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Chapter 1: Diplomatic Immunity

The black SUVs rolled up the Victorian mansion’s circular drive at precisely 7 AM.

I watched from the second-floor window, still in scrubs from Harper’s morning session. Four vehicles. Tinted windows so dark they had to be illegal. Men in suits emerged with the coordinated efficiency of a military operation.

Down at the nursing station, I could see Aiste tracking their every movement through the lobby windows. Her platinum ponytail swung as she shifted for a better view, one hand resting on her slight baby bump. Even from here, I could see her ice-blue eyes cataloging details—she never missed anything.

A minute later, her voice came from behind me. She’d come up to report.

“How many?” I asked without turning.

“Eight security. Two advance coordinators. One physician.” She appeared at my shoulder, her ice-blue eyes tracking their movements through the glass. At ten weeks pregnant, the serum was already changing her body in ways that made it hard to concentrate. Her scrubs stretched tight across breasts that had grown noticeably fuller in the past three weeks. “And her.”

The last SUV opened, and a figure emerged wrapped in flowing black silk. Designer abaya, probably worth more than my old apartment’s yearly rent. An elegant hijab framed what little I could see of her face.

Princess Aaliyah Al-Rashid.

Even from two floors up, even veiled, she moved like someone who’d never been told no in her life.

“The overnight suite is prepared,” Aiste said. “Dr. Okafor is handling the initial meeting. You’re on standby until called.”

“Standby?”

“Royal protocol.” She smirked. “Apparently the specialist doesn’t get to meet the princess until she’s decided you’re worthy.”

I turned away from the window. Harper was still dozing in my bed, auburn hair spread across the pillow, one freckled hand resting on her slight baby bump. Three months ago, she’d apologized for existing. Now she demanded morning sessions like they were her constitutional right.

Pregnancy hormones, Vivian said. The serum amplified them. Made the bonded women insatiable.

I wasn’t complaining.



The Genesis Wing had been transformed.

New security checkpoints at every entrance. RF detectors I didn’t recognize. Thermal cameras that followed movement. The Saudi advance team had arrived three days ago and swept every inch of the mansion, but apparently that wasn’t enough.

Now they were sweeping again.

I found Vivian in the main consultation room, facing down a man built like a professional fighter. Her white lab coat was impeccable over an emerald silk maternity blouse that did nothing to hide her eleven-week belly. Her natural hair was twisted into an elegant updo, gold Sankofa pendant—the Adinkra symbol of reclaiming what was lost—glinting at her throat.

“Mr. al-Mansur.” Her Nigerian-British accent was pure frost. “I’ve already explained our protocols.”

“And I’ve explained that Her Royal Highness requires absolute discretion.” The security chief’s voice matched his build—hard, uncompromising. “No photographs. No records leave this building. Any breach will result in international incident.”

“We’ve served European aristocracy, tech billionaires, and a senator’s wife whose husband doesn’t know she’s here.” Vivian’s dark eyes didn’t waver. “Discretion is our product. It’s why your princess chose this clinic.”

Al-Mansur’s jaw tightened. He wasn’t used to women standing their ground.

I stayed in the doorway, watching. Vivian had always been commanding—it was her nature, her armor. But pregnancy had added something else. A glow beneath her rich dark skin. A fullness to her already generous curves. Her breasts strained the silk blouse, DD-cups that had swelled even larger in the past weeks.

When she caught me looking, her full lips curved slightly. Just for me.

Three months ago, she’d been my boss. The clinical authority watching through observation glass. Now she was carrying my child, and every time our eyes met, I remembered the night she’d finally surrendered in her private lab.

“Mr. Wright.”

Al-Mansur had noticed me. His assessment was swift and dismissive—American, young, unremarkable. Nothing about me suggested I was the reason his princess had flown halfway around the world.

“This is the specialist?”

“This is him.” Vivian gestured me forward. “Caleb, the princess will be conducting her initial consultation in the Royal Suite. You’ll be summoned if she wishes to proceed.”

“If?”

“Her Highness has visited seven clinics in Europe.” Al-Mansur’s voice dripped skepticism. “All failed. She does not expect miracles. She expects competence.”

“Then she’ll get both.”

Something flickered in his dark eyes—surprise, maybe respect. Most men wilted under his scrutiny. I’d spent the last three months being scrutinized by women far more intimidating than any bodyguard.

“The princess’s personal physician will observe all procedures.” He was still testing me. “She will document everything.”

“Good.” I shrugged. “I’ve got nothing to hide.”

“We shall see.”

The door opened behind him. Another security team member entered and murmured something in Arabic. Al-Mansur’s expression shifted.

“Her Highness is ready.”



The Royal Suite occupied the mansion’s entire fourth floor.

Private elevator, soundproofed walls, dedicated kitchen. The advance team had furnished it like a five-star hotel—if five-star hotels came with biometric locks and bulletproof glass.

I wasn’t invited inside. Not yet.

But the consultation room on the third floor had a direct video link, and Vivian had quietly ensured I could observe.

Princess Aaliyah Al-Rashid sat in the leather chair like it was a throne. Perfect posture. Designer abaya flowing like liquid shadow. Only her hands and eyes were visible—the hands folded with aristocratic grace, the eyes dark and kohl-lined and ancient in a way that had nothing to do with age.

She was twenty-nine. Younger than most of our patients.

But those eyes—dark brown with gold flecks that caught the lamplight, kohl-lined and ancient—had seen things. Survived things.

“Dr. Okafor.” Her voice was musical, accented in a way that suggested British boarding schools layered over Arabic roots. “Your reputation is impressive.”

“Your Highness.” Vivian inclined her head. “We’re honored by your visit.”

“I am not here for honor. I am here because I have run out of options.” She didn’t say it with self-pity. Just fact. “Every clinic in Europe has failed me. Every treatment. Every protocol. I am told your methods are… unconventional.”

“They’re effective.”

“So I’ve heard.” Those dark eyes studied Vivian with unsettling intensity. “You’re pregnant.”

“Eleven weeks.”

“By your specialist?”

Vivian’s hesitation was almost imperceptible. “Yes.”

“And it was guaranteed? The first time?”

“My situation was… complicated. But yes. The treatment was successful.”

The princess leaned back. Processed. The movement made her abaya shift, hinting at curves hidden beneath the modest fabric.

“I’ve read your research papers, Dr. Okafor. Your work on enhanced fertility markers is groundbreaking. But this—” She gestured vaguely. “This feels like desperation. Magic. Faith healing for the wealthy.”

“I understand your skepticism, Your Highness.” Vivian’s voice remained steady. “Perhaps a demonstration would help.”

“A demonstration?”

“You could observe a session. See the methodology firsthand. Dr. Nakamura could document everything for your verification.”

At the name, another woman stepped forward from the shadows near the window. I hadn’t noticed her before—a mistake I wouldn’t make twice.

Dr. Yuki Nakamura was a study in controlled precision. Japanese-American, mid-thirties, with sleek black hair pulled into a severe bun. Wire-rimmed glasses did nothing to soften the sharp intelligence in her dark eyes. Her Armani suit probably cost more than my car.

“I’ve reviewed your subject’s bloodwork.” Her voice was crisp, clinical. “The pheromone markers are off every chart I’ve ever seen. Either your lab is compromised, or you’ve found a genuine biological anomaly.”

“There’s no compromise.” Vivian’s smile was cool. “Mr. Wright is simply… exceptional.”

“So you claim.” Dr. Nakamura’s skepticism matched al-Mansur’s. “I’d like to conduct my own examination. Before the princess proceeds with anything.”

“That can be arranged.”

Aaliyah raised one elegant hand. The room went silent.

“I want to see him.”

The words hung in the air. Not a request. A command. The kind of statement that toppled governments in her world.

“Your Highness—” al-Mansur began.

“Now.”



They brought me up in the private elevator.

Two guards flanked me like I was a prisoner. Al-Mansur walked ahead, speaking rapid Arabic into his earpiece. I caught maybe one word in ten—not enough to understand, plenty enough to know they weren’t saying anything flattering.

The Royal Suite’s sitting room was larger than my entire apartment had been before the clinic. Silk curtains, antique furniture, fresh flowers on every surface. And in the center of it all, still seated like a queen on her throne, Princess Aaliyah.

She looked up when I entered.

Our eyes met.

Something electric passed between us. Not the slow build I’d felt with the others—Celeste’s gradual thaw, Harper’s hesitant awakening, even Vivian’s months of observation before surrender. This was immediate. Primal.

Recognition.

Like she’d been waiting for me without knowing it.

Her breath caught. I saw it in the subtle movement of her shoulders beneath the abaya. Saw her hands tighten on the armrests.

“Mr. Wright.” Her voice was steady, but something underneath trembled. “You are the specialist we’ve heard so much about.”

“Your Highness.” I didn’t bow—Americans don’t—but I inclined my head. “I understand you’ve had difficulties.”

“Every clinic in Europe has failed me.” Same words, different delivery. Softer now. Her dark eyes traveling over me in a way that had nothing to do with assessment and everything to do with hunger. “I am told you do not fail.”

“I don’t.”

The air thickened between us. Al-Mansur shifted uncomfortably. He could feel it too—the charge building, the pheromones doing their work. Three months ago, I might not have recognized it. Now I knew exactly what was happening.

Her body was responding to mine. The serum enhancement, the biological imperative. Attraction amplified beyond resistance.

“You’re quite young.” She was trying to recover her composure. “I expected someone… older.”

“Age isn’t the relevant variable.”

“What is?”

“Biology. Chemistry.” I held her gaze. “Compatibility.”

Her lips parted slightly beneath the veil’s edge. I caught a glimpse of full lips, perfectly shaped. A flush creeping up what I could see of her golden neck.

“Dr. Nakamura will observe your methods,” she said finally. Her voice had gone husky, and she knew it. “She will report everything.”

“I’d expect nothing less.”

Aaliyah stood. The movement was graceful, practiced, but I could see the slight tremor in her legs. She wasn’t used to feeling this way. Wasn’t used to wanting.

“If she finds any irregularity—any fraud—we leave immediately.”

“There’s no fraud.” I stepped closer. Just one step. Al-Mansur’s hand moved toward his jacket. “What we do here is real. What you’ll feel is real. And when it works—when you’re carrying the child that will set you free—that’ll be real too.”

Her eyes widened. “You know about—”

“The arranged marriage. The deadline. The succession laws.” I’d done my research too. “I know why you’re here, Your Highness. Not just for a baby. For autonomy.”

“My father—”

“Isn’t here. Neither is Prince Hamad. For however long you’re in this clinic, you’re not a chess piece in anyone’s political game.” I let that sink in. “You’re just a woman. Seeking what you need.”

Something cracked behind her eyes. The mask she’d worn her entire life, the controlled perfection of Saudi royalty—it developed a hairline fracture.

“How do you know what I need?”

“Because I know what all my patients need.” I smiled. “And I’m very, very good at providing it.”

Al-Mansur cleared his throat. “Your Highness. The initial consultation is complete. We should discuss scheduling with Dr. Okafor.”

The princess nodded slowly, but her eyes never left mine. Through the veil, I could see them darken. Linger. Travel over me in a way that had nothing to do with clinical assessment.

Dr. Nakamura stepped forward, tablet ready. “I’ll need to conduct my own examination of Mr. Wright. Before any procedure begins.”

“Tomorrow,” Aaliyah agreed. But she was still looking at me. Those kohl-lined eyes holding mine through the silk of her veil. “We will proceed tomorrow.”

I inclined my head. “Your Highness.”

Al-Mansur was already moving toward the door, clearly relieved the initial meeting was ending without incident. But as I turned to follow him, I caught it—the slight intake of breath from behind the veil. The way Aaliyah’s hands tightened on the armrests of her chair.

She felt it too. The pull. The pheromone response already working, even through the briefest of encounters.

At the door, I paused. Looked back.

She was still watching me. Still veiled, still wrapped in all that flowing black silk, still the picture of Saudi propriety. But those eyes—dark and ancient and hungry—held something they hadn’t when I’d entered.

Recognition. And anticipation.

“My physician will observe your methods,” she repeated, softer now. “She will report everything.”

“I look forward to it.”

I left the princess in her suite, surrounded by security, veiled and untouched. But the tension between us—that electric current that had sparked the moment our eyes met—lingered in the air like a promise.

Tomorrow, the skeptic would examine me.

Tomorrow, the real games would begin.


Chapter 2: The Skeptic

Dr. Yuki Nakamura had reviewed my file three times before I walked into the examination room.

I knew because she told me so. Immediately. Like it was an accusation.

“Your bloodwork shows pheromone markers that don’t exist in medical literature.” She stood behind a steel examination table, tablet in hand, every strand of hair controlled in that severe bun. “Hormone levels that should be impossible. Fertility indicators that exceed theoretical maximums.”

“And?”

“And either your lab is fabricating data, or I’m looking at something that rewrites human biology.”

“Option two.”

Her eyes narrowed behind those wire-rimmed glasses. She didn’t believe me. Didn’t want to believe me. Belief meant surrendering her scientific worldview, and women like Yuki Nakamura didn’t surrender anything.

“Shirt off.”

I complied. Her gaze traveled over me—clinically, she’d say. Documenting. But I caught the way her breath changed. The slight widening of her pupils.

The pheromones were already working.

“Heart rate normal.” She pressed cold instruments against my chest. “Blood pressure normal. Reflexes—” She tapped my knee. “—normal.”

“Disappointed?”

“Confused.” She set down her stethoscope. “Everything about you is normal. Unremarkable. Except for your bloodwork, which is impossible.”

“Not impossible. Just enhanced.”

“By this serum Dr. Okafor developed? The one that supposedly makes your… contribution… guaranteed to result in conception?”

“That’s the one.”

“And you expect me to believe that a single experimental treatment turned a random grad student into some kind of super-donor?”

“I don’t expect you to believe anything.” I watched her pace. She was nervous, though she hid it well. “I expect you to observe. Document. Come to your own conclusions.”

“That’s exactly what I intend to do.”

She stopped in front of me. Close enough that I could smell her—expensive perfume, coffee, and underneath it all, the subtle musk of arousal she was trying desperately to ignore.

“I’ll need to examine the… primary asset.” Her voice stayed level, but a blush crept up her pale cheeks. “For any abnormalities.”

“Go ahead.”

Her gloved hands reached for my waistband. Clinical. Professional. She pulled down my scrubs, and what she found made her gasp.

“This is…” She swallowed. “Significantly above average.”

“The serum enhanced what was already there.”

“The literature suggests size correlation with—” She caught herself. Her cheeks were definitely pink now. “This is purely for documentation purposes.”

“Of course.”

She was holding me. Had been for at least thirty seconds longer than any medical examination required. Her grip was professional, but her breathing wasn’t.

“I need to observe a treatment session.” She released me abruptly, stepping back. “Today. For verification.”

“That can be arranged.”

“And I want to choose the subject.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Do you have someone in mind?”

“The professor. Harper Quinn.” She checked her tablet like she needed the reminder. “She’s pregnant. Eleven weeks. If your methods work on someone already confirmed pregnant, it eliminates several variables.”

“Harper’s session is scheduled for this afternoon.”

“Then I’ll be watching.”



The observation room hadn’t changed since Aiste used to spend her shifts here, watching me work while her hand crept between her thighs.

One-way glass overlooked the overnight suite. A desk with monitors. Recording equipment for anyone who wanted documentation. And now, Dr. Yuki Nakamura, perched on a leather chair with her tablet and her skepticism, prepared to witness her scientific worldview collapse.

I entered the suite below.

Harper was waiting on the bed, and the sight of her stopped me dead.

She’d changed in the weeks since we’d started. The shy, apologetic academic was gone. In her place sat a woman who knew exactly what she wanted—and wanted it now.

Her auburn hair tumbled loose around her shoulders, darker and richer than before pregnancy. Freckles scattered across skin that glowed with new life. But the real transformation was her body.

Her breasts had always been generous—full DD-cups she’d hidden under academic blazers. Now they strained against a thin silk robe, heavier than ever, nipples visibly dark and swollen through the fabric. Her waist remained defined, but below it curved a slight bump. Just enough to see. Just enough to prove what we’d done together.

“Hello, Professor.” I crossed to her, drinking in every detail. “How are you feeling?”

“Pregnant.” She pulled me down for a kiss that immediately deepened. Her tongue found mine. Demanding. “Hormonal. And very, very needy.”

“Rough night?”

“I woke up wet. Again.” She tugged at my scrubs. “Dreaming about you. Again. These hormones make me want you constantly.”

“Good thing I’m here, then.”

Behind the glass, Dr. Nakamura shifted in her chair. I caught the movement in my peripheral vision. She’d uncrossed her legs, then crossed them again. Her pen was poised over her tablet, but she hadn’t written anything yet.

She was watching.

I focused on Harper.

“Stand up,” I told her. “Let me see you.”

She obeyed, the silk robe falling open as she rose. Underneath, she wore nothing.

God, she was beautiful. Full, heavy breasts with dusky pink nipples already stiffening in the cool air. The freckle constellation I’d mapped with my mouth a dozen times. The soft curve of her belly, just starting to show. Wide hips built for carrying. And between her thighs, already glistening with arousal.

“You’re staring,” she said, but she was smiling.

“I can’t help it.” I circled her slowly. Let my fingers trail across her shoulders. “You’re even more gorgeous pregnant.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I’m not flattering you. I’m stating facts.” I stopped behind her, hands sliding down to cup her belly. “This is mine. You’re mine. And you’ve never looked more beautiful.”

Her breath hitched. Three months ago, she would have deflected. Apologized for not being good enough. Now she leaned back against my chest and whispered, “Prove it.”

I started with her neck. Soft kisses below her ear, down to her shoulder. She shivered—still sensitive there, maybe more so. My hands traveled up her sides, skimming the curves I’d come to know intimately.

When I cupped her breasts, she moaned.

“They’re so sensitive now,” she gasped. “Since the pregnancy—oh God, Caleb—”

I thumbed her nipples. They were harder than usual, darker, almost angry-looking with their new fullness. And when I rolled them gently between my fingers, something unexpected happened.

A thin stream of liquid beaded on each peak.

“Oh—” Harper looked down, shocked. “That’s never—the serum must be—”

Milk. Early, serum-accelerated, but unmistakably milk.

Behind the glass, I heard Dr. Nakamura’s pen drop.

“Is this normal?” Harper’s voice was uncertain.

“It’s the serum.” I traced a finger through the white droplet, spreading it across her swollen nipple. “It enhances everything. Including this.”

“I didn’t know I could—I mean, it’s so early—”

“Does it feel good?”

She considered. Then nodded, flushing deeper. “When you touch them… it’s like electric shocks straight to my—” She couldn’t say it.

“Here?” My hand slid down to her pussy, finding her soaked. “You’re drenched, Professor.”

“I’ve been thinking about you all morning.” She ground against my hand. “Please. I need you.”

“Not yet.”

I turned her to face the bed. Lowered her gently onto her back. Then I dropped to my knees between her thighs.

“Caleb—”

“I want to taste you first.”

My mouth found her pussy—hot, wet, absolutely drenched. Her arousal coated my lips the moment I pressed my face between her thighs, and she cried out when my tongue dragged across her swollen clit. Her hips bucked against my face, smearing her wetness across my chin, filling my nostrils with the rich, musky scent of her need.

“Yes—God—right there—”

I ate her like I was starving for her. Long, slow licks from her dripping entrance to her throbbing clit, savoring the taste of her—sweeter than before pregnancy, richer, like her body was producing nectar just for me. I traced every fold with my tongue, explored her glistening lips, then sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked hard.

She screamed.

My fingers found her entrance, two sliding inside easily—she was so wet I could hear the obscene squelching as I pumped them in and out. Her inner walls gripped my fingers like velvet, hot and slick. I curled upward, searching, and found that swollen ridge on her front wall. The moment I stroked it, her whole body jerked off the bed.

“I’m going to—oh fuck—Caleb—”

Her thighs clamped around my head so tight I couldn’t breathe. Her pussy walls rippled around my fingers in rhythmic waves, clenching and releasing, clenching and releasing. Her clit throbbed against my tongue as she came with a scream that echoed off the soundproofed walls, her arousal gushing over my hand, soaking my chin, dripping down onto the sheets beneath her.

Behind the glass, Dr. Nakamura’s hand had drifted to her thigh.

I didn’t stop. Kept licking, kept fingering, until Harper’s first orgasm rolled into a second. Her hands fisted in my hair. Her hips ground against my face. And her breasts—

They were leaking freely now. The stimulation, the orgasm, something had triggered the letdown reflex. Thin streams of milk traced down her ribs, pooled on her belly. The sight was impossibly erotic.

“Please,” she begged. “Please, I need you inside me—I need your cock—”

I rose over her, my shaft rigid and aching, the head already slick with precum. I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling her swollen pussy lips kiss my tip, and when I sank into her heat, we both groaned.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her pregnant pussy gripped me like a fist wrapped in wet silk, hot and tight and impossibly welcoming. I could feel every ridge of her inner walls as I pushed deeper, stretching her around my girth.

“God, you feel even better now,” I managed through gritted teeth. “Tighter. Wetter. Your pregnant pussy is fucking perfect.”

“It’s the pregnancy—the hormones make everything more—ohhhh—”

I filled her completely, my balls pressing against her ass, my cock buried so deep I could feel her cervix kissing my tip. I held there, letting her adjust to being so completely stuffed, feeling her walls flutter and grip around my shaft. Then I began to move.

