeezing against my head.

She came on my tongue within three minutes.

Her soft body shook from head to toe — belly rippling, her magnificent DD-cups bouncing and swaying as she arched off the bed, her thick thighs clamping around my head with surprising strength. I felt her pussy clench against my tongue in rhythmic waves, her clit throbbing against my lips, a rush of slick heat coating my chin and running down to the sheets. She screamed — not performative, not practiced, a genuine cry of disbelief that cracked at the end.

“Oh my GOD. Oh my — is it always—”

“We’re just getting started.”



Missionary. Eye contact. This was important for Daisy — she needed to see that I was looking at her, not past her, not at an imagined version of someone else. She needed to see want in my eyes.

I positioned myself between her thighs. Her legs parted easily, wide hips giving me access, her pussy glistening with arousal and the remnants of her orgasm. I cupped her breasts with both hands — god, the weight of them. Heavy, soft, natural, each one filling my palm and overflowing. Her nipples responded instantly, hardening against my thumbs, the large pink peaks darkening as blood rushed to them.

“These tits, Daisy.” I squeezed gently, watching her face. “Perfect.”

“They’re too big—”

“Perfect.” I thumbed both nipples. She gasped. “The boys in Vermont were idiots.”

“They said I should lose weight—”

“They were wrong about everything.” I leaned down and took one nipple in my mouth. Her back arched like a bowstring, a moan tearing from her throat. “Every inch of you is exactly right.”

I sucked her nipple while my cock pressed against her entrance. She was slippery-wet, her arousal coating me before I’d even entered, her body screaming yes even as her mind was still catching up. I pushed inside her in one slow, steady stroke.

Her eyes rolled back. Her mouth dropped open and a sound came out that was pure, unfiltered wonder.

“You’re so—” She gasped, her inner walls stretching around my cock, gripping me in wet, pulsing heat. Her hands came up to grip my shoulders — fingers softer than Jolene’s but strong from years of dairy work, digging into my muscles. “You fill me up completely — I can feel every inch — oh GOD—”

“That’s because you’re perfect.” I moved slowly, pulling nearly out and watching her face contort as I pushed back in — the way her lips parted, the way her brow furrowed with pleasure so intense it looked like pain. Her mouth fell open. Her eyes glazed. The pink flush spread from her cheeks down her neck, across her chest, coloring every freckle on her shoulders. “Every inch of you.”

“I’m not—”

“These tits.” I squeezed the breast I wasn’t suckling, feeling the heavy weight yield under my fingers, her nipple hardening against my palm. Thrust deep. “Perfect.” Her walls clenched around me, wet heat gripping my shaft. “This belly.” My hand slid down over the soft curve of her stomach, feeling it press against mine with each stroke. Another thrust. “Perfect.” Her hips lifted to meet me, her body finding a rhythm before her mind could. “This pussy.” I ground deep inside her, the head of my cock pressing against her cervix, and held there while she squirmed. “Fucking perfect.”

She came again. Sobbing this time. Not from sadness — from the shock of being told she was wanted, she was enough, she was exactly what someone needed. Her pussy clamped down in powerful, rhythmic waves, milking my cock while her DD-cups bounced with each convulsion, the heavy breasts swaying and jiggling against my chest. Tears streamed down her freckled cheeks while she moaned through the strongest orgasm of her life, her thick thighs locking around my hips to hold me buried inside her.

During the orgasm, something unexpected happened.

Her left nipple beaded with a clear droplet. Not milk — not yet. But the body’s rehearsal for it. A thin stream of fluid that ran down the heavy curve of her breast like a preview of what pregnancy would bring.

The sympathetic letdown again — the same response Sage had identified during intake, but stronger now. Triggered not by a clinical exam but by the full hormonal cascade of orgasm. Her body had been preparing for this for years.

“Oh—” She stared down at the droplet. Her eyes went wide with something between terror and awe. “Is that—”

“Your body knows what it’s for.”

She touched the fluid with her fingertip. Stared at it. Then looked at me with an expression that cracked me open.

“I know what this looks like in animals — the fluid, the letdown.” Her voice was hushed, awed. “But feeling it in my own body—”

“You’re going to be.” I traced the trail of fluid down her breast with my thumb. “When you’re pregnant, these are going to fill with milk. For our baby. For me.”

“For our—” The word hit her like a physical force. Her pussy clenched around my cock, hard. “Say that again.”

“Our baby.”

“Oh God—” She pulled me down, crushing her breasts against my chest, the fluid warm between our bodies. “Again.”

“Our baby, Daisy. Growing inside you. Fed by these perfect tits.”

“MORE—”

I rolled us. Spooning position — my chest against her back, one arm under her for support, the other free to roam. My hand cupped one heavy breast while I moved inside her from behind, slow, deep strokes that let her feel every inch.

The nipple was still seeping. Clear fluid coated my fingers, warm and slippery, and I worked it across her areola while my hips set a rhythm that her body matched instinctively. She moved with me — not practiced, not performative, just natural. Her wide hips rocking back to meet my thrusts, her soft ass pressed against my pelvis, her body doing what bodies were built to do.

“I’ve milked a thousand cows,” she whispered, eyes half-closed, her voice dreamy and wrecked at the same time. “Never thought I’d be the one—”

“You’re going to produce for me.” I nipped her ear. Felt her shiver. “These breasts are going to fill. Heavy. Aching. And I’m going to relieve you the way I relieve the others.”

“The others — Harper, she sprayed milk while—”

“While I fucked her. Yes. And you’ll do the same.” I squeezed her breast, milking the nipple gently, drawing more of the fluid out. “When you’re heavy with my baby, these DD tits swollen even bigger, leaking through everything you wear—”

“Fill me up.” Her voice dropped, the sweet dairy farmer turning earthy and raw. “Put a baby in this dairy girl. Breed me. I’ve been waiting my whole life for someone who wanted ALL of me and I’m DONE waiting—”

I drove deep. She pushed back against me, her strong hips meeting my thrust with force. The wet sound of our bodies together filled the room, mixed with her moans and my groans and the slick sound of her arousal.

“Fill me — cowboy — put a baby in me—”

“I’m going to breed you, Daisy.”

“YES — oh God YES—”

She pushed back against me, her wide hips rolling, her generous ass pressing against my pelvis as she took me deeper with each stroke. The motion was natural, instinctive — the rhythm of a body that understood cycles and seasons and the patience of growing things.

“Harder,” she whispered. “I want to feel you tomorrow.”

I gave her harder. My hand on her breast tightened, fingers sinking into the heavy softness, milk running between my knuckles. My other hand gripped her hip, pulling her back against each thrust. The wet sounds of our bodies together mixed with her moans — breathy, genuine, country-girl sounds that had never been performed for anyone.

“You’re so deep — I can feel you in my — oh GOD—”

Her third orgasm built slowly. I felt it happening — the gradual clenching of her walls, the way her breathing shifted from moaning to gasping, the trembling in her thick thighs. I reached around and found her clit, stroking in time with my thrusts, and she detonated.

“CALEB—” She screamed my name, not a title, not ‘the specialist,’ my actual name, and her whole body seized around me — pussy clamping, back arching, her soft belly pressing against my supporting arm. The orgasm was different from the others — deeper, longer, rolling through her in waves that I could feel from inside.

During the peak, her nipple let go completely. Not a bead this time — a thin stream that jetted from her breast, clear and warm, coating my fingers and running down the curve of her skin. Sympathetic letdown triggered by the massive hormonal cascade of her climax. Her body was rehearsing. Preparing. Getting ready for what the serum and my seed would create.

“Oh—” She stared at the stream of fluid. Her eyes went wide. Then soft. Then something like awe crossed her freckled face. “I’m really going to—”

“Yeah.” I kissed the side of her neck. “You really are.”

I came deep inside her. The release hit like a breaking wave — my cock swelling and then pulsing hard, each spurt thick and hot, flooding her womb in a rush I felt from my spine to my toes. She moaned at the first jet — a throaty, satisfied sound — and pressed back against me, her generous ass grinding into my pelvis, her body refusing to let me withdraw even an inch. Her pussy gripped me in slow, rolling contractions, each clench drawing another pulse of cum deeper inside her, the dairy farmer’s body taking everything I gave with the same patient, thorough grip she brought to every living thing she tended.

Her breast leaked steadily against my palm. Her pussy milked my softening cock in gentle waves. Her body was producing and receiving at the same time — the biological circle she’d been walking since her first day in the milking barn now closing with my seed warm inside her and her fluid warm on my skin.

I stayed inside her for a long time after. Neither of us wanted to break the connection. My cum was thick between us, some of it seeping from where we were still joined, warm and slippery against her inner thighs, but she made no move to separate. Her body was warm — warm in a way that the other women weren’t, not better or worse, just different. Sunlight-warm. Kitchen-in-winter-warm. The warmth of a woman who made things grow and fed things and took care of things, now being taken care of for the first time.

She held my hand against her belly. Pressed it there, over the soft skin and the golden trail of hair, over the place where my seed was already doing what the serum guaranteed.

“We’re going to make the most beautiful baby,” she whispered. “With your genes and my hips. That kid won’t stand a chance.”

I kissed her shoulder. Stayed inside her. She was warm around me — warm everywhere, her whole body radiating the kind of heat that turned houses into homes and barns into sanctuaries.

My cum was between us now, warm and thick, some of it leaking from where we were still connected and running down her thigh. She didn’t flinch, didn’t reach for tissues. A dairy farmer who’d spent her life around biological processes wasn’t squeamish about fluids.

“Stay,” she said. “Just a little longer.”

“I’ll be right here.”



Afterward, she giggled. Actually giggled.

Not a nervous sound — pure delight. She was lying on her back, golden hair spread across the pillow like hay in sunshine, her magnificent body bare and unselfconscious for maybe the first time in her adult life. My cum was warm between her thighs and she made no move to clean it up.

“Is it always like that?”

“Every time.”

“Jolene was right.” She clapped her hand over her mouth, blue eyes going wide. “You’re better than a prize bull.”

Then: “I can NOT believe I just said that.”

I laughed. She laughed. The sound filled the room like sunlight filling a barn — warm, golden, genuine.

“Daisy.”

“Yeah?”

“You’re beautiful.”

She went quiet. The giggles faded. Her eyes searched mine for the lie she’d been trained to expect.

“Nobody’s ever said that without wanting something,” she said slowly.

“I want you to believe it.”

“That’s…” She blinked. “That’s the nicest want anyone’s ever had for me.”

She pulled me down and kissed me — soft, warm, unhurried. The kiss of a woman who was finally learning that wanting things for herself wasn’t selfish. It was survival.



Sage had been in the observation room. I knew because the monitoring station was logged in when I passed it on my way out — her biosensor data still displayed on the screen, the readings spiked into territory that told their own story. Heart rate elevated. Cortisol bottomed out. Oxytocin through the roof.

She wasn’t at the station anymore. The bathroom door down the hall was locked.

It stayed locked for twenty minutes.

When the door opened, she nearly walked into me. Her French braid was half-undone, strands of dark hair clinging to her flushed neck. Her khakis were wrinkled. Her eyes were too bright and slightly unfocused.

She straightened when she saw me. Drew herself up to full height — the posture of a woman who’d spent her career staring down twelve-hundred-pound animals.

“I reviewed the session data.” Her voice was clinical. Forcibly clinical. “Purely professional observation.”

Her tone said control. Her flushed face said she was losing the war.

“Sage—”

“I am not Vivian. I am not Yuki. I am not going to be the next one who breaks.” She held my gaze for a beat that lasted too long. Then she turned and walked away, her stride steady, her hands trembling at her sides.

When she appeared at the dinner table that evening, the braid was still slightly disheveled, her warm complexion was still flushed, and she wouldn’t meet anyone’s eyes.

Especially mine.

Aiste noticed. Aiste always noticed. She caught my gaze across the table and raised one pale eyebrow.

Two days, she mouthed.

Across the table, Vivian sipped her sparkling water and said nothing. But her dark eyes tracked Sage across the room.


Chapter 6: The Skeptic and the Stallion

Sage cornered me in the consultation room at eight in the morning. She had a presentation.

“Sit down.” She pulled up slides on the wall screen before I’d even crossed the threshold. “I need you to understand what you are.”

“What I am?”

“Biologically.” She clicked through comparative data — stallion pheromone profiles next to mine, the curves nearly identical, peak-for-peak, valley-for-valley. “These compounds — androstadienone, androstenol, and three synthetic markers the serum created — are structurally homologous to the pheromones that trigger standing heat in mares.”

“Standing heat?”

“Receptivity.” She kept her eyes on the screen. Not on me. “The point where a female animal will actively seek out the dominant male and present for breeding.” A beat. “You produce these compounds at concentrations that dwarf anything in the animal kingdom. And they work across every woman who enters this building.”

“Is that why—”

“Why they bond to you? Why they can’t stay away? Why brilliant, accomplished women walked away from their lives to carry your children?” She clicked to the next slide — a brain scan comparison, dopamine pathways lit up like circuitry. “Yes. You are, in every measurable sense, an alpha stallion. For humans.”

The room was quiet except for the hum of the projector.

“Is that a compliment?”

“It’s a scientific observation.” She closed the laptop with a sharp snap. Turned to face me. Her dark eyes were bright, her cheeks flushed — the telltale signs of a woman who’d been studying something that was studying her back. “And it means the bonding isn’t psychological. It’s biochemical. Real. Permanent.”

She paused. Her jaw worked.

“Which means what I’m feeling right now is also real. And permanent. And I can’t make it stop.”

“Sage—”

“I came here to observe. Not to become another data point.” She stood abruptly, chair scraping against the floor. “I need more data. I’m going to monitor a session today. With instruments. Properly.”

“Properly?”

“With biosensors on myself as a control subject. Measuring my own cortisol, oxytocin, and arousal markers in real time while I observe.” She gathered her tablet. Her hands were steady, but her voice was too controlled — the precision of someone gripping their composure with both fists. “If I can document the progression objectively, I can—”

“Control it?”

She stopped at the door. Didn’t turn around.

“I’ve been controlling animals ten times my size since I was sixteen. I can control my own biochemistry.”

She left. Her footsteps echoed down the hall — measured, steady, the walk of a woman who moved around large spooked animals for a living.

I’d been around enough breaking scientists to know what came next.



Margot’s checkup was scheduled for ten. The Duchess had been in Boston for three days, ostensibly for prenatal monitoring, actually because twenty-eight weeks of pregnancy hormones and two months without Caleb had made her desperate enough to fly from Vienna.

Sage set up in the observation room. Biosensors clipped to her own wrist, chest, and temple. Her tablet displayed her vitals in real time — a window into her own body’s betrayal that she was determined to document with clinical precision.

Through the one-way glass, the overnight suite was prepared.

Margot entered like she was arriving at an opera — platinum hair tumbling free from its updo, her Dior maternity blouse already unbuttoned to reveal the swelling that twenty-eight weeks of pregnancy had carved from her aristocratic frame. Her belly was round and proud, her breasts heavy with established lactation, the blue veins visible beneath her pale cream skin.

She commanded the room by existing.

“Two months.” She breathed the words as I entered, her sharp blue eyes melting to warm pools. “Two months of dreams about you. Two months of waking up wet and empty and alone in my Vienna penthouse.”

“How’s the pregnancy?”

“Beautiful. Terrible.” She moved to the bed, sat on its edge with regal grace, and pulled me to stand between her parted knees. Her hands went to my waistband with aristocratic directness. “My breasts are so sensitive now — when I shower, when anything brushes them, I think of you. And I get so wet—”

She freed my cock with practiced efficiency. Wrapped her slender fingers around my shaft and inhaled sharply — her grip tightening as she felt the full size, her thumb stroking up the underside from base to tip where a bead of pre-cum was already forming.

“I forgot how — Mein Gott.” She smeared the pre-cum with her thumb, spreading it across the swollen head. “Two months. I’ve been a patient woman. I refuse to be patient any longer.”

Her designer pants were already off. The silk underwear followed — La Perla, naturally, and soaked through with arousal that darkened the ivory fabric. The Habsburgs didn’t economize on anything, including the last garment between a Duchess and what she wanted.

“The baby’s healthy?” I asked, my palm resting on her bump. I could feel movement beneath the skin — the child shifting, turning, alive and growing.

“Perfect.” Her voice softened for a moment. “The Vienna doctors are baffled by my miracle conception.” Her laugh was throaty, aristocratic. “If they only knew.”

I kissed down her body. Her throat first, then her collarbone, the swell of her swollen breasts. When my mouth found her nipple, a bead of white emerged — not the clear colostrum of early pregnancy but genuine milk now, thin and sweet, the product of twenty-eight weeks of serum-enhanced lactation.

“Oh GOTT—” Margot gasped, her hand fisting in my hair. “They’ve never — no one has—”

I suckled gently, drawing out more. The taste was warm, sweet, slightly different from the others — richer, somehow, as if aristocratic breeding extended even to milk production. Margot shuddered, her hand on her belly pressing against the life inside while pleasure and relief flooded through her.

“I need you,” she whispered. “Please. I’ve been so empty—”

Pregnant sex with Margot at twenty-eight weeks required accommodation. I positioned her on her side, one leg lifted over my hip, belly supported by pillows. The angle was perfect — deep access, her belly safely between us, her breast accessible to my mouth.

When I entered her from behind, Margot made a sound that was pure aristocratic surrender — a long, shuddering moan that started low and climbed, centuries of Habsburg composure crumbling on a single stroke.

“YES — finally — oh Gott, FINALLY—”

She was tighter than I remembered — pregnancy had increased the blood flow to her pussy, swelling every surface, making the hot grip of her walls almost unbearably intense around my cock. And wetter. God, so much wetter. Two months of hormonal overdrive, bonded to me across an ocean, had left her slick and desperate. I sank into her to the hilt and felt her pussy clench around me like it was trying to swallow me whole.

I moved deep. My hand cupped her bump, feeling the baby shift beneath my palm with each thrust — the child inside her responding to the rhythm of its father’s body. My other hand found her breast, thumb teasing the leaking nipple, warm milk beading instantly and trickling between my fingers in thin white streams.

“Harder.” Even now, the imperial tone. “I’m not fragile — HARDER—”

I gave her what she wanted. Deep, full strokes that buried me to the root, my cock dragging against her swollen walls, each withdrawal coated in her slick arousal. Her massive belly swayed gently with the rhythm. Milk flowed freely now, each thrust squeezing a fresh trickle from her heavy breasts, white droplets running down her rounded belly and soaking into the silk sheets beneath them.

