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Chapter 1: The Trial

The glow of my laptop screen was the only light in my apartment at 2 AM. My third cup of coffee had gone cold hours ago, but I kept scrolling through the university job board anyway. Desperation has a way of keeping you awake.

Lab assistant. Requires PhD. Next.

Teaching position. Three years experience minimum. Next.

Retail associate. $12/hour.

I laughed bitterly. Four years of undergrad, two years into a biochemistry master’s program, and I was looking at jobs that paid less than my student loan interest.

Dr. Morrison had delivered the news yesterday with all the warmth of a spreadsheet. “Budget cuts, Caleb. Your funding’s been reallocated. I’m sorry.” He wasn’t sorry. He’d never liked me anyway…too tall, too athletic, didn’t fit his image of what a serious scientist looked like.

My phone buzzed. A text from my former roommate, Jake.

Hey man, sorry about bailing. New place is sick tho. Good luck with rent!

Good luck with rent. The full rent that I now owed alone because Jake had decided to move in with his girlfriend three weeks before the lease renewal. The rent that was due in six days. The rent that I absolutely could not pay.

I rubbed my eyes and kept scrolling.

Then I saw it.

Okafor Reproductive Sciences: Male subjects needed for fertility study. Healthy males 21-30. Initial screening: $750. Potential for extended participation.

Seven hundred and fifty dollars for a screening. I read it again to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating from sleep deprivation.

The posting was sparse on details. “Cutting-edge fertility research.” “Confidential.” “Beacon Hill location.” A phone number and an email.

I’d done medical studies before…sat in a room for eight hours testing allergy medication, let grad students draw my blood for fifty bucks. This seemed like more of the same, just better paying.

I sent the email before I could talk myself out of it.



The clinic was nothing like I expected.

Okafor Reproductive Sciences occupied a converted Victorian mansion in Beacon Hill, the kind of neighborhood where the cars cost more than my entire education. I walked past a Bentley and a Tesla in the small parking area, feeling distinctly out of place in my faded university hoodie and worn jeans.

The building itself was stunning…red brick, white trim, bay windows that probably cost more than my apartment. A discreet brass plaque by the door was the only indication this wasn’t someone’s obscenely expensive home.

Inside, the wealth continued. Oil paintings in gilded frames. Persian rugs that my sneakers felt unworthy of touching. A crystal chandelier catching the morning light. The waiting room held four women, all in designer clothes, all sipping sparkling water from actual glass bottles.

One of them…blonde, maybe forty, dripping with diamonds…looked up from her phone and gave me a once-over. Her eyebrows rose slightly. I couldn’t tell if it was approval or confusion about what a guy in a hoodie was doing in her space.

“Mr. Wright?”

I turned toward the voice. A woman in scrubs stood in a doorway, clipboard in hand. She was tall…maybe 5’9”…with platinum blonde hair pulled back in a severe ponytail that somehow made her look more striking, not less. High cheekbones. Pale blue eyes that assessed me with clinical precision.

“That’s me.”

“Follow me, please. I’m Nurse Kazlauskaitė. You can call me Aistė if that’s easier.”

Her accent was subtle…something Eastern European beneath American English. Lithuanian, I’d learn later. She walked ahead of me down a hallway, and I tried not to stare at the way her fitted scrubs hugged her athletic frame. Toned calves. An ass that even medical-grade fabric couldn’t disguise…round, firm, bouncing slightly with each step.

Focus, Caleb. You’re here for money, not to ogle the staff.

But Jesus. That ass.

She led me to an examination room that looked more like a luxury hotel suite than a medical facility. Leather chair. Mahogany desk. Soft lighting. A large window with actual curtains.

“Dr. Okafor will be with you shortly. Please have a seat.”

She left, ponytail swinging behind her. I sat in the leather chair and waited, trying to process the disconnect between this place and every other medical facility I’d ever been in.

The door opened five minutes later, and Dr. Vivian Okafor walked in.

I understood immediately why this was her clinic and not someone else’s.

She commanded the room simply by entering it. Tall…5’8” at least…with posture that suggested either royalty or ballet training. Her natural black hair was styled in an elegant twist, not a strand out of place. Dark skin that seemed to glow with health, flawless and rich like mahogany. Her white lab coat was pristine, hanging open over a wine-colored silk blouse that did nothing to hide the generous curves beneath.

My eyes traveled the path they always did with beautiful women…though I tried to be subtle about it. Up from her sensible but expensive heels, over calves toned from what I’d later learn were morning runs, to hips that flared dramatically from a defined waist. Her breasts strained against the silk of her blouse, heavy and full, and a thin gold chain disappeared into cleavage that the professional attire couldn’t quite contain.

Her face was striking rather than conventionally pretty…strong features, full lips, dark eyes that seemed to see everything. She looked at me the way a scientist looks at an interesting specimen.

“Mr. Wright. I’m Dr. Vivian Okafor.” Her accent blended London precision with something warmer…Lagos, I’d learn. “Thank you for responding to our posting.”

“Thank you for the opportunity.” I shook her hand. Her grip was firm, professional. “I have to admit, this isn’t what I expected from a research clinic.”

A small smile. “We cater to a specific clientele. Discretion and comfort are paramount.” She sat behind the desk, opened a tablet. “You’re a graduate student in biochemistry, correct?”

“Was. My funding got cut.”

“I see. And you’re here because…?”

“Because I need seven hundred and fifty dollars, and your posting didn’t say I had to donate a kidney.”

She actually laughed at that…a rich, warm sound that transformed her severe beauty into something more approachable. “No kidneys required. Just some blood, some answers, and a sample.”

“A sample?”

“Semen, Mr. Wright. We’re a fertility clinic. Surely you understood that from the posting.”

I felt my face heat slightly. “Right. Of course. I just… wasn’t sure about the specifics.”

“The specifics are straightforward. We’re testing an experimental serum designed to enhance male fertility markers. You’ll receive an injection, we’ll monitor your response, and we’ll collect samples for analysis.” She set the tablet down. “Standard questions first. Any history of genetic disorders?”

“No.”

“Sexually transmitted infections?”

“No.”

“Current sexual partners?”

“None at the moment.” I tried not to sound pathetic about it. “Grad school doesn’t leave much time for dating.”

“Mm.” She made a note. “When did you last ejaculate?”

I blinked. “Uh… three days ago?”

“Good. Abstinence improves sample quality.” She stood. “Physical examination next. Please remove your shirt.”

The exam was thorough: blood pressure, reflexes, heart rate, the standard stuff. But she also measured things I’d never had measured before. The circumference of my testicles. The length of my flaccid penis, which was awkward as hell, especially when she made an approving sound and noted something on her tablet.

“You’re quite well-endowed,” she said matter-of-factly, like she was commenting on my height. “That’s not relevant to the study, but I note it for completeness.”

“Thanks?”

Another small smile. “Blood draw next, then the injection, then we’ll collect your baseline sample.”

The blood draw was normal. The injection was a small needle in my arm, a brief sting, a bandage. I felt nothing different afterward.

“The serum takes approximately six hours to reach full effect,” Dr. Okafor explained. “But we need a baseline sample before those changes occur. For accuracy, we prefer assisted collection.”

“Assisted?”

The door opened. Nurse Aistė entered with a tray of supplies…specimen cups, latex gloves, lubricant. Her ice-blue eyes dropped to my lap, then back to my face.

“I’ll be efficient,” she said.

Dr. Okafor headed for the door. “I’ll leave you to it. The room is private…no cameras, no observation. When you’re finished, Nurse Kazlauskaitė will process the sample and you can collect your payment at the front desk.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

I was alone with the ice-blonde nurse and a growing sense of unreality.

“Lie back,” Aistė instructed, gesturing to the examination table. “Feet flat, knees up if that’s more comfortable.”

“You’re really going to…”

“Collect your sample. Yes.” She snapped on the latex gloves with practiced efficiency. “Would you prefer visual stimulation? We have materials.”

“No, I… no. That’s fine.”

She raised one pale eyebrow. “Then let’s begin. Pants down, please.”

I fumbled with my belt, suddenly feeling like a teenager at his first physical. This was clinical, I told myself. Medical. Professional.

But Aistė’s gaze was anything but clinical as I pushed my jeans and boxers down to my thighs.

My cock hung soft against my thigh, and I felt a flash of embarrassment. She looked at it the way she’d looked at me in the waiting room…assessing, measuring. Her ice-blue eyes traced the length, dropped to my balls, then back up.

“Relax,” she said, her voice dropping half an octave. “I’ll be… thorough.”

She squeezed a generous amount of lubricant onto her gloved fingers, the clear gel glistening under the examination room lights. Then her hand wrapped around my shaft.

Holy shit.

Her grip was firm…not rough, but confident. Like she’d done this a thousand times and knew exactly what a cock needed. She stroked slowly, from base to tip, her latex-covered fingers sliding along my length with deliberate precision. Her thumb circled the head on each upstroke, pressing into the sensitive underside where the frenulum met the glans.

“Good response,” she murmured, watching my cock swell in her fist. It thickened rapidly, veins rising along the shaft as blood rushed south. “Very good.”

Within thirty seconds, I was fully hard, and her clinical assessment shifted. Her pale eyes widened, and I heard her breath catch.

“Oh.” Her accent thickened noticeably. “You are… substantial.”

My cock strained in her grip, thick and long enough now that her fingers didn’t quite meet around the girth. Eight inches at least, maybe more…I’d never measured when I was this hard. The head was swollen and purple, glistening with the lube she’d applied.

She adjusted her technique immediately, using both hands…one stroking the length in long, twisting motions while the other cupped my balls, rolling them gently in her palm. Her fingers found the sensitive skin behind my sac and pressed, and my hips jerked involuntarily.

“The sample cup,” she said, her voice slightly strained. Her eyes kept dropping to my cock like she couldn’t help herself. “It may need to be larger.”

I couldn’t tell if she was joking. I couldn’t tell anything anymore. Her hands were everywhere, gloved fingers working my shaft with precision that bordered on artistry. She knew exactly where to apply pressure…tight at the base, looser toward the head, a twist at the top that made my toes curl. She knew exactly how fast to stroke, exactly when to slow down to prolong things and when to speed up to push me toward the edge.

The wet sounds of her strokes filled the room. Slick, rhythmic, obscene.

“You’re very responsive.” Her cheeks had flushed pink…visible even on her pale Scandinavian skin. The color spread down her neck, disappearing beneath her scrubs. “Subjects often require more… stimulation.”

“You’re very good at this.”

The words came out before I could stop them. She paused for just a moment, ice-blue eyes meeting mine. Something shifted in her expression…professional mask cracking to reveal something hungrier underneath.

“I’ve had practice.” Her hands resumed their work, faster now, more urgent. The slick sounds grew louder. “Tell me when you’re close.”

I was already close. Her thumb pressed against the sensitive spot just below the head, circling with deliberate pressure, and I groaned low in my throat. My balls tightened, drawing up against my body.

“That’s it.” Her breathing had changed…deeper, faster, her chest rising and falling visibly beneath her scrubs. “Let it build. I want a substantial sample.”

She stroked me harder, her clinical pretense dissolving with each pump of her fists. Her free hand left my balls and drifted to her own thigh, pressing against the thin fabric of her scrubs. I could see the outline of her hard nipples straining against the compression bra beneath…stiff peaks that hadn’t been there when she walked in.

Her thighs pressed together, shifting against each other. She was getting wet. From this. From jerking me off.

“You’re responding so well.” Her voice was husky now, that Baltic accent thick enough to cut.

I looked down. She was right…clear fluid dripped steadily from my tip, coating her gloves in a glossy sheen, making the strokes slicker and louder. A strand of it connected my cock to her fingers when she pulled back, glistening in the light.

“Aistė…” My voice was strained, desperate.

“Yes.” She grabbed the specimen cup with one hand but didn’t stop stroking with the other. Her grip tightened, pumping faster, her wrist twisting on each upstroke

I came.

The first spurt exploded from my cock with enough force to hit the back of the specimen cup with an audible splash. Then the cup overflowed immediately…there was simply too much. Thick ropes of cum erupted from my shaft, more than I’d ever produced in my life, spattering her gloved fingers, dripping down her wrist, pooling in her palm.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, still stroking, milking me through it. Her eyes were locked on my pulsing cock, watching each jet of cum erupt from the swollen head. “So much… you’re still going…”

I couldn’t stop. My cock jerked again and again, each pulse shooting another thick rope of white cum. It dripped down the sides of the cup, ran over her gloves, spattered the examination table beneath me. She kept stroking, her grip tight around my shaft, her other hand massaging my balls to coax out every drop.

“Substantial,” she breathed, her voice barely audible. “Very… very substantial.”

My cock pulsed again and again, the orgasm lasting impossibly long…thirty seconds, maybe more. By the time the final spurts dribbled from my tip, the specimen cup was overflowing, cum running down the sides. Both of Aistė’s gloves were coated in thick white streaks. A rope of it had landed on her wrist and was slowly dripping toward her elbow.

She stared at the mess for a long moment, her lips parted, her breathing uneven. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips…and for one insane second, I thought she was going to lick her glove clean.

Then she seemed to catch herself, blinking rapidly, straightening her posture and resuming her clinical mask with visible effort.

“Excellent baseline sample.” Her voice was almost steady. “You may clean up. Payment will be waiting at the front desk.”

She peeled off the gloves carefully, dropped them in a biohazard container, and picked up the overflowing specimen cup. At the door, she paused.

“Mr. Wright?”

“Yeah?”

Her ice-blue eyes met mine. Something flickered there…hunger, quickly suppressed.

“I hope we’ll see you again.”

She left before I could respond.



I collected my $750 at the front desk, still slightly dazed. The receptionist…a pretty brunette who definitely gave me a look I didn’t understand…handed me the check with a smile.

“Dr. Okafor asked me to tell you that your results were very promising. She’ll be in touch.”

“In touch about what?”

“The extended program. If you qualify.” Another mysterious smile. “Have a nice day, Mr. Wright.”

I collected my $750 at the front desk, still slightly dazed. The receptionist…a pretty brunette who definitely gave me a look I didn’t understand…handed me the check with a smile.

“Dr. Okafor asked me to wait one moment,” she said, picking up the desk phone.

Thirty seconds later, the door to the back opened. Dr. Okafor stood there, tablet in hand, her expression different. Excited. Barely contained.

“Mr. Wright. Please. Come back for a moment.”

I followed her back to the examination room. The smell of lubricant and something else…sex, basically…still hung in the air.

She turned to face me, gripping the tablet like a lifeline.

“Your results.” She showed me the screen. Numbers and charts I didn’t understand. But one thing was clear…my line spiked while all the others flatlined. “This shouldn’t be possible.”

“What shouldn’t be possible?”

“The serum. It worked. Only on you.” Her dark eyes were bright with scientific triumph. “Fifty-three subjects. You’re the only one who responded.”

“Is that… bad?”

“Bad?” She laughed…that warm Lagos sound bleeding through her professional composure. “Mr. Wright, this is revolutionary. Your fertility markers are…” She shook her head. “Unprecedented.”

“So what does that mean?”

She set down the tablet. Looked at me directly.

“It means I need you to return tomorrow morning. Nine AM sharp.”

“For what?”

“For the next phase of testing.” Her eyes dropped to my crotch for just a moment. Snapped back up. “We need to verify efficacy. With a live trial.”

“Live trial?”

“A volunteer. Someone who’s tried everything else.” She picked up the tablet again, already making notes. “If this works…if you can do what these numbers suggest…you’ll have changed the world of reproductive medicine.”

I stared at her. At the tablet. At the room where Aistė had just given me the most clinical handjob of my life.

“Nine AM?”

“Sharp.” She was already heading for the door. Then paused. Looked back. “Mr. Wright?”

“Yeah?”

“Get some rest. You’re going to need it.”

She left me standing there. $750 richer. And apparently the only man on Earth whose body had just been transformed into something unprecedented.

This shouldn’t be possible.

But it was. And tomorrow, I’d find out exactly what that meant.


Chapter 2: The Anomaly

I barely slept that night.

Exceeded our highest projections. What the hell did that mean?

I ran through possibilities as I stared at my ceiling at 3 AM. Maybe the serum had some unexpected effect on my blood chemistry. Maybe my sample showed some rare genetic marker they were looking for. Maybe I was dying of something weird and they wanted to tell me in person.

The last thought kept me awake until dawn.

I arrived at the clinic at 8:45, fifteen minutes early because anxiety does that to a person. The same brunette receptionist smiled at me like she knew a secret I didn’t.

“Mr. Wright. Dr. Okafor is expecting you. Third floor…take the private elevator at the end of the hall. You’ll need this.”

She handed me a keycard. White plastic, no markings, surprisingly heavy.

“Third floor?”

“The Genesis Wing.” Another knowing smile. “It’s different up there.”

The private elevator was hidden behind an unmarked door. The keycard worked smoothly, and I rode up in silence, my stomach twisting with each floor.

The doors opened onto something that didn’t match the rest of the clinic.

Where downstairs was Victorian grandeur, this was… softer. The lighting was warm amber instead of clinical white. The hallway was carpeted in something plush. Doors led to what looked like suite-style rooms rather than examination chambers. The art on the walls was abstract, sensual…curves and shadows that suggested bodies without showing them.

Dr. Okafor waited at the end of the hall. She’d traded yesterday’s wine-colored blouse for something in deep emerald that made her dark skin glow. Her white coat hung open, and I couldn’t help but notice how the green silk draped over her generous curves.

“Mr. Wright. Thank you for coming so promptly.” She gestured toward her office. “Please.”

Her office matched the wing…leather furniture, Nigerian art on the walls, a window overlooking a private garden. She sat behind her desk and pulled up something on a wall-mounted display.

Charts. Data. Numbers that meant nothing to me.

“Let me explain what you’re looking at.” She stood, moved to the screen, and I tried to focus on the data instead of the way her trousers hugged her hips. “These are the fertility markers from our fifty-three test subjects. The baseline…here…and the post-serum results…here.”

Fifty-two lines on the graph stayed essentially flat. One line spiked so high it went off the chart.

“That’s you,” she said.

“I don’t understand.”

“Neither did I, initially.” She turned to face me. “The serum was designed to enhance sperm viability, motility, and binding capacity. In every other subject, it produced no measurable effect. We were preparing to classify it as a failed trial.”

“But in me…?”

“In you, it worked.” Her voice tightened with barely contained excitement. “Better than worked. Your viability is now functionally one hundred percent. Your motility scores are off our measurement scale. Your binding capacity…the ability of sperm to penetrate and fertilize an egg…is unprecedented in recorded medical literature.”

I stared at the chart. At the line that went straight up.

“You’re telling me I’m…”

“Exceptionally fertile. Extraordinarily fertile.” She sat on the edge of her desk, close enough that I could smell her perfume…something with sandalwood and shea butter. “Caleb, I need to be direct with you. If these numbers are accurate…and I’ve run them four times…you may be the most fertile man on the planet.”

“That’s… that can’t be right.”

“I need to verify it.” She met my eyes. “With a live efficacy test.”

“A live test?”

“I have a volunteer. A woman who has attempted IVF eleven times. Eleven documented failures. Every fertility specialist in Boston has told her that natural conception is impossible for her.” Vivian’s dark eyes held mine. “If your enhancement works on her, we’ll have proof that the serum…combined with your unique genetic response…can achieve what modern medicine cannot.”

“And by live test, you mean…”

“Sexual intercourse. With the volunteer. Under controlled conditions.” She stood, smoothed her coat. “You would be compensated, of course. Five thousand dollars for a single session.”

Five thousand dollars. For sex.

“This is…” I searched for words. “This is a lot.”

“It is.” Her voice softened slightly. “Which is why I’m asking. Not telling. You’re free to refuse. You can take your payment from yesterday and never return.”

I thought about my rent. My loans. My destroyed funding.

I thought about the woman who’d tried eleven times to have a baby and failed.

“When?”



The suite was nothing like a medical room.

Warm lighting. A bed that looked like it belonged in a luxury hotel. Soft music playing from hidden speakers. If it weren’t for the medical equipment tucked discreetly in one corner, I’d have thought I was in a high-end bedroom.

The volunteer was already there.

She sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped in a silk robe, her hands twisted nervously in her lap. Late thirties, maybe early forties. Pretty in an approachable way…brown hair, kind eyes, soft curves visible even through the robe.

“Hi.” I kept my voice gentle. “I’m Caleb.”

“Sarah.” She tried to smile. “I’m sorry. I’m nervous. This isn’t… I’ve never done anything like this.”

“Me neither.”

That got a small laugh. “Really? You seem so calm.”

“I’m not.” I sat down next to her, keeping a respectful distance. “I’m terrified. But I figured if we’re both scared, we could be scared together.”

Her smile became more genuine. “Dr. Okafor said you were nice.”

“Did she?”

“She said you were kind. That you asked questions about the volunteer instead of just… doing it.” Sarah’s eyes glistened. “Eleven times. Eleven IVF cycles. Do you know what that’s like? The injections, the harvesting, the waiting. Watching embryo after embryo fail to implant. My husband…ex-husband…he couldn’t handle it anymore. Said he was tired of living in a fertility clinic.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Everyone’s sorry.” She wiped her eyes. “I’ve spent eleven years being sorry. Being broken. Being the woman who can’t do the one thing her body was designed to do.” She looked at me. “Dr. Okafor says you might be different. That your… that you could work when nothing else has.”

“I don’t know if I can. But I’ll try.”

She reached for my hand. Her fingers were trembling.

“Thank you. For not making this clinical.”

The door opened briefly…Aistė entering with a tray of supplies. Her ice-blue eyes swept over the scene, lingering on where Sarah’s hand held mine.

“I’ll be assisting,” she said. “Adjusting positions for optimal… contact. If you’re ready.”

“Give us a minute,” I said.

Aistė’s pale eyebrows rose. Clearly not used to being told to wait. But she nodded and stepped back, positioning herself near the window.

I turned to Sarah. “We don’t have to rush. Tell me about yourself. What do you do?”

“I’m a kindergarten teacher.” Another watery smile. “I’ve spent my whole career surrounded by other people’s children. And I love them…I do…but I’ve always wanted…”

“Your own.”