Slow, deep strokes that let her feel every thick inch sliding out, then plunging back in. Her heavy breasts bounced with each thrust, milk spattering across her freckled chest in thin white streams. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room—slick, obscene, perfect. I couldn’t resist—I dropped my head and captured one leaking nipple in my mouth.

“Oh God—” Her back arched. “That’s—I didn’t know it could—”

I suckled. And warm, sweet milk flooded my tongue.

The taste was unlike anything—rich, slightly sweet, profoundly intimate. I drew more, my hips never stopping their rhythm, and Harper screamed again. Not in pain. In overwhelming pleasure.

“Don’t stop—God—I can feel it everywhere—when you drink from me I feel it in my pussy—”

I switched to her other breast. More milk, more screaming, more clenching around my cock. She came again, her pussy milking me, her nipple spurting against my tongue.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I told her between pulls. “Carrying my baby. Feeding me. Taking my cock.”

“Yours.” She was sobbing now, tears streaming, but her hips kept meeting my thrusts. “All yours. Always.”

I picked up the pace. Harder now, faster. The wet slap of flesh against flesh echoed through the room as I pounded into her pregnant pussy. Her breasts bounced violently with each thrust, milk spraying in wild arcs, droplets catching the light before splashing across her freckled skin. Her soft, swelling belly pressed against my abs. And the sounds she made—the moans, the cries, the desperate please please please—drove me toward the edge.

Behind the glass, Dr. Nakamura had given up any pretense of clinical observation. Her tablet was forgotten on the floor. One hand was buried between her thighs, fingers working frantically against her pencil skirt, her hips rolling in rhythm with my thrusts. Her glasses were fogged. Her mouth hung open. Her severe composure had shattered completely.

“Fill me up,” Harper begged, her voice ragged. “Give me more—I want to feel you come inside me—pump me full of your cum—”

“You’re already pregnant with my baby—”

“Then give me another one someday.” She was delirious, her pussy clenching around my pistoning cock. “Promise me. Promise you’ll keep breeding me. Promise I’ll always have your cock stuffing me full.”

“Always.”

I buried deep, my cockhead pressing against her cervix, and let go.

The first rope of cum exploded from my cock with enough force that I felt it splash against her deepest walls. Then another, and another—thick, hot jets flooding her pregnant pussy in powerful pulses. I could feel each spurt leaving my balls, feel her womb drinking it in.

She screamed through another orgasm, her inner walls clamping down and milking my shaft with rhythmic contractions, squeezing every last drop from me. Her breasts sprayed milk across my chest in twin streams as she convulsed. Her pussy overflowed—I felt my cum leaking out around my cock, dripping down to pool on the sheets beneath her ass. Her whole body shook with release, trembling in my arms as I emptied myself inside her.

“Thank you,” she sobbed. “Thank you thank you thank you—”

I held her through the aftershocks. Stayed inside her as we both trembled. Kissed the tears from her freckled cheeks.

“I love you,” she whispered. “I know I’m not supposed to—I know it’s the bonding—but I love you.”

“I love you too.” I brushed auburn hair from her face. “Every one of you. Different, but real.”

She smiled through tears. Content. Satisfied. Glowing.



Dr. Nakamura was shaking when I found her in the observation room.

Her hair had come loose from its severe bun—tendrils escaping around her face. Her glasses sat askew. And there were obvious wet spots on her skirt where she’d pressed too hard between her thighs.

“That was…” She struggled for clinical language. Failed. “I need to… the documentation…”

“You didn’t write anything.”

“I…” She looked at her blank tablet. “The device must have malfunctioned.”

“Yuki.”

Her first name snapped her attention to me. No one had called her that in this building.

Her hand trembled as she gathered her tablet, fingers unsteady against the smooth surface. She tried to write something—a note, a clinical observation—but the pen wavered across the page, leaving nothing but illegible scrawl.

“I need more observation sessions.” Her voice was steadier now, but those trembling hands betrayed her. “Three today. Perhaps four. The lactation response alone requires extended documentation.”

“For science.”

“Of course for science.” But she couldn’t meet my eyes. “And I’ll need to… verify the pheromone response personally. At some point. For comprehensive data.”

“Whenever you’re ready.”

She gathered her things with jerky movements. Professional mask sliding back into place, cracked but holding.

At the door, she paused.

“The milk,” she said. “During orgasm, her nipples—they ejected. That’s not normal human lactation response.”

“The serum enhances everything.”

“Everything.” She whispered it like a prayer. Or a fear.

Then she was gone, heels clicking down the hallway, leaving nothing behind but the scent of her arousal and the knowledge that she’d be back.

They always came back.


Chapter 3: Unveiled

The Royal Suite at 8 PM looked different than it had that morning.

Softer. More intimate. The overhead lights had been dimmed in favor of table lamps casting warm pools of gold across silk and antique furniture. The security team was gone—banished to the hallway by royal command. Only Aaliyah remained, still veiled, standing by the window looking out at Boston’s skyline.

“You came alone.” She didn’t turn around.

“You asked me to.”

“I asked for a private consultation.” Now she turned, and even veiled, those dark kohl-lined eyes hit me with their intensity. “Before we proceed, I want you to see me. Really see me. Not as a princess. Not as a patient. Just… as a woman.”

She reached up slowly, hands finding the edge of her hijab.

“Aaliyah, you don’t have to—”

“I want to.”

She pulled the fabric away.

My breath caught.

Lustrous black hair cascaded to mid-back, waves and curls catching the lamplight like liquid midnight. And her face—the full impact of her beauty hit me like a physical force. High cheekbones. Full lips, unpainted and naturally dark. Skin like golden honey. And those eyes—ancient, knowing, hungry.

This was the first time I was truly seeing her. Not glimpses through a veil. Not hints and shadows. All of her.

She stood there, unveiled, trembling slightly at her own boldness.

“This is me,” she whispered. “The woman beneath the silk.”

“Sit, please.” She gestured to the settee. “I wish to discuss my history before we proceed.”

I sat. She remained standing, pacing slowly. The abaya flowed with her movements, occasionally hinting at the body beneath.

“You said you know about my situation. The marriage. The deadline.” Her voice was measured, controlled. “What else do you know?”

“I know you were educated at Oxford. Speak five languages. That you’ve been fighting for autonomy your entire life.”

“Fighting.” She laughed bitterly. “That implies I had any power in the contest. I’ve been a chess piece, Caleb. Since birth. My father’s bargaining chip for political alliances. My value measured in the strength of my potential husband’s family.”

“And Prince Hamad?”

Her expression hardened. “Fifty-three years old. Four wives already. His youngest is twenty-two. I would be the trophy—the educated princess, the Oxford graduate, proof that even Western learning cannot free a Saudi woman from her destiny.”

“So the baby—”

“Is my escape.” She stopped pacing, facing me directly. “Saudi succession law grants autonomy to mothers. A child of my own bloodline—not a husband’s heir, but mine—would give me legal independence. The engagement would dissolve. My father would rage, but he could not force me.”

“That’s why you need guaranteed conception.”

“That is why I’ve tried seven clinics.” Her voice cracked slightly. “Seven failures. Unexplained infertility, they said. Perhaps psychological, they suggested. Perhaps I was simply not meant to—”

“Bullshit.”

She blinked at the profanity.

“Your infertility isn’t psychological. It’s not destiny. It’s bad luck, bad medicine, and men who don’t understand your body.” I stood, crossing to her. “I do.”

“You’ve known me less than a day.”

“I know what the bonding feels like. I felt it the moment our eyes met.” I stopped inches from her. Close enough to smell that expensive perfume, the shea butter on her skin, the deeper scent of a woman struggling against arousal. “You felt it too.”

“I felt… something.” She swallowed. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

“That’s because no one’s ever triggered it before. The pheromone response—it amplifies attraction. But it can only amplify what’s already there.”

“And what’s already there?”

“Want.” I reached out, touched her hand like I had last night. Same electric jolt. Same visible shudder running through her. “Desire. The natural response of a healthy woman to a compatible partner.”

“I’ve never had desire.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “Not with the arranged husband. Not with the two clinical attempts. I thought I was broken.”

“You’re not broken.”

“Then why—” She stopped. Gathered herself. “Why do I feel more standing here with you than I ever have in my life?”

“Because you finally can.”

Her eyes filled with tears. Not falling—she was too controlled for that—but shimmering at the edges of her dark irises.

“The examination,” she managed. “For the intake. We should proceed.”

“Whenever you’re ready.”

She took a deep breath. Then, slowly, her hands rose to the buttons at her throat.

The abaya slipped from her shoulders.

Beneath it, she wore a simple silk nightgown. White. Thin. And it revealed everything the modest covering had hidden.

Full D-cup breasts, heavy and round, nipples dark peaks visible through the silk. A defined waist that flared to generous hips—hips that could carry a child, could carry generations. Long legs beneath the short hem. And golden skin everywhere, flawless, glowing in the lamplight.

“Ya Allah.” She caught my expression. “You’re staring.”

“I’m seeing.” I let my eyes travel slowly over her—feet to face, the way a man’s gaze naturally moves. “You’re stunning, Aaliyah. Has anyone ever told you that?”

“My handlers say I’m beautiful. As one might describe a valuable horse.”

“They’re not looking at you. They’re looking at your breeding potential.” I stepped closer. “I’m looking at you. The woman who fought her way through Oxford. Who speaks five languages. Who’s brave enough to try for freedom even when everything is stacked against her.”

Her breath quickened. The silk of her nightgown rose and fell with each inhale.

“The examination—”

“Needs to be thorough.” I circled behind her. “I’m going to touch you now. Clinically. If at any point you want me to stop—”

“I won’t want you to stop.”

The certainty in her voice made my cock twitch. I forced myself to stay professional. For now.

“Blood pressure first.”

I wrapped the cuff around her arm. Her pulse was elevated—110, maybe higher. Arousal, not illness.

“Heart rate?” she asked.

“Excited.”

A ghost of a smile. “I wonder why.”

I pressed my stethoscope to her back, then her chest. Standard examination, but nothing about it felt standard. Every touch made her shiver. Every time our eyes met, that electric current crackled between us.

“I’ll need to examine your breasts.” I kept my voice steady. “For any abnormalities.”

“Of course.”

She slipped the straps of her nightgown down. The silk pooled at her waist, and her breasts swung free.

God.

Full, round, perfectly shaped. Dark nipples that were already stiffening in the cool air—or from something else entirely. They hung with natural weight, the kind that filled a man’s hands and then some.

“Beautiful,” I murmured.

“You said that already.”

“I’ll keep saying it until you believe it.”

My hands cupped her breasts. She gasped—a sharp, surprised sound. Her nipples hardened instantly against my palms.

“No abnormalities,” I said, thumbing the peaks gently. “Just perfect responsiveness.”

“Is this—” She swallowed. “Is this how the examination normally proceeds?”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No.” Barely audible. “No, I don’t.”

I rolled her nipples between my fingers. She moaned—then clapped a hand over her mouth, shocked at herself.

“Don’t hide it.” I pinched gently. Another moan escaped. “Every sound you make is beautiful.”

“I’ve never—no one has ever touched me like—”

“I know.” I released her breasts, letting my hands slide down to her waist. “That’s about to change.”

The nightgown fell completely. She stood before me naked, trembling, her golden skin flushed with arousal.

Between her thighs, a neat triangle of dark hair. And below it—

“You’re wet.” I could see it. Glistening on her inner thighs.

“I’m sorry—”

“Don’t apologize. It’s exactly right.” I stepped back. Let the tension breathe.

“The full pelvic examination will come later,” I said. “When you’re ready for the treatment itself.”

“Later?” Her voice was breathless, disappointed. “But I thought—”

“Aaliyah.” I took her hand, helped her to her feet. The nightgown slipped back up, covering her. “You’ve spent twenty-nine years being rushed by men who didn’t care about what you felt. I’m not going to be another one of them.”

“But I want—”

“I know what you want.” I traced my thumb across her wrist. Her pulse hammered. “And you’re going to get it. Tomorrow. When we do this properly. When I can take my time with you. When there’s no examination to hide behind.”

Her eyes widened. Understanding dawned.

“You’re making me wait.”

“I’m making it matter.” I released her hand. “By tomorrow, you’ll have spent twenty-four hours thinking about what’s coming. Anticipating. Wanting. And when I finally give you everything—you’ll feel it in every cell of your body.”

She shivered. The nightgown clung to her curves, damp with arousal that would go unsatisfied tonight.

“That’s cruel.”

“That’s foreplay.” I smiled. “Real foreplay. Not the mechanical procedures you’ve experienced before.”

She was silent for a long moment. Processing. Then, slowly, she smiled back.

“I have never felt desire before,” she whispered. “I thought something was wrong with me. Now I’m not sure.”

“Nothing is wrong with you. You just needed someone who understood that anticipation is part of the pleasure.”

“And tomorrow?”

“Tomorrow, Dr. Nakamura will observe. And you’ll finally understand what your body can do.”

Her hand found mine. Squeezed.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For treating me like I matter. Not like a procedure to complete.”

“You were never a procedure.” I kissed her forehead—chaste, a promise. “You were always worth waiting for.”

I left her standing in the golden lamplight, silk nightgown clinging to curves that would haunt my dreams. At the door, her voice stopped me.

“Caleb.”

I turned.

“The clinical attempts—the two men my family approved—they lasted approximately three minutes each. Mechanical. Unpleasant.” She met my eyes steadily. “I did not feel anything. They deposited their specimens and left.”

“And?”

“And just now—just touching, just anticipation—I feel more than I have felt in my entire life.” She drew a shaky breath. “I’m beginning to understand why women bond to you.”

“Do you want that? The bonding?”

“I want—” She stopped. Started again. “I want to feel. For the first time. Whatever that requires.”

“Then you will. Tomorrow.”

I closed the door behind me, leaving the princess to contemplate a future that had just become far more complicated—and far more possible—than anything she’d imagined.

Al-Mansur was waiting in the hallway, stone-faced.

“The princess appears… affected.”

“She’s experiencing anticipation. Something new for her.” I met his suspicious glare evenly. “She’s fine.”

His hand moved toward his jacket again. “If you’ve harmed her—”

“I’ve done nothing but talk to her. Touch her hand.” I started walking toward the elevator. “What she’s feeling is natural. Human. Something the men in her life have never allowed her to experience.”

Behind me, I heard him exhale. Heard him not follow.

He knew, even if he couldn’t admit it. The princess had found something in this clinic that no amount of security could protect her from.

And as I stepped into the elevator, I could still hear her voice in my mind—soft, wondering, finally awakening.

I have never felt desire before. I thought something was wrong with me. Now I’m not sure.


Chapter 4: Old Friends

The Duchess arrived like a force of nature.

I was reviewing schedules in Vivian’s office when the commotion started—voices in the lobby, heels clicking against marble, and a voice cutting through everything with aristocratic command.

“I specifically requested the main suite. This waiting area is charming, but I did not fly from Vienna to sit in a waiting area.”

Vivian set down her tablet with the sigh of a woman who’d dealt with European nobility before. “Margot von Habsburg.”

“The one Celeste mentioned?”

“Celeste wrote to her. A glowing recommendation, apparently.” Vivian rose, smoothing her emerald maternity blouse over her swelling belly. “Old European money. Widowed young. Used to getting what she wants through sheer force of personality.”

“Should I be worried?”

“Be charming.” She paused at the door. “And don’t let her bully you. Women like Margot respect strength.”

I followed her down to the lobby.

The Duchess had commandeered the reception area like a forward operating base. Her staff—two assistants in matching gray suits—were already reorganizing the seating arrangement to her specifications. And in the center of it all, platinum hair piled in an elaborate updo, stood Margot von Habsburg.

She was stunning. Not beautiful like Aaliyah—whose beauty was classical, timeless. Margot’s beauty was aggressive. Demanding. A Dior suit hugged curves that defied her forty years—heavy DD breasts straining the fabric, a nipped waist, wide hips that the designer had showcased rather than minimized. Her skin was pale cream, aristocratic. Ice-blue eyes assessed everything and everyone with cool calculation.

Her gaze landed on Vivian’s pregnant belly and stayed there.

“Dr. Okafor, I presume.” Her accent was German at its foundation, layered with French flourishes from too many Parisian seasons. “Celeste speaks highly of you.”

“Duchess von Habsburg. We’re honored by your visit.”

“Hmm.” Margot’s attention had already moved—to the Victorian architecture, the waiting room’s crystal chandelier, the quality of the silk curtains. “Quaint. I expected something more… clinical.”

“Our patients prefer discretion to sterility.” Vivian’s smile was professional. “The Genesis Wing offers more specialized facilities.”

“Yes, Celeste mentioned a Genesis Wing.” Those ice-blue eyes finally settled on me, and I saw them narrow. Assess. Dismiss. “And this would be your… specialist? He looks like a teaching assistant.”

“That’s what everyone says.”

Margot’s eyebrow rose at my interruption. She wasn’t used to the help speaking unbidden.

“Caleb Wright.” I extended my hand. “The teaching assistant who’s going to give you the heir you’ve been trying for seven clinics to produce.”

For a moment, the lobby went silent. Her assistants froze. Even Vivian’s eyes widened slightly.

Then Margot laughed.

It was a surprised sound—genuine, for just a moment, before she controlled it. “Celeste warned me you were direct.”

“Life’s short. Especially when you’re on a biological clock.”

“How dare—”

“Celeste!” A voice from the doorway. “Darling!”

Margot’s imperious offense evaporated as Celeste Fontaine swept into the lobby. The French widow was eleven weeks pregnant now, and the glow was unmistakable. Her honey-brown hair tumbled in loose waves. Her gray-green eyes sparkled with genuine warmth. And her body—

God, her body. Pregnancy had transformed Celeste from willowy elegance to something richer. Her small breasts had swelled to C-cups now, straining the cream silk of her designer blouse. Her belly curved gently beneath the high waist of her skirt. And she moved with the confidence of a woman who finally felt alive.

“Margot.” Celeste embraced her old friend with genuine affection. “You came.”

“Your letter was persuasive.” Margot held Celeste at arm’s length, studying her. “You look… different.”

“I’m pregnant.”

“Yes, obviously. But it’s more than that.” Margot’s gaze traveled over her friend—the glowing skin, the fuller curves, the radiance that came from something deeper than hormones. “You look happy, Celeste. I haven’t seen you happy since Henri.”

“I am happy.” Celeste’s hand found her small bump. “For the first time since I lost him.”

“How is that possible? You were devastated. You barely spoke for months after the funeral.”

“And then I came here.” Celeste glanced at me—a look that communicated everything. Gratitude. Desire. Belonging. “And I found something I didn’t know I needed.”

Margot followed her gaze. This time, when she looked at me, it wasn’t dismissive. It was calculating.

“The teaching assistant.”

“The father of my child.” Celeste’s voice was soft but certain. “And the man who reminded me that I could feel again.”

Something shifted in Margot’s expression. The imperial mask cracked, just slightly, revealing something younger. Lonelier.

“Seven clinics,” she said quietly. “Two rounds of IVF. One egg freezing. All failures. My doctors say my eggs are viable. My body is healthy. There’s no medical explanation for why I can’t—” She stopped. Gathered herself. “I’m forty years old, Celeste. My family has waited three generations for an heir.”

“Which is why I wrote to you.”

“You said the treatment was… unconventional.”

“It is.” Celeste smiled—that knowing, satisfied smile that all my bonded women eventually developed. “But it works.”



The private consultation room. Just Margot and me—Celeste had excused herself with knowing looks, and Vivian was attending to Aaliyah’s afternoon examination.

Margot sat in the leather chair like a throne, legs crossed at the ankle in designer heels, posture communicating that she expected the world to bow to her.

It wouldn’t. Not here.

“Your credentials are minimal.” She’d been reviewing my file. “Graduate student. No medical degree. No published research on fertility.”

“I don’t need credentials. I have results.”

“Celeste’s pregnancy could be coincidence. One data point proves nothing.”

“Celeste. Harper Quinn—tenured professor at Harvard, pregnant after three years of trying. Aiste Kazlauskaitė—the head nurse you passed in the hallway, also pregnant. And Dr. Vivian Okafor herself.”

Margot’s eyes flickered. “Dr. Okafor is pregnant by you?”

“Eleven weeks. First attempt.”

“That’s—”

“Impossible? That’s what every patient says. Until it works.”

She uncrossed and recrossed her legs. The movement drew my attention to what the Dior suit showcased—endless legs, toned calves, thighs that the fabric clung to lovingly. She caught me looking.

“Like what you see?”

“I’m a professional.”

“You’re a man.” Her voice dropped. “And I’ve been assessed by enough men to know the difference between clinical observation and appreciation.”

“Fair.” I leaned back in my chair. “You’re gorgeous. That’s not a surprise—Celeste described you. What I’m more interested in is why you’re here.”

“I told you. Seven clinics—”

“No. Why you really want a child.” I held her gaze. “You’re the Duchess von Habsburg. You have wealth, power, freedom. You could adopt if you just wanted an heir. But you came here. To an unconventional clinic. For an unconventional treatment.”

Her jaw tightened. “You’re impertinent.”

“I’m direct. There’s a difference.”

For a long moment, we stared at each other. Two people who weren’t used to being challenged, sizing each other up.