“I’m going to — already — I can’t—”

“Come for me, Duchess.”

She did. Screaming — not in English, not in French, but in guttural German that echoed off the walls. Her pregnant body convulsed, belly tightening in a contraction that made her gasp between the moans, her walls clamping around my cock in fierce, rhythmic pulses that tried to milk me over the edge with her. Milk sprayed from her unattended nipple — a thin white arc that painted the pillow, then the sheets, her body giving from every opening at once.

I didn’t stop. Drove into her through the first orgasm and into the second, my fingers finding her swollen clit while my mouth latched onto her breast. The milk flooded my tongue, warm and sweet, and the combination — suckling from her while my cock pounded into her pregnant pussy — did something primal to us both. Every woman in this harem came undone on this loop. The breeding circuit. Cock and mouth and milk and cum.

“BITTE — more — please — I’ll beg — I’m BEGGING—”

Her third orgasm hit while I was still inside her, my fingers circling her clit, her milk streaming against my cheek. She clenched so hard I almost came with her — her pussy a vise, her whole body shaking, the moans dissolving into breathless, incoherent sounds. I held back, kept moving, kept drawing pleasure from her body until she was limp and shaking and babbling in three languages.

“Fill me,” she gasped when my rhythm finally broke. Her voice was raw, wrecked. “I know I’m already pregnant but I want to feel it — I want your cum inside me — BITTE—”

I buried deep and let go. The groan tore out of me, raw and guttural, my cock swelling and then erupting inside the Duchess’s pregnant pussy. Thick, heavy spurts that I felt pulse through my entire shaft, flooding her already-full womb while she moaned and pressed back against me, her body greedily taking every drop. Her walls milked me in slow, rhythmic contractions, each squeeze drawing another surge deeper. My hand on her belly felt the baby kick — startled, maybe, by the sudden flood of warmth — and Margot laughed through her tears, milk still leaking from both breasts, my cum warm inside her.

“Even your child knows when papa arrives.”



Behind the observation glass, Sage Calloway’s biosensors were screaming.

Her oxytocin readings had spiked to levels she’d normally associate with a woman in active labor. Her cortisol was bottomed out. Her arousal markers — vaginal blood flow, skin conductance, pupil dilation — showed full physiological engagement. Her body was responding as if she were being bred, not watching through glass.

She gripped the chair arms. Her thighs were pressed together hard enough to leave marks on her khakis. Her breathing was shallow and fast.

She did not touch herself.

But the effort of not touching herself was written in every white-knuckled finger and clenched jaw muscle.

On her tablet, she watched her own data spike and crash and spike again, the graphs drawing a picture of a woman losing a battle she’d never admit she was fighting.

She made one note: COMPLETE PHYSIOLOGICAL AROUSAL RESPONSE DURING SECONDARY OBSERVATION. PHEROMONE EXPOSURE EXCEEDS THRESHOLD FOR INVOLUNTARY BONDING.

Then she closed the tablet. Stood on shaking legs. Left the observation room.

Her biosensor data would show that her heart rate didn’t return to baseline for forty-seven minutes.



Ruby’s first session was scheduled for three o’clock.

She entered the suite like she was about to fight something. Shoulders squared, jaw set, green eyes blazing with the particular fury of a woman who’d decided this was an enemy she’d defeat by getting through it as fast as possible.

“Let’s get this over with.” She stripped efficiently — tank top off, cutoffs kicked aside, no ceremony, no hesitation. She stood in a sports bra and cotton underwear. Functional. Hostile. Her body was lean and hard, every muscle defined by years of ranch work — nothing soft, nothing yielding. The nose ring glinted. The botanical wild lupine inked on her shoulder blade shifted as she crossed her arms.

“Lie down,” I said.

“I’ll stand.”

“Lie down, Ruby.”

“I don’t take orders from—”

I caught her wrists. Not rough — firm. Holding her still, the way you’d steady a frightened animal without scaring it worse. My eyes locked on hers.

“Stop fighting.”

“I’m NOT—”

“You’ve been fighting since you walked into this clinic. Fighting the procedure, fighting your sisters, fighting me.” I didn’t release her wrists. Didn’t tighten either. Just held. “What are you so afraid of?”

“I’m not AFRAID—”

“Then let go.”

Something broke behind those fierce green eyes. Not slowly — not a gradual crumbling, the way Jolene’s walls came down. Ruby’s defenses shattered all at once, like a window hit by a thrown stone.

She lunged at me. Not to escape. To kiss me.

Hard. Teeth and fury and all the rage a twenty-two-year-old could carry after shouldering a dying farm since she was nineteen. Her copper curls whipped against my face. Her hands fisted in my scrubs. She kissed me like she was trying to destroy something — maybe me, maybe herself, maybe the anger that was the only thing keeping her standing.

“I HATE this,” she said against my mouth. Her voice cracked. “I hate needing help. I hate needing YOU. I hate that my body is—”

“What?”

“Responding.” She kissed me again, harder. “I can FEEL it. The pheromones or whatever. I’ve been wet since I shook your hand on day one and I HATE IT.”

“No you don’t.”

“Shut UP.”

She shoved me toward the bed. Ranch-built strength — I stumbled, caught myself, and she was on me before I could regroup. Straddling my hips, grinding down, her sports bra still on, her cotton underwear damp where it pressed against my cock through my scrubs.

The sex was rough from the start.

She battled every sensation. When I pulled her sports bra off, she bit my shoulder — hard enough to leave a mark, the sharp sting mixing with the sensation of her body on mine. Her B-cups were small and firm, freckled across the tops, the copper tone of her skin fading to cream where the sun hadn’t touched. The nose ring caught light as she tossed her head. And there — a small silver ring through her left nipple, glinting in the low light.

I tongued the piercing.

She yelped and nearly kneed me in the ribs.

“That’s — FUCK — that’s SENSITIVE—”

“I know.” I did it again. Flicked the metal with the tip of my tongue, felt it move through the tender flesh, felt her whole body jolt with a sensation that was half-pleasure, half-electric-shock.

“Don’t—” She arched into my mouth, contradicting herself. “More — but don’t — FUCK—”

I worked the piercing while my hand found her other breast. Smaller than her sisters’, firmer, the nipple peaked and pink and responsive to the lightest touch. She writhed above me, trying to control the encounter, trying to maintain the anger that was her armor.

She scratched my back. Hard. I’d have marks tomorrow. She bit my ear. Pulled my hair. Used every tool in a wild animal’s defensive repertoire while her body screamed yes in every language her mouth wouldn’t speak.

Her underwear came off during a wrestling match that neither of us technically won. She was strong — farm-strong, ranch-strong, the lean muscle of someone who’d been doing hard physical work since she could walk. But I was bigger, and when I finally pinned her beneath me, she stopped fighting.

Not because she was conquered. Because she was ready.

“Put it in.” Her voice was raw. No seduction, no sweetness. Pure demand. “If we’re doing this, we’re DOING it.”

I entered her in one stroke. Buried to the hilt in a single thrust that drove the breath out of both of us.

She was tight. Incredibly tight — twenty-two, athletic, her pussy clenching around my cock like she could hold herself together by holding onto me. Hot and slick and gripping so hard that pulling out was going to take effort. Her green eyes went wide. Her freckled chest flushed pink down to her small, firm breasts.

“Oh—” All the fight went out of her face for one second. Just one. Replaced by shock and pleasure so intense she forgot to be angry. Her mouth fell open. Her pupils blew wide. “Oh God you’re — you’re so deep—”

Then the armor slammed back down.

“DON’T be gentle.” She wrapped her muscular legs around me, her strong calves locking at the small of my back, pulling me deeper. “I’m not one of your delicate socialites. FUCK me.”

I fucked her.

Hard. Fast. The headboard slammed against the wall with each thrust, plaster dust shaking loose. She matched my pace — her hips snapping up to meet mine, her strong thighs locked around my waist, her nails raking bloody lines down my back. The wet slap of our bodies echoed through the suite, her arousal soaking both of us despite every word out of her mouth suggesting she didn’t want this. This wasn’t lovemaking and it wasn’t clinical — it was war, the two of us crashing against each other with the force of everything she was angry about.

“I don’t — need — a MAN—” she panted between thrusts, green eyes fierce, wild red curls bouncing around her face. Freckles scattered across her flushed chest. Tan lines from her cutoffs creating a stark border between sun-reddened thighs and pale hips. “I need — a BABY—”

“Then take what you need.”

“GIVE it to me—”

Rough cowgirl. She shoved me flat and mounted me, riding like she was breaking a horse — fast, competitive, her hips working in hard circles, her athletic body taking everything I had. She ground down, took me deep, then lifted and slammed back, her tight round ass smacking against my thighs. Her curls bounced wild. Her B-cups shifted with each movement — small and firm, the piercing catching light, freckles like scattered stars across pale skin.

She was trying to outlast me. Trying to prove she could take it, handle it, beat it into submission.

I let her ride for two minutes. Let her work herself toward a release she was too angry to accept. Then I flipped her.

Pinned her wrists above her head. Both hands caught in one of mine, her lean body stretched beneath me, her nose ring catching light as her head thrashed, freckles scattered like constellations across her flushed chest. My free hand gripped her hip, angling her, and I drove into her deep.

Her eyes went wide.

“Let GO, Ruby.”

“I CAN’T—”

“You can.”

I fucked her pinned and open, my pace relentless, my cock hitting the spot that made her whole body jolt with each stroke. Her muscular legs wrapped around me again — not fighting now, just holding, her strength used for connection instead of combat. Her freckled skin was slick with sweat. Her hair was a copper disaster across the pillow. Her nose ring caught light as her head thrashed back and forth.

“I’m going to — I don’t want to — FUCK—”

“Come, Ruby.”

“I CAN’T—”

“You can. Let go. I’ve got you.”

The orgasm hit her like a wire snapping under tension.

Her whole body convulsed — every muscle going rigid, then liquid, her athletic frame shuddering beneath me in waves she couldn’t control. Her fierce expression dissolved into something raw and young and desperately vulnerable. The anger burned out of her like a fire starved of oxygen and what was left was just a twenty-two-year-old girl who’d been shouldering everything alone for too long.

She cried. Not delicate tears — ugly, hiccupping sobs that wracked her body while her pussy clenched rhythmically around my cock. She buried her face in my neck and held on and cried like the world was ending.

I came inside her while she wept. Buried to the hilt, my cock throbbing as thick ropes of cum pulsed into her — one, two, three heavy surges that filled the youngest Beckett’s tight pussy while she clung to me with every ounce of farm-built strength she had. Her walls gripped me through each wave, squeezing in time with her sobs, instinctive and desperate and perfect — milking every drop from me while her body shook and her tears soaked my neck.

“Don’t tell my sisters I cried.” Her voice was wrecked, muffled against my neck. Still holding on.

“It stays here.”

“I hate that I liked this.”

“No you don’t.”

Silence. Her breathing slowly steadied. Her grip didn’t loosen.

“No,” she whispered. “I don’t.”

I held her. Let her cry. Let her body do what it needed to do — the serum was already working, my seed meeting her body’s perfect young fertility, the biological machine running exactly as designed.

She pulled back eventually. Her face was blotched and swollen, mascara she never wore absent, nothing to smear. Just raw Ruby. Freckles and green eyes and a nose ring and the ghosts of anger slowly fading.

“If you tell anyone—”

“I told you. It stays here.”

She wiped her nose with the back of her hand. Looked at me with something she’d been refusing to show since she arrived.

Trust.

“Can I—” She stopped. Swallowed. “Can we do that again? Sometime?”

“Whenever you want.”

“Don’t make it weird.” She pulled the sheet over her chest. “It’s still transactional.”

“If that’s what you need it to be.”

The same words I’d used during her intake. She remembered — I could see it in the way her green eyes flickered, the briefest crack in her rebuilt defenses.

She held my gaze. The anger wasn’t gone — it never would be entirely. That rage was part of who she was, the fire that kept her fighting for her family’s land. But now there was something else underneath it. Something quieter. Softer.

“It’s maybe… slightly more than transactional.”

I smiled. She punched my shoulder. Hard.

“Don’t look smug.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”



That night, someone knocked on my door.

Late. Past midnight. The clinic was quiet — newborns fed and sleeping, pregnant women in various states of rest, the farm girls in their shared suite, Margot in her guest quarters dreaming imperial dreams.

I opened the door.

Sage Calloway stood in the hallway. She was in a robe. Her hair was down — dark silk cascading over her shoulders, freed from its eternal French braid for the first time since she’d arrived. No tablet. No clipboard. No biosensors.

Just a woman. Trembling.

“I need to discuss your results.”

Her voice was steady. Her hands were not.

“For science.”


Chapter 7: Veterinary Verification

Sage stood in my doorway with her robe pooled at her feet and her hands shaking like a woman trying to hold water.

“I know what I’m doing,” she said again. More quietly this time.

“Come in.”

She stepped over the robe. Didn’t pick it up. Left it lying in the hall like a skin she’d shed.

My quarters were simple — clinic-issue, nothing fancy. A bed that had held more women than I could count, a nightstand with a baby monitor, my son’s burp cloth draped over the desk chair. The trappings of a man whose life had become equal parts father and breeder.

Sage took it all in. Her dark eyes tracked around the room the way they tracked around a barn — cataloguing, assessing, reading the story in the details.

“Baby monitor,” she noted. “You can hear them from here.”

“Always.”

She nodded. Professional. Clinical. Still naked except for a thin silver chain with a horseshoe pendant that rested between her firm breasts.

“I need you to understand my position.” She crossed her arms — not from modesty, from habit. The defensive posture of a woman who negotiated with fifteen-hundred-pound animals for a living. “I did not plan to do this. I have a practice. Patients who depend on me. A community that needs me. I came to Boston for the Becketts and for the data.”

“I know.”

“I’ve been monitoring my own biochemical response for five days. Tracking cortisol, oxytocin, vasopressin, prolactin. I have charts. I have data. I can show you the exact moment when my frontal cortex lost the argument with my limbic system.”

“When was that?”

“Watching Margot.” She uncrossed her arms. Recrossed them. “When you nursed from her and she came and I—” Her throat worked — a visible swallow, the effort of keeping her voice clinical. “My biosensor data shows that my arousal markers reached the same levels as a woman in pre-orgasmic plateau. From watching. Through glass.”

“That’s—”

“Humiliating? Yes. For a woman with a doctorate and fifteen years of clinical experience to be reduced to a — a MARE in standing heat by a man she’s known for five days? Yes. It’s humiliating.”

She uncrossed her arms again. Let them hang at her sides. Her body was athletic, pragmatic — runner’s legs that could keep pace with horses, firm C-cups that sat high on her chest, olive skin smooth and warm-toned in the low light. No tan lines — she worked outdoors in long sleeves, practical to the bone.

“I’ve done ten thousand artificial inseminations,” she said. “I have put my arm inside a cow up to the shoulder to deliver a stuck calf. I have been kicked, bitten, and charged by animals that outweigh me by a factor of eight.” She met my eyes. “I am not easily intimidated.”

“I can tell.”

“And yet.” Her voice dropped. “My hands will not stop shaking. My underwear has been wet for three days. I can’t sleep because every time I close my eyes, I imagine what it would feel like to be one of them.” She swallowed. “To be yours.”

“Sage.”

“Don’t say my name like that.” Her eyes were too bright. “Don’t be gentle with me. If you’re gentle, I’ll lose whatever composure I have left and I will NOT be the fourth scientist who cries in this clinic.”

“What do you want?”

She closed the distance between us in two strides. Her hands — strong, capable, calloused from leather reins and surgical instruments — grabbed the front of my shirt.

“I want you to do to me what I’ve been watching you do to them. I want to understand what happens when the pheromone response reaches full cascade.” Her voice was shaking now. “And I want to stop pretending that I came to this room for data.”

She kissed me.

It was precise at first. Controlled. Her mouth moved against mine with clinical deliberation, the same methodical approach she’d use for any procedure. She tasted like toothpaste and desperation.

Then my hands found her waist and something snapped.

Her fingers fisted in my hair. The clinical precision vanished. Five days of containment blew apart in a single kiss — raw, frantic, all that pent-up energy pouring into my mouth like a pressure valve had finally given.

“Fuck,” she breathed against my mouth. “The dopamine spike is — I can feel it — the reward pathway is—”

“Stop narrating.”

“I CAN’T.” She pulled back just enough to glare at me, those brown eyes wild. “My brain doesn’t have an off switch. I’m going to comment on the neuroscience and the biochemistry and the receptor activity for the entire—”

I picked her up. She was lighter than I expected — lean muscle and efficient bones, all functional, nothing decorative. Her legs wrapped around my waist on instinct, strong and sure.

“The cardiovascular response from being elevated is — oh God—”

I laid her on the bed and dropped between her thighs before she could formulate another data point.

Her pussy was drenched. Not damp, not slightly aroused — absolutely soaked, her inner thighs glistening, her folds swollen and flushed dark. Five days of escalating pheromone exposure, of watching sessions through glass, of refusing to touch herself — all of it had pooled between her legs in a slick, needy mess that her khakis had barely been containing. She smelled warm and clean and nothing like a lab — like a woman who spent her days in the open air, earthy and real, her arousal sharp and honest beneath the scent of olive oil soap.

When my tongue found her clit, the narration died.

“Oh—”

That was all. One syllable. The entire vocabulary of a woman with a Cornell doctorate reduced to a single vowel as my tongue dragged through the wet heat of her pussy.

I licked slowly. Savoring. She tasted faintly of copper and warmth, an earthiness that the other women didn’t have — musky and slightly tart, the flavor of a woman who existed in her body as a working instrument rather than an ornament. I dragged my tongue from her dripping entrance to her swollen clit and felt her entire body jerk.

Her thighs pressed against my ears. Strong. Runner’s legs, built from years of jogging back roads before dawn and twelve-hour days of farm calls. They trembled against my stubbled cheeks.

“The vasocongestion response in the labia is—” She tried. She really tried. “The clitoral engorgement suggests — FUCK—”

I sucked her clit gently. Her hips bucked off the bed.

“The oxytocin spike would be approximately — oh God — approximately—”

I slid two fingers inside her. She was tight, clenching around me with involuntary force. Her hands gripped the sheets — tight, sure, the grip of someone who didn’t let things get away from her.

