
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter One

The Chapel of Want

Mara Quinn had not been touched by another human being in fourteen months and nine days.

Not a handshake, not a hug, not the accidental brush of a stranger’s sleeve on the subway. She had started counting after the last negative test, the one that made her throw the plastic stick so hard it cracked against the bathroom mirror. After that, touch felt like failure.

So when the heavy oak doors of Vale Fertility Institute closed behind her with a soft, ecclesiastical thud, the hush that followed felt like a hand sliding up the nape of her neck.

The lobby had once been the narthex of a Gothic chapel built in 1897 for a robber-baron’s consumptive wife. The stained-glass windows remained (pregnant madonnas in robes the color of fresh bruises), but the pews had been replaced by low white sofas and a reception desk carved from a single slab of Carrara marble. A discreet brass plaque read:

Here, every womb is heard.

A woman glided forward. Mid-twenties, skin like porcelain, severe black bob sliced sharp enough to cut. She wore a dove-gray dress that looked half nurse, half novice. A silver name tag: SERAPHINE.

“Mrs. Quinn?” Her voice was honey over broken glass. “Dr. Vale is ready for you.”

Mara had expected fluorescent lights and the smell of bleach. Instead there was only beeswax, myrrh, and something warmer (skin, maybe). The air tasted expensive.

Seraphine led her down a corridor lined with photographs: women cradling newborns, eyes shining with the specific insanity of the newly maternal. Every infant had the same translucent blue irises. Mara’s journalist brain filed it away.

They stopped at a door of dark walnut. No handle. Seraphine pressed her palm to a panel; the door sighed open onto a room that should not have fit inside a chapel.

It was a cathedral of flesh.

The ceiling soared thirty feet. A single circular window at the apex poured rose-gold light onto a marble examination table that looked suspiciously like an altar. Restraints (padded white leather) dangled from the sides like sleeping swans. Cabinets of dark wood lined the walls, their glass fronts revealing instruments that gleamed with liturgical menace.

Dr. Elias Vale stood at the foot of the altar, reviewing a chart. He wore a charcoal suit cut too perfectly to be mortal. When he looked up, the light caught his eyes (the exact impossible blue from the photographs).

“Mara.” Not Mrs. Quinn. Her first name in his mouth felt obscene. “Thank you for trusting us with your miracle.”

He did not offer to shake hands. Instead he studied her the way a painter studies a blank canvas that has already begun to bleed.

Seraphine closed the door. The click echoed like a confession.

“Undress, please,” Vale said, as if requesting she remove a coat.

Mara’s fingers hesitated at the buttons. Eight years of failed cycles, of being told her lining was thin, her eggs geriatric, had trained her to obey medical authority without question. She unbuttoned the blouse. Silk slid from her shoulders and pooled on the heated floor.

Vale watched without lust (clinical, almost tender). When she stepped out of her skirt, he nodded at the altar.

“Up.”

The marble was warm. Someone had thought of that detail. She lay back. The restraints stayed slack, but their presence hummed against her wrists like a promise.

Seraphine rolled a silver tray closer. On it: a syringe filled with opalescent fluid, a speculum that looked carved from moonstone, and a small vial labeled in Latin.

“Baseline assessment,” Vale murmured. “We need to know how beautifully you respond.”

He took the syringe himself. No gloves. His bare fingers brushed the hollow of her hip as he swabbed alcohol in slow, perfect circles. The needle slid in without pain (just a bloom of heat that spread downward like spilled wine).

Mara’s breath hitched. Whatever was in the syringe tasted like lightning under her skin.

Vale set the needle aside and rested his palm flat between her hipbones, as if listening for an answer only her body could give. “There,” he said softly. “Feel that? Your womb just opened its mouth.”

Seraphine moved to the head of the altar. Cool latex fingers gathered Mara’s hair, twisting it into a knot so nothing would interfere with the view. Then she produced a camera the size a phone but heavier, medical-grade.

“Photographs for symmetry analysis,” she explained, already aiming between Mara’s thighs. The shutter clicked like a metronome.

Mara should have felt humiliated. Instead the drug turned shame into nectar. Her legs fell open without being asked.