Then Margot laughed. Again—that surprised, genuine sound.

“Celeste said you were impossible.” She uncrossed her legs. Leaned forward slightly. “Very well. The truth.”

“I’m listening.”

“My husband died when I was twenty-three. Car accident on the autobahn. We’d been married eight months. We’d planned to have children immediately—continue the line, secure the inheritance. Instead, I inherited everything myself.” She paused. “I was beautiful, young, wealthy, and alone. Do you know how many men tried to marry me?”

“Hundreds, I’d guess.”

“Thousands. Literally. Letters, proposals, introductions at every social function. Each one saw me as the same thing—a vessel for their ambitions. A womb attached to a fortune.”

“So you never remarried.”

“I never met a man who wanted me. Just what I represented.” Her ice-blue eyes were steady, but something vulnerable flickered beneath. “I threw myself into philanthropy. Collecting art and wine. Building an empire. Telling myself I didn’t need a family. That the dynasty died with Franz and that was acceptable.”

“But it’s not acceptable.”

“I’m forty years old.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “And I’ve never once felt what Celeste described in her letter. What she felt when she came here. What she’s feeling now.”

“What did she describe?”

“Being wanted.” Margot’s mask cracked further. “Not for my fortune or my title or my connections. Wanted as a woman. As a person. As—”

She stopped. Breathed. Controlled herself.

“The IVF attempts were clinical. Specimens in cups. Doctors with syringes. I never felt anything but cold.” She looked at me with sudden intensity. “Celeste said you made her feel. For the first time since Henri. That you looked at her like she was precious, not profitable.”

“She is precious.”

“And what am I?” The question was stripped bare. Vulnerable. “Am I just another procedure to you? Another wealthy woman who can pay your fees?”

I stood. Crossed to her chair. Knelt before her, putting us at eye level.

“Margot.”

Her breath caught at her name.

“Every woman who comes to this clinic brings something broken. Some wound they don’t show the world.” I took her hands—soft, manicured, trembling slightly. “Celeste was grieving a husband who loved her. Harper was recovering from an engagement that shattered her confidence. Aaliyah has spent her whole life being controlled by men who don’t see her.”

“And me?”

“You’ve spent seventeen years building walls. Convincing yourself you don’t need what everyone needs. Telling yourself that control is enough.” I squeezed her hands. “But you’re here. Which means some part of you knows the walls aren’t working anymore.”

Her eyes glistened. The Duchess von Habsburg—imperious, commanding, accustomed to ruling every room she entered—was crying. Silently. Elegantly. But crying.

“I don’t know how to let someone in,” she whispered. “I’ve been the fortress for so long. If I—if I let the walls down—”

“Then you might feel something. And feeling is terrifying when you’ve avoided it for years.”

“Yes.”

I released her hands. Stood. And stepped back.

“The treatment works, Margot. But not because of any medical miracle. It works because I see you. Not the Duchess. Not the fortune. Not the dynasty. You.” I gestured toward the door. “Think about whether you’re ready for that. When you decide, we’ll proceed.”

I was almost at the door when she spoke.

“Celeste.”

I turned.

“Celeste said something else in her letter.” Margot rose from her chair, and I realized she was taller than I’d thought—nearly six feet in those heels, almost meeting my eyes directly. “She said when you enter a room, she can smell you. That it does something to her body. Something uncontrollable.”

“The pheromone enhancement. It’s part of the serum effect.”

“I thought she was exaggerating.” Margot walked toward me. Slowly. Predatory. “When you came into the lobby, I didn’t notice. I was distracted. Critical. But now—”

She was close. Close enough that I could smell her too—Chanel No. 5, I thought, layered over something warmer. Something biological.

“Now I’m noticing.” Her voice had dropped to a husky register. “And I’m understanding what she meant.”

“What do you smell?”

“I don’t know. Something—” She inhaled deeply, and I watched her pupils dilate. Her nipples hardened visibly beneath the Dior suit. “Something that makes me want to tear your clothes off and ride you on this desk.”

She clapped a hand over her mouth. Horror in her eyes.

“I don’t—I never—that’s not how I—”

“It’s the pheromones.” I stayed still. Let her process. “They enhance attraction that’s already there. You can’t fake the response.”

“I barely know you.”

“And you already want me.” I smiled. “Imagine what happens after the first session.”

She stared at me. The Duchess who’d commanded rooms for two decades. The woman who’d never let anyone see her vulnerable.

“When can we schedule my first session?”

“Tomorrow evening. After the princess’s treatment.”

“Princess?”

“Aaliyah Al-Rashid. You’re not the only royal in residence.”

Margot’s eyes widened. Then narrowed with sudden competitive fire.

“Well.” She smoothed her suit. “I trust you can accommodate multiple patients.”

“That’s never been a problem.”

“I should hope not.” She swept past me toward the door, then paused. “Caleb.”

“Duchess.”

“When we begin—” She looked back over her shoulder. Ice-blue eyes that had nothing cold in them now. “Don’t treat me like a duchess. Treat me like the woman who’s been waiting seventeen years to feel something.”

“I wouldn’t dream of anything else.”

She left. I heard her heels clicking down the hallway, heard her voice commanding her assistants to prepare her suite, heard the Duchess persona rebuilding itself with every step.

But I’d seen what was underneath. The fortress wouldn’t hold much longer.

And just before she disappeared around the corner, I heard her murmur—half to herself, half to the absent Celeste:

“Celeste, darling. You didn’t mention he smelled like… that.”

Her hand drifted to her pearls. Gripped them like a lifeline.

The walls were already crumbling.


Chapter 5: Scientific Method

Dr. Yuki Nakamura had spent two days observing.

She’d watched me with Harper three more times—documenting the pregnant professor’s insatiable need, the milk that now flowed freely during arousal, the way she sobbed through orgasm after orgasm. She’d observed Celeste’s afternoon session, cataloging the French woman’s elegant surrender. She’d even caught ten minutes of Aiste cornering me in the equipment room, though she’d had to excuse herself before that session finished.

“Professional detachment,” she’d said when I found her afterward, cheeks flushed, glasses askew. “I needed air.”

Now she sat in the observation room overlooking Aaliyah’s suite, tablet ready, pen poised.

The princess’s first real session.

“You understand the importance of documentation,” Yuki had said earlier. Firmly. Clinically. “If her family ever disputes the treatment, we’ll need evidence that everything was consensual and medically appropriate.”

“Of course.”

“And someone should verify your methodology with a high-profile patient.”

“Very scientific of you.”

She’d glared at me. I’d smiled.

We both knew she was here for more than data.



Aaliyah waited in the Royal Suite wearing nothing but a silk robe.

Her security had been dismissed. Al-Mansur had argued, threatened, nearly drawn his weapon—but the princess had been adamant. What happened in this room was private. Not even her bodyguards could watch.

Only Dr. Nakamura. For medical purposes.

“Yuki will be observing,” I told Aaliyah as I entered. “Through the glass. Is that acceptable?”

“She’s a physician.” Aaliyah’s voice was steady, but her hands trembled. “And I understand she must verify.”

“Are you nervous?”

“Terrified.” She laughed shakily. “I’ve never done this with someone I actually—” She stopped. “With someone I want.”

“First time for everything.”

I crossed to her slowly. Let her see me coming. Let her body respond to my proximity, my scent, my presence.

Her breath quickened. Her pupils dilated. Through the thin silk, I could see her nipples stiffen.

“Last night,” she whispered. “When you touched me. I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I barely slept.”

“What did you think about?”

“Your mouth. Your fingers.” She swallowed. “What it would feel like to have you inside me.”

“We’re about to find out.”

I reached for the tie at her waist. Slowly. Giving her every chance to retreat.

She didn’t retreat.

The robe fell open. Then fell away entirely.

Aaliyah stood before me naked, and she was even more beautiful than I remembered. Golden skin glowing in soft light. Full breasts with dusky rose nipples already peaked. That defined waist. Those generous hips. The dark hair between her thighs, neatly trimmed.

And her eyes—ancient, terrified, desperately hopeful.

“Tell me if you need to stop,” I said.

“I won’t need to stop.”

I kissed her.

She gasped against my mouth—then melted into me. Her lips parted. Her tongue found mine. And the sound she made—a whimper of pure need—went straight to my cock.

I took my time. Built the fire slowly.

Kisses along her jaw. Down her neck. Across her collarbone, where her pulse hammered visibly. She gripped my shoulders like I was the only solid thing in the world.

“You’re still dressed,” she managed.

“Ladies first.”

I guided her to the bed. Laid her down on silk sheets that probably cost more than my car. Knelt between her thighs and just… looked at her.

“Caleb—”

“I’m memorizing you.” I trailed my fingers up her legs—ankle to knee to inner thigh. She shuddered. “Every inch.”

“No one has ever—”

“I know.” I parted her thighs gently. Revealed her pussy—flushed, glistening, so wet it was dripping onto the sheets. “The men who touched you before were fools.”

“They weren’t trying to please me.”

“I am.”

I lowered my mouth to her.

One long, slow lick from her dripping entrance to her swollen clit, dragging my tongue through her folds, tasting the honey that had been building for twenty-nine years of denial. She screamed—back arching off the bed, hands fisting in the expensive sheets hard enough to tear silk.

“Ya Allah—!”

Behind the glass, I heard a pen clatter to the floor.

I didn’t look up. Didn’t acknowledge Yuki’s presence. All my focus was on Aaliyah—on her taste, her sounds, her desperate need. She tasted like pure desire, rich and musky and impossibly sweet, and I wanted to drown in her.

I ate her pussy like I’d been starving for her. Long, slow licks that made her sob, my tongue tracing every fold of her glistening lips. Tight circles around her throbbing clit that made her scream and grab my hair. I sucked her swollen bud between my lips, flicking it with my tongue, and her hips bucked so hard she nearly threw me off.

My fingers found her entrance—impossibly tight, gripping just the tips as I worked them inside. She was so wet I could hear the obscene squelching as I pumped into her, two fingers stretching her virgin-tight channel. I curled upward, searching, and found that swollen ridge on her front wall. The moment I stroked it, she convulsed.

“I can’t—too much—I’m going to—”

She came.

Not quietly. Not controlled. Her whole body convulsed as the orgasm ripped through her—twenty-nine years of suppression shattering in one explosive moment. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers so hard I could barely move them, her walls rippling in powerful waves. Arabic poured from her lips—prayers, curses, my name mixed with words I didn’t understand but felt in my bones. Her thighs clamped around my head, her arousal flooding my mouth, coating my chin. And she screamed until her voice broke, tears streaming down her golden cheeks.

I didn’t stop.

“More—please—I didn’t know—oh God—aktar—aktar—”

I gave her more. Sucked her clit while my fingers worked her g-spot. Built her toward a second peak before the first had fully subsided. She was crying now—tears streaming down her cheeks, chest heaving, Arabic and English mixing into incoherent sounds of pleasure.

“Caleb—if you don’t—I need you inside me—please—”

I rose over her. Let her see what she’d done to me—my cock straining against my scrubs, harder than I’d ever been.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes. Ya Allah, yes. I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

I stripped quickly, my cock springing free, rigid and aching with need. Her eyes widened when she saw me—saw all of me. Her gaze traveled down my shaft, taking in the thick length, the swollen head already glistening with precum.

“You’re—” She swallowed hard, her golden throat working. “The previous men weren’t—I mean, you’re—that’s not going to fit—”

“I’ll go slowly.”

“Don’t.” She spread her thighs wider, her glistening pussy lips parting, revealing the pink depths that were about to be stretched. “I don’t want slow. I want to feel everything. I want to feel you split me open.”

Behind the glass, Yuki made a sound. Not quite a moan. But close.

I positioned myself at Aaliyah’s entrance, rubbing my cockhead through her soaked folds, coating myself in her arousal. Her heat radiated against my tip, her swollen pussy lips kissing me, begging me to enter. Her dark eyes locked onto mine with desperate intensity.

“Ready?”

“Breed me.” The words came out fierce, primal. “Give me the baby that will set me free. Put your seed in my womb. Give me what no one else could.”

I thrust inside her.

She screamed again—not pain, not pleasure, something beyond both that I’d never heard from a woman before. Her tight pussy stretched around my girth, her inner walls gripping every inch of my shaft as I sank deeper and deeper into her untouched depths. She was impossibly tight—the men before had barely penetrated her, and now I was filling her completely, my cock reaching places inside her that had never been touched.

Her nails raked down my back hard enough to draw blood. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper.

“So big—you’re so big—I feel you everywhere—” Her voice broke on a sob. “You’re in my stomach—I can feel your cock in my stomach—”

I gave her a moment to adjust, my shaft throbbing inside her tight sheath, feeling her walls flutter and grip around me. Then I began to move.

Long, deep strokes that let her feel every thick inch sliding out until just my head remained, then plunging back into her depths. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room—slick, obscene, beautiful. She met each thrust with a cry—Arabic spilling out, words I was starting to recognize. Yes. More. Please. God.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

Her dark eyes opened. Wet with tears. Burning with something new.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her between thrusts. “Perfect. Precious. And you’re mine now.”

“Yours.” She was sobbing the word. “Yours. I’ve never been anyone’s—never wanted to be—but you—”

“I’m going to fill you up, Aaliyah.” I drove deeper, harder. “Put a baby in you. Give you your freedom.”

“Yes—yes—please—”

I changed angles, tilting her hips up with my hands, and found the spot that made her scream loudest—my cockhead dragging across her g-spot with every thrust. And I gave her everything I had.

The sounds that filled the suite were obscene, primal, perfect. The wet slapping of my hips against her ass, my heavy balls swinging forward to smack her soaked flesh with every stroke. Her continuous cries, rising in pitch as I pounded deeper. My groans as her tight pussy milked me with every thrust, her walls rippling along my shaft like she was trying to pull the cum straight from my balls. The sheets were soaked beneath us—her arousal spreading in a dark stain, mixed with tears that streamed down her golden cheeks.

“I’m going to—again—I can’t stop—”

“Then don’t stop.” I pounded into her harder, driving my cock so deep I could feel her cervix kissing my tip. “Come for me. Come on my cock. Milk me.”

She shattered.

This orgasm was even stronger than the first—full-body convulsions, her pussy clamping down so tight around my shaft I could barely move, her inner walls spasming in powerful rhythmic contractions. Her voice broke on my name, cracking into a wordless scream that went on and on. She sobbed through it, clutching me like I was salvation, her nails leaving bloody crescents in my shoulders.

And I followed her over the edge.

“Aaliyah—fuck—”

I buried myself to the hilt, my cockhead pressed against her cervix, and came harder than I ever had. The first rope of cum exploded into her womb with enough force that I felt my whole body shudder. Then another, and another—thick, hot jets flooding her pussy in powerful pulses. I felt every spurt leaving my balls, felt her body accepting it, felt her womb drinking in my seed like she’d been made for this.

She cried out with each wave, her pussy clenching in time with my spurts, milking every drop from my shaft. “Yes—yes—fill me up—give me your baby—”

My cum overflowed her tight channel, leaking out around my shaft, dripping down onto the ruined silk sheets. But most of it stayed deep inside her, pooling in her womb, my seed finding her egg.

“I feel you,” she whispered when the spurts finally slowed. “Inside me. Your cum is so hot. So much of it. Ya Allah, I can feel it working. I can feel your baby starting.”

I stayed inside her, my softening cock plugging my cum where it belonged, keeping her full. I kissed the tears from her golden cheeks, tasting salt and joy.

“Was that—” She couldn’t finish the question.

“That was just the beginning.”

Behind the glass, Yuki had given up all pretense.

Her tablet was forgotten on the floor. Her severe bun had come undone, black hair falling around her flushed face. Her skirt was hiked to her thighs, and her hand—

Her hand was buried in her panties, moving frantically, her eyes locked on us through the glass.

She didn’t know I could see her. The angle, the lighting—she thought the glass was fully one-way. But from the bed, I had a clear view of Dr. Yuki Nakamura, Stanford-trained physician, bringing herself to orgasm while watching me breed a princess.

Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Her body jerked. And she came—I could see the shudders, see her thighs clamp around her hand, see the moment when clinical objectivity died completely.

I turned my attention back to Aaliyah.

“Again?” I asked.

Her eyes widened. “You can—so soon?”

“The serum enhances recovery.” I was already hardening inside her. “And you deserve a proper awakening.”

“But—”

I started moving. Slower this time. Gentler. Building her toward another peak while my cum stayed deep inside her.

“Tell me what you’re feeling.”

“Everything.” She was crying again—not from sadness, from overwhelming sensation. “I feel everything. Your cock inside me. Your cum in my womb. Your heart beating against mine.” She pulled me down for a kiss. “I feel alive, Caleb. For the first time in my life, I feel alive.”

I made love to her for the next hour.

Different positions—her on top, learning to take what she wanted; from behind, my hands on her hips as she pushed back against me; side by side, faces close enough to kiss while I moved slowly inside her.

She came again. And again. Lost count somewhere around six or seven. By the end, she was limp, trembling, tear-streaked and utterly satisfied.

“How many children do you want?” she asked dreamily.

“What?”

“When this works—when I’m pregnant and free—” She traced patterns on my chest. “Will you give me more? I know I have to go back. To Saudi Arabia, to the legal battles. But someday, when I’m truly free—”

“Aaliyah.”

“I know it’s too soon. I know it’s the bonding talking.” She looked up at me with those ancient eyes. “But I’ve never felt like this. Never felt wanted. Never felt safe. And I know I’ll spend the rest of my life wanting to come back to you.”

“Then come back.”

“You mean that?”

“The bonding goes both ways.” I kissed her forehead. “Every woman who bonds to me—I bond back. Different from each other, but real.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then:

“Ana bahebak.”

I knew enough Arabic by now. “I love you too.”

She smiled—radiant, exhausted, transformed—and fell asleep in my arms.



I found Yuki in the observation room an hour later.

She’d tried to compose herself. Her hair was back in its bun—messier than before, but attempting severity. Her skirt was smoothed. Her glasses were on.

But her hands were shaking.

“That was—” She stopped. Started again. “The session exceeded anticipated parameters.”

“You stopped taking notes around orgasm three.”

Her flush was immediate and violent. “The tablet malfunctioned.”

“Yuki.”

“I need to conduct additional verification.” Her voice was barely controlled. “The pheromone response—the bonding mechanism—I can’t understand it from observation alone.”

“What are you suggesting?”

She removed her glasses. Her dark eyes met mine with desperate intensity.

“I need to conduct a… hands-on verification.” Her voice cracked. “For the data. Obviously.”

“Obviously.”

“Tomorrow.” She was already gathering her things. “After the Duchess’s session. I’ll need to verify the treatment’s efficacy across multiple patient profiles.”

“Very scientific.”

“Shut up.” But she was almost smiling. “I’m serious about the data.”

“I know.”

She stopped at the door. Turned back.

“What she said. Aaliyah. About feeling alive for the first time.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “I haven’t felt anything real in four years. Not since my residency ended and my entire life became statistics and papers and grant applications.”

“And now?”

“And now I watched you make a princess cry with pleasure, and I came so hard I saw stars.” She laughed bitterly. “I don’t know if that’s the pheromones or just me, but I need to find out.”

“Tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow.” She nodded. “And Caleb?”

“Yes?”

“Thank you.” She looked genuinely vulnerable for the first time. “For not making me feel insane.”

“You’re not insane. You’re human. Sometimes humans feel things.”

“Novel concept.” She put her glasses back on. Reconstructed her armor. “I’ll have my documentation ready for the morning briefing.”

She left. I stayed in the observation room, looking down at the suite where Aaliyah still slept.

Two days into the royal visit.

A princess was awakening to pleasure she’d never known.

A scientist was losing her clinical distance.

And a duchess was scheduled for tomorrow, already crumbling under the weight of walls she’d built for seventeen years.

The waiting list was about to get very complicated.

But first, I needed a nap.

Even enhanced recovery had its limits.


Chapter 6: The Duchess’s Demands

Duchess Margot von Habsburg entered the overnight suite like she was conducting a hostile takeover.

I’d seen women try to control their first session before. Celeste had approached it like commissioning art. Harper had apologized through half of hers. Even Aaliyah had tried to intellectualize what was happening.

But Margot walked in ready to command the session.

“I’ve reviewed your protocols.” She sat on the edge of the silk-draped bed, crossing those statuesque legs with studied precision. Ice-blue eyes challenged me from across the room. “I assume missionary position with you dominant. Two to three rounds for optimal conception probability. I prefer minimal vocalization—it’s distracting.”

“No.”

She blinked. The word clearly wasn’t in her vocabulary.

“Excuse me?”

“You’ve had sex your way for forty years.” I stayed by the window, keeping distance between us. “Controlled everything. Directed every partner like they were staff. How’s that working out for you?”

Her mouth opened. Closed. A flush crept up her pale aristocratic neck.

“That’s impertinent.”

“It’s accurate.” I watched her process the challenge. “Seven clinics. Seven failures. You’re here because what you’ve been doing hasn’t worked. So we’re going to try something different.”

“Which is?”

“You’re going to ask. For everything.”

Her laugh was sharp, incredulous. “I don’t ask. I’m a Habsburg—”

“Not here you’re not.” I crossed my arms. “Here you’re a woman who wants something she can’t get alone. And if you want my cock—” I saw her shiver at the word. “—you’ll ask for it. If you want to come, you’ll beg for it. If you want me to breed you, you’ll tell me. Explicitly. In detail.”