“My own.” She took a shaky breath. “God, this is surreal. I’m about to have sex with a stranger in a fertility clinic while a nurse watches.”

“Pretty weird first date,” I agreed.

She laughed…genuinely this time. “Do you always joke in awkward situations?”

“Only when I’m nervous.”

“Well, at least we’re nervous together.” She squeezed my hand. “Okay. I think I’m ready.”

I leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away. She didn’t.

Our first kiss was soft, tentative. Testing the waters. She tasted like mint and nervousness.

“That was nice,” she whispered.

“Want another one?”

“Yes.”

The second kiss was deeper. I cupped her face in my hands, gentle but firm, and felt some of the tension leave her body. When we parted, her eyes had changed…still nervous, but something else there now. Anticipation.

“You’re good at that.”

“Thanks.” I kissed her again, longer this time. My hands found the tie of her robe. “May I?”

“Yes.”

The robe fell open. She had a body shaped by life…soft belly, full breasts with large pink nipples already stiffening in the air, stretch marks on her hips from weight fluctuations. Not a model’s body. A real woman’s body. The kind that was built for exactly what we were about to do.

Her tits were heavy, natural, swaying slightly as she breathed. Her pussy was neatly trimmed, a strip of dark hair leading down to lips that were already glistening with moisture.

“I know I’m not…”

“You’re beautiful.” I meant it. “Don’t apologize for anything.”

Her breath caught. “It’s been so long since anyone said that.”

I kissed her neck, her collarbone, working my way down. Her skin was warm, slightly flushed, and I could feel her pulse racing beneath my lips. When my mouth found her breast, she gasped.

“Oh…”

I took my time. Circling her nipple with my tongue, feeling it harden against the flat of my tongue. I sucked gently at first, pulling the stiff peak between my lips, then harder when she arched into me. Her hands tangled in my hair, pulling me closer.

“That feels… oh God, that feels good…”

I switched to her other breast, giving it the same attention. My hand cupped the one I’d left, squeezing the soft flesh, rolling her wet nipple between my fingers. Her breathing was ragged now, her nervousness transforming into something needier. Her hips were already shifting on the bed, seeking friction.

“Caleb…”

“I’ve got you.” I worked my way lower, kissing down her soft belly, over the stretch marks that she probably hated but I found endearing. Evidence of a life lived. My tongue traced along the curve of her hip.

“What are you…oh!”

My mouth found her pussy. She was wet…wetter than I’d expected…her arousal coating her inner thighs, her lips swollen and flushed pink with desire. She tasted clean and sharp, like arousal distilled. I licked slowly, running my tongue from her opening to her clit, exploring her, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan.

“Oh my God…” Her thighs clamped around my head. “I haven’t…no one has…in years…”

I licked harder, focusing on her clit. The little bud was swollen, peeking out from its hood, desperate for attention. I circled it with my tongue, flicked across it rapidly, then sucked it between my lips. Her hips bucked against my face, smearing her wetness across my chin.

“Don’t stop…please…don’t stop…”

I didn’t stop. I slid two fingers inside her…she was so wet they went in easily, her pussy gripping them immediately…while my tongue worked her clit. I curled my fingers upward, finding the rough patch of her g-spot, and pressed.

She came with a strangled cry, her pussy clenching around my fingers in rhythmic waves, her juices flooding my hand.

“Oh God oh God oh God…”

I kept going. Through her orgasm and into the next one building behind it. My fingers pumped in and out of her soaking pussy, making wet squelching sounds that filled the room. She grabbed the sheets, the pillow, anything she could reach, and came again…harder this time, her whole body shaking, her pussy squeezing my fingers so tight I could barely move them.

Her cream coated my hand to the wrist. When I finally lifted my head, my chin and lips were dripping with her.

“Please,” she gasped when she could speak again, her chest heaving, her skin flushed from her tits to her forehead. “Please, I need you inside me. I need to feel you.”

I crawled up her body, kissing my way back to her mouth. She tasted herself on my lips and moaned.

“You’re so good at that.” Her hand found my cock, still trapped in my jeans. “Oh. Oh my.”

I’d been so focused on her that I’d almost forgotten about my own arousal. But her hand reminded me…I was rock hard, straining against the denim.

“Can I see?”

I stripped off my shirt, revealing the abs I’d built playing basketball. Then my jeans. When I pushed down my boxers, my cock sprang free…rock hard, thick, the head swollen and purple with need. Her eyes went wide.

“That’s… you’re…”

“Too much?”

“No. God, no.” She reached for me, wrapping her hand around my shaft. Her fingers didn’t come close to meeting around the girth. “I just… I didn’t expect… you’re huge.”

My cock throbbed in her grip. A bead of precum appeared at the tip, and she smeared it around the head with her thumb, making me groan.

From her position near the window, Aistė spoke up. “For optimal efficacy, missionary position with elevated hips is recommended.” Her voice was strained, her pale eyes fixed on my cock.

I’d almost forgotten she was there. Sarah clearly had too…she flinched at the nurse’s voice.

“Right.” I grabbed a pillow. “Lift up.”

Sarah raised her hips while I positioned the pillow underneath, tilting her pelvis upward. The position spread her pussy lips apart, exposing her glistening pink opening. Aistė moved closer, watching with clinical intensity that didn’t quite hide the flush spreading down her neck. Her nipples were visibly hard through her scrubs now.

“Deeper penetration angle,” Aistė explained, her voice slightly strained. Her thighs pressed together. “For maximum… deposit.”

Sarah met my eyes. “I don’t care about angles. I just want to feel you.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, my cock head nudging against her wet slit. She was dripping…literally dripping…her arousal running down to pool on the pillow beneath her ass. When I pressed the swollen head of my cock against her opening, she gasped.

“You’re so big…”

“We’ll go slow.” I pushed forward, just the head. Felt her stretch around me, her pussy lips spreading to accommodate my girth.

“Oh…” Her eyes fluttered closed, her mouth falling open. “Oh, that’s…yes…more…”

Another inch. Her pussy was like hot, wet silk, gripping me tight, her inner walls pulsing and fluttering around my shaft. She whimpered, her hands gripping my arms.

“More. Please. I can take it.”

I pushed deeper. Halfway in, and she was already gasping. Three-quarters, and her back arched off the bed, her tits bouncing.

“Yes…God…you’re filling me up…I can feel you everywhere…you’re so deep…”

I bottomed out, my pelvis pressed against hers, my balls resting against her ass, my cock buried to the hilt. I could feel her cervix against my tip. She was panting, eyes glazed, her pussy spasming around me as she adjusted to my size.

“Are you okay?”

“Better than okay.” She wrapped her legs around me, her heels digging into my ass. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I started to move. Slow strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out…watching my cock emerge glistening with her cream…and pushing back in. Letting her feel every inch, every ridge, every vein.

“Oh God…” She clung to me, nails raking down my back. “You’re so deep…I’ve never felt anyone this deep…your cock is…oh fuck…”

I picked up the pace, fucking her with long, steady strokes. The bed creaked beneath us. The wet sounds of her pussy…slick and sloppy around my cock…filled the room along with her moans. Aistė watched with unconcealed hunger, her hand pressed between her thighs now, her pale face flushed pink.

“Harder,” Sarah begged. “Please…harder…”

I gave her what she wanted. Pounding into her now, my hips slapping against hers with each thrust, the sound of flesh meeting flesh echoing off the walls. My cock hit depths she’d probably never felt before, bottoming out against her cervix with every stroke. She screamed…actually screamed…and came again, her pussy clenching around me like a vice, her whole body convulsing.

“Don’t stop…don’t stop…I’m going to…again…”

I fucked her through it. Through one orgasm and into the next. Her pussy was so wet now that cream was frothing around the base of my cock, dripping down over my balls. She was crying now, tears streaming down her face, but she was smiling too…overwhelmed by pleasure she’d forgotten she could feel.

“Fill me up,” she gasped between sobs. “Please…I need it…give me a baby…please…”

“Tell me what you want.” My voice came out rougher than I expected, my balls tightening with the need to release. “Say it.”

“I want your cum…I want you to cum inside me…put a baby in me…please…I’ve wanted this for so long…breed me…give me your seed…”

I couldn’t hold back anymore. The pressure that had been building in my balls exploded, and I slammed deep…as deep as I could go, my cock head pressed right against her cervix…and came.

My cock pulsed hard, spurting the first thick rope of cum directly against her womb. She screamed again, her pussy milking me with rhythmic contractions, her legs locked around my waist to keep me buried balls-deep. I couldn’t stop coming…jet after jet of cum flooding her, filling her, so much that I could feel it backing up around my shaft even as her greedy pussy tried to take it all.

“I feel it…” She was sobbing, clutching me desperately. “I feel you…oh God…there’s so much…you’re filling me up…I feel it inside me…”

I stayed buried inside her, my cock still twitching, still pumping the last spurts of cum into her womb. Her pussy clenched around me rhythmically, milking me, like her body knew exactly what it needed and was determined to take every drop. I could feel my cum sloshing inside her, trapped deep where it belonged.

Finally…finally…the orgasm subsided. We lay tangled together, both of us shaking.

“Stay inside me,” she whispered. “Please. I want to keep all of it.”

I propped myself on my elbows, looking down at her. Her face was tear-streaked but radiant.

“That was…” She laughed weakly. “I don’t have words.”

“Me neither.”

“I felt it. When you came. I felt it all the way up inside me.” She touched her belly. “It’s going to work. I know it is. For the first time in eleven years, I actually believe it.”

From across the room, Aistė cleared her throat. Her face was flushed deep pink, her pale eyes glassy. “I’ll… I’ll give you privacy. For the aftercare protocol.”

She left quickly, walking stiffly, one hand pressed against her thigh.

Sarah noticed. “I think we gave her quite a show.”

“I think we did.”

She kissed me softly. “Thank you. Not just for… for what we did. For treating me like a person. For making me feel beautiful.”

“You are beautiful.”

“You made me believe it.” She shifted slightly, gasping as my still-hard cock moved inside her. I was still rock-solid, still buried to the hilt, plugging my cum inside her. “Oh. You’re still…”

“Sorry. I can…”

“Don’t you dare pull out.” She grinned up at me, clenching her pussy around my shaft. “We have time, right? And I want to keep every drop exactly where it is. I can feel it inside me…so much of it…so warm and deep.”

We stayed connected for another twenty minutes. Every time I softened slightly, she’d squeeze her pussy around me, and I’d harden again. My cum stayed sealed inside her, warming her womb, doing exactly what it was designed to do. When I finally…reluctantly…pulled out, a thick flood of white cum followed my cock, spilling from her well-fucked pussy onto the pillow beneath her.

“Oh…” She touched the mess dripping from her, then pushed two fingers inside herself, trying to keep as much in as possible. “So much. There’s so much.”

She fell asleep against my chest, a small smile on her face, one hand resting on her belly over where my seed was settling into place, while I stared at the ceiling and tried to process what had just happened.



Two weeks later, my phone rang.

“Mr. Wright. This is Dr. Okafor.”

“Dr. Okafor. Hi.” I was walking across campus, pretending I still had classes to attend. “Is everything okay? Did something go wrong?”

“Nothing went wrong.” Her voice was tight…with excitement, I realized. “Caleb, Sarah’s pregnancy test came back this morning.”

My heart stopped.

“And?”

“Positive. First attempt. In a woman with eleven documented IVF failures.” Her accent slipped slightly, Lagos bleeding through London. “Do you understand what this means?”

I stopped walking. A student nearly bumped into me. I didn’t notice.

“It worked.”

“It worked.” She paused. “Caleb, I need you to come back to the clinic. Today if possible. We have much to discuss about your future.”

“My future?”

“Your very lucrative, very unusual future.” Another pause. “I’m not exaggerating when I say this changes everything. The serum, combined with your unique biology… we’ve created something unprecedented. And I want you at the center of it.”

I thought about my empty apartment. My cancelled funding. My crushing debt.

“I’ll be there in an hour.”

“I’ll be waiting.” Her voice warmed slightly. “And Caleb? Congratulations. You just changed a woman’s life.”

She hung up. I stood in the middle of campus, students flowing around me like water around a rock.

Sarah was pregnant.

One session. Eleven years of failure. And one session with me had done what nothing else could.

I looked down at my hands. Normal hands. Average hands. Nothing special about them.

But apparently, something about me was very, very special.


Chapter 3: The Proposition

Dr. Okafor’s office looked different in the afternoon light.

The morning sun had made everything seem clinical, professional. But now, with golden light streaming through tall windows and casting warm shadows across the mahogany furniture, it felt almost intimate. Like the private study of someone who had spent years building something important.

I sat in the leather chair across from her desk, still processing everything she’d just said.

“Let me make sure I understand.” I leaned forward. “You want to hire me. As a… what did you call it?”

“Fertility Specialist.” She sat behind her desk, fingers steepled, watching me with those sharp dark eyes. “It’s a discreet title for a discreet position.”

“Meaning…?”

“Meaning you would be the exclusive provider of our most effective treatment protocol. The enhanced natural conception program.” She reached for a folder on her desk…thick, bound in expensive leather. “These are the terms. Salary, housing, benefits, and compensation structure.”

I opened the folder. The numbers made my head spin.

“Fifteen thousand dollars per successful pregnancy?”

“Base rate. Plus monthly salary…generous, I assure you…and housing in one of our affiliated properties near the clinic.” She leaned back in her chair, her silk blouse shifting over her generous curves. “Our clients pay well for guaranteed results, Caleb. Very well. And the serum has made your results functionally guaranteed.”

“How do you know the serum is permanent? What if the effect wears off?”

“We’ve been monitoring your markers since your initial sample. If anything, the enhancement has strengthened over the past two weeks.” She turned to her tablet, pulled up a chart. “Your fertility metrics are increasing daily. The serum appears to have triggered a cascade effect…your body is now producing the enhancement naturally, without further intervention.”

“So I’m just… stuck like this?”

“‘Stuck’ suggests it’s a burden.” Her full lips curved into a slight smile. “I assure you, most men would consider superhuman fertility a gift, not a curse.”

I thought about Sarah. About her tears when she came. About the desperate hope in her voice when she begged me to fill her.

“What about the women? You mentioned something about… attachment?”

Dr. Okafor’s expression shifted slightly. “The bonding effect. Yes.” She stood, moved to the window. The afternoon light traced the dramatic curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts beneath her blouse. “The serum didn’t just enhance your fertility. It altered your pheromone signature in ways we’re still studying.”

“Pheromone signature?”

“Your body now produces chemical compounds that trigger bonding responses in women who are… exposed.” She turned to face me, silhouetted against the window. “Extended contact…particularly fluid exchange…creates a persistent attachment. Women who receive your… contribution… report difficulty focusing on anything else. Recurring thoughts about you. Physical responses to your presence.”

“That sounds like mind control.”

“It’s not.” Her voice sharpened. “Their thoughts and choices remain their own. The bonding simply… amplifies existing attraction. Creates a connection that persists after physical contact ends.” She returned to her desk. “Many of our clients find the effect pleasant. Reassuring, even. It helps them accept the unconventional nature of the treatment.”

“And if they don’t want to be bonded?”

“Then they don’t participate. Every client signs comprehensive informed consent documents. They understand exactly what they’re agreeing to.” She sat down, met my eyes directly. “I won’t pretend this is normal medicine, Caleb. But what we offer these women…guaranteed pregnancy after years of failure…that’s not normal either. We’re offering miracles. Some attachment to the miracle-worker is an expected side effect.”

I stared at the folder in my lap. At the numbers that could change my life.

“I need to think about this.”

“Of course.” She glanced at her watch…expensive, elegant. “Your first potential client arrives in thirty minutes for her intake consultation. If you’d like to observe…purely professional observation, nothing expected of you…it might help you understand what we’re offering. And who we’re offering it to.”

“First potential client?”

“Celeste Fontaine.” Something flickered in Dr. Okafor’s dark eyes. Respect, maybe. Or wariness. “French, widowed, extremely wealthy, and running out of time. If anyone can appreciate what you offer, it’s her.”



Celeste Fontaine walked into the consultation room like she owned it.

Actually, I realized as I watched from the observation alcove, she probably could buy it. Twice. Without checking her bank balance.

My eyes traveled up from her feet the way they always did with beautiful women. Red-soled Louboutins…even I knew those were expensive. Above them, legs that seemed to go on forever, clad in sheer stockings that whispered as she walked. A pencil skirt in charcoal gray hugged her slim hips, and above that, a silk blouse in cream that probably cost more than my monthly rent.

Her body was different from Dr. Okafor’s lush curves or Aistė’s athletic build. Celeste was willowy, elegant…small high breasts, long limbs, a ballet dancer’s grace. But there was something compelling about her bone structure, her champagne-pale skin, the way she held herself like royalty.

Her face belonged in an art museum. High cheekbones. Gray-green eyes that seemed to shift color in the light. Honey-brown hair in loose waves to mid-back. Full lips set in a line that suggested she smiled rarely and only when she meant it.

She looked expensive. She looked untouchable. She looked like the kind of woman who had never been told no in her entire life.

Dr. Okafor gestured to a chair. “Madame Fontaine. Thank you for coming.”

“Dr. Okafor.” Celeste’s accent was pure Paris…soft, musical, distinctly upper-class. She sat with precise elegance, crossing those endless legs. “Your reputation precedes you. Three of my friends in Geneva swear by your clinic’s discretion.”

“We pride ourselves on privacy. Your situation will remain entirely confidential.”

“It will have to.” Celeste’s gray-green eyes hardened. “My late husband’s family has attorneys watching my every move. If they discovered I was seeking… alternative methods… they would use it against me in probate court.”

“Tell me about your situation.”

For a moment, Celeste’s composed mask slipped. I saw grief there…raw, recent, barely contained.

“Henri died eighteen months ago. Pancreatic cancer. We’d been trying for children for six years before his diagnosis.” She swallowed. “His family…the Fontaines…are old money. Old expectations. Henri’s will left everything to me: the gallery, the estate in Provence, his art collection. But there was a stipulation.”

“A child.”

“An heir. Within two years of his death, or the estate reverts to his brother Philippe.” Her voice went bitter. “Philippe, who never visited when Henri was sick. Who hasn’t set foot in our gallery in a decade. Who would sell Henri’s collection piece by piece to fund his gambling debts.”

“And traditional fertility treatments haven’t worked?”

“I’ve been to five specialists. Four IVF cycles. Two miscarriages.” Her hands, which had been perfectly still, suddenly trembled. She clasped them together. “Every doctor tells me the same thing: I’m healthy, my eggs are viable, there’s no medical reason it shouldn’t work. But it doesn’t. It never works.”

“Have they tested for unexplained infertility?”

“They’ve tested for everything. Everything comes back normal. Except…” She paused. “The last specialist suggested it might be Henri. That his sperm, even before the cancer, may have had viability issues we never detected. Issues that made conception statistically impossible.”

“And now that he’s gone…”

“I have six months. Six months to conceive, or I lose everything he built. Everything we built together.” She met Dr. Okafor’s eyes. “I don’t believe in miracles, Dr. Okafor. I believe in expertise. Your colleague in Geneva told me you’ve achieved pregnancies in women who’d given up hope. That your methods are… unconventional… but effective.”

“They are.” Dr. Okafor’s voice was careful. “But I need to be transparent about what our program involves.”

“I signed your NDAs. I understand discretion is required.”

“It’s not just discretion.” Dr. Okafor stood, moved to the window. “Our most successful treatment protocol involves natural conception with a genetically enhanced donor. A single donor whose biological response to our serum has created what we believe is the highest fertility profile in recorded medical history.”

Celeste’s elegant eyebrows rose slightly. “Natural conception? You mean intercourse?”

“I mean intercourse with a specific individual whose enhancement makes pregnancy functionally guaranteed.” Dr. Okafor turned. “It’s not artificial insemination. It’s not IVF. It’s the most natural form of conception there is…simply with the most unnaturally effective partner available.”

Silence stretched in the consultation room. I held my breath in the alcove.

“You’re asking me to have sex with a stranger,” Celeste finally said. “To carry a stranger’s child. And tell the Fontaine family that the baby is Henri’s.”

“I’m offering you an option that every other specialist has failed to provide: a guaranteed pregnancy within your remaining timeline. What you tell the Fontaine family is your business.” Dr. Okafor returned to her chair. “The choice is yours. You can walk out of here and try another IVF cycle. Or you can give our program a chance.”

“And if I choose your program… this donor of yours. Is he…”

“He’s young. Twenty-three. Educated…a graduate student in biochemistry. And yes, he’s genetically healthy, physically attractive, and has demonstrated remarkable results with our test subjects.”

Celeste absorbed this. Her gray-green eyes were calculating now…assessing the situation like she was appraising a painting.

“I would need to meet him. Before I agree to anything.”

“Of course.”

“And I would need to understand the medical protocols. The privacy protections. The likelihood of success.”

“All of which we’ll discuss in detail.” Dr. Okafor pressed a button on her desk. “In fact, I believe our specialist is available now. Would you like to meet him?”

I realized, with a jolt, that she was summoning me.



The consultation room felt smaller with three people in it.

Celeste looked me over the same way I’d looked at her…appraising, measuring. I saw her eyes travel from my worn university hoodie to my faded jeans, and I saw the skepticism that followed.

“This is your breakthrough?” She didn’t bother hiding her doubt. “He looks like a teaching assistant.”

“Madame Fontaine…”

“I’ve spent sixty thousand euros on fertility specialists. Private doctors with Harley Street addresses and degrees from Oxford.” Her accent sharpened. “You’re telling me this… boy… is going to succeed where they all failed?”

I should have been offended. Probably was offended, somewhere under the shock. But something about her dismissiveness sparked a different response.

“I understand your skepticism.” I kept my voice level. “Three weeks ago, I was a broke grad student who couldn’t make rent. I didn’t ask for any of this.”

“Then why are you here?”

“Because two weeks ago, I helped a woman conceive. A woman who’d failed IVF eleven times. Eleven documented failures, and one session with me changed everything.” I met her eyes…those calculating gray-green eyes. “I don’t know why it works. I don’t know why I’m different. But I am. And if Dr. Okafor thinks I can help you, then I believe her.”

Something shifted in Celeste’s expression. The dismissiveness didn’t disappear entirely, but it was joined by something else. Curiosity, maybe. Or the first flicker of hope.