Vale’s hand slid lower, two fingers parting her with the absent skill of a man who had done this ten thousand times and still found God in it. He studied the flush rising on her labia the way a sommelier studies a rare vintage.

“Exquisite perfusion,” he said, almost to himself. “You’ll take the ritual beautifully.”

Ritual. The word lodged in Mara’s throat like a moan she hadn’t earned yet.

He withdrew his fingers slowly, deliberately, bringing them to his mouth. Tasted her. Eyes never leaving hers.

“Seraphine,” he said, “prepare the relic.”

From a velvet-lined drawer Seraphine lifted a jade egg the size of a small fist, carved with symbols Mara didn’t recognize but felt in her bones. It was warm (body temperature). A thin silver chain disappeared inside it.

Vale took the egg reverently. “This has rested in the wombs of saints and whores for four hundred years,” he said. “It remembers how to pray.”

He pressed the rounded tip against Mara’s entrance. The drug made her slick, greedy. The egg slid in with a wet, sacred sound. The chain dangled between her legs like a rosary.

“Breathe,” Vale commanded.

She did. The egg shifted inside her, heavy, alive. A low vibration began (not mechanical, something older). Her back arched off the altar.

Seraphine leaned close, lips brushing Mara’s ear. “You’re going to come for God now,” she whispered. “And He is going to come inside you.”

The vibration deepened. The stained-glass madonnas swam above her, bellies glowing. Mara’s first orgasm in over a year tore through her like absolution, hips bucking against the restraints that suddenly snapped tight around her wrists.

She heard Vale’s voice through the roar in her ears:

“Mark the time, Seraphine. Conception begins tonight.”

When the shudders finally ebbed, the egg was gone (removed while she floated in aftershock). Vale wiped her clean with a cloth that smelled of frankincense. His fingers lingered on her lower abdomen, tracing a circle that felt like branding.

“Three nights,” he said. “Three rituals. On the third, you will be pregnant. Or you will never leave this chapel.”

He smiled then (small, almost shy), and Mara understood the smile was the most terrifying part of all.

Because it looked like love.

Seraphine helped her dress, hands gentle now, proprietary. At the door she pressed something into Mara’s palm: a single white pill and a business card. The card was blank except for an embossed date and time three nights from now.

The pill tasted like communion.

Mara walked out into the October dusk with the ghost of a jade egg still pulsing between her legs and the certainty (impossible, chemical, absolute) that she would be back.

She told herself it was for the story.

Her body already knew better.


Chapter Two

Purification

Three nights later Mara returned at moonrise.

The chapel doors opened before she could knock, as though the building itself had been waiting to swallow her again. Seraphine stood in the threshold wearing only a thin white shift, hair unbound, barefoot. Candlelight behind her turned the fabric translucent; the dark triangles of her nipples looked like bruises against the cloth.

“You’re late,” she said, but her smile forgave everything.

Mara had spent the intervening days trying to write the exposé in her head (sentences that dissolved every time she remembered the taste of Vale’s fingers). She had also spent them wet. Constantly, humiliatingly wet. The white pill had been only the beginning; something in the hormone shot had rewired her. She woke up humping the sheets, came in the shower just from the pulse of the water, leaked through silk panties during conference calls. She told herself it was chemical. Her body laughed and opened wider.

Now Seraphine took her coat, her blouse, her skirt, her bra, her soaked thong, folding each item by item with ceremonial care. Naked, Mara felt the chapel’s breath on her skin (warm, scented, hungry).

“Tonight we empty you,” Seraphine whispered. “So tomorrow you can be filled.”

They led her (Seraphine in front, two silent women in identical shifts behind) down a staircase that hadn’t existed on any blueprint Mara had studied. The air grew humid, mineral. At the bottom lay a crypt converted into a milk-white bathhouse. A sunken pool the length of a nave steamed gently. Dozens of candles floated on its surface like fallen stars.

Seven other women waited, all nude, all beautiful in the way of women who have stopped believing they ever will be mothers. Some wept quietly. Some stared at nothing with the glazed serenity of converts. Their bellies were still flat, but their breasts already looked heavier, as if the promise alone had begun to swell them.