Margot’s composure cracked. Her thighs pressed together beneath her designer skirt. Through her silk blouse, I could see her nipples stiffen against the lace of what was undoubtedly a five-hundred-dollar bra.

“I don’t—”

“You’re wet right now.” I stated it as fact because it was. “You’ve been wet since you shook my hand yesterday. You went back to your hotel room and touched yourself thinking about this, didn’t you? About giving up control. About someone finally making you beg.”

The violent flush spreading across her chest was answer enough.

“Stand up.”

She did, automatically. Then caught herself, ice-blue eyes flashing. “I don’t take orders—”

“You just did.” I pushed off the window and crossed to her. Slowly. Letting her feel the approach. “Strip.”

Her fingers found her buttons before her mind consented. The silk blouse parted to reveal what I’d been imagining since I first saw her—heavy DD breasts cupped in cream lace, the kind of lingerie that cost as much as a mortgage payment. They strained against the delicate fabric, threatening to spill free at any moment.

The skirt followed. Then she stood before me in designer lingerie, garter belt attached to sheer stockings, curves that would make a Renaissance master weep.

God, she was stunning. Forty years old, but her body defied every expectation. Wide hips flaring from a nipped waist. An ass that filled the lace panties perfectly—full, round, built for grabbing. And those breasts, rising and falling with each quickening breath.

“Beautiful,” I said. “Now take off the rest.”

“Say please.”

“You don’t give orders here, Margot.” I stepped closer. Close enough that my pheromones would be flooding her senses. “You ask. Nicely. Now: ask me what you want.”

Her chin lifted—aristocratic defiance battling with the need burning in her ice-blue eyes. “I want you to take me.”

“That’s a statement. Try again.”

For a long moment, we stared at each other. Two people who weren’t used to backing down.

Then something shifted in her expression. Something ancient and hungry rising from beneath seventeen years of walls.

“Please.” The word came out rough, unfamiliar. “Please—take me. Fuck me. I want—” She swallowed. “I want your cock inside me. I want to come so hard I forget my own name. I want you to breed me like you bred Celeste.”

“And?”

“Please.” The second please broke something in her. Her voice cracked. “God, please. I’ve never asked anyone for anything in my life. But I’m asking you. I need—I need to feel something. Anything. Please.”

“Good girl.”

Her knees nearly buckled.

I closed the distance between us. Reached behind her and unclasped the La Perla bra with one practiced motion. Those magnificent breasts spilled free—heavy, natural, with rose-pink nipples already stiff and desperate.

“On the bed.”

She moved without protest. Lay back against the silk pillows, platinum hair still pinned in its elaborate updo, ice-blue eyes watching me undress.

I stripped efficiently. Scrubs first, then everything else. Watched her expression change as she saw what she’d been smelling, wanting, dreaming about.

“Mein Gott,” she breathed. “You’re—that’s—”

“Ask for it.”

“I want—” She spread her thighs, the lace panties doing nothing to hide how soaked she was. “I want that cock inside me. Please. I need you to fuck me.”

I knelt between her legs. Hooked my fingers in those expensive panties—La Perla, probably worth more than my weekly grocery bill—and tore them off with one savage pull. The delicate fabric shredded like tissue paper.

She gasped—at the violence, at the exposure, at the cool air hitting her drenched pussy. And God, she was drenched. Her arousal glistened on her swollen lips, dripping down to darken the silk sheets beneath her, the musk of her need filling my nostrils.

“You’ve been commanding lovers your whole life.” I positioned myself at her entrance, my cockhead notching between her soaked folds. “Has anyone ever made you beg before?”

“No. Never.”

“Then let’s see how loud you can get.”

I thrust inside her in one savage stroke, burying my entire length in her tight, clenching heat.

She screamed.

Not a polite moan. Not a controlled gasp. A full-throated scream that echoed off the soundproofed walls as my cock stretched her open, filling her completely. Her pussy gripped me like a fist, her inner walls rippling along my shaft, desperately trying to adjust to being so thoroughly stuffed.

“Oh—oh God—you’re so—” She clutched at my shoulders, her manicured nails digging into my flesh. “So big—you’re splitting me open—I feel you in my stomach—”

I pinned her hands above her head. Held them there with one hand while I started to move, my hips driving forward with controlled power. Long, deep strokes that made her whole body shake, that made her heavy tits bounce on her chest, that made obscene wet sounds as her soaked pussy tried to grip my withdrawing cock.

“Tell me what you want.”

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

“Say it properly.”

“Please fuck me harder.” The words tore out of her. “I need—I need you deeper—please—God—”

I gave her harder. Pounded into her with the force she’d been craving for years—the force no polite suitor, no careful lover, no fumbling aristocratic match had ever dared to give her. Her heavy breasts bounced with each thrust. Her platinum hair was coming undone, escaping its pins, tumbling across the silk pillows.

“You like this.” I watched her face contort with pleasure. “Being fucked instead of worshipped. Being taken instead of served.”

“Yes—” She was sobbing now. “Yes—I’ve never—no one’s ever—”

“No one’s ever treated you like a woman instead of a title?”

“No.” The admission broke something in her. “I’ve been the Duchess for so long—I forgot I was—oh God—right there—”

I shifted angles. Found the spot that made her scream louder. Kept hitting it until her first orgasm crashed through her—violent, uncontrolled, her pussy clamping down on my cock like it would never let go.

“Mein Gott—” She was shaking. “Mein Gott, mein Gott—”

“We’re not done.”

I pulled out—my cock glistening with her arousal, throbbing, ready for more. Before she could process, I flipped her onto her stomach, my hands rough on her statuesque body. Her ass rose automatically—that gorgeous, full ass that had been hidden beneath designer skirts for forty years, now on display, her cheeks spreading to reveal her soaked pussy and the tight pink pucker above it.

“Caleb—what—”

“Face down.” I pressed between her shoulder blades, pinning her to the silk. “Ass up. Present yourself.”

She complied. Trembling. Her back arching, her magnificent ass thrust high in the air, her dripping pussy exposed and waiting. A Habsburg duchess, presenting herself like a bitch in heat. The sight made my cock throb.

I gripped her wide hips hard enough to bruise and slammed back inside.

“FUCK—” She screamed into the pillow, her hands fisting the silk. “Oh God—so deep—you’re so deep—I can feel you in my womb—”

From behind, I could take her harder. Deeper. I watched my thick cock disappear into her stretched pussy over and over, her pink lips clinging to my shaft on every outstroke, glistening with her arousal. Her ass jiggled with each punishing thrust, rippling like waves on a pale ocean. The wet slapping of flesh on flesh echoed through the room, mixing with her muffled screams. Her platinum hair was completely wild now, pins scattered across the bed, her elaborate updo utterly destroyed.

“Tell me what you need.”

“Your cum,” she gasped. “Inside me—breed me—please—I’ll do anything—”

“Anything?”

“Anything.” She was pushing back to meet my thrusts. “Give me an heir—give me a baby—I’ve wanted this for so long—bitte—”

The German slipping out meant she was close. I reached around, found her clit, and rubbed in time with my thrusts.

“BITTE—BITTE—OH GOTT—”

She came again. Harder than before. Her whole body convulsing, her pussy trying to milk me dry, German and English mixing into incoherent screams of pleasure.

I wasn’t done with her yet.

I pulled out again—my cock drenched in her juices, still rock hard. I turned her onto her back, watching her heavy breasts fall to either side of her chest. Then I hooked her legs over my shoulders, folding her statuesque body nearly in half, her knees pressing toward her ears.

“Caleb—” Her ice-blue eyes were wild, desperate. “I can’t—again—it’s too much—”

“You can.” I thrust back inside, sinking even deeper in this position. “And you will.”

This position was deeper than anything I’d ever given her. So deep I could see her belly bulge slightly with each thrust—the outline of my cockhead visible beneath her pale skin as I bottomed out against her cervix, hitting depths no man had ever reached. The sight made me feral.

“Oh God—oh God—” She was crying now. Tears streaming down her aristocratic face, mascara running in black rivers, all that perfect Dior makeup utterly destroyed. “No one has ever—I’ve never felt—you’re rearranging my insides—”

“Feel this.”

I fucked her through another orgasm. Then another. Lost count of how many times she screamed, how many times her pussy clenched and rippled around my pistoning cock, how many German words spilled from her trembling lips. Her heavy tits bounced with each stroke, her belly bulged with each deep thrust, and the wet squelching of her flooded pussy filled the room.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice raw. “Deeper—don’t stop—I need—bitte—so gut—your cock is so perfect—don’t ever stop—”

“I’m going to come inside you now.” I felt my balls tightening, my climax building like a wave about to break. “Going to flood this tight aristocratic pussy with my cum. Going to breed you, Margot. Give you the heir you’ve been waiting three generations for. Fill your womb until it’s overflowing.”

“Yes—” She wrapped around me. Legs locked behind my back with surprising strength. Arms clinging to my shoulders. “Yes—breed me—fill me up—put a baby in me—pump me full of your seed—”

I buried myself to the hilt, my cockhead pressing against her cervix, and exploded.

The first rope of cum shot directly into her womb, hot and thick and powerful. Then another, and another—wave after wave of hot seed flooding her pussy in thick, powerful pulses. I could feel my cock pulsing with each spurt, feel her womb drinking it in, feel her body accepting what I was giving her.

She screamed through another orgasm as she felt me filling her—her pussy clenching in rhythmic contractions, milking my shaft, squeezing every last drop from my balls. Cum overflowed around my cock, leaking down onto the ruined silk, but I kept cumming, kept pumping her full. Her whole body shook with the force of our shared release. Her tears mixed with sweat on the ruined silk pillows.

We stayed locked together for long minutes. Neither of us could move. Neither of us wanted to.

“No one,” she finally managed, voice wrecked, “has ever made me beg. Ever.”

“Did you like it?”

She laughed. Cried. Laughed again.

“I’ve never—” She wiped at her ruined mascara. “I command armies of staff. I negotiate with heads of state. I’ve brought CEOs to their knees in boardrooms.” She looked at me with those ice-blue eyes, now warm and molten and completely undone. “And you made me beg for your cock like a desperate girl.”

“Is that a complaint?”

“It’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

I kissed her. Gentle now. The dominance game complete, replaced by something softer.

She kissed back. Tender. Grateful. Utterly transformed.

“When can I see you again?” she whispered against my lips.

“Whenever you ask nicely.”

She laughed again. Genuine, surprised, girlish in a way she probably hadn’t been in decades.

“I should warn you.” She traced my jaw with one perfectly manicured finger. “I’m a very quick learner. Once I understand the rules of a game, I become very good at playing it.”

“Is that a threat?”

“It’s a promise.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Tomorrow, I’m going to beg so beautifully you’ll lose control before I do.”

“Looking forward to it.”

We lay tangled together, her destroyed updo spread across my chest, her legendary composure in ruins around us.

Margot von Habsburg. Duchess. Titan of European society. Reduced to a satisfied, trembling mess by a former grad student from Boston.

She’d never been happier.

And somewhere behind my eyes, I could feel it happening—the bonding. That permanent connection that linked all my women. Margot was mine now. Just like the others.

Another queen for the growing kingdom.


Chapter 7: Verification Required

Dr. Yuki Nakamura found me in the equipment room.

I was restocking supplies—the mundane side of clinic work that still needed doing between breeding sessions. Gauze, lubricant, latex gloves. The unsexy infrastructure of guaranteed fertility. An equipment cart sat nearby, loaded with monitoring devices and specimen containers.

The door closed behind me. Then locked.

“We need to discuss your methodology.”

I turned. Yuki stood with her back against the door, tablet clutched to her chest like armor. But her armor was failing. Her severe bun was looser than usual—strands of black silk escaping around her face. Her glasses were slightly askew. And her cheeks were flushed pink in that dramatic way her porcelain skin revealed.

“My methodology?”

“I’ve observed—” She stopped. Took a breath. Started again. “I’ve observed seven sessions over three days. Documented hormonal responses, vocalization patterns, pupil dilation, heart rate variations, physiological indicators of satisfaction.”

“Very thorough.”

“The data supports your efficacy claims. One hundred percent conception rate among properly-timed patients. Pheromone markers that shouldn’t exist. Recovery rates that defy human biology.”

“Is that a problem?”

“Yes.” She set down the tablet. Removed her glasses. Without them, her dark eyes were larger, softer, desperately conflicted. “Because I can’t explain it. Any of it. And I’ve been trained to explain everything.”

“Some things don’t need explanation.”

“Everything needs explanation.” Her voice cracked. “That’s what science is. Observation, hypothesis, testing, understanding. But this—what you do—I can’t fit it into any framework. And it’s destroying me.”

“Yuki—”

“I’ve watched you with Aaliyah.” She stepped closer. “I watched you make a woman who’d never orgasmed in her life scream in five languages. I watched her cry with joy, with relief, with something I don’t have a word for.”

“And?”

“And I came in my own hand watching it.” The admission seemed to cost her everything. “I’m a Stanford-trained physician. I’ve published in The Lancet. I’ve conducted research that will be cited for decades. And I brought myself to orgasm watching you fuck a princess through one-way glass.”

She was right in front of me now. Close enough to smell—expensive perfume and clinical soap and underneath it, the unmistakable scent of a woman who’d been aroused for three days straight.

“I haven’t slept. I can’t eat. I can’t think about anything except what I’ve seen through that glass.” Her hands were shaking. “I’ve tried to masturbate it away. I’ve tried cold showers and exercise and reviewing journal articles. Nothing works.”

“What do you think would work?”

“I need—” She reached up. Pulled the pins from her hair. Black silk cascaded around her shoulders, transforming her from clinical professional to something far more human. “I need to understand what they feel. Primary source verification.”

“That’s a very scientific way to ask for something.”

“I don’t know how else to ask.” Her eyes were wet. “I’ve never—I haven’t dated in four years. Haven’t been touched in longer than that. I told myself my work was enough. That physical needs were distractions from research.”

“Were they?”

“I thought so. Until I spent three days watching you make women feel things I’d convinced myself didn’t exist.” She unbuttoned her blouse with trembling fingers. “I need you to do to me what you did to them. I need to know if it’s real, or if I’ve lost my mind completely.”

“For science?”

“For me.”

I cupped her face. Felt her tremble at the simple touch. Three days of observation, and she was wound so tight a single caress nearly undid her.

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure I’ll go insane if I don’t find out.” She laughed bitterly. “That’s as close to certain as I can get right now.”

I kissed her.

She gasped against my mouth—shocked, overwhelmed, immediate. Her lips parted and her tongue found mine and she kissed back with three days of desperation flooding through her. Her hands grabbed my shirt like she was drowning and I was the only solid thing in the world.

“Caleb—” She pulled back just enough to speak. “The data suggests—optimal first encounter parameters include—”

“No data.” I silenced her with another kiss. “No parameters. No observation. Just feel.”

I stripped her blouse off. Revealed a practical sports bra beneath—she hadn’t dressed for seduction, which made it somehow hotter. Real. Raw. A woman who’d convinced herself she didn’t need this, about to discover how wrong she’d been.

The sports bra came off. Firm B-cups with dusky nipples already stiff and straining. Athletic but feminine. Perfect handfuls that fit my palms exactly.

“Oh—” She shuddered when I cupped them. “I didn’t—it’s been so long since anyone—”

“I know.”

Her pencil skirt had a zipper at the side. I found it. Pulled. The skirt pooled at her sensible heels, leaving her in practical cotton panties—soaked through, proof that her body had been screaming for this even while her mind resisted.

“I’m not—I didn’t dress for—”

“You’re perfect.” I turned her, pressed her against the wall of metal shelving. Kissed down her neck while my hands explored. “Stop analyzing. Start feeling.”

My fingers found the waistband of her practical cotton panties. Slipped inside. Found her—

“Fuck.” She was drenched. Absolutely flooded. Her arousal had soaked through the cotton, and when my fingers touched her bare folds, they slid through liquid heat like she’d been preparing for this moment for years. Three days of watching had left her primed beyond rational thought. “Yuki, you’re soaking wet. Your pussy is dripping.”

“I know—I couldn’t—every time I saw you I got wetter—I thought I was going crazy—my panties have been ruined for three days—”

My fingers stroked through her slick folds, parting her swollen lips, exploring the silky heat between her thighs. I found her clit—engorged, throbbing, desperately sensitive—and circled it with my fingertip.

“OH—” Her hips bucked hard against my hand, grinding herself onto my fingers. “There—yes—God—”

“Tell me what you need.”

“I need—” Her scientific precision was dissolving already, replaced by raw need. “There—that angle—the pressure should be—oh fuck—I can’t think—my brain won’t work—”

“Then stop thinking.”

I spun her around. Pressed her back against the cold metal shelving, feeling her shiver at the contrast. Dropped to my knees, my face level with her soaked panties. I could smell her arousal—musky, rich, intoxicating—cutting through the clinical scent of the equipment room.

“Caleb—what are you—”

I yanked her panties down to her ankles and buried my face in her pussy.

She screamed.

Her hands grabbed my hair as my tongue drove between her folds—tasting four years of denial, three days of desperation. She was sweet and sharp and absolutely addictive, her arousal coating my lips and chin within seconds. I licked and sucked and teased, my tongue tracing every fold, swirling around her swollen clit, then plunging inside her tight entrance. Her legs started shaking almost immediately.

“I’m going to—already—I can’t—it’s too fast—”

“Let go.”

She came within two minutes of my tongue touching her. Hard. Her athletic body convulsed against the shelving, metal rattling, her hips grinding against my face. Medical supplies crashed to the floor around us. She screamed through the orgasm while I kept licking, kept sucking her throbbing clit, kept pulling more and more pleasure from her neglected body. Her arousal gushed over my tongue, flooding my mouth, dripping down my chin.

“Stop—I can’t—it’s too much—”

I didn’t stop. Worked her through the aftershocks and into a second orgasm before she could catch her breath.

“FUCK—how are you—the physiological parameters for multiple orgasms indicate—”

“Yuki.” I looked up at her from between her thighs. “Shut up.”

She shut up. Came again instead.

When I finally rose, she was shaking so hard she could barely stand. Her practical panties were tangled around one ankle. Her hair was wild around her flushed face. And her eyes—those sharp, analytical eyes—were glazed with pleasure.

“I need you inside me.” The words came out breathless. “Please. I need to know what that feels like.”

I stripped quickly, my cock springing free, rigid and aching. Watched her expression as she saw what she’d been fantasizing about for three days—the thick shaft, the swollen head, the visible veins pulsing with need.

“That’s—” She swallowed hard, her clinical eyes widening. “Considerably larger than the observation suggested. The visual estimation through glass must have—I may have miscalculated the dimensions by at least thirty percent—”

I kissed her quiet. Lifted her—she was light, athletic, her runner’s body perfect for this—and wrapped her toned legs around my waist. My cockhead pressed against her soaked entrance, her pussy lips kissing my tip, her arousal dripping down my shaft.

“Ready?”

“According to my observations, optimal penetration angle should be—”

I thrust inside her in one smooth stroke, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, neglected pussy.

“FUCK—” Her analytical framework shattered instantly, replaced by raw sensation. “Oh God—so big—you’re stretching me—I’ve never been this full—”

Her pussy gripped me like a vice, her inner walls clenching desperately around my girth. Tight. Hot. Wet. Four years of celibacy had left her almost virgin-tight, and I could feel every ridge of her channel as she struggled to accommodate my thickness. I held her pinned against the cold metal shelving, supplies rattling around us, and started to move.

“How does the data look now, Doctor?”

“I can’t—the parameters—oh fuck—” She was clinging to me, nails digging bloody crescents into my shoulders. “You’re hitting something—I don’t know what—I never knew that spot existed—”

“Your g-spot.” I angled my hips to drag my cockhead across that swollen ridge on every stroke. “Thirty percent of women can orgasm from internal stimulation alone.”

“How do you—” She screamed as I hit it again, her walls clenching. “—know that—”

“Research.” I fucked her harder, the wet slap of flesh echoing through the equipment room, her tight pussy making obscene squelching sounds around my pistoning cock. “Practical application.”

She came around my cock. Hard. Her whole body spasming against the shelving, her pussy clenching in rhythmic waves around my shaft, her screams echoing off the equipment room walls. I felt her milk me with every contraction, her inner walls rippling, desperately trying to pull my cum from my balls.

“More,” she gasped when she could speak again, her voice wrecked. “Please—more—I need—”

I pulled out—my cock glistening with her arousal, still rock hard. I lifted her onto the equipment cart, shoving monitoring devices and specimen containers aside with a crash. Bent her over so her face pressed against cold metal and her perfect, athletic ass was raised toward me, her pussy exposed and dripping.

“Oh God—” She looked back at me over her shoulder, hair wild, face flushed, all that professional composure utterly destroyed. “Like this—you’re going to take me like this—”

I gripped her hips and thrust back inside, burying my cock in her tight channel in one stroke. She screamed into the metal. I took her from behind on the supply table, driving into her with relentless force. Watched her firm ass bounce and jiggle with each impact, her cheeks rippling. Heard the wet slapping of my hips against her ass, the obscene squelching of her flooded pussy, her increasingly incoherent moans echoing off the sterile walls.

“How are you this good—” She was pushing back to meet my thrusts, her hips rolling, fucking herself on my cock. “Science doesn’t explain—the variables shouldn’t produce—oh fuck oh fuck—your cock is perfect—”

“Stop thinking.”