“OKAY BRAIN IS OFF NOW.”

She came hard. Her legs clamped around my head with the force of a woman who restrained animals for a living, and I had to brace myself against the mattress to keep position. Her body arched, her abs going tight, her taut breasts shifting on her chest as she convulsed. The orgasm wasn’t elegant — it was physical, muscular, her entire body engaging the way it would during intense exertion. She screamed through gritted teeth, the sound choked and desperate.

I didn’t stop. Licked her through the aftershocks, through the trembling, through the involuntary spasms that kept her thighs locked around me. She came again on my tongue — smaller but deeper, a rolling wave that left her panting and staring at the ceiling.

“That was — clinically speaking—” She gasped. “The most effective application of oral stimulation I have—”

“Sage.”

“Yes?”

“Stop talking.”

“Make me.”



I stripped my scrubs while she watched. Her gaze tracked down my body with the same assessing focus she used on livestock — not insulting, just thorough. She saw the V-lines at my hips, the cock that was already hard and straining toward her, the body that her pheromone analysis had told her was biologically irresistible. And she processed it the way she processed everything: data first, reaction second.

The reaction won.

“The literature on pheromone-enhanced genital engorgement doesn’t do justice to—” She stopped herself. “You’re very large.”

“Thank you?”

“It wasn’t a compliment. It was an observation.”

She sat up. Her capable hands found my cock — firm grip, no hesitation. She handled me the way she’d handle a clinical tool: efficiently, with purpose. Her thumb traced the underside, finding the ridge, the sensitive spot beneath the head.

“Erectile tissue responds to pressure at these specific points.” She stroked. I groaned. “The serum enhanced your sensitivity here — and here—”

“Jesus.”

“The pre-ejaculatory fluid suggests significant prostatic contribution, which is consistent with the fertility enhancement—”

“Sage. If you don’t stop narrating, I’m going to—”

“Going to what?”

I pushed her back on the bed. She went — not resisting, but not passive either. Her body coiled beneath me, athletic and ready, her legs spreading to accommodate my hips with the practical efficiency of a woman who didn’t see the point in being coy.

“Based on anatomical positioning,” she said as I lined up, her voice breathless but still functioning, “the optimal G-spot stimulation would be achieved at approximately a thirty-degree upward—”

I pushed inside her.

Her narration ended mid-word.

Her mouth opened. Her eyes went wide — genuinely shocked, all the clinical preparation in the world not having prepared her for the sensation of being filled by someone whose biology was literally designed to make this feel transcendent.

“Oh.” Her voice was small. Stripped of science. “Oh fuck. That’s not — the textbook didn’t—”

“The textbook?”

“No textbook covers — oh GOD—”

I moved slowly. Watching her face. The transformation was happening in real time: Dr. Sage Calloway, large-animal veterinarian, Cornell-educated scientist, the woman who’d told herself she would observe and never participate — coming apart beneath me.

Those analytical eyes softened. Her breathing went from controlled to ragged. Her hands found my shoulders and gripped — not with clinical precision but with desperate strength, all her data and charts and biosensor readings worth exactly nothing against what was happening to her body.

“Harder.” The word came from somewhere deeper than her PhD. “More. I don’t CARE about the data anymore.”

“There she is.”

“Don’t you DARE be smug about—”

I thrust deep. Her back arched, pressing her breasts against my chest. The horseshoe pendant slid between us, warm from her skin. She gasped — a real gasp, not a narrated one.

“Oh God — the depth of penetration is exceeding any — any previous—”

I kissed her. Shut her up with my mouth while my hips set a rhythm that her body matched before her brain could consent. She moved with me — not practiced, not directed, but instinctive. Her hips rocked, her legs wrapped around my waist, her body doing what a million years of evolution had programmed it to do.

She came again. Hard. Her walls clenching around my cock in rhythmic pulses, her hands digging into my shoulders with the grip strength of a horse handler. She moaned against my mouth — the first unscientific sound she’d made. Pure sensation, no analysis.

“More,” she gasped when it passed. “I need — position change. I should — for optimal cervical contact, the woman-superior position allows—”

I flipped us. She straddled me with athletic ease, settling down onto my cock with the practical directness that defined everything she did. The angle was different — deeper, more intimate. Her breasts were at my eye level, the silver chain swaying between them.

She started to move. Controlled at first, setting a rhythm, her runner’s legs driving her up and down with efficient power.

“The conception probability at this hormonal level is approximately—”

I gripped her hips. Pulled her down as I thrust up. The collision of our bodies sent a shockwave through her that I watched travel from her pussy to her face.

“Oh — forget the — I can’t—”

“Can’t what?”

“Can’t THINK when you do that.” She was grinding now, her composure in ruins. Her hair swung around her shoulders — dark silk freed from its braid, wild and disheveled, nothing like the controlled French braid she’d worn since arrival. “I was supposed to be a control subject. I was supposed to OBSERVE.”

“How’s observation going?”

“POORLY.” She slammed down on me, taking me to the hilt, her eyes rolling back. “Oh God — you feel like — there’s no clinical language for—”

“Try regular language.”

“You feel INCREDIBLE.” The words ripped out of her. “Your cock is — I can feel you in my — I’ve never — no one has ever—”

“That’s more like it.”

She rode me harder, faster, her athletic body working with mechanical efficiency that dissolved into something wilder with each stroke. Her hands braced on my chest, fingers digging in. Her C-cups bounced with firm, natural motion. Her warm skin flushed pink across her chest and neck.

“I’m going to — again — I can’t stop—”

“Don’t stop.”

“The refractory period shouldn’t allow — oh FUCK—”

She came. Her whole body seized, walls clamping, thighs squeezing, her back arching as she screamed. Not a clinical observation. Not a data point. The raw scream of a woman who’d spent nearly a week fighting her own biology and had just lost, completely, spectacularly, on top of the man who’d broken every scientist who’d tried to study him.

She collapsed forward, catching herself on her palms, breathing hard, her hair curtaining around both our faces.

“I want—” She swallowed. “Breed me.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m on contraceptives.” She laughed — breathless, undone. “Not that it matters. Yuki’s data shows the serum overrides conventional contraception. I’ve been ovulating since day two. My body is—”

“Ready.”

“Ready.” She kissed me. Slower now. The desperation fading into acceptance, surrender, quiet peace. “My body has been ready since you shook my hand. My brain just took longer.”

“Your brain is formidable.”

“My brain is currently offline.” She sat up. Lifted herself almost off my cock, then sank down slowly, taking every inch. “But what’s left of it wants to feel you come inside me. I want to know what it feels like. For science.”

“That I will never publish.”

I gripped her hips. She planted her hands on my chest. We moved together — slow, deep, building toward something that felt different from the sessions with the others. Not better or worse. Different. Because Sage had fought this every step of the way, had documented her own surrender in clinical detail, had watched her objectivity die on biosensor graphs — and she was still here. Still choosing this.

“Fill me,” she whispered. “I’ve spent every night since I arrived imagining what this would feel like and I am DONE imagining.”

I pulled her down as I thrust up and let go inside her. The first spurt was a thick, hot pulse that I felt to my bones — and so did she. Her eyes flew wide. A sound came from her that she’d never be able to chart, half gasp, half moan, as each surge of cum flooded her pussy in rhythmic waves. Her walls clenched around my cock with involuntary precision, tight contractions that milked each spurt deeper, her body taking what her brain had spent a week refusing.

“Oh—” She shuddered, her thighs trembling on either side of my hips. Her hands splayed flat on my chest, pressing down, keeping me buried to the hilt. “I can feel it. Every — the ejaculatory pulses are — God, you’re still coming—”

I was. The serum’s enhancement meant volume, and I pumped into her until she was full — until I felt the warm overflow seep out around my cock and run down between us.

“Sage.”

“Right. Shutting up.” She closed her eyes. A smile spread across her flushed face — genuine, surprised, her pussy still gripping me in soft aftershocks. The most important data point turned out to be the one she couldn’t measure. “That was… not in any textbook I’ve ever read.”

We lay tangled together afterward. Her body fit against mine differently than the others — lean where they were soft, functional where they were lush. But warm. Every woman was warm afterward, some essential heat that the bonding produced, skin against skin, the biochemistry she knew so well translated into something she couldn’t name.

“God.” She stared at the ceiling. “My patients are going to be so confused when their vet shows up pregnant.”

“You could stay in Boston.”

“I have horses that need me. Dogs. A dairy herd with chronic mastitis.” She turned her head. Her dark eyes were clear — the analytical edge returning, but gentled now. “But I could… visit.”

“The bonding makes visiting mandatory.”

“I know the science.” Her hand found mine. Her fingers were rougher than any lover’s I’d had — a working woman’s hands, a healer’s hands. “I know every pathway, every receptor, every molecular mechanism.” She squeezed. “Knowing doesn’t change what I feel.”

“What do you feel?”

She was quiet for a long time. Long enough that I thought she might have fallen asleep.

“I feel like a woman who spent her entire career on the outside of breeding — managing it, facilitating it, observing it.” She pressed her face against my shoulder. “And now I’m on the inside. And it’s terrifying. And I can’t go back.”

“No one’s asked you to.”

“The harem.” She said the word like she was tasting it. “Your pregnant doctor. Your ice-blonde nurse. Your French art dealer. Your Irish professor. Your Saudi princess and your Austrian duchess and your Japanese physician and your Texan trophy wife and her influencer stepdaughter.” She exhaled. “And now three farm girls and their vet.”

“When you put it like that—”

“It sounds insane.” She laughed. “Clinically, diagnostically, professionally insane.” A pause. “I’m in.”

I kissed her temple. She let me.

“Purely clinical,” she murmured.

“Purely clinical.”



Sage slept in my bed. The first uninterrupted sleep she’d had since arriving, her biosensors abandoned on her nightstand, her data left unreviewed. I watched her breathe for a while — steady, deep, the breathing of a woman who’d finally stopped fighting.

The baby monitor was quiet. My son, my daughter — both sleeping. The clinic was still.

I should have slept too.

Instead I lay awake thinking about the look on Jolene’s face when she checked her phone that afternoon. Something had shifted — a call from Charlie back in Vermont, a tone in her voice afterward that was tighter than usual. She hadn’t told me what it was about. Jolene didn’t share problems until she had solutions.

I filed it away. Closed my eyes.



At three in the morning, a scream split the quiet of the maternity wing.

Not a scream of fear — I knew those. Not a scream of pleasure — I knew those too.

This was the sound of biology taking over. The sound of a woman whose body had decided it was time.

I was out of bed before I was fully awake, Sage stirring behind me. The baby monitor showed my son sleeping peacefully, but the sound wasn’t from the nursery.

In the hallway, Aiste stood braced against the wall.

Her ice-blonde ponytail had come loose, platinum strands plastered to her sweating face. One hand gripped the crown molding above her head, knuckles white. The other clutched the massive swell of her thirty-six-week belly, fingers spread across the straining skin.

At her feet, a pool of amniotic fluid spread across the polished hardwood.

Even in labor, those pale assessing eyes tracked me with clinical precision.

“My water broke.” Her Baltic accent had gone thick — thicker than I’d ever heard it, the Lithuanian underneath surfacing as her body’s defenses collapsed. “I told the baby to wait until Tuesday.” She breathed through a contraction, her jaw locking, a vein pulsing at her temple. “It did not listen.”


Chapter 8: New Life

The clinic transformed in minutes.

Medical staff materialized from rooms I didn’t know were occupied at three in the morning. Vivian appeared in a silk robe with our son in his carrier, dark eyes sharp despite the hour, already issuing orders in the calm, precise tone that turned panic into procedure. Harper emerged from the nursery wing, her daughter against her chest, her auburn hair wild from interrupted sleep.

And Aiste — the woman who had scheduled every patient, maintained every protocol, kept the clinic running with ruthless Baltic efficiency — was being wheeled into the delivery suite on a gurney she’d insisted on walking to before her knees gave out.

“I can WALK,” she’d said through gritted teeth as the contraction seized her. “I have walked laboring mares to—”

“You are not a mare,” Vivian said firmly, guiding her onto the gurney. “And you are now my patient. Sit.”

Aiste sat. It was possibly the first order she’d obeyed without amendment since I’d known her.

I followed the gurney down the hall, past the nursery where my two children slept — my son, nearly three weeks old and growing fast, my daughter, just over a week old and already the image of her mother. Past the observation rooms where so many boundaries had shattered. Past the Genesis Wing where all of this had started with a serum, a specimen cup, and a nobody who’d signed up for a medical trial because his funding had been cut.

“Caleb.” Aiste’s hand shot out and caught my wrist as they wheeled her through the delivery suite doors. Her grip was iron. Her ice-blue eyes locked on mine with an intensity that cut through the haze of pain.

“Stay.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

“I know.” She breathed through another contraction, her jaw clenching, her pale skin flushing pink from her hairline to her chest. “I watched you say that to Harper. And to Vivian. And I documented the cortisol reduction in both women when you were present during—” She stopped. Squeezed my hand hard enough to grind bone.

When it passed: “I would like you to hold my hand now. Not for data collection purposes.”

I held her hand.



Aiste’s labor was characteristically efficient.

She timed her own contractions with the wall clock — refusing the digital timer the nurse offered because “analog is more reliable.” She critiqued the nursing staff’s IV technique with one eye closed and her jaw locked mid-contraction. She demanded that the ambient temperature be lowered two degrees because “the research shows that maternal thermoregulation affects fetal heart rate variability.”

And she held my hand through every wave of pain with a grip that would have impressed a blacksmith.

“Harder.” She said it during a particularly intense contraction, her blue eyes going wide and glassy. “No — not THAT hard. Did you forget how to—”

The contraction peaked. Her jaw locked. Every muscle in her athletic body went rigid beneath the hospital gown, her enormous belly a mountain of straining skin and serum-enhanced biology. Her pale eyes went so wide I could see the ring of blue around dilated pupils.

When it passed: “Okay. Harder is fine.”

Vivian monitored from the corner, our son sleeping in his sling, unbothered by the sounds of his harem-sister arriving. She’d delivered her own child in this same room two weeks ago — the clinic’s first birth, the moment when the theoretical had become undeniably real. Now she watched Aiste with the calm confidence of a woman who’d designed the entire system and trusted it to work.

“You’re at eight centimeters,” the attending OB reported. “Progressing quickly.”

“Obviously.” Aiste breathed through the contraction’s tail. “I’ve been doing prenatal exercises since fourteen weeks. My cervical effacement has been optimal since—”

Another contraction. She gripped my hand and screamed — a short, sharp sound, more frustration than pain, the sound of a woman who was accustomed to being in control of everything and discovering that birth wasn’t interested in her schedule.

“The baby is coming,” she said, as if reporting a weather forecast. “Now.”

“Now?”

“NOW.”



Between contractions, I caught glimpses through the window in the door. The hallway was filling up. Farm girls in hastily pulled-on clothes, the harem assembling behind them — I could make out Jolene’s flannel, Daisy’s golden hair pressed against the glass, Ruby’s baseball cap. Shapes and silhouettes beyond them. The whole building had woken up.

This was the harem. Not just a collection of women who shared a man — a family. Gathered in a hallway at three in the morning because one of them was bringing new life into the world and nobody wanted to miss it.



Aiste pushed for forty-seven minutes. She counted.

“Forty-three,” she panted between pushes. “The average for—”

“Stop counting,” Vivian ordered.

“I will NOT stop counting. Data is—” Push. Scream. Her hand nearly broke mine. “Data is how I—” Push. “Process—” Push. “INFORMATION—”

“One more,” the OB said. “Big push, Aiste.”

Aiste looked at me. Her platinum hair was plastered to her face. Her pale eyes were exhausted and fierce and filled with something I’d never seen in them before — not the clinical precision, not the professional coolness, not the knowing smirk she wore when she was three steps ahead of everyone.

Fear. And underneath the fear, something enormous trying to get out.

“I’m here,” I said.

“I know.” She gripped my hand. Set her jaw. And pushed with everything she had — the athletic strength of a competitive swimmer, the endurance of a nurse who worked twelve-hour shifts, the determination of a woman who’d spent a year watching miracles through glass and was about to hold one.

The baby slid into the world at 4:47 AM.

Six pounds, eleven ounces. Pale coloring — her mother’s porcelain skin, a fine dusting of light hair that might be platinum or might be brown, too early to tell. Eyes squeezed shut. Fists clenched.

The cry was immediate. Strong. Indignant, even — the sound of someone who had been comfortable and warm and was now decidedly not.

“A girl,” the OB announced.

The nurse placed the baby on Aiste’s chest.

Aiste Kazlauskaite — the woman who documented everything, who maintained professional distance like a religion, who had watched me breed ten women through one-way glass before breaking — looked at her daughter and dissolved.

“Aš tave myliu.” The Lithuanian words came from somewhere deeper than her accent. “I love you.” Her voice cracked. “Aš tave myliu.”

Her hands — the same hands that had efficiently catalogued every session, that had maintained the scheduling system, that had snapped on latex gloves with clinical detachment during my very first specimen collection — trembled as they cradled the tiny body against her breast.

The baby rooted. Found the nipple that had been leaking and aching for weeks. Latched.

Aiste sobbed.

I had never seen her cry. Not during her own session, not during pregnancy, not during the months of watching other women experience what she wanted. She’d maintained the ice through everything.

Now it melted. Completely. Tears streaming down her pale cheeks, her whole body shaking with sobs she’d been storing for nine months.

“She’s perfect.” Aiste looked up at me. “She’s—”

I leaned down and kissed my daughter’s head. Then Aiste’s forehead. Then the spot where their skin met — mother and child, the newest link in a chain I’d started building without knowing what it would become.

“She’s ours,” I said.

“She’s mine.” Aiste’s voice was fierce even through the tears. “And yours. And — everyone’s.” She looked past me, through the window, at the hallway full of women. “She’s going to have eleven aunts. And two siblings she’ll never have to explain. And a father who—”

She stopped. Swallowed the rest of whatever she’d been about to say.

“Hold her,” she said. “Hold your daughter.”

I took my third child in my arms. Three babies in two and a half weeks. Three women I’d bred, three lives I’d created. My son was sleeping in his carrier in the corner, oblivious. My other daughter was in the nursery, being rocked by Harper’s gentle hands.

And now this one. Small and fierce and already crying with the kind of purposeful intensity that was unmistakably her mother’s.