“You helped a woman conceive. After eleven failures.”

“Yes.”

“And you believe you could do the same for me.”

“I believe I could try.” I took a breath. “But not if you’re going to treat this like a business transaction. You’ve been through six years of clinical procedures. Cold rooms and stirrups and statistics. If that’s what you want from me, I can’t help you.”

Celeste’s elegant eyebrows rose. “What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m not a sperm sample. I’m not a procedure. If we do this…if you choose to try my program…it’s going to be personal. Intimate. I’m going to care about you as a person, not just a patient. And I’m going to need you to let me.”

Silence. Even Dr. Okafor looked surprised.

Celeste studied me for a long moment. Really studied me, like she was seeing me for the first time.

“You’re not what I expected,” she finally said.

“Neither are you.”

That got the ghost of a smile. The first crack in her icy composure.

“Fine.” She reached into her designer handbag, pulled out a photograph. “Before I agree to anything, I need you to understand something.”

She handed me the photo. A man…handsome, silver-haired, with kind eyes and an easy smile. He was standing in front of an impressionist painting, laughing at whoever was behind the camera.

“Henri,” I said.

“Henri.” Her voice caught. “He brought me coffee in bed every morning for eight years. He could stand in front of a painting for hours, seeing details everyone else missed. He wanted children…wanted them desperately…but he wanted them with me. Because he loved me.” She took the photo back, holding it carefully. “If I do this…if I have this child…it will be for him. To honor what we built. To protect what he left me. Do you understand?”

“I understand.”

“I’m not doing this because I want you. I’m doing this because I want what Henri wanted. A family. A legacy. A reason for everything we sacrificed to mean something.”

“I know.” I met her eyes. “And that’s why I asked. Because you deserve to have someone understand that. Someone who won’t treat this like it’s casual. Someone who will help you honor him.”

Celeste stared at me. For a moment, her composure cracked completely…grief and hope and desperation all visible in those gray-green eyes.

Then she blinked, and the mask reformed. But something had changed.

“Very well.” She turned to Dr. Okafor. “Schedule the procedure. I’ll participate in your program.”

“Wonderful.” Dr. Okafor’s smile was professionally warm. “We’ll begin with a full physical workup tomorrow, and schedule your first session for later this week. Does that work with your schedule?”

“My schedule is clear.” Celeste stood, smoothed her pencil skirt. Looked at me one more time. “Mr…?”

“Wright. Caleb Wright.”

“Mr. Wright.” She extended her hand. Her fingers were cool, her grip brief but deliberate. “I hope you’re worth the risk I’m taking.”

“So do I.”

She left without looking back. Her heels clicked on the hardwood. The faint scent of expensive perfume lingered in her wake.

Dr. Okafor waited until the door closed, then exhaled slowly.

“Well. That could have gone worse.”

“She hates me.”

“She’s scared. There’s a difference.” She studied me with renewed interest. “Though I have to say, you surprised me. That speech about not being treated like a procedure… that wasn’t in any training manual.”

“It wasn’t a speech. It was the truth.”

“I know. That’s what made it effective.” She gathered her tablet and files. “Get some rest tonight, Caleb. Celeste Fontaine is going to be your most challenging case. She’s guarded, grieving, and convinced she’s going to fail. Breaking through her walls won’t be easy.”

“I’m not trying to break through her walls. I’m trying to help her.”

Dr. Okafor paused at the door. Something flickered across her face…surprise, maybe, or reassessment.

“You really believe that, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“Good.” She held my gaze. “Because believing it is what’s going to make the difference. For her. And for everyone who comes after.”

She left. I stayed in the consultation room, staring at the chair where Celeste had sat, thinking about a silver-haired man who brought his wife coffee every morning.


Chapter 4: The Widow

The Genesis Wing’s best suite looked like it belonged in a five-star hotel, not a fertility clinic.

King-sized bed with thousand-thread-count sheets. Soft ambient lighting that could be adjusted from warm gold to intimate candlelight. A sound system playing something classical…Debussy, I thought. Original artwork on the walls, sensual without being explicit.

I stood by the window, watching the sun set over Boston’s skyline, trying to calm my nerves. This wasn’t like Sarah…the desperate IVF veteran who’d been so grateful for any chance. Celeste Fontaine was different. Guarded. Grieving. Convinced I was going to fail.

The door opened.

Celeste entered wrapped in a silk robe, her honey-brown hair loose over her shoulders. She’d removed her makeup…or most of it…and without the professional armor, she looked younger. More vulnerable.

More beautiful.

Aistė followed, setting up equipment in the corner with practiced efficiency. Her ice-blue eyes flicked between us, cataloging everything.

“Shall we proceed?” Celeste asked. Her voice was steady, but I caught the tremor beneath it.

“Wait.” I didn’t move from the window. “Tell me about Henri.”

The question landed like a stone in still water. Celeste’s composure rippled.

“That’s not relevant to the procedure.”

“It’s relevant to me.” I turned to face her. “You told me yesterday that you’re doing this for him. To honor what you built together. If I’m going to help you do that, I want to know who I’m helping you honor.”

Aistė paused her preparations, watching with undisguised curiosity.

Celeste stared at me for a long moment. Something shifted in her gray-green eyes…surprise, maybe, or the first crack in her careful walls.

“Henri was…” She swallowed. Sat on the edge of the bed. “Henri was the only person who ever saw me. Not the gallery owner. Not the society wife. Me.”

“How did you meet?”

“At a Christie’s auction. I was twenty-two, working as a junior cataloguer. He was bidding on a Monet sketch…nothing valuable, just a study, but he wanted it because it reminded him of the garden at his grandmother’s house.” Her voice softened. “He spent eight hundred thousand euros on a sketch worth maybe twenty thousand because it made him think of his grandmother’s roses.”

“That sounds like love.”

“It was madness.” A ghost of a smile crossed her face. “He asked me to dinner that night. I said no…he was twice my age, impossibly wealthy, clearly used to getting what he wanted. He said, ‘Then coffee. One coffee. And if you still think I’m a foolish old man afterward, I’ll never bother you again.’”

“And you went.”

“I went.” She pulled the robe tighter around herself. “He ordered chocolate croissants because he said life was too short for plain ones. He told me about every painting he’d ever loved like they were old friends. And when I finally went home at midnight, I knew I was going to marry him.”

“You were together a long time.”

“Fourteen years. We spent the first two just… traveling. Seeing art. Building the collection. He taught me everything…not just about paintings, but about seeing beauty in unexpected places.” Her voice cracked. “He brought me coffee in bed every morning. Even at the end. Even when he was too sick to hold the cup steady.”

I moved closer. Not touching her…not yet…but close enough that she could feel my presence.

“He sounds like an extraordinary man.”

“He was.” Tears spilled down her cheeks. “And I couldn’t give him the one thing he wanted most. A child. A family. Someone to inherit not just his money, but his ability to see beauty.” She wiped her face roughly. “I failed him, Caleb. For six years I failed him, and then he died, and now Philippe is circling like a vulture, waiting to sell everything Henri built to the highest bidder.”

“You didn’t fail him.”

“I did. My body…”

“Stop.” I knelt in front of her, taking her hands. They were trembling. “You didn’t fail anyone. Biology isn’t something you can control. And Henri loved you…not because of what your body could or couldn’t do, but because of who you are.”

Celeste stared at me. The mask was gone now…just raw grief and desperate hope.

“What if this doesn’t work?” she whispered. “What if I fail again?”

“Then we try again. As many times as it takes.” I squeezed her hands. “But right now, I need you to stop thinking about failure. Stop thinking about Philippe and probate court and timelines. Can you do that?”

“I don’t know.”

“Then let me help you.”

I stood, drawing her up with me. Her robe had slipped slightly, revealing the elegant line of her collarbone, the pale champagne skin that seemed to glow in the warm light.

“We don’t have to rush,” I said. “We have all night. And I’m not going to treat this like a procedure. Not with you.”

“Then what are you going to treat it like?”

I reached up, brushed a strand of honey-brown hair from her face. “Like you deserve to be treated. Like a beautiful woman who’s been through too much. Like someone who deserves to feel good, not just to conceive.”

Her breath caught. “You don’t have to…”

“I know I don’t have to.” I cupped her face in my hands. “I want to.”

I kissed her.

It started soft…testing, questioning. She was stiff at first, her lips pressed tight, but I didn’t push. Just gentle pressure, patient warmth. Waiting for her to decide.

The moment she decided was unmistakable.

Her lips parted. Her hands came up to grip my shirt. And suddenly we weren’t testing anymore…we were kissing like it mattered, like it meant something, like this wasn’t a clinical procedure at all.

“Oh,” she breathed when we finally broke apart. “That was…”

“Just the beginning.”

I kissed her again, deeper this time. My hands found the tie of her robe, and I felt her tense.

“May I?”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely audible. “Yes.”

The robe fell open, sliding off her shoulders to pool at her feet in a whisper of silk. I stepped back to look at her…really look at her…and what I saw took my breath away.

Celeste’s body was gallery-worthy. Long limbs that seemed to go on forever, pale champagne skin that glowed in the warm light, small high breasts with perfect pink nipples already stiffening into hard points. Her waist tapered elegantly to slim hips, and between her thighs, I could see a neatly trimmed strip of honey-brown hair…the same color as the waves that fell over her shoulders. Her pussy lips were delicate, already glistening with a hint of moisture.

She was beautiful. Not the curves-for-days beauty of Dr. Okafor, not the athletic appeal of Aistė. Something more refined. More elegant. Like a painting come to life…a Renaissance nude, all pale skin and graceful lines.

“Stop staring,” she whispered, her hands moving to cover herself. “I’m not…”

“You’re stunning.” I caught her wrists gently, stopping her. “Absolutely stunning. Don’t hide from me.”

Her cheeks flushed…visible even on her pale skin. “Henri used to say that.”

“Henri was right.”

I kissed her neck, feeling her pulse flutter under my lips. Worked my way down to her collarbone, that elegant line I’d noticed earlier. Her breath came faster as I traced lower.

“Caleb…”

“Shh. Let me take care of you.”

I dropped to my knees before her. Her eyes went wide.

“What are you…”

“Making sure you feel good.” I looked up at her. “Is that okay?”

“I… yes. Yes, that’s okay.”

I pressed a kiss to her hip bone. Then lower, to the soft skin of her inner thigh. She trembled…actually trembled…and I realized she hadn’t been touched like this in a very long time.

“When’s the last time someone did this for you?”

“I don’t… years. Henri was sick for so long, and before that we were always trying, always focused on…” She gasped as I kissed higher. “Oh God.”

“You deserve this.” Another kiss, closer to where she needed it. “You deserve to be worshipped.”

I pressed my mouth against her pussy.

She cried out…a shocked, desperate sound that echoed through the room. Her hands flew to my head, gripping my hair, holding me in place.

“Oh…mon dieu…”

I licked slowly, savoring her taste. She was already wet…wetter than I’d expected…her arousal coating her delicate lips, making them slick and swollen. She tasted like honey and desire and something subtly expensive, like everything else about her. I dragged my tongue from her opening to her clit in one long stroke, and her knees nearly buckled.

“Caleb…” Her hips bucked against my face, smearing her wetness across my chin. “That feels…I can’t…it’s been so long…”

I focused on her clit…a small, swollen bud peeking out from its hood, desperate for attention. I circled it with my tongue, then flicked across it rapidly, then sucked it gently between my lips. My hands gripped her thighs, feeling them tremble against my palms. She was moaning now, a constant stream of sounds that shifted between French and English.

“Plus…more…don’t stop…s’il te plaît…”

I slid two fingers inside her while my tongue worked her clit. She was tight…so tight…and scorching hot, her silky walls clenching around my fingers as pleasure built. I curled my fingers upward, finding the rough patch of her g-spot, and pressed.

“Oh God oh God oh God…”

Her first orgasm hit like a wave. She screamed…actually screamed…her whole body shaking, her pussy spasming around my fingers in rhythmic contractions, her hands pulling my hair hard enough to hurt. Her juices flooded over my fingers, dripping down my wrist.

I didn’t stop. Kept licking, kept fingering, my face now soaked with her arousal. I drove her from one peak to the next, my tongue relentless on her swollen clit. She came again thirty seconds later, sobbing now, her elegant composure completely shattered.

“Please…” she gasped between waves of pleasure, her legs shaking so hard she could barely stand. “Please, I need you inside me. I need to feel you. I need your cock.”

I stood, shedding my clothes quickly…shirt over my head, jeans shoved down, boxers following. Her eyes dropped to my cock, already rock hard, thick and heavy, the head swollen purple with need. Her eyes widened.

“Oh.” Her accent thickened dramatically. “You’re… c’est énorme… mon dieu, you’re huge…”

“Will you be okay?”

“I don’t care if it hurts. I need it.” She reached for me, her elegant fingers wrapping around my shaft…they didn’t come close to meeting around the girth. “Please, Caleb. I’ve been numb for eighteen months. I want to feel something. I want to feel you. I want to feel this cock inside me.”

I laid her back on the silk sheets, her honey-brown hair fanning out like a halo. Positioned myself between her endless legs…legs that wrapped around my hips immediately, pulling me closer. Her pussy glistened, swollen and wet from her orgasms, her pink lips parted and ready for me.

“Look at me,” I said, positioning my cock head at her entrance.

Her gray-green eyes met mine. Vulnerable. Desperate. Hopeful.

I pushed inside.

Her mouth fell open in a silent scream. Her back arched off the bed, her small tits thrust upward. I watched her face transform as I filled her…inch by inch, slowly, her tight pussy stretching around my girth, her walls gripping me like hot silk.

“Oh…” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “C’est si bon… you’re so deep… I feel you everywhere… you’re splitting me open…”

I bottomed out, my pelvis pressed against hers, my balls resting against her ass, every inch of my cock buried in her tight heat. I could feel her cervix against my tip. Stayed still for a moment, letting her body acclimate, watching the emotions play across her face as her pussy fluttered and clenched around me.

“You okay?”

“Better than okay.” She wrapped her legs tighter around me, her heels digging into my ass. “Move. Please. I need you to move.”

I started slow. Long, deep strokes that dragged across every sensitive inch of her pussy, pulling out until just my head remained inside her glistening lips, then pushing back in to the hilt. She moaned with each thrust, her hands clutching the thousand-thread-count sheets, her head thrown back.

“Yes… oh yes… like that… I feel every inch…”

I picked up the pace. Her moans grew louder, more desperate. The wet sounds of our bodies meeting filled the room…slick, obscene sounds of her soaked pussy taking my cock over and over.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Please…harder…”

I gave her what she wanted. Pounding into her now, my hips slapping against hers with sharp cracks of flesh meeting flesh, her small perfect tits bouncing with each thrust. She screamed…French curses mixed with my name mixed with wordless pleasure.

“C’est…oh mon dieu…je vais…”

She came hard, her pussy clenching around me like a vice, her whole body convulsing. I fucked her through it, refusing to slow down, driving her higher.

“Again,” I commanded. “Come for me again.”

“I can’t…it’s too…oh God…”

Another orgasm, even stronger than the last. She was sobbing now, overwhelmed, but her hands pulled me closer instead of pushing away.

“Don’t stop…please don’t stop…”

I shifted position, lifting her hips, changing the angle. The new position let me go even deeper, and she screamed when I bottomed out.

“There…oh God…right there…”

“You feel incredible.” I was close now, pressure building at the base of my spine. “So tight. So wet. You’re perfect, Celeste.”

She pulled at my shoulder, her eyes dark with need. “From behind,” she whispered, her accent thick. “Please. Take me from behind.”

I pulled out, both of us gasping at the loss. A strand of her cream connected my cock to her pussy for a moment before breaking. She turned over immediately, positioning herself on her hands and knees, looking back at me with those gray-green eyes full of desperate want. Her perfect ass was raised, her pink pussy on display…swollen, wet, gaping slightly from where I’d stretched her.

“Like this?” I asked, gripping her slim hips.

“Yes. Please. I need…”

I thrust back inside her in one smooth motion, burying myself to the balls. From this angle, I went even deeper…impossibly deep…and she cried out, her arms giving out so her chest pressed to the bed while her perfect ass stayed raised, her back arched in submission.

“Oh mon dieu…” She pushed back against me, meeting my thrusts with her own desperate rhythm. “So deep…I can feel you in my stomach…you’re touching places no one’s ever reached…”

I gripped her hips harder, watching my cock disappear into her tight pussy over and over…glistening with her cream when I pulled back, then vanishing into her pink lips when I thrust forward. Her small, perfect ass pressed back against me with each stroke, her cheeks rippling slightly from the impact, taking me as deep as possible.

“Pour Henri…” she gasped, her face pressed into the silk sheets, muffling her screams. “Pour moi…fill me up…please…I need your seed…I need you to breed me…”

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to cum inside me.” Her accent was pure Paris now, all control gone, her words coming in desperate gasps. “Put a baby in me, Caleb. Breed me. I’ve wanted this for so long…please…give me your cum…fill my womb…”

I slammed deep…as deep as I could go, my cock head pressed tight against her cervix…and let go.

My cock pulsed hard, the first thick rope of cum spurting directly against her womb. She screamed into the mattress, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft, milking every drop from my balls. I kept thrusting, kept cumming, flooding her with everything I had.

“I feel it…” Her eyes rolled back, her whole body trembling. “Oh God, I feel it…there’s so much…you’re filling me up…I feel it shooting into me…”

The orgasm seemed to last forever. Jet after jet of cum erupting into her, so much that I could feel it backing up around my shaft, her tight pussy unable to contain it all. Her body took everything I gave her, her pussy working in rhythmic waves to pull me even deeper, to milk every last drop of seed into her womb. When it finally subsided, I stayed buried inside her, plugging my cum inside, both of us shaking.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Please. Don’t pull out. I want to keep every drop.”

I rolled onto my side, taking her with me, still locked together. My cock remained buried inside her, keeping every drop of cum sealed in her womb. Her face was tear-streaked but radiant…like something had broken loose inside her.

“I didn’t expect that,” she finally said, her voice hoarse from screaming.

“Expect what?”

“To feel anything.” She touched my face, tracing my jaw with trembling fingers. “I thought I was numb. After Henri died, I thought I’d never feel anything again. But you…”

“You’re not numb. You were just protecting yourself.”

“I was.” She pressed closer, her small breasts against my chest, her hard nipples pressing into my skin, my cock still inside her…still half-hard, still plugging my seed where it belonged. “I’m tired of protecting myself. I’m tired of being alone.”

“You’re not alone anymore.”

She looked at me…really looked at me…and something new appeared in her gray-green eyes. Not just desperation or hope. Something warmer.

“Henri would have liked you,” she said quietly. “He always said he could tell a good person by how they treated people they didn’t need anything from.”

“I don’t need anything from you.”

“I know.” She smiled…a real smile, the first I’d seen from her. “That’s why I believe this might actually work.”

We lay tangled together for a long time. Eventually, she drifted to sleep against my chest, her honey-brown hair spread across the silk pillows, her face peaceful in a way I suspected it hadn’t been in months.

I stayed awake, watching her breathe, thinking about Henri and his coffee and his roses.

I was going to help her. Whatever it took. Whatever she needed.

Because somewhere in the last few hours, Celeste Fontaine had stopped being a patient and started being something else entirely.



From across the room, Aistė gathered her equipment quietly. Her pale face was flushed, her breathing unsteady.

I’d almost forgotten she was there.

“The session data is recorded,” she said, her voice strained. “Optimal performance metrics.”

“Thanks.”

She paused at the door. Her ice-blue eyes swept over the scene…Celeste sleeping peacefully, my cum still inside her, our bodies tangled together.

“When may I return?” Celeste murmured, half-asleep.

I stroked her hair. “Whenever you want.”

She smiled against my chest. “How about tomorrow?”

Aistė watched for another moment. Then she slipped out, closing the door quietly behind her.

I pulled Celeste closer and let myself drift, her heartbeat steady against mine.


Chapter 5: Observation Notes

Three days wasn’t long enough.

I’d told myself that a lot over the past seventy-two hours. Told myself that the ache I felt when I thought about Celeste was just professional concern. Told myself that the way her face appeared in my dreams…vulnerable, radiant, crying out in French…was just my brain processing a new experience.

I was lying.

When Dr. Okafor called me into her office that morning, I already knew. Somehow, I just knew.

“Madame Fontaine is requesting a follow-up consultation.” Vivian’s dark eyes watched me carefully over her tablet. “Her cycle window doesn’t open for another four days. There’s no medical justification for her return.”

“Then why is she requesting it?”

“I was hoping you could tell me.” She set the tablet down. “The bonding effect manifests differently in different women. Some become emotionally dependent. Others become physically obsessed. Some experience both.” She paused. “What exactly happened during your session?”

“I… we connected.” The word felt inadequate. “I asked about her husband. About Henri. She told me things I don’t think she’s told anyone. And then…”

“And then the session itself.” Vivian’s voice was carefully neutral. “Aistė’s observations noted that you spent significant time on… non-essential activities.”

“You mean the oral?”

“I mean the emotional engagement. The conversation. The aftercare.” She stood, moved to her window. “Our program is designed to maximize conception efficiency. What you did with Madame Fontaine was… something else.”

“Something better?”

She turned to face me. In the morning light, her silk blouse…sapphire blue today…seemed to glow against her dark skin. Her curves shifted as she moved, heavy breasts swaying beneath the fabric.

“Something unprecedented.” She met my eyes. “No patient has requested a non-medical follow-up within three days. None of them have described the experience as ‘transformative.’ None of them have called my personal line at midnight, crying, asking when they can return.”

“Celeste called you at midnight?”

“Celeste couldn’t sleep without thinking about you.” Vivian’s voice carried something I couldn’t quite identify. “The pheromone bonding is real, Caleb. But what you’re creating is more than chemistry. It’s… addiction.”

“Is that a problem?”

“It’s a complication.” She returned to her desk. “Celeste Fontaine is a wealthy, connected woman. If she becomes too attached…if she starts expecting more than the program offers…”

“She won’t.”

“You sound very certain.”

“Because I talked to her. Actually talked to her. She knows this is about having Henri’s legacy. She’s not looking for a replacement husband.” I paused. “She’s just looking to feel something again.”