“I CAN’T—it’s all I know how to—oh God—you’re so deep—”

She came again. And again. Lost count of how many times her body convulsed around me, her pussy clamping down and milking my shaft. How many times she screamed into the cold metal, her breath fogging the surface. How many times her precise vocabulary dissolved into wordless pleasure, her scientific mind completely overwhelmed by sensation.

“Fill me,” she begged finally, her voice broken. “I need—please—breed me—I don’t care about science anymore—pump me full of your cum—I need to feel it—PLEASE—”

I buried myself to the hilt, my cockhead pressing against her cervix, and came.

The first jet of cum exploded into her womb, hot and thick. Then another, and another—thick pulses flooding her tight pussy, filling her completely. She screamed through another orgasm as she felt me pumping her full—her inner walls clenching in rhythmic waves, milking every drop from my shaft, squeezing my cock like she never wanted to let go. Supplies crashed off the table around us. Her whole body shook with the force of our shared release.

We stayed connected for long moments, my softening cock plugging my cum inside her. Neither of us could move.

When I finally pulled out with a wet pop, cum immediately began leaking from her stretched, pink pussy. She slid off the table and down the wall, landing on the cold floor. She sat there—lab coat tangled around her waist, hair wild, legs splayed open—and I watched my thick cum drip from her pussy in slow, white streams, pooling on the floor beneath her.

“That,” she managed between gasping breaths, “was not clinically expected.”

“You okay?”

She laughed. Giddy. Shocked. Completely undone.

“I just had more orgasms in twenty minutes than I’ve had in the last four years combined. I’m covered in cum on the floor of an equipment room. My entire understanding of human sexuality has been demolished.” She looked up at me with glassy eyes. “I’m going to need significantly more verification.”

I helped her up. Found her scattered clothing. Helped her reassemble something approaching professionalism.

“Yuki.” I caught her hand before she could leave. “This wasn’t just data collection. You know that, right?”

“I know.” Her voice was softer than I’d ever heard it. “I think I knew the moment I couldn’t stop watching. I just needed to justify it to myself.”

“And now?”

“Now I don’t need justification.” She squeezed my hand. “I just need to figure out how to explain to my department at Stanford why I’m extending my ‘research sabbatical’ indefinitely.”

I kissed her forehead. “We’ll figure it out.”

She left. I started cleaning up the destruction we’d caused—scattered supplies, overturned boxes, the undeniable evidence of what had just happened.

The door opened behind me.

I froze. Turned slowly.

Rashid al-Mansur stood in the doorway, his dark suit immaculate, his expression carved from stone. The head of Aaliyah’s security detail surveyed the equipment room—the scattered supplies, the overturned boxes, the unmistakable disarray that spoke of something far more physical than inventory management.

His eyes found mine. Cold. Assessing. Dangerous.

“Where is Dr. Nakamura?”

The question hung in the air like a blade. He knew. Maybe not everything, but enough. Enough to be standing here, in this room, asking questions that could unravel everything we’d built.

“Extended verification,” I said, keeping my voice steady. “Scientific purposes. She’s documenting the clinic’s protocols.”

Rashid’s jaw tightened. His gaze swept the room once more—lingering on a supply cart that had definitely been moved, on boxes that had definitely been knocked over, on evidence I hadn’t had time to hide.

“Dr. Nakamura is responsible for Her Highness’s medical oversight.” His accent was clipped, precise. “Her absence has been noted. Repeatedly.”

“She takes her research seriously.”

“So do I.” He stepped closer, close enough that I could smell expensive cologne and something harder underneath—the scent of a man who had killed before and would again if his princess required it. “Whatever is happening in this clinic, Mr. Wright, I will discover it. And if it threatens Aaliyah in any way—”

He didn’t finish the sentence. He didn’t need to.

“Nothing threatens her here.” I met his stare without flinching. “She’s safer with us than she’s ever been.”

A long moment. Then Rashid turned and walked out, his footsteps echoing down the hallway.

The threat lingered after he’d gone.

Today, I’d turned a Stanford physician into a believer. But I’d also drawn the attention of a man who would burn this clinic to the ground if he thought it necessary.

One skeptic at a time, the harem kept growing. And so did the complications.


Chapter 8: Complications

The photograph appeared on TMZ at 3:47 PM.

I was in the consultation room reviewing the next day’s schedule when Aiste burst through the door, tablet in hand, platinum ponytail swinging with the urgency of her movement.

“We have a problem.”

She turned the tablet to show me. A telephoto shot, clearly taken from the building across the street. Duchess Margot von Habsburg, instantly recognizable even with oversized sunglasses, entering the clinic’s side door.

The headline: “What is the Habsburg Heir Doing at a Boston Fertility Clinic?”

“Shit.”

“It gets worse.” Aiste swiped to the article. “They’re speculating about who else might be a client. High-profile women. International visitors.”

“Does Aaliyah—”

“She knows.” Aiste’s ice-blue eyes were worried. “Rashid called an emergency security meeting five minutes ago. The princess is… not handling it well.”

I found Aaliyah in the Royal Suite’s safe room—a windowless space behind a hidden panel that her advance team had installed for exactly this scenario. She was pacing, hands shaking, elegant abaya replaced by a simple silk robe. Her hijab lay discarded on a chair.

Without it, she looked younger. Smaller. Terrified.

“If they connect this clinic to me—” She turned when I entered, eyes wild. “If my father learns—”

“He won’t.”

“You can’t promise that.” She was spiraling. “The wedding is in five months. If he discovers I’m trying to conceive independently—he’ll kill me. Or worse. He’ll marry me to Hamad immediately and keep me locked away until I produce an heir of the appropriate bloodline.”

“Aaliyah—”

“You don’t understand.” She gripped my arms, her nails digging in. “In your world, this is inconvenient. In my world, this is death. Maybe literally. Definitely socially. Everything I am, everything I’ve worked for—”

I pulled her against my chest. Held her while she trembled.

“The photographer was tracking Margot,” I said quietly. “Not you. Different entrance, different security protocols, different everything. Your team swept for surveillance before you arrived. There’s no photo of you.”

“How can you be certain?”

“Because Rashid is the best in his field, and he’d tell you if there was risk.” I stroked her hair—that lustrous black silk that had been hidden for so long. “This is scary. I understand. But it’s not your disaster.”

“But if anyone investigates the clinic—if they look into other patients—”

“They’ll find NDAs that would make the Pentagon jealous and a client list that’s legally protected behind more firewalls than some governments.” I tilted her face up. “Vivian built this place to protect people exactly like you. You’re not the first woman who needed discretion beyond what normal clinics provide.”

“But I’m the one with the most to lose.”

“You’re the one who’s about to gain the most.” My thumb traced her cheekbone. “A baby. Freedom. A life you chose instead of one you were assigned.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “And you? What do you gain?”

“Another woman I care about. Another member of my family.” I kissed her forehead. “The bonding isn’t one-sided, Aaliyah. What I feel for you—all of you—it’s real.”

“How can you love seven women?”

“I don’t love you the same way. Each connection is different. Harper needs worship. Margot needs to surrender. Vivian needs partnership. You—” I cupped her face. “—need to feel safe. Valued. Seen.”

“No one has ever seen me.” The tears spilled over. “My whole life, I’ve been what my family needed me to be. The obedient daughter. The strategic asset. The prize to be traded.”

“I see you.”

She kissed me.

Not desperate. Not demanding. Something raw and vulnerable and seeking comfort more than pleasure.

“Make me feel safe,” she whispered against my lips. “Please. Just for a little while. Make me forget what’s waiting for me out there.”

I lifted her gently. Carried her to the safe room’s narrow bed—installed for emergencies, about to be used for something far more tender.

“We go slowly tonight,” I said.

“Please.”

I undressed her reverently. Peeled away the silk robe to reveal that golden skin, those generous curves she’d been taught to hide. She lay beneath me like something precious, something that had been locked away too long.

“You’re beautiful.” I kissed her collarbone. Her shoulder. The hollow of her throat. “So fucking beautiful, and no one’s ever told you properly.”

“The men before—the clinical attempts—they barely looked at me.”

“Their loss.” I traced down her sternum, circled one dark nipple without touching it. “Their failure.”

“Caleb—”

“Tonight isn’t about breeding.” I kissed between her breasts. “Tonight is about you. What you need. What you deserve.”

I worshipped her for an hour.

Every inch of that golden skin received my mouth, my hands, my devoted attention. I learned her body like a sacred text—where to touch her inner thighs to make her gasp, where to kiss the curve of her hip to make her sigh, where to trace my tongue along her ribs to make her shiver. Her full breasts, her soft belly, the tender spots behind her knees, the sensitive hollows of her collarbone. I mapped every inch of her with patient reverence.

By the time my mouth found her pussy again, she was dripping wet, her arousal coating her thighs. I licked her to two gentle orgasms before she begged me for more.

When I finally entered her, sliding my cock slowly into her tight, welcoming heat, she was sobbing.

“I didn’t know.” Her eyes locked on mine as I moved inside her, my shaft stroking her walls with each gentle thrust. “I didn’t know it could feel like this. Safe and terrifying at the same time. Your cock inside me—it feels like coming home.”

“Both can be true.”

“Ana bahebak.” She pulled me closer, her legs wrapping around my waist, drawing me deeper. Her pussy clenched around me like she never wanted to let go. “I love you. I know it’s too soon. I know it’s the bonding. But I love you.”

“I love you too.”

We moved together slowly. Deep, long strokes that weren’t about chasing climax but about connection—feeling every inch of my cock sliding in and out of her, her wet walls gripping me, our bodies joined as intimately as possible. About two people holding each other through a storm neither could fully control.

“When this works—” She wrapped around me, legs and arms and something deeper. Her pussy fluttered around my shaft. “When I’m pregnant—”

“You’ll be free.”

“I’ll come back.” Her voice caught. “Whatever it takes. Whatever laws I have to fight, whatever battles I have to win. I’ll come back to you. I’ll come back to feel this again.”

“I’ll be here.”

She came gently. Shuddering through an orgasm that was release in every sense—fear and tension and loneliness all pouring out of her at once. Her pussy clenched in soft, rhythmic waves around my cock, milking me tenderly. I followed, spilling inside her in slow pulses, feeling my cum flood her womb, filling her with what she’d come here seeking. She whimpered as she felt my warmth spreading through her deepest places.

We stayed connected for a long time. Neither willing to break the moment.

“I’m terrified,” she admitted finally.

“I know.”

“Of wanting this. Wanting you. In my world, wanting gets you hurt.”

“This isn’t your world.” I traced her cheek, caught a tear. “This is ours.”



Vivian found us an hour later.

The door opened without preamble—she had override access to every room in the clinic. But she stopped in the doorway when she saw us, her expression softening from crisis-mode to something gentler.

“The situation is contained.” She settled into the room’s single chair, one hand resting on her twelve-week belly. “The paparazzo was tracking Margot specifically. Old rivalry with another European family—he thought she was meeting a lover, not seeking fertility treatment.”

“So no connection to Aaliyah?”

“None. Rashid is satisfied, though he’s adding additional counter-surveillance to the building.” Vivian’s dark eyes moved to the princess, tangled in sheets and my arms. “How are you, Your Highness?”

“Better.” Aaliyah’s voice was steadier than it had been hours ago. “Frightened, still. But better.”

“The fear is understandable.” Vivian rose, crossed to the bed. To my surprise, she sat on the edge and took Aaliyah’s hand. “I’ve worked with women in your position before. Not royalty, perhaps, but women whose families would destroy them for the choices they’ve made. You’re stronger than you know.”

“How can you be sure?”

“Because you’re here.” Vivian squeezed her hand. “Lesser women would have accepted the marriage. Submitted. Died slowly under their husband’s control. You flew halfway around the world to fight for your freedom. That’s not weakness.”

Aaliyah’s tears returned—but different now. Hopeful.

“Thank you.”

“We protect our own.” Vivian glanced at me. “All of us. The bonding creates family. And this family protects each other.”

The door opened again. Harper appeared, then Celeste, then Aiste. The original four, all visibly pregnant now—bellies showing, breasts swelling, glowing with the life growing inside them.

“We heard there was a scare,” Harper said gently. She’d come far from the apologetic academic—now she moved with quiet confidence, one hand on her bump. “We wanted to make sure you were okay.”

Aaliyah stared at the four pregnant women surrounding the bed. The family she’d somehow joined. The sisters she’d never expected to find.

“In my culture,” she said slowly, “multiple wives are rivals. They compete. Undermine each other. Fight for the husband’s favor.”

“This isn’t your culture,” Celeste said, echoing what had been said before. The French widow settled onto the bed’s other side, her small bump pressing against the sheets. “We don’t compete. We share. We support.”

“How?”

“Watch.” Aiste grinned—that rare smile that transformed her ice-blonde severity. “We’re annoyingly good at it.”

Over the next hour, I watched my harem welcome its newest member.

They didn’t treat Aaliyah like a princess. They treated her like a scared woman who needed comfort. Harper shared tea and stories about her own transformation—from lonely academic to pregnant lover. Celeste spoke about grief and rebirth and finding joy after loss. Vivian explained the bonding effect scientifically, then threw away the science and just held Aaliyah’s hand.

Aiste kept watch by the door, but even she softened. Shared a quiet joke about observing too long before breaking. Made the princess laugh.

“You’re all really okay with this?” Aaliyah asked eventually. “Sharing him? Sharing each other?”

“We’re more than okay,” Harper said. “We’re grateful. For the first time in my life, I’m part of something. A family that chose each other.”

“The bonding creates it,” Vivian added. “But the love is real. For him. And for each other.”

Celeste kissed Aaliyah’s forehead. “Welcome, sister. Whatever happens with your family, your country, your impossible situation—you have us.”

The princess broke down crying again.

But this time, four pregnant women held her while she sobbed.

I stood by the window and watched my family comfort each other. Something warm spread through my chest—something that had nothing to do with pheromones or serum enhancement.

Just love. Complicated and unconventional and real.



Vivian found me in the hallway later.

“The photograph was a wake-up call.” She leaned against the wall beside me, one hand supporting her growing belly. “We need better security. More legal protections. A crisis team that isn’t just Aiste with a tablet.”

“I know.”

“The waiting list is at three hundred names. Word is spreading among the people who can afford this kind of discretion.” She met my eyes. “We’re going to get more situations like this. More women with everything to lose. More risks.”

“What are you suggesting?”

“Expansion. Careful, controlled, but significant.” She pulled out her phone, showed me projections. “Private compound outside the city. Multiple residences. Security that rivals embassies. We’re not just a fertility clinic anymore, Caleb. We’re something new.”

“What are we?”

She smiled—that radiant smile I’d fallen for in her private lab, weeks ago.

“A sanctuary. For women who need what only you can give.” She touched my face. “And for the man who gives it.”

“That’s a lot of responsibility.”

“You’ve handled it so far.” She kissed me—soft, pregnant, mine. “And you’re not alone. None of us are. Not anymore.”

The sun was setting over Boston. Somewhere in the Royal Suite, a princess was being held by four pregnant women who’d become her sisters. Somewhere in the clinic, a skeptical physician was rewriting her understanding of human connection. Somewhere in Vienna, a duchess was already planning her return.

The photograph had been a scare.

But what it revealed was something else entirely.

A family. Unconventional and growing and stronger than any single threat.


Chapter 9: The Harem Meets

Vivian orchestrated the gathering like she orchestrated everything—with precision, purpose, and just a hint of hidden agenda.

The mansion’s great room had been transformed. Silk cushions in jewel tones scattered across the Persian rugs. Fire crackling in the Victorian hearth. Crystal champagne flutes catching the warm light. And at its center, seven women in various states of elegant undress, circled around one extremely fortunate man.

The original four stood together, and seeing them side by side, the changes were unmistakable.

Vivian commanded the room even now—white silk robe barely containing the regal curves that had swelled even fuller with pregnancy. At thirteen weeks, her belly was visibly showing beneath the fabric. But her breasts—those magnificent DD-cups—had grown heavier still. And I noticed, as the firelight shifted, dark spots blooming on the silk where her nipples pressed. She was leaking.

They all were.

Aiste had abandoned her usual scrubs for white lace—athletic body softening now at twelve weeks pregnant, her C-cups swollen to full Ds, platinum hair falling free for once. The lace did nothing to hide the wet circles spreading around her nipples.

Celeste glowed with French elegance even pregnant—at thirteen weeks, the furthest along of any of them, cream satin clinging to curves that had only grown more generous. Her small breasts had swelled dramatically, and she’d apparently given up on bras entirely. Through the thin satin, her darkened nipples were clearly visible, already beading with moisture.

And Harper. God, Harper. At thirteen weeks pregnant, the shy academic was long gone. She wore burgundy silk that showcased her freckled skin, her full figure, her transformation. Her heavy DD-cups had grown so full that even the generous cut of her robe couldn’t contain them. Milk had already begun to trail down her stomach.

The newcomers faced them, uncertain of their place.

Aaliyah sat veiled for this gathering, gold silk covering all but her eyes—uncertain, watching the pregnant women with something between curiosity and longing.

Yuki had let her hair down, glasses removed, still slightly dazed from our encounter in the equipment room. Her clinical composure was nowhere to be found.

And Margot lounged with studied casualness, ice-blue eyes drifting constantly to me even as she pretended imperial indifference.

“You’re wondering,” Vivian began, “why we asked you here together.”

“Territorial display?” Margot suggested dryly.

“The opposite.” Celeste stepped forward, taking her old friend’s hands. “Margot, darling—we’re not rivals. We’re sisters. Bonded through him, yes, but also through what we share: the choice to want something society says we shouldn’t.”

“The bonding effect creates solidarity,” Vivian explained. “When another woman bonds to Caleb, we feel it. Not jealousy. Recognition. She becomes part of our circle.”

Aaliyah removed her veil. Her dark eyes were bright with unshed tears.

“In my culture, multiple wives compete. Sabotage. Destroy each other for a man’s favor.”

“This isn’t your culture,” Harper said gently. She glanced at Vivian, at Aiste, at Celeste—the women who had surrounded Aaliyah during the security scare, who had already welcomed her into their protection. “This is ours.”

Aiste approached Yuki—two clinical women, two watchers who’d finally participated.

“You observed me.” Aiste’s voice was soft but knowing. “Through the glass. When I took him to the equipment room last week.”

Yuki flushed pink. “I—for research—”

“I know what you saw. I know what you felt watching.” Aiste’s ice-blue eyes warmed. “I felt the same thing, watching everyone else. Before I broke.”

“How do you handle it?” Yuki asked. “Sharing him?”

Aiste’s smile was slow and genuine. “We don’t share him. He shares us. And we share each other.”

The words hung in the air. The newcomers processed. The original four waited.

Then Celeste drew Margot toward the fire. Their history bridged what words couldn’t—old European families, Parisian galas, whispered secrets over champagne at midnight.

“You always had terrible taste in men,” Celeste murmured.

“Present company excluded?”

“Present company is the exception that proves the rule.” Celeste’s hand found Margot’s, pulled her to the settee. “I’m pregnant with his child, Margot. I’ve never been happier. I want that for you.”

“I’m forty—”

“And gorgeous. And fertile, now that you’ve found the right partner.” Celeste leaned closer, and I saw her nipples brush Margot’s arm. The cream satin was soaked through now. “Remember our summer in Monaco? When we wondered what it would be like to—”

Margot’s breath caught. Her ice-blue eyes dropped to Celeste’s swollen breasts, to the wet spot spreading through the cream satin.

“You’re leaking.”

“The serum accelerates everything.” Celeste’s smile was knowing, inviting. “Would you like to taste?”

For a long moment, Margot stared at her old friend. Twenty years of wondering. Twenty years of almost.

Then she lowered her mouth to Celeste’s breast and suckled through the thin satin.

Celeste moaned—soft, surprised, intensely aroused. Her hand came up to cradle Margot’s platinum head. Milk soaked through the fabric, coating Margot’s lips, dripping down her aristocratic chin.

“Mon Dieu.” Celeste’s voice shook. “I didn’t know it would feel so—when you drink from me—”

“More.” Margot pulled the satin aside, bared Celeste’s swollen breast completely. The nipple was dark, enlarged, already dripping. “I want more.”

She latched on properly. Drank deeply. And Celeste threw back her head and cried out in French as her old friend nursed from her pregnant body.

Aaliyah watched, transfixed. “This is allowed?”

“Everything between consenting adults is allowed here,” Vivian said. “The bonding creates connection—not just with him, but with each other.”

Harper rose from her cushion, crossed to where the princess sat frozen with wonder.

“Come here.” She extended her hand. “Let me show you.”

Aaliyah took the offered hand. Let Harper guide her to the window seat, away from the others. They sat close, the pregnant professor and the Saudi princess, and for a moment just looked at each other.

“You’re scared,” Harper said softly.

“I’ve never—with a woman—I didn’t know this was even possible for me.”

“Neither did I. Three months ago, I’d convinced myself I didn’t need intimacy at all.” Harper touched Aaliyah’s face—gentle, unthreatening. “Then Caleb showed me what I’d been missing. And the others showed me what I could become.”

“What did you become?”

“Someone who asks for what she wants. Someone who takes pleasure without shame. Someone who—” Harper leaned closer. “—wants to kiss a beautiful princess, if she’ll let me.”