The weight staggered me. Not physical weight — she was barely seven pounds. But the weight of what she represented. What all of them represented. The clinic’s mission made flesh and blood and screaming lungs.

“You’re terrified,” Aiste observed, because she observed everything even while lying in a delivery bed with tears drying on her face.

“Completely.”

“Good.” She settled back against the pillow. Her ice-blue eyes were warm — genuinely warm, the frozen surface thawed by the small heat against her chest. “Terrified means you understand what you have.”



The hallway erupted when I brought the baby to the glass.

Daisy’s crying intensified to the point where Jolene had to put an arm around her. Celeste pressed both hands to her massive belly and spoke rapid French to no one in particular. Tiffany clutched Madi’s hand — the former trophy wife and her stepdaughter united by the sight of something they’d both been told they couldn’t have.

Harper appeared beside me, our own daughter in her arms, and held the baby up next to Aiste’s through the glass. Two girls. Sisters by blood, different in every other way — one auburn-fuzzed with my brown eyes, one pale-dusted with the promise of her mother’s platinum.

“Look at them,” Harper whispered. Her green eyes were streaming. She’d been crying since the birth and showed no signs of stopping — barely a week postpartum, hormones raging, and now this. “Look at what you did.”

“We did.”

“You planted them.” She leaned her head against my shoulder. “All of us. You planted all of it.”

Margot swept in — because Margot swept, she never merely walked — and pressed a kiss to the glass where the baby’s face was visible.

“Another girl,” she declared. “The dynasty grows.” She looked at me with those sharp Habsburg blue eyes gone soft. “When this child is old enough, she will summer in Vienna. I insist.”

“Margot—”

“She will have Habsburg tutors. And ride Habsburg horses. This is non-negotiable.”

Sage stood back from the glass, still in my robe — too large on her, the sleeves hanging past her fingertips. Her dark hair was sleep-tangled, her arms wrapped around her own midsection. She said nothing. Just watched.

Behind her, Ruby stood with her arms still crossed. But I saw it — the way her green eyes tracked the baby, the way her throat worked as she swallowed, the way her fierce expression couldn’t quite hold its shape.

She caught me looking. Glared. Pulled her cap lower.

But when she turned away, she swiped her nose with the back of her hand. Quick. Hoping nobody noticed.

Jolene noticed. Jolene always noticed.

The eldest Beckett stood with her arms folded low across her waist, her hazel eyes fixed on the baby in my arms with an expression I recognized from the nursery window two nights ago. Not the hard-jawed farmer. Not the widow carrying the weight of the world. Just a woman looking at a newborn and imagining what it would feel like to hold one of her own.

“You’re a father now.” Her voice was quiet enough that only I could hear. “Three times.”

“Fourth baby’s coming any day.” I nodded toward Celeste, who was lowering herself into a hallway chair with the careful grace of a woman at thirty-six weeks.

“Four babies.” Jolene shook her head. “And more coming.”

“Counting yours?”

She looked at me. The iron was there — it would always be there. But behind it, in the gold of her hazel eyes, something had taken root.

“Counting mine.”



The rest of the night was chaos and tenderness.

Aiste nursed her daughter for the first time with the clinical attention she brought to everything — monitoring latch, tracking feeding duration, critiquing her own let-down speed. But her hands were gentle. So gentle. The efficient nurse replaced by something more ancient.

“She’s a good nurser,” Daisy said from the doorway, her dairy farmer’s eye assessing the latch. “Strong suction. She’ll drain you in minutes.”

“Thank you for that assessment,” Aiste said dryly. But she smiled. A real smile — not the controlled one, the rare one that made her look her actual age instead of the ageless clinical entity she usually projected.

“Can I—” Daisy hesitated. “Can I help? With the breast positioning? I know it’s not the same as with cows, but the basic mechanics—”

“It’s exactly the same as with cows.” Aiste adjusted her hold with one hand, wincing at the tenderness. “The anatomy is scaled differently. That’s all.”

Daisy sat on the edge of the bed. Her experienced hands — softer than Jolene’s but practiced from thousands of hours of dairy work — guided Aiste’s breast into a better position. The baby latched deeper. Aiste exhaled with relief.

“Oh. That’s — significantly better.”

“You were holding her too high. The chin needs to—”

“I know the theory. The practice is—”

“Different when it’s yours.”

They looked at each other. The ice-blonde nurse and the golden dairy farmer. Two women who understood mammary tissue from opposite ends of the same biological process.

“Thank you,” Aiste said. And meant it.



I stood at the nursery window at five in the morning. Three bassinets now — all occupied. My son. My daughter. My daughter.

The pronoun hit different the third time.

Sage appeared beside me. Still in my robe, her dark hair wild, her warm skin still carrying the ghost of our hours together. She stood close enough that our arms touched.

“Three children,” she said. “And four more on the way. If the Becketts and I—”

“Seven.”

“Seven children.” She stared through the glass. “The pheromone bonding, the serum’s fertility enhancement, the herd dynamics — it’s all working exactly as the biology predicts. You’re the alpha. Your offspring carry your genetic material. The bonded females support each other in rearing.” She paused. “It’s textbook reproductive success.”

“It’s also terrifying.”

“It should be.” She turned to me. Those brown eyes were clear, the analytical edge softened but not gone. “When I was in vet school, they taught us that the most successful breeding stallions were calm. Steady. Attentive to their herd.” She looked back at the babies. “You’re calm. You’re steady. You’re attentive.”

“Are you calling me a good stallion?”

“I’m calling you a good father.” She leaned her head against my shoulder. “It happens to be the same thing.”

We stood there while the sun rose over the Victorian mansion. Through the glass, three newborns slept. Behind us, the harem stirred — pregnant women and nursing mothers and new arrivals and a family that defied every conventional definition.

The morning light caught the nursery glass, turning it gold.

Sage’s hand found mine.

Then Vivian appeared in the hallway, our son fussing in his sling. Her expression had shifted from warm to sharp — the doctor replaced by the strategist.

“We have a problem.” She held up her tablet. “Our security system flagged a corporate investigator making inquiries at the hotel where the Becketts stored their truck. Asking about three women from Vermont. Asking about a fertility clinic.”

Sage stiffened beside me. “GreenVale.”

“GreenVale.” Vivian’s jaw was set. “They’ve tracked the sisters here. And if they know about the treatment, they know what pregnant Becketts mean for their land acquisition.”


Chapter 9: Harvest

The clinic settled into a new rhythm after Aiste’s delivery. Three newborns in the nursery. Midnight feedings that bled into dawn sessions. The particular exhaustion of a man who was simultaneously a father and a breeder, splitting his biology between two functions that nature had never intended to overlap this intensely.

Harper had taken command of the nursery with quiet maternal authority, her postpartum body radiating the warm, milky competence of a woman who’d been born for this. She sat in the nursing chair most days, her daughter at one breast, my son often at the other — wet-nursing came naturally when the serum’s bonding meant every baby in the building registered as family.

Aiste recovered with characteristic efficiency. Two days after delivery, she was reviewing scheduling files from her hospital bed, her daughter sleeping in a bassinet beside her while she reorganized the clinic’s appointment system to accommodate what she called “the new patient population.”

Vivian ran the operation from everywhere — her office, the nursery, the hallway, occasionally the bathroom. Our son was a permanent fixture in his sling, growing so fast that she’d needed two wardrobe changes in a week. Her dark eyes missed nothing, even through the fog of sleep deprivation and postpartum hormones.

And the farm girls were integrating. Slowly. Unevenly. But integrating.

Daisy had become Harper’s shadow in the nursery wing, her dairy farmer’s instincts translating seamlessly into infant care. She held babies the way she held newborn calves — with steady hands and murmured encouragement, her soft body a natural cradle. Celeste, thirty-six weeks and nesting furiously, had adopted Daisy as a project, introducing her to pastries and Impressionist prints with the earnest enthusiasm of a French woman who believed culture was nutrition.

Ruby had found an unlikely ally in Madi. The former influencer and the farm-girl activist had nothing in common except the fundamental experience of being twenty-two and angry about things they couldn’t control. They sat together in the garden most afternoons, not talking much, just coexisting in the kind of comfortable silence that young women who’d both been parentified recognized in each other.

Jolene managed. She called the farm twice a day, directed feed orders from the clinic’s sitting room, worried about the hay and the chickens and the draft horses she’d left in Charlie’s inadequate care. She was a woman who couldn’t stop working, even when the work she needed most was learning to let go.

And Sage — Sage was everywhere, doing everything, filling the gap that Aiste’s maternity leave had created while simultaneously building her scientific case. She’d moved into the observation wing with her laptop and her veterinary databases and a determination to understand the serum’s mechanism better than anyone, including the woman who’d invented it.

She also moved into my bed. Every night. Without comment or ceremony, the way a practical woman changed pastures — because that’s where she needed to be.



The walled garden at midnight.

Jolene had asked for this. Not in words — she’d never been good with those. She’d simply appeared in the hallway outside my quarters, dressed in her flannel and jeans, work boots on, and said: “I can’t be inside anymore. Take me outside.”

The garden was enclosed by old stone walls that predated the Victorian mansion, high enough for privacy, open enough for sky. Boston’s light pollution dimmed the stars, but a few stubborn ones pushed through — bright enough for a Vermont farmer to navigate by.

“Kurt used to take me to the north pasture,” she said, her back against the old stone. The wall was rough, covered in climbing ivy, cool from the night air. “We’d lay out a blanket and watch the satellites go over.”

“Did you—”

“Every time.” She laughed. A real laugh, loose and warm, nothing like the controlled sounds she made in daylight. “Something about the sky. Makes everything else small.”

The moonlight painted her in silver and shadow. Her sun-bleached braid hung over one shoulder, strands escaping as always. The flannel was unbuttoned halfway — not seduction, just the warmth of a spring night in Boston. Beneath it, the pale skin she hid from the world, the tan lines she showed only behind closed doors.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said. Not looking at me. Looking up. “About what happens when this works. When I’m pregnant.”

“If.”

“When.” Her voice was flat. Certain. The voice of a woman who’d planted seeds for twenty years and never once doubted the ground. “My body is healthy. Your success rate is perfect. The serum does what it does. When I’m pregnant, I go home. Back to the farm. Back to the fight.”

“And?”

“And I’ll be alone again.” She lowered her eyes from the sky. Looked at me. “Except I won’t, will I? The bonding. Harper told me — she can’t stop thinking about you. Celeste says she feels you even from Provence. Aaliyah says the pull crosses oceans.”

“It does.”

“So I’ll be in Vermont. Running the farm. Carrying your baby. And I’ll feel this—” She pressed her hand to her chest. “This pull. This need. Every day. And I won’t be able to walk down the hall to find you.”

“I’ll visit. Monthly. Or more.”

“That’s not—” She stopped. Took a breath. “I’m not good at needing people, Caleb. I’ve been the one people need. My sisters. My farm. My community. I don’t know how to be the one who needs.”

“You’re learning.”

“I’m thirty-six. That’s old to start learning things.”

“You’re thirty-six and you look like a sculpture someone carved from sunlight and granite. And you’re standing in a garden asking a man to hold you.”

She stared at me. Something moved behind her hazel eyes — gold in the moonlight, deep and alive.

“I’m not asking you to hold me.”

“No?”

“I’m asking you to fuck me against this wall.”

The flannel came off. Her shoulders glowed pale in the moonlight — cream and silver where the tan stopped, the border between the woman the world knew and the woman only I’d seen. Her sports bra followed, and those small firm breasts were free, pink nipples tightening in the night air.

She braced her back against the stone. Pulled me in by the waistband.

“Put something inside me that takes root.” She said it against my mouth. “I don’t care about the science. I want what those women in there have.”

I lifted her. Her legs wrapped around my waist immediately — strong, farm-built thighs locking with the force of a woman who could pin a yearling calf. Her jeans were around one ankle, her underwear discarded somewhere in the ivy. The stone wall scraped against my knuckles where I braced us.

She was wet already. The bonding, the night air, the three days since our first time — her body had been priming itself. When I positioned my cock at her entrance, she inhaled sharply and dug her calloused fingers into my shoulders.

“Now.”

I drove into her. She gasped, the sound echoing off the garden walls, her back arching against the rough stone. Her eyes went to the sky — not closed, not hiding, watching the stars while I filled her inch by inch, her pussy parting around my cock with a wet, tight grip that made both of us groan.

“Oh God—”

Her hips moved with mine, the rhythm not gentle, not careful. The rhythm of a woman who worked hard and wanted hard and had spent three years without this. Her work-roughened hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me closer, deeper, the callouses scraping against my skin in a way that was distinctly, viscerally Jolene. Her powerful thighs squeezed with each thrust, adjusting the angle, taking what she needed with a physical intelligence that came from a lifetime of knowing exactly how her body worked.

“Harder.” She bit the word against my ear, her teeth grazing the lobe. “I want to feel it. I want to feel you in my goddamn bones.”

I gave her harder. Each thrust pressed her into the stone, the rough surface scraping against her lean back through the ivy, her tan-lined body shifting in the moonlight. Golden arms wrapped around my neck. Pale breasts pressed against my chest, her hard nipples dragging across my skin with each stroke. The border between bronze and cream a map I was learning to read. The wet sound of my cock plunging into her echoed off the garden walls — obscene and perfect in the night air.

“That’s it — yes — right there — God yes—”

She came with her face turned up to the sky. The sound she made wasn’t a scream — it was lower, rawer, a guttural groan that came from the deepest part of her chest. Her pussy clenched around me in powerful, rhythmic waves, her farm-built muscles engaging with a force that drew me deeper and held me tighter than any grip she’d ever used on fence wire or reins. I felt her orgasm everywhere — in the lock of her thighs, the dig of her fingers, the slick flood of heat that coated my cock and dripped between us.

“Don’t stop — more — I need—”

I shifted her weight. Pinned her higher against the wall, changing the angle so I could thrust upward into her. The new position made her gasp — deeper penetration, the head of my cock hitting places that made her eyes go wide and unfocused, her mouth falling open in a silent cry.

“Kurt,” she whispered. Not to me. To the stars. To a ghost. “I think I’m going to be okay.”

Then, to me: “Fill me. Please. I want to carry something alive. Something that’s mine.”

I drove to the hilt and came. The first spurt tore a groan from my chest, and she felt it — her eyes going bright, her body clamping down. Long, deep surges pulsed into her, each one drawn deeper by the rhythmic grip of her pussy, my cock throbbing against her cervix while she held me locked inside her with those powerful thighs. Not an inch of space between us. The night air cooled the sweat on our bodies while I emptied everything I had into her strong, starving body. Her forehead fell against mine. Her breath was ragged. Her hazel eyes were swimming.

“I’m not going to cry,” she said.

“Okay.”

“I’m NOT.”

“Okay.”

She held me there for a long time. Legs locked. Cock still inside her. The stone wall at her back and the sky above and somewhere in Vermont a farm waiting for her to come home carrying new life.

Her work-worn fingers traced my jaw. Her lips brushed mine — soft, which was not a word anyone used for Jolene Beckett.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For giving me something to grow.”



Daisy’s second session happened the next afternoon. She was different now — confident in a way she hadn’t been before. The nervous girl who’d warned me she was “a lot” was gone, replaced by someone who’d discovered that what she had was exactly what someone wanted.

She showed up without the sundress. Just a silk robe she’d borrowed from Celeste — too short, too narrow, too elegant for a dairy farmer from Vermont, but she wore it like a promise. When she let it fall, she didn’t cover herself.

“I’m not apologizing for my body today,” she said. Her blue eyes were bright and steady. “Not tomorrow either. And not ever again.”

“Good.”

“Now come here and worship me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

Her DD breasts were even more responsive than the first time — the pheromone bonding amplifying every sensation, making her nipples tighten at my approach before I’d even touched them. I cupped them with both hands, feeling their heavy weight, the soft natural yield that was nothing like surgical enhancement, the warmth of skin that had been hiding under sundresses and dairy overalls for twenty-eight years.

“These,” I said, “are going to feed our baby.”

Her breath hitched. “Say that again.”

“Our baby, Daisy. Growing inside you right now.” I ran my thumbs across her nipples. She shuddered. “And these perfect tits are going to swell even bigger. Fill with milk. Ache with it.”

“I know what that looks like.” Her voice had gone throaty, her eyes half-lidded. “I know what this looks like. I’ve watched it happen in the barn every spring — the pressure, the fullness, the relief when—”

I took her nipple in my mouth.

She moaned — deep and low, her hands fisting in my hair. The nipple was large and pink and achingly sensitive, the prolactin pathways she’d built through years of dairy work firing on every cylinder. I suckled slowly, gently, the way I’d learned from Vivian and Harper and Aiste — the particular rhythm that triggered letdown, the combination of pressure and warmth that unlocked the body’s deepest giving.

The sympathetic response came faster this time. Not a bead — a thin stream of clear fluid, not quite colostrum, not quite milk, but the body’s dress rehearsal for what the serum would inevitably produce. It coated my tongue with a faint sweetness.

“Oh God—” She stared down at where my mouth met her breast, watching the fluid seep around my lips. “I’m really — that’s really—”

“You’re going to produce for me.” I switched to the other breast. This one was even more responsive — the nipple already leaking before I touched it, clear drops running down the heavy curve of her breast. “Heavy. Full. Aching for relief.”

“And you’ll—”

“I’ll relieve you.” I latched on and drew. She gasped, her body arching into my mouth. “Every day. These breasts are mine now.”

“God — YES — they’re yours — everything is—”

I guided her to the bed. Laid her back. Her golden hair spread across the pillow like hay in sunlight, her magnificent body displayed without apology — soft belly, wide hips, heavy breasts leaking thin trails of fluid that ran down her sides and onto the sheets.

I kissed down her body. Over the nipple I’d just been nursing from, down her soft stomach, following the golden trail of hair that led to where she was already glistening. Her hips lifted when my mouth found her, her thick thighs spreading, her body opening for me with the ease of surrender fully accepted.

She came on my tongue faster than the first time. Learning herself. Trusting the sensation.

“Inside me.” She pulled me up, her strong hands on my arms. “I want you inside me while I feed you.”

I entered her in one slow thrust. She was warm and slick and welcoming, her walls gripping me with a rhythmic pulse that was half-orgasm, half-anticipation. I braced above her on one arm, my other hand cupping her breast, thumb teasing the leaking nipple.

“Give me your mouth,” she whispered. “Drink from me while you breed me.”