Vivian studied me for a long moment. Whatever she saw seemed to satisfy her.

“Very well. I’ll schedule her consultation for this afternoon. The private consultation room on the second floor…not the Genesis Wing suites.” She tapped something on her tablet. “And Caleb? Whatever you’re doing… keep doing it. I’ve never seen data like the metrics from your session.”

“What kind of metrics?”

“Emotional engagement scores off the charts. Patient satisfaction ratings that shouldn’t be mathematically possible.” A slight smile crossed her face. “And hormone levels that suggest conception probability significantly above baseline.”

“You can measure that?”

“We can measure everything.” She turned back to her work. “Two o’clock. Second floor. Don’t keep her waiting.”



The consultation room was smaller than I expected…a leather couch, a mahogany desk, warm lighting, and frosted glass walls that offered privacy without complete opacity. If you looked closely, you could see shapes moving on the other side.

Celeste was already waiting when I arrived.

She wore a Chanel dress today…charcoal gray, impeccably cut, clinging to her willowy frame in ways that probably weren’t professional. Her honey-brown hair was styled in loose waves, and her gray-green eyes locked onto me the moment I walked through the door.

“You came.” Her voice carried relief she didn’t bother to hide.

“You asked.”

“I asked.” She stood, pacing with uncharacteristic agitation. “I shouldn’t have. There’s no medical reason. My cycle doesn’t reopen for four more days. Dr. Okafor probably thinks I’m losing my mind.”

“Are you?”

“I don’t know.” She stopped pacing, faced me directly. “I can’t stop thinking about you. About… us. I lie awake at night remembering how it felt when you were inside me. I wake up wet, dreaming in French about…” She broke off, color rising in her pale cheeks. “I thought I was numb, Caleb. I thought Henri’s death had killed something in me. But then you…”

“Celeste…”

“I smell you when you’re not there.” Her voice cracked. “I walked past a coffee shop this morning that used the same soap as your clinic showers, and I had to stop walking because my legs went weak. Is that normal? Is that the bonding Dr. Okafor warned me about?”

I stepped closer. Close enough to see the rapid pulse in her throat, the flush spreading down her décolletage.

“Does it matter?”

“It should matter. I’m a rational person. I run a gallery, I appraise art worth millions, I don’t lose control over…” She stopped as I took her hands. They were trembling. “What are you doing?”

“Helping.”

I kissed her.

She melted against me instantly…no hesitation, no resistance. Her mouth opened under mine, hungry and desperate, and she kissed me like she’d been drowning and I was air.

“God,” she gasped when we broke apart. “I’ve been thinking about that for three days. About your mouth. About your hands. About your…”

“Show me.”

Her eyes went wide. “What?”

“Show me what you’ve been thinking about.” I guided her to the leather couch, sat down, pulled her into my lap. “Tell me what you need.”

“I need…” She straddled me, her designer dress hiking up around her thighs. “I need you to touch me. I’ve been touching myself for three days and it’s not enough. Nothing is enough except…”

“Except me.”

“Except you.” She ground down against me, feeling my cock hardening beneath her, straining against my pants. “Oh God. You’re already…you’re so hard…”

“Three days of thinking about you.” I slid my hands up her thighs, feeling the whisper of silk stockings against my palms. “You’re not the only one who’s been distracted.”

She moaned…a sound that shot straight to my cock…and rolled her hips, grinding her center against the bulge in my pants. I could feel the heat of her through the layers of fabric, scorching and insistent.

“I’m not wearing much,” she whispered into my ear. “I came prepared.”

My fingers found the edge of her panties. Lace. French. Soaked through…the delicate fabric completely saturated with her arousal.

“Jesus, Celeste.”

“I know.” She was grinding harder now, desperate for friction, her hips moving in needy circles. “I’ve been wet since this morning. Since I knew I was going to see you. I had to change twice because I soaked through my panties…” She gasped as my fingers slipped under the lace, finding her bare pussy. “Oh God. Oh God, yes.”

She was drenched. My fingers slid through her folds like silk, parting her swollen lips easily, and she bucked against my hand, chasing the sensation. Her arousal coated my fingers immediately, dripping down to my palm.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Inside. I need you inside me.”

“Not yet.”

“Caleb…”

“I want to watch you come first.” I found her clit…swollen and hard, peeking out from its hood…and circled it with my thumb while two fingers teased her entrance, dipping just inside before pulling back. “I want to see you fall apart on my hand before I give you my cock.”

Her gray-green eyes went glassy. “Oh fuck…you can’t just say things like…”

“Like what?” I pushed two fingers inside her, and she cried out, her pussy gripping them immediately. “Like how tight you are? Like how I’ve been thinking about this pussy for three days? Like how I’m going to fuck you on this couch until you forget your own name?”

“Caleb…” She was rocking on my hand now, riding my fingers with abandon, fucking herself on them while I held still. Her elegant composure had shattered completely. “Je ne peux pas…c’est trop…”

“English.”

“I can’t…it’s too much…I’m going to…”

“Come.” I curled my fingers upward, finding her g-spot, pressing hard against that rough patch that made her scream. “Come on my hand, Celeste. Show me.”

She shattered.

Her pussy clenched around my fingers in rhythmic waves as she came, her whole body convulsing, French curses spilling from her lips. Her juices gushed over my hand, dripping down my wrist. I kept fingering her through it, pumping in and out of her spasming pussy, extending the orgasm until she was sobbing against my shoulder.

“Please,” she gasped, her voice wrecked. “Please, I need more. I need your cock. I’ve been dreaming about your cock…touching myself thinking about it…”

I lifted her off my lap, spun her around, bent her over the arm of the couch. She went willingly…eagerly…her perfect ass presented in the air, her Chanel dress hiked up around her waist, her soaked French lace panties pulled to the side to expose her glistening pink pussy.

“Is this what you wanted?” I freed my cock…rock hard, throbbing, aching from three days of wanting her…and pressed the swollen head against her dripping entrance.

“Yes…God yes…please…”

I slammed home in one brutal thrust, burying myself balls-deep.

She screamed…the sound echoing off the consultation room walls, probably audible through the frosted glass. Her pussy gripped me like a vice, tight and wet and scorching hot, her walls fluttering and clenching around my shaft. I had to hold still for a moment, fully buried inside her, to keep from coming immediately.

“Fuck,” I groaned, feeling her pussy pulse around me. “You feel even better than I remembered.”

“Harder.” She pushed back against me, trying to take me even deeper. “Please…I need it harder…fuck me harder…”

I gave her what she wanted. Pounding into her, my hips slapping against her ass with sharp cracks that echoed through the room, the wet sounds of our fucking obscenely loud. Her designer dress was bunched around her waist, her silk stockings stretched tight over her trembling thighs, her honey-brown hair wild and tangled.

“Yes…there…right there…don’t stop…your cock is so deep…”

I reached around, found her clit while I fucked her…the swollen bud slick with her juices…and rubbed it in fast circles. She screamed again, her pussy clenching rhythmically as another orgasm tore through her, her cream gushing around my shaft.

“Oh God…oh mon dieu…je vais…”

“In English.” I pounded harder, my balls slapping against her with every thrust. “Tell me in English.”

“I’m coming…” She was sobbing now, overwhelmed, her face pressed into the leather cushion. “You’re making me come…your cock is making me come…I can’t stop coming…”

“Good girl.” The words came out before I could stop them, and she responded instantly…her pussy clamping down so hard I saw stars, her moans turning desperate and needy.

“Call me that again…”

“Good girl.” I slammed deep, held myself there, my cock head pressed against her cervix. “My good girl. Taking my cock so well. Taking all of it.”

“Yours,” she whimpered. “I’m yours. Oh God, I’m yours. My pussy is yours.”

The words pushed me over the edge.

I came with a roar, burying myself as deep as I could go, the first jet of cum exploding directly against her womb. She screamed through her own orgasm, her pussy milking me with rhythmic contractions, her body shaking as I pumped her full. I could feel my cum flooding her, filling her, so much that it started leaking around my shaft even as I kept coming.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “Keep going…please…give me more…I want all of it…”

Somehow, impossibly, I was still hard. The serum, maybe, or just three days of wanting her. I pulled back…watching my cum-slicked cock emerge from her pink pussy…and thrust in again, my cum squelching obscenely around my shaft as I fucked it deeper into her.

“More,” she begged. “I need more. I need all of you inside me. Fill me up.”

I fucked her until she came again…and again…until she was a trembling, sobbing mess bent over the arm of a couch in a consultation room with no medical purpose. Each thrust pushed more of my cum deeper into her womb.

When I finally pulled out, she whimpered at the loss. My cock emerged glistening with a mixture of cum and her cream. A thick river of white cum dripped from her gaping pussy, running down her trembling thighs, staining her expensive silk stockings.

“Stay inside me,” she whispered. “Please. I want to keep every drop. I can feel it inside me…so warm…so deep.”

I pulled her into my lap, my cock sliding back into her cum-filled pussy, and held her while she shook. Her inner walls gripped me, keeping me plugged inside her, keeping my seed exactly where it belonged.

“That was…” She laughed weakly against my chest. “I don’t have words.”

“I know.”

“Three days.” She looked up at me, her gray-green eyes soft and vulnerable. “How am I supposed to wait three more days until my cycle opens?”

“I don’t think you have to.”

“Dr. Okafor said…”

“Dr. Okafor said your cycle window doesn’t open for four days. She didn’t say you couldn’t see me before then.” I kissed her forehead. “We can do this again. As many times as you need.”

Her smile was radiant. “You mean that?”

“I mean it.”

She nestled closer, my cock still inside her, my cum still filling her. “Henri would have liked you,” she said quietly. “He always said good things happen to people who care about others more than themselves.”

“I care about you.”

“I know.” She kissed my jaw. “That’s what makes this different.”

We stayed tangled together until she had to leave…another meeting, another obligation, another piece of her former life that couldn’t be ignored. But before she went, she kissed me like she meant it. Like I was something worth holding onto.

“Tomorrow?” she asked.

“Tomorrow.”

She left with my cum still inside her…I’d watched her pull her soaked panties back into place to hold it in…her designer dress somehow wrinkle-free, her composure reassembled like nothing had happened. Only the flush on her cheeks, the slight tremor in her walk, and the way her thighs pressed together with each step gave anything away.



I cleaned up in the consultation room bathroom, still processing what had just happened. The sex had been… different. More desperate. More raw. Less about conception and more about need.

The bonding effect, Dr. Okafor had called it.

But it felt like more than chemistry. It felt like connection.

I stepped out of the bathroom…and stopped.

Through the frosted glass wall, I could see a shape. Someone standing on the other side, backlit by the hallway lights. The figure wasn’t moving. Just… watching.

I walked to the glass. Pressed my palm against it.

The shape moved. Stepped closer.

Through the distortion, I made out ice-blonde hair. A severe ponytail. Pale skin flushed pink.

Aistė.

She’d been watching. The whole time.

I couldn’t see her expression through the frosted glass. But I could see her hand…pressed against her own thigh, fingers moving rhythmically.

Then she turned and walked away.



That evening, Dr. Okafor summoned me back to her office.

“Your second patient arrives tomorrow.” She handed me a file. “Professor Harper Quinn. Forty-four, tenured at Harvard, specialty in comparative literature. She’s… different from Madame Fontaine.”

I opened the file. A photograph showed a woman with auburn hair, kind green eyes, and curves that academic blazers couldn’t entirely hide. She was smiling in the picture, but it looked practiced. Like she’d learned to smile because it was expected, not because she felt it.

“Different how?”

“Less guarded. More… fragile.” Vivian sat on the edge of her desk…close to me, closer than necessary. “Her fiancé left her at thirty-eight. She buried herself in work. Convinced herself she didn’t need a family, didn’t need intimacy, didn’t need touch.” She paused. “By our metrics, she hasn’t had sexual contact with another person in three years.”

“Three years?”

“Three years of celibacy. Three years of convincing herself she didn’t deserve pleasure.” Vivian’s dark eyes held mine. “She needs something different from Celeste. Not passion awakening from numbness. More like… worship. Reassurance that she’s still desirable.”

“I can do that.”

“I know you can.” Something flickered in her expression…something I couldn’t quite read. “The bonding effect should be particularly strong with her. She’s been starved for connection for so long that even minimal exposure will trigger significant attachment.”

“Is that a warning?”

“It’s information.” She stood, smoothed her skirt over her generous hips. “Just like the information that Nurse Kazlauskaitė requested observation duty for tomorrow’s session.”

“Aistė?”

“She’s been observing your sessions since the beginning. Standard protocol.” Vivian’s voice was carefully neutral. “But her recent requests have been… enthusiastic. More frequent than strictly necessary.”

I thought about the shape behind the frosted glass. The hand moving against a thigh.

“I noticed.”

“I’m sure you did.” Vivian walked me to the door, her hand warm on my arm. “Get some rest tonight, Caleb. Professor Quinn has been waiting three years to feel wanted. Tomorrow, you’re going to show her what she’s been missing.”

The door closed behind me.

I stood in the hallway for a long moment, thinking about Celeste’s desperate passion. About Harper’s three years of isolation. About Aistė watching through glass with her hand between her legs. About Dr. Okafor’s dark eyes following me as I left. The bonding effect, she’d called it. So be it.


Chapter 6: The Professor

Professor Harper Quinn arrived at the clinic looking like she wanted to disappear.

I watched her through the observation window in the waiting room…a woman who’d clearly spent decades making herself invisible. Her auburn hair was pulled back in a practical bun, wisps escaping to frame a face that was pretty beneath the tired eyes and the frown lines. She wore an academic’s armor: oversized cardigan, turtleneck, long wool skirt that hid everything below the knee.

But armor has gaps. And I could see hers.

The cardigan couldn’t quite conceal the curve of her hips when she shifted in her chair. The turtleneck strained slightly across her chest every time she took a breath. And her hands…nervous, restless…kept smoothing her skirt over thighs that looked soft and full beneath the wool.

She was hiding. From the world. From men. From herself.

Dr. Okafor appeared beside me, tablet in hand.

“Professor Harper Quinn. Forty-four. Tenured in comparative literature at Harvard.” Her voice was professionally neutral, but I caught something beneath it…maybe sympathy, maybe identification. “Her fiancé ended their engagement at thirty-eight. She’s been alone ever since.”

“Six years.”

“Six years of convincing herself she didn’t need intimacy. Didn’t deserve it.” Vivian swiped through Harper’s file. “Her fertility metrics are actually quite strong for her age. The issue isn’t biological…it’s psychological. She’s convinced herself she’s invisible. Undesirable.”

“That’s insane. She’s beautiful.”

Vivian looked at me with something like approval. “Then perhaps you should tell her that.”



Harper’s intake interview was painful to watch.

She sat across from me in the consultation room, hands twisted in her lap, unable to meet my eyes for more than a second at a time.

“I know I’m too old for this.” Her voice was soft, apologetic. “Every specialist has told me. Forty-four is past the optimal window. The risks increase. The chances decrease. But I…” She stopped, swallowed. “I teach Yeats. Keats. Wordsworth. Beautiful words about beauty and love and mortality. And I realized last year that I’d spent my whole life studying other people’s emotions instead of having my own.”

“Tell me about Daniel.”

Her face crumpled slightly at the name. “We were engaged for two years. I thought…I thought he was the one. The person I’d finally let myself be vulnerable with.” She laughed bitterly. “He left me for his research assistant. Twenty-six years old. Perky. Uncomplicated.”

“He’s an idiot.”

“He was realistic.” She finally met my eyes, just for a moment. “I was thirty-eight. Already losing my looks. Already too focused on tenure to be a good partner. He wanted someone young enough to have children easily, and I…”

“Harper.” I leaned forward. “Stop.”

She blinked.

“Daniel was an idiot,” I repeated. “And he was wrong. About all of it.” I held her gaze until she couldn’t look away. “You’re not losing your looks. You’re beautiful. And the fact that you’ve spent six years punishing yourself for his failure doesn’t change that.”

“You don’t have to…”

“I’m not being kind. I’m being honest.” I stood, moved around the desk to sit beside her. Not touching…not yet…but close enough that she could feel my presence. “You’re here because you want a baby. But I think you’re also here because you’ve been starving, Harper. For touch. For connection. For someone to see you.”

Her eyes glistened. “I don’t…I’m not…”

“When’s the last time someone touched you?”

She flinched. “I don’t remember.”

“Yes, you do.”

A long pause. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Three years. There was a conference in Chicago. I drank too much wine and went back to someone’s room and it was…” She shuddered. “Mechanical. Embarrassing. I cried afterward and he pretended not to notice.”

“That’s not touch. That’s survival.”

“It’s all I deserve.”

“That’s bullshit.” I reached out, took her hand. Her fingers were cold, trembling. “You deserve to be worshipped, Harper. You deserve someone who takes their time. Who sees every inch of you and tells you how beautiful you are. Who makes you feel wanted instead of tolerated.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks. “I don’t…I can’t…”

“You can.” I lifted her hand, pressed a kiss to her knuckles. “Let me show you.”



I led her to the suite slowly, letting her adjust. Her hand in mine was shaking, but she didn’t pull away.

The room was warm, softly lit, the medical equipment discreetly hidden. More bedroom than clinic. Aistė had prepared it perfectly…candles, soft music, the sheets turned down invitingly.

“We don’t have to rush,” I said. “We don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for. If you want to just talk…”

“No.” Harper’s voice was stronger than I expected. “I’ve spent six years talking myself out of things. Out of wanting. Out of feeling.” She turned to face me, eyes still glistening but resolved. “I want to feel something. Please.”

I cupped her face in my hands. Felt her tremble beneath my palms.

“Then let me take care of you.”

I kissed her.

It started soft…testing, gentle. Her lips were dry from nervousness, and I felt her hesitate for just a moment. Then something cracked open in her, and she melted against me with a small, broken sound.

“Oh,” she breathed when we parted. “Oh, that was…”

“Just the beginning.”

I kissed her again, deeper this time. My hands found the clip holding her hair, and I released it…auburn waves tumbling down over her shoulders, prettier than any hairstyle an academic committee would approve.

“I like your hair down,” I murmured against her lips.

“It’s unprofessional.”

“We’re not in your classroom.” I kissed her neck, felt her pulse racing. “Here, you’re not Professor Quinn. You’re Harper. And Harper can do whatever she wants.”

My fingers found the buttons of her cardigan. She tensed.

“Caleb…I should warn you…my body isn’t…I’m not twenty-five anymore…”

“I know how old you are.” I undid the first button. The second. “I don’t care.”

“But my…things have changed…gravity has…”

“Harper.” I stopped, met her eyes. “I want to see you. All of you. Will you let me?”

She swallowed hard. Then, with trembling hands, she helped me finish the buttons.

The cardigan fell away. Beneath it, her turtleneck clung to curves I’d only glimpsed through the armor. I could see the outline of a practical bra…white cotton, nothing fancy…straining to contain what looked like very full breasts.

“Can I?” I reached for the hem of her turtleneck.

She nodded, eyes squeezed shut like she was bracing for disappointment.

I pulled the turtleneck over her head.

“Jesus Christ,” I breathed.

Her eyes flew open. “What? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong.” I was staring. I couldn’t help it. “Harper, you’re gorgeous.”

She looked down at herself like she didn’t believe me. Her bra…practical white cotton…was working overtime to contain what had to be DD-cups at least. Full, heavy breasts that made her practical underwear look almost obscene. And across the tops of them, spilling down to disappear into the cups, a constellation of freckles.

“You have freckles.”

“I know. I hate them. I’ve tried everything to…”

“They’re beautiful.” I traced a finger along the spray of bronze dots across her collarbone. “Like stars.”

“They’re age spots.”

“They’re freckles. And I want to kiss every single one.”

Before she could argue, I bent my head and pressed my lips to her collarbone. Found a freckle, kissed it. Found another, kissed that too. Worked my way across her shoulders, down to the swell of her breasts, following the constellation.

“Caleb…” Her voice was shaky. “That feels…no one has ever…”

“Then everyone you’ve been with was an idiot.” I kissed another freckle, right at the edge of her bra cup. “These are mine now. I’m claiming them.”

She made a sound that was half-laugh, half-sob. Her hands came up to grip my shoulders, steadying herself.

“Can I take this off?” I touched the clasp of her bra.

“They’re not…they sag now…”

“Harper. Can I take this off?”

A shaky nod.

I unhooked her bra and let it fall.

Her breasts were magnificent. Full, heavy, real…not the pneumatic perfection of a twenty-year-old, but something better. Something lived-in and soft and human. They hung naturally, swaying slightly as she breathed, her dusky pink nipples already stiffening into hard points in the cool air. Freckles scattered across the pale curves like scattered gold dust, trailing down into the valley between them.

“God.” I cupped them reverently, felt their substantial weight fill my palms, her nipples pressing against the heels of my hands. “These are perfect.”

“They’re not…”

“These,” I repeated, firmer this time, squeezing gently, watching her nipples harden further, “are perfect. And if you apologize for your body one more time, I’m going to have to prove you wrong in ways you’re not ready for.”

She stared at me, her breath catching as I rolled her nipples between my fingers. Something shifted in her expression…surprise giving way to the first stirrings of belief.

“No one has ever…” She trailed off, distracted by what my hands were doing to her sensitive tits.

“Then let me be the first.”

I dropped to my knees.

“What are you…”

“Worshipping you.” I kissed her soft belly…more freckles, a slight roundness that spoke of comfort rather than gym obsession…and inhaled the scent of her arousal already rising from between her thighs. “Like you deserve.”

I helped her out of her skirt, revealing practical cotton underwear that was already damp at the center. She whimpered as I hooked my fingers in the waistband and drew them down, a thin strand of her wetness connecting the cotton to her pussy before breaking. She stood before me naked, trembling, covered in the freckles she’d spent a lifetime hiding.

She was beautiful. Not despite her age, not despite her softness. Because of it.

“Lie down,” I said. “On the bed. Let me take care of you.”

She obeyed…and the fact that she obeyed, that she was trusting me, made something twist in my chest.

I started at her feet. Kissed her ankles, her calves, the soft skin behind her knees. Worked my way up her thighs…freckles there too, a private constellation I was the first to discover.

