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Chapter 1: Identical Strangers

Margot’s voice crackled through the speakerphone at exactly seven in the morning, because a Habsburg waited for no one’s sleep schedule.

“I need a favor.” No preamble. No pleasantries. Vienna accent sharp enough to cut glass at this hour.

I shifted my son from one arm to the other. He was seven months old now and had developed the habit of grabbing anything within reach — my ear, my collar, the phone that was currently broadcasting Margot’s imperious request across Vivian’s office. I caught his fist before he could slap the disconnect button.

“Good morning to you too, Margot.”

“Morning is relative. It’s noon in Vienna and I’ve already handled three crises.” A pause. The sound of coffee being sipped from what was probably a cup worth more than my old apartment’s rent. “Do you know the Delacroix-Wirth family?”

Vivian, seated behind her desk with a tablet in one hand and a breast pump running discreetly beneath her silk blouse, raised an eyebrow. She knew the name. I didn’t.

“Swiss old money,” Vivian supplied. “Pharmaceuticals, real estate, art collection rivaling Celeste’s late husband’s. Éliane Delacroix-Wirth married into the Wirth banking dynasty.”

“Éliane is dying.” Margot’s voice dropped its usual imperious edge. Something almost human slipped through. “Ovarian cancer. Six months, possibly less. She’s my godmother’s closest friend. I’ve known her since I was in pinafores.”

“I’m sorry.” I meant it.

“Save your sympathy for her daughters. She has twins — fraternal. Isabelle and Séraphine. They haven’t spoken to each other in four years.” Margot’s coffee cup clinked against its saucer. “Éliane has arranged for both of them to visit your clinic. Neither one knows the other is coming.”

Vivian’s other eyebrow joined the first. “That’s—”

“Manipulative, yes. Classic Éliane. She wraps her schemes in silk napkins and good wine — you don’t realize you’ve been maneuvered until dessert.” A beat. “She wants grandchildren before she dies. Both daughters have fertility issues. Both are estranged. She believes your clinic can solve at least two of those three problems.”

I looked at Vivian. She looked at me. My son chose this moment to grab a fistful of my scrubs and yank himself upward, his small body straining toward the breast pump with the single-minded determination he’d apparently inherited from me.

“Who are we dealing with?” Vivian asked, her professional tone settling into place even as she gently detached my son’s grip from her pump tubing.

“Isabelle is the good twin. Swiss-raised, society-groomed, married at twenty-five to a German industrialist named Marcus. Six years of marriage, zero pregnancies, Marcus blamed her loudly and publicly.” Margot’s disdain was audible. “They divorced two years ago when she discovered he’d been hiding his own fertility results. Sound familiar?”

It did. Tiffany’s face flashed through my mind — the bimbo mask, the tears, twelve years of being blamed for a man’s inadequacy.

“Séraphine is the wild twin. Rebelled at eighteen. Put herself through medical school. Runs a fertility research lab in Geneva.” Margot paused. “She’s been trying to reverse-engineer your serum for two years.”

Vivian’s expression went cold. “Excuse me?”

“Sixty-three failed attempts, according to my sources. She’s brilliant but she’s missing the binding mechanism. She’s coming to your clinic under the pretense of scientific collaboration.” Another pause. “But that’s not why she really needs help.”

“Why does she really need help?”

“Because her own experimental hormone treatments destroyed her ovarian reserve. The fertility researcher who can fix everyone except herself.” Margot let that land. “Handle them with care, Dr. Okafor. And Caleb — they’re both beautiful. Isabelle is porcelain and silk. Séraphine is leather and lipstick. And they share one feature that’s going to stay with you: identical gray-blue eyes. You’ll see.”

She hung up without saying goodbye. Margot never did.



The clinic had changed since those early days of a single converted exam room and a waiting list I could count on my fingers. The Victorian mansion now hummed with a frequency I felt in my bones — the overlapping rhythms of infant cries, breast pumps, scheduling arguments, and the general chaos of a household where half the women were nursing and the other half were growing.

Nine bassinets occupied the nursery wing. Seven for the Boston babies, plus two visiting cribs kept ready for Margot’s and Aaliyah’s babies when they were in town. I passed them every morning on my way from whatever bedroom I’d been pulled into the night before — Vivian’s suite, or the overnight room where Harper liked to keep me until dawn, or the postpartum recovery wing where Tiffany and Madi were still settling into their new reality.

Tiffany’s daughter was two weeks old. She’d delivered with the same theatrical energy she brought to everything — screaming, cursing Richard’s name with creative profanity that made the delivery nurses blush, then sobbing with joy when the baby was placed on her chest. The bimbo mask was long gone. What remained was a woman with natural porcelain skin beneath the faded spray tan, brown eyes instead of blue contacts, and a fierce maternal energy that had surprised everyone, including herself.

Madi’s son was ten days old. She’d delivered quietly — the influencer who once needed an audience for everything had wanted only Tiffany and me in the room. No phone. No documentation. Just presence. She was applying to nursing schools now, scrolling program websites instead of social media, her lash extensions the only remnant of her former life.

I settled my son into his bassinet — our boy, seven months of brown eyes and grabbing hands and a smile that could disarm anyone — and straightened up to find Aistė standing behind me with a clipboard. Because of course she was.

“Arrivals today.” Her Baltic accent clipped each word. “Two separate cars. First at eleven, second at one. The Delacroix-Wirth twins, though neither is aware of the other’s appointment.” She consulted her notes. “Isabelle is bringing a personal assistant. Katerina Stavros. Greek, Cambridge-educated, has managed Isabelle’s life for ten years.”

“Is she a patient?”

“She’s listed as companion. No treatment requested.” Aistė’s ice-blue eyes held mine. She missed nothing. She never had, not since the day she’d stroked me to completion in that collection cup and stared at the result like she was seeing the future. “I’ve scheduled baseline wellness checks for everyone who enters this building. Standing protocol.”

“Even the assistants?”

“Especially the ones who think they don’t count.” She turned on her heel, ponytail swinging. Her daughter’s cry carried from the nursery. Aistė didn’t break stride — just adjusted her trajectory like a missile locking onto a new target. Nurse, mother, scheduler, and watcher. Some things hadn’t changed.



The sleek black town car arrived at eleven sharp. I watched from the consultation room window as it pulled into the circular drive, parking between a Mercedes that belonged to someone on the waiting list and the sensible sedan Augustina had driven down from Vermont two days ago.

The driver opened the rear door. A woman emerged — and for a moment, everything else went quiet.

Isabelle Delacroix-Wirth stepped onto the gravel in head-to-toe Valentino. Not shouting wealth the way Tiffany’s old wardrobe had — this was wealth so old it whispered. Low Ferragamo heels clicking against stone. Camel trousers tailored to within a millimeter of perfection, hinting at long legs and narrow hips without revealing either. A structured ivory blouse with a mandarin collar that concealed everything below the jaw — but the silk draped over curves that the tailoring couldn’t entirely deny. Her ash-blonde hair was pulled back in a chignon so precise it could have been measured with calipers. Her face was porcelain-pale, still, beautiful in the way that portraits of Renaissance saints were beautiful: untouchable.

She looked at the Victorian mansion the way you’d look at a painting you weren’t sure was a masterpiece or a forgery — appreciative but withholding judgment.

Three steps behind her, carrying two leather bags and a scheduling tablet, came Katerina Stavros. Flat shoes, sensible, chosen for function. Navy slacks that hid whatever shape lived beneath them. A charcoal blazer cut wide enough to erase her silhouette — but when she shifted the bags, the fabric pulled briefly across her chest, and there was more there than the shapeless uniform suggested. Her dark hair was pulled back in a functional low bun. Warm olive skin, no makeup. She moved like a shadow — positioned precisely far enough behind her employer to be available without being intrusive, close enough to intercept any inconvenience before it reached Isabelle.

I almost didn’t see her. That, I’d realize later, was exactly the point.

I’d passed our son to Vivian on my way to prep the consultation rooms. She greeted them at the door with him on her hip — the clinic’s childcare schedule had a gap between ten and noon, and Vivian refused to let that gap affect her professional obligations. The juxtaposition was striking: one of the world’s most prestigious reproductive scientists, in a wine-colored silk maternity blouse that accommodated her still-generous postpartum breasts, with a seven-month-old pulling at her Sankofa pendant while she extended her free hand with the poise of a head of state.

“Madame Delacroix-Wirth. Welcome to Okafor Reproductive Sciences.”

“Dr. Okafor.” Isabelle’s voice was measured, formal — Swiss-finishing-school English with French underneath. “Thank you for accommodating us on short notice.”

“Duchess von Habsburg speaks very highly of your family.” Vivian shifted the baby to her other hip. “This is my son. Apologies — the clinic’s staffing schedule occasionally intersects with biological imperatives.”

Isabelle’s gaze rested on the baby for exactly one second too long. Her composure cracked — a hairline fracture, there and gone. Want. Naked and quickly buried.

“Shall we begin the tour?” Vivian gestured toward the Genesis Wing.

I met them in the hallway outside the consultation rooms. Scrubs, spit-up stain on my left shoulder from the morning feeding, dark circles from the night shift of nursery duty. Not exactly the image of a miracle fertility specialist.

Isabelle looked me over. Her gaze traveled from my worn sneakers up — the way women at the clinic always did, the way Vivian had taught me to expect — lingering on my height, my shoulders, the way the scrubs sat on my frame. Her expression didn’t change. But her pulse jumped at her throat. Visible on that pale skin.

“Madame Delacroix-Wirth, this is Caleb Wright.” Vivian’s voice was professionally warm. “Our fertility specialist.”

I extended my hand. “Welcome to the clinic.”

Isabelle’s fingers closed around mine. Slender, cool, manicured. The handshake was textbook — firm without aggression, two pumps, release. But she pulled her hand back a fraction too fast. Color rose from beneath her mandarin collar, crawling up her neck in a flush she couldn’t hide against that pale skin.

“You’re younger than I expected.” The words came out smooth, rehearsed. The blush said something else entirely.

“I get that a lot.”

Behind Isabelle, Katerina reached for my hand. I took it — warmer than Isabelle’s, olive skin against mine, her grip practical and brief. Or it would have been brief if her fingers hadn’t frozen mid-shake. Her whole body went rigid — a full-stop, the way you freeze when an unexpected current hits — and her face went white. Then pink. Then she was staring at the floor.

“Thank you, Mr. Wright,” she managed, and extracted her hand as if I’d burned her.

Nobody noticed. They were already moving down the hallway toward the consultation suite.

Nobody except Aistė, who stood at the nursing station thirty feet away, pale eyes tracking Katerina’s retreat with recognition — she’d stood in that exact place once, trembling in a corridor, denying her own hunger.



Two hours later, Séraphine arrived.

No town car. A taxi, its driver visibly confused by the Victorian mansion’s grand entrance. She paid in cash, tipped generously, and slung a battered messenger bag over one shoulder as she climbed the stone steps.

I happened to be crossing the foyer — my son needed changing, the diaper station was in the nursery wing, and the nursery wing required passing through the main entrance hall. So I had a front-row seat.

She walked in like she was raiding the place.

Black ankle boots, scuffed from real use. Fitted dark jeans that showed a compact, athletic frame — runner’s legs, tight ass, the lean build of someone who lived on espresso and argument. A leather jacket despite the warmth, unzipped over a tank top that revealed a narrow waist and smaller breasts than her sister — B-cups, no bra, the faint shadow of nipples through thin cotton. Her hair was dark brown — choppy bob, deliberately messy, a pen stuck behind one ear. Bold red lipstick that made her mouth look like a challenge. She moved with a coiled energy that was the exact opposite of her twin’s controlled grace — sharp, restless, looking for something to argue with.

She scanned the foyer. Oil paintings. Persian rugs. Crystal chandelier. Her lip curled.

“Subtle.”

Then she saw me. Holding a baby. In spit-stained scrubs.

Her eyes — pale, identical to Isabelle’s in every way except the expression behind them — fixed on my face. Her nostrils flared slightly. Her weight settled differently — an almost imperceptible loosening of her shoulders, her lips parting a fraction.

“You must be the serum subject.” She crossed to me with a researcher’s purposeful stride, her hand already extended. “Séraphine Delacroix-Wirth. Dr. Delacroix-Wirth. Reproductive endocrinology, University of Geneva. I’ve been analyzing your pheromone profile from published data for two years.” Her accent was sharp Parisian French under the English — deliberately cultivated, I’d learn later, to sound nothing like her Swiss family.

I shifted my son to my left arm and took her hand. Her grip was stronger than her sister’s — she held on a beat too long, her thumb pressing against my wrist, and I realized she was taking my pulse.

“Sixty-four resting. Elevated from what your published metrics suggest.” She released my hand but didn’t step back. “Your biochemical markers are detectable from across the room. The androstadienone concentration alone is—” She stopped. Swallowed. Her cheeks had darkened beneath her tan. “—significant.”

“Nice to meet you too.”

“Don’t flatter yourself. I’m here for the science.” She pulled a tablet from her messenger bag. “Dr. Okafor agreed to a limited research exchange. I have twenty-seven questions about the binding mechanism and I’d like to start immediately.”

My son grabbed for her leather jacket. She looked down at him — at his brown eyes, his dark hair, his fat fist wrapped around Italian leather — and her expression went tender — unguarded, defenseless. Just for a heartbeat. Then the armor snapped back.

“Cute kid. Yours?”

“Yes.”

“One of how many?”

“Nine.”

She blinked. Recovered. “Prolific. I assume that’s serum-enhanced as well.”

“Do you always interview people in the foyer?”

“I interview people wherever I find them.” She glanced at the hallway beyond. “Where’s Okafor?”

“Consultation wing. Second floor. I’ll have someone—”

“I’ll find it.” She was already moving, boots clicking on hardwood, messenger bag swinging. She paused at the foot of the staircase and looked back. Those cool eyes — sharp where Isabelle’s were guarded — swept over me one more time.

“Your biological signature is even more interesting in person than on paper.” A flicker of something she hadn’t planned to show. “I look forward to studying it more closely.”

She took the stairs two at a time. Gone.

I looked down at my son. He’d gotten a button from her jacket somehow — tiny fist clenched around a silver stud he’d pried loose without her noticing.

“Smooth,” I told him. “You get that from me.”



The collision happened forty minutes later.

I was in the conservatory — the long room where Celeste had installed a farmhouse table for communal meals, where jasmine bloomed in vases on every surface, where the afternoon light poured through tall windows and made everything look like a painting from the estate Celeste was trying not to miss.

Isabelle stood at the window, her pinned hair still immaculate, a cup of tea untouched in her hand. She’d been placed here by Aistė while Vivian prepared for the afternoon consultations. Katerina sat three seats away at the table, tablet in hand, reviewing Isabelle’s schedule with total absorption — her entire adult identity built around managing someone else’s life, distilled into every swipe of the screen.

The conservatory door opened. Séraphine walked in — she’d been directed here by a nurse who hadn’t known about the twin situation, and why would she?

Séraphine took two steps into the room.

Isabelle turned from the window.

The same height. The same gray-blue eyes. One in Valentino ivory, one in leather and dark denim. One with ash-blonde hair pinned in a chignon. The other with a dark choppy bob and a pen behind her ear.

Four years of silence crashed into the space between them like a wave hitting stone.

“What are you doing here?” they said simultaneously.

Neither moved. Isabelle’s teacup trembled in her hand. Séraphine’s messenger bag slid off her shoulder and hit the floor. Katerina looked up from her tablet, eyes darting between them, sensing the earthquake before the ground cracked.

“Maman,” Isabelle said. Not a question.

“Maman.” Séraphine confirmed. Her jaw was tight. “She didn’t tell you either?”

“She told me I was visiting an exclusive fertility clinic for discreet treatment. She told me Margot arranged it.”

“She told me it was a research exchange opportunity. That Dr. Okafor wanted to discuss pheromone binding mechanisms.” Séraphine laughed — short, bitter. “Classic Éliane. She could con you into a dynasty and you’d thank her for the invitation.”

“She’s dying.”

The word landed between them. Séraphine flinched — her lips parting, an unguarded flash of grief I’d seen in Isabelle at the nursery window.

“I know.” Séraphine’s voice dropped. “I know she’s dying.”

Silence. The jasmine scent hung thick in the warm room. Katerina sat perfectly still, her dark eyes tracking the exchange like a woman watching two trains approach each other on the same track.

“All this time,” Isabelle said quietly. “And she had to book us at the same clinic to get us in the same room.”

“Would you have come if she’d told you I’d be here?”

Isabelle hesitated. “No.”

“Neither would I.”

More silence. Then Isabelle set down her teacup. Her hands were shaking — the only imperfection in an otherwise flawless presentation.

“Are you staying?” she asked.

“Are you?”

“I need treatment. My situation is—” She stopped. Wouldn’t say the word “desperate” in front of her twin.

“Mine too.” Séraphine picked up her bag. The admission cost her something visible. “My situation is also… complicated.”

They stood in the same room for the first time since the estrangement and couldn’t look at each other and couldn’t look away. Two different women. Same wound, different scar tissue.



I watched from the hallway. Vivian materialized beside me, our son now in a sling against her chest, sleeping with his fist in his mouth.

“This is going to be complicated,” she murmured.

I watched the twins — frozen in the conservatory, unable to bridge the silence, unable to leave. Katerina hovering between them like a diplomat without a treaty.

“When is it not?”

Vivian’s hand found my arm. Squeezed once. Then she was moving, heels clicking, toward the consultation wing where the rest of the day’s chaos waited.

Meanwhile, the house never stopped. In the nursery, seven bassinets held seven sleeping babies — all the Boston children, with two empty cribs waiting for Margot’s and Aaliyah’s when they visited. Down the hall, Tiffany was nursing her two-week-old daughter — the baby had colic, fussy and red-faced for the third hour running, and Tiffany was handling it with a patience that would have been unimaginable from the spray-tanned trophy wife who’d walked through these doors a year ago. Madi read aloud from a nursing school textbook, her own son drowsing at her breast, one hand absently rubbing her stepdaughter’s tiny back. In the maternity wing, Harper’s daughter was still teething aggressively at six months — working on her second tooth already, which Harper blamed on “overachievement in the gene pool.” The hereditary pheromone data sat in Vivian’s locked desk drawer, filed between a quarterly WHO report and the future of human reproduction.

I adjusted my scrubs. Checked the time. The afternoon intake sessions would start in an hour.



The intakes were scheduled by four. Dinner was a careful production — the twins seated at opposite ends of the table, buffer women between them. Celeste handled Isabelle with old-money charm. Madi cornered Séraphine with Gen-Z directness that confused the scientist into actual conversation. Babies were fed. Hallway lights dimmed.

By ten, Séraphine sat alone in her guest room.

She opened her laptop. The screen threw blue light across her face, highlighting the shadows under her eyes.

A file folder: OKAFOR SERUM — REVERSE ENGINEERING — CLASSIFIED.

Inside: sixty-three failed synthesis attempts. Sixty-three variations on the binding mechanism, each one close but fundamentally wrong. All that effort — her team in Geneva, twelve researchers, three publications — and nothing that could touch what this clinic produced naturally in one man’s bloodstream.

She pulled up a second window. Her own medical records.

FSH: 38.2 mIU/mL. Elevated. Too high.

AMH: 0.4 ng/mL. Critically low.

Ovarian reserve: severely diminished.

The numbers stared at her. The numbers she’d created with her own hands — superovulation protocols she’d designed, aggressive hormone cycling she’d administered to herself in her own lab, experimental compounds she’d synthesized for egg banking. For later. For when she had time.

She’d miscalculated the dosing. Once. The damage was irreversible.

She’d fixed ovarian reserve in twenty-six of her Geneva patients. Couldn’t fix her own. That irony sat in her chest like a stone she couldn’t swallow.

She minimized the medical records. Opened the clinic’s guest WiFi portal. Standard security — adequate for a medical facility, inadequate for a woman who’d hacked three pharmaceutical databases during her doctoral research.

The research database opened after twelve minutes of quiet, focused work. Patient outcomes. Serum formulations. Compound profiles.

And then: a file she wasn’t supposed to see.

HEREDITARY COMPOUND — FILIAL TRANSMISSION.

She clicked. Read the first line — something about filial compound production, compound levels in offspring at thirty percent of adult baseline — and her fingers moved on instinct. Screenshot. The data captured a fraction of a second before the security lockout kicked in. Her screen went dark, replaced by a red warning: UNAUTHORIZED ACCESS — SESSION TERMINATED.

She sat in the dark room, the laptop’s dead screen reflecting her face. Her heart hammered.

One line and a partial screenshot. Not enough to understand the mechanism. But enough to know that Vivian Okafor was hiding something extraordinary about the children.

She closed the laptop.

Opened it.

Pulled up Caleb’s biological profile — the data that had consumed her since Geneva, the mystery she’d crossed an ocean to solve.

Her pulse was elevated. Her cheeks were warm. Between her thighs, a persistent heat that she’d been ignoring since the handshake in the foyer had become impossible to dismiss.

“That’s the compounds.” She said it aloud, to the empty room. “Not me. Definitely not me.”

She closed the laptop.

She didn’t sleep.


Chapter 2: Intake

Morning light poured through the clinic’s consultation wing like honey — warm amber filtering through tall Victorian windows that had been watching over this building since before it became the world’s most exclusive fertility clinic. I’d learned to love that light. It softened everything, made the medical equipment look less clinical, made the women who sat in these rooms look like paintings.

Vivian conducted the intakes personally. She always did when the patients were high-profile, and “twin daughters of a dying European socialite, one of whom has been trying to steal our serum” qualified as high-profile by any measure.

Isabelle went first.

She sat in the leather consultation chair with ramrod posture — spine straight, chin level, shoulders pinned back as if slouching were a moral failing. Valentino again today — a dove-gray silk blouse buttoned to the throat, cream trousers, a Cartier watch that caught the morning light. Her ash-blonde chignon was flawless. Her hands were folded in her lap.

Katerina sat in the corner, tablet on her knees, recording everything.

“Let’s begin with your medical history.” Vivian’s Nigerian-British accent was warm but efficient. Our son was in the nursery — she’d pumped at five AM to ensure a ninety-minute professional window. “Previous pregnancies?”

“None.” Isabelle’s voice was even. “Six years of marriage. We attempted conception throughout.”

“Methods?”

“Scheduled intercourse twice monthly, timed to ovulation.” She said it the way you’d read a bus timetable. “When that failed, we pursued medical intervention. Four intrauterine inseminations. Two in-vitro fertilization cycles. All with my husband’s sperm.”

“Your ex-husband’s sperm,” Vivian corrected gently.

“Yes.” Her expression held steady, but her fingers tightened in her lap. “Marcus.”

“And the results?”

“All failures.” The word sat in her mouth like something she’d been swallowing for years. “Marcus’s physicians attributed the issue to my anatomy. He said — they said — I was the problem.”

Vivian set down her pen. I watched from the examining area, preparing the ultrasound equipment, but I was listening to every word.

“Did you ever review Marcus’s fertility results yourself?”

Silence. The same silence Tiffany had produced in this same room a year ago, when Vivian asked the same question about Richard.

“He handled all the medical correspondence,” Isabelle said. “He told me his results were normal. I had no reason to doubt—”

“Did he show you the laboratory reports?”

Isabelle’s jaw tightened. A micro-expression — anyone who didn’t know what they were looking for would have missed it entirely. But I’d learned to read these women. The tells were always there, written in the body language they thought they’d trained away.

“No,” she said quietly. “He did not.”

Vivian opened a file on her tablet. I could see it reflected in her reading glasses — Isabelle’s numbers, run through our lab yesterday evening.

“Madame Delacroix-Wirth. Your ovarian reserve is excellent for a woman of thirty-two. Your hormone levels are optimal. FSH, AMH, estradiol — all textbook. Your uterine lining is healthy. Your fallopian tubes are clear.” Vivian turned the tablet around so Isabelle could see. “In my professional opinion, there was never an issue on your side.”

The color drained from Isabelle’s face. Then returned — a blush that started at her collar and climbed her pale neck like fire behind curtains.

“Six years.” Her voice cracked. Just once. Just enough to hear the devastation underneath. “Six years he told me I was — that I couldn’t — that something was fundamentally wrong with me. He used the word ‘frigid’ with his friends. At dinner parties. He told his mother I was ‘built wrong.’”

Katerina’s knuckles went white around her tablet. In the corner, unnoticed, she was gripping the device hard enough to crack the screen protector.

“The data suggests the problem was never you.” Vivian’s voice carried the practiced steadiness of someone who’d delivered this verdict before and never got tired of it. “Mr. Wright will conduct the physical examination now. Standard protocol.”

I moved to the examination area. Isabelle followed, each step measured, controlled, the society training holding even as her foundation cracked beneath it.

“I’ll need you to change into the gown.” I gestured toward the folding screen. “Take your time.”

She disappeared behind it. I heard fabric rustling — the careful unbuttoning, the precise folding. When she emerged, the medical gown was tied with geometric accuracy, every edge aligned. Even in a paper-thin hospital gown, she looked like she’d been styled for a photoshoot.

“Please have a seat on the table.”

She sat. Her bare calves dangled — milk-white, never tanned — the product of designer trousers and climate-controlled rooms. Her feet were bare. Unpainted toenails. Even that small detail felt like a vulnerability she hadn’t planned for.

The exam was standard. Blood pressure — slightly elevated, which I noted. Heart rate — elevated, which I also noted. She flinched when the stethoscope touched her chest, not from the cold metal but from the contact itself.

“When was your last physical examination?”

“Two years ago. Before the divorce.”

That long without a doctor’s hands on her body. From a woman whose ex-husband probably hadn’t touched her with genuine intent in longer than that.

I adjusted the transducer for the abdominal ultrasound. Medical procedure, clinical contact. My palm rested against her abdomen through the thin gown, positioning the instrument.

She shivered. Not from cold.

“Sorry. Cold gel?”

“No.” Her voice had dropped half an octave. “It’s fine. It’s — fine.”

My hand shifted, repositioning the transducer. The gown was thin enough to feel her skin warming beneath my palm. Her breathing changed — deeper, quicker, the rise and fall of her chest visible above the neckline of the gown. Her gaze fixed on the ceiling, pointedly not looking at me, her jaw set, her hands gripping the edge of the examination table.

On the ultrasound screen, everything looked perfect. Healthy ovaries. Clean uterus. A body designed for exactly what she’d been denied.

“Everything looks excellent,” I said. Professional. Measured. But her breathing wasn’t, and neither was mine. The serum’s effect was doing what it always did — bypassing conscious resistance, working on a level beneath language and decades of trained restraint.

“Thank you.” She sat up too quickly when I stepped back. The gown slipped at one shoulder — a flash of collarbone, freckle-free cream, the beginning curve of a breast compressed beneath the fabric. She corrected it immediately, color flooding her face.

I caught a glimpse of what the structured Valentino had been hiding. Isabelle Delacroix-Wirth was not the straight-lined sylph her tailored wardrobe suggested. There were curves beneath those high-necked blouses — the suggestion of fullness she’d been systematically concealing.

Across the room, Katerina was watching. Her gaze was fixed on the spot where Isabelle’s gown had slipped, and her expression — for one unguarded second — was devastated.

The expression was more complicated than jealousy. She’d spent years watching her employer be unseen. And she’d just watched a man see Isabelle in twelve seconds.



Séraphine’s intake was a combat operation.

She strode into the consultation room in a lab coat over a tank top, jeans, and boots. Her dark bob was pushed behind one ear with the pen she hadn’t removed since yesterday. She dropped into the consultation chair like she was taking command of a board meeting.

“Let’s skip the formalities.” She pulled up data on her own tablet. “I’ve reviewed your published serum formulation. The Phase II binding is elegant but the tertiary stability model has a critical error in the—”

“We’re conducting your medical intake,” Vivian interrupted. “Not a peer review.”

“They’re not mutually exclusive.” Séraphine leaned forward. “Your pheromone binding approach uses an androgenic receptor pathway, but Dr. Calloway’s livestock comparison data suggests the receptor is actually a novel compound that mimics stallion-class—”

“Dr. Delacroix-Wirth.” Vivian’s voice dropped to the register that made pharmaceutical executives and Saudi security chiefs sit up straight. “We will discuss the science. After your intake. Which requires you to answer my questions, not interrogate my methodology.”