I lowered my mouth to her breast and began to nurse while my hips set a slow, deep rhythm. The combination — my cock deep inside her, my mouth drawing fluid from her nipple — created something I’d felt with the other lactating women but that meant something different with Daisy. She was a dairy farmer. She’d spent her entire adult life facilitating this exact process. And now she was on the receiving end, her body producing and being filled simultaneously, the biological circle she’d been walking since her first day in the milking barn finally closing.

“I’ve spent my whole life watching other mammals feed their young,” she gasped, her hands in my hair, her eyes bright with tears that weren’t sadness. “Never thought I’d — oh God, that feels—”

“How does it feel?”

“Like coming home.” She pulled me closer. Deeper. Her hips rolled to meet my thrusts, her soft body yielding beneath me, warm and giving. “I watched Celeste and Harper and Aiste — their bodies changing, growing, filling up with life. And I thought: that’s what fullness is. That’s what being ENOUGH looks like.”

“I know.”

“Show me.” She wrapped her legs around me. “Breed me. Put a baby in this dairy girl and watch me grow.”

I fucked her deeper. Harder. My mouth still latched to her breast, warm fluid trickling down my chin and dripping onto her soft belly, her moans climbing in pitch with each thrust. Her wide hips cradled me, her soft belly pressing against mine, her DD-cups bouncing heavily with each stroke — the motion scattering tiny droplets of fluid across her freckled chest in a fine warm mist.

“Harder — I want to ache all the way home — I want proof you were here—”

Her orgasm built slow and deep. I felt it happening — the gradual tightening of her walls around my shaft, the trembling in her thick thighs, the way her breath shifted from moaning to sharp, desperate gasps. Her nipple flooded with another rush of fluid, the letdown triggered by the hormonal cascade of approaching climax, and I drank from her while driving into her — the warm sweetness filling my mouth while my cock stretched her, each thrust bottoming out inside her, the wet slap of our bodies punctuating her cries.

“CALEB—” She screamed my name. Her body seized — pussy clamping around my cock in a vise-grip so tight I almost came with her, her back arching, her heavy breasts pressing against my face as she convulsed. I felt her cum — a hot flood around my shaft, her walls contracting in powerful waves that milked me from tip to base. During the peak, her other nipple let go — a thin jet that sprayed across my cheek, warm and sweet, running down my jaw, her body giving from every part of itself at once.

“My breasts are going to be enormous when this kicks in,” she gasped through the aftershocks, laughing and crying at the same time, her body still twitching around my cock. “I’m going to — when I’m really pregnant — oh God, the serum does this to EVERYONE?”

“Every woman.”

“My breasts are going to be — I already produce and I’m not even—” She clenched around me, another smaller wave rolling through her, her pussy gripping in slow pulses. “Fill me. NOW. I want your baby growing inside me while my tits figure out what they’re doing.”

I let go. The cum surged out of me in heavy, pulsing ropes — flooding her womb while her breast gave freely against my cheek, warmth entering her from below while warmth spilled from her above. She moaned at each spurt, her hips tilting to take me deeper, her walls milking every drop with greedy contractions. I kept pumping until I was empty and aching, my cock softening inside her warm, slippery depths while she pressed my hips against hers with both hands, her soft thighs clenching to hold me sealed, keeping every drop of my seed exactly where it belonged.

We lay tangled together, slick with sweat and milk and the evidence of what we’d done. Her soft body was warm everywhere — the warmth of kitchens and barns and summer fields. My cum was warm inside her. Her fluid was warm on my skin.

“I can already picture them,” she whispered, her hand on my cheek, her blue eyes shining. “Running through the hay fields. Blonde hair catching the sun. That kid is going to be so loved.”

I kissed her. She tasted like vanilla and earth and the promise of something growing.



I brought coffee to Vivian’s office and found Sage already set up, her laptop open beside the wall screen where a video call was loading. I settled into the chair by the door — out of the way but close enough to listen.

Dr. Yuki Nakamura appeared on screen — twenty-eight weeks pregnant, sitting at her Stanford desk with her own data spread across multiple monitors. She looked different from the skeptical physician who’d arrived at the clinic to debunk a miracle: softer, rounder, her glossy black hair loose around her shoulders instead of pinned in a severe bun. Her pregnancy suit strained across her swelling belly.

“Dr. Calloway.” Yuki’s voice held the clipped precision of academic rivalries. “I’ve reviewed your livestock comparison data.”

“And?”

“Your methodology is sound. The parallel between alpha stallion pheromone compounds and the serum’s synthetic markers is — elegant.” A pause. “I’m annoyed I didn’t see it first.”

Sage smiled. It was the first genuinely warm smile I’d seen from her since she’d arrived — the smile of a scientist who’d found a colleague. “Your endocrinology work on the oxytocin cascade was the foundation. I just added the veterinary lens.”

“The self-amplifying bonding hypothesis.” Yuki pulled up a chart. “I’ve been tracking my own markers since returning to Stanford. The bonding intensity hasn’t diminished at twenty-eight weeks. If anything—”

“It’s strengthening. I know. The longer the exposure, the stronger the bond.” Sage leaned forward. “And I’ve identified a secondary compound — women bonded to Caleb produce their own pheromone markers that bond them to each other. It explains the herd behavior.”

“You keep calling it herd behavior.”

“Because that’s what it is. The group cohesion, the resource sharing, the collective child-rearing. It’s identical to highly social mammalian species.”

Yuki stared at her for a long moment. Then laughed — a sound that was half-exhaustion, half-admiration.

“I was Stanford’s top reproductive endocrinologist. You’re a horse doctor from Vermont. And together we’ve discovered the most significant advance in human bonding science since the identification of oxytocin.”

“I prefer ‘large-animal veterinarian.’”

“I prefer ‘Nobel candidate,’ but we’ll see.”

They worked for three hours. I drifted in and out — checking on the nursery, feeding my son, coming back to catch fragments. But each time I returned, the energy in the room had intensified. Two brilliant women following the evidence, no ego, no competition. By the third hour, they were finishing each other’s sentences.

Sage glanced up as I settled back into the chair for the last time. Her gaze held mine — warm, steady, full of the knowledge that she’d crossed a line she’d spent her career maintaining.

She was one of us now. And she was building the science to prove it.



In the lobby, a disturbance.

I heard it from the hallway — a voice that didn’t belong in the clinic’s world of soft lighting and pregnant women. A voice that was sharp, corporate, accustomed to boardrooms and hostile acquisitions.

“I’m looking for the Beckett women.”

A man in a tailored suit stood at the reception desk. Polished shoes, pressed white shirt, the kind of briefcase that cost more than a dairy farmer’s monthly income. His face was smooth, corporate-handsome, the studied blandness of someone trained to make threats sound like opportunities.

“My name is Whitfield.” He straightened his cuffs with practiced nonchalance. “I represent GreenVale Agricultural. We have a proposal they can’t refuse.”

The receptionist — the brunette who’d been at the desk since before I’d even started here, unfazed by Saudi princesses and Austrian duchesses — looked at him with polite steel.

“The clinic does not accept unscheduled visitors. If you’d like to leave a card—”

“This isn’t a medical visit.” Whitfield’s smile was thin and sharp. “It’s a business matter. The Beckett agricultural trust. I have documentation that requires their immediate attention.”

From the hallway, I watched. Vivian materialized beside me — baby in sling, tablet in hand, her gaze already assessing the threat.

“GreenVale,” she murmured. “Tomorrow. After I’ve briefed Jolene and consulted with Margot’s legal team.”

In the lobby, Whitfield straightened his cuffs and settled into a waiting chair. He looked like a man who knew he had money and lawyers and time on his side.

He didn’t know about the harem.


Chapter 10: Contested Ground

Whitfield sat in the consultation room like he owned it. Legs crossed, briefcase open, documents arranged in neat stacks on the mahogany table. He’d dressed for intimidation — charcoal suit, silk tie, cufflinks that caught the light when he moved his hands.

Jolene sat across from him in Wranglers and a flannel. Her braid was tight. Her calloused hands rested flat on the table, palms down, the way you’d brace yourself before heavy lifting.

Vivian sat beside her. Baby in sling, tablet on the table, lab coat buttoned, expression glacial. She’d invited herself to this meeting without asking anyone’s permission, because Vivian didn’t ask permission — she granted it.

I stood by the door. Whitfield had glanced at me when I entered and dismissed me as staff. His mistake.

“Two million dollars.” Whitfield said it the way you’d quote a price on a used car — casual, reasonable, the implication being that only a fool would refuse. “For the entirety of the Beckett agricultural trust. Land, structures, mineral rights, water access. That’s more than the property has generated in the past decade.”

“And the contamination?” Jolene’s voice was flat. No inflection. The voice of a woman who’d negotiated with feed suppliers and livestock buyers her entire adult life and knew when she was being hustled. “The poisoned water? The livestock birth rates that dropped sixty percent?”

“GreenVale maintains that any environmental issues are within regulatory parameters—”

“Your runoff killed half our breeding stock, Mr. Whitfield.” Jolene leaned forward. Just slightly. The movement was subtle but I saw Whitfield’s confidence flicker — the instinctive recognition that the person across the table was stronger than they looked. “My cows can’t conceive. My horses are subfertile. The men in our community can barely—” She stopped. Recalibrated. “You know exactly what your chemicals did.”

“What I know is that your land trust requires viable heirs within eighteen months of the last trustee’s death.” Whitfield opened his briefcase. Slid a document across the table. “Your grandmother passed fourteen months ago. Without heirs, the trust dissolves. The land goes to public auction. And GreenVale will be the highest bidder.”

“Unless we have heirs.”

“Ms. Beckett, with respect—” The word respect was the sharpest lie in a corporate lawyer’s vocabulary. “You’re an unmarried widow with two unmarried sisters in a community where male fertility has been compromised. The probability of all three women conceiving within the required timeline—”

“Is one hundred percent.” Vivian’s voice cut like surgical steel. She didn’t raise it. She never needed to. “Our clinic maintains a perfect conception rate. All three Beckett women — and their physician, Dr. Calloway — are currently in active treatment.”

Whitfield’s smile didn’t waver, but his eyes did.

“Treatment results remain to be seen. And even if conception occurs, the trust requires born heirs. Pregnancy alone doesn’t satisfy the—”

“We’re aware of the timeline.” Jolene stood. The chair scraped against the floor with the finality of a gate closing. “You can take your two million and your proposal back to whatever boardroom spawned them.”

“This offer expires in thirty days.”

“Then I guess we’d better get pregnant fast.”

Whitfield gathered his documents with studied calm. But his hands — the soft, manicured hands of a man who’d never fixed a fence or pulled a calf — moved faster than necessary.

He paused at the door. Looked back at Jolene with an expression that was meant to be sympathetic and landed somewhere closer to predatory.

“The Beckett family has farmed that land for five generations, Ms. Beckett. It would be a shame to lose it over stubbornness.”

“It would be a bigger shame to lose it to the company that poisoned it.” Jolene held his gaze. Didn’t blink. “Goodbye, Mr. Whitfield.”

He left.

Jolene sat down. Slowly. Like someone had cut the strings holding her up.

“Four months.” Her voice was different now — the hardness replaced by something rawer. “Four months to conceive, carry to viability, and deliver. The trust requires live births.”

“The serum guarantees conception,” Vivian said. “First trimester is the critical window. If you conceived during your sessions—”

“IF.”

“When.” Vivian’s hand covered Jolene’s on the table. Dark skin over sun-weathered tan, both of them calloused in different ways. “Your body is healthy. Your fertility markers are optimal. Caleb’s success rate is one hundred percent, and the serum’s efficacy has been confirmed across every patient we’ve treated.”

Jolene stared at their hands. The weathered farm woman and the Nigerian-British doctor. Different worlds, same fight.

“What about Ruby?” Jolene’s voice cracked on her youngest sister’s name. “She’s twenty-two. She shouldn’t have to—”

“She chose this.” I stepped forward. “Ruby is angry and resistant and carrying more than she should, but she chose to come here. She chose the treatment. And she’s going to be fine.”

“You don’t know that.”

“I know her body responded. I know the serum is working. And I know that your grandmother’s land isn’t going to fall to a corporation that poisoned your water.”

Jolene looked at me. Those hazel eyes, gold in the consultation room’s warm light, searching for something she wasn’t sure she’d find.

“The farm has been in my family since before the Civil War,” she said. “Five generations. My great-great-grandmother cleared the first field with a mule and a hand plow.” She pressed her palm flat against the table. “I will NOT be the one who loses it.”

“You won’t.”

“Promise me.”

“I promise.”

She held my gaze for three beats. Then nodded once. Stood. Walked out with the controlled stride of a woman who had work to do and not enough time to do it.

Vivian watched her go. Then looked at me.

“The WHO investigation into GreenVale’s contamination begins next week.” She pulled up files on her tablet. “I’ve already submitted Sage’s livestock data as supporting evidence. And Margot’s lawyers have filed preliminary papers in three jurisdictions.”

“Margot?”

“The Habsburgs have been fighting corporate land grabs since the fifteenth century.” Vivian’s smile was sharp. “She was delighted to contribute.”



That evening, Vivian orchestrated something.

She’d been planning it since Whitfield’s appearance — I could tell by the way she moved through the clinic, tablet in hand, baby in sling, issuing quiet instructions to Celeste about the overnight suite and to Aiste (via text from her hospital bed) about the observation room’s equipment.

“The farm girls need to see it,” Vivian told me in the hallway. Her dark eyes were calm but purposeful. “They need to understand what they’re joining. Not theoretically. Not through dinner conversations and nursery visits. They need to see the full scope.”

“See what?”

“The bond. The trust. What happens when these women stop being patients and become family.” She adjusted our son in his sling. “And they need to see what their bodies are about to become.”

The observation room overlooked the overnight suite through one-way glass. Vivian positioned the farm girls there — all four of them, Sage included — with a clear view of the suite’s interior.

In the suite below, two women waited.

Celeste Fontaine. Thirty-six weeks pregnant, massively, gloriously pregnant. Her belly was enormous beneath a cream silk robe that she’d stopped trying to close three weeks ago. Her breasts had swelled to proportions that her willowy frame shouldn’t have been able to carry — heavy with late-pregnancy lactation, the nipples darkened and enlarged, constantly leaking through whatever she wore. Even now, sitting on the edge of the bed, twin wet spots spread through the silk where her breasts pressed against the fabric. Her honey-brown hair was loose around her shoulders. Her gray-green eyes held the serene intensity of a woman who was due any day and knew it.

And Tiffany Carmichael. Fourteen weeks. The transformation of the second trimester just beginning to show — her surgical enhancements being overlaid by real pregnancy changes, the fake F-cups now surrounded by swelling natural breast tissue that changed their shape and sensitivity in ways she was still discovering. Her platinum extensions were pulled back in a simple ponytail. Her spray tan had faded to reveal the porcelain skin underneath. She’d stopped wearing full makeup three weeks ago — a revolution that would have been unthinkable in her previous life.

The contrast between them was the lesson.

Celeste — the elegant French widow, thirty-six weeks, the full expression of what the serum and pregnancy could do to a woman’s body. The endpoint. The future.

Tiffany — the former trophy wife, fourteen weeks, the beginning of a journey that would transform her surgical canvas into something real.

I entered the suite.



Celeste reached for me first. Her hands — elegant, artist’s hands, hands that had appraised million-dollar paintings — trembled with the need that thirty-six weeks of pregnancy hormones and pheromone bonding had intensified beyond measurement.

“Mon Dieu, I need you.” Her accent was thick, the French she always slipped into when her composure cracked. “I have been aching all day. The baby shifts and presses and everything is sensitive and I cannot find relief—”

“I’m here.”

“Obviously you are here. I have been waiting for you to BE here for—” She kissed me. Hard. Desperate. The kiss of a woman at the edge of her pregnancy, her body flooded with hormones that made every sensation ten times more intense.

Her silk robe fell open. Her belly was massive — taut, veined, the skin stretched over the life inside. The baby moved visibly, a ripple across her abdomen, and Celeste gasped at the sensation.

“He knows,” she whispered. “He always knows when you’re near. He moves toward you.”

Her breasts spilled free from the robe. At thirty-six weeks, they bore little resemblance to the small, elegant B-cups I’d first seen in her silk robe over a year ago. They were heavy, swollen, darkened at the nipples, and as I watched, milk beaded on both peaks — thin white streams that ran down the curves of her breasts before she could catch them.

“I need relief.” Her voice cracked. “The pressure is — I cannot—”

I cupped one heavy breast. Warm. Tight with the pressure of milk that hadn’t been expressed in hours. I brought my mouth to her nipple and latched.

The letdown was immediate and powerful. Hot, sweet milk flooded my tongue, the taste uniquely Celeste — rich, slightly floral, something about her French genetics or her diet of pastries and fine cheese translating into her milk. She moaned with relief as the pressure released, her hand coming up to support my head, holding me to her breast.

“Yes — oh oui — mon Dieu that is better—”

Through the observation glass, four farm girls watched.

I couldn’t see them, but I knew what they were seeing. The intimacy of it — a man nursing from a heavily pregnant woman, his mouth on her breast, her milk flowing between them, the baby shifting in her belly while the father who’d put it there drank from her body. The primal loop that underpinned everything the clinic had built.

Tiffany moved to us. She’d shed her robe — her body was changing, the second trimester bringing new proportions to the frame that surgery had sculpted. Her fake F-cups sat differently now — the natural breast tissue swelling around the implants, making them look more real, more responsive. Her nipples had darkened, the areolae widening, the first signs of the lactation that would come.

“Can I—” Tiffany’s voice was soft. Uncertain. The breathy bimbo act was gone, permanently. What remained was a woman still learning that she was allowed to want things. “Can I taste?”

Celeste opened her eyes. Looked at the former trophy wife with the warm, knowing gaze of a woman who understood what it meant to be transformed by this clinic.

“Of course, chérie.”

Tiffany lowered her mouth to Celeste’s other breast. Tentative at first, then with increasing confidence as the milk flowed. Two mouths on one woman — my mouth and Tiffany’s, drinking from the same source, the aristocratic Frenchwoman feeding them both while her baby moved beneath the enormous belly.

“C’est trop bon—” Celeste’s head fell back. “Ton bébé bouge — il sent son père—”

I released her breast. Kissed down her belly — over the taut, stretched skin, feeling the baby shift beneath my lips. The child was mine. Celeste’s. Ours. Growing in this woman I’d first met as a grieving widow commissioning art, now thirty-six weeks full of life and milk and fierce French determination.