“Caleb…please…”

“Not yet.” I kissed her hip bones. Her belly. The underside of her breasts. “I’m learning you first.”

“Learning…oh…”

I took one nipple into my mouth, and she arched off the bed.

The sound she made…desperate, shocked, overwhelmed…was the most beautiful thing I’d ever heard. Her nipple hardened against my tongue as I sucked, gentle at first, then harder when she clutched at my head and pulled me closer.

“Oh God…” Her voice cracked. “I forgot…I forgot what this felt like…”

I switched to her other breast, giving it the same attention. Her hips were rolling now, seeking friction she couldn’t find, her body remembering needs it had suppressed for years.

“Caleb…please…I need…”

“I know what you need.” I kissed down her belly, following the freckle trail. “I’m going to give you everything you need.”

I settled between her thighs, spreading them gently, revealing her completely.

She was wet…drenched, actually, her pussy glistening in the soft light. Her outer lips were swollen and flushed pink, and I could see her arousal dripping down to pool on the sheets beneath her. The sight of it…of her body finally responding, finally wanting after three years of emptiness…made my cock throb painfully in my pants.

“You’re soaking,” I murmured, watching a fresh trickle of wetness leak from her opening.

“I’m sorry…I don’t usually…”

“Don’t apologize. This is beautiful.” I spread her with my thumbs, exposing her pink inner folds, her swollen clit peeking out from its hood, desperate for attention. “You’re beautiful. Your pussy is beautiful.”

I licked her…one long, slow stroke from her opening to her clit.

Her scream echoed off the walls.

“Oh GOD…”

Three years. Three years of no one touching her, and now my tongue was tracing slow circles around her swollen clit while her thighs shook on either side of my head. She tasted clean and sweet, and I groaned against her pussy, the vibration making her buck against my face.

“I can’t…it’s too…don’t stop…please don’t stop…”

I didn’t stop. I licked and sucked and explored, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan. I tongue-fucked her opening, feeling her walls clench around me, then moved back to her clit. Found the rhythm she needed…steady pressure on her clit, circling, flicking, then two fingers sliding inside to curl against her front wall, finding her g-spot immediately.

“Caleb…I’m going to…”

“Let go. I’ve got you.”

She came apart.

It wasn’t a pretty, controlled orgasm. It was violent…her whole body seizing, her pussy clenching hard around my fingers in rhythmic waves, her juices flooding my hand. Her voice broke on sobs as three years of loneliness and suppression shattered at once, her cream coating my chin.

I kept going.

“Wait…I can’t…again…”

“Yes you can.” I sucked her clit between my lips while my fingers pumped in and out of her soaked pussy, making obscene wet sounds. “You deserve this. You deserve all of this.”

Her second orgasm hit thirty seconds after the first. Her thighs clamped around my head hard enough that I couldn’t have pulled away if I’d wanted to. Her hands pulled my hair hard enough to hurt. She screamed something that might have been my name, might have been a prayer, might have been both. Her pussy gushed around my fingers, soaking the sheets beneath her.

When the waves finally subsided, she was crying.

“I’m sorry,” she gasped, tears streaming. “I’m sorry, I don’t usually…I’m not a crier…”

“Don’t apologize.” I crawled up her body, gathered her in my arms. “This is good. This is healing.”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“It’s honest.” I kissed her forehead, her wet cheeks, her trembling lips. “You’re safe here. You can feel whatever you need to feel.”

She clung to me, shaking, her naked body pressed against my clothes. I held her until the tears slowed.

“I want more,” she whispered finally. “I want…I want to feel you inside me. Please.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.” She pulled at my shirt. “Please, Caleb. I’ve been empty for so long. Fill me up.”

I undressed quickly…shirt over my head, pants shoved down, boxers following. Her eyes went wide when she saw my cock spring free…rock hard, thick and heavy, the head swollen and purple with need, a bead of precum already glistening at the tip.

“Oh.” Her voice was small, awed. “You’re… you’re big. You’re really big.”

“We’ll go slow.”

“No.” She reached for me, wrapped her hand around my shaft. Her fingers didn’t come close to touching around the girth. She stroked experimentally, spreading the precum around my head, and I groaned. “I don’t want slow. I want to feel it. I want to feel all of you. I want to feel full. I’ve been empty for so long.”

I positioned myself between her thighs, her legs spreading wide to accommodate me. Pressed the swollen head of my cock against her entrance…she was dripping wet, her arousal coating me immediately. Watched her face as I started to push inside.

“Oh…” Her eyes went glassy, her mouth falling open. “Oh God…you’re stretching me…I can feel every inch…”

“Too much?”

“More.” Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in. “I need more. Give me more.”

I pushed deeper. Inch by inch, letting her tight pussy stretch around my girth, watching her expression shift from overwhelmed to blissful to desperate. Her walls gripped me like hot silk, fluttering and clenching.

“You’re so deep…” Tears were leaking from her eyes again, but she was smiling, her face radiant. “I feel you everywhere. I feel so full. You’re in my stomach.”

I bottomed out, my pelvis pressed against hers, my balls resting against her ass, buried to the hilt inside her. I could feel her cervix against my tip. Held there for a moment, letting her feel me, letting myself feel her…tight and wet and scorching hot, her pussy clenching around me in rhythmic waves like it never wanted to let go.

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

“So do you.” She wrapped her legs around me, her heels pressing into my ass, pulling me even deeper. “Move. Please. I need you to move.”

I started slow. Long, deep strokes that dragged across every sensitive inch of her…pulling out until just my head remained inside her grasping pussy, then pushing back in to the hilt. Her full breasts bounced with each thrust, her freckled skin flushing pink with pleasure.

“Yes…like that…oh God…”

I watched her face. Watched the years of loneliness and self-denial crack and crumble with each stroke. Watched her remember who she was before Daniel destroyed her confidence.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her, picking up the pace. “So beautiful. So tight. You feel perfect around my cock.”

“No one…has ever…said…”

“Then everyone you’ve been with was blind.” I thrust harder, hitting the spot that made her scream. “You deserve to hear it. Every day. You deserve to be worshipped.”

“Caleb…” Her eyes were locked on mine, desperate and vulnerable. “I’m going to come again…”

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

She shattered.

Her pussy clenched in rhythmic waves, milking my shaft, her inner walls rippling around me. Her back arched off the bed, her magnificent freckled tits thrust toward the ceiling, nipples hard as pebbles. She screamed my name…actually screamed it…her cream gushing around my cock as I fucked her through every pulse of pleasure.

“Again,” I demanded when her orgasm started to fade. “I want another one.”

“I can’t…”

“You can.” I shifted position, lifting her hips, tilting her pelvis, driving deeper…so deep she gasped. “You can, Harper. Your body was made for this. For pleasure. For being filled. For taking cock. Give me another one.”

She gave me another one. And another after that. I lost count of her orgasms somewhere around the fifth…her body convulsing beneath me, her pussy flooding with arousal until the wet sounds of our fucking were obscene, her voice hoarse from screaming. Her cream coated my cock, my balls, dripped down to soak the sheets.

“Caleb…” She was sobbing now, overwhelmed by sensation. “Please…I need you to come…I need to feel you come inside me…”

“Tell me what you want.”

“Your cum…” She pulled me down, wrapped herself around me completely. “I want your cum inside me. I want you to fill me up. I want…I want a baby…please…I’ve wanted this for so long…”

“You’re sure?”

“Breed me.” Her voice cracked on the word. “Please. I’ve given up on so much. Don’t make me give up on this too. Put a baby in me, Caleb. I need it. I need you.”

I slammed deep…as deep as I could possibly go, my cock head pressed tight against her cervix…and let go.

My cock pulsed hard, the first jet of cum exploding directly against her womb. She screamed and came again, her orgasm triggered by the feeling of my seed pumping into her. I could feel her cervix kissing my tip, taking every drop exactly where it needed to go.

“Yes…” She was sobbing, clinging to me desperately. “Yes, I feel it…you’re so deep…there’s so much…you’re filling me up…”

I kept cumming. Kept filling her. My cock jerked again and again, each pulse shooting another thick rope of cum into her womb, giving her everything I had. So much that I could feel it backing up around my shaft, her tight pussy unable to contain it all. Her walls milked me rhythmically, greedily, like her body knew exactly what it needed.

When it finally ended, I collapsed against her, both of us shaking and drenched in sweat. I was still inside her, still plugging every drop of my cum inside her. Neither of us wanted to separate.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Please. I want to keep all of it. I can feel it inside me…so warm…so much of it.”

I kissed her forehead, her wet cheeks, her swollen lips. “I’m not going anywhere.”

“I forgot.” Her voice was raw, broken open. “I forgot what it felt like to be wanted. To be touched. To be… seen.”

“You’re seen now. You’re wanted now.” I stroked her wild auburn hair. “And this is just the beginning.”

She smiled…the first real smile I’d seen from her. The academic armor was gone. The apologies were gone. She was just Harper, naked and satisfied and full of my cum.

“Thank you,” she breathed. “I didn’t know I could still feel like this.”

“You can feel like this whenever you want. As many times as you want.”

Her smile widened. “Is that a promise?”

“That’s a guarantee.”

We lay tangled together for a long time. I stayed inside her, my cock softening slowly but not leaving, keeping every drop of my seed exactly where it belonged…deep in her womb. Every time I shifted, she clenched around me, keeping me plugged inside her.

“The baby,” she said quietly. “Do you really think it will work?”

“I think you’re going to be an incredible mother.”

Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks…happy ones this time. “I stopped believing that was possible. After Daniel. After thirty-eight. I convinced myself that I was too old, too broken, too focused on the wrong things.”

“You were wrong.”

“I was so wrong.” She kissed me softly. “About so many things.”



Later, as she dressed…slowly, reluctantly, her movements languid with satisfaction…she paused at the door.

“Caleb?”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to need another session.” Her green eyes sparkled with something that hadn’t been there before. Mischief. Hope. “Soon. For… medical reasons.”

I grinned. “I’ll check my schedule.”

“Please do.” She bit her lip…bitten red and swollen from our kissing…and slipped out.


Chapter 7: Professional Boundaries

Aistė cornered me in the equipment room.

I’d been restocking supplies…mundane work, something to fill the gap between sessions. The door clicked shut behind me.

“We need to talk.”

She stood against the locked door. Platinum ponytail. Ice-blue eyes. Scrubs that couldn’t hide the tight athletic body underneath.

“About what?”

“About how I can’t do this anymore.” She stepped closer. “I’ve assisted every session. Watched through glass. Prepared the rooms. Cleaned up after.”

Her accent had thickened. Baltic edges bleeding through.

“That’s your job.”

“My job doesn’t include what happens when I go home.” She stopped two feet away. Close enough to smell her shampoo. Something clean and sharp. “I touch myself thinking about what I’ve seen. Every night. Sometimes twice.”

My cock stirred.

“Aistė…”

“I know every sound you make.” Another step. “Every position you use. How long you last before you can’t hold back.” Her hand pressed against my chest. “I know the face you make when you cum inside them.”

“You’ve been watching.”

“I’ve been memorizing.” Her pale eyes dropped to my crotch. Saw the bulge forming. “Did you know I can tell when you’re close just by watching your shoulders tense?”

“No.”

“I can.” Her hand slid down my chest. Over my abs. Stopped at my waistband. “I’ve watched you fill four women. I’ve cleaned your cum off their thighs. I’ve documented efficacy metrics while my pussy was soaking through my panties.”

Jesus Christ.

“What do you want?”

“I want you to fuck me like you fuck them.” Her fingers hooked into my waistband. Tugged. “I want to know if it feels as good as it looks.”

“Here? Now?”

“Here.” She glanced around the equipment room. Metal shelving. Supply carts. Hard surfaces everywhere. “Now.”

She didn’t wait for permission.

Her mouth crashed into mine. Cold composure shattered in an instant. She kissed like she’d been starving for it…tongue pushing past my lips, hands yanking at my scrubs, moaning into my mouth.

I grabbed her ass. Firm. Athletic. The ass I’d been watching bounce down hallways for weeks.

She gasped against my lips. “I knew you were looking.”

“Everyone looks.”

“I wanted you to.” She bit my lower lip. Hard. “I wore tighter scrubs hoping you’d notice.”

I spun her around. Pressed her against the supply cart. She braced herself on the metal surface, arching her back, presenting her ass.

“I’ve watched through that glass.” Her voice came out rough. Needy. “I’ve seen you take them from behind. I want that. I want exactly what they get.”

I yanked her scrubs down over her tight ass, revealing her completely.

No underwear.

She looked back at me over her shoulder. Pale cheeks flushed pink. “I came prepared.”

Her pussy glistened between her toned thighs…pink, swollen, dripping wet. I could see her arousal running down her inner thighs. She hadn’t been lying about the buildup.

“Weeks,” she breathed. “I’ve been wet for weeks. Every time I watched you through that glass.”

I freed my cock…rock hard, throbbing, aching to be inside her. She watched over her shoulder, ice-blue eyes going wide as she took in my size.

“Finally.” She pushed her ass back toward me, spreading her legs wider. “Stop making me wait. I’ve waited long enough.”

I drove into her in one brutal thrust, burying myself balls-deep.

She screamed.

The sound echoed off metal shelving. Her pussy gripped me like a fist…tight, scorching, drenched with weeks of frustrated arousal. Her athletic body shook as she adjusted to my girth stretching her open.

“Oh fuck…” Her accent was pure Lithuania now, all pretense of professionalism gone. “Didesnis nei aš maniau…you’re bigger than I…bigger than it looked through the glass…”

“English.”

“I can’t think in English when you’re…” She pushed back against me, trying to take me even deeper. “Move. Please. I need you to move. I need you to fuck me.”

I pulled back…watching my cock emerge glistening with her cream…and slammed in again. She screamed louder, her pussy clenching around me.

The supply cart rattled against the wall. Medical supplies crashed to the floor. Boxes of gloves. Specimen cups. Neither of us cared.

“Harder.” She was pushing back to meet every thrust, her tight ass slapping against my pelvis. Athletic legs braced wide. “I’ve watched you fuck them hard. Fuck me harder than that.”

I gave her harder.

My hips slapped against her tight ass with sharp cracks that echoed off the metal shelves. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room…her soaked pussy squelching around my cock with every thrust. She moaned with every impact…loud, shameless, nothing like the ice-cold professional nurse who handed me clipboards.

“I watched you breed them…” She gasped the words between impacts. “Through that glass…with my hand down my scrubs…”

“I know.” I gripped her hips tighter. Pounded deeper. “I saw you. After Celeste. Through the frosted glass.”

“You saw…oh god…you saw me touching myself?”

“I saw your hand moving.” I leaned over her, teeth grazing her ear. “Did you cum watching me fill her?”

“Yes.” No shame. Pure confession. “I came so hard I had to bite my hand to stay quiet.”

“And with Harper?”

“Twice.” Her pussy clenched around me. “She came so many times…watching her fall apart…I couldn’t stop…”

I reached around. Found her clit…swollen, hard, slick with her juices…and rubbed it in fast circles.

She shattered.

Her whole body convulsed. Pussy spasming around my cock in powerful waves, her walls gripping and releasing, milking my shaft. Legs shaking so hard she could barely stay upright. She screamed something in Lithuanian that I didn’t understand but definitely meant more. Her cream gushed around my cock, dripping down my balls.

I didn’t stop. Kept fucking her through it, kept rubbing her clit.

“Again.” I rubbed her clit harder while I pounded into her. “You’ve been waiting weeks. You can give me more than one. Give me everything.”

“I can’t…it’s too…” Her voice broke into another scream. Another orgasm tearing through her before the first one finished, her pussy clamping down so hard I saw stars.

Medical supplies kept crashing. The cart banged rhythmically against the wall. Someone outside could definitely hear…the slap of flesh on flesh, her screams, the wet sounds of her pussy taking my cock. Neither of us cared.

“You feel amazing.” I wasn’t lying. Tight. Wet. Hot. Athletic muscles gripping and releasing with each thrust, her trained body responding to every stroke. “Why did you wait so long?”

“Professional…” She gasped. “Boundaries…supposed to…just assist…just watch…”

“Fuck professional boundaries.”

“Yes.” She pushed back harder, fucking herself on my cock. “Fuck them. Fuck me. God, please don’t stop fucking me…”

I pulled out…my cock emerging glistening wet, slick with her cream.

She whimpered at the loss. “No…why…put it back…”

I spun her around. Lifted her onto the cart, her bare ass on the cold metal. Her platinum ponytail had come loose…pale silk spilling over her shoulders. Her scrub top was rucked up, exposing a toned stomach with defined abs and perky tits barely contained by a sports bra, her nipples visibly hard through the fabric.

“Take that off.”

She yanked the sports bra over her head. C-cups. Pale pink nipples already stiff and swollen. Perfect athletic tits that bounced when she moved…firm but soft, exactly what I’d imagined under those scrubs.

“Better.” I stepped between her spread thighs, looking at her fully naked for the first time…toned everywhere, her pussy pink and glistening, still clenching around nothing. “Now I can see you.”

She grabbed my cock with both hands, stroking it, spreading her wetness along the shaft. Positioned me at her entrance, the head nudging against her swollen lips. “Less talking. More fucking. Put it back inside me.”

I slammed back inside her in one thrust, burying myself to the hilt.

She screamed again. Head thrown back. Tits bouncing with the impact. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper…as deep as I could go.

“There…right there…don’t stop…your cock feels so good…”

The cart scraped across the floor with each thrust, leaving marks on the tile. Her pale skin had flushed pink all over…her chest, her face, even her tits. That Lithuanian sun tattoo on her inner wrist caught my eye…I’d noticed it before, wondered about it.

“I see everything through that glass.” She was babbling now. Lost in sensation. “Your cock disappearing inside them…stretching them open…their faces when they cum…the way you fill them up with your seed…”

“And now you know how it feels.”

“It’s better.” Her eyes rolled back, showing white. “It’s so much better than watching…you’re so deep…you’re hitting places I didn’t know I had…”

I fucked her harder. Faster. The cart hit the wall repeatedly, denting the drywall. Something crashed in the corner. Her tits bounced violently with each impact.

“I’m going to…” Her nails raked my back hard enough to draw blood. “Again…I’m going to…”

“Cum.” Command, not permission.

She obeyed. Screaming. Convulsing. Her pussy milking my cock with powerful rhythmic contractions, her cream flooding around my shaft.

“Don’t stop.” She was crying now. Overwhelmed. “Don’t you dare stop…”

“I’m not stopping until I cum inside you.”

“Yes.” Her eyes snapped to mine. Desperate. Hungry. “Do it. Breed me. I’ve watched you breed all of them…now breed me…”

“You want my cum?”

“I’ve wanted it for weeks.” She pulled me closer with her legs. “Every time I cleaned up after your sessions…tasting them on the sheets…knowing your cum was inside them…I wanted it to be me…”

“Then take it.”

I slammed deep…as deep as I could go, my cock head pressed against her cervix…and let go.

My cock pulsed hard, the first jet of cum exploding into her. She screamed one final time…her pussy clamping down, milking every drop with desperate contractions, her whole body shaking and convulsing.

“I feel it…” Her voice cracked. “Oh god, I feel you cumming inside me…there’s so much…you’re filling me up…”

I kept cumming. Weeks of watching her walk away in those tight scrubs. Weeks of catching her eyes through observation glass. Weeks of wanting to bend her over and fuck her. All of it pouring into her now, jet after jet of hot cum flooding her pussy.

“Don’t pull out.” She clung to me, her legs locked around my waist. “Not yet. I want to feel every drop. I want to keep it all inside me.”

I stayed buried, my cock still twitching, still spurting the last drops of cum into her. Her pussy twitched around me, milking me, not letting go. Aftershocks rolled through her body, making her clench and release.

“That was…” She laughed weakly. “Worth the wait.”

“Just the beginning.”

“Promise?” Her ice-blue eyes had melted. Soft now. Vulnerable.

“Promise.”

The door opened.

We both froze.

Dr. Vivian Okafor stood in the doorway.

Her dark eyes dropped to where we were still connected. My cock buried inside Aistė’s pussy. Cum leaking around the seal where we joined, dripping down onto the cart. The destroyed equipment room…supplies everywhere, cart dented, wall damaged.

Her jaw tightened. Her breathing changed.

She didn’t speak.

For three long seconds, she just looked. At the mess. At Aistė’s flushed, satisfied face. At my cock still buried inside her nurse.

Then her hand pressed against her own thigh. Her fingers curled into the fabric of her trousers.

She turned and walked away.

The door clicked shut behind her.


Chapter 8: Cross-Pollination

Scheduling error.

That’s what Dr. Okafor called it when Celeste and Harper showed up at the same time. But the way she avoided my eyes when she said it made me wonder.

I watched through the observation window as they met in the waiting room.

Celeste: designer dress, Louboutins, elegant composure that hid weeks of desperate sessions in consultation rooms.

Harper: academic armor partially shed, nicer blouse than before, auburn hair actually styled.

They recognized something in each other instantly.

Celeste spoke first. “You too?”

Harper’s eyes widened. “You’re one of his…”

“Yes.” Celeste sat beside her. Crossed those endless legs. “How long?”

“Three weeks.” Harper’s voice dropped. “I can’t stop thinking about him.”

“Neither can I.” Celeste laughed softly. “I thought I was broken. Grief does that. But this…”

“It’s more than grief.” Harper twisted her hands in her lap. “I hadn’t been touched in three years. I thought I was numb. Then he…”

“Made you feel everything.”

“Everything.” Harper looked at her. “Shouldn’t we hate each other? You’re beautiful. Elegant. Everything I’m not.”

“You’re beautiful too.” Celeste touched her arm. “He told you that. Did you believe him?”

“I’m starting to.”

“Good.” Celeste smiled. “Because I think we have more in common than we realized.”

Dr. Okafor appeared beside me at the window. “Interesting development.”

“Did you plan this?”

“I proposed a comparative efficacy study.” Her voice was carefully neutral. “They both agreed. Separately. Before they knew the other would be present.”

“What exactly does a comparative efficacy study involve?”

“Simultaneous observation.” She handed me a tablet with protocols I didn’t bother reading. “Both patients. Same session. For… data purposes.”

“You want me to have sex with both of them. Together.”