Séraphine opened her mouth. Closed it. A muscle jumped in her cheek — she wasn’t used to being outmaneuvered.

“Fine.”

“Previous pregnancies?”

“None.” The word came out flat. “But not from lack of trying.”

Vivian waited.

“I’ve been attempting conception since I finished my doctorate. Donor sperm, intrauterine insemination, in-vitro fertilization.” Séraphine’s voice was clinical, as if she were reporting someone else’s case history. “Five cycles. All failures.”

“And your hormone protocol?”

The silence lasted three seconds too long.

“I was self-administering experimental superovulation compounds.” The clinical detachment developed a crack. “Protocols I designed. For egg banking. I wanted to preserve my fertility while I focused on my career.” Her throat worked. “I miscalculated the dosing on the fourth cycle.”

“And the result?”

“Diminished ovarian reserve. FSH elevated to 38.2. AMH at 0.4.” She recited the numbers the way a condemned prisoner might recite their sentence. “My own aggressive hormone cycling burned through my reserve in twenty-six months. I burned through my own reserve trying to bank eggs for a future I never got around to having.” She looked at Vivian with eyes that dared her to comment. “I’ve published thirty-two papers on fixing other women’s fertility. Couldn’t fix my own.”

Vivian didn’t take the bait. “The serum operates independently of ovarian reserve. It rewrites the game entirely.” She turned to me. “Mr. Wright will conduct the physical examination.”

Séraphine’s aggressive edge shifted when I approached. She tried to maintain her clinical detachment — offered her arm for blood pressure with the automatic efficiency of someone who’d taken thousands of vitals herself, narrated her own readings (“Systolic elevated. The compound exposure is already affecting my autonomic response.”), and treated the examination like a peer evaluation.

But her body told a different story. When I positioned the stethoscope against her back — “Deep breath, please” — her spine went rigid. When my fingers checked her lymph nodes, her pulse hammered against my fingertips. When I placed my hand on her abdomen for the ultrasound positioning, she lost her sentence mid-word.

“The ovarian volume measurement should be approximately — should — the measurement—” She swallowed. Her tan had darkened. Beneath her tank top, the rapid rise and fall of her chest was visible. “Your hands are warm.”

“Standard body temperature.”

“Your hands are VERY warm.” She said it like an accusation. Like warmth was something I was weaponizing to undermine her scientific objectivity.

On the ultrasound, her ovaries told the story she’d already narrated — reduced follicle count, evidence of the aggressive protocols that had cost her what she’d been trying to save. But the uterus was healthy. The tubes were clear. The body was ready, even if the reserves were depleted.

“The serum will address the ovarian function,” Vivian said. “Your numbers would be a challenge for conventional treatment. For us, they’re a starting point.”

Séraphine nodded. Sat up. Rebuttoned her lab coat with hands that weren’t as steady as she’d have liked.

Her gaze swept over me one final time before she left the room — and the hunger in it was unmistakable. Not scientific curiosity. Not hostility.

It was hunger. She was just better at hiding it than her sister.



Katerina’s intake was almost an afterthought.

She’d been listed as “companion, no treatment requested.” But Aistė’s standing protocol applied to everyone who entered the building, and Aistė’s protocols were not subject to negotiation.

I conducted the basic wellness check in the secondary examination room — the smaller one, usually reserved for follow-ups. Katerina sat on the table in her assistant’s uniform: navy slacks, charcoal blazer, flat shoes. Her dark hair was still in its functional bun. She held her scheduling tablet in her lap like a shield.

“When was your last physical examination?”

“I — it’s been a few years.” She didn’t meet my eyes. Her gaze was fixed on a point approximately six inches to the left of my shoulder.

“How many years?”

“Three. Perhaps four.”

“Any medical concerns?”

“None that are relevant. I’m here for Isabelle.”

“I’m asking about you.”

Her eyes — deep, watchful, wasted on someone who never looked directly at anyone — flickered to my face. Then away.

“I don’t have medical concerns.”

“Blood pressure check.” I wrapped the cuff around her arm. Standard contact — the backs of my fingers brushing her forearm as I positioned the Velcro. Her skin was warm. Golden-olive. The first skin I’d seen beneath her professional uniform.

She made a sound.

Small. Involuntary. Something desperate and swallowed immediately — the noise of a body reacting before the mind could intervene.

Her face went white. Then blazing pink. She stared at the floor as if it had personally offended her.

“Sorry,” she whispered. “I’m sorry, I don’t know why—”

“It’s fine.” I kept my voice steady. Professional. “The clinic environment can produce unexpected physiological responses.”

“I’m not — this isn’t—” She pressed her lips together. Shook her head. “I’m here for my employer. I’m an assistant. That’s all.”

I inflated the cuff. Took the reading. Released.

“What do YOU need, Katerina?”

She stared at me. Dark eyes that caught every detail in a room but flinched from being caught themselves — and right now they were locked on my face.

“Nobody asks me that.” Her voice was barely audible. The words came out like a confession she’d been keeping without knowing it.

“I’m asking.”

Silence. The blood pressure cuff deflated with a soft hiss. A vein in her neck fluttered — rapid, unsteady.

“I don’t know,” she said finally. “I’ve been so busy knowing what Isabelle needs that I forgot to ask.”

I noted her vitals. Made a chart entry. Set the tablet aside.

“If you decide you’d like to talk about it, I’m here.”

She nodded once. Slid off the table. Straightened her blazer. Picked up her tablet. Slipped back into the role as smoothly as drawing a curtain.

But her hands were shaking as she left the room. And she walked in a slightly different direction than the one that led back to Isabelle.



Séraphine found me in the hallway outside the nursery that afternoon.

She’d spent the morning touring the lab with Vivian — making cutting remarks about equipment calibration that were pointed enough to draw blood and accurate enough to sting. She’d pushed for the binding data within the first hour. “My publication record speaks for itself,” she’d told Vivian, wielding her CV like a battering ram. “My security clearance at the Geneva Institute covers Level Four research.” Vivian hadn’t blinked. “Irrelevant. My clinic, my data.”

The smile she gave Séraphine was the one she reserved for pharmaceutical executives who thought credentials outranked ownership. Vivian had granted her limited access to the research database, classified sections excluded, and the professional rivalry had settled into the uneasy rhythm of two predators circling the same territory.

Then three hours with the research team. Reviewing data. Arguing about binding mechanisms. Alternating between sharp-tongued brilliance and grudging respect. Now she stood in the corridor with her messenger bag and that red mouth, blocking my path — strategic positioning, calculated as everything else she did.

“We need to discuss your methodology.”

“Now?”

“Now.” She pulled the pen from behind her ear. Tapped it against her palm. “I’ve been analyzing your compound profile since your first published data. Every synthesis attempt in my Geneva lab failed.” She studied me with clinical intensity layered over something personal — her professional distance eroding even as she catalogued the damage. “You’re not what I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“A walking sperm bank with good biochemistry.” She tilted her head. “You’re actually intelligent.”

“Thanks. I think.”

“It wasn’t a compliment. Intelligence makes you more dangerous.” She stepped closer. The leather jacket creaked. Her lipstick was a shade of red that demanded attention, that dared you to look at her mouth, and I was looking at her mouth. “I came here for the binding data. For the science. That’s the only reason.”

“Okay.”

“The fact that your androstadienone concentration is making my autonomic nervous system behave in ways I can’t explain professionally is irrelevant.”

“Noted.”

“And the fact that I’ve been thinking about your published sperm motility data in a context that is entirely non-academic is a biochemical artifact, not a personal response.”

“Of course.”

She held my gaze. Those pale irises — burning with something that wasn’t scientific curiosity and wasn’t hostility.

“I’m going to figure out your serum,” she said. “Every binding pathway. Every receptor mechanism. Everything your team has classified.”

“You’ll have to work with Vivian for that.”

“I can work with Okafor.” She said it like she was accepting a challenge. “But what I can’t figure out from data—” Her gaze dropped to my chest, my hands, then back to my eyes. “—I may need to verify empirically.”

She turned and walked away. Boots clicking. Messenger bag swinging. Red lipstick on a mouth that had just declared war on my research and my self-control simultaneously.



That night, after the clinic settled into its nocturnal rhythm — the nursery’s white noise machines humming, Harper singing something Irish and half-remembered to her teething daughter, Tiffany murmuring to her newborn in the postpartum wing — Séraphine sat in her guest room with her laptop.

She’d hacked the guest WiFi again. Faster this time — eight minutes. The clinic’s security was built for medical privacy, not for a woman who’d penetrated three pharmaceutical databases during her doctorate.

The research database opened. She navigated past the patient files, past the serum formulations, past the published data she’d already committed to memory.

There. The file she’d found last night.

HEREDITARY COMPOUND — FILIAL TRANSMISSION.

She opened it. Read the full dataset this time, pulling secondary analysis, methodology notes, Vivian’s personal observations.

All seven children tested positive. The pheromone compound was present in their bloodwork. The oldest — Vivian’s son, seven months — was producing at 30% of adult levels and the production was increasing monthly.

The compound wasn’t degrading across generations. If anything, the children showed markers suggesting they might produce MORE than their father by adulthood.

The implications crashed through her scientific mind like dominoes. Every child Caleb fathered would carry the trait. Every child would eventually become a transmitter. If the trait was dominant — and the data suggested it was — it would spread through the population geometrically.

This wasn’t a fertility treatment. This was a genetic event. Possibly the most significant shift in human reproductive biology since the evolution of concealed ovulation.

She screenshotted the data. Habit. The competitive instinct she’d honed in Geneva telling her to save everything, analyze everything, publish first.

The security lockout kicked in — red screen, warning, session terminated. She didn’t bother to bypass it again.

“Oh my God,” she whispered to the dark room. Not about the arousal. About the data. About what it meant for every child in the nursery wing below her, and for the world that didn’t know yet.

She opened a blank document. Typed: HEREDITARY COMPOUND — PRELIMINARY ANALYSIS — S. DELACROIX-WIRTH. Then stared at the blinking cursor until the first gray light of dawn crept through the curtains.


Chapter 3: The Good Twin

The overnight suite had been prepared by Celeste — because Celeste prepared everything with the trained eye of a woman who’d spent two decades curating beauty. Fresh flowers on the side table. Sheets that cost more than my old semester’s tuition. Dim amber lighting that made the room feel like being inside a jewel box.

Isabelle stood at the foot of the bed in silk pajamas.

Not lingerie — silk pajamas. Ivory, with mother-of-pearl buttons. The kind of sleepwear that cost four figures and was designed to look like you weren’t trying. Her ash-blonde hair was still pinned up, though a few strands had escaped around her face, softening the architecture. Her hands were folded at her waist.

She was the most dressed-down I’d seen her, and she still looked like she belonged in the window of a department store on the Bahnhofstrasse.

“I should tell you,” she began, her voice perfectly modulated, “that I’m not good at this.”

I didn’t move toward her. Stood by the door. Let the space between us hold what it needed to hold.

“Marcus said I was cold.” She delivered the word with the flatness of someone who’d heard it so many times it had lost its edge. Almost. “Unresponsive. That my body didn’t function properly during — during intimacy. He used clinical language. As if I were a machine with a manufacturing defect.”

“Your body functions perfectly. We established that yesterday.”

“Medical function isn’t the same as—” She stopped. Her lips pressed together. She couldn’t say the word. Couldn’t say pleasure, or desire, or wanting, because a marriage built on blame and indifference had stripped those words from her vocabulary along with the experiences they described.

“Come here,” I said.

She didn’t move. Her pale eyes — cool in the amber light — assessed me the way they’d assessed the clinic, the way they’d assessed everything: calculating the risk of vulnerability.

“Come here, Isabelle.”

She crossed the room. Each step measured. Stopping two feet away — close enough to feel the heat between us, far enough to retreat.

I took her hand.

Her fingers were cool, slender, the nails filed to clean ovals. I turned her hand over. Traced her palm with my thumb. A slow line from the base of her index finger to her wrist.

She inhaled sharply. I felt the hammer of her heartbeat against my thumb — rapid, unsteady, her body answering a question her mind hadn’t asked.

“When was the last time someone held your hand?”

“I—” She swallowed. “I don’t remember.”

I lifted her hand. Pressed my lips to her knuckles. One kiss. Gentle. The kind of contact that a man who cared about a woman would offer as naturally as breathing.

Isabelle made a sound. Small. Desperate. Completely involuntary. Hunger that had been buried so deep she’d forgotten it existed, suddenly awake and ravenous at the first morsel.

“We don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do,” I said against her skin.

“I want — I—” She was coming undone. I could see it in the micro-tremors running through her frame, in the flush climbing her throat, in the way her eyes were going glassy. “I don’t know what I want. I’ve never been allowed to want things.”

“Start with this. Tell me if this feels good.”

I kissed her wrist. The pulse point. Her heart hammered against my lips.

“Yes.” Barely a whisper. “Yes, that feels—”

I kissed the inside of her forearm. Higher. She shivered.

“And this?”

“Yes.”

I moved to her neck. Just below her jaw, where the skin was gossamer-thin and untouched and her perfume — something subtle and expensive, lily of the valley — mixed with the scent of her quickening arousal. I felt her pulse against my lips. Felt her lean into the contact like a plant turning toward light.

“This is—” She stopped herself. Started again. “I didn’t know touching could feel like this.”

“Like what?”

“Like it mattered. Like I mattered.”



The hair came down first.

Pin by pin. I stood behind her, my fingers working through her chignon with deliberate care. Each pin removed was a small sound — the metallic click, her sharp inhale, the whisper of freed hair against silk.

Ash-blonde waves fell past her shoulders. Past her shoulder blades. Mid-back — longer than I’d expected, a cascade of pale gold that changed the entire geometry of her face. Without the architectural updo, she looked younger. Softer. More vulnerable.

“You’re staring,” she said.

“You’re worth staring at.”

The blush deepened. She still couldn’t accept a compliment. Years of hearing she was built wrong had calcified into a reflex — any positive attention triggered disbelief, then shame.

I’d break that. Not today. Not in one session. But the process started now.

The pajama top came next. I undid the buttons from behind — one, two, three, four, five — while she stood motionless, her breath quickening with each one. The ivory silk parted. Slid off her shoulders.

Underneath: a simple camisole. Practical. Not designed to be seen. She’d dressed for a medical procedure, not for seduction, and somehow that was more arousing than any designer lingerie.

The camisole went over her head. She raised her arms automatically, then crossed them over her chest the instant the fabric cleared.

“Don’t.” I caught her wrists. Gently drew them to her sides. “Let me see you.”

“There’s nothing special—”

“Isabelle.”

She stopped. Met my eyes in the suite’s full-length mirror. I stood behind her, my hands on her bare arms, both of us reflected.

What the Valentino had been hiding was not nothing special. Her breasts — natural C-cups, pink-tipped, perfectly shaped — rose and fell with each rapid breath. Her skin was porcelain from collarbones to waist, unmarked by sun, flawless from a lifetime of Swiss skincare and the genetic lottery of the Delacroix bloodline. Her waist nipped in above hips that the structured trousers had minimized. She had curves. Real, proportionate, beautiful curves that she’d been systematically concealing beneath architect-approved clothing.

“You’re stunning,” I said.

“He said—”

“Your ex-husband was a sterile gaslighter who couldn’t get it up and blamed you for his failure.” I met her eyes in the mirror. “What I see is a woman who’s been hiding a body that would make any man in the world grateful. And I’m going to prove it.”

A tear tracked down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away. Didn’t look away from the mirror.

“Show me,” she whispered.



I started with her breasts.

Not rushed. Not clinical. Not an obligation to endure. I cupped one from behind — my palm spanning the soft weight of her, learning the texture nobody had bothered to learn. Full. Warm. A natural C-cup that fit perfectly in a man’s hand, that spilled slightly over the edges of my grip.

Isabelle’s head fell back against my shoulder. Her nipple hardened against my palm — pink, tender, stiffening to a tight peak that pressed into my skin like a small demand. Responding to attention like a famine survivor responding to food.

“Oh—” The sound slipped out before she could censor it. She tensed. “I’m sorry, I—”

“Don’t apologize for feeling good.”

I rolled her nipple between my thumb and forefinger. Gentle pressure. She gasped — a real gasp, not the polite intake of breath she’d been conditioned to produce. Her hips shifted against me involuntarily, her ass pressing back into the hardness she could feel through the thin silk.

“Again,” she breathed. “Please.”

I obliged. Both hands now, cupping both breasts, thumbs circling nipples that were achingly hard. I squeezed — not rough, just firm enough that she felt the claim in it, the possession. She arched into my palms, grinding her ass back against my cock through those silk pajama bottoms. The friction drew a groan from my throat. She felt it vibrate through my chest into her back and shuddered.

She was dissolving in real time — the finishing-school posture softening, the controlled breathing going ragged, the measured voice cracking into something unguarded. I could smell her arousal now — faint, clean, mixing with the lily of the valley, her body producing something her mind hadn’t authorized.

“I didn’t know — it’s never — I’ve never felt—”

“Has anyone ever touched you like they actually gave a damn?”

“No.” The word broke. “Not once.”

I turned her around. Kissed her — the first real kiss. Not the perfunctory marital contact she’d endured for years. A kiss with intent, with heat, with the explicit promise that this was going somewhere she’d only imagined. My tongue traced her lower lip and she opened for me, tentative, then hungry. Her tongue met mine and she made a sound — a whimper muffled between our mouths that vibrated through both of us.

She kissed back like a woman drowning. Her hands fisted in my scrubs. Her mouth opened wider, her tongue sliding against mine with increasing urgency, French sounds escaping between breaths — small, helpless sounds that she couldn’t control and couldn’t believe she was making. Her hips pressed forward, seeking contact. Her thigh rode up against my hip. The silk of her pajama bottoms was already dark with wetness — a spreading stain she hadn’t noticed and couldn’t have prevented.

I picked her up. Her legs wrapped around my waist automatically — a response so natural she hadn’t known her body could produce it. The movement pressed her pussy against my cock through the layers between us, and she went rigid, every muscle locking at the contact. I laid her on Celeste’s expensive sheets and settled between her thighs.

“I’m going to taste you now,” I said.

Her eyes went wide. “Marcus never—”

“Marcus was an idiot. Lie back.”

The pajama bottoms came off. Simple underwear beneath — cotton, practical, practical white cotton — years of dressing alone visible in every sensible stitch. I hooked my fingers in the waistband and pulled them down her long legs, kissing her inner thigh as I went. She jerked like she’d been shocked, her thighs squeezing together reflexively before she forced them apart — the conscious choice to be open for me, to let someone see her here, more intimate than any kiss.

Her pussy was neat, trimmed, pink and glistening — swollen with a week’s worth of pheromone-stoked arousal that she’d been pressing her thighs together to contain. Her body had been ready long before her mind had caught up. Slick wetness coated her inner lips, a strand of it catching the amber light as I spread her with my thumbs. The scent of her arousal rose from the sheets — clean, musky, the honest scent of wanting. I lowered my mouth to her.

The first touch of my tongue on her clit produced a sound I’d never heard from her — or maybe from anyone. A wail. A wail — primal, broken-open, the sound of something long-sealed splitting open. Her clit was swollen, exquisitely sensitive — days of constant, unrelieved arousal concentrated into this single swollen bud.

“Oh — oh mon Dieu — I can’t—” Her hips lifted off the mattress, pushing her pussy against my mouth. Her fingers found my hair, gripping hard enough to sting.

I worked her slowly. Long, flat strokes of my tongue from her entrance to her clit — tasting her fully, the salt and the sweetness, the evidence of how long she’d been ready. Circling her clit with the tip of my tongue, then pressing flat, then sucking gently. Learning the map of her responses — which angles made her gasp, which pressure made her moan, which rhythm made her thighs tremble against my ears. Her wetness coated my chin, dripped down my jaw. She was soaked, and getting wetter with every stroke.

She was close within two minutes. I could feel it in the tightening of her muscles, the way her hips were rocking against my mouth, the pitch of her cries climbing.

I stopped.

She whimpered. Actually whimpered — starved for years and denied the first real sustenance she’d tasted.

“What do you want?” I asked.

“I don’t — I can’t—”

“Tell me. Use words.”

“Please.” It was barely audible. Barely voiced. A word she’d been swallowing for years.

I returned to her. Built her back up. Slow circles around her clit. Two fingers sliding inside her — she was tight, not from disuse but from tension, from years of being told her body didn’t work, and when I found her G-spot she arched off the bed.

“There — right there — oh God—”

She was at the edge again. Trembling. Nothing left of the society wife — mascara tracking down her temples, hair wild across the pillow, her pale skin flushed pink from chest to cheeks.

I stopped.

“NO—” She grabbed for me. Desperate. “Please — I was so close — I’ve never — PLEASE—”

“Tell me what you feel.”

“Everything.” The word came out stripped. “I feel everything and I want—”

I returned to her before she could finish. Slower this time. Measured circles that rebuilt the pressure with agonizing control — my tongue tracing the hood of her clit, drawing it in, letting go. Her hips rolled against my mouth, her fingers threading through my hair, pulling, her thighs slick with her own arousal. I slid two fingers back inside her, curling them against her G-spot while my tongue worked her clit. When the rhythm locked in — the one that made her thighs shake, the one that made her lose French and English simultaneously—

I stopped.

The sound she made was animal. Something deeper than the desperate plea of a moment ago — unchained, feral, a hunger shown what sustenance tasted like three times and denied three times. Her hips bucked against empty air, her pussy clenching around nothing, seeking the fingers and mouth that had been stolen from her.

“Tell me what you want, Isabelle.”

“I want to COME.” It tore out of her — an ugly, honest admission that bypassed every Swiss finishing school lesson and every night of scheduled, joyless sex. “PLEASE — I’ve never — I NEED — PLEASE—”

“Good girl.”

I sealed my mouth over her clit, sucked hard, and drove my fingers deep against that swollen spot inside her.

She came.

It wasn’t the controlled, minimized response of a woman who’d learned to suppress everything. It was an eruption. Her back arched clear of the mattress, her spine curving impossibly. Her legs clamped around my head, crushing, her thighs trembling against my ears. Her scream — not modulated, not measured, a raw animal sound that Marcus had never once drawn from her — echoed through the soundproofed room. Her pussy clenched around my fingers in rhythmic waves, each contraction wetter than the last, her arousal flooding my hand and wrist. Her whole body spasmed, her hands fisting in the sheets hard enough to hear the thread count surrender. Her pink nipples stood rigid on shaking breasts, her fair skin flushed crimson from her chest to her hairline.

She sobbed through the aftershocks. Great, wracking sobs that shook her slender frame — not sadness but release, every sound tearing loose from somewhere beneath her ribs that had been locked shut for years.

I moved up her body before the shock could harden into something she’d talk herself out of. Kissed the tears from her cheeks. Let her feel my weight — reassuring, present, real.

“I—” She hiccuped. “I didn’t know. I didn’t know it could—”

“We’re not done.”

Her eyes — stormy now, violet-tinged with arousal, the cool assessment replaced by something molten — went wide.

“I’m going to be inside you now,” I said. “And you’re going to feel every second of it.”

“Yes.” No hesitation. No defenses. Just want, naked and overwhelming. “Yes, please. S’il vous plaît.”

I entered her slowly. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance and she inhaled sharply — the stretch, the pressure, the first moment of being penetrated by someone who wanted her. She was wet enough that the slide was smooth despite the tightness, her pussy parting around me, welcoming what her mind was still catching up to. I watched her face as I pushed deeper — inch by inch, letting her feel every bit of it. Her lips parted. Her eyes locked on mine. Her hands came up to my shoulders, gripping.

“You’re so—” She gasped. Her pussy clenched involuntarily around my shaft. “I feel you everywhere. Oh God, I feel you—”

I was fully seated. Buried to the hilt inside her. She pulsed around me — involuntary clenches, her body responding to the stretch, the fullness, the heat of a cock inside her that belonged to a man who’d just spent twenty minutes making her scream. Finally, actually feeling it.

“You’re not cold.” I pulled back slowly — the drag of my cock against her walls making her whimper — then pushed forward. Deep. “You never were.”

“No—” She moved with me. Hips rolling, tentative then urgent, discovering the rhythm that made her gasp. “I’m not — oh God—”

“You’re perfect.”

Her face crumpled. The words hit her like a physical blow — two simple words nobody had ever said, that she’d stopped believing she deserved to hear. She came again — sudden, unexpected, triggered by the praise more than the physical sensation. Everything tightened around me, her walls pulling me deeper as if afraid I’d pull away, her eyes streaming.

“Don’t stop saying that,” she gasped. “Please — tell me — tell me I’m—”

“Beautiful.” I thrust deeper. Her back arched, her tits pressing against my chest. “Perfect.” Deeper. Her legs wrapped around me, her heels locking at the small of my back, pulling me in. “Everything he told you was a lie.”

“S’il vous plait — encore — plus profond—” The performance language stripped away, the comfort tongue taking over. Her hips rose to meet mine, desperate, graceless, the society wife discovering she could fuck. The wet heat of her surrounded me on every stroke — slick friction, the obscene sounds of our fucking filling the suite along with her cries.

I edged her again. Slowed my thrusts to agonizing crawls when she was close — holding myself deep inside her, giving her just enough to feel the stretch, not enough to come. She cried out in frustrated French — “Non — n’arrete pas — je t’en supplie—” — her hands clawing at my shoulders, her heels digging into my back trying to force me deeper.

“Tell me what you need.”

She opened her mouth. Closed it. Her fingers dug into my shoulders and she fought something — not desire but the difficulty of saying it aloud, the admission that wanting this meant Marcus had been wrong about everything and she’d wasted six years believing him. Her face twisted. I saw the exact moment she stopped protecting herself from hope.

“I need you to fill me.” The words came out raw, torn from somewhere she’d been guarding since the divorce. “Put a baby in me. Breed me. Prove that my body can do what he said it couldn’t — that I was never the broken one—”

“Your body is going to give you everything you want.”

I stopped edging. Drove into her with full, deep strokes that made the headboard crack against the wall. Fast. Hard. Fucking that burned through every lie she’d been told about her own body. Her eyes rolled back. Her fingernails raked bloody trails down my shoulders. Her French dissolved into sounds that had no language — primal, desperate, the sounds of a woman being properly fucked for the first time in her life.

She came for the third time. Full-body, seizing, her pussy gripping me in rhythmic spasms so tight I felt it in my spine. The contractions pulled me over the edge. I buried myself to the hilt and came — my cock pulsing, thick ropes of cum flooding her, filling her, each spurt painting the deepest part of her. She screamed — feeling it, feeling the heat of me flooding her womb — and clenched harder, her pussy pulling me deeper with each contraction, her legs locked around my back refusing to release while the woman Marcus had called cold took every last pulse of cum I had.

“Stay,” she whispered, still shaking, her face wet with tears and sweat. “Don’t pull out. I want to feel every drop.”

I stayed. Softened inside her but stayed. She held me with everything she had — arms, legs, the pussy that had just discovered what it was for — and pressed her face into my neck.

“Is it always like that?” she asked, voice muffled.

“It gets better.”

“That’s not possible.” But she was already thinking about when she could come back. I could feel it in the way her fingers traced my spine, in the way her hips gave a small, involuntary roll against mine, in the way her breathing was slowing, her body heavy against mine, hovering between sleep and the unwillingness to let go of what had just happened.

“Marcus said I was built wrong.” She pulled back enough to look at my face. Her eyes were different now — warm, wet, open. “He said that at a dinner party. In front of twelve people. ‘Isabelle is a beautiful woman who’s unfortunately built wrong for the one thing that matters.’”

“Every word out of that man’s mouth was a lie.”

“I know that now.” She kissed me — soft, tasting of tears and gratitude and the first unguarded emotion she’d allowed herself in years. “I know.”



I found out later — much later, after everything that followed — what had happened on the other side of the observation glass.

Katerina had been there for twenty minutes.