“Inside me.” Celeste’s voice was command and plea. “I know I’m enormous. I know the positions are limited. I don’t CARE. I need your cock inside me before this baby arrives and I lose you to the delivery room.”

Side-lying. The only comfortable position at this stage — her massive belly cradled by pillows, one long leg draped over my hip. I settled behind her, Tiffany in front, and entered Celeste slowly. The head of my cock pushed past her swollen entrance and she moaned — low, guttural, French. She was tighter than she should have been, pregnancy swelling everything, her slick walls gripping me in a hot, pulsing embrace that I felt in my spine. And wetter than seemed possible — drenched, her arousal coating my cock before I was halfway inside, thirty-six weeks of hormones turning every nerve ending into a live wire.

“Oh—” She gasped as I bottomed out, the head of my cock pressed against her cervix. “Deeper. I can still feel everything. More.”

Tiffany kissed Celeste’s mouth while I began to move — slow, deep strokes that made the Frenchwoman’s enormous belly sway, my cock sliding through the wet heat of her pregnant pussy with an obscene slickness that I could hear. The former trophy wife’s hands roamed over Celeste’s belly, feeling the baby kick against her palm, her eyes wide with the realization of what fourteen weeks would become at thirty-six.

“You’re so beautiful,” Tiffany whispered. “I never thought pregnancy could look this—”

“This is what it looks like when a woman is loved,” Celeste said. Her accent had gone pure Paris, all the English consonants dissolving into liquid French vowels. “When she is bred by a man who stays. Who holds her. Who drinks from her body.” She moaned as I hit a deep spot, her pussy clenching tight around my shaft. “You’ll look like this in five months. Your breasts will fill. Your belly will grow. And he will worship every inch.”

“Really?”

“Really, chérie. Now kiss me again.”

They kissed while I fucked Celeste from behind — long, deliberate strokes, my hand on her massive belly, feeling the life inside respond to the rhythm of my hips. Milk leaked from both her heavy breasts — from the lower one, a steady flow soaking into the sheets, from the upper one a warm trickle that ran into Tiffany’s waiting mouth where the former trophy wife had latched on and was nursing with growing confidence. The wet sounds of my cock sliding in and out of Celeste mixed with the soft, rhythmic sounds of Tiffany suckling, the suite filling with the scent of warm milk and slick arousal and the particular, heady musk of late pregnancy.

Celeste came first. A rolling, powerful orgasm that I felt in every rippling wall of her pussy — fierce contractions that gripped my cock and squeezed in rhythmic waves, trying to milk me over the edge with her. She moaned in French — broken, gasping — and her belly tightened with the force of the climax, a visible contraction that made the baby shift inside her. Milk sprayed from her unattended breast in a thin white arc, painting Tiffany’s face and lips and chin.

“PLUS FORT — don’t stop — the baby — he’s MOVING — oh Dieu—”

I couldn’t hold back. I buried deep and released inside her — thick, heavy pulses that I felt throb through my entire length, cum flooding the Frenchwoman’s pregnant pussy while she shuddered and clenched and moaned. Tiffany watched from inches away, her face glazed with Celeste’s milk, her blue eyes wide with the revelation of what this life could be. Celeste held me inside her, her walls gripping in slow, deliberate waves that drew every drop deeper, and whispered, “Mon amour. Mon homme. Encore.”

Tiffany was next.

Her body was different — the artificial landscape of surgery being reshaped by real biology. Her F-cups were changing, the implants still firm and high but the tissue around them softening, swelling with pregnancy’s first hormonal surge. Her nipples had darkened from pink to a deeper rose. Her spray tan was gone — the porcelain skin beneath was luminous, real, the skin of someone who’d finally stopped hiding behind spray-on armor.

“Richard never—” She said it as I entered her, her breath catching, her pussy stretching around my cock with a slick, needy grip, her blue eyes bright with the constant miracle of being wanted. “He never touched me like this. Even before the impotence. He never—”

“Don’t think about Richard.”

“I’m thinking about how I wasted twelve years.” She wrapped her legs around me, her heels digging into my lower back, pulling me deeper. “Twelve years of a body he built for himself and never used. And now—”

She came before she could finish the thought. Her enhanced body responding to my cock with the desperate, hair-trigger sensitivity of a woman who’d been starved for four years and was never going to be starved again. Her fake tits bounced with their unnatural perfection — but differently now, the pregnancy tissue softening their edges, making the heavy movement more natural, more alive. Her pussy clamped down hard, her whole body seizing, her Texas drawl breaking through in a ragged cry.

“Oh GOD — I’m — already — I can’t—”

I fucked her through it. Harder. She could take it — the second trimester gave her energy, appetite, an insatiable need that her first-trimester nausea had temporarily suppressed. Her hands clawed at my back, adding fresh scratches to the ones Ruby had left. Her hips snapped up to meet mine, the wet slap of our bodies filling the room. Her darkened nipples leaked thin clear fluid — not milk yet, but the body’s first rehearsal, pregnancy already rewriting the canvas that surgery had built.

“Fill me up — I know I’m already pregnant but I want MORE — I want to feel you cum inside me—”

I came inside her. My third time today. The serum’s enhancement running overtime, my body producing what it was designed to produce — and even on the third release, the volume made her gasp. Hot pulses flooded her, one after another, and Tiffany moaned as she felt each spurt, her walls clenching greedily, her eyes rolling back, her mouth falling open in an expression of raw, unperformed bliss.

“That,” she gasped, her pussy still milking me in lazy contractions. “Never gets old.”

I left Tiffany dozing in the suite and climbed the stairs to the observation room. The farm girls were still there.

Jolene stood with her arms crossed, but her hazel eyes were soft — fixed on the suite below where Celeste’s massive belly was visible through the glass. Her jaw was tight, her throat working around a swallow she didn’t want anyone to see.

Daisy’s cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her nipples hard points through her sundress — the sympathetic response that hit her whenever she witnessed lactation. She’d watched Celeste’s breasts produce and spray and leak with the focus of a woman who understood mammary tissue on a molecular level.

“That’s going to be us,” Daisy whispered when she saw me in the doorway.

“When the tests come back positive,” Jolene said. Cautious. The farmer who never counted chickens before they hatched.

“WHEN,” Daisy corrected. Her hand rested on her belly. “When.”

Ruby hadn’t spoken. She stood at the back of the room, her baseball cap pulled low, her arms wrapped around herself so tight they could have cracked ribs.

But her green eyes were bright.

Sage stood beside the monitoring equipment she’d long since abandoned, her dark hair loose around her shoulders, her hand resting on her own belly.

“Pregnancy tests,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

Through the window below, Celeste’s belly shifted. The baby moving.

I found Jolene an hour later, standing at the hallway window in her flannel and bare feet, both palms pressed to the glass. The clinic was dark. Everyone else had gone to bed.

“Can’t sleep,” she said without turning around.

“Tests are in the morning.”

“I know.” Her fingers curled around the windowsill, knuckles white. “I keep counting the hours. Like waiting for a frost report.” She exhaled. “If it didn’t take—”

“It took.”

She turned. Those hazel eyes were wide open in the dark, gold and worried, the iron nowhere in sight.

“You don’t know that.”

“I’ll know tomorrow. So will you.”

She turned back to the window. Her reflection stared back at her — a woman with rough hands and a tight braid and everything riding on a test she couldn’t study for.

She didn’t go to bed. I checked at two AM, and she was still there. Counting hours.


Chapter 11: Positive Harvest

Test morning. Vivian’s office.

The room was too warm and too quiet. Outside the door, the clinic hummed its usual symphony — newborn cries, footsteps on hardwood, the distant clink of medical instruments. Inside, four women sat in chairs that cost more than the Beckett family’s combine harvester, and nobody breathed.

Jolene sat with her hands on her knees, palms down, the way she braced before lifting something heavy. Her braid was tight. Her flannel was buttoned to the throat. She looked like a woman waiting for a verdict.

Daisy fidgeted beside her, twisting the hem of her sundress between her fingers. She’d been stress-eating pastries since six AM — Celeste had enabled this with a care package from the Charles Street patisserie, because Celeste believed that anxiety should be treated with butter and chocolate.

Ruby sat rigid in the last chair, her baseball cap pulled so low I could barely see her eyes. Her arms were crossed. Her right foot bounced against the carpet in a rhythm that said she was either about to bolt or about to fight something.

Sage stood against the wall. She’d insisted on standing — something about needing to be clinical, needing to maintain the posture of a scientist receiving data rather than a woman receiving news that would change her life. Her dark hair was in its braid. Her tablet was in her hand. She looked composed until you noticed her white-knuckled grip on the tablet’s edge.

Vivian sat behind her desk. Our son slept in the sling against her chest, undisturbed by the tension in the room. She had four folders arranged in front of her, each one containing the HCG bloodwork results from the morning’s draw. Her dark eyes moved from woman to woman, reading them the way she read data — accurately, completely, missing nothing.

“Jolene Beckett.” She opened the first folder. Looked at the result. Looked at Jolene.

The pause lasted three seconds. It felt like three years.

“Positive.”

Jolene didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Her calloused fingers uncurled from her knees and traced a slow circle on her flat belly. Her lips moved without sound — forming a word, a name, that only she could hear.

Kurt.

Her eyes filled. She blinked. Once. Twice. Three times. Then nodded — a single, sharp nod, the kind she probably gave after a successful calving season.

That was all. Jolene Beckett didn’t make scenes. She grew things.

“Daisy Beckett.” Vivian opened the second folder. “Positive.”

Daisy exploded. There was no other word for it. She burst into tears so sudden and so forceful that Jolene startled beside her, and then she was laughing — laughing and crying at the same time, her face a mess of joy and relief and something close to disbelief.

“Of COURSE.” She grabbed Jolene’s arm, then Vivian’s desk, then stood up and sat back down because she didn’t know what to do with her body. “My body’s been ready for this my whole life. I just needed the right — the right—” She couldn’t finish. She threw her arms around Jolene, who caught her with the practiced ease of a woman who’d been catching her little sister for twenty-eight years.

“Easy, Dais.”

“I’m PREGNANT!” Daisy pulled back. Looked at her belly like she was seeing it for the first time. “I’m going to have a baby. A HUMAN baby. Not a calf — a real—”

“Yes.” Jolene’s voice cracked. Just barely. “A real baby.”

“Ruby Beckett.” Vivian paused. Not for effect — for kindness. Because she could read the tension in Ruby’s coiled body and she knew what the youngest sister needed was a moment to prepare.

Ruby’s foot stopped bouncing. Her green eyes appeared beneath the brim of her cap. Fierce. Bright. Terrified.

“Positive.”

Ruby sat perfectly still. Three heartbeats. Four. Then her fierce green eyes went bright — not with tears, not exactly. With something harder and more luminous. Victory.

“We have heirs.” Her voice was steady. Iron, like Jolene’s. “GreenVale can go straight to hell.”

Jolene reached across and took her youngest sister’s hand. Ruby let her. The first time since they’d arrived that I’d seen Ruby accept comfort without pulling away.

“Sage Calloway.” Vivian looked at the veterinarian with the particular expression she reserved for women who’d been swearing they were “just here for the science.” Gentle. Knowing. Inevitable.

Sage straightened against the wall. Her tablet was shaking in her hands now — visible tremors that she couldn’t disguise with clinical posture.

“Also positive.”

Silence.

“I was on contraceptives.” Sage’s voice was flat. Processing.

“The serum overrides conventional contraception.” Vivian closed the folder. “We’ve documented this with Dr. Nakamura. Her IUD didn’t prevent conception either.”

“I’m a veterinarian.” Sage set down her tablet. Slowly. “I came here to support the Becketts. And to study pheromone data. I was not—”

She sat down. Heavily. The standing-scientist posture collapsed into the chair Ruby had vacated, and the woman who’d monitored her own bonding on biosensors stared at her still-flat belly with an expression that combined horror and wonder in equal measure.

Then she laughed. Helpless, genuine — her professional objectivity definitively, irreversibly compromised.

“My horses are going to need a new vet for a few months.”



The celebration unfurled through the clinic like a wave breaking.

In the great room — the space that Celeste had been decorating for months, the walls hung with her art selections, the crystal chandelier she’d commissioned throwing fractured light across a Persian rug — the harem gathered.

Three newborns in carriers: Vivian’s son, over three weeks and growing fast. Harper’s daughter, nearly two weeks old and already the calmest baby in the building. Aiste’s daughter, four days new and as fiercely demanding as her mother.

Women at every stage of pregnancy filled the room. Celeste, thirty-six weeks, lowering herself into a chair with the careful grace of a woman who might go into labor at any moment. Tiffany, fourteen weeks, the glow of the second trimester replacing the spray tan that used to define her. Madi beside her, fourteen weeks as well, the former influencer’s phone absent from her hand for the third consecutive day.

On the wall-mounted screen, two faces appeared. Aaliyah Al-Rashid, twenty-eight weeks, calling from Saudi Arabia with her legal victory finally secured — the arranged marriage nullified, her autonomy established, her belly visible beneath a silk top. Beside her split-screen: Yuki Nakamura, twenty-eight weeks from Stanford, laptop surrounded by research papers, her severe bun softened by the loose strands that pregnancy hormones had made her stop caring about.

“To roots,” Vivian toasted, raising sparkling water. “The kind you plant. The kind that hold.”

Glasses rose around the room. Crystal clinking against crystal. Women from Vermont and France and Lithuania and Nigeria and Texas and Saudi Arabia and Japan and Austria — all of them connected by the man standing at the center of the room with spit-up on his shoulder and three babies in the nursery behind him.

“How do you feel?” Aaliyah’s voice came through the speakers, directed at the farm girls. Her dark eyes were warm — she remembered her own test results, the sobbing relief, the knowledge that she was free.

“Pregnant,” Jolene said. “And that’s more than enough.”

“I feel like I’m going to cry for a week,” Daisy said. And proved it by starting immediately.

“I feel like calling GreenVale’s corporate office and telling them to go fu—” Ruby started.

“Language,” Jolene said.

“—FERTILIZE themselves,” Ruby finished, with a smile that was pure teeth.

Laughter. From every corner of the room. From two screens across the world. From three newborns who joined in with well-timed wails.



The celebration moved, as celebrations in this clinic always did, from the great room to the overnight suite.

Vivian orchestrated. Because Vivian always orchestrated — even postpartum, even nursing, even managing an international medical partnership from a rocking chair with a baby on her breast. She directed traffic with subtle commands that the harem had learned to follow like choreography.

“The farm girls first,” she said to me, her gaze both warm and clinical. “They need this. All four of them. Together.”

“And the others?”

“Harper is watching the babies. I will be available if needed.” She adjusted our son in his sling. “Celeste is resting — I don’t want her overexerting at thirty-six weeks. The others—” She glanced at the room where Tiffany and Madi were comparing belly sizes with Daisy, where Margot was lecturing Ruby about European land law, where Aiste was texting scheduling updates from her recovery bed. “The others will have their turns.”

The overnight suite had been transformed. Someone — Daisy, I’d learn later — had brought wildflowers from the clinic garden. Lavender and lupine and something yellow that she said grew wild in Vermont pastures. The room smelled like growing things instead of medical sterility.

Four women waited. Four newly pregnant women who’d come to Boston in a beat-up truck with baling wire on the tailgate and were leaving with the future of their family secured.



Jolene came to me first.

She didn’t ask. Didn’t negotiate. Just crossed the room, put her rough hands on my face, and kissed me with three decades of practicality and three years of grief and the first real joy she’d let herself feel since a yellow kitchen and a rebuilt barn roof.

“Seeds in the ground,” she said. “That’s what this is. The first crop of the season.”

She pushed me onto the bed. Straddled me. Farm-girl strength — her thighs clamped, her rough palms on my shoulders, her lean body taking command the way she commanded everything: completely, competently, without apology.

She rode me with her eyes open. Watching my face the whole time. Her hips moved in the rhythm of a woman who knew how to work — steady, powerful, the pace of someone who never stopped until the job was done. Her slick pussy gripped my cock on each downstroke, her wetness audible in the quiet room.

Her tan lines shifted in the lamplight. Golden arms pumping, pale chest heaving, the border between farm woman and hidden woman blurring with each thrust. Her small, firm breasts bounced with tight, natural motion — pale nipples hard and pointed, tracing circles in the air as she rode. Her rough palms scraped against my skin as she gripped harder, her callouses dragging across my shoulders with a texture that was pure Jolene.

“I’ve wrangled steers.” She was panting now, her braid swinging. “You think you can tire ME out?”

I gripped her hips and thrust up into her, hard enough to lift her off the mattress. She gasped — the angle changed, my cock driving deeper, hitting the place that made her whole body jolt and her pussy clench.

She came with a growl. Not a scream, not a moan — a low, rumbling sound from deep in her chest, the sound of a predator, not prey. Three years of silence breaking into one raw, uncontainable noise. Her powerful thighs squeezed me in rhythmic waves, her pussy milking my cock in strong, deliberate contractions. Her strong hands pulled me up so she could press her forehead against mine while the orgasm rolled through her, her slick heat gripping and releasing in a tempo that matched her ragged breathing.

“That’s one,” she said. Breathing hard. Her pussy was still twitching around me, little aftershocks. “We’re not done.”

I gripped the back of her neck and thrust up into her — once, twice, three times, each one drawing a sharp gasp, and then I came. She watched me through it — those gold-green eyes locked on mine, reading every contortion of my face while my cock throbbed inside her, emptying in deep, heavy pulses. She pressed down to take every drop, grinding her clit against my pelvis, her walls squeezing each spurt deeper.

“Good soil,” she murmured when I finished, her hand pressed to her belly — flat now, but not for long. She closed her eyes and exhaled through her nose, slow and settling, like a woman listening for rain.



Daisy replaced her sister with the unselfconscious warmth that defined everything she did. She didn’t wait for Jolene to fully dress — just nudged her aside with a hip-bump that was pure sibling energy and climbed onto the bed like she was settling into her favorite hay bale.

“My turn.”

She’d shed her sundress somewhere in the hallway. Her DD breasts swayed free, heavy and magnificent, the nipples already peaked from the excitement and the pheromones. Her soft belly, her wide hips, her thick thighs — all of it bare and golden and unapologetic.