Vale stood on a dais at the far end, dressed in an open black robe that revealed the hard planes of his chest. His erection lifted the fabric like a tent pole; he didn’t bother hiding it. In his right hand he held a silver aspergillum. In his left, a riding crop that looked older than the chapel itself.

“Vessels,” he said, voice carrying effortlessly over the water, “kneel.”

They knelt.

The water was warm as blood. It smelled faintly of mother’s milk and crushed roses. Seraphine guided Mara to the center of the pool where a low marble island rose just high enough to keep the torso above the surface. She pressed Mara face-down, arms stretched forward, ankles locked into recesses that felt carved for her exact body. Leather-lined cuffs closed without sound.

A bell chimed once.

The purification began.

First came the bathing. Hooded figures (other patients, Mara realized, their faces hidden behind lace) poured pitcher after pitcher of the warm milk-mixture over her back, her ass, letting it run in slow rivers between her legs. Hands followed (dozens of them), slick with oil, massaging, kneading, spreading her open so nothing remained untouched. Fingers circled her anus without entering, traced the seam of her sex without parting it. They worked in choreographed silence, bringing her to the edge again and again, then retreating. Every time Mara tried to push back, to chase the touch, the riding crop kissed her ass with a sharp, perfect sting.

Time dissolved.

She lost count of the orgasms they refused her.

At some point Vale descended into the pool. Water lapped at his thighs as he moved among the women like a dark baptismal priest. He stopped behind Mara. The head of his cock brushed the cleft of her ass (once, deliberate), then withdrew.

“Not yet,” he murmured against her ear. “First you learn hunger.”

He dipped the aspergillum into a bowl of something thicker (honey, maybe, or myrrh) and painted symbols across her back, her thighs, the soles of her feet. Wherever the liquid touched, her skin ignited. She felt her pulse in her clit like a second heartbeat.

“Beg,” he commanded.

“Please,” she sobbed into the marble. “Please let me come.”

The crop answered, harder this time. A bright line of fire across both cheeks.

“Wrong god,” Vale said gently.

She understood.

“Please, Father,” she whispered.

The crop caressed the welt it had just made, tender now.

“Better.”

He moved away. The hands returned, relentless. Someone’s tongue flicked over her clit for one exquisite second before vanishing. A mouth closed over her nipple and sucked until she screamed. Still no one let her fall over the edge.

Hours, or minutes.

Eventually the bell chimed again.

The women lifted her (limp, shaking, mindless) and carried her to a second, smaller chamber. Here the only light came from a ring of candles around a low, cushioned altar. The jade egg waited on a silk pillow, larger now, or perhaps her cunt had simply become smaller with need. The silver chain had been replaced by a rosary of black pearls.

Vale stood over her.

“Open.”

She did.

He fed the egg into her slowly, one pearl at a time, letting each one pop past her entrance with a wet click. When the egg itself finally seated deep, stretching her impossibly, he twisted the final pearl so it rested directly against her swollen clit.

Then he leaned close, lips brushing hers for the first time.

“No matter how you thrash tonight,” he said, “you will not come. If you do, we start the entire ritual over tomorrow. And the day after. Until you learn obedience.”

He kissed her once (chaste, almost loving), and left.

The altar began to vibrate (some hidden mechanism), gentle pulses that kept her teetering on the brink. The women took up positions around her, kneeling, heads bowed, and began a low chant in a language that hurt to hear.

Mara floated in torment, thighs trembling, tears mixing with the milk still drying on her face.

Somewhere above, a clock struck three.

Purification had only just begun.


Chapter Three

Anointing

The blindfold was silk soaked in rosewater and something darker (myrrh, maybe, or the residue of every woman who had ever come screaming on this marble). When Seraphine knotted it behind Mara’s head, the fabric clung to her eyelashes like a lover’s tongue that refused to leave.

Instant darkness made every remaining sense obscene.

Hands (too many to count) lifted her. Not gentle now. Greedy. Nails scraped down her ribs. A mouth fastened on her throat and sucked hard enough to bruise. Someone bit the soft underside of her breast and held the flesh between teeth while another tongue soothed the sting. She was carried, passed hand-to-hand like communion bread, until the heated dais kissed the backs of her thighs.