Aiste told me the rest, because Aiste saw everything. The head nurse had spotted Katerina in the observation corridor — navy blazer still on, tablet in hand, her professional pretext intact. She’d come to “check on her employer.” That was the story she’d rehearsed. That was the lie her mouth would offer if anyone asked.

But the tablet had slipped from her fingers within minutes. It sat face-down on the window ledge, forgotten. Her notebook was on the floor. She stood at the one-way glass with both hands pressed flat against it — watching Isabelle come undone, watching her employer shatter the composure that Katerina had spent her entire career maintaining for her.

Her hand had drifted. Pressed between her own thighs, against the seam of her slacks, knuckles white. Not a decision — a compulsion. The pheromone-saturated air of the corridor, the sounds she could hear through the glass, the sight of a woman she’d devoted her life to experiencing something Katerina had never known.

She came standing up. Silently. Desperately. Alone.

Then she slid down the corridor wall. Aiste found her there — sitting on the cold floor, her dark hair falling from its bun, tears streaming down her olive cheeks. Her hand was still pressed between her thighs. Shaking from head to knees.

“She was lonely,” Aiste told me, her Baltic accent flat with recognition. “That’s all it was. Loneliness.”



The confrontation happened the next morning.

Séraphine stood in Vivian’s office, both hands planted on the desk, her dark hair wild from a sleepless night. Her laptop was open between them, displaying the screenshots she’d taken — then deleted — then apparently recovered from her trash folder, because old habits died hard.

“Your children are producing the compound.” Her voice was tight with intensity, the controlled urgency of someone sitting on a discovery that changed everything. “At four months. At seven months, your son is at thirty percent of adult levels. Do you understand what this means?”

Vivian’s expression went cold. The warmth, the maternal ease, the woman who nursed her son while running a medical empire — all of it dropped away, replaced by the steel-spined researcher who’d built this entire operation from a hypothesis and a converted mansion.

“Where did you get classified research data?”

“That’s not the question.”

“That is exactly the question, Dr. Delacroix-Wirth. You’ve accessed restricted files on my proprietary research. In my facility. After accepting an invitation that was already granted under questionable pretenses.”

“The binding mechanism in those children isn’t degrading.” Séraphine pushed forward, undaunted. “It’s stable. Possibly amplifying. If this compound is expressed at puberty, every son Caleb Wright fathers will become a transmitter. Every daughter will carry the gene.”

Vivian said nothing. Her dark eyes — nearly black, sharp as obsidian — held Séraphine’s pale stare without blinking.

“The question isn’t where I got the data,” Séraphine said. “The question is: what are you going to do about it?”

The silence held for five full seconds. In the nursery down the hall, a baby cried. Then another. The morning chorus.

“Sit down, Dr. Delacroix-Wirth.” Vivian’s voice had shifted — not warmer, but less hostile. The recognition of one alpha intellect acknowledging another. “We need to talk about what happens next.”

Séraphine sat.

Outside the office, through the door that was slightly ajar, I stood in the hallway with my son asleep against my chest. I’d heard enough. The hereditary data — the discovery Vivian had been keeping in her locked drawer, studying in private, sharing only with Yuki and Sage — was no longer contained.


Chapter 4: The Wild Twin

The argument between Séraphine and Vivian lasted three hours. It started as a confrontation. Became a debate. Then, somewhere around the second pot of coffee and the fourth whiteboard diagram, it became something neither woman had expected.

Collaboration.

“Your pheromone binding approach in the Geneva replication was elegant.” Vivian traced a receptor pathway on the whiteboard. “But you targeted the androgenic receptor. The compound isn’t androgenic — it’s a novel class that mimics mammalian mating pheromones.”

“Stallion-class. Yes, the veterinarian identified it.” Séraphine still said “veterinarian” like it was a term of mild offense. But the hostility had softened into the prickliness of a scientist who’d been beaten to a discovery and was big enough — barely — to acknowledge it. “My binding model assumed human-only receptor pathways. That was the error. For all sixty-three attempts.”

“Sixty-four.” Vivian’s smile was thin. “You miscounted. I reviewed your publications.”

Séraphine blinked. Then the ghost of a smile — the grudging respect of a scientist corrected by a peer who’d done the homework. “Show me Dr. Calloway’s livestock comparison data.”

Vivian pulled up Sage’s charts — the stallion pheromone profiles next to mine, the nearly identical curves that Sage had identified from her veterinary databases. Séraphine leaned forward, her dark hair falling around her face, pen tapping against her lower lip.

“The structural homology is — yes. I see it now. The tertiary binding site isn’t the one I was targeting. It’s—” She grabbed the pen from behind her ear and started scribbling on the whiteboard, her handwriting a doctor’s illegible shorthand. “If you shift the receptor model to account for cross-species pheromone architecture, the binding becomes—”

“Self-amplifying,” Vivian finished. “Which explains why exposure strengthens over time.”

They stared at each other. Two alpha scientists. Two women who’d built careers by being the smartest person in every room. The recognition between them was almost physical — a grudging nod. They’d spent their careers never meeting an equal. Now they had.

“I’ll need full data access,” Séraphine said. “Everything. The binding models, the amplification curves, the hereditary transmission profiles.”

“You’ll have it.” Vivian’s expression shifted — not warmer, but less guarded. A professional truce settling into place. “If you’d told me yesterday I’d be sharing classified data with the woman who hacked my WiFi twice, I’d have called security.”

“And if you’d told me I’d be collaborating with the woman whose work I’ve been trying to steal, I’d have suggested you needed your own serum to fix your judgment.”

“We should bring your veterinarian into the hereditary analysis,” Séraphine said. She visibly swallowed pride. “Her cross-species perspective is uniquely valuable.”

They called Sage in Vermont on speakerphone. Three brilliant women around a problem that none of them could solve alone — the pheromone compound’s heritability, its amplification in children, its implications for every child in the clinic’s nursery and every pregnancy on the waiting list.

Sage’s practical voice filled the office: “In livestock breeding, heritable pheromone traits exist but at concentrations too low for significant behavioral effects. What Caleb’s son is producing at seven months would make a prize stallion look like a gelding.”

“And the amplification?” Séraphine asked, her competitive instincts overridden by genuine curiosity.

“Getting stronger with each blood draw. Not linear — exponential. If the curve holds, by puberty these children will produce at levels that exceed their father.”

Nobody spoke for a long moment. Vivian, Séraphine, and Sage — three women who’d dedicated their careers to reproductive science — were each running the same calculation and arriving at the same staggering number.

“We need Yuki,” Vivian said. “The molecular analysis requires her expertise.”

She called Stanford. Five minutes later, Dr. Yuki Nakamura’s precise voice joined the call — three months postpartum, her son sleeping in a university day care, her scientific rigor undiminished by motherhood.

“The compound is being transmitted through lactation,” Yuki said immediately, as if she’d been waiting for this call. “I’ve been analyzing the milk samples I sent before leaving Boston. The pheromone precursors are present in serum-enhanced breast milk at concentrations that would explain infant absorption.”

“The milk is a transmission vector?” Séraphine’s eyebrows rose.

“Not just a vector. An amplifier. The infant’s developing endocrine system processes the precursors and produces active compound at rates that exceed passive inheritance. The children aren’t just carrying the gene — they’re being actively primed by the milk to express it.”

Séraphine sat back in her chair. “So every child who nurses from a serum-bonded mother—”

“Is receiving a biological upgrade.” Vivian’s voice was quiet. “Every feeding session.”

Four brilliant women, connected across three time zones, looking at data that would change reproductive medicine forever. And in the nursery down the hall, nine babies sleeping, nursing, growing. All of them carriers. All of them primed.



Meanwhile, the twins spoke to each other. Actually spoke — not the frozen exchange in the conservatory but a real conversation.

It happened at breakfast, in the conservatory where Celeste kept the jasmine blooming and the coffee flowing. The morning table was its usual production — Harper reading to her teething daughter from a volume of Yeats, Aistė’s baby sleeping in a carrier while Aistė reviewed the day’s scheduling board with surgical precision, Tiffany nursing her two-week-old with the soft-spoken confidence of a woman who’d found herself on the other side of a chrysalis, Madi scrolling nursing school applications with one hand while her son slept on her chest.

Isabelle sat at one end, tea untouched, hair pinned up as always but with yesterday’s transformation visible beneath the surface — a looseness in her shoulders, a flush that hadn’t faded, a tendency to touch her own neck where my lips had been.

Katerina noticed immediately. She’d brought Isabelle’s tea at 6:45 AM as always, and found her employer staring out the window with an expression that was entirely new — not poise, not grief, not the brittle social performance that passed for contentment. Something open. Radiant. Katerina adjusted Isabelle’s schedule for the day without being asked, cleared two hours that afternoon, and said nothing. Her own hands hadn’t stopped trembling since yesterday’s observation window.

Séraphine entered with coffee — black, no sugar, carried in a stained mug she’d found in the lab. She sat at the opposite end. Her red mouth was freshly painted. Her eyes were bloodshot from the sleepless night of data analysis.

Neither spoke. The conservatory’s morning sounds filled the gap — Harper murmuring to her daughter, the clink of Celeste’s coffee service, the ambient hum of a household that never fully quieted.

“You look different,” Séraphine said finally.

“I feel different.”

More silence. Madi’s thumb paused on her tablet screen, her Gen-Z radar for interpersonal tension perfectly calibrated after years of navigating Tiffany’s moods.

“Maman sent us both here,” Isabelle said quietly. “She didn’t tell either of us about the other.”

“Classic Éliane.” Séraphine’s mouth pressed into a hard line. “Scheming us into the same room by playing the dying card.”

“She’s dying, Séraphine.”

The silence that followed was different. Heavier. Séraphine’s red lips pressed together. Her eyes — reflecting the same conservatory light as her sister’s across the table — went bright with something she immediately suppressed.

“I know.” Her voice dropped the hardness. What was left was exposed. “I’ve known for three months. Her physician in Geneva contacted me.”

“You didn’t call.”

“And say what? ‘Hi, I know we haven’t spoken since you called me an embarrassment at the engagement dinner, but our mother is dying and I’m handling it by destroying my own ovaries in a research lab?’”

Isabelle flinched. Across the table, Harper’s hand stilled on her daughter’s back. The room had gone quiet — the way the harem always went quiet when it recognized the sound of wounds being cleaned.

“I should have—” Isabelle started. Then stopped. The words she needed were too heavy for a breakfast table, too heavy for a room full of people she barely knew.

“You should have what?” Séraphine’s voice was carefully flat.

Isabelle shook her head. “Not here. Not yet.”

The silence between them was different from the silence of estrangement. It was the silence of two women who’d recognized the shape of what needed to be said but hadn’t yet found the courage to say it.

“We’re both here,” Isabelle said finally. “That’s a start.”

Séraphine swallowed something she couldn’t say. Then, very slightly, she nodded.

“Same debt,” she said quietly. “Different currencies.”

Harper caught my eye across the room. Her green eyes were bright. She gave me a small nod. The nod that said: these two are going to be okay. Eventually. Through the fire. But okay.



I ran into Katerina in the walled garden that afternoon, before Séraphine’s session. She was sitting on the stone bench with a book — not her tablet, an actual book, a battered Penguin Classics edition of something Greek.

“Euripides,” she said when she caught me looking. “Medea. My comfort read.” A ghost of a smile. “I know what that says about me.”

“It says you have taste.” I sat on the other end of the bench. She tensed, then didn’t move away. “How long have you been with the Delacroix-Wirth family?”

“Ten years. Since I was twenty-four.” She traced the book’s cracked spine with one finger. “Isabelle was — is — a good employer. She never raised her voice. Never made me feel small. She just… didn’t see me. Not as a person with a life outside hers.” She paused. “That’s not her fault. I made myself easy to overlook.”

“Cambridge classics degree. Five languages. Sappho specialist.” I looked at her. “That’s a lot to overlook.”

She went very still. Her dark eyes found mine — startled, as if she’d expected me to know her by Isabelle’s schedule, not by the details she’d mentioned once in a hallway.

“You remembered,” she said.

“I pay attention.”

“To everyone? Or—”

“To everyone. But yes. Also to you.”

Color bloomed in her olive cheeks. She looked down at Medea. Then, very quietly: “My grandmother says you can tell a person’s character by what they remember about you.” She closed the book. “She’d like you.”

She stood. Smoothed her slacks. Picked up the tablet from beside the bench — but she walked away holding the book in front of her and the tablet tucked under one arm, as if the priorities had quietly rearranged themselves.



Séraphine’s first session happened that afternoon.

She entered the overnight suite in her lab coat over a fitted black tank top. Jeans. Boots. Her choppy dark hair was clipped back with a metal barrette, a pen behind her ear — her clinical uniform, the costume that said “I am a scientist and this is data collection.”

She pulled out her tablet. “I’ve reviewed the session protocols. Standard serum administration pre-coitus, followed by timed intercourse at optimal cervical positioning. The androstadienone levels in this room—” She checked a sensor she’d attached to the door frame. “—are already at fourteen parts per billion, which explains the elevated heart rate I’m experiencing. The vasocongestion in my—”

“Take the lab coat off.”

She stopped mid-sentence. Her stare fixed on me — burning where her sister’s had been drowning.

“Excuse me?”

“You’re not here as a scientist. You’re here because your own treatments failed and you can’t conceive.” I held her gaze. The pheromone-thick air between us hummed. “Take the coat off.”

Her jaw set. The look she gave me was pure defiance — a lifetime of being the smartest person in every room, and nobody in any of those rooms had ever told her what to do.

“I am ALWAYS here as a scientist.”

“And the science keeps everyone at arm’s length. Convenient, right?”

The fury that crossed her face was spectacular. That mouth, curled with rage.

“You don’t know anything about—”

“I know you destroyed your own fertility because you were so focused on controlling the science that you forgot you were also the patient. I know you came here pretending it was about research but your real reason is that you can’t fix yourself and that terrifies you. And I know that right now your nipples are hard under that tank top and your pulse is over ninety and you’ve been wet since you walked in this door.” I didn’t move toward her. “Take the lab coat off, Séraphine. Stop hiding behind data.”

The pretense dropped. Not slowly, not gracefully — one second it was there, the next it was gone, and what remained was fury and terror and years of failure and the bone-deep fear that she was truly broken, that her genius had destroyed the one thing she couldn’t rebuild.

She yanked the lab coat off. Threw it at the chair. The pen clattered to the floor.

“Happy?”

“Take the rest off.”

“You can’t just—”

“You came here for empirical verification. Verify this: you’re about to be fucked by the man whose serum your entire Geneva lab couldn’t replicate, and you’re going to discover that the compound works significantly better in its original form.”

She lunged at me.

Not to attack — to kiss. Hard. Teeth and fury and every failed synthesis compressed into the collision of her mouth against mine. Her hands fisted in my scrubs. Her lipstick smeared across my jaw, my neck, painting me with her frustration.

I fisted my hand in her dark hair and pulled her head back. She gasped — rage and pleasure and shock tangling in her expression.

“You spent all that time obsessing over my data,” I said against her throat. “Now you get the source material.”

“Fuck you.”

“That’s the plan.”



The sex was a battle.

She fought it every step — not because she didn’t want it but because wanting it meant surrendering control, and Séraphine Delacroix-Wirth had built her entire identity on control. On being the one who directed, analyzed, managed.

The tank top came off in a struggle. Her bra — functional, black, chosen for the lab not the bedroom — followed. Her breasts were smaller than Isabelle’s — firm B-cups shaped by years hunched over microscopes and cycling tracks instead of society galas. On her left ribcage, a tattoo: the molecular structure of oxytocin, the bonding molecule, drawn in fine black lines.

“Got that during my PhD,” she said when she caught me looking. “Seemed romantic at the time.”

I traced it with my tongue. She shivered.

“The bonding molecule.” I kissed along the chemical structure. “Fitting.”

“Don’t read into it.”

I bit her nipple. Not hard — a graze of teeth. She yelped, then grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth harder against her breast.

“Harder.”

I bit again. She arched into it.

“The physiological response to nipple stimulation is—” She was trying to narrate. The science talk was her last defense. “—mediated by oxytocin release from the posterior pituitary, which creates a neuroendocrine cascade that — oh FUCK—”

I’d dropped to my knees. My mouth found her through her jeans — the denim between us, the pressure of my jaw against her clit through layers of fabric. She grabbed the edge of the examination table behind her, fingers digging into the vinyl.

“That’s not — you can’t just—” Her hips moved against my face. Involuntary. “The clitoral nerve density is approximately eight thousand terminals and the — the response to oral stimulation is—”

“Stop analyzing.”

“I CAN’T stop analyzing. My brain doesn’t have an off—”

I unzipped her jeans. Pulled them down her hips. Black cotton underwear — practical, functional, already visibly damp. I pressed my mouth to her through the cotton.

“OFF SWITCH,” she gasped. “My brain is OFF now.”

I pulled her underwear aside. Tasted her. She grabbed my head with both hands and ground against my mouth, all scientific pretense abandoned.

“Putain — oh God — that’s not — the literature doesn’t—”

My tongue circled her clit. She lost the sentence. Lost the language. Her thighs clenched around my ears and she came with a scream that owed nothing to science — shocked, unscientific, years of studying orgasm physiology swept aside by the difference between understanding earthquakes and standing in one.

I didn’t give her time to reassemble the clinical distance. I stood, lifted her, set her on the exam table. She grabbed the back of my neck, kissing me fiercely — tasting herself on my lips, red staining both our mouths.

“Inside me.” The scientist’s vocabulary was gone. What remained was just a woman. “Now. Before I start thinking again.”

I entered her in one stroke. She was soaked — drenched, her pussy so wet the slide was frictionless, her arousal dripping down her thighs onto the exam table. Hot. Tight. All that cycling and running — every muscle in her gripped and held, every muscle in her gripping like a fist wrapped in silk.

Her mouth fell open, the clinical detachment dissolving from the shock of being properly filled.

“Your cock is—” She gripped my shoulders, her nails biting in. “The published data on your physical dimensions did NOT prepare me for—”

I thrust. Hard. Bottoming out inside her. She gasped, her head snapping back, nails raking down my back.

“More.”

I gave her more. She responded like she did everything — aggressively, competitively, meeting every thrust with a roll of her hips that ground her clit against my pubic bone, biting my shoulder when I hit deep, scratching lines across my back that she’d probably analyze for epithelial damage later. Her small, firm breasts bounced between us, the nipples dragging against my chest with each impact, the tattoo on her ribs flexing as she expanded with ragged breaths.

“Is THAT your best?” She grinned up at me, wild-eyed, her competitive instinct turning even sex into a contest she intended to win.

I grabbed her hips. Flipped her.

She gasped — suddenly face-down on the exam table, her cheek against the medical-grade vinyl, her short hair wild. Before she could push up, I pinned her down. One hand between her shoulder blades, pressing her flat. The other gripping her hip.

“Let me UP—”

“No.”

I drove into her from behind. Deep. Hard. The angle changed everything — deeper, hitting places the front position hadn’t reached, the kind of penetration that bypassed clinical distance entirely. Her tight ass pressed up against my hips, and the visual — her compact athletic body pinned beneath me, her pussy stretched around my cock, her juices dripping onto the vinyl — obliterated any remaining pretense of data collection. Her B-cups pressed flat against the table. The fine-line tattoo on her ribs shifted with each punishing thrust — the bonding molecule, inked into skin that was learning what bonding actually felt like.

“You can’t stop thinking,” I said, punctuating each word with a thrust. “Because the second you stop thinking—” Deeper. “—you feel. And that scares the hell out of you.”

“I’m ALWAYS in—”

I bottomed out. Ground my hips against her ass, stirring my cock inside her. She screamed into the table surface. The sound shocked her — her own voice, uncontrolled, unscientific, the uncensored vocalization of a woman being overwhelmed. She seized around me — a full-body spasm she hadn’t authorized.

She turned her head. Her eyes — her sister’s eyes, the one feature the twins couldn’t differentiate — blazed at me from a completely different woman. Wild with fury and ecstasy, lipstick smeared across the vinyl, her dark hair tangled where Isabelle’s ash-blonde had been spread across silk.

“Stop fighting,” I said.

“I don’t know HOW—”

“Let go.”

“I CAN’T—”

I fisted her hair. Pulled her head back — not cruel, but commanding, forcing her spine into an arch that lifted her breasts off the table. She moaned at the stretch, her body bowing, her nails scraping the vinyl. My other hand gripped her hip hard enough to leave finger-shaped bruises, pulling her back into each stroke, her tight ass bouncing against my pelvis with wet, obscene slaps that echoed off the exam room walls.

The sounds she made were low, wrenched — torn from a place beneath the doctoral thesis and years of failed replication. Primal. Unscripted. Every intellectual distance closed by the simplest, oldest act.

She bit, she scratched, she fought me even from beneath — pushing back against my thrusts, her compact body coiling with resistance that was indistinguishable from surrender. Her ass slammed back against my hips on every stroke, taking me balls-deep, her back flexing, her choppy hair wild, her pussy leaving a slick mess across the vinyl beneath her.

“You spent two years trying to crack my serum.” I pulled her hair, held her gaze over her shoulder. “Now I’m putting it directly inside you.”

She broke.

The orgasm ripped through her — her body seizing beneath mine, her pussy clenching in rapid, crushing spasms around my cock, her fingers clawing the exam table hard enough that her nails left grooves in the vinyl. Her scream dissolved from English to French — “Putain — oh PUTAIN—” — and then past language entirely into a raw, animal sound that no peer-reviewed journal would ever publish. She fought it even as it consumed her — biting the vinyl, squeezing her eyes shut, then giving up and letting the wave take her. Her pussy gushed around me, her arousal flooding out, dripping from where we were joined onto the exam table in a spreading pool.

I came with her. Buried to the hilt from behind, my balls pressed against her soaked slit, emptying into her in hot surges that matched the tempo of her contractions. She felt it. Every release. Every wave of warmth pushing deeper. She turned her head, her expression cracking open.

“Oh — I can feel you—” She clenched around me, her pussy squeezing rhythmically, milking me dry. “Filling me. Every — God — every pulse. I can FEEL it.”

She pushed back against me, her hips grinding in tight circles, taking me as deep as the angle would allow, refusing to let a single drop escape. Her body went slack beneath me — pinned and bred and shaking, her lipstick smeared across the exam table like a signature, her dark hair a wild halo against the vinyl. My cum leaked from around my cock, trailing white down the inside of her thigh.

“I hate that I liked that,” she whispered.

“No you don’t.”

Silence. Then, very quietly: “No. I don’t.”



Afterward, she lay on the exam table, staring at the ceiling. Her lab coat was on the floor. Her scientific pretenses were in a similar state.

“The conception probability at this hormonal level is approximately—” She stopped herself. Laughed. A real laugh — surprised, helpless. “I’m lying in a pool of my own arousal and your cum and I’m calculating conception odds. Something is fundamentally wrong with me.”

“Nothing is wrong with you.” I traced the oxytocin tattoo on her ribs. “Your brain runs hot. That’s not a flaw.”

“My brain running hot is what got me here.” She turned her head. Her eyes were clear now, the fury burned out, replaced by something vulnerable that she’d probably deny later. “I miscalculated a dosing protocol and destroyed my ovarian reserve. I was so busy controlling the science that I forgot I was also the subject.”

“Sound like anyone else you know?”

She blinked. “Vivian.”

“Watched me through glass for weeks. Told herself it was scientific observation. Professional interest. The smartest woman in the building, and the last one to admit she was in over her head.”

“And now?”

“Now she runs the world’s most advanced fertility program while nursing a seven-month-old and coordinating satellite clinics on two continents.”

Séraphine was quiet for a moment. “She offered me a partnership. Formal collaboration on the hereditary data.”

“Will you accept?”

“I came here to steal her work.” A pause. “Instead I might help her save the world with it.” Another pause. “And I might be pregnant by her test subject.”

“Is that a problem?”

She looked at me. The same hurt her sister carried, worn on the outside instead of buried beneath control.

“Ask me in nine months,” she said. “I think… I think it might be the opposite of a problem.”

My cum was leaking from her. She noticed. Didn’t clean it up. Her hand drifted to her lower belly — the unconscious gesture of a woman who was already hoping.

When I gripped her ass to adjust our position before she sat up, my fingers tracing between her cheeks, she pushed back against my hand. Involuntary. Immediate. The flash of surprise on her face said she hadn’t expected to want that.

She caught my eyes. I held her gaze. Neither of us said a word about what had just happened.



That night, the twins sat on opposite ends of the conservatory couch. Both post-session. Both visibly altered — Isabelle’s hair had been hastily re-pinned, wisps escaping, her pale skin still flushed. Séraphine’s lipstick had been reapplied but not perfectly, a smudge at the corner of her mouth betraying what that mouth had been doing.

“How was your… appointment?” Isabelle asked carefully. The formality was habitual, but the tone was different. Warmer. Curious instead of cautious.

“Scientifically illuminating.” Séraphine couldn’t meet her eyes. The aggression that normally armored her was dented. “Yours?”

“Life-changing.”

The jasmine scent hung between them. Through the tall windows, Boston’s lights glittered against the darkening sky.

“Maman would love this,” Séraphine said bitterly. “Her two daughters, both bred by the same man in the same week.”

“She would. She’d also say it’s about time.”

Séraphine almost smiled. Almost.

“He’s not what I expected,” she said.

“What did you expect?”

“A lab specimen with a convenient biological quirk.” She pulled her knees up, hugging them — a surprisingly young gesture from someone who’d spent a decade making sure nobody saw her knees. “Instead he…” She struggled. “He saw me. Past the lab coat and the attitude and every failed attempt in that Geneva lab. He saw the woman who broke herself trying to prove she didn’t need anyone.”

“I felt it too.” Isabelle’s voice was barely audible. Her hand drifted to her collar — the spot where his mouth had been that morning. “When he touched me, the Valentino didn’t matter. Everything Marcus had said didn’t matter. He told me I wasn’t cold. That I was on fire.”

Silence. They looked at each other across the couch — the reflection that neither could escape. Two women who’d been running in opposite directions, now discovering they’d been fleeing from the same thing.

“Maybe Maman wasn’t manipulating us,” Isabelle said. “Maybe she was saving us.”

“She can be doing both.” Séraphine unfolded slightly. Not quite reaching toward her sister. Not quite not reaching. “Éliane Delacroix-Wirth doesn’t do anything for only one reason.”

“Like her daughters.”


Chapter 5: The Invisible Woman

Katerina Stavros was unraveling.

Four nights without proper sleep. Four days of breathing air saturated with pheromone compounds that bypassed willpower entirely and worked on something older than conscious thought. She’d maintained the schedule — Isabelle’s appointments, Isabelle’s meals, Isabelle’s wardrobe changes, the thousand small adjustments that kept her employer’s world running smoothly — but the gears of her own machinery were grinding.

She stood in front of the bathroom mirror at 5 AM, her dark hair falling around her face in Mediterranean waves she never let anyone see, and catalogued her symptoms with the clinical detachment of a woman trained to observe.

Elevated heart rate: constant, worse in proximity to him. Flush response: unpredictable, triggered by memory, by proximity, by the sound of his voice through walls. Arousal: persistent, unrelenting, humming beneath her skin like a low electrical current that nothing could ground.

She’d watched both twins’ sessions through the observation glass. Isabelle’s session. Séraphine’s session. Each time telling herself she was monitoring her employer’s safety. Each time pressing her thighs together, her hand drifting, her body betraying her.

She gripped the bathroom counter. Stared at her reflection. Dark eyes, dark hair, olive skin. A face that people looked past on the way to the woman she was standing behind.

The invisible woman.

She’d been invisible since she was twenty-four years old, when the Delacroix-Wirth family had hired her to manage Isabelle’s life. A decade of being three steps behind — scheduling, corresponding, anticipating. Watching Isabelle be admired at galas while Katerina held the coat. Watching Isabelle walk red carpets while Katerina waited by the car. Watching Isabelle be loved, ignored, hurt, celebrated, married, divorced — all from a respectful distance, close enough to help, far enough to be invisible.