Aaliyah’s breath caught. Her dark eyes searched Harper’s face, finding nothing but warmth and welcome.

“I don’t know how—”

“Then let me show you.”

Harper kissed her.

Soft. Curious. Welcoming. Not demanding—just offering. A first taste of something new.

Aaliyah gasped against Harper’s lips. Then kissed back—tentative at first, then hungry. Her hands found Harper’s shoulders. Her body leaned in.

“Oh,” she breathed when they parted. “That was—”

“Different?”

“Beautiful.” Aaliyah’s eyes were wet. “I’ve only ever been kissed by men. Demanded. Taken. This felt like—”

“A gift.” Harper smiled. “That’s what we share here. Gifts. Not obligations.”

Across the room, Yuki and Aiste had found their own connection. Two observers. Two scientists in their way. They sat close on the leather ottoman, speaking in quiet tones that gradually became touches.

“You analyzed every session,” Aiste said. “Documented everything.”

“I thought it would help me understand.”

“Did it?”

“No.” Yuki laughed softly. “It made it worse. The more data I gathered, the less I could explain what I was feeling.”

“The bonding doesn’t respond to data.” Aiste’s hand found Yuki’s knee. “It responds to this.”

She kissed her. The ice-blonde nurse and the Japanese physician, two analytical minds surrendering to something beyond analysis.

Yuki melted into it. Four years of clinical detachment dissolving in a single kiss from a woman who understood her perfectly.

I sat in the leather armchair at the room’s center, watching my family discover each other.

Celeste and Margot on the settee—the Duchess drinking from the pregnant widow, Celeste moaning with each pull, French and German mixing as they explored twenty years of wondering.

Harper and Aaliyah by the window—gentle kisses becoming deeper, the princess’s hands trembling as they touched curves she’d never imagined touching.

Yuki and Aiste on the ottoman—two observers finding release in each other, Aiste’s pale fingers sliding under Yuki’s blouse.

And Vivian, watching it all with dark eyes that glowed with satisfaction.

She approached me. Her pregnant belly pressed against my shoulder as she stood beside my chair.

“You’ve created a family, Caleb.” Her voice was soft, her Nigerian accent thick with emotion. “These women would kill for each other now. Die for each other.”

“That’s the bonding?”

“That’s something more.” She watched Celeste whisper to Margot, watched Harper hold Aaliyah’s face between gentle hands. “That’s love. The kind that grows when women support each other instead of competing.”

“And you?”

She smiled—radiant, her professional mask long gone, her body ripe with my child.

“I bonded first. I’ll bond deepest.” She took my hand, placed it on her swelling belly. “I’m carrying your child, watching you build something beautiful, feeling more complete than I’ve ever felt in my life.”

The night deepened. Wine flowed. Walls continued to dissolve.

Celeste had opened her robe completely, letting Margot nurse from both breasts in turn. Milk dripped down her swollen belly, pooled in her navel. She came—just from being nursed—shuddering and crying out while Margot drank from her.

Harper had guided Aaliyah’s mouth to her own leaking breast. The princess suckled hesitantly at first, then with growing hunger as she discovered what she’d never known she wanted. Harper stroked her black hair and whispered encouragement.

“That’s it,” Harper murmured. “Taste what the serum creates. What you’ll make yourself, when you’re carrying his child.”

Aaliyah moaned against Harper’s nipple. Her hand had drifted between her own thighs.

Aiste and Yuki had progressed beyond kissing. The nurse’s lace robe was open, her swollen milk-heavy breasts exposed, and Yuki was tentatively tracing the curves that pregnancy had enhanced.

“You’re beautiful,” Yuki said, clinical observation replaced by genuine awe. “The changes from the serum—theoretically fascinating, but in practice—”

“Stop analyzing.” Aiste pulled her closer. “Just feel.”

Vivian squeezed my hand.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, “we do this properly. All of us. Together.”

“You’re sure?”

“The newcomers are ready. They’ve tasted what we share.” She looked around the room—at bodies intertwining, at mouths exploring, at women who’d been strangers becoming sisters. “Now they need to experience the full reality of what they’ve joined.”

“The full reality being—”

“One night. Seven women. Everything we have.” Her dark eyes met mine with absolute certainty. “You’re the center, Caleb. But we’re the constellation. Tomorrow, we align completely.”

I watched Celeste kiss Margot with milk-stained lips. Watched Harper guide Aaliyah through her first sapphic orgasm. Watched Aiste and Yuki discover that clinical precision had its place in pleasure too.

Seven women. Seven unique stories. Seven paths that had somehow led to this room, this moment, this family.

“We share him,” Vivian announced to the room, her commanding voice silencing the soft sounds of pleasure. “And now, perhaps, we share each other.”

Aaliyah looked up from Harper’s breast, eyes glassy with new discovery. “Is this how it always is? This… acceptance?”

“This is how we make it,” Harper answered, stroking her hair. “Every day. Every night. We choose each other.”

“The bonding helps,” Aiste added, her hand still tangled in Yuki’s dark hair. “But the love is something we build.”

Margot lifted her head from Celeste’s swollen chest, lips glistening with milk. “I’ve spent my whole life commanding people. Controlling them.” She looked at me—really looked, ice-blue eyes soft for the first time. “No one ever told me I could just… belong.”

“You belong now,” Celeste whispered. “To him. To us. To yourself, finally.”

The fire crackled. Seven women breathed in sync.

For this moment, the world outside didn’t exist. No waiting lists. No security scares. No impossible situations waiting in foreign countries.

Just family. Unconventional and growing and more real than anything any of us had known before.

Tomorrow would bring the culmination. All seven of us together, properly, completely.

Tonight was about preparation. About opening. About seven women learning they were stronger together than any of them had ever been alone.

Vivian kissed my forehead.

“Rest while you can,” she murmured. “Tomorrow, you won’t get any.”


Chapter 10: Royal Treatment

Aaliyah came to my suite on her last night.

Her security was arranged. Her cover story—“specialized treatment in Switzerland”—was airtight. Her father remained oblivious. Tomorrow, she’d board a private jet back to Saudi Arabia, back to a world that had controlled her since birth. Back to negotiations and lawyers and the fury of a king who’d expected his daughter to be a chess piece, not a queen.

But tonight, she was mine.

She wore nothing but a silk robe when she slipped through the door. Gold, to match her skin. Thin enough that I could see every curve beneath—the full swell of her breasts, the dark shadows of her nipples, the generous flare of hips that had been hidden under abayas for most of her life. Her hair cascaded free, lustrous black waves that tumbled to mid-back, catching the moonlight streaming through my window.

“I need to remember this.” Her voice was barely a whisper, trembling with something between desire and fear. “Everything that happens tonight—I need to carry it back with me. Into that world. That marriage. Whatever comes.”

“You won’t be marrying him.”

“We don’t know that yet.” She crossed to where I stood by the window, her bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. Each step made the silk robe shift, revealing glimpses of golden thigh, the curve of her hip. “The test is tomorrow. If it’s positive—”

“It will be.”

“Even if it’s positive, there will be months of negotiation. Legal challenges. My father’s fury.” Her eyes filled with tears she refused to let fall—this woman who’d been trained since childhood to never show weakness. “But I’ll fight. For the first time in my life, I’ll fight. Because you showed me what I was fighting for.”

“What’s that?”

“The right to feel.” She rose on tiptoe, kissed me softly—her lips warm and trembling against mine. “To want. To choose. To be a woman instead of a pawn.”

“And tonight?”

“Tonight, I choose everything.”

I took her face in my hands. Kissed her the way she deserved to be kissed—slowly, thoroughly, with all the tenderness she’d been denied for twenty-nine years. Her lips parted. Her tongue found mine. And she melted against me with a soft moan that made my cock stir immediately.

She felt it. Pressed against me deliberately.

“I want you,” she whispered against my mouth. “I’ve wanted you since the moment our eyes met. Before I even understood what wanting felt like.”

“Then take me.”

Her hands found my chest, slid down to my waist, pulled at my shirt until it came free. We broke the kiss only long enough to strip it off. Then her lips were on my skin, tracing the muscles she’d been staring at since we met. Her tongue traced the line of my collarbone. Her teeth grazed my nipple. Her hands explored my stomach, my hips, the V-lines that disappeared into my waistband.

“I’ve never done this,” she admitted against my skin. “Explored someone. Taken my time. The men before—they climbed on, thrust a few times, and left. I wasn’t a person to them. I was a receptacle.”

“You’re so much more than that.”

“I know.” She looked up at me with those ancient, hopeful eyes. “You showed me.”

We undressed each other slowly. I untied her robe and let it fall, revealing her body inch by glorious inch. Golden skin that gleamed in the moonlight. Full D-cup breasts with dark nipples already stiffening. A defined waist that flared to generous hips—hips built for carrying, built for children, built for a freedom she’d never imagined possible.

“You’re staring,” she said, but she didn’t cover herself. Three weeks ago, she would have. Now she stood proud, letting me look.

“I’m memorizing.” I traced the shape of one dark nipple, watching it stiffen further under my touch. “Every inch of you.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re leaving tomorrow. And I want to remember exactly what I’m waiting for you to come back to.”

Her eyes welled up. She blinked the tears away, but more followed—trailing down her golden cheeks, catching the light.

“No one has ever—” She couldn’t finish.

“I know.” I kissed her tears, tasting salt, tasting sorrow, tasting hope. “But I do. And I’ll keep doing it, as long as you let me.”

I lifted her—she was lighter than she looked, her curves deceiving—and carried her to the bed like something precious. Laid her down on silk sheets that probably cost as much as my old apartment’s rent and knelt between her thighs.

“Tonight isn’t about breeding,” I said. “Tonight is about you. What you need. What you deserve.”

“What I deserve?”

“Worship.”

I started with her feet. Pressed my lips to her ankle, kissed the arch of her foot, traced my tongue along the soft spot behind her knee. She shivered—no one had ever touched her there. I worked my way up her calves, her thighs, skating around where she wanted me most. Each kiss made her breath catch. Each touch made her pussy grow wetter—I could smell her arousal, rich and sweet.

“Caleb—”

“Patience.” I kissed her inner thigh, so close to her center that my breath ghosted over her folds. “We have all night.”

I worshipped every inch of her. Mapped her body with my mouth—the curve of her hip where golden skin stretched over bone, the dip of her waist that my hands fit around perfectly, the soft skin of her stomach that would soon swell with my child. I traced her navel with my tongue, leaving a glistening trail, kissed across her ribs one by one, explored the heavy undersides of her perfect breasts without touching her aching nipples. Her skin tasted like expensive lotion and something sweeter, something uniquely her—musk and honey and desperate need.

She was writhing by the time I finally closed my mouth over her nipple, her hips rolling against nothing, searching for friction.

“Oh—” Her back arched off the bed, pressing her breast deeper into my mouth. Her hands fisted in the silk sheets. “Ya Allah—”

I suckled gently at first, drawing the stiff, dark peak between my lips, circling it with my tongue, feeling her nipple swell even harder in my mouth. Then harder, more demanding, pulling with real pressure, my teeth grazing the sensitive bud. She gasped, whimpered, made sounds she’d probably never made before—sounds that no one had ever given her reason to make.

“The men before,” I said against her skin, my breath hot on her wet nipple, “they didn’t do this, did they?”

“They barely touched me.” Her voice shook with barely contained sobs. “Three minutes. Clinical. Mechanical. They didn’t even remove my clothes completely. Just exposed what they needed and—” She choked on the memory. “Like I was livestock being bred.”

“Their loss.” I switched to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, suckling until I felt her nipple throb against my tongue. “Their fucking loss. They had a goddess in their beds and treated her like furniture.”

She cried. Sobbed as I worshipped her breasts—tears streaming down her golden cheeks while pleasure built in her core, her pussy clenching around nothing. And then, impossibly, she came. Just from nipple stimulation. Just from my mouth on her breasts, suckling and licking and worshipping, sending electric shocks straight to her throbbing clit.

Her whole body shuddered. Her back arched off the bed. A scream tore from her throat—raw, disbelieving, joyful. Her thighs pressed together, her pussy clenching in rhythmic pulses. I could smell her arousal flooding between her legs.

“I didn’t know,” she sobbed when she could speak again. “I didn’t know that could—that I could—from just—”

“You can do anything with the right partner.” I kissed down her stomach, following the soft curve of her belly. “And we’re just getting started.”

My mouth found her pussy.

She screamed again.

Not the controlled gasps of our first session. Not the desperate cries of the safe room. A full-throated scream of pleasure so intense it probably echoed through the entire clinic—and I didn’t care. Let them hear. Let them know that Princess Aaliyah Al-Rashid was finally being loved the way she deserved.

I ate her like she was my last meal. Long, slow licks from her dripping entrance to her swollen clit, dragging my tongue through her folds, tasting her arousal—sweet, musky, intoxicating. Her juices coated my lips, my chin, flooding my mouth with each swipe. I traced her pussy lips with my tongue, explored every fold and crease, found the spots that made her buck off the bed and scream. Her clit swelled beneath my attention, engorging until I could feel it throb against my tongue—I circled it, flicked it, suckled it between my lips until she shrieked.

“Caleb—Caleb—I can’t—it’s too much—I’m going to die—”

“You can take it.” I slid two fingers inside her tight, wet heat, her walls gripping me immediately. I found that rough, swollen patch on her front wall and stroked it in time with my tongue on her clit. “You can take everything I give you.”

She came on my tongue within minutes, her arousal gushing over my chin. Then came again before the first orgasm finished—a rolling wave that crashed through her while she sobbed and screamed and her thighs clamped around my head so tight I couldn’t breathe. Her pussy clenched around my fingers in powerful rhythmic pulses, squeezing and releasing, squeezing and releasing. Arabic poured from her lips—prayers and curses and my name mixed with words I didn’t understand but felt in my bones. Her arousal flooded my mouth, dripping down my neck.

“Please,” she begged when she could finally speak again. “Please—I need you inside me—”

“Soon.”

“Now.” She pulled at my shoulders with desperate hands. “I need to feel you. All of you. I need you to fill me up one more time before I go. Please, Caleb. Please.”

I rose over her, letting her see what she’d done to me. My cock was so hard it hurt, standing proud, aching to be inside her.

“This is your night,” I said. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want—” She spread her thighs wider, her soaked pussy glistening in the moonlight. “I want you to make love to me. Not fucking. Not breeding. Love. The kind I never knew existed.”

“I can do that.”

I positioned myself at her entrance. Felt her heat against my tip. Watched her eyes—those ancient, hopeful eyes—lock onto mine.

“Ready?”

“I’ve been ready my whole life. I just didn’t know it.”

I entered her slowly. Inch by thick inch, giving her time to adjust, watching her face transform with each bit of depth I fed her. Her pussy stretched around my girth—tight, wet, welcoming—her inner walls gripping every inch of my shaft as I sank deeper. She gasped as I filled her, her dark eyes widening at the sensation of being so completely stuffed.

“Oh.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “Oh, you’re—I feel you everywhere—you’re so deep—I can feel you in my stomach—”

“Good?”

“Perfect.” She pulled me down for a kiss, my cock fully sheathed in her heat, my balls resting against her ass. Her pussy clenched around me like it never wanted to let go. “Absolutely perfect. Like your cock was made to fit inside me.”

“Maybe it was.”

We moved together slowly. Deep, long strokes that weren’t about chasing climax but about connection—feeling every inch of my shaft sliding out until just the head remained, then plunging back into her welcoming depths. About two people holding each other in the calm before the storm. I watched her face—the flutter of her eyelids, the parting of her full lips, the way her golden cheeks flushed deeper with each thrust. The wet sounds of our slow fucking filled the moonlit room.

“I didn’t know,” she whispered between kisses. “I didn’t know it could be like this. The stories, the movies—I thought they were exaggeration. Fantasy. But this—”

“This is real.”

“This is everything.”

I shifted angles, tilting her hips with my hands. Found the position that made her gasp—just a slight change, and suddenly every stroke hit her g-spot perfectly.

“There—oh God—right there—”

“Tell me more.”

“I can feel you—so deep—hitting something that—” She cried out as I hit it again, her whole body shuddering. “Ya Allah—don’t stop—please don’t ever stop—”

I didn’t stop. Kept that angle, that rhythm, watching pleasure build in her dark eyes like a rising tide. She came twice before I changed positions—both orgasms marked by screaming and Arabic and tears.

“Turn over,” I murmured against her ear, my cock still buried inside her. “I want to feel all of you.”

She rolled onto her side, never letting me slip out. I curled behind her—spooning, intimate, my cock finding her wet heat from a new angle. This position was gentler. Deeper in a different way. My arms wrapped around her, one hand cupping her full breast, squeezing her stiff nipple until she moaned, the other sliding between her thighs to find her swollen clit.

“This is—” She pressed her ass back against me, taking me impossibly deeper, her pussy gripping the full length of my shaft. “Oh, this is beautiful—I can feel every inch of you—”

“You’re beautiful.” I kissed her neck, her shoulder, the spot behind her ear that made her shiver and clench around me. “The most beautiful woman I’ve ever touched. The most beautiful pussy I’ve ever been inside.”

I made love to her slowly in this position, feeling every clench of her tight pussy, every shudder of her golden body. My fingers circled her clit while my cock stroked her walls—slow, steady pressure that built her toward another peak. I could feel her arousal dripping down my shaft, pooling where our bodies joined.

“Ana bahebak,” she gasped suddenly. I love you. Then she caught herself, shocked. “I didn’t mean—I know it’s too soon—”

“Say it again.”

“Ana bahebak.” She was crying now, grinding back against me, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock. “I love you. I know it’s fast, I know it’s the bonding, but I’ve never—I’ve NEVER felt anything like this—never felt so full—so complete—”

“I love you too.” I pulled her tighter against my chest, buried as deep as I could go, my cockhead pressing against her cervix. “Different from the others. But just as real.”

She came crying—shaking in my arms, her pussy milking my cock in powerful waves, my name mixed with Arabic on her trembling lips. Her walls rippled along my shaft, squeezing, releasing, desperate to pull my seed from me. I held her through it, kept moving, kept building toward my own release.

“I need one more position,” I said when she stopped shaking. “Will you ride me?”

“I’ve never—” She hesitated. “The men before never let me be on top. It wasn’t proper, they said. Wasn’t how good girls behave.”

“You’re not a girl. You’re a woman. A queen.” I rolled onto my back, my cock slipping from her with a wet pop, glistening with her arousal. “Take what you want.”

She straddled me, her thick thighs spreading around my hips. Looked down at me with wonder as she wrapped her hand around my slick shaft and positioned my cockhead at her entrance. Then she sank down—slowly, savoring every thick inch stretching her open—until she’d taken me completely, her ass resting on my thighs, my cock buried in her deepest places.

“Oh.” Her eyes rolled back in her head, showing the whites. “Oh, this is—I can feel you so much deeper—you’re in my womb—”

“Ride me, Aaliyah. Use my cock for your pleasure. Take what you’ve been denied your whole life.”

She started tentatively—small movements, testing how deep she could take me. But as she found her rhythm, confidence grew. She planted her hands on my chest and began to ride me properly, her hips rolling, her tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft. Her full breasts bounced with each movement, dark nipples stiff and swaying. Her lustrous black hair cascaded around us like a curtain. Her face transformed by pure pleasure.

“Yes,” she gasped, grinding down hard, taking me to the hilt. “Yes—this is what I wanted—what I needed—your cock so deep inside me—”

I gripped her generous hips hard enough to bruise and helped her find the perfect angle—my cockhead dragging across her g-spot with every stroke. She came again—screaming in Arabic, shaking, grinding down on my cock like she’d never let go, her pussy clenching in rhythmic waves. Then she collapsed against my chest, her full breasts pressing against my skin, breathing hard.

“Fill me,” she begged against my neck. “One more time before I leave. Pump me full of your cum. Give me something to carry back with me.”

I rolled us over, pinned her beneath me, and drove into her with new urgency. This wasn’t gentle anymore. This was claiming—possession—a final act of connection before the world tore us apart. I pounded into her tight pussy, the wet slap of flesh filling the room.

“I’m going to cum inside you,” I groaned against her ear. “Fill your womb with my seed one last time. Mark you as mine before you go.”

“Yes—please—I want it—I want to feel you flooding me—”

I buried deep, my cockhead pressed against her cervix, and let go.

The first jet of cum exploded directly into her womb, hot and thick and powerful. Then another, and another—thick, powerful pulses flooding her pussy until I felt it overflowing around my shaft. She screamed through another orgasm, her walls clenching in desperate waves around me, milking every drop from my balls. We shook together—two people trying to hold onto a moment that couldn’t last, connected as intimately as two bodies could be.

When we finally stilled, she didn’t let me pull out.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Just a little longer. I want to feel you inside me as long as possible.”

I stayed. Held her. Felt my cock soften inside her, my cum warm between us. Her head rested on my chest. Her fingers traced patterns on my skin.

“The test is tomorrow,” she said eventually.

“It’ll be positive.”

“You’re that confident?”

“I know my body. I know yours.” I kissed her shoulder. “You’re carrying my child right now, Aaliyah. I can feel it.”

She turned in my arms to face me. Those dark eyes, ancient and hopeful, wet with tears.

“If you’re right—”

“When I’m right.”

“When you’re right.” A small smile broke through. “I’ll be free. Or fighting to be free, which is closer than I’ve ever come.”