“I want to observe how the bonding effect interacts when multiple subjects are present simultaneously.” Her professional mask was firmly in place. “The science is sound.”

“The science is an excuse.”

“Perhaps.” She finally met my eyes. Something flickered there. “But they’re waiting. And based on the bonding metrics, I don’t think either of them will object to the arrangement.”



The overnight suite was the Genesis Wing’s largest. King bed. Ambient lighting. Enough space for whatever was about to happen.

Celeste and Harper sat on opposite ends of a couch. Both nervous. Both trying to hide it.

“This is unusual,” Celeste said.

“Very.” Harper’s hands fidgeted with her skirt.

I stood between them. “We don’t have to do anything. If either of you is uncomfortable…”

“I’m not uncomfortable.” Celeste cut me off. Her gray-green eyes were steady. “I’m… curious.”

Harper looked at her. “Curious about what?”

“About whether what I feel for him extends to you.” Celeste reached across the couch. Touched Harper’s hand. “We’ve both bonded to the same man. I can sense it when I look at you. Something… familiar.”

“I feel it too.” Harper’s voice went soft. “Like we’re connected through him.”

“The pheromone response,” I said. “Dr. Okafor mentioned it creates recognition between affected women.”

“It’s more than recognition.” Celeste stood. Moved to stand in front of Harper. “May I?”

Harper nodded.

Celeste bent down and kissed her.

I watched two women who should have been rivals melt into each other. Celeste’s elegant hands cupping Harper’s freckled face. Harper gasping against Celeste’s lips. Tongues meeting, sliding against each other, both of them making soft sounds of discovery.

When they parted, both were flushed. A thin strand of saliva connected their lips before breaking.

“That was…” Harper breathed, her chest heaving.

“I know.” Celeste turned to me, her gray-green eyes dark with arousal. “I’ve never been with a woman. But I want this. I want her. And I want you. Together.”

“Harper?”

“Yes.” Her voice cracked. “God yes. I’m already so wet.”

I pulled Celeste against me. Kissed her deep, my tongue claiming her mouth. Felt her moan into me, her body pressing close. Her designer dress strained across her small breasts, her nipples visibly hard through the fabric.

When I released her, Harper was watching with hungry eyes, one hand pressed between her thighs.

“Come here, Professor.”

She stood on shaky legs. I kissed her too. Softer at first, then deeper when she whimpered. Her full lips parting easily. Her heavy tits pressing against my chest, so soft and warm even through her clothes.

Celeste moved behind Harper. Started unbuttoning her blouse.

“Is this okay?” Celeste murmured against Harper’s neck.

“Please.” Harper’s eyes closed. “Please touch me.”

The blouse fell away. Practical white bra beneath, her heavy tits straining against the cups. Celeste’s elegant fingers traced the freckles across Harper’s shoulders.

“These are beautiful.” Celeste kissed a trail along the scattered bronze dots. “Like stars across your skin.”

“He said the same thing.”

“He was right.” Celeste unhooked the bra. Let it fall. “Mon dieu. Your breasts are magnificent.”

Harper’s DD-cups spilled free. Full. Heavy. Swaying as she breathed. Dusky pink nipples already stiff and swollen.

Celeste cupped them from behind, lifting their weight, her pale champagne hands stark against Harper’s freckled skin.

“I’ve never touched another woman’s breasts.” Celeste’s voice had gone rough with arousal. “Yours are incredible. So heavy and soft.”

Harper moaned. Arched into the touch, pressing her tits more firmly into Celeste’s palms. Her nipples hardened further as Celeste rolled them between her fingers.

I watched them together, my cock straining in my pants. Two beautiful women discovering each other. Connected through me.

“Caleb.” Celeste’s gray-green eyes found mine over Harper’s shoulder. “Don’t just watch. I can see how hard you are.”

I moved behind Celeste. Unzipped her dress slowly, revealing inch after inch of creamy skin. Let it pool at her feet. French lingerie beneath…sheer mesh and lace that hid nothing. I could see her small pink nipples through the fabric. Could see the darker shadow between her legs.

“No panties under this.” I palmed her small breasts through the transparent fabric, pinching her nipples. “Planning ahead?”

“I’ve learned to be optimistic around you.”

I stripped her lingerie away. Pressed my hard cock against her tight ass through my pants. She gasped, grinding back against me.

In front of her, Harper had turned. Was touching Celeste’s breasts now. Tentative at first, cupping them gently. Then bolder, squeezing, thumbing her nipples.

“So small.” Harper’s voice held wonder. “So perfect. Like a ballerina’s.”

“Yours are the ones that are perfect.” Celeste pulled Harper’s face to her chest. “Show me what you like.”

Harper took one small pink nipple into her mouth, sucking gently, then harder when Celeste moaned.

Celeste cried out in French, her hips bucking back against my cock.

I reached around both of them. Guided Celeste’s hand between Harper’s thighs. She resisted for a moment…uncertainty…then her fingers found Harper’s pussy through her panties. The cotton was soaked through, visibly wet.

“She’s soaking,” Celeste breathed, her fingers pressing into the damp fabric. “Harper, you’re absolutely drenched.”

“I know.” Harper’s voice was muffled against Celeste’s breast, her lips still wrapped around that stiff nipple. “I’ve been wet since I walked in. Since I saw you.”

“Remove them.” My hand covered Celeste’s. “Touch her properly. Feel how wet she is for us.”

Celeste pulled Harper’s panties down…they clung to her pussy, a strand of arousal stretching between the fabric and her swollen lips before snapping. Celeste slid her fingers through auburn curls, trimmed short. Found the slick heat beneath, Harper’s pussy lips parted and dripping.

Harper’s moan vibrated against Celeste’s nipple, making her shudder.

“Like that?” Celeste’s fingers explored, sliding through Harper’s folds, gathering her wetness. “Tell me what feels good.”

“Everything. All of it.” Harper’s hips rolled into the touch, grinding against Celeste’s hand. “Your fingers…they’re smaller than his…softer…but god, they feel so good…”

I guided Celeste’s hand. Showed her how Harper liked to be touched. Slow circles on her swollen clit. Two fingers pressing at her entrance, dipping in teasingly.

“Inside,” Harper gasped, pulling off Celeste’s nipple with a wet pop. “Please. I need something inside me. I need to be filled.”

Celeste pushed two fingers into Harper’s pussy, sinking in easily, her arousal squelching obscenely.

Harper screamed.

I watched her come apart on Celeste’s hand. Her heavy tits bouncing as she fucked herself on those elegant fingers. Her freckled skin flushing pink everywhere. Celeste’s fingers buried knuckle-deep inside her while I pressed my aching cock against Celeste’s ass.

“She’s so tight.” Celeste was panting, pumping her fingers in and out, watching Harper’s face with fascination. “I feel her clenching around me…she’s going to…”

Harper came. Shaking. Sobbing. Her pussy gushing around Celeste’s fingers, dripping down to the carpet. Celeste held her through it, still fucking her with those two fingers. I held them both.

“Bed,” I said. “Now.”



I positioned them on the silk sheets. Harper on her back, her heavy tits pooling to the sides, her thighs spread to show her glistening pussy. Celeste beside her, slender and elegant, her small breasts rising and falling rapidly.

Both naked. Both glistening with arousal. Both looking at me like I was the only thing that mattered.

“Who first?” Celeste’s voice was strained with need, her hand already drifting between her own thighs.

“Watch.”

I dropped between Harper’s thighs, spreading them wider. Buried my face in her pussy…still soaked from Celeste’s fingers, her cream coating my lips immediately. She screamed immediately, her hips bucking up.

“Oh god…Caleb…I just came…it’s too sensitive…”

I licked her anyway, my tongue parting her swollen folds, tasting the sweet musk of her orgasm. Found her clit and sucked it between my lips.

Celeste watched, her hand between her own legs now, two fingers pumping in and out of her pussy while she stared at my mouth working Harper’s cunt.

I ate Harper until she came twice more…once on my tongue, once on my fingers buried deep inside her. Then shifted to Celeste.

She tasted different. Subtle. Like champagne and honey. Her long, elegant legs wrapped around my head as I licked her, her pussy already dripping from watching.

“Harper.” I pulled back, my chin slick with Celeste’s arousal. “Your turn.”

“What?”

“Taste her.”

Harper’s eyes went wide. “I’ve never…”

“First time for everything.” I positioned myself behind Harper as she got on all fours. My cock…rock hard, throbbing…pressed against her plump ass. “Lick her while I fuck you.”

Harper lowered her mouth to Celeste’s pussy, tentatively at first, then her tongue darted out to taste.

Celeste’s scream echoed off the walls.

“Mon dieu…Harper…your tongue…so soft…”

I pushed into Harper from behind…one long, slow thrust until I was balls-deep. She moaned against Celeste’s clit, her voice vibrating into that sensitive flesh.

The vibration made Celeste arch off the bed, her small tits thrust upward.

I fucked Harper while she ate Celeste. Watching them pleasure each other. Watching Harper’s heavy tits drag across Celeste’s thighs with each thrust, her nipples hard and swollen. Watching Celeste’s face contort with pleasure as Harper’s inexperienced tongue explored her pussy.

“I can taste how turned on she is.” Harper’s voice came out muffled against Celeste’s cunt. “She’s dripping. She tastes so good.”

“Make her come.”

Harper sucked Celeste’s clit between her lips, flicking it with her tongue. Celeste shattered. Screaming in French. Her hands tangling in Harper’s auburn hair, pulling her face harder against her spasming pussy.

I pulled out of Harper…my cock glistening with her cream. She whimpered at the loss.

“Switch.”

They repositioned with eager hands and breathless giggles. Celeste on all fours now, her tight ass in the air, her pussy dripping visibly. Harper beneath her in a sixty-nine, her heavy tits pressing against Celeste’s stomach.

I slammed into Celeste from behind, burying myself to the hilt.

“Yes…” She pushed back to meet me, taking every inch. “Harder…while Harper…oh god her tongue is on my clit…”

Harper licked where we connected. Tasting both of us. Her tongue sliding along my shaft when I pulled out, lapping at the mixture of our arousal. Flicking Celeste’s stretched clit when I pushed back in. I could feel her tongue against my cock.

“That’s so fucking hot.” I watched Harper’s tongue work, her mouth and chin glistening. “Both of you together. Sharing my cock.”

Celeste came first, her pussy clenching hard around my shaft. Then Harper…from Celeste’s tongue between her thighs, her muffled screams vibrating against Celeste’s clit. Then Celeste again…three orgasms blurring together while I pounded her and Harper licked us both, her cream flooding down to coat Harper’s face.

“I need to cum.” My balls tightened, heavy with seed. “Who wants it first?”

“Harper.” Celeste’s voice was wrecked, hoarse from screaming. “Fill her first. I want to watch you breed her.”

I pulled out of Celeste…my cock slick and glistening. Flipped Harper onto her back, her heavy tits bouncing. Drove into her in one hard stroke, burying myself balls-deep.

“Oh fuck…” Her eyes rolled back, showing white. “Caleb…you’re so deep…”

Celeste moved beside us. Watching intently as my cock disappeared into Harper’s pussy over and over. Her fingers found Harper’s nipples, pinching and rolling them.

“She’s close again,” Celeste observed, watching Harper’s face contort. “I can see it in her face. She’s about to come on your cock.”

“Make her come while I fill her up.”

Celeste pinched Harper’s nipples hard. Bent down to bite one, her teeth sinking into the sensitive flesh.

Harper screamed and shattered, her pussy clamping down around me like a vice, her walls rippling and milking.

I followed. Cumming hard inside her with a groan torn from my chest. Pumping her full, jet after jet of hot cum flooding her womb while Celeste watched and played with her tits.

“I feel it…” Harper was sobbing, overwhelmed. “There’s so much…you’re filling me up…I can feel it so deep…”

“Don’t stop.” Celeste’s eyes were fixed on where we connected, watching my cock pulse inside Harper. “Keep filling her. Give her every drop.”

I gave Harper everything I had, my cock jerking and spurting deep inside her. Stayed buried until the last pulse faded, keeping every drop of my seed exactly where it belonged.

Then I pulled out slowly. A thick river of cum dripped from her satisfied, gaping pussy, pooling on the silk sheets beneath her.

“My turn.” Celeste spread her long legs wide, exposing her pink, dripping pussy. “I want that too. I want you to fill me like you filled her.”

I was still hard. The serum. The situation. Watching my cum leak out of Harper. Whatever it was.

I slid into Celeste. Her tight pussy gripped me immediately, her walls fluttering around my still-hard shaft.

“Harper.” I pulled her closer. “Play with Celeste while I fuck her. Make her come with me.”

Harper hesitated only a second. Then her mouth found Celeste’s small breast, sucking the stiff nipple. Her hand found Celeste’s clit, rubbing in tight circles.

“Oh…” Celeste’s back arched off the bed. “Both of you…at once…I can’t…”

I fucked Celeste while Harper sucked her nipples and rubbed her clit. Teamwork. Shared pleasure. Connected through sensation and my cock.

“I’m going to…” Celeste grabbed Harper’s face. Kissed her hard, their tongues tangling. “Je vais…oh mon dieu…”

She came screaming into Harper’s mouth, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my shaft.

I slammed deep…as deep as I could go, pressed against her cervix…and let go again. Second load. Just as intense. Flooding Celeste’s womb while she kissed Harper through her orgasm, filling her with cum just like I’d filled Harper.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs and sweat and satisfaction. Both women full of my seed.

“That was…” Harper’s voice was barely audible.

“Unprecedented.” Celeste laughed weakly. “Scientifically speaking.”

My cum leaked from both of them…thick white rivers dripping from their satisfied pussies, pooling on the ruined silk sheets. Neither moved to clean up. Neither wanted to.

“The bonding effect,” Harper said quietly. “I can feel it. Stronger now. Not just to you…to her too.”

Celeste nodded. “We’re connected. All three of us. I don’t feel jealous. I feel… complete.”

“That’s the pheromone response.” I pulled them both closer. “Dr. Okafor said affected women recognize each other.”

“It’s more than recognition.” Celeste kissed Harper softly. “I understand her now. What she needs. What she fears.”

“Same.” Harper returned the kiss. “It’s like we’re… sisters? But not sisters. Something else.”

“Harem sisters.” I said it without thinking.

They both looked at me.

“Is that what we are?” Celeste’s voice was curious. Not offended. “Your harem?”

“You’re both bonded to me. You’re bonded to each other through me. And neither of you wants to leave.”

“No.” Harper’s hand found mine. “I don’t want to leave.”

“Neither do I.” Celeste’s hand joined hers. “So what happens now?”

“Now we wait for test results.” I kissed them both. “And then we figure out what happens next.”

“Together?” Harper asked.

Celeste squeezed my hand. “Together.”

We lay tangled in the silk sheets until the sun went down.

Both tests came back positive two weeks later.

They told me together. Holding hands. Crying. Laughing.

“We’re both pregnant,” Harper breathed.

“At the same time.” Celeste touched her belly. “From the same man.”

“From the same session,” Harper added.

They looked at each other. Back at me.

“When can we schedule our next treatment?” Celeste asked.

Harper grinned. “For… efficacy verification.”

I looked at two beautiful pregnant women. Both mine. Both each other’s.

“How about tomorrow?”


Chapter 9: The Researcher’s Dilemma

Dr. Okafor was losing her mind.

I could see it in the way she avoided eye contact during our weekly check-ins. The way her hands trembled when she took my blood pressure. The way she’d started scheduling our appointments for early morning or late evening…times when the clinic was mostly empty.

Today’s checkup was at 7 PM. Just the two of us. Aistė had gone home an hour ago.

“Your vitals are excellent.” Vivian’s voice was professionally neutral. But her fingers lingered on my wrist longer than necessary. “Elevated heart rate. That’s expected given your… activity level.”

“Is that what we’re calling it?”

Her jaw tightened. “The program is functioning as designed.”

“Four pregnant women. Or is it five? Is that the design?”

She released my wrist. Stepped back. Put the desk between us.

“The efficacy exceeds all projections.” She pulled up charts on her tablet. Studied them like her life depended on the data. “Your pheromone signature continues to strengthen. The bonding response is more persistent than our models predicted.”

“Vivian.”

Her head snapped up. I never used her first name.

“What?”

“You’re not okay.”

She laughed. Sharp. Brittle. “I’m perfectly fine. I’m running a revolutionary fertility program with a one-hundred-percent success rate. Why wouldn’t I be fine?”

“Because you haven’t looked me in the eye in two weeks.”

Silence.

She set down the tablet. Removed her glasses. Without them, she looked younger. Vulnerable.

“I’ve been reviewing the data obsessively.” Her voice was quieter now. “The pheromone bonding. The attachment markers. The neurological response patterns in exposed subjects.”

“And?”

“And the subjects aren’t the only ones affected.” She met my eyes finally. Hers were dark. Conflicted. “Extended exposure triggers the same response. In anyone.”

“You’ve been exposed since the beginning.”

“I know.” Her hands gripped the edge of her desk. Knuckles tight. “I’ve been present for every session. Every consultation. Every examination. I’ve absorbed more of your pheromone signature than any of them.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means I can’t be objective anymore.” She pushed away from the desk. Started pacing. Her white coat hung open over a burgundy silk blouse. Her curves shifted with each step. “I catch myself rewatching session recordings. Pausing at certain moments. Analyzing data I’ve already analyzed a dozen times.”

My cock stirred. I didn’t try to hide it.

“And?” I pressed.

“And I think about you constantly.” The words came out like a confession. “When I’m reviewing charts. When I’m eating lunch. When I’m trying to sleep.” She stopped pacing. “I wake up wet from dreams I can’t remember. Or won’t let myself remember.”

“The bonding effect.”

“Yes.” She faced me directly. “I’m experiencing everything the patients experience. The compulsion. The obsession. The physical response to your proximity.”

“You’re fighting it.”

“I’m a scientist.” Her voice hardened. “I don’t surrender to biological impulses. I analyze them. Document them. Control them.”

“How’s that working out?”

She laughed again. Closer to genuine this time. “Terribly.”

I stood. Moved toward her. She didn’t back away.

“What happens if you stop fighting?”

Her breathing changed. Faster. Shallower. Her full breasts rose and fell beneath the burgundy silk.

“I don’t know.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “I’ve never not been in control. My entire career…my life…has been built on precision. On analysis. On understanding before acting.”

“And now?”

“Now I can’t think straight when you’re in the room.” Her eyes dropped to the bulge in my pants…visibly hard, straining against the fabric. Lingered there for a long moment. Snapped back to my face. “That’s been visible since you walked in.”

“You have that effect on me.”

“I shouldn’t.” But she didn’t sound convinced. Her thighs pressed together beneath her skirt. “I’m your employer. Your researcher. I’m supposed to maintain professional distance.”

“Aistė said the same thing.”

Vivian’s jaw tightened. “I saw what happened with Aistė.”

“You watched.”

“I observed. For data purposes.” The excuse sounded hollow even to her. “And then I went back to my office and…”

She didn’t finish the sentence.

“And what?”

“And I locked my door.” Her accent slipped. Lagos bleeding through London. “And I touched myself. Watching the security footage. Imagining I was her.”

My cock throbbed.

“Vivian…”

“Don’t.” She held up a hand. “I’m not finished.”

I waited.

“I’ve run every test. Analyzed every variable. Considered every explanation.” She straightened her spine. Pulled her composure together. “The bonding effect is real. It’s permanent. And fighting it only makes it stronger.”

“What are you saying?”

“I’m saying I need to understand this from the inside.” She moved to her desk. Picked up a keycard. “My private laboratory. Third floor east wing. Tonight. Ten o’clock.”

“For what?”

“Direct observation.” Her dark eyes burned into mine. “The scientist becomes the subject.”

“You want me to…”

“I want you to do what you do.” She pressed the keycard into my hand. Her fingers brushed mine. Both of us felt it…that electric jolt of contact. “For the data.”

“Is that really why?”

She didn’t answer immediately. Her throat worked. Her lips parted.

“No.” Almost inaudible. “But it’s what I’m telling myself so I can go through with it.”

I pocketed the keycard. “Ten o’clock.”

“Don’t be late.” She picked up her tablet again. Studied the charts like they held the answers to everything. “And Caleb?”

“Yeah?”

“I’ve never done anything like this.” Her voice cracked slightly. “With anyone. Not like what I’ve seen you do. I’ve always maintained control. Always been in charge.”

“And tonight?”

She looked at me. Stripped of professional armor. Just a woman who’d lost the fight she’d been waging with herself for weeks.

“Tonight I need to understand what it feels like to let go.”


Chapter 10: Direct Observation

I spent the next three hours not thinking about what was going to happen.

I failed completely.

I walked the clinic hallways. Checked on Aistė’s schedule for tomorrow. Received text updates from Celeste and Harper…both home, both thinking about me, both sharing their symptoms with each other.

We can feel the bonding, Harper had written. To each other. Through you. It’s strange and beautiful.

Henri would approve, Celeste added. He always said love multiplied. Never divided.

Two pregnant women. Bonded to me. Bonded to each other.

And now the woman who’d made it all possible was waiting in her private laboratory. Ready to surrender everything she’d built her identity around.

At 9:45, I took the elevator to the third floor east wing.

The hallway was dim. After-hours lighting. My footsteps echoed on the hardwood.

Vivian’s private lab occupied the corner suite. The keycard worked smoothly.

The room wasn’t what I expected.

One half was clinical…workstations, microscopes, medical equipment. But the other half was personal. A leather couch. Nigerian art on the walls. A wine cabinet already open.

Vivian stood by the window. She’d changed.

Gone was the white lab coat. Gone was the silk blouse and tailored trousers.

She wore an emerald wrap dress that clung to every curve…hugging her generous hips, accentuating her narrow waist, the neckline dipping low enough to show the deep valley of her cleavage. Her hair was down…natural black coils cascading past her shoulders. The gold chain with its Adinkra symbol pendant rested between her full breasts, rising and falling with her rapid breathing.

She looked like a different person.

She looked like herself.

“You came.” Her voice was softer than I’d ever heard it.

“You invited me.”

“I almost cancelled. Three times.” She poured wine with slightly unsteady hands. Handed me a glass. “The scientist in me kept insisting this was unprofessional. Unethical. Compromising to the research.”