She wasn’t jealous. Jealousy would have required wanting something for herself. What she felt for Isabelle couldn’t be filed under any single word. Devotion lived next to protectiveness, which lived next to a fierce loyalty that bordered on worship. Not romantic. Not sexual. Something deeper: the total subsumption of one identity into the orbit of another.

Her life orbited Isabelle’s needs. And somewhere in the architecture of that service, she’d forgotten that she had needs of her own.

Until four days ago. Until a handshake in a foyer.

Until she’d touched Caleb Wright’s hand and her entire body had ignited.



Aistė found her in the hallway outside the nursery at seven AM.

The head nurse moved through the clinic like a submarine through water — silent, methodical, her watchful gaze tracking everything. She’d been watching Katerina for three days, because watching people was what Aistė did. It was what she’d always done, since the days when she’d catalogued every sound Caleb made through one-way glass before her own resolve finally snapped.

“You’ve been watching,” Aistė said. Not accusatory. Knowing.

Katerina startled. Her hand flew to the tablet she always carried — the shield, the prop, the object that justified her existence in any room.

“I was checking on Isabelle’s—”

“You were watching Caleb.” Ice-blue eyes, steady. Platinum ponytail perfectly immobile. “I know the look. I wore it for weeks before I broke.”

“I’m not — this isn’t — I’m an assistant.” Katerina’s voice cracked. “I’m here for my employer. I don’t have the right to—”

“You exist, Katerina.” Aistė’s Baltic accent softened. “Outside of her schedule and her needs. You are a person.”

Katerina’s eyes filled. The reaction was instantaneous and devastating — not because the words were complicated, but because they were so simple and so rare. Nobody had said this to her. Not in all those years. Not once.

“I’ve spent my entire adult life being useful,” Katerina whispered. “Being necessary. Being the person in the background who makes everything work.”

“I know. I was the same.” Aistė stepped closer. “I watched him through glass for weeks. Assisted every session. Cleaned up after. Prepared the rooms, adjusted the angles, catalogued every sound. I told myself it was professional. Clinical.”

“Was it?”

“No.” Aistė’s expression softened with hard-won understanding. “It was hunger. Standing close enough to taste something you want, breathing it in every day, and telling yourself that wanting it is unprofessional.”

“I’m not even medical staff. I’m an assistant.”

“And I was a nurse who was supposed to observe, not participate.” Aistė’s hand found Katerina’s shoulder — a firm, grounding touch. “The pheromone effect doesn’t check your job title. It responds to who you are, not what you do.”

Katerina shook her head. Tears spilled. She wiped them with the back of her hand — an artless gesture, nothing like her usual careful stillness.

“Three sexual partners,” she said. “All brief. All disappointing. Men who noticed me because I was ‘the quiet one’ — a curiosity, not a desire.” She swallowed. “The way he looks at them — at all of them. Every woman in this building. Like they matter. Like they’re the only one.” Her voice dropped. “I’ve never been on the receiving end of that look.”

“That’s because you ARE the only one. While he’s with you.” Aistė’s voice was gentle — gentler than most people ever heard from the ice-blonde Baltic nurse. “The pheromone bond is individual. Unique. What he feels with Isabelle is different from what he feels with Séraphine, which is different from what he’d feel with you. You wouldn’t be a substitute. You’d be yourself.”

“I don’t know who myself is.” The words came out raw, scraped. “I’ve been so busy being Isabelle’s shadow that I forgot to have a shape of my own.”

Aistė held her gaze. Those pale eyes — the eyes that had watched everything, catalogued everything, waited weeks before acting — carried recognition — she’d lived this exact spiral, and she knew how it ended.

“Then step into the light,” Aistė said. “You might be surprised what happens.”



The pregnant harem descended for Jolene’s twenty-four-week checkup that morning, and the clinic shifted into a gear that I’d come to recognize as “barely controlled chaos with excellent scheduling.”

Jolene arrived from Vermont at nine AM — truck instead of town car, work boots instead of Ferragamo, her belly prominent beneath a flannel that had given up trying to close.

“Caleb.” She gripped my hand — calloused, strong. “You look tired.”

“Nine babies will do that.”

“Try calving season.” Her hazel eyes crinkled. “Plus this one.”

Daisy was on video from the satellite clinic, also twenty-four weeks, her golden hair framing a face that glowed even through a screen. “Tell Caleb his baby is kicking like a mule.” She pressed her hand to her belly. The movement was visible — a ripple beneath her skin that made her laugh.

Sage joined from a separate feed, dark braid over one shoulder. “Third treatment room is operational. WHO inspection scheduled for next week.” She paused. “Also, I’m enormous and my back hurts.”



Vivian organized what she called a “comprehensive wellness assessment.”

It was, in practice, an excuse to gather the women who were present for a session with me. Vivian had learned, through eighteen months of managing a breeding clinic, that the bonded women needed regular physical connection with me — the pheromone bond demanded it, and denying it produced anxiety, restlessness, and what Aistė called “scheduling chaos that I refuse to manage.”

The afternoon unfolded in waves.

Vivian first. She pulled me into her private lab — the same leather chair where she’d surrendered eighteen months ago, now surrounded by framed photos of her son, nursing pump equipment, and research terminals. The chair still held the memory of her first time, and she used it like a throne.

“I’ve been managing three satellite clinic proposals, a WHO liaison visit, a hereditary compound analysis, and a newborn’s teething crisis since six AM.” She unbuttoned her wine-colored silk blouse with one hand while locking the lab door with the other. “You owe me twenty minutes.”

“Only twenty?”

“We’ll negotiate.” She settled into the leather chair. Her postpartum body — seven months out, her breasts massive from nursing, her waist returned to its regal proportions, her dark skin glowing with purpose made visible in every line of her — was a study in commanding beauty. She crossed her legs, uncrossed them. The silk blouse fell open, revealing a nursing bra that she unclasped with practiced efficiency.

Her breasts were heavy with milk. Dark nipples, already beading with white when she moved too quickly. She’d been running the clinic all morning, too busy to pump, and the fullness was visible — engorged, sensitive, aching.

“You first,” she said. “Then I breed.”

I knelt between her thighs. The leather chair creaked. She fisted her hand in my hair and guided my mouth to her left breast.

The first pull drew a warm stream — rich, sweet, with the faintly floral notes that were uniquely Vivian’s. She groaned, her head falling back against the chair’s headrest, her dark eyes closing. The relief was immediate — the pressure easing, the milk flowing, her body relaxing into the release.

“Every time,” she murmured. “Every time you nurse me, I feel it in my pussy.”

I sucked harder. She gasped. Her hand tightened in my hair. Milk flowed faster, warm against my tongue, coating my chin. Her hips moved — involuntary, seeking friction that wasn’t there yet.

“Don’t make me wait.” Her Nigerian-British accent went thick. “I am your first. I will ALWAYS be first.”

I released her breast — milk dripping from my chin, from her nipple, trailing a white line down her dark skin — and moved lower. She spread her legs wider, her professional trousers already pushed down, her lace underwear soaked. I pulled the lace aside and tasted her — the familiar flavor, the immediate response. She came on my tongue in under a minute, her thighs clenching around my head, her mother tongue taking over.

“Chineke mu o — yes — ọ dị mma—”

Then she pulled me up. Guided me into the leather chair — our positions reversed now, me sitting, her climbing on top. She sank down onto my cock with the practiced ease of the woman who’d first taken me in this exact chair eighteen months ago.

“You breed when I SAY you breed,” she breathed, rolling her hips.

She edged me. Held me at the brink with calculated clenches — tightening her pussy around my cock in calculated squeezes, then loosening, shifting the angle of her hips so I slid against a different wall of her. Her milk-heavy breasts bounced in front of my face, dark nipples leaking white with each roll of her hips, droplets spraying across my chest, my neck, my jaw. I licked one from my lip. Sweet. Rich. Hers.

When I reached for her hips to take control, she pinned my hands against the armrests. Her thighs flexed, holding me in place. The strength in those morning-runner legs was real.

“Not yet.” She rolled her hips in agonizing circles, my cock stirring inside her, hitting every angle without ever giving me the friction I needed. “I built this clinic. I built this family. You come when I allow it.”

She rode me for seven minutes — an eternity of hot, wet, clenching pressure. Her pussy gripped and released in a rhythm she controlled completely, her hips undulating, her breasts swaying, milk dripping in twin streams that pooled in my navel. I could feel my balls tightening, my cock throbbing inside her, held at the edge by her calculated denials — and she knew it. She watched my face the way she watched data, reading every tell.

Then she came. Her own orgasm ambushed her — her rhythm faltered, her dark eyes went wide, and her pussy squeezed me in rhythmic contractions so fierce they left no choice. I came inside her with a groan torn from my chest, and she gasped, grinding down, her hips pressed flush against mine, taking every pulse of cum deep while milk streamed from both breasts onto my chest in warm rivulets. Her Igbo dissolved into wordless sounds of satisfaction — guttural, triumphant, the sounds of a queen claiming what was owed.

“Twenty minutes,” she said, breathing hard, my cum leaking from her as she lifted slightly. “Negotiation successful.”



Harper next. She waited in the overnight suite, her daughter in the nursery with Madi. Six months postpartum, her body lush and confident, the constellation of freckles across her shoulders visible — the cardigans and turtlenecks finally gone, her curves worn without apology. Her DD breasts were milk-heavy, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders, her green eyes bright with anticipation.

“I’ve been thinking about you all morning,” she said. “I tried to grade papers. Couldn’t focus. Every time I looked at the red ink I thought about—” She flushed. “About your mouth.”

She positioned us facing each other on the bed — straddling my lap, her full breasts at my face level. I took one nipple in my mouth and began to nurse. Her milk was warm, sweet, richer than Vivian’s, with the honey note that was uniquely Harper’s.

“Oh God—” She arched into me, grinding against my lap. “Every time you suckle me I feel it—”

She ground against me, my cock sliding inside her as she rode my lap, my mouth sealed around her nipple, her milk flowing. The sensation built — her hips finding a rhythm, my cock hitting the spot that made her gasp, my tongue and suction on her breast intensifying everything.

“I’m going to — oh God — something’s happening — it’s different this time—”

She came. Hard, shuddering, her whole body tightening in pulses that squeezed me like a heartbeat — and then something new. A gush. A flood of wetness that wasn’t milk, that soaked my thighs and the sheets beneath us, that sprayed between our bodies with a force that startled us both. The sound of it — a wet, rushing pulse — was obscene and magnificent.

“Oh GOD—” She stared down at the mess between us, at the glistening on my abs, at her own thighs dripping. “Did I just—”

“You squirted.”

“I didn’t know I could—” She laughed, shocked, her green eyes enormous. Tears mixing with the laughter, mixing with the milk still trailing from both breasts. “Oh God, I didn’t know I could DO that. At forty-five. On a Wednesday.”

“Do it again.”

“I can’t just—”

I shifted the angle. Drove upward, grinding the head of my cock against her G-spot while my thumb pressed flat against her swollen clit — firm, direct, circling with the rhythm her body was already begging for. She shattered — screaming, squirting again, the gush harder this time, flooding out around my cock, spraying across my stomach, soaking the sheets. Milk sprayed from her unattended breast in an arc that caught the light. Her freckled body convulsed, every muscle from her thighs to her shoulders seizing, her pussy clamping down on me so hard I saw stars.

“I’m forty-five years old,” she gasped through the aftershocks, her body still twitching, “and I’m SQUIRTING. In a FERTILITY CLINIC. On EGYPTIAN COTTON SHEETS.”

“Welcome to advanced placement.”

She laughed until she cried. Then grabbed my ass with both hands and pulled me deep — as deep as I could go — and held me there while I came inside her. My cock pulsed, pumping her full, and she moaned at each spurt, grinding against me, her milk-drenched body wrapped around mine, her flushed face radiant with the discovery that she’d barely scratched the surface of what her body could do.



Aistė was efficient. She intercepted me in the hallway between Harper’s suite and the nursery.

“Three minutes.” She checked her watch. “I have a feeding at three-fifteen.”

“Three minutes isn’t—”

She pulled me into the supply closet. Locked the door. Her scrubs were off before the lock clicked. Six months postpartum, her athletic body had returned to its pre-pregnancy form — toned, tight, her platinum ponytail swinging as she shoved me onto the supply room’s low bench.

“I’ve been watching sessions all week.” Her ice-blue eyes blazed as she climbed on top, facing away. “I’m done waiting. Hard and fast.”

Reverse cowgirl. She sank onto me in one stroke — all the way down, her tight ass coming to rest against my hips, her pussy swallowing my cock to the root. I watched it disappear inside her from behind — the visual of her tight round ass spreading as she took me, her pink slit stretched around my shaft, her wetness already glistening on my base.

She moaned — low, throaty, her Baltic accent thickening immediately, the professional clip gone.

“Taip — yes — harder—”

She rode me with brutal efficiency. No wasted motion. Every rise and fall calculated for maximum depth, maximum friction. Medical supplies rattled on the shelves beside us. A box of gauze fell and burst open. Neither of us cared. Her tight body took everything — she drove her hips with athletic force, her pussy clenching with the trained muscle control of a woman who’d maintained her competitive swimmer’s conditioning through pregnancy and postpartum recovery. Her tight round ass bounced against my hips with wet smacks, her ponytail swinging in hypnotic arcs, the amber stud earrings catching the supply closet’s fluorescent light.

She came in under three minutes. Her whole body went rigid — every muscle in her toned back visible, her spine arching, her head thrown back, her ponytail whipping. A stream of Lithuanian curses filled the small room — “Velnias — VELNIAS—” Her pussy clamped down on me in rhythmic, milking contractions that were almost painful in their intensity. Her milk sprayed from swollen breasts — she hadn’t pumped since morning, and the orgasm triggered a letdown that soaked her own stomach, her own thighs, the bench beneath us.

“Don’t — stop—” She ground down harder, rotating her hips, taking me as deep as the angle allowed. “Fill me. Now.”

I came inside her, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, my cock pulsing as her body wrung me dry with rhythmic efficiency. She shuddered — one final squeeze. Dismounted. My cum dripped from her onto my thigh. She ignored it. Checked her watch.

“Three minutes, twelve seconds.” She reached for her scrubs, stepped into them with the efficiency of a woman getting dressed between rounds at a swim meet. “Acceptable.”

She was dressed and heading for the nursery before I’d pulled my pants up. Her platinum ponytail swung behind her, perfectly put together, as if the last three minutes had been a scheduled medical procedure.

Which, for Aistė, they probably were.



Tiffany was gentler. Just over two weeks postpartum now, her body tender, her newborn daughter sleeping in the bassinet beside the bed. She was in a soft cotton nursing top — no designer labels, no performance. The woman beneath the performance, finally visible.

Her implants had changed during pregnancy. The surgical F-cups, once hard and gravity-defying, were now surrounded by genuine breast tissue — swollen, softer, more natural than they’d ever been. Her nipples had darkened, enlarged. Colostrum was transitioning to milk, and thin white trails leaked from her breasts when she moved too quickly.

“I can’t do much,” she said. “Still healing. But I need—” She touched my face. Her skin — the spray tan completely gone now, revealing the delicate complexion beneath — was glowing in the afternoon light. “I need you.”

Oral only. I worshipped her changed body — kissing the stretch marks on her belly, the new softness around her hips, the tender breasts that leaked at the slightest stimulation. I traced the silvery lines on her lower belly with my tongue — the evidence of what her body had achieved, the map of their daughter’s growth. When I kissed one softened breast, colostrum beaded at the darkened nipple and trailed down the curve in a warm, thin line.

When my tongue found her pussy, she melted. Slowly, tenderly — the gentle attention her healing body needed. I licked her with long, soft strokes, tasting the clean sweetness of her, my tongue circling her clit with careful pressure.

“A year ago I would have apologized for how my body looks right now.” She smiled — genuine, radiant, nothing like the performance she’d shed months ago. “I’m done apologizing.”

“Good.”

She came on my tongue — gentle, rolling, the orgasm of a woman whose body was recovering and rediscovering itself simultaneously. Her hips lifted softly against my mouth, her thighs trembling, a quiet moan escaping her lips. Colostrum leaked onto the pillow from both breasts — thin, white, the transition from colostrum to milk nearly complete, her body’s rehearsal becoming a full performance. She tasted like honey and salt and the quiet triumph of a woman who’d proven she was more than a surgical construction.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her pale skin warm in the light, her natural brown eyes wet. “For seeing me. Even now. Even like this.”

“Especially like this.”



Jolene arrived at four PM, her twenty-four-week checkup completed, Vivian’s blessing obtained.

“Garden,” she said. “Like before.”

The walled garden. The clinic’s private sanctuary — old stone walls covered in climbing ivy, high enough for privacy, open enough for sky. Daisy’s lavender from her last visit still bloomed along the path. The stone bench where I’d held Augustina’s hand three months ago sat beneath a maple tree that was just beginning to turn.

Jolene leaned against the garden wall. Her flannel was open, her tank top beneath showing the dramatic tan lines — golden-brown forearms giving way to cream-pale shoulders, the farmer’s map of a body that worked in sun and rested in shade.

“I’ve been thinking about this since Vermont.” She pulled me close. Her rough hands gripped my scrubs. “Every night in my bedroom at the farm, listening to the cows, thinking about your hands.”

I lifted her. Her powerful thighs locked around my waist — farm-girl strength, thighs built by two decades of wrangling steers and walking fences and working dawn to dark. Her belly pressed between us, twenty-four weeks prominent, the evidence of what we’d planted last time growing strong.

“Plant another row, cowboy.” Her voice was raw against my ear. “This garden’s already growing.”

I entered her against the stone wall. She took me with a groan — deep and satisfied, the sound of a woman who’d been thinking about this for weeks across two hundred miles of Vermont farmland. Her hands gripped my shoulders with the strength she used to wrangle steers. Her muscular legs held her weight without trembling, the thighs of a woman who’d spent two decades on fences and in saddles. Her breasts — fuller now, milk-heavy at twenty-four weeks, the serum-enhanced lactation in full effect — pressed against my chest, and the friction soaked through her tank top. Twin wet spots spreading, darkening the cotton, the warm press of her milk against my skin.

She rode me standing. Powerful thrusts of her hips, her back scraping stone, her farmer’s tan shifting as her body worked — golden forearms flexing as she gripped me, cream-pale breasts bouncing beneath the soaked cotton. I yanked her tank top up. Her tits spilled free — full, heavy, the dark nipples spraying milk with each impact. White trails ran down her abs, tracing the lines of muscle that pregnancy hadn’t erased, mixing with sweat, running between us into the garden’s lavender.

“Every season needs planting,” she gasped, grinding down on me, taking me deep with each roll of her hips. “And harvest.”

I came inside her under open sky. Each pulse drew a gasp from her — she felt every spurt, her pussy clenching to hold me, her powerful legs locking tighter, refusing to let me withdraw. She held me there, pinned against the garden wall, her face turned upward, her hazel eyes reflecting the early evening light, milk and cum and sweat drying on the skin between us.

“Kurt,” she whispered to someone who wasn’t there. “I’m growing something beautiful.”



The group converged naturally. Five women, one man, the clinic’s private spaces. What happened next was organic — not orchestrated by Vivian, not scheduled by Aistė. It just happened, the way it did when the bonded women gathered in numbers that exceeded some threshold of shared desire.

Dick worship.

Five women on their knees around me in the overnight suite. Ten hands. Five mouths. The visual alone — five faces looking up at me, five sets of eyes glazed with desire, five different women unified by a single purpose — made my cock throb in the open air between them.

Vivian took me first. Her dark lips wrapped around my shaft with the ownership of the woman who’d been here longest, who’d tasted me first, who’d never relinquished her position at the head of this hierarchy. She took me deep — half my cock disappearing into her mouth, her tongue working the underside with the precision she brought to everything. Then Harper leaned in. Freckled lips meeting dark lips around my shaft, their tongues tangling against my skin, the wet heat of two mouths working me simultaneously. They kissed each other around my cock — not performing, not for show. The genuine intimacy of women who’d been sharing this man for months and had found their own connection in the process.

Aistė licked my balls with clinical thoroughness — her pale eyes locked on mine from below, calculating, cataloguing, her tongue flat and thorough. Jolene and Tiffany stroked what the mouths couldn’t reach — calloused farm hands rough on my shaft, manicured recovering-trophy-wife hands impossibly soft. The contrast in textures — Jolene’s work-hardened grip, Tiffany’s pampered smoothness — sent signals my brain couldn’t process fast enough.

Milk dripped from multiple breasts onto my thighs. Vivian’s dark nipples, Harper’s pink ones, Aistė’s pale areolae, Jolene’s farmer-tanned chest, Tiffany’s pregnancy-softened implants — white streams trailing down skin of every shade, pooling where bodies pressed together, running in warm rivulets across my legs to soak into the sheets beneath us.

I came across all of them. The first spurts — thick, hot — caught Vivian’s dark breasts, white ropes painting proof across mahogany skin. She cupped herself, displaying the evidence. The next rope landed on Harper’s freckled chest — she moaned, cupping her tits to catch it, green eyes fluttering. Aistė received the next pulse on her flat postpartum stomach — rubbed it in with practical efficiency, spreading it across the Lithuanian sun tattoo on her inner wrist. Tiffany caught drops on her tender nursing breasts — the pregnancy-softened implants that had never looked more natural. Jolene received the final spurts on her twenty-four-week belly, her roughened hand spreading my seed over the taut skin where our baby grew, massaging it in with the same careful hands she used on a foaling mare.

Then they shared. Aistė leaned over and licked it from Harper’s breast — the ice-blonde Baltic nurse’s tongue on freckled Irish-American skin. Harper gasped. Vivian tasted it from Jolene’s belly — her dark lips against the farm girl’s golden skin, tracing the curve of that pregnant abdomen. Jolene’s hand found Vivian’s hair, holding her there. Tiffany kissed Aistė — transferring the taste between them in a messy, intimate display of the bond that made rivalry impossible and sharing inevitable.



Throughout, Katerina watched from the observation window.

This time was different from the first time. The first time — outside Isabelle’s session — she’d told herself she was checking on her employer. She’d maintained the lie until her tablet slipped from her fingers and her hand found the seam of her slacks. That time she’d been shocked by herself. Horrified. Blindsided by a hunger she hadn’t known lived inside her.

This time she walked to the corridor with intention. Removed her navy blazer and draped it over the railing. Pulled the pins from her hair and let it fall in dark Mediterranean waves. Set her tablet face-down on the window ledge and left it there.

She sat on the narrow bench beneath the observation glass — the one Aiste used during long monitoring shifts — and let herself watch. Five women worshipping the man she couldn’t stop thinking about. Milk spraying from breasts. Mouths meeting around his cock. The women she shared a building with receiving something she’d been denying herself since the day she was hired.

She undid the top button of her slacks. Slid her hand inside. Not involuntary this time. Not a compulsion. A choice — the first purely selfish choice Katerina Stavros had made in years. She was already drenched, had been since she’d heard Harper’s muffled cry through two walls. She leaned back against the cool plaster, her knees falling open, her gaze fixed on the glass while her fingers worked in slow, unhurried circles. Not the frantic, horrified groping of three days ago. She knew what she was doing. She’d decided.

She came in rolling waves that started in her thighs and climbed her spine — nothing like the first time’s sharp, shocked pulse. This built, crested, kept going. Her hips ground against the bench. She let the moan out. Didn’t trap it. Owned it.

She stayed seated for a moment, breathing, her eyes closed. Then she stood. Leaned her forehead against the cool glass. Watched the women share and touch and laugh in the aftermath of pleasure. The feeling rising in her chest was anger — clean and clarifying. Fury at every need she’d buried. At every year she’d told herself that being useful was enough.

She retrieved her blazer. Left her hair down. When Aiste appeared at the end of the corridor — pale eyes steady, recognizing every stage of this particular spiral because she’d lived through it herself — Katerina met her gaze directly.

“I want a session,” Katerina said. The words trembled. Her spine didn’t. “For me. As myself.”

Aiste nodded once, approval in her pale eyes. “I’ll speak with Vivian.”



I found her in the hallway afterward, heading toward the nursery to check on babies. She was standing by the window, her dark hair half-fallen, her blazer retrieved but not put on, her tablet clutched to her chest like a shield she hadn’t quite learned to put down.

“Can I talk to you?” Her voice was small. Something unprotected.

“Of course.”

We sat on the hallway bench — the one beneath the window where the clinic’s amber nightlight pooled on the hardwood. She set her tablet face-down beside her. That alone was an act of rebellion.

“I studied classics at Cambridge,” she said. “Did you know that?”

“No.”

“Nobody does. Nobody asks.” She picked at the hem of her blazer. “I wrote my thesis on Sappho’s fragments — the poetry that only survives because other authors quoted it. Voices that exist at the edges of someone else’s text.” A faint, wry smile. “I chose it because I recognized myself.”

“What’s the first line you memorized?”

She looked at me — surprised that anyone had asked a follow-up. “Fragment 31. ‘He seems to me equal to the gods, the man who sits opposite you and listens nearby to your sweet voice.’ It’s about the agony of watching someone you —” She stopped. Caught herself. “It’s about proximity without participation.”

We sat with that for a moment. The nursery sounds drifted through the wall — a baby fussing, then settling.

“Everything I do is for Isabelle — her schedule, her comfort, her life. I’ve spent my whole adult life being invisible.” She looked at the floor. “I don’t know how to want things for myself. I forgot the vocabulary.”

“I see you, Katerina.”

Her eyes came up. Met mine. Those dark, searching eyes — eyes that saw everything and were seen by nothing.

“I know.” She said it barely above a whisper. “That’s the problem.”

She stood. Smoothed her slacks. Picked up her tablet — then set it down again.

“Could I leave this here?” she asked. “Just for tonight?”

“It’ll be here in the morning.”

She nodded once. Walked toward Isabelle’s suite without the tablet, without the shield, her steps lighter than I’d ever seen them. At the corner, she glanced back and held my gaze for three full seconds.

Then she turned the corner. Gone.


Chapter 6: Rival Data

The scientific alliance between Séraphine and Vivian was the strangest thing I’d witnessed at the clinic — and I lived in a house with eighteen bonded women, nine babies, and a whiteboard in the nursery that Aistė updated after every delivery while pretending Vivian didn’t sneak downstairs at 2 AM to check the numbers.

They worked in Vivian’s lab for three days straight. The whiteboard that usually tracked pheromone curves and serum formulations was now covered in Séraphine’s chaotic scrawl and Vivian’s precise notation, two handwriting styles arguing on a shared surface.

Sage joined from Vermont, twenty-four weeks pregnant and perched on a stool in the satellite clinic’s new lab space. Yuki connected from Stanford, her son sleeping in a carrier beside her desk.

The science they’d covered individually was now converging into a single conclusion none of them could ignore. Yuki put it bluntly: “The binding stability isn’t just holding across generations. It’s increasing. These children won’t just carry the compound — they may amplify it.”

Silence across three screens and one office.

“Including the children.” Sage’s practical voice cut through the theoretical. “Nine babies who are already producing the compound. More on the way. If the wrong government, pharmaceutical company, or military genetics program gets this data—”

“They won’t.” Vivian’s voice went to steel. “This data stays classified until WE decide how to release it. Through WHO channels. Peer-reviewed. Controlled.”

Séraphine looked at her. The rivalry had burned itself clean somewhere in the last three days, and what remained was something rarer — two women who understood each other’s ambition because they’d lived inside the same pressure.

“I identified a flaw in the binding model,” Séraphine said. “That’s why my Geneva replication kept failing. The receptor pathway I was targeting—”

“Was androgenic. But the compound uses a novel pathway that mimics mammalian mating pheromones.” Vivian nodded. “Dr. Calloway identified the structural homology.”

“The veterinarian.” Séraphine said it with significantly less disdain than she had three days ago. “She was right. My approach was elegant but fundamentally wrong.”

“Your approach was the closest anyone outside this building has come to replicating the serum.” Vivian’s acknowledgment was grudging but genuine. “If you’d had the livestock comparison data, you’d have cracked it.”