“And then?”

“Then I come back.” She pressed her forehead to mine. “The bonding won’t let me stay away. But even without it—even if this was all just normal attraction—I’d come back. For you. For the family I’ve found here.”

“That’s a lot to promise.”

“I’ve never promised anything in my life. Every agreement was made for me. Every contract signed by my father.” She kissed me softly. “But this—this is my choice. My promise. Whatever it takes, however long it takes, I will return to you.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

We made love twice more before dawn. The second time was slow and tender, spooning again, her soft moans filling the quiet room. The third was desperate—her on top, riding me frantically as the first light appeared on the horizon, trying to fit one more memory into our dwindling hours.

When the sun began to lighten the windows, she finally rose to dress.

I watched her transform—the silk robe exchanged for modest traveling clothes, the lustrous hair pinned beneath an elegant hijab. Inch by inch, she became Princess Aaliyah Al-Rashid again. The chess piece. The political asset. The woman who’d been told her entire life that her value lay in her bloodline and her obedience.

But her eyes—those ancient, hopeful eyes—remained mine.

“When this works—when I’m pregnant—I’ll be free. And I’ll come back to you.” She crossed the room, kissed me one last time—deep and desperate and full of promise. “To all of you. To the family that showed me what I was missing.”

“Safe travels, Aaliyah.”

“Ana bahebak, Caleb.” She whispered it like a prayer. “Don’t forget me.”

“Never.”


Chapter 11: Seven Queens

The great room had been transformed into a temple of pleasure.

Vivian’s doing, of course. She’d turned the Victorian mansion’s grandest space into something between a boudoir and a sacred chamber. Silk cushions in jewel tones scattered across Persian rugs—emerald and ruby and sapphire catching the firelight. The massive hearth crackled low, casting dancing shadows across walls hung with oil paintings that had witnessed nothing like what was about to happen. Crystal champagne flutes caught golden light on antique tables pushed to the room’s edges. And at its center, waiting for me, seven of the most beautiful women I’d ever known.

The pregnant four formed the core of the gathering, and seeing them together took my breath away. Three months ago, they’d been separate women with separate stories—a controlling doctor, an observant nurse, a grieving widow, an apologetic professor. Now they were transformed. United. Glowing with the life I’d put inside them.

Vivian commanded attention even in surrender. Her emerald silk robe fell open over curves that had grown even more generous with pregnancy—full DD-cups straining the delicate fabric, nipples dark and swollen, already beading with milk that left spreading wet spots on the silk. Her belly showed at thirteen weeks, a pronounced swell beneath the thin material. But it was her presence that dominated—the Nigerian-British doctor who’d created all of this, her natural hair cascading free in full glory, her dark eyes surveying her kingdom with satisfaction.

Aiste stood beside her in white lace that hid nothing. At twelve weeks pregnant, the athletic nurse’s body was softening—her C-cups had swollen to full Ds, straining the delicate fabric, and through the thin material I could see her engorged nipples, already leaking. Wet circles spread with each passing moment, the serum accelerating what should have taken months. Her platinum hair fell loose around her shoulders for once, ice-blue eyes warm with anticipation.

Celeste glowed with the French elegance that defined her—at thirteen weeks pregnant, the furthest along of any of them, cream satin barely containing curves that pregnancy had enhanced dramatically. Her once-small breasts had swelled to full C-cups, beyond anything her designer bras could manage, so she’d apparently abandoned them entirely. Through the satin, her darkened nipples were clearly visible, milk already trickling in thin streams that traced down her small bump. Her gray-green eyes held that satisfied warmth of a woman who’d found purpose again after grief.

And Harper. At thirteen weeks pregnant, the transformation was complete. The shy, apologetic academic had become a goddess of fertility—burgundy silk showcasing her freckled skin, her lush figure, her radiant confidence. Her heavy DD-cups had grown so full they couldn’t be contained by anything, the silk robe gaping open to reveal breasts that leaked constantly now, white trails dripping down her stomach. Green eyes that had once been tired and hopeful were now bright with hunger.

The newcomers orbited them, equally stunning in their own ways, not yet pregnant but soon to be.

Aaliyah in gold silk that matched her skin, unveiled, her exotic beauty finally free to feel what she’d been denied for twenty-nine years. Her lustrous black hair cascaded free. Her dark eyes held none of the fear from yesterday—only desperate hunger and the joy of knowing she was about to have her last night here with all of them.

Yuki in red silk, black hair loose and flowing instead of confined in its usual severe bun, glasses abandoned, scientific composure nowhere to be found. Her athletic runner’s body was displayed in the thin fabric, firm B-cups visible through the silk.

And Margot in black lace that showcased her statuesque MILF curves—heavy DD breasts, defined waist, wide hips. Her imperious posture was undermined by the desperate need in her ice-blue eyes. The Duchess von Habsburg, reduced to trembling anticipation by a former grad student.

“One night,” Vivian announced, her Nigerian-British accent rich with authority that made my cock stir. “All of us. Before our international guests return to their lives. This is our harem as it stands now—seven women, all bonded, all his.”

She gestured me forward from the doorway.

I entered the room to seven sets of eyes turning toward me with identical hunger. The weight of their desire was physical—I could feel the pheromone bonding, that connection that linked all of us, thrumming like a plucked string.

“The rules are simple,” Vivian continued. “We share. We support. We pleasure.” Her full lips curved in that smile I’d fallen for weeks ago. “And we trust that our man can handle all of us.”

“Ambitious assumption,” Margot murmured, but her eyes were already traveling down my body.

“We’ve collected the data,” Yuki added, clinical even now. “Stamina, recovery time, production volume. He can handle it. The serum enhancement increases his refractory period efficiency by approximately four hundred percent.”

“I’ve watched him handle four at once,” Aiste said. Her Baltic accent thickened with anticipation. “Tonight, we test his limits.”

Harper laughed softly, the sound rich and confident. “Be gentle with him. He’s going to need to walk tomorrow.”

“No he’s not,” Celeste corrected, French accent sharp with desire. “Tomorrow he rests. Tonight, we take everything he can give.”

Vivian clapped her hands once—the signal to begin.



They started in pairs, and watching was its own pleasure.

Celeste drew Margot to the settee first—two old friends, two European aristocrats, finally exploring what they’d wondered about for twenty years. The French widow and the Austrian duchess, designer silk falling away as they discovered each other.

“Remember Monaco?” Celeste whispered, her cream satin parting to reveal breasts swollen with pregnancy. “That summer. When we almost—”

“I’ve never forgotten.” Margot leaned in, platinum hair tumbling from its elegant updo. Her ice-blue eyes fixed on Celeste’s leaking nipple. “I’ve wondered ever since. What you would taste like. What sounds you would make.”

“Find out.”

Margot’s mouth found Celeste’s swollen breast, and when she latched on—when the first taste of warm, sweet milk flooded her tongue—they both moaned in unison. The sound echoed off the walls, mixing with the crackle of the fire.

Celeste’s back arched, pushing more of her breast into Margot’s eager mouth. Milk sprayed across the duchess’s face as the letdown hit hard—white droplets catching firelight, streaming down Margot’s aristocratic cheeks.

“Mon Dieu—” Celeste gasped, her French accent thickening. “When you drink from me—I feel it everywhere—in my pussy—oh God—”

Margot suckled harder, one hand sliding between Celeste’s thighs, finding her soaked. Her fingers worked in rhythm with her mouth—suckling, stroking, building her old friend toward a peak while milk flowed and flowed.

Harper guided Aaliyah to the window seat, gentle hands on the princess’s trembling shoulders. The contrast between them was striking—Harper’s freckled, lush curves against Aaliyah’s golden, generous ones. Red hair against black. American warmth against Arabian fire.

“You’ve never been with a woman,” Harper said softly.

“I’ve never been with anyone who made me feel.” Aaliyah’s dark eyes were wet. “Until this week. Until all of you showed me what I was missing.”

“Then let me show you more.”

Harper kissed her—soft at first, experimental, giving the princess time to retreat. But Aaliyah didn’t retreat. She leaned into the kiss, her lips parting, her tongue finding Harper’s. Her hands rose to cup Harper’s heavy, milk-swollen breasts through the burgundy silk.

“Oh—” Aaliyah pulled back, staring at the wetness on her palms. “You’re—”

“Leaking. Constantly now.” Harper smiled, opening her robe to reveal those magnificent freckled tits, milk beading at both nipples. “Would you like to taste? To know what you’ll produce yourself, when you’re carrying his child?”

Aaliyah’s answer was to lower her mouth to Harper’s breast and suckle.

Harper’s moan echoed through the room as the princess drank from her. Her freckled hands cradled Aaliyah’s dark head, encouraging, gentle. Milk flowed between them—the woman who’d found her confidence teaching the woman who was just discovering hers.

Yuki and Aiste found each other on the leather ottoman—two observers, two scientists in their way, finally surrendering to what they’d analyzed from afar. The physician and the nurse, both control-focused, both finally breaking.

“You watched me,” Aiste said, ice-blue eyes warm. “Through the glass. When I first broke. When I finally let him take me in the equipment room.”

“I analyzed every detail.” Yuki’s clinical tone wavered—she was struggling to maintain it. “Vocalization patterns. Pupil dilation. The specific sounds you made when he hit your g-spot at that angle—”

“Stop analyzing.” Aiste kissed her, hungry and demanding, cutting off the stream of data. “Start feeling.”

Yuki melted. Her runner’s body pressed against Aiste’s athletic curves. Her hands found Aiste’s lace-covered breasts—swollen, leaking, proof of what the serum created. When she squeezed experimentally, milk spurted through the fabric in thin streams.

“Oh—” Yuki stared at the white liquid coating her fingers, her clinical mind trying to process. “The lactation response is even stronger than my documentation suggested. The serum must be triggering prolactin production at levels that—”

“Taste it.” Aiste pulled the lace aside, exposing her swollen, dripping breast. “Taste what you’ll produce yourself, when you’re carrying his child.”

Yuki lowered her mouth. Her tongue traced across Aiste’s engorged nipple first—testing, sampling. Then she latched on and suckled properly. Her moan was anything but clinical—raw, surprised, hungry for more.

I stood at the room’s center, watching my harem discover each other. Seven women, exploring, pleasuring, preparing for what came next. My cock strained against my pants, harder than I’d ever been.

Vivian approached me last, her pregnant belly pressing against my side. Her dark eyes surveyed her kingdom with satisfaction before turning to me.

“They’re ready.” Her voice was soft, accent thick with desire. “And so am I.”

She took my hand. Led me toward the fire, toward the others.

“Start with me,” she commanded. “I bonded first. I claim first.”

She shed her emerald robe completely, letting it pool at her feet. I drank in the sight of her—that regal hourglass figure enhanced by pregnancy, magnificent DD-cups heavy and leaking, dark nipples engorged to twice their normal size and dripping with milk. Her pregnant belly curved outward proudly. She knelt on all fours on the silk cushions, her pregnant belly swaying gently, her magnificent ass raised toward me, her dark pussy glistening with arousal between her spread thighs.

“Take me from behind.” She looked back over her shoulder, dark eyes molten with need. “Show them how you breed the woman who made all this possible. Show them how you fuck the mother of your firstborn.”

I stripped quickly, my cock springing free, rigid and aching. Seven gasps echoed as it came into view—even the ones who’d had me before seemed newly impressed seeing it in this context, thick and long and throbbing, standing at attention, ready to service all of them.

“Mein Gott,” Margot breathed from the settee, milk glistening on her aristocratic lips. “Every time I see that cock—”

I positioned myself behind Vivian, my cockhead nudging against her slick entrance. Ran my hands over her wide hips, across her swelling belly where my child grew, up to her heavy, milk-laden breasts. When I squeezed, milk sprayed across the cushions in twin streams, white against the jewel-toned silk, the sweet scent filling the air.

“Drink from me while you fuck me,” she commanded, her Nigerian accent thick with need. “I need—I’ve needed this all week—my tits are so full—the pressure is too much—”

I bent over her, captured one dark, engorged nipple in my mouth, and thrust inside her in the same motion—burying my entire length in her tight, pregnant pussy.

Her scream shattered the intimate sounds of the room. Igbo spilled from her lips—prayers, curses, my name mixed with words I didn’t understand but felt in my bones. Her pussy clenched around me like it would never let go, tight and wet and desperately welcoming, her inner walls rippling along my shaft.

“O di nnoo mma—” she gasped as I began to move, warm milk flooding my tongue in sweet streams. “So good—Caleb—harder—fuck me harder—fill me up with your cock—”

I took her harder. Suckled from her breast while my cock plunged into her pregnant pussy. The taste of her milk was incredible—sweet, warm, proof of what I’d done to her body. With each thrust, more sprayed from her neglected nipple, coating the cushions.

The others watched while touching themselves, touching each other. The air filled with moans and wet sounds and the crackle of the fire.

Celeste had Margot’s head between her thighs now, the duchess’s platinum hair spread across cream satin, French moans filling the room as her old friend’s tongue worked her clit.

Harper was nursing Aaliyah still—the princess suckling milk from those heavy freckled breasts while her hand worked between her own golden thighs, learning to pleasure herself while being pleasured.

Yuki and Aiste were tangled on the ottoman, Aiste’s fingers buried deep in the physician while they kissed, milk dripping from Aiste’s swollen nipples onto Yuki’s porcelain skin in white trails.

I came inside Vivian with a roar, burying my cock to the hilt and flooding her pregnant pussy with thick ropes of cum. She screamed through her own orgasm, her walls clenching rhythmically around my spurting shaft, milking every drop from my balls. I could feel my seed pooling deep in her womb, adding to what I’d already put there. Her breasts sprayed wildly in response, twin streams of milk soaking everything nearby, her body overwhelmed with sensation.

“More,” she gasped when she could speak again, my cum already leaking from her stuffed pussy. “Don’t stop—there are six more who need you—and I need to watch you breed them all—”



I moved through them like a man possessed, the serum enhancement keeping me hard, keeping me ready.

Harper next—the freckled professor who’d been starving for touch three months ago and was now insatiable, demanding, fierce. I laid her on her back amid silk cushions, positioned myself above her, and sank into her slowly while latching onto one of her massive, constantly-leaking breasts. Her pregnant pussy stretched around my cock, gripping me with wet heat.

“Oh God—” She sobbed as I filled her, her walls rippling along my shaft. “I love this—I love carrying your child—I love your cock inside me—give me more—fill me up—”

I drank from her like she was salvation. Sweet, warm milk flooding my tongue in rich streams while my cock stretched her tight, pregnant pussy. Her freckled skin flushed pink from her swollen breasts to her tear-stained cheeks. Her heavy tits bounced violently with each thrust, milk spraying across my face, my chest, dripping down both our bodies in white rivers, the sweet scent overwhelming.

“More—” she begged, wrapping her legs around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper until I bottomed out against her cervix. “Caleb—I need—I’ve needed this all week—the hormones make me crazy—I think about your cock constantly—”

“I know what you need.”

I gave her three orgasms before moving on—each one marked by screaming and sobbing and milk spraying in wild arcs across the silk cushions. Her pussy clenched around me with each climax, milking my cock, desperately trying to pull my seed from me. By the end, she was sobbing with satisfaction, her heavy breasts finally emptied after a week of building pressure, her pregnant belly glistening with sweat and milk, my cum leaking from her well-fucked pussy.

Aiste was waiting. The athletic nurse had thrown Yuki off and presented herself on all fours—her pale, toned ass raised high, ice-blue eyes looking back at me with desperate hunger, her platinum hair wild around her shoulders. Her pregnant belly hung beneath her, her milk-heavy breasts swaying, nipples dripping onto the Persian rug.

“Hard,” she commanded in that Baltic accent, spreading her knees wider. “Fast. I’ve been watching you fuck the others and I’m going to lose my mind if you don’t shove that cock inside me right now—”

I slammed into her without warning, burying myself to the balls in one brutal stroke.

Her scream was pure Lithuanian—curses and endearments I couldn’t understand but didn’t need to. Her athletic body took everything I gave her, powerful legs bracing, toned ass pushing back to meet each punishing thrust. The wet slap of my hips against her pale cheeks echoed through the room. Her swollen tits bounced and sprayed milk across the Persian rug with each impact, white droplets catching the firelight.

“Daugiau—” she gasped, her walls gripping my shaft like a fist. “More—give me more—harder—fuck me like you mean it—”

I gripped her platinum hair. Pulled her head back until her spine arched. Fucked her harder, deeper, watching her athletic body shake with each thrust, her ass rippling from the impacts, her pussy squelching obscenely around my pistoning cock.

She came screaming, her pussy clenching around me so tight I could barely move, her inner walls spasming in powerful waves. I nearly followed, my balls aching to empty into her. But I held back, gritting my teeth. There were more who needed me.

Celeste was next—slow and artistic, as befitted the French widow. I took her on her side, spooning against her elegant body, her pregnant bump pressed against the cushions, her swollen C-cup breasts cradled in my hands as I slid my cock into her welcoming pussy from behind. She was tight, wet, her walls gripping my shaft with every slow stroke.

“Plus,” she whispered, her French accent thick with pleasure. “Plus profond—there—yes—right there—your cock is so deep—”

Margot knelt beside us, her platinum hair falling across Celeste’s belly as she lowered her aristocratic mouth to her old friend’s swollen breast. The duchess latched onto Celeste’s dark nipple and began to suckle, drinking the milk that leaked in steady streams as I filled Celeste from behind. The sight of the Habsburg duchess nursing while I bred her old friend—watching my cock disappear into Celeste’s pussy while Margot drank from her pregnant tits—it was almost too much. Their twenty-year friendship transforming into something far more intimate, far more forbidden.

“C’est si bon—” Celeste moaned, her pussy clenching around my thrusting cock. “Having you inside me—having her drink from me—I never knew—I can feel everything connected—when she suckles I feel it in my pussy—I never imagined this could exist—”

She came quietly, elegantly, French endearments spilling from her trembling lips while her pussy milked my cock in rhythmic waves and Margot swallowed her sweet milk and I groaned through a release that left me gasping, my cum flooding her pregnant womb in thick pulses.



The pregnant four satisfied for now, I turned to the newcomers.

Aaliyah was waiting with huge dark eyes, gold silk pooled around her on the cushions, her golden thighs spread in invitation, her pussy glistening with arousal.

“My last night,” she whispered. “Give me something to remember when I’m fighting my father. Something to carry through the legal battles and the negotiations. Fill me up one more time.”

I took her tenderly—missionary, eye contact, every slow stroke an act of worship. My cock slid into her wet heat, her tight walls gripping me, welcoming me home. Her golden skin gleamed in the firelight, every curve highlighted. Her full breasts bounced gently with each thrust, dark nipples stiff and swaying. She cried the whole time—not sadness, but overwhelming joy at finally feeling what she’d been denied for twenty-nine years.

“Ana bahebak,” she sobbed as I moved inside her, my cock stroking her deepest places. Arabic mixing with English, her pussy clenching around my shaft. “I love you—I love all of you—I never knew this existed—your cock inside me—it’s everything—”

“We love you too.” I kissed her tears away, never stopping my slow, deep thrusts. “And we’ll be here when you come back. The bonding will guide you home.”

She came three times before I moved on—each orgasm punctuated by Arabic prayers and promises to return, her pussy milking my cock in desperate waves. When I finally came inside her, flooding her womb with my seed, she sobbed with gratitude.

Yuki was analyzing even now, her clinical mind unable to fully surrender.

“Based on my observations,” she said as I positioned her on the leather ottoman, spreading her athletic legs, “optimal penetration angle for my body type would be approximately forty-three degrees, with emphasis on anterior wall stimulation—”

“Yuki.”

“Yes?”

“Shut up.”

I thrust inside her without warning, burying my cock to the hilt in her tight, wet pussy.

Her clinical analysis dissolved into incoherent screaming. Her runner’s body wrapped around me—toned legs locked behind my back, hips grinding, every scientific framework abandoned for pure sensation. I fucked her hard on the ottoman, leather creaking and squeaking beneath us, her porcelain skin flushing pink from her small breasts to her cheeks. The wet sounds of her flooded pussy filled the room.

She came harder than I’d seen her come before, her precise demands dissolving into wordless screams, her walls clamping around my shaft in powerful contractions.

“I can’t—the data doesn’t support—how are you—” She screamed through another orgasm, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my pistoning cock, her arousal gushing around my shaft. “Fuck the data—just don’t stop—please don’t stop—your cock is perfect—I was wrong about everything—”

Margot was last among the newcomers.

The duchess who’d never begged for anything in forty years was already on her knees on the Persian rug, waiting, ice-blue eyes desperate, her heavy DD-cups heaving with each breath, her nipples stiff and aching.

“Please.” The word came out broken, shattered, utterly unlike the imperious aristocrat she’d been hours ago. “I need you. I’ve watched you take six women tonight—watched your cock disappear into them—watched them scream—and I can’t wait anymore. Please, Caleb. I’m begging.”

I lifted her onto the settee. Spread her statuesque MILF thighs. Drove inside her dripping pussy in one smooth, powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt.

She screamed—operatic, theatrical, utterly undone. Her heavy DD-cup breasts bounced from the impact. Her platinum hair cascaded around her aristocratic face. She was beautiful in her complete surrender, a Habsburg duchess impaled on a former grad student’s cock.