“What did the rest of you say?”

She drank deeply. Set the glass down.

“The rest of me said I’ve been watching you breed beautiful women for weeks. And I’m tired of pretending I don’t want to be one of them.”

I moved closer. Close enough to smell her perfume. Sandalwood and shea butter.

“So this isn’t about data.”

“It’s about need.” Her eyes met mine. Dark. Vulnerable. Certain. “I need to understand what they feel. Why they can’t resist. Why the bonding makes everything else fade.”

“And after?”

“After, I’ll have data.” A small smile. “And hopefully satisfaction.”

“Hopefully?”

She reached for my hand. Placed it on her waist, on the curve of her hip. Her body heat radiated through the thin silk of the dress, and I could feel she wore nothing underneath.

“I’ve observed your techniques extensively. I know what you’re capable of.” Her breath caught as my thumb traced circles on her hip, my fingers spreading across the soft flesh. “But knowing and experiencing are different.”

“I’m aware.”

“Show me.” Her voice dropped. “Show me what I’ve been watching. What I’ve been dreaming about. What I’ve been fighting for weeks.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve never been less sure of anything in my life.” She pulled me closer. Her curves pressed against me…her full breasts soft against my chest, her hips against mine, her heat evident even through our clothes. She could feel my cock, hard against her belly. “And I’ve never wanted anything more.”

I took the wine glass from her hand. Set it aside.

“Then let’s begin the experiment, Dr. Okafor.”

Her laugh was shaky. Nervous. Excited.

“Call me Vivian.”

I cupped her face in my hands. Felt her tremble.

“Vivian.”

I kissed her.

The kiss changed everything.

Vivian Okafor had spent her entire career maintaining control. Control over her research. Control over her clinic. Control over herself.

Now she was melting into me.

Her lips parted. Her tongue met mine. A soft moan escaped…the sound of weeks of resistance crumbling.

I pulled back just enough to see her face.

Her eyes were glazed. Her lipstick smeared. Her composure utterly shattered.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish.

“The beginning.”

I traced my fingers down her neck. Over her collarbone. Along the chain holding her Adinkra symbol pendant. The gold rested between her breasts, warm from her skin.

“What does this mean?” I touched the pendant.

“Sankofa.” Her voice was unsteady. “It means to go back and fetch what you’ve left behind. To reclaim what you’ve lost.”

“What have you lost?”

“Myself.” Her hand covered mine on the pendant. “The woman I was before I built all of this. Before I became Dr. Okafor instead of Vivian.”

“Show me that woman.”

She reached for the tie on her wrap dress. Hesitated.

“I’ve watched you undress four women.” Her laugh was nervous. “I know what happens next. I’ve documented every detail. But experiencing it…”

“Is different.”

“Terrifying.” She pulled the tie. The emerald silk fell open. “And exhilarating.”

Beneath the dress: matching burgundy lingerie. Lace bra barely containing full breasts that threatened to spill over the cups. Lace panties stretched across wide hips, already visibly damp at the center. Her dark skin glowed in the ambient light like polished mahogany.

“Jesus.” I couldn’t help staring. “Vivian.”

“I’m forty-six.” Her voice was defensive. “Things change. Gravity affects…”

“You’re incredible.”

She blinked. “What?”

“I’ve been watching you for weeks. Imagining what you looked like under those lab coats.” I stepped closer. Ran my hands up her curves…over the swell of her hips, the dip of her waist, the soft flesh of her sides. “Reality is better than the fantasy.”

“You fantasized about me?”

“Every day.” I cupped her breasts through the lace, feeling their substantial weight fill my palms. Heavy. Full. Perfectly proportioned to her curvy figure. “These are magnificent.”

Her breath caught, her nipples hardening against my palms through the thin lace. “No one has ever…I’ve never been…”

“Then everyone you’ve been with was blind.”

I unhooked her bra. Let it fall. Her breasts spilled free…round, full, dark nipples already stiff and swollen against the deep brown of her skin. The kind of breasts that demanded worship. They hung naturally, heavy and soft, nipples pointing slightly outward.

“Caleb…”

I bent my head and took one dark nipple into my mouth, sucking it between my lips.

She cried out. Her hands grabbed my shoulders, nails digging in. Her body arched into the contact, pressing more of her breast against my face.

“Oh god…” Her accent slipped completely. Pure Lagos. “I forgot…I forgot what this felt like…how good it feels…”

I switched to her other breast. Sucked harder, drawing the stiff nipple deep into my mouth, my tongue swirling around it. Her hips rolled against me involuntarily, grinding her damp panties against my thigh.

“The lab table.” She was gasping. “Right here. Where I’ve watched so many times.”

I picked her up.

She yelped. Wrapped her legs around my waist. Her wet panties pressed against my stomach.

“You’re already soaked.” I carried her to the mahogany surface where she’d documented so much data.

“I told you.” Her face pressed into my neck. “Weeks of watching. Weeks of wanting. Weeks of pretending I was above this.”

I swept papers and equipment aside. They crashed to the floor. Neither of us cared.

I laid her on the lab table. The same surface where she’d reviewed my results. Where she’d made her clinical observations. Now she was spread across it, dark skin against polished wood.

“You’re staring.”

“I’m appreciating.” I stripped off my shirt. “You spent weeks watching me through observation glass. My turn.”

Her thighs pressed together. Not hiding…anticipating.

I removed my pants. My boxers. My cock sprang free…rock hard, thick, throbbing with need. Her eyes went wide.

“I’ve seen you on the recordings.” Her voice cracked. “But in person…it’s so much bigger…”

“Bigger than expected?”

“Much bigger.” She reached for me with trembling hands. I let her wrap her fingers around my shaft. They didn’t come close to touching around the girth. “How do they…how does it fit…I’ve never taken anything this big…”

“Slowly.” I climbed onto the table. Over her. “Unless they don’t want slow.”

“I want…” She swallowed, still stroking my cock, feeling its heat and weight. “I don’t know what I want. I’ve never done this. Not like this. Not with someone who…”

“Someone who what?”

“Someone who makes me feel like I’m not in control.” Her eyes met mine. Vulnerable. Terrified. Hungry. “I’ve always been in charge. In every relationship. Every encounter. I set the pace. I decided what happened.”

“And now?”

“Now I want you to decide.”

I kissed her again. Softer this time. Felt her surrender into it.

“I’m going to take you apart.” My lips moved to her neck. Her shoulder. Her collarbone. “Piece by piece. Until you forget you were ever trying to control anything.”

“Yes.” Barely audible. “Please.”

I worked my way down her body. Kissing every inch of dark skin. Learning the curves she’d hidden under professional armor for years.

Her belly was soft. Feminine. I kissed it anyway. Felt her flinch.

“That’s…I should do more crunches…”

“That’s perfect.” I kissed lower. “You’re perfect.”

I reached her panties. Soaked through completely…the burgundy lace had turned almost black with her wetness. I could smell her arousal…rich, musky, desperate. Weeks of watching. Weeks of wanting. All of it concentrated between her thighs.

I pulled the lace down her legs slowly, watching as it peeled away from her dripping pussy. Exposed her completely.

Her pussy glistened in the low light. Swollen outer lips parted to show the pink inside. Ready. Dripping. Tight curls of black hair framing those pink folds, her clit already peeking out from its hood.

“Beautiful.” I spread her thighs wider, opening her fully to my gaze. “So fucking beautiful. Your pussy is perfect.”

“No one has ever…” Her voice broke. “Down there…I’ve never let anyone…”

“Let anyone what?”

“Look at me. Like that. Like you’re looking at me. Like you’re about to…”

“Like I’m going to devour you?”

“Yes.”

“Good instinct.”

I buried my face between her thighs, my mouth sealing over her soaked pussy.

Her scream echoed off the walls.

“Oh GOD…” Her hands flew to my head. Grabbed my hair hard enough to hurt. “Caleb…I can’t…that’s too…your tongue is…”

I didn’t stop. My tongue traced circles around her swollen clit. Dipped inside her tight opening. Tasted weeks of denied arousal…sweet and musky and utterly intoxicating.

She thrashed beneath me, her thick thighs clamping around my head. Fighting the pleasure even as she surrendered to it. Her cream flooded my mouth.

“Let go.” I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue. “Stop trying to control it.”

“I don’t know how…” She was sobbing now. “I’ve never…it’s too much…no one has ever made me feel…”

“Come for me, Vivian.”

She shattered.

Her whole body convulsed on the lab table. Her pussy flooded against my tongue, her juices running down my chin. Her scream turned into something wordless and primal…pure animal release.

I kept going. Kept licking. Kept drinking her down.

“Wait…” She tried to push me away, her arms shaking. “I can’t…again…it’s too sensitive…”

“You can.” I slid two fingers inside her…she was so wet they went in effortlessly, her pussy gripping them immediately. Found the rough patch of her g-spot and pressed hard. “You’re going to give me another one.”

“Impossible…I’ve never had…back to back…not even alone…”

“You’ve never had me.”

Her second orgasm hit harder than the first. Her pussy clenching around my fingers in powerful waves. Drenching my face with a fresh gush of her cream. Screaming so loud the neighbors probably called security.

I didn’t stop until she was crying.

“Please…” She was shaking. Overwhelmed. “Please, I need you inside me. I can’t take any more without…”

I crawled up her body. Positioned myself at her entrance.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes opened. Tears streaming. Lipstick ruined. Professional composure completely destroyed.

“You’re going to feel every inch.” I pressed against her. Just the tip. “You’re going to know exactly what those women felt when I filled them.”

“Yes…” Her hips tilted up. “Please. I’ve watched so many times. I need to know…”

I pushed in.

Slowly.

Inch by devastating inch.

Her pussy stretched around me, tight despite how wet she was. I watched her face as I fed her more and more of my cock, watched her expression shift from anticipation to shock to pure overwhelm.

Her mouth fell open. Her eyes went glassy. Her nails dug into my back hard enough to draw blood.

“Oh god…” Her accent was gone entirely. Just sounds now. Just feeling. “You’re so big…I feel you everywhere…you’re splitting me open…”

“More?”

“All of it.” She wrapped her legs around me, her heels pressing into my ass. Pulled me deeper. “I want all of it. I need to feel all of you.”

I bottomed out. Buried to the hilt, my balls pressed against her ass. Her pussy stretched around me perfectly, gripping my entire length, her walls fluttering.

We stayed there for a moment. Connected completely. My cock head pressed against her cervix. Her eyes locked on mine.

“I understand now.” Her voice cracked. “Why they all came back. Why they couldn’t stay away. You’re so deep…I’ve never felt anything this deep…”

“This is just the beginning.”

I started to move.

Long, slow strokes at first…pulling almost all the way out until just my head remained inside her gripping pussy, then pushing back in to the hilt. Letting her adjust. Letting her feel every inch sliding in and out, every ridge and vein.

“More.” She was clutching at me. Desperate. “Harder. I need…I need you to fuck me properly…”

I gave her harder. Faster. Her full breasts bounced heavily with each impact, dark nipples still hard. Her curves rippled. Her cries filled the room, mixing with the wet slap of our bodies and the obscene squelch of her soaked pussy.

“This is what you watched.” I pounded into her, driving her into the table. “This is what you documented. This is what you dreamed about.”

“Yes…” She was meeting every thrust now, her wide hips bucking up to meet me. “Yes, I watched you fuck them…I touched myself imagining being them…imagining your cock inside me…”

“Now you know.”

“It’s better.” Tears streamed down her face, mixing with the sweat. “It’s so much better than I imagined…your cock is perfect…”

I shifted position. Lifted her hips off the table. Hit a deeper angle that let me bottom out even harder.

Her scream was inhuman.

“There…right there…don’t stop…you’re hitting something…”

I didn’t stop. I hammered that spot until she came again…fourth orgasm, fifth, I lost count. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my shaft, milking me with each wave. Her whole body shook. Her cream gushed around my cock, dripping down to pool on the table.

“Caleb…” She grabbed my face. Forced me to look at her. “I need you to come inside me.”

“Are you sure?”

“I designed this program.” Her voice was ragged. “I know exactly what your seed does. I know the efficacy rates. I know the bonding effect.”

“And?”

“And I want it.” Her legs locked around me. “I want to be part of what I created. I want to carry your baby. I want to be yours like they are.”

“Vivian…”

“Breed me.” She pulled me down into a kiss. “I’ve watched you breed every one of them. Now breed me. Make me your scientist. Your doctor. Your property.”

I couldn’t hold back.

I slammed deep…as deep as I could go, pressed tight against her cervix…and came.

My cock pulsed inside her, the first jet of cum exploding directly against her womb. Hot spurts flooding her. Weeks of tension releasing in powerful pulses.

She screamed into my mouth. “Ọ dị mma! Ọ dị nnọọ mma!” Her Igbo spilled out as she came again with me, her pussy clamping down hard, milking every drop from my throbbing cock.

“I feel it…” She was sobbing against my lips, mixing English and Igbo. “There’s so much…you’re filling me up…so hot inside me…nna m…”

I kept cumming. More than usual. The serum. The buildup. Weeks of watching her curves move under those lab coats. Whatever it was. I gave her everything, pumping her full until I could feel it backing up around my cock.

When the last pulse faded, I lifted her. She was light in my arms despite her curves, breathless and flushed.

“Not done,” she gasped. “I’m not done with you.”

I carried her to the leather couch in the corner…her personal space, where she’d spent weeks agonizing over data. I sat down and pulled her onto my lap, her legs wrapping around my waist, my softening cock slipping out of her to leave a mess of cum on her thighs.

She kissed me…hard, messy, grateful. “This is where I broke,” she whispered against my lips. “Sitting right here, watching the screens, touching myself.”

“Show me.”

She ground down on my lap, her wet pussy sliding against my skin. We kissed for a long time, hands exploring without the urgency of the first time. But the serum worked fast, and I was already hardening again against her hip.

“You’re ready again,” she murmured, feeling the evidence against her thigh.

“For you? Always.”

“Then fill me again.” She shifted, hiking the emerald dress up to her waist. “Right here. In my personal space. I need to feel you everywhere.”

She straddled my lap, lining her soaking entrance up with my cock. Sank down slowly, impaling herself inch by inch until she was seated firmly against me.

“Oh god…” Her head fell back, heavy breasts bouncing. “Your cock… I need your cock every day. I understand now why they can’t stop coming back…”

“Because you’re mine now too?”

“Yes.” She started to ride me, grinding down to take every inch, abandoning all clinical detachment. “Nna m…I’m yours…”

She fucked me with desperate intensity, her hips snapping down while I thrust up to meet her. She came again quickly, shuddering and clenching around me, crying out in Igbo as her pussy milked my shaft.

When the spasms finally faded, she stood up, shaky but determined, and pulled me toward the examination chair in the corner. “Then I need one more thing. I need to experience what they experienced. In the chair. Where I’ve observed so many sessions.”

I helped her into the examination chair. She positioned herself in the stirrups, legs spread wide, completely exposed. My cum leaked from her open pussy. There was an overhead mirror…she could see herself, see us, see her pussy stretched and dripping.

“This is how they felt.” She watched our reflection. My cum dripping from her well-fucked pussy. Her professional composure completely destroyed. Her dark skin gleaming with sweat. “Vulnerable. Open. Bred.”

I was hard again…still hard, the serum keeping me ready. I entered her again in the chair, sliding easily into her cum-filled pussy with an obscene squelch. She watched in the mirror as I fucked her in the clinical position she’d observed so many times…legs spread in stirrups, completely exposed, being bred.

“Ọ dị mma,” she whimpered in Igbo, watching my cock disappear into her over and over in the mirror. “So good. So full. I should have done this the first week. Now I know what they feel. Now I understand.”

Her final orgasm in the chair was devastating. She screamed in Igbo, English, wordless sounds. Her pussy clenching around me, milking a second load from my cock. I filled her again, adding more cum to what was already inside her. The scientist had become the subject completely.

When we finally collapsed, she was shaking. Crying. Laughing.

“That was…” She couldn’t form words.

“Different from watching?”

“Infinitely.” She touched her belly. Where my cum was settling. Where life might already be forming. “I understand now. I understand everything.”

“The bonding?”

“I feel it.” Her hand found my face. “I can feel the connection. Already. Like something clicked into place.” She smiled through her tears. “I’m yours. Completely.”

“And the others?”

“They’re mine too. Somehow.” Her brow furrowed. “I can sense them. Through you. The bond extends.”

“Harper and Celeste said the same thing.”

“Of course they did.” She laughed weakly. “The data predicted this. I just didn’t believe it until now.”

I kissed her forehead. Stayed inside her. Kept everything where it belonged.

“What happens to the program?”

“The program expands.” Her professional mind was returning. Slowly. “You’ve just impregnated the director. Regulatory issues aside, this proves viability beyond any doubt.”

“And us?”

“Us is… complicated.” She traced patterns on my chest. “I’m your employer. Your researcher. Your…”

“My what?”

She met my eyes. That vulnerable woman again. The one she’d hidden for years.

“Yours.”

We stayed tangled together until the sun came up.

Neither of us mentioned going home. Neither of us mentioned what this meant for the clinic. For the program. For the careful professional boundaries she’d built.

Those conversations could wait.

For now, there was just this. Two people. Connected. Bound by science and chemistry and something neither of us could fully explain.

Her phone buzzed at six AM.

She glanced at the screen. Smiled.

“Aistė.” She showed me the message. “Asking if I’m okay. Said she saw my car in the parking lot all night.”

“What are you going to tell her?”

Vivian typed a reply. Short. Direct.

I’m perfect. And we need to schedule a meeting. All five of us. Today.

She looked at me. That professional mask slipping back into place. But softer now. Warmer.

“Time to discuss Phase Two of the Genesis Program.”

“Which is?”

She kissed me one more time. Soft. Possessive. Mine.

“Sustainability.”


Chapter 11: The Genesis Program

The waiting list hit one hundred seventy-three names.

Vivian showed me the spreadsheet during our morning meeting. Her hand rested on her belly…a habit she’d developed over the past week, though nothing was showing yet.

“Tech founders. European aristocracy. A diplomat’s wife traveling anonymously.” She scrolled through entries. “Three Saudi contacts. Two Japanese heiresses. A Brazilian media mogul.”

“How many can we actually take?”

“That depends on your capacity.” Her dark eyes met mine. “And on how we structure the program going forward.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning we need to discuss logistics.” She set down her tablet. “All four of us. Tonight. Your quarters.”



Seven PM. My clinic apartment.

Four women. One man. And conversations we’d been avoiding.

Celeste arrived first. Chanel suit. Louboutins. Honey-brown hair in elegant waves. She kissed my cheek, then settled on the couch with a glass of wine she probably shouldn’t be drinking.

Harper came next. Nicer clothes than before…she’d been shopping. Auburn hair styled instead of neglected. The academic armor was gone, replaced by a soft green dress that showed off curves she’d hidden for years.

Aistė walked in without knocking. Platinum ponytail. Fitted scrubs she hadn’t bothered changing out of. Her ice-blue eyes swept the room, cataloging everyone present.

Vivian arrived last. Lab coat discarded. Emerald wrap dress…the same one from our first night. Hair down in natural black coils. She looked like a woman who’d made a decision.

“We need to establish parameters.” She sat, crossing her legs. Those full thighs pressing together. “The bonding effect has connected all of us. To Caleb. And through him, to each other.”

“We know.” Celeste’s gray-green eyes were amused. “We’ve been texting.”

“What?” I hadn’t known that.

“A group chat.” Harper smiled shyly. “We compare notes. Share symptoms. Discuss…” She blushed. “Things.”

“You should see the messages.” Aistė’s grin was wicked. “Very educational.”

Vivian cleared her throat. “The point is, traditional relationship structures don’t apply here. The pheromone bonding creates a network, not competing relationships.”

“You mean we share him.” Celeste cut through the clinical language. “Which we’re already doing.”

“I mean we formalize it.” Vivian stood. Began unbuttoning her dress. “No jealousy. No competition. He belongs to all of us. We belong to each other through him.”

“And tonight?” Harper’s voice wavered with anticipation.

“Tonight we celebrate.” Vivian’s dress fell open. Lacy black bra beneath. Full breasts straining the cups. “All of us. Together.”

Aistė was already pulling off her scrubs. “Finally. I’ve been waiting all day.”



The bedroom barely fit the five of us.

King-size bed. Four gorgeous women. One very hard cock.

Vivian took charge…she couldn’t help herself. Even surrendered, she needed to orchestrate.

“Caleb in the center. On his back.” She positioned herself at his right side. “We’ll work up to full participation.”

Celeste claimed his left. Harper knelt at the foot of the bed. Aistė stretched out across the pillows, platinum hair fanning like silk.

“Start slow.” Vivian’s hand wrapped around his shaft. “We want this to last.”

Four pairs of hands found him. Vivian stroking his cock with practiced fingers, feeling his girth harden in her grip. Celeste massaging his chest, her elegant fingers tracing his muscles. Harper’s trembling fingers on his thighs, hesitant but wanting. Aistė running her nails along his scalp, scratching lightly.

“Jesus.” He was already rock hard. Four beautiful women touching him at once, their different hands creating different sensations.

“Relax.” Vivian’s accent had thickened. “Let us take care of you. You’ve given us so much pleasure.”

“Now we give back.” Celeste bent to kiss his stomach, her tongue tracing his abs. Her honey-brown hair spilled across his skin.

Harper followed Celeste’s lead. Kissed lower. Her freckled face hovering near where Vivian’s hand worked his shaft, watching up close as Vivian stroked him.

“Professor.” Vivian smiled, pulling his cock toward Harper’s lips. “Would you like to taste him?”

Harper didn’t hesitate. Her mouth descended on his cock, her lips stretching around the thick head.

“Oh fuck…” He arched into the wet heat. Harper’s tongue swirled around the head, inexperienced but eager, drool already running down his shaft.

“Good girl.” Vivian stroked Harper’s auburn hair as she bobbed up and down. “Take your time. Learn him. Learn what he likes.”

Celeste shifted. Positioned her mouth near Harper’s, her tongue coming out to lap at the base of his shaft while Harper worked the head. “May I?”

Harper pulled back with a wet pop. Shared his cock with Celeste. Two tongues meeting along his shaft, licking from base to tip together, their saliva mixing.