“Maybe.” Séraphine pulled a chair closer to the whiteboard. “So we work together. Your clinical data, my binding expertise, Calloway’s cross-species analysis, Nakamura’s molecular work. Four labs, three time zones, one problem.”

“One very large problem,” Yuki corrected.

“The best kind.”



Meanwhile, Celeste arranged what she called a “European ladies’ tea” in the conservatory, and what it actually was was a gathering of old-money women who shared the particular experience of having their lives controlled by family obligation and discovering freedom through a fertility clinic that defied every convention they’d been raised to uphold.

The guest list: Celeste herself, six months postpartum, her son sleeping in a cashmere-lined carrier, her French elegance somehow enhanced by the domestic chaos of new motherhood. Margot von Habsburg, arrived from Vienna that morning with her three-month-old daughter and the imperious confidence of a woman whose family had ruled Europe for six hundred years. Isabelle, in the softest thing I’d ever seen her wear — a cream cashmere sweater that actually showed her figure instead of hiding it. And Séraphine, who’d been dragged from the lab by Celeste’s firm insistence that “science can wait for scones.”

“I was married for eight months,” Margot said, her platinum hair loose around her shoulders, her eyes warm for once. “Before Franz died on the autobahn. Eight months of being a womb with a title attached. His family wanted an heir. I was the vessel.” She looked at her daughter, asleep in the Habsburg-branded carrier. “Do you know what saved me? After years of being wanted for my bloodline and my uterus?”

“What?” Isabelle’s eyes were fixed on the older woman.

“Choosing to want something for myself.” Margot’s gaze moved to the window, where the walled garden was visible, where she’d first kissed me during her first visit, where the memory of her imperious surrender still lived in the stone walls. “Choosing HIM. Not because my family demanded it. Not because an estate required an heir. Because I wanted to feel alive.”

The twins made eye contact across the table. The shared history visible in both faces — framed by different hair, carried in different bodies, but unmistakable.

“The engagement dinner.” Isabelle said it like pulling a splinter. “I think about it all the time.”

Séraphine’s hand tightened around her teacup. “So do I.”

Neither said more. But something had shifted in the space between them — the estrangement thinning, becoming translucent, letting the outline of reconciliation show through.

“We’re getting closer,” Isabelle said quietly. “To saying what needs to be said.”

“I know.” Séraphine’s voice was rough. “Not yet.”

“Not yet. But soon.”

Celeste’s hand found Isabelle’s. Margot’s hand found Séraphine’s. Two European women who’d walked this path — the gilded cage, the obligation, the escape — holding the hands of two women who were just beginning to walk it.

“The cage is always familiar,” Celeste said softly. “Habsburg tradition, Delacroix expectations, a dead husband’s family demanding an heir — different locks, same bars. I wore mine for fourteen years before I found the key.” She looked at her son sleeping in the carrier. “It was worth breaking out.”



Séraphine’s second session began with something she couldn’t say.

She stood in the overnight suite, her lab coat gone, wearing just the black tank top and jeans. Her dark bob was loose. Her red lipstick was fresh — applied like war paint, like a dare. Her eyes were different from last time. Less hostile. More hungry. And beneath the hunger, something nervous that she was trying very hard not to show.

“There’s something I want.” She swallowed. Her jaw worked — the words forming and dissolving before they reached air. She could lecture on pheromone receptor pathways while being fucked into incoherence, but naming this specific desire out loud defeated her.

I closed the distance between us. Kissed her — slowly, with intent, nothing like the furious collision of our first time. She tensed, then melted. My hands moved down her back, over the curve of her ass, and I felt the shift in her body — the way she leaned into the contact, the small roll of her hips.

My fingers traced between her cheeks through the denim. She inhaled sharply. And pushed back.

Not pulling away. Pressing into my hand.

“Is this what you couldn’t say?”

“I’ve never—” The scientist swallowed. “Every other act I could rationalize as data collection. Clinical observation. Physiological response measurement. This one requires too much…” She searched for the word. “Surrender.”

“That’s exactly why you want it.”

Her eyes blazed. But she didn’t argue. Because we both knew it was true.

I undressed her with the patience she hadn’t expected. The tank top peeled over her head. The functional black bra unclasped — her B-cups, the oxytocin tattoo on her ribs, her golden-tanned skin. The jeans worked down over athletic hips, her tight ass, runner’s legs.

I kissed my way down her spine. Every vertebra. She shivered with each one — the sensation of being paid attention, being catalogued not by data but by desire.

When I reached the small of her back, she was trembling. My tongue traced lower. Between her cheeks. She gasped — a shocked, helpless sound that bypassed every defense she had.

She started to say something. It died in her throat before it formed words — her body had learned faster than her brain that analysis was useless here.

I pressed my tongue flat against her. She seized the headboard and let the silence take her.

I spent ten minutes on oral — her pussy, her clit, working her toward the edge and then past it. She came once on my tongue, swearing in French, her thighs shaking.

While she was still shuddering, I slid one lubricated finger against her other entrance. Circling. Not entering. Just pressure. She stiffened — then exhaled, a steadying breath, the kind you take before jumping.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Do it.”

One finger, slow. She was tight — virgin-tight here, untouched, never explored by another person. The ring of muscle clenched against the intrusion, then gradually softened as she breathed through it. The sensation made her gasp, then groan, then produce a sound I’d never heard from her — deep, involuntary, raw and unprotected. Pure sensation. No narration possible.

I entered her pussy from behind while my finger remained in her ass. The dual stimulation overwhelmed her immediately — she could feel my cock and my finger separated by only a thin wall of tissue, each sensation amplifying the other. My cock stretching her pussy, my finger filling her ass, the fullness absolute, total. Her analytical mind, which had survived my cock and her own orgasms with commentary intact, finally went dark.

“That’s — oh FUCK—” Her voice broke before the clinical narration could form. She was learning — her body shutting down the analysis faster each time, the scientist’s vocabulary no longer fast enough to keep up with what she was feeling. She gripped the headboard hard enough to leave fingernail marks in the wood.

“There you go,” I said. “Stay out of your head.” I pressed deeper.

“I can feel BOTH — your cock and your finger and they’re — oh FUCK — I’m going to—”

She came so hard she collapsed. Face in the pillow, shaking, my finger still in her ass, my cock still buried in her pussy. The orgasm rippled through her in waves that seemed to come from her core — not the sharp, muscular contractions of vaginal orgasm but something deeper, more total, as if her entire body had become a single nerve ending. Her pussy pulsed around my cock in slow, powerful clenches while her ass gripped my finger in tight, rhythmic spasms. The dual clenching was extraordinary — I could feel both sets of contractions through the tissue between them, her body gripping me in two places, overwhelmed and still coming.

When the aftershocks subsided, she turned her head. One pale eye visible, the other pressed into the pillow. A stain of smeared lipstick across white cotton where her mouth had bitten down. Her breathing ragged, her hair stuck to her sweat-damp forehead.

“More,” she whispered. “I want more. I want—”

“Next time.”

“PROMISE me next time. The real thing. All of it.”

“I promise.”

I withdrew my finger from her ass — she whimpered at the loss — and drove into her pussy with full, deep strokes while she was still wrung out and sensitized from the orgasm. I came inside her within thirty seconds — the tightness, the heat, the visual of her athletic body spent and shaking beneath me. The release hit me like a freefall — emptying into her in thick waves while she gasped, her hips pushing back, demanding depth, her body refusing to let anything escape.

“Breed me,” she whispered into the pillow, her voice hoarse, her red mouth leaving another mark on the cotton. “Put a baby in the woman who crossed an ocean to replicate you in a lab.”

I stayed inside her until the last pulse faded. Then pulled out slowly — her body releasing me with a reluctance that was physical and emotional. She lay face-down, her ribcage tattoo rising and falling with each breath, the stained pillow the only evidence that the scientist had been here at all.

She rolled onto her side. Reached for the stained pillow. Held it against her chest, red lipstick marking it like evidence at a crime scene.



Katerina arrived at my door forty minutes later.

She’d changed. Not into anything dramatic — a simple dress, soft gray cotton, borrowed from Madi, who’d helped her pick it out after a conversation in the clinic’s wardrobe room that Madi later described as “the most heartbreaking shopping trip of my life.”

The dress fit her. Actually fit her — not the shapeless assistant-appropriate blazers and slacks that had been her uniform since she was hired. It showed her shoulders, sun-warm and bare. It showed the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips. It ended above her knees, revealing calves she’d kept hidden in flat shoes and professional trousers. A woman who spoke five languages fluently — Greek, English, French, German, Italian — and had never learned the vocabulary for what she wanted.

Her hair was down. Dark, wavy-to-curly, dark thickness that cascaded past her shoulders in a mane that bore zero resemblance to the functional bun she’d maintained since she was hired. She looked like a different woman. She looked like herself.

“I don’t know how to do this.” Her voice was soft. Her hands twisted in the fabric of the dress. “I’ve always been the person in the background. The one who arranges things for other people.”

“Then step into the foreground.”

She stood in the doorway. Not moving. Her fingers twisted in the fabric of the borrowed dress.

I extended my hand.

She stared at it. Then, with quiet courage, she took it.

I held her wrist. Not sexually — just holding. My fingers wrapped around the bones and tendons of a wrist that had carried other people’s schedules and managed correspondence and anticipated needs for as long as she could remember. A wrist that hadn’t been held for its own sake since she couldn’t remember when.

She gasped. A small, devastated sound. The physical containment — someone HOLDING her — triggered something primal. Years of emptiness rushing to the surface, the ache of a body that had been waiting for exactly this.

“Don’t let go,” she whispered.

“I won’t.”

I undressed her one-handed, keeping her wrist held. The gray dress slipped over her shoulders — and she didn’t hide. That was the difference. No dramatic reveal, no shocked gasp from me. She stood in Madi’s soft blue underwear — simple, pretty, chosen for herself — and she didn’t cross her arms. Her jaw was tight. Her chin was up. She was daring me to look, daring herself to stand still while I did.

So I looked. Slowly. Thoroughly. Full D-cup breasts, heavy and natural, dark nipples hardening in the room’s cool air. Wide hips. Soft waist — not flat, not toned, soft from eating well and walking hospital corridors, not from gyms she’d never had time for. A body that was lush, Greek-golden, built for warmth and abundance.

“Nobody ever looked,” she said. Not self-pity — factual. Anger underneath, quiet and clean. “In ten years. Nobody looked.”

“I’m looking now.” I pulled her close, her body against mine, her skin warm through the thin fabric still between us. My hand on her wrist tightened. “And I’m not looking away.”

She made a sound — half-laugh, half-sob — the startled relief of someone bracing for a blow that turned into an embrace.

She started crying before I’d finished the sentence. Not sobbing — a quiet, steady stream of tears that came from somewhere deeper than sadness.

I kissed her tears. Her cheeks. The corner of her mouth. She trembled — not from cold, not from fear. From the overwhelming sensation of being focused on. Of being the subject rather than the shadow.

I laid her on the bed. Pinned both wrists above her head with one hand. She gasped — and went pliant. Completely. Not passive. Surrendered. The bondage without rope — just my grip, my command, my attention — freed her from the compulsion to manage, to arrange, to serve. With her hands pinned, she couldn’t fix anything. Couldn’t adjust. Couldn’t disappear.

She could only be present.

My mouth traveled her body. Every curve she’d concealed. Her full breasts — I kissed the weight of them, the undersides she’d pressed flat beneath unsupportive bras, the dark nipples that stiffened under my tongue. She moaned — and couldn’t cover her face because her hands were bound.

“Stay still,” I murmured against her skin. “Let me.”

She stayed. I continued — down her soft belly, over the curve of her hips, along her inner thighs where the skin was paler, more sensitive. When my mouth found her pussy — warm, wet, already drenched — she cried out.

“Caleb — parakaló — mi stamatas—”

“Parakaló — mi stamatas—” Her hips lifted. Her wrists strained against my grip — not to escape but to feel the resistance. To confirm that she was held. That someone was holding on.

She came on my tongue with a sound that was half-prayer, half-scream — “Theé mou — oh God — THEÉ MOU—” Her olive-skinned body shaking on the white sheets, the contrast of warm golden skin against cool white cotton. Her dark hair wild against the pillow. Her full breasts shaking, the heavy weight of them moving with each convulsion, dark nipples rigid and aching. Her wrists pulling against the silk — anchoring herself, refusing to dissolve back into the background. Tears streaming from those extraordinary brown eyes.

I didn’t let her recover. I rose over her, settled my weight between her thighs. She was drenched — I could feel her wetness against my cock before I’d even positioned myself. Her pussy was swollen, flushed, years of accumulated need, unlocked by touch, flooding out in a rush her body couldn’t contain.

I entered her slowly. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance and she gasped — the stretch, the pressure, the reality of being penetrated by someone who wanted HER. Not the quiet one. Not the assistant. Her. She was wet enough to take me smoothly but tight — three disappointing encounters in a lifetime of celibate devotion hadn’t prepared her body for this. I pushed deeper, inch by inch, watching her face transform with each one — her mouth opening, her eyes going wide, her breath coming in sharp little catches.

When I pushed fully inside, she screamed.

The scream was pure fullness — years of emptiness collapsing at once. Physically — my cock buried to the hilt in a pussy that clenched around me like it was afraid I’d leave. Emotionally — a decade of emptiness collapsing at the reality of being occupied, of being wanted, of mattering to someone who wasn’t paying her salary. I felt it in the way her body clenched around me — desperate, rhythmic, holding.

“You’re here,” I said. “Right here, with me.” Her eyes locked on mine — wide, liquid, refusing to close, refusing to hide. Her legs wrapped around me, pulling me deeper, her heels pressing into the small of my back. Her wrists remained pinned above her head, her full breasts pressing against my chest, her dark nipples dragging against my skin with each breath.

“Se thélo — se thélo — I WANT YOU — I want to EXIST—”

I began to move. Slow, deep strokes that she felt in her entire body — I could tell because each thrust drew a sound from her that was different from the last, each one deeper, more honest, more surrendered. Her pussy clenched on every outstroke, reluctant to release, then opened for me on every push in. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room — obscene, relentless, the raw evidence of two bodies that had stopped pretending.

“I see you,” I said. Thrust. “And I’m going to fill you.” Deeper. “Every part of you that’s been empty.”

“Yes — give me everything — put a baby in me — make me REAL—” Her hips rose to meet mine, finding a rhythm, her warm body rolling beneath me with an instinctive grace that surprised her. The quiet assistant, the shadow — fucking with an urgency that years of silence had built. “Don’t stop — don’t ever stop seeing me—”

She came again. Full-body, convulsing, Greek and English tangling into a single desperate cry — her pussy gripping me in rhythmic waves so tight I couldn’t have pulled out if I’d wanted to. The contractions pulled my own release from somewhere behind my ribs. I came inside her — pumping her full, each spurt met with a clench that milked another, her body taking everything I had. My cum flooding her until she overflowed, until it leaked from around my cock and dripped onto the white sheets beneath her — visible, tangible, as real as the woman producing it.

She lay afterward, shaking, her wrists freed but still above her head, as if the absence of restraint felt less safe than its presence.

“Katerina.”

“Yes?” Her voice was hoarse. Scraped raw.

“You’re not hiding anymore.”

Her eyes — deep, liquid, unflinching — focused on my face with an intensity that was almost painful.

“No,” she whispered. “I’m not.”

We lay together in the quiet. Her breathing slowed. Her hand found mine — not gripping, just resting.

“You asked me about Sappho’s fragments,” she said. “In the hallway. Nobody ever asks a follow-up.”

“I remember. Fragment 31.”

“There’s another one. Fragment 16.” She turned her head on the pillow. “It argues that the most beautiful thing on earth is whatever you love. Not armies, not ships. Whatever YOU love.” She paused. “I spent my whole thesis writing about that and never applied it to myself.”

“And now?”

She considered it. “Now I’d like to be the main text.”

“Tell me something else. Anything.”

“My grandmother in Thessaloniki makes loukoumades every Sunday. Fried dough with honey and cinnamon. The whole street smells like it. I haven’t been home in three years.” She paused. “I told myself I couldn’t leave Isabelle. The truth is I forgot I was allowed to want things that had nothing to do with her.”

I kissed her temple. She closed her eyes.

“I’d like to go back to Thessaloniki,” she said. “Eat loukoumades. Swim in the sea. Remember what my own life tastes like.”

“You should.”

“I will.” She opened her eyes. Clear. Decided. “After.”



She left the session wing forty minutes later. Her hair was down. Her eyes were bright. She walked without hurrying — not the efficient three-steps-behind stride of an assistant, but the unhurried movement of a woman who was occupying her own space.

Isabelle was waiting in the hallway outside their shared suite. She’d heard nothing — the soundproofing worked — but she saw everything. Her assistant’s transformed posture. The color high in her cheeks. The absence of her tablet, set aside somewhere.

“Katerina?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“You’re… glowing.”

“I think I might be, ma’am.”

Isabelle studied her. For the first time since hiring her, she actually LOOKED at Katerina. Not at the assistant, the scheduler, the person who managed her world. At the woman. The warm eyes. The wild hair. The body that had been hidden beneath professional anonymity.

And realized she’d been as blind as Marcus. Just in a different direction. Marcus had looked at Isabelle and seen a defective reproduction unit. Isabelle had looked at Katerina and seen an efficient personal management system. Both had failed to see the person.

“Stop calling me ma’am,” Isabelle said. The word came out thick. “Please. Call me Isabelle.”

Katerina’s eyes filled. She nodded once.

“Isabelle,” she said. Testing the name without the “ma’am.” Learning its weight.

Isabelle smiled. “There you are.”


Chapter 7: Mother’s Request

The video call connected at 2 PM Boston time, 8 PM Geneva. The twins sat on the clinic couch — Isabelle on the left, Séraphine on the right, the careful distance between them smaller than yesterday but still present. Katerina stood behind Isabelle out of habit, then caught herself and sat down beside her.

Éliane Delacroix-Wirth appeared on screen from her Lake Geneva estate. She was propped against silk pillows in a room that cost more than most apartments, an oxygen cannula running beneath her nose, her silver hair arranged with the particular care of a woman who refused to let cancer diminish her presentation. Her face was thinner than the twins remembered — the bones more prominent, the aristocratic structure emerging as the flesh retreated. But her eyes — pale, clear, the source from which both daughters’ gazes had been cut — were sharp as glass.

“Mes filles.” Her accent was old Geneva money — the kind that whispered rather than announced. “Are you cooperating?”

“We’re… coexisting,” Séraphine said.

“That’s a start.” Éliane studied them through the screen. Her oxygen hissed softly. “You look different. Both of you. Less armored.”

“Maman—”

“I arranged this because I’m dying and I have one request.” She held up a thin hand, silencing the protest before it formed. “Not grandchildren — those are the excuse. My request is that you stop punishing each other for surviving the same family in different ways.”

The twins were silent. The conservatory light fell across them — two women with the same bone structure, the same height, the same estrangement hanging between them, sitting in the same room for the first time in four years because a dying woman had tricked them into it.

“Isabelle, you married Marcus because I told you to.” Éliane’s voice was steady — the steadiness of someone who’d decided to tell the truth before she ran out of time. “That’s my fault. Not yours. The fact that he was a sterile, gaslighting homme who told you you were defective rather than admit his own inadequacy — that’s his fault. Not yours.”

A single tear escaped before Isabelle could catch it.

“Séraphine, you left because staying would have killed you. That was brave, not rebellious. I should have told you that at the time. Instead I called it a tantrum and let your father disown you.”

“Then why?” Séraphine’s voice shook. Every month of exile in that tremor. “Why did you let him? Why didn’t you fight?”

“Because I was afraid.” Éliane’s hand trembled on the oxygen tubing. “I was afraid that if I admitted you were right to refuse Heinrich, I’d have to admit that everything I’d built — the marriages, the alliances, the careful architecture of a life spent managing family obligation — was wrong. I couldn’t face that.”

She coughed. Long, rattling, the sound of lungs that had been invaded.

“I’m facing it now.” She looked at them through the screen — her two daughters, mirror and inverse, the same genetic material shaped by opposing responses to the same pressure. “I want my daughters back. Both of them. Together. Before I run out of time to say what I should have said the night Séraphine left.”

Silence. The oxygen hissed. Outside the Lake Geneva windows, the Alps were visible — eternal, indifferent, beautiful.

“I love you both,” Éliane said. “Differently, because you’re different people, but equally, because you’re both mine. And I’m sorry. For all of it. For the cage I built and called tradition.”

The screen went dark. Connection lost — whether from medical equipment interference or Éliane’s own choice to exit on her terms, the twins couldn’t tell.

They sat on the couch. Not touching. But when Isabelle began to cry — the silent, controlled tears she’d been trained to produce — quiet grief, dignified grief, the only kind her upbringing allowed — Séraphine didn’t leave the room. She stayed on her end of the couch, her own eyes wet, her own hands gripping her knees.

Closer than they’d been in four years. Not close enough. Not yet.



The media crisis rumbled in the background like distant thunder.

A Geneva tabloid had published the story at 6 AM European time: “Star Fertility Researcher Spotted at Rival Clinic.” A photograph — blurry, taken from a distance, but recognizably Séraphine — entering the Victorian mansion. The article speculated about corporate espionage, poached research, and “the controversial American clinic that has attracted European royalty and Middle Eastern princesses.”

Augustina mobilized from Vermont. Her video call to Vivian’s office was brisk, organized, and accompanied by a three-page PR strategy she’d drafted between 4 and 6 AM while Grace slept beside her.

“Tier One response: standard inquiry deflection to the clinic’s communications office,” Augustina said, her silver-streaked dark hair pulled back, her twelve-week pregnant belly just beginning to show beneath a practical sweater. “Tier Two: specific allegations directed to legal. Tier Three: identity exposure requiring individual client response plans.”

“Margot’s legal team is already filing in European courts,” Vivian said. “Cease-and-desist to six outlets.”

“I’ve contacted two Catholic charitable organizations for endorsement statements. And Aaliyah’s Saudi security surveillance network is monitoring for crossover to Middle Eastern press.” Augustina paused. “The story should be contained within forty-eight hours. Seventy-two at most.”

“You’re managing PR for a fertility clinic from a satellite location in rural Vermont while twelve weeks pregnant,” Vivian said. “How do you find the energy?”

“Meu amor, I managed a Catholic hospital for twenty-five years while celibate. This is significantly more motivating.”



Isabelle’s second session happened that evening, after the tears had dried and the media strategy had been deployed and the clinic had settled into its nighttime hum of nursing and feeding and the quiet intimacy of a house that never fully slept.

She came to the overnight suite with her hair down. Deliberately. The ash-blonde waves fell past her shoulders — no pins, no updo, no architectural perfection. She wore a silk robe over nothing. Her feet were bare.

“I want what you did last time,” she said. Her voice was steadier than I expected. “The… waiting.”

“The edging.”

Color rose in her cheeks. She still couldn’t say the word without blushing. Her upbringing had trained certain responses so deeply that conscious effort couldn’t override them.

“Yes. That.” She bit her lip — her tell, the one imperfection in an otherwise controlled presentation. “More of it. Longer. I want you to push me further than last time.”

“I know what you need.”

She flushed deeper but didn’t argue. She was learning to let someone else lead.

I started with the edging she craved. My mouth between her thighs while she lay on her back — building her slowly, long strokes, measured circles, the pressure that made her gasp. She gripped the headboard hard enough to creak, her eyes going glassy.

I brought her to the first brink. Her hips lifted, her breathing went ragged, French starting to slip through — “Oui — la — s’il vous plait—”

I stopped.

She whimpered. Thirty-two years of being denied things — and now the discovery that controlled denial, when applied with intent and care, was its own form of pleasure.

“Stay right there.” I traced her inner thigh. She shuddered. “Tell me what you feel.”

“Desperate.” The word tore out of her. “I feel desperate.”

“Good.”

My fingers replaced my tongue. Two inside her, curling, finding the spot that made her back arch. She was close within thirty seconds — her pussy clenching, her thighs trembling, her walls giving way.

I slowed. Didn’t stop completely — kept the pressure at the threshold, my fingertips barely grazing her G-spot, giving her just enough sensation to stay on the edge without tipping over. She writhed, trying to grind against my hand, trying to force the contact harder.

“NON — you’re torturing me—” Her accent thickened with each frustrated breath. “S’il vous plait — let me—”

“When you’re ready to let go of everything. Every last bit of it.”

Her eyes went dark. Something clicked behind them — I could see it happen, the understanding settling into her body before her mind caught up. This wasn’t Marcus’s indifference. This was the opposite of indifference. The denial was its own kind of devotion, and her body recognized it even if she couldn’t name it yet.

I entered her. Missionary — close, intimate, my weight on my forearms, my hips controlling the depth and pace. She gasped as I pushed in — her body opening for me eagerly now, wet and ready, her pussy gripping my cock with the familiarity of a woman who’d learned what this felt like and craved it. Her robe fell completely open beneath me, framing her body in silk — her C-cup breasts with hardened pink nipples pressing against my chest, her cream-pale skin flushed from throat to belly in the dramatic pink that her coloring couldn’t hide.

“Oh — you’re so deep—” Her hips canted, adjusting the angle, and the head of my cock pressed against the spot that made her eyes flutter.

She moved with me. Tentative then urgent, her hips rolling upward to meet each thrust, her legs wrapping around me. I built a rhythm that kept her hovering — deep enough to make her gasp, slow enough to keep her from cresting. My cock dragged against her G-spot on every stroke, and I could feel her pussy fluttering around me, desperate, her body trying to tip over the edge while I held the pace just below the threshold.

I denied her twice more. Each time she was close — her breathing quickening to sharp pants, her pussy clenching in pre-orgasmic pulses, her French spilling out involuntarily — I slowed the pace, withdrew until just the head of my cock remained inside her, held her at the edge while she clawed at my shoulders.

“Not yet.”

“I can’t — please—” Her hips tried to thrust upward, tried to impale herself on me, but I held her down with my weight.

“Hold it.”

“Je ne peux PLUS—” Tears were leaking from the corners of her eyes. Not sadness — the overwhelm of sustained arousal, her pussy throbbing, her clit swollen and aching.

“HOLD it.”

Mascara was running in dark trails down her temples. Every defense was rubble. The proper Swiss society girl was a sweating, trembling, begging mess beneath me, her designer-groomed body arching with a need that had been denied so many times — tonight and across an entire lifetime — that it had become its own form of ecstasy. Her pussy was soaked, my cock glistening with her arousal each time I pulled back, the wet sounds of our edging filling the room.

My hand found her throat. Instinct, not plan — my palm settling against her windpipe, my fingers curving around the sides of her slender neck where the blood flowed and her pulse hammered. Gentle. Not squeezing. Just holding. Just claiming.

She went rigid. Her eyes went wide — not with fear but with the shock of discovering something she hadn’t known she wanted. Something primal. Something that had nothing to do with Swiss finishing schools or society dinners.

“Oh God—” She pressed INTO my hand. Her throat against my palm, her pulse slamming against my fingers. “YES — don’t let go — don’t—”

A new discovery. Something neither of us had planned. The good twin, held by the throat and begging for more.

I drove deep — the full length of my cock burying in her with a single stroke that made her cry out. My thumb found her clit. Full pressure, circling, grinding against the swollen bud while my palm stayed at her throat and my cock filled her completely.

“Come for me, Isabelle.”

She broke open.

The orgasm that ripped through her was total — seismic — something beyond the careful, praise-triggered orgasms of the first session. Her back arched clear of the mattress, her body bowing between my hand on her throat and my cock inside her. Her eyes rolled back, showing white. The internal pressure around me was crushing — I felt it in my spine, in my teeth — and then the gush.

A flood. A hot, pressurized flood of wetness that soaked us both, that sprayed between our bodies with a force that splashed my abs and her thighs and drenched the sheets in a spreading circle beneath her. She squirted. The society girl. The good twin. The porcelain woman dinner guests had pitied. She squirted with a force that shocked us both — her body wracked with spasms, the gush coming in pulses that matched the contractions of her pussy, each one spraying against my stomach while she screamed and shook and held my hand against her throat.