“These,” she said, cupping her breasts and offering them to me, “are going to feed our baby. But right now they’re for you.”

She pressed them against my face. Warm, heavy, soft — the opposite of everything the world had told her was wrong with her body. I buried myself in them, kissing the freckled skin, finding her nipples and taking one into my mouth.

The letdown was stronger than before. Not clear fluid this time — something thicker, yellower. Colostrum. The real thing. The serum’s first confirmed sign of working, the body’s first acknowledgment that conception had occurred and the milk machinery was spinning up.

Daisy stared down at the thin stream seeping from her nipple around my lips.

“Oh God.” Her voice was hushed. Awed. “It’s happening. I’m really—” She touched the droplet with her fingertip. Rubbed it between her thumb and forefinger the way she’d test a cow’s first colostrum — instinctive, the muscle memory of a thousand milkings.

“I’m going to be a milk factory.” The dairy parallel was complete. She laughed through her tears.

I guided her onto her back. Her golden hair fanned across the pillow, her magnificent body splayed beneath me without an ounce of self-consciousness — soft belly, wide hips, heavy breasts with their pink nipples leaking thin golden trails of colostrum down the rounded sides. I entered her while still nursing from her breast — the position intimate beyond anything clinical, my mouth drawing the first real colostrum from her body while my cock filled her in one slow, deep stroke.

She was soft everywhere. Yielding. Her pussy opened for me like she’d been made to hold exactly this shape, warm and slippery, her wide hips cradling mine, her thick thighs wrapping around me. Her whole body was a cradle — warm, giving, built for this in every evolutionary sense.

“Fill me again,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair, holding my mouth to her breast. “I know it already worked but I want MORE of you inside me. I want to be full — I want our baby to know their daddy’s here.”

I fucked her deep and slow, drinking from her breast with each stroke. The colostrum tasted different from the established milk of the other women — thicker, richer, slightly yellow, the concentrated first offering of a body that had been waiting for this since puberty. Each suck drew a fresh stream across my tongue while each thrust drew a moan from her throat, the two rhythms syncing until she was gasping in time with my hips.

“Every boy who said I was too much,” she panted, her eyes streaming, her body rocking beneath me. “Every boy who said lose weight or get a reduction or stop eating — I wish they could see me now. I wish they could see what this body is FOR.”

She came with my mouth on her breast and my cock buried to the hilt — her whole body clenching in a powerful wave that started at her pussy and rolled upward, her walls gripping my shaft in rhythmic contractions so strong I could feel them in my teeth. Both nipples let down at once — the one in my mouth flooding my tongue with warm colostrum while the other sprayed a thin jet across her freckled chest, the golden fluid trickling down between her breasts.

I emptied into her while she was still convulsing. Thick, heavy spurts, each one drawn deeper by the rhythmic grip of her pussy — the contractions that evolution had designed to keep seed exactly where it belonged. She moaned with each pulse, her hips lifting to meet me, her body accepting everything I gave with the patient, thorough devotion of a woman who understood that growing things required giving them everything you had.

“Moo,” she said afterward. And then laughed so hard she almost fell off the bed.



Ruby was different.

She stood at the foot of the bed, arms crossed, wearing a tank top and shorts, her copper curls wild around a face that was trying very hard to maintain its defenses.

“Okay.” She dropped her arms. “OKAY. I admit it. You win.”

“This isn’t a competition.”

“Everything’s a competition. But this one—” She pulled the tank top over her head. Her B-cups were firm and freckled, a small silver ring through her left nipple catching the light. She kicked off her shorts. “This one I don’t mind losing.”

She climbed onto the bed. Straddled me. None of Jolene’s commanding authority or Daisy’s warm surrender — Ruby moved like she was mounting a horse she hadn’t broken yet. Uncertain but unwilling to show it.

“I’m pregnant,” she said. Like she was testing the word. “I’m twenty-two years old and I’m pregnant by a man I’ve known for a week and the land trust is saved and GreenVale can eat shit.”

“That about covers it.”

“So why am I still scared?”

“Because it’s real.” I put my hands on her waist. Her body was lean and strong, compact muscle over narrow hips, the kind of body that had never been touched gently enough. “Because you’ve been fighting so hard that you forgot what it feels like to just… be.”

Her fierce green eyes searched mine. Looking for the lie. Looking for the angle.

She didn’t find one.

“Fuck.” The word came out small. Young. The sound of a twenty-two-year-old girl beneath all that armor. “Okay. So. How do we do this?”

“However you want.”

She sank down onto me. Slowly, this time. None of the furious pace of their first session — just a slow, deliberate descent that let her feel every inch as her tight pussy stretched around my cock. Her green eyes went wide. Her freckled chest flushed pink, the blush spreading from her collarbone to the tops of her firm little breasts.

“Oh—” She breathed. Her walls gripped me in a warm, slick embrace, her body adjusting to the stretch with a full-body shiver. “That’s — when we’re not fighting, it’s—”

“Better?”

“Shut up.” But she was smiling. Barely. The first genuine smile I’d seen from Ruby Beckett, with my cock buried inside her.

She moved. Slow at first, finding a rhythm that was hers — not competitive, not angry, just Ruby. Her wild red hair bounced around her face. Her freckled skin caught the lamplight, constellations of copper across pale cream. Her nose ring glinted. The lupine tattoo on her shoulder blade shifted with each roll of her hips. Her pussy gripped me on each upstroke, releasing on each down, the wet friction sending sparks up both our spines.

“This is better than anything I ever—” She gasped as I hit something deep, her walls clenching. “Don’t STOP—”

I didn’t stop. Thrust up into her while she ground down, the slick sound of our bodies connecting filling the space between her moans. Our rhythm was less war and more conversation, her hips answering each thrust of mine. Her B-cups shifted with firm, natural motion, the silver ring through her left nipple catching lamplight. Her hands found my chest — not clawing, not scratching, just resting. Just touching. Feeling my heartbeat under her palm.

She came quietly. Not the storm of their first time — something gentler, deeper, a wave that rolled through her and left her shaking on top of me, her pussy pulsing in soft, slow contractions around my cock. Her eyes were bright. Not with anger. Not with defiance.

With something she’d probably never admit out loud.

I let go inside her while she was still trembling. Felt my cock throb, each pulse filling her while she pressed down hard, keeping me deep, her eyes locked on mine, her walls milking every drop with those gentle, involuntary squeezes.

“I’m going to raise this kid on the farm,” she whispered. “Teach them to ride before they can walk. Name them after Grandma.”

“What was her name?”

“Mae.”

“Mae Beckett.”

“Mae Beckett.” She tested it. Nodded. “Yeah. That works.”

She didn’t get off me immediately. Just sat there, my cock softening inside her, my cum warm between us, her fierce face finally, finally relaxed.

“Don’t tell anyone I smiled.”

“Same deal as last time?”

Her green eyes flickered — recognition. The first session, the tears she’d made me promise to keep secret. Now the smile she didn’t want anyone to see.

“Same deal.”

“It stays here.”



Sage was last.

She stood beside the bed, already naked — she’d shed her clothes with the practical efficiency of a woman undressing for a medical procedure. Her dark hair was loose, her olive skin warm in the low light, the horseshoe pendant catching lamplight between her firm breasts.

“The conception probability at this hormonal level is approximately—”

“Sage.”

“Right.” She exhaled. “Old habits.”

She climbed onto the bed. Straddled me with the precise positioning she brought to everything. Then stopped.

“I’ve been trying to narrate this since day one,” she said. “The pheromone markers. The oxytocin cascades. The dopamine reward pathways. I’ve documented every stage of my own bonding on biosensors and in clinical notes.” She placed her hands on my chest. “And none of it — none of the data, none of the science, none of the measurements — captures what it actually feels like.”

“What does it feel like?”

“Like being seen.” She sank down onto me. Gasped. “Oh — forget the statistics. Just don’t stop. PLEASE don’t stop.”

She’d been precise before. Clinical, analytical, the scientist’s approach to sex. But the positive test had changed something — unlocked some final door that data hadn’t been able to open. She moved on me with abandon, her toned body working with an intensity that was more passion than precision. Her slick pussy gripped my cock in a tight, rhythmic squeeze with each downstroke, her arousal coating me in a warm glaze that let her slide faster, deeper.

Her C-cups bounced with firm, athletic motion — high and tight on her chest, the horseshoe pendant swinging between them, catching lamplight. Her warm olive complexion flushed from her chest to her cheeks. Her hands gripped my shoulders with the strength of fifteen years of manual labor — calloused palms, strong fingers, and she held on like I was the one thing in the world she refused to let go of.

“I came here for the data,” she gasped, grinding down, her clit pressing against my pelvis. “I stayed for — oh God — I stayed for this. For you. For the herd and the babies and the—”

She came. Not the seized, fighting orgasm of their first time — this one rolled through her like a tide she’d stopped resisting, her pussy clenching in slow, deep waves, her strong hands going soft on my shoulders, her mouth falling open in a sound that was half laugh, half sob. The positive test had unlocked something. She wasn’t breaking anymore. She was letting go.

I flipped her. On her back, her dark hair fanning across the pillow, her legs wrapping around my waist as I drove into her with the steady rhythm she’d abandoned. She gasped with each thrust — raw, unnarrated sounds, her athletic body jolting beneath me, her firm breasts shifting with each stroke. No data. No analysis. Just Sage, feeling everything, her pussy hot and wet and gripping me with the urgency of a woman who’d wasted five days on observation when she could have had this.

“Breed me,” she whispered. “I know the pregnancy has already started. I know the science. But I want to feel you do it anyway. I want to feel your cum inside me.”

I came inside her. Deep, pulsing surges that flooded the veterinarian who’d been so certain she would never break. She moaned at each spurt — actually moaned, no clinical commentary, just raw, unfiltered pleasure — and her body drew me deeper. Her walls clenched in steady waves, milking my cock with involuntary precision, her capable hands pressing my hips against hers, her strong runner’s legs locking at the small of my back. Refusing to let an inch of space between us. Refusing to let a single drop escape.

“That,” she said afterward, staring at the ceiling, my cum warm between her thighs, “was not peer-reviewed.”

“Most of the best things aren’t.”



Afterward, the four of them lay tangled in the suite that smelled like wildflowers and sex and the beginning of something.

From the nursing chair by the window, Harper watched. Her daughter at her breast, tears streaming down her freckled cheeks. She caught my eye across the room.

“I was them,” she said. “Three months ago. I was exactly them.”

“I know.”

“Thank you.” She looked at her daughter. At the farm girls. At the room full of women who’d found each other through me. “Thank you for all of this.”

Vivian appeared in the doorway, our son asleep in his sling. She surveyed the scene with the clinical assessment she brought to everything, then let it dissolve into something warmer.

“Jolene, switch with Daisy — Caleb needs recovery time.” Her commanding voice was gentled by the baby against her chest. “Ruby, patience. I know you’re twenty-two but he’s only human.”

“He doesn’t feel human,” Ruby muttered from beneath a pile of Daisy.

Madi sat with Ruby after the others had drifted. Two young women from completely different worlds, sitting cross-legged on a sex-rumpled bed.

“So.” Madi tucked a strand of auburn hair behind her ear. “Farmer life.”

“So.” Ruby adjusted her baseball cap. “Influencer life.”

“Former influencer.”

“Really?”

“Some things are real.” Madi looked at her belly — fourteen weeks, just starting to show. “Real things don’t need documentation.”

Ruby nodded slowly. “I could have told you that.”



I stood in the nursery at midnight. My son in one arm. Three bassinets occupied. A fourth being wheeled in by the night nurse because Celeste could go any hour now.

Vivian found me there.

“The WHO partnership is official.” She stood beside me, her reflection in the glass showing a woman who’d built an empire from a serum and a converted Victorian mansion. “They want satellite clinics in communities affected by environmental contamination.”

“How many?”

“Starting with one.” She looked through the glass, past the nursery, to the great room where the farm girls were being folded into the harem by experienced hands — Celeste offering fashion advice that Jolene was politely ignoring, Margot quizzing Ruby on Habsburg agricultural history, Tiffany sharing pregnancy tips with Daisy while Madi pretended not to listen.

“Rural Vermont,” Vivian said. “Sage has volunteered to run it. She has the scientific background, the community trust, and now—” She looked at me. “The personal investment.”

“A satellite clinic.”

“The first of many.” Her expression was bright — a career’s worth of imagination becoming reality. “We’re not just a fertility clinic anymore, Caleb. We’re becoming a movement.”

Through the glass, my son stirred. I adjusted him against my chest, felt his small heartbeat against mine.

“How many women are on the waiting list now?”

“Six hundred.” Vivian pulled up the number on her tablet. “And growing.”

“Sage is going to run the Vermont clinic.” I watched my son sleep. “I’ll visit monthly.”

“At minimum.” Vivian rested her hand on my arm. “Get some rest. Tomorrow we have a corporate lawyer to destroy and a Frenchwoman who’s about to go into labor.”

She left.

In the great room, the harem laughed at something Daisy said. The sound carried through the quiet clinic.

I held my son and listened.


Chapter 12: Roots

Whitfield came back with three million.

He entered the lobby like a man playing his last card and pretending it was an ace. Same charcoal suit, same polished briefcase, same corporate smile — but his eyes were sharper today. Nervous. GreenVale had been watching the news: the WHO investigation into industrial contamination of rural water supplies had been announced that morning. Their stock dropped four percent at open.

He expected Jolene alone.

He did not expect what was waiting for him.

Jolene stood in the lobby with her rough hands in her back pockets, her flannel untucked over jeans, her braid over one shoulder. She looked like she’d just finished mucking out a stall. She looked like she’d tear the building down with those hands if someone gave her a reason.

Behind her: Vivian, in her lab coat, tablet in one hand, baby in the sling. The postpartum glow hadn’t dimmed the steel in her dark eyes. She’d reviewed GreenVale’s EPA filings at three in the morning and found discrepancies that would make a securities lawyer weep.

Beside Vivian: Sage, holding a three-ring binder thick enough to stop a bullet, containing three years of livestock fertility data mapped against water contamination levels. Every dead calf. Every subfertile bull. Every failure to conceive that tracked, with mathematical precision, to GreenVale’s runoff entering the watershed.

On speakerphone, propped against a vase of Celeste’s flowers: the clipped voice of a senior partner at Rausch, Klein & Detwiler, the Habsburg family’s legal team, relaying from their Vienna office. The same firm that had defended Austrian agricultural interests since the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Margot stood behind Jolene’s left shoulder, arms crossed, directing her attorneys with sharp commands.

And Ruby. Standing at Jolene’s right shoulder with the fire of a woman protecting her home. Her green eyes could have cut glass.

Whitfield took in the scene. His corporate smile thinned by a fraction.

“Three million.” He set the briefcase on the reception desk. “Final offer. The land, structures, water rights—”

“Here’s my counter-proposal.” Jolene didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to. “You clean up your contamination. You compensate every affected family in our watershed. You fund a community health study. And you stay the hell off Beckett land.”

“Ms. Beckett, the land trust requires—”

“Three heirs. Born within eighteen months of the last trustee’s death.” Jolene folded her arms. “All three Beckett sisters are pregnant. Confirmed by one of the most prestigious fertility clinics in the world. We’ll deliver inside the timeline.”

Whitfield’s jaw tightened. “Pregnancy alone doesn’t satisfy—”

“We’re aware.” Vivian’s voice sliced through. “We’ve reviewed the trust language. Live births are required. Our clinic has a perfect delivery record with zero complications, and all three women are in optimal health. The probability of successful delivery is, in my professional medical opinion, effectively certain.”

“GreenVale’s legal team may challenge the—”

“Let them challenge.” Margot stepped forward, ice and Habsburg steel. “My attorneys have filed preliminary environmental impact suits in three jurisdictions — Vermont state court, federal environmental court, and the International Court of Environmental Claims in The Hague.” A pause. “Yes, Mr. Whitfield. The Hague. The Habsburgs do not do things by half measures.”

Whitfield’s composure cracked. Just a fracture — a tightening around his eyes, a shift in his weight from confident to unsettled.

“And this.” Sage stepped forward with her binder. “Three years of veterinary data. Fertility decline across seven livestock species in the GreenVale runoff zone. Birth rates down sixty percent. Calf mortality up forty percent. Stallion sperm motility reduced to functionally subfertile levels.” She opened the binder to a flagged page. “The same compounds that sterilized our bulls also reduced male fertility in the human population. Your chemicals didn’t just poison our water, Mr. Whitfield.”

“You poisoned our men’s ability to father children.” Jolene leaned forward. Just slightly. The movement was small but Whitfield leaned back — the instinctive retreat of a man who’d realized the person across from him was stronger than he’d calculated. “Do you know what that headline looks like?”

Silence. The lobby clock ticked.

“GreenVale will…” Whitfield straightened his cuffs. The gesture was slower now. Less confident. “Consider your terms.”

“GreenVale will accept our terms.” Jolene’s voice was flat, final, the voice of a woman who’d been making deals with livestock buyers since she was sixteen and knew exactly when someone was bluffing. “You have forty-eight hours.”

He left. The lobby door closed behind him with the quiet click of a man who’d walked in holding cards and walked out holding nothing.

Jolene watched him go. Then exhaled — long, shaky, months of held breath leaving her body in one unsteady rush.

“Nice work, farm girl.” Madi appeared from the hallway and handed her a sparkling water. The former influencer’s smile was warm, real — nothing like the Instagram-perfect version she’d worn six months ago.

“We’re not done yet.” Jolene took the water. “But it’s a start.”



Sage laid out her plan in Vivian’s office that afternoon.

“I’ll stay in Boston for two more months,” she said, her brown eyes clear and steady, her braid tight, her tablet displaying floor plans she’d been sketching since dawn. “Training with your team. Learning the serum protocols. Establishing the clinical standards.”

“And then?” Vivian rocked our son gently. He was awake today, staring at the ceiling with the unfocused fascination of a nearly-four-week-old who’d just discovered light.

“Then I go home.” Sage pulled up a satellite image — the Beckett property, green fields bordered by forest, a cluster of buildings that included the farmhouse, the dairy barn, and a smaller structure circled in red. “The old equipment shed. Converted, it would provide three treatment rooms, a waiting area, lab space, and an observation suite.”

“On the Beckett property.”

“Adjacent to it. The WHO’s rural outreach funding covers renovation, equipment, and staffing for the first two years.” She zoomed in. “Solar-powered, well-water independent — separate from the contaminated supply — with telemedicine capability for consultations with your team.”