“Christ.” He watched them…the French widow and the Irish-American professor…licking his cock together, tongues tangling around his girth, occasionally meeting in sloppy kisses over his cockhead.

Aistė grew impatient. Climbed over his face without asking.

“My turn.” She lowered her dripping pussy onto his mouth. “I’ve watched you eat them through that glass. Show me what they felt.”

He grabbed her athletic hips. Pulled her down hard. His tongue found her clit immediately…swollen and hard, already slick with arousal.

Aistė screamed. Loud. Shameless. Not caring who heard.

“There…right there…yes…your tongue is perfect…”

Below, Celeste and Harper continued their shared worship, taking turns sucking his cock, sometimes both licking the shaft at once. Vivian watched, her hand between her own thighs, two fingers pumping in and out of her wet pussy.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, watching them worship his cock while he ate Aistė. “My perfect subjects. My perfect creation.”

The room filled with moans and wet sounds. Aistė grinding on his face, smearing her juices across his chin. Celeste and Harper taking turns with his cock, drool dripping down his shaft. Vivian touching herself while she orchestrated, her cream running down her inner thigh.

“Enough.” Vivian’s voice cut through. “I need him inside me. Now.”

She pulled Aistė off his face…the nurse whimpering at the loss, her pussy clenching around nothing…and climbed astride. Positioned his thick cock at her entrance and sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch.

“Oh god…” Her dark eyes rolled back, showing white. “I’ve been thinking about this all day…you’re so deep…”

She rode him slowly at first, savoring the stretch. Her full breasts bouncing with each movement. The Adinkra pendant swinging between them, catching the light.

“Watch.” She commanded the others, her voice thick with arousal. “Watch me take what’s mine.”

They watched. Three beautiful women, touching themselves, fingers in their pussies, watching their doctor ride the man who’d bred them all. Watching his cock disappear into Vivian’s dark pussy over and over.

“Faster.” Vivian’s pace increased. Wet, obscene sounds filling the room as she bounced on his cock. “I want…I need…”

She came. Screaming in Igbo. Her pussy clenching around him in rhythmic waves, her cream gushing around his shaft.

“Don’t stop…” She kept riding through her orgasm, fucking herself on his cock. “More…give me more…”

He grabbed her wide hips. Took control. Thrust up into her hard, driving his cock as deep as it could go.

“Yes…” Her head fell back. “Like that…fuck me…fuck my pussy…”

Celeste moved behind Vivian. Reached around to cup her full breasts, feeling their heavy weight. Pinched her hard nipples while Caleb pounded her from below.

“Mon dieu.” Celeste’s breath was hot against Vivian’s neck, her own small tits pressed against Vivian’s back. “You’re so beautiful when you surrender. Your tits are so full.”

Vivian came again. Harder. Celeste’s hands mauling her tits. Caleb’s cock buried deep, hitting her cervix. Her pussy flooded around him.

“Switch.” Aistė’s voice was desperate, needy. “I need a turn. I need that cock.”

Vivian climbed off reluctantly, whimpering as his cock slid free. It emerged glistening with her arousal, coated in her cream.

Aistė mounted him immediately. Grabbed his cock and positioned it at her entrance. Sank down with a long moan as he stretched her tight pussy open.

“Finally…” Her athletic body started moving. Fast. Hard. No patience for slow. “I’ve been waiting all fucking day for this cock…”

She rode him aggressively, slamming herself down over and over. Her tight ass slapping against his thighs with sharp cracks. Platinum ponytail whipping with each movement. Her perky tits bouncing.

“Harder…” She braced her hands on his chest, using the leverage to fuck herself on him. “Fuck me harder…I can take it…split me open…”

He gave her harder. Grabbed her athletic hips and pounded up into her, meeting her downstrokes. The bed shook violently.

“Oh god oh fuck oh…” Aistė’s accent had dissolved completely. Pure sensation. “Daugiau…give me more…your cock is so deep…”

Harper moved to straddle his face again. But he grabbed her wrist.

“No.” His voice was firm. “Aistė needs attention somewhere else.”

He pulled Harper down. Positioned her face at Aistė’s clit, right where they were connected.

“Lick her while I fuck her.”

Harper obeyed eagerly. Her tongue found where they connected…licking his cock as it slid in and out, tasting Vivian’s cream mixed with Aistė’s arousal. Flicking Aistė’s swollen clit on every outstroke.

Aistė exploded.

Her scream shattered the room. Her pussy clamped down hard enough to stop him mid-thrust. Her whole body convulsed while Harper’s tongue worked her clit and Caleb’s cock throbbed inside her.

“Don’t stop…don’t you fucking stop…I’m still coming…”

She came three times in rapid succession. Each orgasm triggering the next, her pussy spasming in waves. Harper’s mouth relentless on her clit. Caleb’s cock tireless, pounding through each contraction.

“Enough…” Aistė finally collapsed forward onto his chest, gasping. “I can’t…give someone else a turn…my pussy can’t take more…”

Celeste was waiting, her pussy dripping with anticipation.

She didn’t mount him. Instead, she presented herself on all fours. Long legs spread wide. Elegant ass raised high. Her pink pussy visible and glistening between her thighs. Looking back over her shoulder with hungry gray-green eyes.

“Like this.” Her accent had thickened. “I want to feel you deep. Take me from behind.”

He knelt behind her. Lined up his cock with her entrance, watching her pussy lips part around his head. Pushed in slowly, watching himself disappear inside her.

“Oh…” Her elegant composure cracked immediately. “C’est bon…you’re so big…so deep already…”

He fucked her from behind. Hard strokes that made her small tits swing beneath her, that made her tight ass ripple with each impact. Vivian positioned herself beneath Celeste’s face, spreading her thick thighs.

“Taste me.” Vivian spread her pussy lips with her fingers, showing Celeste her dripping center. “While he takes you.”

Celeste lowered her mouth to Vivian’s pussy. Started licking, her tongue diving into Vivian’s still-creamy hole.

“Mon dieu…” Vivian’s head fell back against the pillow. “Your tongue…while he fucks you…I can feel his thrusts through your mouth…”

Harper moved to Aistė. Started kissing her, their tongues tangling. The professor and the nurse, making out while their friends formed a chain of pleasure. Their hands found each other’s pussies, fingers exploring.

The room became a symphony of moans.

Celeste eating Vivian, her face buried in dark pussy. Caleb pounding Celeste from behind, his balls slapping her clit. Harper and Aistė fingering each other, gasping into each other’s mouths. Five bodies moving together in a rhythm of pure pleasure.

“I’m going to cum…” Celeste gasped against Vivian’s pussy, her words muffled. “He’s so deep…he’s hitting my womb…”

“Cum.” Vivian grabbed her honey-brown hair, holding her face in place. “Cum while you lick me. I want to feel you scream into my pussy.”

Celeste shattered. Screaming into Vivian’s cunt, her tongue still working. Her pussy milking Caleb’s cock in rhythmic waves, her cream running down her thighs.

He pulled out. Still hard…impossibly hard. Four women to satisfy.

“Harper.” His voice was command now. “On your back. Spread.”

She obeyed instantly. Lay back on the ruined sheets. Spread her thick freckled thighs wide, showing her glistening pink pussy. Her full tits heaving with anticipation, nipples hard.

He drove into her in one thrust, burying himself to the balls.

“Oh GOD…” Her back arched off the bed. “Caleb…yes…you’re so deep…”

She wrapped her soft body around him. Arms around his neck. Legs locked around his waist. Her heavy breasts pressed flat against his chest. He fucked her hard and deep while she clung to him, her pussy squelching with each thrust.

“You’re perfect…” He thrust deeper, hitting bottom. “These tits are perfect…this pussy is perfect…you were made for this…”

“Don’t stop…please don’t stop…” Tears streamed down her freckled face. “I need this…I need you…I need your cock…”

He pounded her through two orgasms. Three. Lost count. Her soft body shaking beneath him, her heavy tits bouncing violently, her cream flooding around his cock.

“Fill me…” She was sobbing now, overwhelmed. “Please…I want your cum…breed me again…put another baby in me…”

“Not yet.” He pulled out. She whimpered at the loss, her pussy gaping and clenching around nothing.

“All of you.” He positioned the four women side by side at the edge of the bed, their asses on the edge, feet on the floor. “On your backs. Legs spread. I’m going to breed every single one of you.”

They arranged themselves eagerly. Vivian. Celeste. Harper. Aistė. Four pussies glistening in a row, swollen and ready. Four faces desperate with need.

He started with Vivian.

Ten deep strokes, burying himself to the hilt each time. Her dark skin flushed. Her moans in Igbo. Her pussy gripping him.

Pulled out…his cock glistening with her cream. Moved to Celeste.

Ten strokes. French gasping. Long legs wrapping around him, trying to keep him inside. Her tight pussy clenching.

Harper next. Her full body jiggling with each thrust, her heavy tits bouncing. Her whimpers building to cries.

Then Aistė. Tight. Athletic. Ice-blue eyes locked on his as he pounded her, challenging him to fuck her harder.

He cycled through them. Again. Again. Each pussy different. Each woman moaning his name. Building toward explosion.

“Please…” Vivian was begging. “I need your cum…fill me…”

“Me first…” Celeste reached for him, trying to pull him back inside her.

“Don’t stop…” Harper was crying, her pussy clenching around nothing.

“Fuck…” Aistė grabbed his ass, pulling him deeper. “Give it to me…breed me…”

He buried in Vivian. Came hard.

Three spurts flooding her womb, hot and thick. She screamed in Igbo, her pussy milking every drop.

Pulled out while still cumming. Slammed into Celeste.

More cum pouring into her. She shook with orgasm, feeling his seed fill her.

Harper next. His cock still pulsing as he entered her. Her full body convulsing as his seed filled her womb.

Final drops for Aistė. She came the moment she felt him pulse inside her, her tight pussy milking the last of his cum.

Four creampies. Four satisfied screams. Four pussies dripping with his seed.

He collapsed.

Four women piled around him, tangled together in a sweaty heap. Cum dripping from each of their well-fucked pussies, pooling on the ruined sheets. No one moving to clean up. No one wanting to.

“That was…” Harper’s voice was wrecked.

“Incredible.” Celeste finished.

“Necessary.” Vivian’s professional tone returned slightly. “For the program.”

Aistė just laughed. Reached for his cock. “Again in twenty minutes?”

The four women stayed tangled around him, tangled with each other, cum dripping from each of their well-fucked pussies. No one moved to clean up. No one wanted to.



An hour later.

Vivian excused herself to the bathroom.

The others dozed in a satisfied pile on the bed. Celeste’s head on Harper’s shoulder. Aistė sprawled across Caleb’s chest. Peaceful. Complete.

In the bathroom, Vivian’s hands shook as she unwrapped the pregnancy test.

She’d suspected for days. The symptoms were unmistakable…the nausea, the sensitivity, the way certain smells affected her. But she’d been too focused on the research to confirm.

Now, watching the test develop, she held her breath.

She placed it on the counter. The seconds ticked by like hours.

One minute.

Two.

She reached for it, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Her hands were still shaking.


Chapter 12: Positive Results

Vivian emerged from the bathroom, hands still shaking, holding the pregnancy test.

Two pink lines.

Positive.

The others stirred from the bed. Celeste sat up first, her honey-brown hair tousled. Harper blinked sleepily. Aistė stretched like a cat.

“Well?” Celeste asked softly.

Vivian held up the test. Her brilliant mind still processing what her body already knew.

“All of us.” Harper breathed. “We’re all…”

“Pregnant.” Aistė’s grin was triumphant. “Told you he was efficient.”

I sat up. Four pregnant women. All mine. All bonded to each other through me.

“How do you feel?” I asked Vivian.

She looked at the test. At her colleagues. At the man who’d changed everything.

“Complete.” Her voice cracked. “I feel complete.”

Celeste touched her own belly. “Henri’s family gets their heir. The gallery stays mine.”

Harper laughed through tears. “I’m going to be a mother. At forty-four. After I’d given up.”

Aistė was already reaching for me again. “I’m going to need new scrubs soon.”

Vivian set down the test. Climbed back onto the bed. Back into the pile of bonded women.

“The waiting list can wait one more day.” She kissed me softly. “Tonight, we celebrate.”



Two months later.

I stood in Vivian’s office watching four pregnant women review spreadsheets.

Celeste: slight bump visible beneath her Chanel suit. Gray-green eyes softer now. The grief had faded. She touched her belly constantly…Henri’s legacy growing inside her.

Harper: rounder already, her academic blazers abandoned for soft dresses that accommodated her changing body. The freckled professor practically glowed. Her confidence had transformed completely.

Aistė: barely showing, her athletic frame hiding the early stages. But her scrubs had been replaced with looser ones. Her ice-blue eyes kept drifting to me.

Vivian: despite being the last to join us, she was showing just as much as the others. Her full breasts straining silk blouses. Her belly pressing against the emerald dress she’d worn during our first night together.

“The waiting list has stabilized at two hundred eighteen applicants.” Vivian pulled up the database. “We need systematic protocols.”

“You said that last week.” Aistė stretched in her chair, displaying her changing body. “And the week before.”

“This time I mean it.” Vivian shot her a look. “We can’t sustain the current approach indefinitely.”

“Why not?” Celeste’s smile was knowing. “Caleb seems to manage.”

“The efficacy data supports expanded operations.” Harper had brought her academic mind to the clinic’s administrative needs. “But we need tiered selection criteria.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning we prioritize by medical urgency, not payment capacity.” Harper adjusted her reading glasses. “Women who’ve exhausted other options. Women who need this most.”

Vivian nodded. “Agreed. I’ve drafted categories for systematic evaluation.”

“Good.” I looked at the database. “We’ll need them. The demand isn’t slowing down.”



That evening. The clinic’s overnight suite.

We’d established a routine. Tuesday nights, all five of us. Other nights, rotating schedules. No jealousy. No competition. Just four women who’d bonded to the same man…and to each other.

“Come here.” Vivian patted the bed. “We want to thank you properly.”

“For what?”

“For this.” Harper touched her swelling belly. “For all of this.”

“For making us feel wanted.” Celeste’s voice cracked slightly. “For making us feel alive again.”

“For being excellent at your job.” Aistė was already pulling off her loose scrubs. “Very, very excellent.”

They positioned me in the center of the bed. Four pregnant women surrounding me. Four bellies in various stages of growth. Four sets of eyes hungry with need.

“Just lie back.” Vivian’s voice was soft. Commanding. “Let us take care of you tonight.”

Eight hands found me. Four mouths took turns.

Vivian kissed my lips. Deep. Claiming. Her tongue pushing into my mouth. Her full breasts pressed against my chest…fuller now, preparing for what was coming, her nipples already hard and sensitive.

Celeste kissed down my neck, her tongue leaving a wet trail. Her elegant fingers traced my abs, her manicured nails scratching lightly. She’d lost all her aristocratic reserve during these sessions.

Harper’s trembling hands explored lower, sliding beneath the waistband, finding my cock already hardening. The academic had discovered her hunger. She couldn’t get enough.

Aistė moved directly to my cock the moment Harper freed it. No patience for buildup. She wrapped her lips around the head and sucked hard, taking half my length immediately.

“Jesus…” I arched into her mouth, feeling her throat open around me.

“Mm.” She worked me expertly, bobbing her head, her tongue swirling. Weeks of practice. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. Thinking about this cock in my mouth.”

“So have I.” Harper shifted position. Kissed her way down to join Aistė. Two tongues on my cock now…one on the head, one on the shaft, sometimes meeting in sloppy kisses around my girth.

Celeste and Vivian watched. Touching each other. Kissing softly, their pregnant bellies pressing together.

“They’re beautiful together.” Vivian’s hand cupped Celeste’s small breast through her dress, feeling the swollen nipple. “Aren’t they?”

“Magnificent.” Celeste moaned into Vivian’s palm, watching the two other women worship my cock.

Below, Harper and Aistė competed to see who could take me deeper. The professor had learned fast…she could swallow half my length now without gagging. The nurse had weeks of observations to apply, and she deep-throated me like a professional.

“I need him inside me.” Harper pulled back, drool dripping from her chin, her green eyes desperate. “Please. I’ve been aching all day. My pussy is soaked.”

“Your turn.” Aistė released my cock with a wet pop. It stood glistening with their combined saliva, throbbing.

Harper positioned herself over me, her pregnant belly already showing. Sank down slowly, her pussy stretching around my girth.

“Oh god…” Her eyes rolled back, showing white. “You feel even better now. Is that possible? You’re so deep…”

Pregnancy had made her more sensitive. Every nerve heightened. She came almost immediately, her pussy clamping down, her cream flooding around my shaft.

“Already?” I grabbed her soft hips. Steadied her through the orgasm as she shook.

“I can’t help it…” She was shaking, tears forming. “Everything feels so intense…oh god…again…”

She came twice more in rapid succession, her soft body bouncing on my cock. Her full pregnancy tits swaying heavily, her nipples dark and swollen. Her cream ran down my shaft, pooling at the base.

“My turn.” Aistė pulled Harper off…the professor whimpering at the loss. Took her place immediately, sinking down in one smooth motion.

The nurse rode hard. Athletic. Demanding. Her tight body still visible despite the early pregnancy changes, her stomach just beginning to swell.

“Harder…” She braced her hands on my chest, using the leverage. “Fuck me harder…I need it rough…”

I gave her harder. Grabbed her athletic hips and pounded up into her, driving my cock deep. She screamed with each thrust, her pussy gripping me tight.

“Yes…there…right there…fuck…”

Celeste moved to straddle my face. Long elegant legs on either side of my head. Her elegant pussy descended toward my mouth…swollen, dripping, framed by carefully trimmed hair.

“Lick me while she rides you.” Her accent was pure Paris now. “I’ve been waiting all day to feel your tongue inside me.”

I buried my face in her, my tongue parting her wet folds. Tasting the subtle champagne flavor I’d come to crave. Her pregnancy made her wetter than ever…her arousal dripping down my chin.

“Mon dieu…” Her hips rolled against my mouth, grinding her clit against my tongue. “Your tongue…I dream about your tongue…every night…”

Vivian watched. Touched herself, two fingers pumping in and out of her dripping pussy. Orchestrating even in pleasure.

“Celeste, lean back. Let Harper taste you too.”

Celeste leaned back, spreading her thighs wider. Harper crawled over eagerly. Two mouths on Celeste’s pussy now…my tongue deep inside her, Harper’s lips wrapped around her clit.

“Oh…both of you…I can’t…” Celeste shattered. Screaming in French. Flooding our mouths with her release, her pussy contracting rhythmically.

Aistė came next. Clenching hard around my cock, her pussy milking me. Her athletic body convulsing, her screams mixing with Celeste’s.

“Switch.” Vivian’s command cut through the moans. “I need him now. I need him inside me.”

They rearranged. Vivian mounted me, her full pregnant belly pressing against mine. Her breasts heavy and swollen, her nipples dark and sensitive.

“Look at me.” She captured my eyes. “Look at what you’ve done to me. Look at my body.”

She rode slowly. Deeply. Each stroke deliberate, taking every inch, her pregnant pussy gripping me tight.

“You changed everything.” Her voice cracked. “My life. My clinic. My body. Everything.”

“Vivian…”

“I was so controlled.” Tears formed in her dark eyes. “So careful. And now I’m carrying your baby and I can’t imagine any other life. I don’t want any other life.”

She came softly. Quietly. Crying as her pussy clenched around me, milking me gently as the orgasm rolled through her.

I held her through it. Kissed her tears. Let her feel everything she’d been suppressing.

“I love you.” The words escaped before I could stop them.

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“All of you.” I looked at the others. Four pregnant women. Four different lives I’d become essential to. “I love all of you.”

Silence.

Then Celeste laughed. Soft. Relieved.

“It took you long enough to say it.”

“We’ve known for weeks.” Harper smiled through her own tears. “We were waiting for you to catch up.”

“The pheromone bonding creates mutual attachment.” Vivian found her clinical voice. Then abandoned it. “But this isn’t just bonding. This is real.”

“Real love.” Aistė’s ice had melted completely. “Is that what this is?”

“That’s what this is.” I pulled them all closer. Four pregnant bodies. Eight arms wrapping around me. “This is love.”

The rest of our planning session was interrupted by Harper reading poetry aloud…Yeats, her specialty. The words carried new meaning now that she carried new life.

Later that night, after everyone had gone to their respective homes, we gathered back at the clinic for our evening ritual.

Celeste had prepared dinner. French. Elegant. We ate together at the table she’d insisted the clinic purchase.

Aistė kept touching her belly. Still small. But present. Growing.

Vivian watched us all. The scientist. The orchestrator. The woman who’d created a family.

“This is strange.” She said it softly. To herself.

“Strange how?”

“I spent my entire career studying reproduction. Fertility. The science of creating life.” She looked at the three other pregnant women. At me. “But I never imagined being part of it. Not like this.”

“Regrets?”

“None.” Her smile was genuine. Rare. Beautiful. “Not a single one.”

Celeste touched my hand. “Are you happy?”

I looked around the table. Four pregnant women. Four different lives. Four futures growing inside them.

Three months ago, I’d been a broke grad student drowning in debt. Now I was the most valuable fertility specialist in the world.

“I’m exactly where I need to be.”

The baby bumps would become bellies. The bellies would become children. The clinic would expand. The waiting list would grow.

But that was tomorrow’s problem.

Tonight, there were four pregnant women who needed my attention.

“Bedroom?” Aistė suggested.

“We haven’t finished dessert.” Celeste protested.

“You are the dessert.” Harper’s academic reserve had vanished entirely.

Vivian stood. Started unbuttoning her blouse.

“Conference room. More space.”

We moved together. Five people. One family.

The clinic phone rang just as we reached the door.

Aistė answered. Her pale eyes widened.

She held the receiver against her chest, looking at all of us.

“That was Princess Al-Rashid’s people.” Saudi royalty. Third in line. “She’s flying in Thursday. Alone. Private security. Money is no object.”

Four pregnant women looked at me.

I looked back at them. Then at the waiting list still glowing on Vivian’s tablet. Triple digits and climbing.

“I’m going to need a bigger calendar.”

The Genesis Program was just beginning.



To Be Continued in Book 2
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