She stared up at me, chest heaving, the aftermath spreading beneath her. The soaked sheets. The glistening on her thighs. The evidence of a body that wasn’t just functional but volcanic.

And something happened that I didn’t expect.

She went furious. Not at me — at the ghost of a man who’d spent six years telling her she was defective. Her face twisted with a rage so clean it was almost beautiful.

“Frigid.” She said the word like she was spitting out a tooth. Then she looked down at the soaked sheets, the glistening on her thighs, the evidence pooling beneath her. And the rage turned into something else — a laugh that started in her belly and shook her whole body, wild and ugly and triumphant.

“He called me FRIGID. And I just SQUIRTED. On a STRANGER.”

“I’m not a stranger anymore.”

She looked up at me. Her gaze steadied — the recognition of a truth she hadn’t expected to find in a fertility clinic in Boston.

“No,” she said softly. “You’re not.”

“And we’re not done.”

Her eyes — the ones that had been ice-cool in the Valentino, drowning during her first session, crying on the couch with her dying mother’s words in her ears — went wide, then blazing. Not with Seraphine’s fire. With something uniquely Isabelle’s: something quieter and more devastating — permission, finally granted to herself, to burn.

“More,” she whispered. “Give me more.”

I drove into her again — hard, the soaked sheets squelching beneath us, her pussy still clenching in residual spasms from the squirting orgasm. My hand stayed at her throat. Her eyes stayed on mine. No closing. No hiding. No pretending this was clinical or obligatory or scheduled.

She came again — smaller this time, a rolling wave that shuddered through her, her pussy milking me in slow, rhythmic clenches. I followed her over the edge. My orgasm emptied into her in long, shuddering waves — and she felt each one, her breath catching, her thighs tightening around my waist. The warmth spreading through her drew a soft moan. The fullness. The proof of what her body could inspire.

I stayed inside her. My hand slid from her throat to cup her face. She turned into my palm and pressed her lips there — the soaked sheets cooling beneath us, my cum beginning to leak from her, the evidence of everything she’d been told was impossible pooling on the ruined silk.

“Merci,” she whispered, her eyes bright and wet, her French coming from the deepest, truest place she had. “Pour tout. Pour me montrer que je ne suis pas brisee.”

Thank you. For everything. For showing me I’m not broken.



That night, after the clinic slept, Séraphine sat in the lab alone.

Her laptop was open. Caleb’s latest bloodwork displayed beside the hereditary data she’d accessed — legitimately this time, with Vivian’s full authorization.

She’d found something new.

Yuki’s lactation-as-vector hypothesis from the group call had been correct — the breast milk was transmitting pheromone precursors. But the data Séraphine was looking at now went further. Much further. She’d isolated the specific milk proteins responsible for the transmission: three casein-bound peptides that acted as delivery vehicles for the compound, shuttling it past the infant’s blood-brain barrier with an efficiency that no pharmaceutical delivery system had ever achieved.

The amplification wasn’t random. It was dose-dependent — correlated with nursing frequency, milk volume, and a specific protein ratio that peaked at four to six months postpartum. The children who nursed more produced more. And the compound wasn’t just accumulating passively in their bloodstreams. Their developing endocrine glands were using the precursors as templates, building their own production pathways that would strengthen at puberty and potentially exceed their father’s output by adulthood.

She stared at the data. Publish the protein binding mechanism, and she’d have the most significant paper in reproductive biology since the identification of oxytocin. Career saved. Geneva vindicated. World authority established.

And every pharmaceutical company, government genetics program, and tabloid on earth would have a roadmap straight to a Victorian mansion full of nursing mothers and newborn babies.

Séraphine closed her laptop. Sat in the dark lab with her hand on her belly — too early to feel anything, but she knew. The same way Isabelle knew. The same way the serum always worked.

She left the data where it was.


Chapter 8: Surrender

The morning began with Séraphine standing at my door in a robe that wasn’t hers — borrowed from Celeste’s collection, champagne-colored silk that looked wrong on someone built for leather jackets and lab coats. She’d clearly agonized about what to wear for this, which was its own revelation, because Séraphine Delacroix-Wirth agonized about binding pathways and receptor models, not wardrobe.

“I’ve been building toward something.” She didn’t enter the room. Stood in the doorway, her dark hair still damp from the shower, her red lipstick fresh — that bold mouth she wore like a dare. “And I want it today.”

“Tell me.”

“I’ve never done this.” She didn’t elaborate. She didn’t need to — they both knew what she’d been building toward across three sessions. The escalation from tease to fingering to this moment had its own logic, its own inevitability.

“Are you sure?”

Her chin came up. The old defiance, redirected into resolve. “I spent thirty-two years controlling every variable in my life. I want to know what happens when I stop.” A beat. “And I trust you enough to find out.”

She stepped inside. Closed the door. The robe slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet like liquid gold.

Underneath: nothing. Her compact body bare — B-cup breasts, the molecular tattoo on her ribs, the athletic build she’d maintained through cycling and lab-to-lab sprints. That painted mouth the only color against golden skin.

“I want all of it,” she said. “I want what I couldn’t say last time.”



I worshipped her body first. This was Séraphine — she couldn’t be rushed — her mind needed to be as prepared as her body, and her mind required the same patient disarmament as her body.

I started with her mouth. Kissing her slowly — not the teeth-and-fury collision of our first time, not the desperate hunger of our second. Patient. Thorough. My hands in her hair while her tension dissolved millimeter by millimeter.

Down her throat. The pulse point where her heart hammered. The oxytocin tattoo — my tongue tracing the molecular structure, the carbon bonds and nitrogen atoms she’d had inked into her skin during a PhD she’d earned through brilliance and stubbornness.

Her breasts — smaller than her sister’s, firm, the nipples hardening as my tongue circled. She arched into my mouth. No clinical commentary this time. No narration about neuroendocrine cascades. She’d left every pretense at the door with the borrowed robe, and the woman underneath just breathed, her fingers threading through my hair, pulling me closer.

Lower. Her flat stomach. The slight rise of hip bones. The inside of her thighs, where the skin was softer than anywhere else on her disciplined body. When I settled between her legs and pressed my tongue to her clit, she fisted the sheets with both hands and let the sound come without trying to translate it into data. I ate her pussy until she came — hard, gasping, her thighs clamping around my head, her back arching off the mattress in a clean line of muscle and want.

While she shuddered through the aftershocks, I slicked my finger with lubricant. Traced between her cheeks. She stiffened — then exhaled. Her body was post-orgasmic, liquid and open, her nerve endings alive.

One finger. Slow, careful. She inhaled through her nose — a controlled breath, the kind she probably used when handling difficult lab equipment. The sensation made her clench, then consciously relax.

“I know,” I said.

A second finger. More lubricant. Stretching slowly, patiently, giving her body time to adjust. She breathed through it — no commentary this time, no anatomical defense system, just sound. Guttural. Deep. Shocked. Every defense laid down.

I lowered my mouth to her pussy again while two fingers worked her ass. The dual stimulation overwhelmed her completely — her body arching, her hands fisting the sheets, sounds that belonged to a body she’d finally stopped trying to narrate.

She came again from the dual stimulation. Differently from before. Deeper. More total. As if the orgasm originated in a place she hadn’t known existed.

“Now?” I asked.

Her eyes found mine. Wild. Wet. The scientist gone, replaced by a woman who’d made a decision.

“Now.”

I positioned her on all fours. She held the headboard, her dark hair wild, the ink on her ribs visible as she breathed deeply. Lipstick traces across her chin and the pillow from biting down during the last orgasm.

I entered her ass slowly. The head first — pressing against the tight ring of muscle, steady pressure until she opened for me and the head slipped past the resistance. She gasped — a sharp, shocked sound, her body tensing, her hands white-knuckling the headboard. Then she breathed. Consciously, deliberately, the way she breathed through difficult procedures. The tension released in stages. The muscle softened. I held perfectly still, letting her adjust to the stretch, letting her body learn what she’d chosen to give me.

The tightness was extraordinary — untouched, never penetrated, her body squeezing my cock in a way that was completely different from anything I’d experienced with her before. Tighter than her pussy. Hotter. The grip relentless, every millimeter an event.

“Tell me what you feel.”

“Full.” Her voice was hoarse, wrecked. “Completely — I feel you EVERYWHERE. In my belly, in my spine, in my — it’s—”

She lost words entirely. Not because I’d stripped them from her this time — she’d chosen to set them down. The vocabulary of clinical distance had no place in what she was giving me. For the first time in her adult life, Séraphine had nothing to say. And she was fine with that.

I began to move. Slowly. Shallow strokes — barely an inch of withdrawal, then forward again — that gradually deepened as her body opened for me. She made sounds with each stroke — guttural, deep, each one torn from somewhere beneath the scientist, beneath the combative sister, beneath the steel she’d forged at eighteen. Her hands gripped the headboard hard enough to creak. Her back arched, the tattoo stretching on her ribs. She looked back at me over her shoulder — completely undefended, stripped bare, nothing left between us but skin and sound.

“More,” she gasped. “Deeper. I can take it.”

I gave her more. Pushed deeper, my cock sliding further into the impossibly tight grip of her ass. She took it — her athletic body adjusting, accommodating, the competitive determination she brought to everything serving her now as she pushed back against me, demanding depth. Her tight ass took me fully — my hips flush against her cheeks, my cock buried to the root in virgin territory. The stretch and fullness made her cry out with each thrust, each sound louder than the last, sounds her analytical mind couldn’t reduce to data points.

She came from anal alone.

The orgasm was unlike anything — not the sharp, muscular clench of vaginal climax but something deeper and more total, rolling up from the base of her spine and radiated outward in a wave that made her entire frame seize — her scream muffled by the pillow she’d buried her face in, her body shaking from crown to toes, her ass gripping me in rhythmic spasms so intense they bordered on painful, squeezing my cock in slow, crushing waves. Her pussy — untouched, empty — clenched in sympathy, dripping onto the sheets beneath her. Her toes curled. Her fingers bent the headboard spindles.

“Oh — oh fuck — that’s not — NOTHING felt like—” She was gasping, trembling, her voice destroyed. “Nothing in thirty-two years felt like THAT.”

I withdrew from her ass. She whimpered at the loss — the sudden emptiness, the stretch resolving, her body already mourning what it had just discovered it wanted. Then I entered her pussy — sliding in easily, her soaked cunt welcoming me, and the contrast made her sob. The switch from the impossible tightness of her ass to the slick, clenching heat of her pussy, from unfamiliar to known, from the vulnerability of surrender to the primal rightness of being bred — it pushed her over another edge immediately.

“Fill me — I don’t CARE about the science anymore — just BREED me — put it in me — I want what Isabelle has — I want what all of them have—”

I buried deep and came. My balls tightened, my cock swelled inside her, and then the release — thick, hot ropes of cum pumping into her pussy, flooding her, each spurt depositing deeper than the last. She felt each one — I could see it in her face, the way her expression changed with each pulse, her eyes going wide, then fluttering shut, then wide again. Her pussy clenched around me on each spurt, milking, holding, refusing to let anything escape. Her body clenched to hold every drop as if the act of receiving my cum was the completion of something she’d been building toward for two years — since the first time she’d read my pheromone profile in her Geneva lab.

She collapsed. Face in the pillow. Hair wild. Her ribs rising and falling with ragged breaths, the ink she’d gotten during her PhD barely visible beneath a sheen of sweat. That red mouth had left its evidence everywhere — her face, the pillow, my chest, marking both of us.

She didn’t say anything. For the first time in three sessions, she was quiet afterward — not composing a remark, not translating the experience into language. Just breathing. Her eyes half-closed, her red mouth open, her body boneless on the sheets.

I traced the lipstick smear across my chest. Her signature. Her mark. On the nightstand, a vintage men’s watch ticked steadily — their father’s, she’d told me once, the only thing she’d taken when she left the family at eighteen. She wore it every day, the face too large for her wrist, a relic of the man who’d let her be disowned. She kept it anyway. The fierce scientist, claiming territory and holding onto the pieces she couldn’t let go.

“More?” I asked.

“Give me five minutes.” A pause. “Three. Give me three minutes.”



Katerina’s second session happened that afternoon.

I brought silk restraints.

They were cream-colored, soft, the texture of something Celeste might drape over a chaise for aesthetic purposes. I held them up when Katerina entered the room — her dark hair down again, wearing another borrowed dress, this one a soft blue that warmed her golden complexion.

Her brown eyes went wide. Then deeper. Desire flooding them like ink in water.

“Do you know what these are for?” I asked.

“To keep me here.”

“To keep you HERE. Present. Visible. You don’t get to disappear.”

She extended her wrists.

I tied her to the headboard. Gently — the silk loose enough that she could slip free if she chose, tight enough that she’d feel the resistance. Her Mediterranean body spread on white sheets: warm gold against cream, dark hair fanned across the pillow, full curves on display without the shapeless professional uniform she’d hidden inside since her twenties.

She couldn’t manage. Couldn’t arrange. Couldn’t fix. Couldn’t reach for her tablet or her employer’s needs or the thousand small tasks she used to avoid existing in her own body.

She could only receive.

I started at her feet. Kissing her arches, her ankles, the calves she’d hidden beneath professional trousers. Up her shins, her knees, her inner thighs — the skin softer here, warmer, untouched by anyone’s hands in years.

“This—” She pulled at the silk ties. Not to escape. To feel the hold. Her voice broke on the sensation of being contained. “This is what I—”

“I know.” My mouth found her hip. The curve of her waist. Her soft belly — not flat, not toned, soft from years of caring for others instead of performing for mirrors. I kissed it with the same reverence I’d given Isabelle’s pale skin, because this body deserved the same worship and had never received any.

Her breasts. Full D-cups, dark-nippled, heavy and natural. I took one in my mouth and she moaned — a sound she immediately tried to stifle, turning her face into the pillow.

But her hands were bound. She couldn’t cover her face. Couldn’t muffle herself. The silk ties held her in the open, exposed, forced to let the sound exist in the room.

“Don’t hide,” I said against her breast. “Not anymore.”

I worshipped every inch of her that she’d concealed. The undersides of her breasts, heavy and warm. The stretch marks on her hips from a body that had changed in her twenties and that she’d hidden from the world. The dark hair between her thighs that untrimmed, natural, kept for nobody’s benefit but her own comfort.

When my mouth found her pussy, she screamed. Not a contained sound, not a muffled exclamation — a scream. The sound of a woman being touched with intent after years of being touched only incidentally, by accident, in the margins of other people’s needs.

“Stay still,” I murmured. “Let me.”

She tried. Failed. Her hips rose against my mouth, her thighs trembling, her wrists straining against the silk. I pinned her hip with one hand and worked her with my tongue — slow circles around her clit, two fingers inside her, the other hand reaching up to cup one full breast and roll the nipple between thumb and forefinger.

She came crying. Her back bowed off the mattress, straining against the silk, her skin flushed dark from chest to forehead, her liquid brown eyes wide and streaming, her scream dissolving into Greek — “Parakaló — mi stamatas — please — PLEASE—”

I didn’t stop. A second orgasm, built on the aftershocks of the first. She thrashed against the silk ties, her curly dark hair wild, her full breasts shaking, her hips bucking against my mouth.

When I rose over her, her legs wrapped around me immediately — free from the waist down, desperate for the filling she’d been dreaming about since the observation corridor, since the handshake in the foyer, since the emptiness that preceded both. I entered her slowly — the head of my cock parting her swollen lips, the wetness from two orgasms easing the slide, her pussy opening around me with a hunger that was physical and emotional at once.

Her bound wrists strained upward, the silk ties taut, her back arching to take me deeper. Her full breasts pressed against my chest — heavy, warm, the dark nipples dragging against my skin. Her pussy clenched around me — clutching, needy, the grip of a body afraid this would be taken away.

“Tell me what you want,” I said. Thrust — deep, slow. “Not what you think I want to hear. What YOU want.”

She pulled at the silk ties. Not to escape — to test. To feel the boundary. Then her expression changed — the overwhelmed surrender of last time replaced by anger. Real anger.

“I want to stop being grateful,” she said. The words landed steady, surprising both of us. “I’m tired of being thankful that someone noticed me. I want to be WANTED. Not seen — WANTED. Like it would hurt you to walk away.”

The words surprised us both.

“It would.” I drove deeper. Her hips surged to meet mine. “It would hurt.”

“Prove it.” Her brown eyes blazed — not with tears this time but with the clean anger of self-respect finally surfacing. “Prove I’m not interchangeable.”

I changed the angle. Found the spot that made her gasp, that I’d mapped during the first session and memorized — the specific depth, the specific pressure, hers and nobody else’s. Her body recognized it. Her expression crumbled.

“Se thélo — se thélo — I WANT YOU—” The anger burned away the gratitude, leaving something rawer and truer underneath. Her wrists strained against the silk — not fighting it but drawing strength from it, using the resistance like a wall to push against. “Don’t stop — thélo na nióso — I want to FEEL—”

I drove into her harder. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the room — obscene, honest, the sounds of a body that had been silent for too long finally making noise. Her pussy tightened on every stroke, squeezing, releasing, squeezing again. Her breasts bounced with each impact, heavy D-cups that she’d hidden beneath shapeless blazers, now shaking openly, unashamedly, in the candlelight.

She came again — her third — and this time she screamed. Not the stifled, embarrassed sounds of the first session. A scream that came from the bottom of her diaphragm, that rattled the silk ties, that said I AM HERE with more volume than Katerina Stavros had used in all her years of quiet service.

I came inside her during the scream. The orgasm tore through me like a current — flooding her in thick, hot surges while her body contracted around me in crushing waves. Her deep brown eyes locked on mine — refusing to close, refusing to retreat. Her wrists pulled against the silk, not fighting it but leaning into the restraint, letting it anchor her while I filled her.

“Right here,” I said as the last pulse emptied into her. “You’re right here.”

“I know,” she whispered. Her voice was hoarse, destroyed, reborn. “Finally. I know.”



I found Katerina an hour later in the conservatory, alone at the end of the farmhouse table with a cup of tea she wasn’t drinking. Her hair was still down, her eyes still bright from the session, but her expression had gone somewhere internal — the look of a woman sorting through a lifetime of assumptions that no longer held.

She saw me and didn’t straighten. Didn’t reach for the tablet that wasn’t there. Just looked at me and let herself be seen looking.

“Can I sit?”

She gestured at the chair beside her. I sat.

We didn’t speak for a while. The conservatory was empty — Celeste’s jasmine scenting the warm air, the last light of afternoon pooling on the hardwood. Outside, Harper was walking her daughter in the walled garden, visible through the tall windows.

“I was twelve when my father left Thessaloniki for a job in Frankfurt,” Katerina said. She wasn’t looking at me — she was watching Harper through the glass, a woman carrying a child with both arms. “He said he’d send for us. He didn’t. My mother cleaned hotel rooms for fifteen years to put me through school. She never said a word against him. She just… worked. Silently. As if not existing loudly was the price of surviving.”

“You learned it from her.”

“I perfected it.” Her thumb traced the rim of her teacup. “When I graduated from Cambridge, I could have gone anywhere. I had offers. Instead I took the position with Isabelle’s family because it felt… safe. Familiar. Someone else’s schedule. Someone else’s life to organize. I told myself it was practical.” She finally looked at me. “It was hiding.”

“What do you want now? Not what Isabelle needs. Not what the clinic expects. What do you want?”

She considered the question with the seriousness it deserved. The jasmine fragrance drifted between us.

“I told you about my grandmother’s kitchen,” she said. “About wanting to go home.” She paused. “But I also want to come back. Here. To this. I want both. I didn’t know you could want two places at once.”

“You can have all of that.”

“I’m starting to believe you.” She reached across the table and took my hand. Not the desperate grip of the session, not the trembling touch of the corridor. A calm, deliberate hold. The hand of a woman practicing what it felt like to reach for something she wanted.

We sat like that until the light changed and the first stars became visible through the conservatory’s tall windows.



The twin reconciliation happened in the walled garden. Night. The same garden where Jolene had whispered Kurt’s name to the stars, where Augustina had sat on the stone bench and confessed her thirty years of silence. The garden where vulnerability went to breathe.

They sat on opposite ends of the bench. The same height. The same light from the clinic’s amber windows catching both their faces. Everything else different — Isabelle in her cream cashmere, Séraphine in a borrowed sweater of Madi’s that said BURLINGTON across the chest.

“I forgive you,” Isabelle said. No preamble. No finishing-school circumlocution. “For leaving. For being brave when I couldn’t be.”

“I forgive you,” Séraphine said. Equally direct. “For staying. For surviving what I ran from.”

The words hung in the cold night air. Years of silence. Years of guilt — Isabelle’s for not standing with her sister at the engagement dinner, Séraphine’s for the words she’d thrown like grenades on her way out the door.

“We’re both pregnant, aren’t we?” Isabelle touched her belly. Too early to feel anything. But the knowledge was there — cellular, certain, the serum’s signature.

“If the serum works as his data suggests — yes.” Séraphine’s hand mirrored the gesture. “Both of us.”

“Maman will be pleased.”

“Maman will be insufferable.”

They almost smiled. The ghost of a shared humor that predated the estrangement, that lived in the muscle memory of sisterhood.

Then Isabelle reached across the bench. Took Séraphine’s hand. The same hand shape — the same bone structure, the same proportions, the genetic signature of two people cut from the same cloth and tailored differently.

The whole estrangement in the grip. The distance, closing.

“You don’t have to go back to Geneva,” Isabelle said quietly. “You could stay. Work with Vivian. Be part of this.”

“This fertility cult you’ve joined?” But the acid wasn’t in it. The sharp edges were worn smooth by the truth of what they’d found here.

“This family.”

Séraphine’s hand tightened around her sister’s.

“I’m here now,” Séraphine said. The simplest and hardest thing she could have offered.

“I know.”

They sat in the garden, hand in hand, while the night deepened and the stars appeared above Boston’s light pollution — faint but present. The same ones they’d watched as children from the Lake Geneva terrace.

Séraphine didn’t let go.



Margot found me in the nursery at midnight. I was checking bassinets — the nighttime ritual I’d developed, my version of counting sheep except the sheep were my children and counting them was terrifying.

She stood in the nursery doorway in her silk robe, her three-month-old daughter sleeping in her suite upstairs, her platinum hair loose around her shoulders. At forty-one, Margot von Habsburg was arguably more beautiful than she’d been at forty — motherhood had softened her imperious edges without blunting them, and the confidence of a woman who’d chosen her own path radiated from her like heat.

“The waiting list passed a thousand today,” she said.

“I know.”

“And the Portuguese health ministry approved the Alentejo satellite clinic. Augustina’s hometown.”

“Vivian mentioned it.”

“And Isabelle and Séraphine’s mother has six months. Possibly less.” She touched the nursery glass. “She wants to see them pregnant before she goes.”

“She will.”

“And the hereditary compound.” Margot’s eyes were steady. “Séraphine discussed it with Vivian. Your children will carry this.”

I looked through the glass. Seven bassinets. More on the way.

“I know.”

“Good.” She touched the nursery glass once, briefly, the way you’d touch a window overlooking something you intended to protect. Then she was gone, silk robe trailing, heels clicking toward the stairs and whatever Vienna required of her next.


Chapter 9: Harem Assembly

The great room filled like a tide coming in.

Grace and Augustina arrived from Vermont at ten AM — Augustina driving, three hours flat, because Augustina Ferreira drove the way she administered hospitals: efficiently, decisively, and with complete disregard for posted speed limits.

“Grace drives like a nun,” Augustina announced as she strode into the foyer, her twelve-week belly just visible beneath a dark sweater, her silver-streaked hair styled in a way that would have been impossible three months ago when it had been pinned under a wimple. “Four hours. I could have walked faster.”

“I drove the speed limit,” Grace protested, her auburn hair loose around her shoulders, her face radiant with the glow of early pregnancy and the quiet confidence of someone who’d shed her habit and found herself underneath. “There’s nothing wrong with obeying traffic laws.”

“There is when forty-seven pregnant women are registered for the satellite clinic and Aistė’s scheduling spreadsheet needs updating.” Augustina was already scanning the foyer, mentally reorganizing everything she saw. “Where is Dr. Okafor? I have a five-page operational update.”

“Of course you do,” Grace murmured, and caught my eye with a smile that still carried a trace of the shy nun who’d trembled at my touch four months ago.

Jolene was still in Boston — her twenty-four-week checkup extending into what she’d candidly described as “medical necessity that happens to involve incredible sex.” Daisy had driven down from Vermont for a one-night visit, also twenty-four weeks, her golden hair in a loose braid, her sundress fighting a losing battle against breasts that had swollen to DDs and beyond under the serum’s lactation enhancement. She’d arrived with a jar of honey from the Beckett hives and a card signed by forty-seven women from the Hartfield community center.

Margot was still present from her Vienna visit, three months postpartum, her daughter in a Habsburg-branded carrier that probably cost more than the Becketts’ monthly feed bill. Aaliyah appeared on the great room’s wall screen from Saudi Arabia — her son on her lap, three months old now, her dark beauty enhanced by the satisfaction of a woman who’d won her legal autonomy and was planning a physical visit next month. Yuki connected from Stanford, three months postpartum, her son sleeping in a university-provided crib, her scientific rigor undiminished by motherhood.

Tiffany and Madi were in the postpartum wing — Tiffany nearly three weeks out now, Madi over two weeks, both nursing, both present via the intercom system that Aistė had installed specifically for gatherings that exceeded the great room’s capacity.

The harem assembled. Fifteen bonded women plus three newcomers still finding their place, at every conceivable stage — postpartum, mid-pregnancy, early pregnancy, freshly bred. Nine babies. Three satellite clinics in various stages of operation. A waiting list that had cracked a thousand names.

Vivian called a family meeting.



The great room was Celeste’s domain — she’d arranged it the way she arranged everything, with the practiced eye of decades spent curating art and beauty. Candles in crystal holders. Fresh flowers — jasmine, always jasmine. The long farmhouse table she’d installed for communal meals pushed to one side, replaced by a circle of chairs and cushions that put everyone on the same level.

Isabelle and Séraphine sat beside each other — not touching but closer than yesterday. Both scanning the room, absorbing the scale of what they’d joined. Katerina sat behind Isabelle — then caught herself, moved her chair, and sat beside her instead.

“How does this… work?” Isabelle asked Harper, who was nursing her six-month-old daughter in the chair opposite.

“With a lot of scheduling and very little sleep.” Harper’s green eyes crinkled. “And love. A surprising amount of love.”

Séraphine, the scientist, had a different concern. “The bonding compound concentration in this room must be off the charts. Eighteen women — fifteen established plus us three newcomers — and Caleb in a closed space. Every woman here is producing secondary bonding pheromones that reinforce the group attachment.”

“In English?” Madi’s voice came through the intercom, accompanied by the soft sounds of her son nursing.

“You’re all chemically addicted to each other. And it’s getting stronger.”

“We know,” fourteen voices said, more or less simultaneously.

Séraphine stared. Then laughed — a genuine, surprised sound. “Well. As long as everyone’s informed.”

Vivian’s agenda was clear: media exposure response (Augustina led this, having already drafted a comprehensive strategy from Vermont), satellite expansion updates (Sage joined from the Vermont clinic, her face pixelated slightly but her voice clear), the hereditary compound (discussion limited to the inner circle — Vivian, Séraphine, Sage, Yuki), and integration of the three newcomers.

“They need to understand what they’re joining,” Vivian said, her son drowsing in a sling across her chest. “Not theoretically. Not through dinner conversations and nursery visits. They need to see.”

Aistė’s thin smile was knowing. She’d heard this speech before — Vivian’s standard opening move for every integration since the beginning. “I’ll adjust the schedule.”

“The new ones watch first,” Vivian said. “Then we welcome them properly.”



The celebration didn’t follow any structure. Nobody orchestrated it, nobody called an order. It happened the way storms happen — pressure building past a threshold, then everything moving at once.

Harper pulled me onto the cushions without a word. No announcement, no waiting for permission from the hierarchy. She was radiantly confident at forty-five, milk-heavy breasts and a daughter sleeping in the nursery — light-years from the apologetic academic who’d first walked through these doors.