Vivian studied the plans. Her gaze moved over the details with the sharp focus she brought to everything — the woman who’d built the Genesis Wing from a serum and a dream, now watching that dream grow roots in Vermont soil.

“Staff?”

“Two nurses from the local hospital have already expressed interest. Both affected by the contamination — both desperate for treatment themselves.” Sage met Vivian’s eyes. “This isn’t just a satellite clinic. It’s a lifeline for a community that’s been dying since GreenVale’s runoff entered the water.”

“And Caleb?”

“Monthly visits.” Sage looked at me. “The bonding requires periodic contact. And the treatment protocol requires — well.” The corner of her mouth twitched. “Hands-on administration.”

“The Vermont branch of the harem,” I said.

“I prefer ‘rural outreach program.’” Sage’s smile was the rare genuine kind. “But yes. My patients have always trusted me to take care of their animals. Now they’ll trust me to take care of them.”

She touched her belly. Flat still, nothing showing. But inside, the serum was doing what it always did — efficiently, irrevocably, the biology she’d spent five days fighting now working with instead of against her.

“This is going to work,” she said. Not a question. The certainty of a scientist who’d reviewed the data and reached a conclusion.

“It’s going to work,” Vivian confirmed.



That evening, the overnight suite.

Someone had brought wildflowers again — the same Vermont lupine and lavender that had scented the celebration the night before. But tonight was different. Quieter. The suite held the particular stillness of something ending, the way a field goes silent before the last cutting of the season.

The four of them were waiting when I arrived. Not as a group — they’d come separately, drifting in one by one, drawn by the same pull that none of them fought anymore.

Jolene stood by the window, her flannel unbuttoned, her braid loose. She’d been looking at the city lights — so different from the darkness of Vermont, the open sky she’d soon be returning to.

Daisy sat on the bed in a borrowed silk robe, golden hair spilling over her shoulders. She’d stopped borrowing Celeste’s things to be polite. She wore them now because they felt good against her skin.

Ruby was cross-legged on the floor, her baseball cap off for once, her copper curls wild and free. She looked younger without the armor. She looked like a girl who might actually be okay.

And Sage leaned against the doorframe, arms folded, her horseshoe pendant catching the last of the daylight. She’d given up every pretense weeks ago — she was here for the reason written in her chemistry, and she’d made her peace with it.

“Last night in Boston,” Jolene said. “For a while, at least.”

“The cows aren’t going to milk themselves,” Daisy said.

“The cows can wait one more hour.” Jolene turned from the window. Her hazel eyes found mine. The softness was still there — the thing that had cracked open in a garden under the stars. “I want something to take home with me.”

She crossed to me. Kissed me slowly — not with the urgent hunger of their first sessions, not with the wall-bracing force of the garden. Something quieter. The kiss of a woman planting something she intended to tend for a long time.

Her flannel fell. Her sports bra followed, revealing the body I’d memorized — lean muscle, dramatic tan lines, small firm breasts with pale nipples that hardened instantly in the warm air. Those tan-lined arms wrapped around my neck and she pulled me down to the bed, her body moving against mine with the steady rhythm that defined her. Unhurried. Powerful. Certain.

I entered her slowly. Felt her tight, wet heat part around me, her pussy gripping each inch as I sank deeper. She inhaled — long and deep — and her eyes stayed open, watching my face the way she watched the weather. Reading it. Trusting it. Knowing what it would bring.

“I’m going to miss this,” she whispered. Her hips rolled to meet mine, her walls squeezing as she took me to the root. “Not just the sex. This. Being held by someone who isn’t asking me to carry anything.”

“I’ll be in Vermont every month.”

“I know.” She arched beneath me, her firm breasts pressing against my chest, her hard nipples dragging across my skin, her tan lines shifting in the lamplight. “But the farm doesn’t run on monthly visits.” A gasp as I bottomed out inside her. “Harder. I want to feel you on the drive home.”

I gave her harder. She wrapped her powerful legs around me and pulled me deep, her heels digging into my lower back, her body a coil of farm-built muscle and newly kindled warmth. Each thrust drew a quiet, honest grunt from her chest. The wet sound of our bodies connecting filled the suite, mingling with the scent of wildflowers and sex.

When she came, it was quiet — a long exhale through parted lips, her eyes closing, her whole body tightening around me in waves that were less earthquake and more tide. Her pussy milked my cock in slow, rolling contractions, strong and steady, the way she did everything.

I came inside her. Felt my cock throb and pulse, the heat of my cum spreading deep inside her while she held me there — legs locked, forehead against mine, those calloused fingers gentle on the back of my neck.

“Grow well,” she said softly. To the life inside. To us.

Daisy replaced her with the warm inevitability of sunlight following dawn.

She shed the robe and climbed onto the bed without a trace of the old self-consciousness. Her magnificent body on full display — DD breasts heavy and warm, soft belly, wide hips made for what they were doing. The first drops of colostrum already beading on her nipples from the pheromones and the arousal and the new life starting its work inside her.

“One more time before I go home to my cows,” she said, straddling me. “And then my cows are going to have to accept that I understand them better now.”

She sank down onto me and sighed — deep, satisfied, the sound of a woman settling into exactly where she belonged. Her slick pussy opened around my cock, taking me in one slow descent until I was fully seated inside her warm, giving body. Her hips moved in slow circles, grinding her clit against my pelvis with each rotation, her heavy breasts swaying in hypnotic arcs, colostrum tracing thin golden lines down their generous curves.

I reached up and cupped them. God, the weight. Each breast overflowed my palms, soft and heavy and warm, the nipples large and peaked and already leaking. I drew one to my mouth. The thick, sweet taste of first colostrum filled my tongue — richer than before, honeyed and slightly musky, the serum accelerating what her body had been rehearsing for years.

“Oh—” She gasped, her eyes going bright, her pussy clenching tight around my cock. “Every time you do that, I feel it all the way down. Like a wire running from my nipple to my—” She clenched again, harder. “There. Right there.”

I nursed from her while she rode me. Slow. Tender. Her soft body rocking above mine, those magnificent DD-cups pressed to my face, colostrum flowing in warm streams that I swallowed while her pussy slid up and down my shaft in a rhythm that was pure instinct. Her golden hair fell around us like a curtain, and the world narrowed to the taste of her milk and the grip of her body and the scent of vanilla and hay and sex.

She came with a shudder and a sob of pure happiness, her walls clamping down in a fierce, rhythmic pulse that milked my cock while colostrum sprayed from her free breast — a thin jet that painted my chest in warm golden streaks, her body releasing from both ends at once.

“That,” she breathed, “is never going to get old.”

I filled her one last time. Gripped her wide hips and thrust up into her, emptying in deep, thick surges while she moaned and ground down, her pussy squeezing each spurt deeper, her breasts leaking freely against my face. She collapsed against me, soft and warm and still, and didn’t move. My cock softened inside her, surrounded by the warmth of her body and the warmth of my cum, and neither of us reached for anything to clean up.

“The baby’s going to have hay-blonde hair,” she whispered. “I can feel it.” And giggled into my neck.

Ruby came next. She crawled onto the bed and lay beside me on her back, staring at the ceiling.

“Don’t make this a thing,” she said.

“Okay.”

“I’m not going to cry again.”

“Okay.”

“I’m just going to—” She rolled on top of me. Her lean, freckled body settled against mine, all compact muscle and warm skin, her firm B-cups pressing against my chest, the silver ring through her left nipple a cool point between us. Her red curls fell around my face like a copper curtain. She kissed me. Softly. The softest thing Ruby Beckett had ever done.

She reached between us. Her small, strong hand wrapped around my cock — still slick from Daisy — and guided me to her entrance. She was wet, had been wet since walking in, the pheromones and the emotion doing what weeks of resistance couldn’t prevent. She sank down onto me with her eyes open — slowly, feeling each inch, her tight young pussy stretching around me with a grip that made both of us catch our breath.

No fighting. No armor. Just a twenty-two-year-old woman who’d found something she hadn’t known she was looking for.

She rode me with her eyes open. Slow, deliberate rolls of her hips that took me deep, her slick walls gripping on each upstroke, releasing on each down. The wet friction was exquisite — tight and hot and unhurried, the opposite of their furious first time.

“I’m naming the baby Mae,” she said. Her hips rocked slowly. Her pussy clenched. “After Grandma.”

“I know.”

“And I’m going to raise her on the farm. And she’s going to be fierce and strong and she’s never going to feel like she has to carry everything alone.” Her green eyes glistened. Her hips kept their steady rhythm, her body moving on mine with a grace she’d never shown before. “Because she won’t be alone.”

She came quietly. A soft tightening that started deep and rolled through her — her pussy gripping my cock in gentle waves, her lips parting on a silent exhale, her whole body going still and then trembling. Her forehead dropped to my chest and she let out one long, shaky breath.

I spilled inside her while she was still shaking — felt my cock throb against her clenching walls, each pulse drawing a soft sound from her that she muffled against my skin. She pressed her nose against my collarbone and stayed there, my cum warm between us, her body still holding me inside.

“I didn’t cry,” she said. Her voice was thick.

“You didn’t cry.”

She had, once. Back in her first session, when all that armor cracked and she’d made me promise not to tell her sisters. Tonight was different. Tonight the emotion came out as something softer than tears — something she didn’t need to hide.

“Shut up.”

Sage was last. She climbed onto me with the no-nonsense efficiency of a woman mounting a horse, except the corner of her mouth was turned up and her dark eyes were warm.

“The probability of conception has already been confirmed,” she said. “So from a strictly scientific perspective, this is—”

“Unnecessary?”

“Recreational.” She sank down onto me and gasped. “Oh. God.” She bit her lip. “I promised myself I’d narrate this one. For the record.”

“And?”

“And I’m done pretending that works.” She shifted her hips, grinding down, taking me to the hilt, and let out a breath that was pure surrender. Her pussy was warm and slick and gripping me with the quiet intensity of a woman who’d stopped fighting her own body. “Turns out the data was never the point.”

“Don’t be smug.” But she was smiling as she moved on me — her athletic body warm and strong, toned abs flexing with each rise and fall, her firm C-cups bouncing with tight, natural motion, her silver chain swinging between them. She rode me with her eyes on mine, the way she watched her patients — attentive, careful, reading every response. Her pace quickened, her arousal building, her pussy getting wetter and tighter with each stroke until the slick sounds of our bodies together filled the quiet suite.

She came with her hands on my chest — a sharp gasp and a full-body shudder that she let happen without trying to analyze it, her walls clenching around my cock in a series of firm, rhythmic squeezes. Progress. She threw her head back, dark hair cascading down her spine, and just let the pleasure wash through her like a woman standing in warm rain.

I came inside her. Felt my cock pulse and throb, filling the veterinarian with thick, heavy spurts while her pussy milked each one deeper. She bent down and kissed me — slow, thorough, completely unscientific — and I felt her smile against my mouth as the last aftershocks faded between us.

“For the record,” she said against my mouth, “the data was inconclusive. I’ll need to repeat this experiment. Monthly. Minimum.”

“In Vermont?”

“In Vermont.” She rested her forehead against mine. “In my clinic. On my terms. With my horses in the next field and my patients down the road and you—” She pressed her hand flat against my chest. “Visiting.”

“Always.”

She rolled off me and lay on her back. Around us, the other three had settled — Jolene by the window, Daisy curled against my side, Ruby at the foot of the bed with her cap back on. Four farm girls who’d driven fourteen hours in a beat-up truck and were leaving pregnant, bonded, and part of something none of them had imagined.

The wildflowers scented the room. The city hummed outside. And in the quiet, four women breathed the easy breath of seeds that had found their soil.



The goodbye dinner filled the great room.

Celeste had arranged it, naturally — crystal stemware, white candles, fresh flowers, the linen tablecloth she’d purchased for the clinic months ago. She moved around the table with thirty-six-week difficulty and French determination, adjusting centerpieces and correcting napkin folds while her enormous belly preceded her into every corner.

Every woman in the harem was present — in person or on screen.

Three newborns in carriers lined along the wall: Vivian’s son, Harper’s daughter, Aiste’s daughter. The newest generation, sleeping through the noise of the family that had made them.

At the table: the Becketts in their flannels and work boots, sitting between Margot in Dior and Celeste in Chanel. Sage in her khakis and polo. Tiffany and Madi side by side, the stepmother and stepdaughter who’d become something closer to sisters. Harper with her daughter in a carrier at her feet, her auburn hair loose, her freckled face radiant with the peace of having everything she’d given up hoping for.

Aiste had been wheeled in from the maternity wing, her four-day-old daughter asleep on her chest, those pale assessing eyes sharp despite the exhaustion. She’d insisted on attending. Nobody had argued.

On the wall screen: Aaliyah’s split-screen with Yuki. Aaliyah at twenty-eight weeks, radiant on screen, her dark eyes bright with plans to visit next month. Yuki at twenty-eight weeks, her Stanford office cluttered with both medical research and baby catalogs, the physician’s approach to motherhood producing spreadsheets of optimal crib dimensions.

“When I first came to this clinic,” Harper said, lifting her glass, “I was a professor who’d given up on everything except work. A woman who’d convinced herself that tenure was enough. That being wanted was something that happened to other people.” She looked at her daughter. At me. “Now I’m a mother. In a family I never imagined.”

“I came to debunk a miracle,” Yuki said from the screen. Her severe expression softened. “I found one.”

“I came to escape a marriage,” Aaliyah added. Her hand rested on her belly, the gold of her ring — new, self-purchased, a symbol of autonomy — catching light. “I found freedom.”

“I came because my husband sent me.” Tiffany’s voice was steady. No breathy bimbo affect, no performance. Just a woman. “I found out he was the problem all along. And I found people who actually wanted me. Not just my body. Me.”

“I came to beat my stepmom.” Madi grinned. “I lost that competition. Won a better one.”

“I came because my blood demanded an heir.” Margot lifted her glass with imperial grace. “I found a family worth more than any Habsburg estate.”

“We came to save our farm,” Jolene said. Her weathered hand rested on her belly — a gesture that was becoming habitual, the unconscious protection of a woman who’d been given something she’d stopped hoping for. “We found something bigger.”

“Family,” Daisy said.

“Terrifying, weird, pregnant family,” Ruby added.

Laughter filled the room. Warm, genuine — the sound of fifteen women and three babies and one man who’d started as a broke grad student and become the center of something he still couldn’t fully comprehend.

Then Celeste gasped.

Her hands flew to her massive belly. The glass of sparkling water she’d been holding shattered on the table, crystal fragments scattering across the linen like ice.

“Oh — oh mon Dieu—”

“Celeste?” I was beside her before the glass finished falling.

“I think—” She gripped my hand. Her gray-green eyes went wide, then liquid, then fierce. Her honey-brown hair fell across her face as she doubled forward. “I think your son wants to meet you.”

Amniotic fluid soaked through her cream silk gown, pooling on Celeste’s chair, dripping to the hardwood floor.

The table erupted. Not panic — efficiency. This harem had three postpartum women, a doctor, a nurse, and a veterinarian. They’d done this before.

Vivian was on her feet, our son barely stirring in his sling, issuing orders. Aiste was texting the delivery staff from her wheelchair. Harper gathered the newborns. Sage grabbed a stack of clean towels from the sideboard because a woman who delivered foals for a living always knew where the towels were.

“Mon Dieu, mon Dieu—” Celeste gripped my arm as a contraction hit. “He is impatient. Like his father.”

“Can you walk?”

“I am FRENCH.” She stood. Dignity incarnate, even with fluid running down her legs and a contraction seizing her midsection. “I can walk to my own delivery.”

She took three steps and grabbed the table.

“Perhaps — perhaps you could carry me.”

I lifted her. Thirty-six weeks of baby and Celeste and French determination and the silk gown that was now ruined beyond any couturier’s repair. She weighed nothing. She weighed everything.

“The nursery is ready.” Aiste’s voice came from behind us, calm and clinical, her own daughter sleeping through the chaos. “Bay four. I prepped it yesterday.”

“You knew?”

“I watched her walk today. The waddle changed. The baby dropped two centimeters since morning.” Her ice-blue eyes glinted. “I see everything, Caleb. I thought I’d been clear about that.”



I carried Celeste down the hallway to the delivery suite. The harem followed — a procession of pregnant women and new mothers and farm girls in work boots, filing through the Victorian mansion like a guard of honor.

Fourth baby. Coming now.

In the delivery suite doorway, I paused. Looked back.

The hallway was full of them. Vivian, commanding even postpartum. Harper, tearful and beautiful. Aiste, clinical and warm. Margot, imperious and concerned. Tiffany and Madi, holding each other’s hands. Aaliyah and Yuki on screen, watching from across the world.

And the farm girls. Jolene, Daisy, Ruby, Sage — standing in their work boots and flannels, carrying the future of a Vermont farming community in their bellies, watching another woman about to bring a new life into the family they’d joined.

Daisy was crying. Ruby was pretending not to.

Jolene caught my eye. Her hand was on her belly. She nodded once.

I carried Celeste through the door.



My phone buzzed in my pocket while Celeste breathed through her first real contraction.

A text from Sage, already back in planning mode: “A delegation from rural Hokkaido called. Industrial contamination from a chemical plant. Thirty women in a farming prefecture. They’ve heard about our program.”

Behind one door: Celeste, laboring. Through the glass: three bassinets with my newborns. Down the hall: four farm girls carrying four more. In the rooms above: Tiffany, Madi, and Margot with three more. Across the world: Aaliyah and Yuki with two.

The waiting list was at six hundred. And somewhere in Vermont, a struggling farm was about to become the first outpost of something much bigger.

I set the phone down. Took Celeste’s hand.

“I’m going to need a bigger calendar.”

Celeste laughed through her contraction.

“You’re going to need a bigger LIFE, mon amour.” She squeezed my hand hard enough to leave marks. “Now hold my hand and help me bring your son into the world.”


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this book, here’s how to get more:

	Leave a review — Even a quick star rating helps other readers find this book.

	Visit my website — Character galleries, sample chapters, and bonus content.

	Follow on Amazon — Get notified when new books drop. No spam, just releases.



More books from Cole Cross are waiting.

Thanks for being here.

Cole Cross

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
s g \ 0o -
< (B A g s
| L ®
A 4






OEBPS/image_rsrc1T7.jpg