“Mein Gott—” German flooded from her in waves as I began to thrust. “So gut—so big—bitte—don’t stop—I’ll do anything—anything you want—just keep fucking me—”

“Beg me properly.”

“I’m begging—please—fill me up—breed me—pump me full of your cum—give me the heir I came here for—make me yours—mark my womb—”

I gave her everything. Pounded into her until she couldn’t form words in any language, until she was just screaming and clenching and milking me toward release, her pussy gripping my cock like it would never let go, her heavy tits bouncing violently with each brutal thrust.



But the scene wasn’t just me with them. It was them with each other—the harem discovering itself, bonding beyond me.

Vivian directed traffic like the CEO she was—even fucked out and dripping with my cum, she was still in command, still orchestrating.

“Aaliyah—put your mouth on Celeste. I want you to taste what you’ll produce yourself when the test comes back positive.”

The princess obeyed, crawling across the cushions to where the French widow lay, lowering her dark head to Celeste’s leaking breast.

“Harper—Margot needs you. Show her what those magnificent tits can do.”

The freckled professor mounted the duchess, pressed her heavy, milk-swollen breasts against Margot’s eager mouth. The sound of Margot nursing was obscene—wet, desperate, greedy. Perfect.

“Aiste—Yuki needs verification. Give her something to document.”

The athletic nurse and the physician tangled together again, Aiste’s fingers and tongue working Yuki to another screaming orgasm while milk dripped from the nurse’s swollen nipples onto the physician’s porcelain skin.

Bodies intertwined. Seven women, endless combinations. The firelight caught on wet skin, on streaming milk, on the evidence of pleasure.

I recovered enough to take them again—round after round, the serum keeping me hard, keeping me ready, keeping my balls full.

Vivian riding me while Harper fed her milk from those magnificent freckled DD-cups, the two pregnant women moving in rhythm—Vivian’s tight pussy sliding up and down my shaft while she suckled from Harper’s swollen nipple, milk dribbling down her dark chin.

Celeste sitting on my face, her pregnant pussy dripping onto my tongue, while Margot sat on my cock—the duchess grinding her aristocratic cunt on my shaft while I licked her old friend to a screaming orgasm, tasting Celeste’s sweet arousal.

Aaliyah and Yuki sharing me together—the princess impaled on my shaft, her tight pussy stretched around my girth, while the physician rode my tongue, both women moaning in different languages, their bodies undulating in unison.

Screams in five languages—Igbo and Lithuanian and French and German and Arabic—filling the great room, drowning out the crackle of the fire. Pregnant bellies pressed against flat ones. Milk flowing freely—white streams catching firelight, coating skin, dripping onto silk and leather and Persian wool. The air thick with the scent of sex and sweet milk.

“Taste it,” Aiste urged Margot at one point, guiding the duchess’s platinum head to Vivian’s dark, swollen nipple. “Drink from the woman who created all of this.”

Margot obeyed eagerly, nursing from Vivian’s pregnant breast while I took her from behind. The chain of pleasure extended—Vivian feeding Margot who was being bred by me who was watching Harper and Celeste pleasure each other on the cushions nearby.

Aaliyah discovered she loved nursing from Harper—something about the freckled professor’s warm, sweet milk and even warmer encouragement made her sob with happiness.

Yuki documented everything between orgasms—mental notes on lactation timing, letdown triggers, the different flavor profiles of each pregnant woman’s milk—while fingering herself and being fingered in turn by Aiste.

Four rounds. Seven women. Countless orgasms. By the end, I’d lost count of how many times I’d cum—how many loads I’d pumped into eager pussies, how many wombs I’d flooded with my seed. Lost count of how many mouths had wrapped around my cock, how many breasts had sprayed warm milk across my skin, how many times I’d heard my name screamed in languages I didn’t understand.

When I finally collapsed onto the silk cushions, I had nothing left. My balls were drained completely. My cock was finally, mercifully soft. Not a drop of cum remaining. Not a single coherent thought in my thoroughly fucked brain.

Seven women curled around me in various configurations, all of them satisfied, all of them leaking my seed. Pregnant bellies pressed against my sides. Legs tangled with mine. Arms draped across my chest. Milk-slicked skin cooling in the firelight, drying in sticky patches. The scent of sex and sweetness and cum heavy in the air.

“Merry Christmas to me,” I managed.

Vivian laughed against my chest, her pregnant belly warm against my hip. “We’re not done with you yet. Just… resting.”

“I’m one man.”

“Are you, though?” Margot mused from somewhere near my other hip, her platinum hair spread across my thigh. “One man who’s satisfied seven women in one night. That’s statistically improbable.”

“The serum enhances everything,” Yuki noted dreamily from where she lay draped across my legs. “Stamina, recovery, production. It’s…”

“Magic,” Harper finished softly, her freckled cheek resting on my shoulder.

Aaliyah pressed a kiss to my other shoulder. “In Arabic, we have a word. Sayyidi. It means ‘my master.’ But the way I feel it now—it’s not submission. It’s belonging.”

“We all belong to each other now,” Vivian said. “That’s what the bonding creates. Not ownership. Family.”

The fire crackled. Seven women breathed in sync with me, with each other.

Celeste’s hand found mine. Margot’s fingers intertwined with Aaliyah’s. Harper and Aiste and Yuki formed their own chain of connection across my exhausted body.

All of us. Together.

“Tomorrow, we say goodbye,” Vivian murmured. “Aaliyah returns to her battle. Yuki to her career. Margot to her empire.”

“Tonight, we’re together,” I said. “That’s enough.”

“It’s more than enough.” Vivian’s dark eyes met mine, soft with love and satisfaction. “It’s everything I never knew I needed.”

She shifted against me, her pregnant belly warm. “The tests are scheduled for 7 AM. All three of them. And Rashid has already started the departure protocols for the princess—her jet is fueled and waiting.”

“So soon?”

“Her window is narrow. The longer she stays, the more questions arise back home.” Vivian traced a finger down my chest. “But tomorrow, we’ll know. Whether our newcomers are carrying the same miracle as the rest of us.”

Around us, seven women settled into sleep. Pregnant bellies. Flushed skin. Tangled hair. Satisfied smiles. Milk still dripping from swollen breasts in the aftermath.


Chapter 12: Positive Diplomacy

Three pregnancy tests.

Three positive results.

Aaliyah saw the lines first. Her hands trembled so violently that she nearly dropped the test—would have, if Harper hadn’t caught her arm.

“Two lines,” the princess whispered. “That means—”

“It means you’re pregnant.” Vivian’s voice was gentle but certain. “It means you’re free.”

The scream that tore from Aaliyah’s throat was pure release. Relief, joy, terror, triumph—twenty-nine years of suppression finally shattering as she clutched the proof of her freedom.

“I’m pregnant.” She was laughing and crying at once. “I’m actually—this is real—this is—”

I caught her when her knees gave out. Held her while she sobbed against my chest, her whole body shaking with the force of emotions she’d spent her life being taught to hide.

“You did it,” I said quietly. “You fought for yourself. And you won.”

“We did it.” She looked up at me with those ancient, hopeful eyes, now streaming with tears. “You gave me this. You gave me everything.”

“You still have to fight. The lawyers, your father—”

“I know.” She laughed through her tears. “But now I’m fighting from strength. I’m a mother. Protected by Saudi law. And I’m carrying the child of the only man who ever made me feel alive.”

She kissed me—deep, desperate, grateful.

When she pulled back, she was smiling. Really smiling. The transformation was complete.



Yuki stared at her test in scientific disbelief.

“This is impossible.” She held it up to the light, angled it, examined it like a specimen. “I wasn’t trying. I have an IUD—have had one for years, for cycle regulation. The probability of conception with an intrauterine device is less than one percent, and that’s before factoring in—”

“The serum,” Vivian supplied.

“The serum shouldn’t affect—” Yuki stopped. Recalculated. Her brow furrowed. “Unless the enhancement to his potency overrides hormonal contraception. The compounds in his semen might interfere with the progesterone receptors, and the sheer volume of—”

“Yuki.” I touched her shoulder. “You’re pregnant.”

She stared at me. The Stanford-trained physician. The skeptic who’d come to debunk a miracle.

“I’m pregnant.” The words came out dazed. “By a man whose biology I still can’t fully explain, in a clinic that shouldn’t work, through a mechanism that defies everything I know about reproductive medicine.”

“Is that a problem?”

For a long moment, she was silent. Processing. Analyzing, probably—calculating implications, career adjustments, the chaos this would cause in her carefully ordered life.

Then she laughed.

“Ask me in nine months.” Her clinical mask cracked, and underneath was something warmer. Something hopeful. “But I think… I think I’m happy. I think I’m actually, genuinely happy.”

“Good.”

“Good?” She raised an eyebrow. “I’m a Stanford-trained physician who just got accidentally pregnant by a fertility clinic specialist I was supposed to debunk. My department head is going to have an aneurysm. My research timeline is destroyed. My entire five-year plan is—”

I kissed her quiet.

When we parted, she was smiling.

“Okay,” she admitted. “Maybe better than good.”



Margot held her test like a trophy.

“My family has waited three generations for an heir.” Her voice rang with triumph—the duchess in full imperial mode. “Not a Habsburg by name—the patriarchal line died with my grandfather—but by blood. My blood. Continuing.”

“You sound like you’re addressing parliament.”

“I feel like I’ve won a war.” She brandished the positive test at me. “Seven fertility clinics failed. Two rounds of IVF failed. I was told my eggs were viable but my body was somehow hostile to conception. And then I come here, meet a former grad student who smells like addiction, and two weeks later—” She gestured at the test. “—victory.”

“Will you come back?”

Her ice-blue eyes softened. The imperial posture relaxed, just slightly.

“Constantly.” She crossed to me, cupped my face in her perfectly manicured hands. “The bonding is permanent, according to Dr. Okafor. I’ll need… regular visits. For my health.”

“Just for your health?”

“Well.” Her lips curved—imperious even now, but something warmer underneath. “Perhaps also because I’ve never in my life felt as satisfied as I felt last night. Perhaps because you made a Habsburg beg like a commoner and I’ve never been happier. Perhaps—” She kissed me, soft and deep. “—because I love you. As impossible and inconvenient as that is.”

“I love you too.”

“Good.” She stepped back, smoothing her Dior suit. “Then we have an understanding. I’ll return to Vienna. Raise this child myself. Train them to inherit everything I’ve built. And every month—every week, if I can manage it—I’ll be back in this clinic, claiming what’s mine.”

“Demanding,” I corrected.

“Begging,” she acknowledged, with a theatrical sigh. “I’ve become a person who begs. What have you done to me, Caleb Wright?”

“Set you free.”

Her eyes glistened. Just for a moment. Then the imperial mask returned.

“Yes, well. Don’t let it go to your head.” She kissed me once more. “Vienna will seem very dull after this.”



The farewell gift was Aaliyah’s idea.

“Our last night together,” she said. “All three of us. Before we scatter across the world.”

We gathered in the Royal Suite—Aaliyah, Yuki, Margot, and me. Three women who’d arrived as strangers, now bonded to me and to each other. Three positive tests. Three futures altered irrevocably.

“We’ve shared him,” Margot observed. “In the group, with the pregnant four. But we’ve never had him to ourselves.”

“Just us,” Yuki added. “The newcomers. The initiated.”

Aaliyah smiled—that rare, radiant expression that transformed her face. “One last time. Before we go back to our lives. Our battles.”

They undressed together. Aaliyah in her gold silk, revealing those generous curves that had been hidden under abayas for so long. Yuki in her red, athletic body on display. Margot in her black lace, statuesque MILF curves defying age.

Three beautiful women. All pregnant with my children. All hungry for one final connection.

“How should we do this?” Yuki asked. Even now, she wanted parameters.

“Let it flow,” Aaliyah suggested. “Like the group. No rules. Just pleasure.”

Margot’s smile was predatory. “I have some ideas.”

They started without me—Margot kissing Aaliyah while Yuki watched, analyzing as always. The princess moaned into the duchess’s mouth, their bodies pressing together, heavy breasts mashing against heavy breasts. Then Yuki joined, her slender hands exploring curves she’d only observed through glass before—tracing Aaliyah’s generous hips, cupping Margot’s heavy tits.

Three women tangled on the silk sheets. Six hands wandering over heated skin. Three mouths tasting each other, learning each other. The sounds they made—soft moans, gasps of discovery, whispered instructions in three different languages—were intoxicating. The scent of three aroused pussies filled the room.

I stripped and joined them, my cock already hard again at the sight.

Aaliyah was first—she needed the tenderness, the slow worship. I entered her while she lay on her back, sliding my cock into her wet heat, while Margot kissed her deeply and Yuki traced patterns on her golden skin, pinching her dark nipples.

“Ya Allah,” she gasped as I filled her, her walls stretching around my girth. “This—having you inside me while they touch me—it’s too much—it’s everything—”

“Tell me what you need.”

“Everything.” She was crying again—happy tears streaming down her golden cheeks. “I need everything you can give. Your cock. Your cum. One more time before I go.”

I gave her everything. Slow, deep strokes that let her feel every inch of my shaft, while the other two women pleasured her with their mouths and hands—Margot suckling at one breast, Yuki fingering her clit in time with my thrusts. She came three times before I moved on—each orgasm marked by Arabic prayers and reaching arms, her pussy milking my cock in desperate waves.

Margot was next—she needed the dominance, the surrender. I put her on all fours between the other two women, her heavy DD-cups hanging beneath her, her aristocratic ass raised high. I took her from behind, slamming into her wet pussy in one thrust, while Aaliyah and Yuki each lay beneath her and suckled at her heavy, swinging breasts.

“Bitte,” she begged—no prompting needed now, her imperial composure long gone. “Harder—fill me up—fuck me—I need your cock deeper—”

I gave her harder. Pounded into her from behind, the wet slap of my hips against her pale ass echoing through the suite. Watched her imperial composure shatter completely while a princess and a physician nursed from her heavy tits like she was the source of all pleasure. They sucked her nipples in rhythm with my thrusts, and milk began to flow—early, impossible, serum-induced—white streams dripping down their chins. She screamed in German through four orgasms before collapsing, her pussy clenching around my cock with each one.

Yuki was last—she needed the precision, then the chaos. I positioned her exactly as she’d calculated was optimal, her athletic legs spread wide, and thrust inside her tight pussy. Watched her dark eyes widen as the reality exceeded every analysis she’d ever made.

“The data didn’t—” She gasped as my cockhead dragged across her g-spot, as my shaft stretched her walls. “My projections underestimated—oh fuck—your cock is—”

“Stop projecting. Start feeling.”

She let go. The scientist dissolved into pure sensation, screaming through orgasms that destroyed every clinical framework she’d ever built, her pussy clenching around my cock in powerful waves, her arousal gushing over my shaft.

Then we blended. Positions shifting. Bodies intertwining. Three women sharing one cock, taking turns, pleasuring each other while they waited for my shaft to fill them again.

Aaliyah riding me—her tight pussy sliding up and down my cock—while Margot sat on my face and I licked her dripping cunt, and Yuki fingered them both, her slender fingers playing with their clits.

Yuki on her back while I took her hard, my cock pounding into her tight channel, while Aaliyah straddled her face and dripped arousal into her open mouth, and Margot pinched Yuki’s stiff nipples until she screamed.

Margot on top while Aaliyah and Yuki licked where we were joined—their tongues tracing up my shaft as it disappeared into the duchess’s pussy, competing to taste us both, lapping at her swollen clit.

When I finally couldn’t hold back anymore, my balls aching, I buried myself in Aaliyah—first thick spurts of cum flooding the princess’s pregnant pussy, marking her one last time. Then pulled out with a wet pop and thrust into Margot—more cum for the duchess, pumping her full of my seed. Then Yuki—final drops for the physician, filling her womb.

Three creampies. Three satisfied women. Three pregnant bellies that would only grow from here. Cum leaking from all three well-fucked pussies, mixing on the ruined silk sheets.

We lay tangled together afterward, breathing hard, skin slick with sweat and arousal.

“How do we do this?” Aaliyah asked eventually. “Go back to our lives after what we’ve experienced?”

“We carry it with us,” Margot said. “The bonding. The memory. The children growing inside us.”

“And we come back,” Yuki added. “Regularly. For verification purposes.”

“For fucking purposes,” Margot corrected.

“Same thing.” Yuki smiled—genuine, relaxed, so different from the clinical skeptic who’d arrived. “When science and sex align, why choose?”

I kissed each of them in turn. Princess. Duchess. Physician. Three women who’d changed my life as much as I’d changed theirs.

“Safe travels,” I said. “All of you. Come back when you can.”

“We will.” Aaliyah’s eyes were fierce. “Nothing in the world could keep us away.”



The departures were bittersweet.

Aaliyah left first—whisked away by security before dawn, veiled again, returning to a world that didn’t deserve her. But she carried my child now, and that changed everything. Her freedom was growing in her womb.

“Ana bahebak,” she whispered through the car window. “I’ll fight. I’ll win. And I’ll return.”

“I’ll be waiting.”

She was gone before sunrise.

Yuki followed a few hours later—practical as always, she’d already restructured her return schedule around “medical follow-ups” that would bring her back monthly.

“This is insane,” she said at the door. “Everything about this is insane. My career, my life plan, my entire understanding of reproductive biology—”

“But?”

“But I’ve never been happier.” She kissed me quickly. “Expect detailed reports on fetal development. And also extremely explicit texts about what I want you to do when I return.”

“Very scientific.”

“The best science combines theory and practice.” She smiled. “See you in four weeks.”

Margot departed last, because of course she did. The duchess didn’t rush for anything.

She kissed each of the original four goodbye—Vivian with respect, Aiste with acknowledgment, Celeste with the promise of decades more connection, Harper with surprising tenderness.

“You’ve built something remarkable,” she told Vivian. “And you—” She turned to me. “—are the most improbable man I’ve ever met. A former grad student who made a Habsburg beg. Who would have thought?”

“Not me,” I admitted.

“Clearly not.” She kissed me—long, deep, imperious even in farewell. “Vienna will be insufferably boring after this. I’ll be back as soon as humanly possible.”

“Take care of yourself. And the baby.”

“I’ll take care of everything.” Her ice-blue eyes softened. “Including you, when I return. Consider yourself claimed, Caleb Wright. By the House of Habsburg.”

Then she was gone too.



The clinic was quiet.

The original harem remained—four pregnant women, bellies growing, bonds deepening. We gathered in Vivian’s office as the sun set over Boston.

“Well,” Vivian said, settling into her chair with one hand on her swelling belly. “That was quite a visit.”

“Three new pregnancies,” Aiste reported, checking her tablet. “Plus the original four. Seven children incoming.”

“Seven women bonded to one man.” Harper shook her head in wonder. “Three months ago, I thought I’d die alone in a tenured office surrounded by books.”

“Life changes,” Celeste said, her French accent softening. “When you let it.”

Vivian pulled up the waiting list on her screen. I saw the numbers climbing.

“Three hundred names now,” she said. “Word is spreading.”

“I noticed.”

“We need to think bigger.” Vivian rose, crossed to me, placed my hand on her belly. “A proper program. Expanded facilities. Security that rivals embassies. You’re not just a fertility specialist anymore. You’re the world’s only source of guaranteed conception. We need to treat that accordingly.”

“And what about the Saudi royal family? When Aaliyah’s father finds out—”

“He’ll find a clinic with more security than a US embassy.” Vivian’s voice was steel. “A team of lawyers that could bankrupt a small country. And—” She glanced at her pregnant belly, then at the three other women in the room. “—four women who would kill to protect you.”

“Seven women,” I corrected.

Her smile was radiant. “Seven. With more coming.”

The phone rang in the next room. Aiste answered, her Baltic accent crisp and professional.

Her voice carried: “The clinic is currently accepting new consultations for… I see. Yes, the prince’s sister. Of course we’re aware of his political situation. Thursday? I’ll need to confirm with Dr. Okafor.”

I looked at Vivian. “It never ends.”

“Did you think it would?”

I pulled her close—carefully, mindful of the belly between us—and kissed her forehead.

“I was hoping for a nap.”

“Naps are for men who aren’t running the world’s only guaranteed fertility program.” She pulled back, professional mask sliding into place, but her eyes were warm with love. “Now come. We have three new consultations this afternoon, a security audit at four, and your pregnant harem is getting hungry for dinner.”

“Just dinner?”

“And you.” She smiled. “Simultaneously, if I know Aiste.”

“You do know me,” Aiste called from the doorway. “And I’m starving. In every sense.”

The sun set over the Victorian mansion. Inside, four pregnant women carried my children. Across the world, three more did the same. And on Vivian’s screen, the waiting list continued to grow.

Princess’s sisters. Minor royalty. Presidents’ daughters. Tech billionaires. Hollywood legends. The desperate and the powerful, all seeking the same impossible thing.

Guaranteed fertility. Permanent bonding. A connection beyond what the world thought possible.

I looked at my harem—Vivian commanding, Aiste watching, Celeste glowing, Harper radiant—and felt something settle in my chest. Purpose. Belonging. Love.

“The Sultan of Brunei’s youngest wife called,” Vivian said, checking her tablet again. “And the Queen of a small European nation. And the President of—”

“Vivian.” I held up my hand. “I’m one man.”

She smiled—that radiant smile that had started everything, that had watched me through observation glass for weeks before finally surrendering.

“Are you, though?”


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Cole Cross on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Cole Cross are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Cole Cross
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