She guided my mouth to her breast. The milk came immediately — warm, sweet, with the honey note that was uniquely Harper’s. She sighed with relief as the fullness eased, her hand in my hair, her body arching into the contact.

“Watch,” she murmured to the room. “This is what it’s like. This is what you’re becoming.”

She straddled me while I nursed. Sank onto my cock with a familiarity that two years of breeding had built — her wet pussy opening around me, taking me to the root in one easy drop. Her freckled skin flushed pink as she rode me, her hips rolling with confident rhythm — the Harper who’d once stammered “I’m sorry, is this okay?” replaced entirely by “I need this and I’m taking it.” Milk sprayed from the unattended breast with each thrust, white arcs catching the candlelight, spattering my chest and her own thighs.

“I’m going to — oh God — get ready—” The warning came with a grin, the delight of a woman who’d mastered a capability that still thrilled her. She came hard — her pussy clenching around my cock in crushing waves, her body seizing, and then the gush. Squirting with the force she’d learned her body could produce, the flood spraying between us, soaking my lap, my stomach, the cushion beneath us. Milk sprayed from both breasts simultaneously — twin streams of white crossing in the air. The room watched. Isabelle’s eyes went saucer-wide. Seraphine leaned forward with undisguised scientific fascination, her red lips parting. Katerina gripped her own knees so hard her knuckles went white.

Aistė took over with her characteristic efficiency. She spanked me — her palm connecting with my ass hard enough to sting.

“You made me wait three hours.” Ice-blue eyes blazing. “That’s three orgasms you owe me.”

She bent over the arm of the couch, her tight athletic body on display, her platinum ponytail swinging. I took her hard and fast — the way she liked it, the way she’d always liked it, since the equipment room where she’d first broken. She came with a scream she bit off halfway through — Lithuanian curses filling the room, milk spraying from swollen breasts across the leather cushions.

“One.” She pushed back against me. “Harder.”

Two more orgasms. Each faster than the last. Aistė’s athletic body took everything, her competitive drive transforming even sex into a performance metric. When she finished, she straightened, checked an imaginary watch, and stepped aside as if she’d just completed a scheduled task.

Celeste was gentle, French, elegant even disheveled. She lay on the cushions and pulled me down to her — slow, tender, every touch savored like a brushstroke, every kiss placed like a brushstroke on canvas. Her milk flowed when she came — sweet, warm, slightly floral, coating my chest. She collected it on her fingers and fed it to me.

“Mon lait. Ta bouche. Notre famille.” My milk. Your mouth. Our family.

Tiffany emerged from the postpartum wing for the first time that evening — three weeks out now, still tender, but the need had driven her from the nursery where her daughter slept. She wore a soft cotton robe, no makeup, her natural complexion clear and warm beneath the last traces of spray-tan fade. Her natural brown eyes — revealed since the blue contacts came off months ago — were bright with a hunger that the old Tiffany would have disguised with a breathy giggle and a hair flip. The mask was gone. What remained was Tiffany — steady, certain, done performing for anyone.

She knelt in front of me without preamble. Opened her robe. Her breasts — the surgical F-cups that pregnancy had transformed, softened with real tissue, surrounded by the fullness of nursing, darkened nipples leaking thin white trails — swayed as she leaned forward. She took my cock in her mouth with a reverence that Richard had never inspired and never deserved.

Gentle. Careful. Her healing body limited her options but her desire was unlimited. Her lips wrapped around my shaft — full, plush, no filler needed for the mouth she’d been born with — and she sucked me with the slow devotion of a woman savoring something she’d been denied for weeks. Her tongue swirled against the underside. She took me deeper — not rushing, not performing for an invisible camera. Just feeling. Her hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently. Milk leaked from both breasts, colostrum-to-milk transition nearly complete, thin white trails running down the curves of her softened implants and dripping onto her thighs.

When I came, she swallowed. Each pulse drawing a moan from her that vibrated around my cock. She took every drop — swallowing, then sucking gently for more, her natural brown eyes looking up at me with a satisfaction that had nothing to do with validation metrics and everything to do with being wanted.

“I earned that,” she whispered, wiping a trail of cum from her chin with her thumb and licking it clean. “Tell Madi I’m coming back for more after the next feeding.”

Jolene didn’t wait for a transition. She wanted the wall — she always wanted the wall — standing, braced, her farm-girl strength on full display. At twenty-four weeks, her belly was prominent, her muscles still visible beneath the pregnancy, her tan lines shifting as she moved.

I lifted her against the stone wall of the great room — the same wall where she’d hung Celeste’s art, now serving a different purpose. Her powerful thighs locked around my waist. Milk ran from her full breasts in warm trails on golden skin.

“Deeper.” Her work-roughened hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me flush. “Don’t hold back on me. I can take it.”

Grace knelt between us — the former nun, twelve weeks pregnant, her auburn hair loose, a thin gold chain at her throat — simple, bare, the crucifix that once hung from it packed away in a velvet pouch with her wimple pins.

“You know what I love about this position?” She looked up at me with blue-gray eyes that had lost their nervousness and found their hunger. “No penance required afterward.”

Her tongue traced where Jolene and I joined, tasting both of us, her face pressed between Jolene’s farm-strong thighs and my cock.

Augustina claimed her turn with imperial directness. “I have twelve minutes before the next nursing rotation.” She settled onto the chaise, silver-streaked hair wild, Portuguese accent thick. “That’s enough for what I need. Get over here.”

She’d changed in the months since her first visit. The desperate hunger of first discovery had matured into something more commanding — she knew exactly what she wanted, how she wanted it, and she communicated it the way she communicated everything: with the precision of a woman who’d run a hospital. She directed the angle with her hand on my hip, dictated the pace with the rhythm of her own body, and when I tried to slow down, she gripped the back of my neck and said “Nao” with enough authority to stop a board meeting.

The heat of her was relentless — tight, demanding, every internal muscle bearing down with the same determination she brought to administrative overhaul. She rode me on the chaise with her silver-streaked hair bouncing, her wide hips driving down, Portuguese endearments and Portuguese curses alternating with each thrust.

She came with a sound that started low in her throat and built to a cry she caught between her teeth — Portuguese erupting at the peak, “PORRA — mais — MAIS—” — her hips slamming against mine, every restraint dissolving, her nails digging into my shoulders. She held me there while the aftershocks rolled through her, her face pressed against my neck, her breath ragged.

Then she straightened. Smoothed her hair. “I need a scheduling note for recovery time. Seven minutes should suffice.”

The room had never been organized tonight. It moved like currents — women finding their own configurations, partnerships that emerged from who needed what, not from choreography.

Vivian and Séraphine claimed me simultaneously but differently — Vivian riding my cock from above, her dark skin gleaming, while Séraphine knelt behind her and bit her shoulder, then reached between them to stroke where we joined. The two alpha scientists. The rivalry dissolved into something collaborative, each amplifying the other’s pleasure rather than competing for position. Vivian came with Séraphine’s fingers on her clit and my cock buried inside her, and the Igbo that poured from her was interspersed with French — Séraphine whispering filthy encouragement in her ear.

Harper pulled Isabelle into a configuration I hadn’t seen before — both facing me, Harper behind the newcomer, her freckled arms wrapped around Isabelle’s pale torso, cupping her C-cup breasts, rolling her nipples while I knelt between Isabelle’s thighs and ate her pussy. The veteran teaching the newcomer not technique but permission. “Let it happen,” Harper murmured against Isabelle’s ear. “Don’t fight it.” Isabelle came with Harper holding her, and the intimacy of being held by someone who understood what it meant to arrive late at your own body was more powerful than any position.

Aistė and Katerina found each other in the shifting currents — ice-blonde and Mediterranean, the watcher and the shadow who’d stepped into the light. Aistė’s hand on Katerina’s wrist, grounding her the way she’d grounded herself during all those weeks behind one-way glass. Katerina’s dark eyes wide, still amazed — still undone — by the simple fact of being seen. They didn’t share my cock. They shared my attention — Aistė directing, Katerina receiving, both of them discovering that the bond between women in this family was as real as the bond to me.

I came inside Augustina while she gripped Jolene’s calloused hand — the former Mother Superior and the Vermont farm widow, Portuguese and English tangling, the chaise creaking beneath their combined weight. Grace knelt beside them and kissed the tears from Augustina’s cheeks with the gentle service she’d never lost.

Milk and sweat and the honest smell of sex filled the room.



The twins sat beside each other through the group scene. Not participating sexually with each other — never touching, never crossing that line — but present. Witnessing.

Isabelle watched with eyes that had gone from ice-pale to molten. She understood now — not intellectually but cellularly — what she’d joined. Fifteen women. Nine babies. One man. A family that defied every category she’d been raised to respect.

Séraphine watched with focused intensity. For the first time in her career, no part of her was reaching for a notebook.

The firelight caught their matching flush — the same heat on different skin.

“We’re going to tell Maman,” Isabelle said.

“She’ll say she told us so.”

“She DID tell us so. Forty years of marriage advice we didn’t listen to: ‘Find a man who makes you feel alive, and don’t let go.’”

“She said that?”

“Every birthday.” Isabelle’s voice was quiet. “You weren’t there.”

Séraphine flinched. The absence written in the tightening of her mouth. Then: “I’m here now.”

Isabelle took her sister’s hand. The same hand shape. The same bones. The silence between them, closing.



The aftermath was warm and tangled and smelled like sex and jasmine and breast milk. Women draped across furniture and each other, babies brought in from the nursery for feeding, the great room transformed into something between a postpartum ward and a Roman bath.

Then Séraphine’s phone buzzed.

She read the message. Her face went still.

“The Geneva tabloid story has been picked up.” Her voice was flat. “By Le Monde. And the Frankfurter Allgemeine. Full European syndication.”

Silence fell across the room like a blade.

“Headline: ‘Dr. Séraphine Delacroix-Wirth — From Rival Researcher to Patient at Controversial Boston Clinic.’” She looked up from her phone. Her eyes — the same ones that had been glazed with pleasure twenty minutes ago — were now hard with calculation. “Someone at my Geneva lab is talking.”

Vivian was on her feet, baby in sling, tablet already open. “Augustina.”

“Already drafting.” Augustina’s voice came from the intercom — she’d retreated to Vivian’s office during the group scene to “optimize nursery rotation schedules” and had apparently been monitoring the news simultaneously. “Tier Two response. Legal team activated. Margot?”

“My lawyers are filing before sunrise European time,” Margot said from the corner, her imperial calm unruffled. “Six outlets. Full cease-and-desist.”

Séraphine stared at them — at the speed of the response, the infrastructure, the machine that these women had built to protect their family. A machine that was, as of tonight, protecting her too.

“Her professional reputation is on the line,” Isabelle said quietly, standing beside her sister for the first time in a crisis. “And mine. If the society pages connect us through the family name—”

“They already have,” Séraphine said. “The article mentions both of us. ‘European Heiresses Seek Miracle Pregnancies at Secret American Clinic.’”

Vivian’s dark eyes swept the room. Eighteen women. Nine babies. A secret that was getting harder to keep.

“Then we stop keeping the secret,” she said. “And start controlling the story.”


Chapter 10: Exposed

The European article hit like a concussion wave. Within twelve hours of Le Monde’s publication, the story had been syndicated across seventeen outlets in four languages. The society pages were feasting: “European Heiresses Seek Miracle Pregnancies at Secret American Clinic.” “Delacroix-Wirth Twins: From Geneva Labs to Boston Breeding Clinic.” The tone oscillated between tabloid fascination and genuine journalistic curiosity about the clinic’s unprecedented success rates.

Augustina managed the crisis the way she’d managed everything for the past twenty-five years — with strategic precision and calm fury. Insurance companies, Vatican bureaucrats, and the Massachusetts Department of Health had all learned not to test her patience. The European press was about to learn the same lesson.

Her video call from the satellite clinic in Vermont was crisp, organized, and accompanied by a seven-page PR strategy she’d drafted between midnight and 5 AM.

“The narrative is already shifting,” she reported, her twelve-week belly barely visible beneath a dark blue sweater, her silver-streaked hair falling past her shoulders — still surprising, three months after the wimple came off. “We reframe from ‘secret clinic’ to ‘WHO-partnered reproductive sciences facility providing environmental fertility treatment.’ The Beckett community endorsement letter — forty-seven signatures — anchors the human interest angle. Two Catholic charitable organizations have confirmed support statements.”

Margot’s legal team filed in European courts by 7 AM Geneva time. Cease-and-desist orders to six outlets. Injunctions against publication of patient names. The Habsburg lawyers — the same team that had filed environmental suits against GreenVale across three jurisdictions — treated media management like the opening moves of a chess game they’d been playing for six centuries. Margot herself had flown back to Vienna overnight with her daughter — “The legal response requires my physical presence, and Habsburg lawyers perform better when their client is glaring at them” — but she remained on call for every strategy session, her imperial composure undimmed by the transatlantic distance.

Aaliyah’s Saudi security network activated surveillance protocols. If the story crossed into Middle Eastern press, she’d know within minutes.

But Séraphine’s professional crisis was different from society gossip. Her Geneva lab board called at noon Boston time: she had seventy-two hours to return and explain her absence, or her funding would be pulled and her research seized.

“They’ll take everything.” Séraphine paced Vivian’s office, her leather jacket open over a tank top, her dark bob more disheveled than usual. “Three years of binding pathway research. My lab. My team of twelve researchers. Three pending publications.”

“You could publish the hereditary data,” Vivian said carefully. “As a joint paper. Okafor-Delacroix-Wirth collaboration. It would reframe your absence as legitimate research exchange.”

“And expose the hereditary compound to the world.”

“Or you write the paper to protect it. Control the narrative before someone else does.”

Séraphine stopped pacing. Looked at Vivian — really looked, past the professional rivalry and the competitive instinct. Rivals who’d become partners in the space of a week. Both of them understood that knowledge was power and publication was the ultimate weapon.

“I’ll need full data access,” Séraphine said. “Everything. Binding models. Amplification curves. Hereditary transmission profiles. Every data point you’ve classified.”

“You’ll have it.” Vivian extended her hand. “Partner.”

“Partner.” Séraphine shook it. “We write the paper to protect the children while advancing the science. Peer-reviewed. WHO channels. Controlled release.”

“Agreed.”

“And my Geneva lab?”

“Offer them co-authorship on the non-classified findings. They keep their funding. You keep your data. Everyone publishes.”

Séraphine stared at her. Then laughed — a sound of genuine admiration. “You’re a better diplomat than most ambassadors.”

“I’m a Nigerian-British woman who built a fertility empire from a converted Victorian mansion. Diplomacy is survival.”



Meanwhile, Isabelle handled the society fallout with the ice-cold grace she’d been trained for since birth.

She sat in the VIP suite with her phone, her ash-blonde hair down, wearing a cashmere sweater and tailored trousers — the old uniform slightly less rigid than before, but still carefully assembled. She made calls. One after another. The women who’d whispered about her failed marriage, her supposed inadequacy, her ex-husband’s barely-concealed infidelity. The Geneva society matrons who’d clucked sympathetically while privately relieved that the Delacroix-Wirth golden girl had finally cracked.

“I’m pursuing fertility treatment at the world’s most advanced reproductive sciences facility,” she told each one. Her voice was the Isabelle they’d always known — measured, formal, unflappable. “My mother arranged it through the Habsburg family connection. My sister is conducting research here. Is there something inappropriate about a woman wanting a child?”

Silence on the other end. Every time.

“I thought not.”

She hung up. Made the next call. The performance was flawless — a lifetime of Swiss finishing school finally deployed in the service of something she actually cared about.

Katerina stood beside her during every call. Not behind her. Beside her. The way she’d started standing since the night everything changed.

When the last call ended, Isabelle set down her phone. Looked at Katerina with eyes that were warmer than they’d been a week ago.

“Thank you,” she said. “For being here.”

“Always,” Katerina replied. Then caught herself. “But not as your assistant.”

“No.” Isabelle’s smile was small and genuine. “Not as that.”



That evening, Jolene’s last night before returning to Vermont.

Daisy had arrived for a one-night visit from the satellite clinic — also twenty-four weeks, her honey-blonde hair catching the suite’s amber light, her sundress straining across breasts that had swollen beyond any bra’s capacity. She smelled like lavender and fresh hay and vanilla lotion, the scent of a dairy farmer who’d discovered that her body’s relationship with milk was about to become personally relevant.

Two Beckett sisters. Both heavily pregnant. Both lactating under the serum’s enhancement. Both looking at me with the intensity of farm women who understood breeding on a cellular level.

“Jo gets to go first,” Daisy said. “She’s been away from the farm longer.”

“I can share,” Jolene said. Her hand found mine — warm, rough, sure. “We’ve always shared everything on the farm. Tools. Trucks. Chores.” She looked at her sister. “Why not this?”

The session unfolded as a tandem — not touching each other, but present, taking turns while the other watched and encouraged. The Beckett sisters had been sharing a bathroom, a truck, and a farm for two decades. This was an extension of a lifetime of cooperation.

Jolene took the wall position first — her signature. I lifted her, her powerful legs locked around my waist, her swollen belly pressing between us. Milk streamed from her full breasts as I drove into her — white trails on golden-tanned skin, her farmer’s muscles flexing with each thrust.

“That’s it,” Daisy encouraged from the bed, her blue eyes bright, one hand on her own belly. “God, Jo, you look gorgeous.”

“Quit being gentle.” Jolene gasped against my ear, her strong hands digging into my shoulders. “I’m not one of your society girls. Give me everything.”

I came inside her against the wall — my cock pulsing deep, every pulse drawing a satisfied groan from her, her grip tightening on my shoulders as she took every drop. She held me there, legs locked, face turned toward the ceiling, milk and sweat and cum running down her body. Then she dismounted with the practical grace of someone who’d been climbing on and off things her entire life — my cum already beginning to drip down her inner thigh as she settled into the chair with a satisfied sigh.

“Your turn, handsome.” She nodded toward the bed.

Daisy lay on her back, her soft body yielding against the sheets, her enormous breasts spilling to either side — heavy, milk-swollen DDs that defied the straining sundress she’d already shed. Golden hair spread across the pillow like a halo. She opened her arms — easy, welcoming, sunshine and generosity in every line of her.

I moved between her thighs. Her body welcomed me — warm, slick, yielding with the natural abundance of a woman who’d been built for fertility in every evolutionary sense. The contrast with Jolene was immediate — where her sister gripped and held, Daisy enveloped and surrounded. Her pussy was soft, wet, the walls giving way with each thrust, her whole body absorbing me. Her DD-plus breasts bounced with each stroke, the heavy flesh rippling, milk leaking from both swollen nipples in thin streams that ran down the rounded sides of her curves and pooled in the creases beneath.

“Oh — oh that’s—” She arched beneath me, her belly pressing against mine, the baby inside her shifting. “I can feel the baby moving when you’re inside me. Oh God, both of you at once—”

I alternated. Withdrew from Daisy — she whimpered — and pushed into Jolene, who’d climbed onto the bed beside her sister. Three strokes in Jolene, deep, her pussy gripping me with farm-built strength, tight and muscular, her farmer’s hands pulling my hips. Then I switched — three strokes in Daisy, her soft body sighing open for me, yielding, her wetness mixing with what Jolene had left on my cock. Back to Jolene. Back to Daisy. Building both toward the edge with the alternating rhythm, each woman getting three strokes of rising intensity before the switch. The wet sounds of both pussies — Jolene’s tight grip, Daisy’s slick warmth — mixed in the air.

“Together,” Jolene demanded. Her farmer’s instinct for timing — she knew when a body was ready the way she knew when a calf was coming. “Bring us together.”

I drove deep into Daisy — she screamed, her soft body convulsing beneath me, milk spraying from both breasts in arcs that caught the candlelight, her pussy clenching around me in rippling waves. Then I pulled out — dripping with her — and thrust into Jolene. She came with a growl, not a scream, her powerful legs clamping around my hips, her strong hands digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. They came within seconds of each other — two Beckett sisters, two twenty-four-week bellies, milk and sound and the raw energy of women who understood the rhythms of growing things.

I finished inside Jolene — buried deep, my cock pulsing, pumping her full while she grunted with satisfaction. Then withdrew, my cock still hard, slick with cum and Jolene’s arousal, and pushed into Daisy to add the final pulses. Daisy moaned as I emptied the last of my load into her — feeling the warmth, the fullness, clenching to hold it. Cum dripped from both women — side by side now, Daisy having rolled to join her sister, their pregnant bellies swelling side by side. My seed leaked from both pussies, trailing white down golden and tanned thighs, milk and cum mixing on their skin in glistening trails.

“Less talking,” Jolene murmured, but she was smiling. Her rough hand found Daisy’s soft one. Sisters. Side by side, swollen and dripping and satisfied, the afternoon light catching the evidence of everything they’d chosen.



Isabelle’s session that night was different from every one before it.

She entered the overnight suite with her hair down and her eyes blazing — not the drowning look of the first session or the overwhelmed heat of the second. Confidence. Clarity. A woman who’d arrived at her own body and unpacked.

“I want you to edge me.” She dropped her robe. Her C-cup breasts with hardened pink nipples, her pale skin flushed from collarbones to navel. “Like before. But this time I want to be on top when you finally let me come.”

The words landed with force — she’d learned what she wanted and was no longer afraid to name it. A week ago she couldn’t say the word “pleasure.” Now she was directing the session.

“Get on the bed,” she said. Not a command — a request with quiet authority behind it, the discovery that asking wasn’t weakness. It was power.

I lay back. She straddled me — ash-blonde hair swinging, her gaze locked on mine, her thighs settling on either side of my hips. She sank onto me inch by measured inch, and the sound she made was intentional. Not the surprised gasp of the first session. A moan of ownership.

Then she stopped. Held perfectly still. Waited.

“Edge me,” she whispered. “Make me wait. I want to feel it build.”

I put my thumb on her clit. She shuddered — a ripple running through her, her pink nipples hardening further, her breath catching. I gave her pressure. Circled. Built the heat slowly while she sat motionless on my cock, her hips locked, her self-control a thin shell over the inferno beneath.

When her breathing quickened and her thighs started trembling, I withdrew my thumb.

“No—” She grabbed my wrist. “Don’t stop—”

“You asked me to edge you.” I held her gaze. “This is what it feels like from the other side.”

Her jaw set. She nodded. Six-hour state dinner discipline, put to a radically different use.

I brought her back. Thumb on her clit, circling, pressure building. Her hips shifted involuntarily — small movements she couldn’t suppress, her body taking what her voice hadn’t demanded yet. I could feel her tightening around me in rhythmic pulses that said she was close.

I stopped.

“Please—” The word came easier now than it had the first time, but it still carried weight. The weight of choosing to ask, choosing to want, choosing to be vulnerable.

“Not yet.”

She whimpered. Her head fell back, her throat exposed, her pale hair cascading down her back. Her hands braced on my chest and she trembled — held at the edge by my denial, her body screaming for release while her mind savored the exquisite torture of waiting. French slipping through — “S’il vous plait — je n’en peux plus—”

She surprised me. Instead of waiting for permission, she ground down — hard, decisive, taking my cock deep and pressing her clit against the base of my shaft with a determined roll that bypassed my thumb entirely. The society girl, seizing what she wanted without asking.

Her jaw set. Not defiance — decision.

“Now,” I said. “Ride me. Take what you want.”

She moved. Hips driving down, taking me to the hilt with each drop, grinding her clit against the base of my cock with a rhythm that was entirely hers — not tentative, not seeking permission. Owning it. Her hands pressed flat on my chest. Her hair swung around her face. Her C-cup breasts bounced with each rise and fall, pink nipples stiff, hypnotic. Her eyes locked on mine — irises nearly gone, swallowed by pupils blown wide with four edges’ worth of frustrated desire finally unleashed.

Isabelle Delacroix-Wirth, riding me with the focused intensity of someone who’d spent a week unlearning six years of lies about her own body. She drew tight around me on every upstroke, reluctant to release, then slammed back down — wet, hot, the obscene sounds filling the room.

My hand found her throat. The gentle hold she’d gasped at last time — my fingers curving around the sides, my palm resting against her pulse. She inhaled sharply, then her whole expression blazed.

“YES — oh God — do that — hold me there—”

She rode harder. Faster. Her hips driving down with a force that slapped her ass against my thighs, her pussy taking me deep enough that I hit her cervix on every stroke and she gasped each time — not pain, not anymore, just the shock of depth. My thumb stayed on her clit, my hand on her throat, and the triple stimulation — cock, thumb, grip — overloaded her completely.

She came like a dam breaking. Squirting — the gush she’d discovered last session, unleashed now with even more force, amplified by the edging, the denial, the long climb. The flood sprayed between us, hitting my chest, soaking the sheets, running down my sides. Her body seized on top of me, her pussy clenching in rhythmic, crushing waves that dragged me over the edge with her — no choice, no resistance, her body wringing my orgasm from me with the force of her own.

I came inside her while she rode me through it — controlling the angle, the depth, the rhythm. Choosing exactly how she wanted to feel me fill her. Her body grinding down in slow circles as my cock pulsed inside her, every release met with a calculated squeeze that drew it deeper. She was taking my cum the way she took everything now — on her terms.

She didn’t collapse. She stayed upright, my cock still inside her, my cum filling her, her body trembling with aftershocks. Her eyes held mine — steady, certain, alight.

“Marcus was wrong about everything.” She traced my jaw with one finger. Her voice was quiet, certain — truth absorbed into bone. “I’m not cold. I’m a fucking volcano.”



That night, after the clinic quieted, pregnancy tests were scheduled for morning.

Three tests. Three women. Isabelle, Séraphine, Katerina.

Except Katerina wasn’t supposed to be a patient. She hadn’t been listed. She’d come as a companion, an assistant, a shadow.

But Vivian, who missed nothing, who had watched through glass and read pheromone data and conducted eighteen months of breeding program logistics, had ordered a fourth test.

“The serum overrides conventional contraception,” she’d told Aistė when the head nurse questioned the order. “And Katerina has been living in a building saturated with Caleb’s pheromone markers for ten days. The probability of exposure-related conception is non-trivial.”

Aistė had nodded. Added the test to the morning schedule. Made a note on her clipboard.

Down the hall, Séraphine’s laptop threw blue light across the lab. The hereditary paper draft — Okafor-Delacroix-Wirth, joint authorship — was taking shape. The biggest discovery of her career, written to protect the children she might already be carrying.

In the guest wing, Katerina’s tablet sat dark on the nightstand. She slept with one hand on her belly and the other reaching across the gap between her bed and Isabelle’s. Their fingers didn’t quite touch. Almost.


Chapter 11: Results Morning

Morning light. Vivian’s office. The same mahogany desk where she’d told Tiffany that the problem was never her, where she’d told the Beckett sisters their farm was saved, where she’d told two nuns that God had answered their prayers through science.

Three women sat across from her. Then four.

Isabelle in the left chair, her ash-blonde hair loose, her Valentino replaced by a simple white blouse that showed her collarbone. Hands folded. Back straight. Her posture pristine but her hands laced too tight in her lap, the trembling visible if you knew where to look.

Séraphine in the right chair, lab coat for once absent, wearing a soft gray sweater that made her look less like a woman spoiling for a fight and more like one who hadn’t slept. Her lipstick was freshly painted — applied that morning with ritual care, the ritual she performed before anything that mattered.

Katerina stood behind Isabelle’s chair. Habit. Then she moved. Pulled the fourth chair — the one Vivian had positioned with intent, knowing it would be needed — and sat down. Between the twins. Part of this. For the first time, not an afterthought.

Vivian held the results in a folder. Her son was in the nursery — she’d pumped at 5 AM for this, the seventy-minute professional window that these moments required.

“Isabelle Delacroix-Wirth.” Vivian read the first result with the steady voice of a woman who understood that these words would reshape lives. “Positive.”

Isabelle closed her eyes. One tear tracked down her porcelain cheek — a single tear, controlled even in this, carrying every lie Marcus had ever told her. One week here to prove they were all wrong.

One week here. One man who’d looked at her and seen someone worth touching. One positive test proving she’d never been broken.

“Séraphine Delacroix-Wirth.” Vivian checked the second result. “Positive.”

Séraphine stared at the folder. Pregnant. Through the very compound she’d crossed an ocean to steal, now working on her from the inside out.

“The irony is not lost on me.” Her voice cracked. She covered her face with both hands. Her shoulders shook — laughing or crying, impossible to tell. Both. A lifetime of controlling variables, and here was one that refused to obey her models: hope.

“Both twins,” Vivian said. “Your mother will be pleased.”

“Our mother will be insufferable,” Séraphine said.

“Insufferable,” Isabelle agreed at exactly the same moment, the same word in the same voice, and they looked at each other — the involuntary synchronicity of twins, the shared wiring that estrangement couldn’t sever. Same gray-blue eyes, wet with tears, reflecting the same relief.

They held each other’s gaze without speaking — the twin shorthand that four years apart hadn’t erased, the recognition that ran beneath words.

“Katerina Stavros.” Vivian added.

All three women turned. Katerina, who’d pulled the fourth chair into the circle. Katerina, who’d been listed as “companion, no treatment requested.” Katerina, whose hands were empty for the first time anyone could remember.

“I wasn’t — I’m not a patient—” Her brown eyes were wide.

“The serum overrides conventional contraception.” Vivian’s expression was knowing — eighteen women into this program, she’d long stopped being surprised by the pheromone’s reach. “You’ve been exposed to concentrated pheromone levels for ten days in a building where the compound saturates every surface. Positive.”

Katerina’s hand flew to her mouth. Her eyes — wide, bottomless, the eyes that had spent years observing everyone else’s life — flooded.

She looked at Isabelle. Not as an assistant to an employer. Not as a shadow to a body. As a woman to a woman. Equal. Seen.

“I’m—”

“Pregnant.” Isabelle took her hand. The hand she’d shaken ten years ago in a professional context. The hand that had managed her schedule, her wardrobe, her life. Now she held it with a grip that had nothing to do with employment.

“You’re PREGNANT, Katerina.”

“But I’m just—”

“You’re not ‘just’ anything.” Isabelle’s voice was fierce — fiercer than Séraphine had ever heard it. The good twin, the obedient twin, the twin who’d spent her life accommodating, erupting with a protectiveness that surprised everyone, including herself. “You never were.”

Katerina’s tears fell. She gripped Isabelle’s hand and sobbed — all those years of being overlooked, collapsing under five words that said she mattered.



They called Éliane together.

Side by side on the clinic couch — Isabelle on the left, Séraphine on the right, Katerina between them. The video connected to the Lake Geneva estate, where afternoon light fell across silk pillows and medical equipment and the stillness of a room where death was visiting but hadn’t yet arrived.

Éliane appeared. Thinner than last time. The oxygen cannula running beneath her nose. But her gray-blue eyes — the original eyes, the source code — were bright.

“Maman.” Isabelle. “We have news.”

“Both of you?” Éliane’s voice was tissue-paper thin but the aristocratic sharpness hadn’t diminished.

“Both of us.” Séraphine.

“And Katerina.” Isabelle squeezed the assistant’s hand. “All three.”

Éliane studied the screen. Two daughters. One companion. Three women who’d arrived at the clinic as strangers to each other’s truths and were leaving as family.

“I told you.” She whispered it — the whisper of a dying woman who’d lived long enough to see her manipulation bear fruit. “I told you both. Find something worth wanting and stop running from it.”

“You were right.” Séraphine said the words she’d never said to their mother. The words that exile had made impossible and ten days at a fertility clinic had made necessary. “You were right, Maman.”

“I know.” Éliane smiled. The smile of a master arranger finally seeing the only arrangement she truly cared about come together. “Now come home so I can see you before I see God. Bring this miracle worker of yours. I want to thank him personally.”

She coughed. Long. The connection wavered.

“Soon, Maman,” Isabelle said, tears falling.

“Soon,” Éliane agreed. “But not too soon. I have grandchildren to wait for.”



The celebration that followed filled the great room with every woman in the harem — present, via screen, via intercom.

Six babies in carriers and bassinets along the wall — the Boston children, all present and accounted for — three more visible on screens from Vienna, Riyadh, and Stanford. Women at every stage from three-week postpartum to freshly conceived. Celeste’s arrangements: champagne for the three non-pregnant women in the building (there were almost none), sparkling water for everyone else, petit fours from a Parisian bakery, jasmine in every vase.

On the wall screen: Margot from Vienna, her daughter held by a Habsburg nursemaid in a dress that probably had a coat of arms on it, her imperial composure softened by the tenderness of watching from an ocean away. Aaliyah from Riyadh, her son on her lap, her dark beauty framed by the gold of a Saudi palace. “Three new sisters,” she said. “My son has three more aunts he hasn’t met yet. Bring them to Riyadh. I have a palace that needs more laughter.” Yuki from Stanford, her son sleeping beside her keyboard, her precise voice warm: “To statistically improbable outcomes. To family.”

Through the intercom: Daisy from the Vermont satellite clinic, her voice bright with golden warmth. Ruby’s voice off-camera: “Tell Augustina the filing system is holding. Barely. We need her back before calving season.”

In the room: fifteen women who’d said yes to this. To him. To each other.



Isabelle’s celebration session was a revelation.

She arrived in a silk robe borrowed from Celeste — hair down, feet bare, every careful layer stripped away. She’d asked for one thing: “Edge me while they watch.”

Open exhibition. The private woman going public with her pleasure. The pristine good twin who’d spent her whole life being appropriate, choosing to be seen at her most exposed, her most desperate, her most honest.

I edged her in the center of the room. Every woman watching. Every face in the room turned toward the couch where Isabelle lay beneath me, my mouth between her thighs, bringing her to the brink three times while she gasped and begged and wept.

“Marcus would die if he could see this.” She was laughing through the tears, soaring, somewhere beyond every expectation she’d ever been handed.

“Marcus can choke,” Séraphine said from across the room.

The entire harem laughed. Even Vivian, who was nursing her son while directing the evening’s logistics from a leather armchair.

When I finally let Isabelle come — my thumb on her clit, full penetration, my hand on her throat — the orgasm tore through her in front of every woman present. Her scream echoed through the great room, her body arching off the cushions, her pussy clenching so hard I felt it in my teeth. The sound she made was primal. A declaration.

She collapsed against me, laughing, crying, soaked.

“I’m not broken,” she whispered. Then louder, to every woman watching: “I was NEVER broken.”



Séraphine surprised everyone. Including herself.

She pulled me to the leather couch. Straddled me in front of the room — not the wall, not from behind, not hiding her face in a pillow. Face to face. Her choppy dark hair framing her expression. That crimson mouth bare of its usual defiance, wearing something quieter instead.

“The conception probability at this hormonal level—” She started. Stopped. Grinned — warmer than the sharp-edged version the room expected. “Who gives a fuck about probability. We’re already pregnant.”

She sank onto my cock slowly — controlled, unhurried, her athletic thighs flexing as she took me to the root. No combat. No competition. She rode me with her hands on my shoulders, her forehead close to mine, her eyes open. The scientist who’d spent every previous session fighting the loss of control was choosing, consciously, to let the room see her unguarded.

She guided me into her ass herself — reaching back, positioning, sinking down at her own pace. The angle was different on top. She controlled everything — depth, speed, the stretch that made her breath catch. She came from anal with her eyes open, watching my face, a rolling wave she rode through without hiding behind a pillow or a quip.

Then she lifted off and guided me back into her pussy. “Breed me.” She ground down in slow circles. “Give me what two years in a Geneva lab couldn’t.”

I came inside her while she watched — every pulse met with a satisfied clench, her body drawing me deeper. She stayed on top, her forehead pressed against mine.

“All those months in my Geneva lab,” she whispered. “Should have just come here.”



Katerina was unbound.

No silk ties this time. She didn’t need them. She’d been restrained long enough — by professional obligation, by silence, by years of subordinating her entire identity to someone else’s needs. Tonight, the restraints were gone.

She walked into the center of the room under her own power. Wearing a dress that fit her — a dark blue number that Madi had helped her select, that showed her Mediterranean curves without apology. Her dark hair was loose, curling past her shoulders in wild waves. She’d applied lip balm — the closest to makeup she’d ever worn.

She dropped the dress.

Full D-cup breasts. Wide hips. Mediterranean skin glowing in the candlelight. Dark hair between her thighs. A body that had been hidden for years, now displayed for a room full of women who understood what it cost to be seen.

I knelt before her. Kissed her belly. Her hip. The curve of her waist. Every part of her that she’d minimized, I magnified.

“I’m staying,” she said. Not to me — to the room. To Isabelle. To herself. “Not because someone’s holding me. Because I want to be here.”

When she came — my mouth on her pussy, my tongue lashing her swollen clit, my hands gripping the wide hips she’d kept hidden, every woman in the room witnessing — she screamed in Greek. Loud. Present. Impossible to ignore. Her golden body seizing in the candlelight, her full breasts shaking, her dark hair wild, her deep brown eyes wide open and refusing to close, refusing to retreat from a single pair of eyes in the room.

Loud enough to shake the walls.

I rose over her. Entered her in one stroke — she was soaking, ready, her pussy welcoming me with a grip that said she’d been waiting for this her entire life. I fucked her in front of everyone. Not gently. Not carefully. With the emphatic force of a man making a statement that every woman in the room could hear: this woman matters. This body matters. This woman exists.

She wrapped her legs around me and held on — not because she couldn’t escape, but because she didn’t want to. Because exactly where she was — seen, held, wanted, fucked in front of fifteen women who understood what it meant to be wanted — was exactly where she wanted to be.

“Stay,” she gasped as I came inside her — my cock emptying into her, each pulse making her clench and cry out. “Promise me you’ll stay.”



What followed was different from the gathering the night before. That had been a demonstration — the veterans showing the newcomers what the harem looked like from inside. This was integration. The newcomers weren’t watching anymore. They were part of it.

The dual scene started it — Harper straddling my face, her wet pussy grinding against my tongue, her milk dripping onto my chest, while Seraphine took me from behind, her ass tight around my cock, her hands bracing on the couch. The pairing was deliberate — the freckled academic and the combative scientist, two women who’d bonded over shared intelligence and different kinds of bravery. Harper squirted against my jaw and Seraphine came screaming at the same moment, her lipstick leaving a red arc across the leather cushions.

Then Isabelle’s edging — but this time Vivian murmured commands from her nursing chair like a conductor: “Deny her one more time. She can take it.” Isabelle’s wail of frustrated pleasure filled the room. When I finally pressed my thumb to her clit and said “Now,” she broke apart — screaming, her back arching, every muscle locking. Jolene whistled through her teeth the way she’d whistle at a good foaling.

Katerina unbound and present by her own will — Jolene and Grace worshipping her body while she lay open on the cushions, the farm girl’s work-roughened hands mapping the curves of her soft belly, the former nun’s gentle mouth on her dark nipples. Three women who’d spent years unseen, recognizing each other without needing to explain. Katerina cried and moaned and held on to both of them.

The room moved around these centers of gravity. Women finding partners, finding rhythms. Celeste fed me milk from her breast while Augustina argued with Aiste about nursing rotation schedules — mid-orgasm, in Portuguese, while Aiste corrected her spreadsheet formulas in Lithuanian. Grace knelt between whoever needed her with the quiet service she’d never actually lost, only redirected.

I finished multiple times — the serum-enhanced recovery working overtime. Distributed across the harem, across skin of every shade. But what I’d remember wasn’t the cum play or the choreography. It was the moments between — Isabelle brushing Katerina’s hair from her face after an orgasm. Seraphine handing Harper a glass of water with a gentleness nobody would have predicted a week ago. Vivian’s hand finding mine across the couch, squeezing once, her dark eyes warm with the particular satisfaction of a woman watching every risk she’d ever taken pay dividends.

The twins sat beside each other afterward. Both bred. Both pregnant. Both crying quietly — not from sadness but from the overwhelm of women who’d spent too long apart and were discovering that the distance hadn’t diminished anything.

“We should call Maman,” Isabelle said.

“She can wait one more day.” Séraphine took her sister’s hand. “We’ve earned this.”



I found Vivian in the nursery at midnight. She materialized beside me the way she always did — silent, purposeful, finding me in the place where everything we’d built was most visible.

She held a folder.

“Séraphine and I are publishing the hereditary paper. Joint authorship. Controlled release through WHO channels.” She paused. “But that’s not what I came to say.”

“What?”

“The Portuguese satellite clinic is approved. Augustina’s hometown in the Alentejo region. And the Japanese Ministry of Health contacted us today — the Hokkaido delegation from last year finally has government backing.”

“Three clinics.”

“Three clinics. One man.” She opened the folder. “And Caleb — I tested the other children. Not just our son.”

My stomach tightened. “And?”

“All of them. Every single child you’ve fathered.” She looked at me — steady, certain, the way she always looked when the data was undeniable. “They all carry the compound.”

Nine children. Nine transmitters. With nine more on the way — the twins, Katerina, plus six Vermont pregnancies progressing steadily. And potentially hundreds more women passing through the program.

“What does that mean?”

Vivian’s hand found mine. Squeezed.

“It means we’re not done.” She turned back toward her lab, her heels clicking on hardwood, already moving toward whatever came next.


Chapter 12: Legacy

Departure day arrived the way everything at the clinic arrived — wrapped in chaos and milk and the urgency of a household where someone was always feeding, someone was always crying, and someone was always pregnant.

The twins were returning to Geneva. Not to their separate lives — that much had been decided during a midnight conversation in the walled garden that Isabelle later described as “the most important negotiation of my life, conducted in borrowed pajamas.”

Séraphine was closing her Geneva lab. The hereditary paper — Okafor-Delacroix-Wirth joint authorship — would reframe her absence as a legitimate research exchange. Her team of twelve researchers would be offered co-authorship on non-classified findings. Her funding would be transferred to a new position: Senior Research Fellow at Okafor Reproductive Sciences. She was joining Vivian’s team permanently.

Isabelle was relocating to Boston. The Lake Geneva estate would remain in the family — she’d visit, especially while Éliane was still alive — but her life was moving here. To this clinic. To this family. To the man who’d proven that everything she’d been hiding from had been worth running toward.

Katerina was staying with Isabelle. But not as an employee. The tablet had been set aside. The blazer-and-slacks uniform had been replaced by clothes that actually fit her body. She was present now, and she had no intention of fading back.



Séraphine presented the joint paper in Vivian’s office.

Both twins, Katerina, Vivian, and me — crowded around the mahogany desk where so many lives had been reshaped. Sage on video from Vermont. Yuki on video from Stanford. Margot on audio from Vienna, her daughter audible in the background making the gurgling sounds of a three-month-old Habsburg.

“Hereditary Pheromone Transmission in Enhanced Reproductive Biology — A Multi-Generational Analysis.” Séraphine pulled up the abstract on Vivian’s wall screen. “Joint authorship: Okafor, Delacroix-Wirth, Calloway, Nakamura.” She glanced at Vivian. “In that order.”

“The order is alphabetical,” Vivian said.

“Conveniently.” The ghost of a competitive smile.

The paper was carefully constructed — revealing the heritability of the compound while protecting the children. No names. No identifying data. The discovery framed as a theoretical model with preliminary supporting evidence, published through WHO channels with a peer review process that Vivian and Séraphine had designed to be thorough enough to establish credibility and slow enough to give the clinic time to prepare for the response.

“This paper will change everything,” Séraphine said. “Reproductive medicine, genetics, evolutionary biology. It positions the clinic as the world authority on hereditary pheromone science.”

“It also paints a target on our backs.” Vivian’s voice was steady — she’d been carrying this weight for months, and the relief of sharing it showed. “Every government, pharmaceutical company, and military genetics program will want this data.”

“Let them come.” Margot’s voice crackled from Vienna, imperial confidence undimmed by distance. “They’ll find lawyers, scientists, and fifteen bonded women who would kill for this family.”

“Sixteen,” Isabelle corrected quietly. The good twin, counting herself for the first time.

“Seventeen,” Séraphine added. The wild twin, choosing belonging over independence.

“Eighteen,” Katerina finished. Her voice steady. Her number claimed.

Sage’s voice from Vermont, practical as always: “And a satellite clinic with forty-seven registered patients, a WHO inspection certificate, and a veterinarian who can testify that the compound is consistent with known mammalian breeding pheromone patterns.”

“And Habsburg lawyers,” Margot added. “Six hundred years of legal precedent. We don’t lose cases.”



The final heat scene unfolded in the overnight suite — the room where so many women had been undone and remade.

All three newcomers. One Caleb. Not a group scene between the twins — they never crossed that line, never would — but a sequence. Each taking their turn while the others rested in the adjacent sitting room.

Katerina was present for both.



Isabelle first.

She entered in a silk robe — the last session before she returned to Geneva to pack her life into boxes and bring it here. But when she dropped the robe, I saw who she’d become. Her ash-blonde hair fell around her shoulders, her C-cup breasts with pink nipples already hardened, her pale skin flushed. She wasn’t trembling. She wasn’t waiting for instructions.

She pushed me onto the bed.

“I’m done being edged.” She straddled me, pinning my wrists against the headboard with a grip that was surprisingly strong. “Tonight I edge you.”

The reversal was absolute. She sank onto my cock in one controlled drop — taking me to the root, the confident tightness she’d discovered over the past week welcoming me home. Then she held perfectly still. My cock buried inside her, throbbing, and she didn’t move.

“How does it feel?” She rolled her hips — one agonizing circle that dragged my cock against every wall inside her. Then stopped.

“Isabelle—”

“Tell me what you feel.” She was smiling. A lifetime of being denied control — and she’d just seized it. “Use words.”

She edged me. Riding in slow, grinding circles that kept me at the brink without ever letting me crest. When my hips tried to thrust upward, she pressed her weight down and held me flat. Her hands on my chest. Her pale hair swinging around her face. Her mouth — the mouth that had stammered around the word “pleasure” six days ago — delivering commands with quiet authority.

“Not yet.” She lifted until only the tip remained inside her, my cock glistening with her arousal, the cool air a shock after the heat of her pussy. “I’ll decide when.”

“Christ, Isabelle—”

“Say please.” Her eyes blazed. “Say it the way I said it.”

“Please.”

She dropped. All the way down. My cock buried deep, her clit grinding against my pubic bone. She gasped — her own control wavering for the first time — and I seized the opening. My hand found her throat. The hold she craved. Her breathing stuttered, then ignited, and the control she’d built crumbled as her body took over.

She rode me hard. No more teasing, no more denial — just the desperate, graceless rhythm of a woman taking what she wanted. She came first — squirting with the volcanic force she’d claimed as her own, the flood hitting my stomach, soaking the sheets, her whole frame shaking on top of me while her hand stayed braced on my chest and her other hand pressed against my palm on her throat.

“Now,” she breathed. “Fill me.”

I came inside her — surging upward, my cock pulsing, each spurt met with a purposeful clench that drew me deeper. She took it the way she took everything now — on her terms. Riding the last of my orgasm with slow rolls of her hips, milking every drop, her pale skin flushed from hairline to navel.

She didn’t collapse. She stayed upright, my cock softening inside her, her fingers tracing my jaw.

“I know who I am now,” she said quietly. No tears. No qualification. Just certainty.

In the adjacent sitting room, Katerina wiped her own eyes. She’d heard everything through the wall — not the words, but the sounds. The sounds of arrival.



Séraphine next.

She didn’t bother with robes. Entered in a tank top and underwear, her lipstick freshly applied, her eyes bright with something I hadn’t seen in them before. The competitive fire that had characterized every previous session was gone, replaced by something calmer. Settled.

“Lie down,” she said.

I raised an eyebrow.

“I spent three sessions letting you overwhelm me. Tonight I want to show you what I learned.” She peeled the tank top over her head. The oxytocin tattoo on her ribs flexed with her breathing. “My turn to run the experiment.”

She pushed me onto the bed. Climbed on top. And proceeded to take me apart with the systematic thoroughness she brought to laboratory work.

She started slow — an approach I’d never seen from Séraphine. Rolling her hips in measured circles, her hands flat on my chest, her dark bob falling around her face. Not rough. Not adversarial. Methodical. She adjusted angles until she found the one that made me groan, then catalogued it, repeated it, built on it. The scientist, applying her methodology to pleasure instead of pheromone binding.

“Interesting,” she murmured when my hands gripped her hips. “Responsive at this depth and angle.” She shifted. Ground down. “More responsive here.”

“Are you writing a paper on this?”

“Maybe.” She grinned — the first playful grin I’d seen from her without the sharp edges. She leaned forward, her small breasts pressing against my chest, her mouth finding my ear. “Working title: ‘Empirical Analysis of Optimal Breeding Protocols — A First-Person Study.’”

She rode me with increasing intensity — but she was the one controlling the pace, the depth, the angle. When she wanted rough, she slammed down hard enough to make us both grunt. When she wanted slow, she ground in circles that drew my orgasm upward like a tide she was controlling. Her competitive instinct hadn’t vanished — it had redirected. She was competing against herself, against every session where she’d let someone else overwhelm her defenses. This time, she was doing the overwhelming.

She came on top of me — hard, gasping, her athletic body seizing, her dark hair wild. Then she lifted off my cock, turned around, and guided me into her ass herself. No help. No hesitation. She sank back slowly, taking me at her own pace, controlling the stretch, the depth, the speed. Her hands braced on my thighs.

“This is mine,” she said. The act that had terrified her four days ago. The surrender she’d been afraid of. She owned it now. “I choose when. I choose how deep.”

She rode me from behind with fierce autonomy — control and surrender collapsed into the same act, the same breath, the same woman owning both. She came from anal with a deep, rolling convulsion that made her whole body arch, then immediately guided me back into her pussy and ground down until I came inside her — my cock pulsing, flooding her, the breeding instinct that had become the heartbeat of this clinic pouring into her — the same compound she’d chased across an ocean and sixty-three failed attempts, delivered the way nature intended.

“Your data is better than mine,” she whispered, her forehead against my shoulder, her mouth pressing one red mark over my heart. “Don’t tell Vivian I said that.”



Katerina last.

I held up the silk ties. She looked at them. Then shook her head.

“Not tonight.”

Two sessions ago she’d needed silk ties to keep herself from vanishing. Now she stood in the doorway unguarded and unbound. Her Mediterranean body bare. Dark hair loose. Full curves unhidden. She didn’t cross her arms.

“I don’t need them anymore,” she said. “I’m already here.”

She crossed to the bed and pulled me down to her. Her hands — free, unbound, no silk between us — cupped my face. She kissed me first. That was new. Every previous time I’d initiated. Now her mouth found mine with clear-eyed hunger — she’d learned what she wanted and how to reach for it.

She worshipped me first. That was the difference. Every previous session, I’d been the one mapping her — but tonight her hands moved with intent, tracing the lines of my chest, my shoulders, the V-lines at my hips. She kissed my throat. My collarbone. The marks Seraphine’s lipstick had left. She was learning my body with the same meticulous attention she’d once devoted to Isabelle’s schedule.

When she took me in her mouth, it wasn’t tentative. Her full lips wrapped around me with unhurried confidence, her dark eyes looking up, her unbound hands cupping, stroking, exploring. She hummed against my cock — a low, pleased sound, the sound of a woman tasting something she’d reached for on her own. She brought me to the edge before she pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“My turn,” she said. And lay back.

I went down on her — but she didn’t just receive this time. Her hands found mine, lacing our fingers together on either side of her hips while my tongue worked her clit. Connected. Present. When she came, it was with my hands in hers and her voice filling the room — Greek mixed with English, urgent, loud, no longer surprised by the volume of her own voice.

She pulled me up and rolled us — putting herself on top, straddling me, guiding me inside her with one hand while the other braced on my chest. The position was new for her. New for us. She sank down slowly, her eyes wide with the different angle, the depth, the control. Her full breasts swaying as she found a rhythm — not the frantic pace of discovery but the measured movement of a woman who knew what she wanted and was taking her time getting there.

“Right here,” I said against her throat. “Right here with me.”

“I know.” Her brown eyes — steady, warm, fearless — held mine. She reached up and traced the line of my jaw. Touched my lower lip with her thumb. Studied my face the way she’d once studied Isabelle’s schedule — with total focus. Except this time the focus was for herself.

I came inside her while her hands held my face, while her legs held my hips, while her eyes held mine. Each pulse drew a sound from her — not Greek, not English. Something older. Pre-language. Her body didn’t clench or seize — it pulled. Every muscle drawing me inward, closer, deeper, the way a tide pulls a boat from shore. She held me through the aftershocks, her free hands stroking my hair, my neck, my shoulders.

“I’m here,” she said. Steady. Certain. A fact she’d earned.



The goodbye dinner was the largest the great room had ever hosted.

Celeste’s arrangements were museum-quality — crystal stemware, fresh jasmine, candles that cost more than a Vermont farm’s monthly feed budget. The long farmhouse table was extended with leaves from the conservatory, chairs pulled from every room, bassinets lined against the wall in a row that was getting longer with every delivery.

Nine babies. Six in bassinets along the wall, the Boston children sleeping through their family’s chaos. On screens: Margot’s daughter from Vienna, where a Habsburg nursemaid held the three-month-old in a dress that probably had a coat of arms on it. Aaliyah from Riyadh with her son on her lap. Yuki from Stanford with hers sleeping beside her keyboard. Daisy and Ruby from the satellite clinic in Vermont.

In the room: every woman who could physically be present. Vivian at the head of the table, her son in a high chair beside her, the woman who’d created all of this. Harper with her daughter, reading from a poetry notebook she kept beside her plate. Aistė managing the seating arrangement with military precision. Celeste pouring champagne for the three non-pregnant people in the building. Tiffany and Madi, side by side, their newborns sleeping in matching carriers — the Carmichael women who’d arrived as rivals and become sisters. Jolene with her twenty-four-week belly, her calloused hands wrapped around a glass of sparkling water. Grace with a simple gold chain at her throat, her auburn hair loose, her blue-gray eyes radiant. Augustina with her silver-streaked hair styled, her twelve-week belly barely visible, already drafting satellite clinic schedules on a napkin.

And the newcomers: Isabelle, Séraphine, Katerina. Seated together. Not as employer and assistant and estranged sister. As family.

Toasts.

Celeste raised her glass first, her French accent warm — she’d come to this clinic as a grieving widow and found more life than she’d ever imagined. “To twins who found each other.”

Harper, her green eyes bright, her daughter reaching for the crystal: “To invisible women made visible.”

Vivian, who’d started everything with a serum and a hypothesis and built this from the ground up: “To science that serves people, not egos.”

Séraphine, that crimson mouth a challenge even at the dinner table, her eyes softer than anyone had ever seen them: “To Maman — who manipulated us into happiness.”

Isabelle, open and unguarded, her smile genuine: “To Marcus, who was wrong about everything.”

The room erupted in laughter. Every woman at the table had known a Marcus — a man who’d diminished them, controlled them, blamed them for his own inadequacy. The laughter was catharsis.

Katerina stood. Her dark hair was loose. Her dress fit her body. She held her glass with hands that had stopped shaking.

“To existing.”

The room went quiet. Then glasses rose. Every woman, every screen, every voice.

“To existing.”

Aaliyah, from Riyadh, her son on her lap, her dark beauty framed by gold: “To the women who came after me. May they find what I found — and may no one ever tell them they don’t deserve it.”



I found Vivian in her private lab — the leather chair, the framed photos, the nursing pump, the research terminals. She had her reading glasses on and a mug of tea that had gone cold.

“The Japanese delegation arrives next month,” she said without looking up. “Thirty women from Hokkaido prefecture. And the Brazilian Health Ministry is asking questions about the Amazon basin.”

“One man.”

She took off her glasses. “One man who changed everything.” She held my gaze — eighteen months of shared history in that look, everything from the one-way glass to the emerald silk to this room full of research terminals and baby photos. “We’re not going to run out of work, Caleb.”

Her phone chimed. She glanced down.

“Number 1,024,” she said.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this book, here’s how to get more:
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	Follow on Amazon — Get notified when new books drop. No spam, just releases.



More books from Cole Cross are waiting.

Thanks for being here.

Cole Cross
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