They spread her roughly. Silk cords snapped tight around wrists and ankles, yanking her open until her hips screamed. Cool air licked her soaked cunt; she felt herself clench on nothing and hated how loudly the emptiness echoed.

The chanting began low in twenty throats (inhale, exhale, a wet, tidal sound that matched the pulse between her legs).

Then the first cock slid along her lips, velvet over steel, smearing precome across her mouth like gloss. She opened without being told. The man pushed in until her throat fluttered, held her there until her lungs burned, then withdrew with a filthy pop. Another took his place immediately. She tasted salt and skin and the faint metallic tang of desperation.

Hands parted her labia wide (wider), until she felt cool air on the slick inner folds she’d never even seen herself. A tongue plunged inside her without warning, fucking her with quick, brutal strokes while thumbs held her open like a specimen. Another mouth sealed over her clit and sucked so hard her vision sparked white behind the blindfold.

The jade egg was still inside her from last night (she had slept with it, walked with it, leaked around it all day). Now someone twisted the pearl chain, winding it tighter so the egg ground against her cervix. The vibration started again, deeper this time, synced to the chant. Her hips tried to jerk; the restraints cut into her skin.

Someone laughed (low, feminine, cruel). A river of hot oil poured between her breasts, down her belly, pooling in the hollow of her navel before spilling over her clit. Fingers followed, three, four, stretching her cunt around the egg until she felt herself gape obscenely. The fingers withdrew and were replaced by a cock (thick, merciless) that pushed in alongside the egg. The stretch burned like childbirth in reverse. She screamed into the mouth fucking her throat and came instantly, violently, squirting so hard the oil sluiced off the dais.

They didn’t stop.

The cock beside the egg began to move, slow, grinding thrusts that shifted the egg in tiny, devastating circles. Every time she clenched, the pearls dragged across her G-spot. Someone else straddled her face, grinding a shaved, dripping cunt against her mouth until Mara’s tongue ached from lapping. She swallowed her own shame and the stranger’s pleasure in equal measure.

Come started to rain.

First across her breasts (thick ropes that cooled instantly in the chapel air). Then across her belly, her open thighs. A mouth followed every spurt, licking it up, spitting it into her mouth or pushing it inside her already-stuffed cunt with slick fingers. She lost track of how many men spent on her, in her, how many times it was Vale she couldn’t tell anymore; every cock felt like his.

At some point the egg was ripped free. The sudden emptiness made her sob. Then Vale’s voice, right at her ear, intimate as confession:

“Beg me to ruin you.”

“Please,” she rasped, voice wrecked. “Please ruin me.

He drove into her in one brutal thrust (no condom, no mercy), bottoming out against her cervix so hard she felt it in her teeth. The congregation roared approval. He fucked her like punishment, like worship, hips snapping with a wet, obscene sound that echoed off the vaulted ceiling. Each stroke forced another stranger’s come deeper inside her, until she felt it dripping out around his cock in thick, obscene pulses.

Hands pinned her hips still so he could go deeper. Someone’s fingers found her clit again and rubbed without rhythm, just raw pressure. Another mouth latched onto her nipple and bit down at the exact moment Vale ground against her G-spot.

She came so hard her vision fractured into stained-glass shards. Her cunt clamped around him, milking, and he snarled something in Latin that sounded like a prayer and a curse. He didn’t come (not yet). Instead he pulled out and painted her gaping entrance with the head of his cock, marking her like territory.

Then he flipped her.

The restraints twisted with her body until she was on her knees, chest pressed to the marble, ass in the air. She felt the drag of his tongue from clit to asshole, slow and deliberate, tasting everything they’d all left inside her. When he speared her ass with his tongue she shattered again, screaming hoarsely into the stone.

Only then did he rise up and push into her cunt again from behind, one long, claiming slide until his hips met her bruised ass. He set a punishing pace, fingers digging into her hips hard enough to leave perfect fingerprints. Every thrust slapped his balls against her swollen clit.

Around them the chanting had turned feral (grunts, moans, the wet slap of flesh on flesh). She realized the other Vessels were fucking now too, some riding cocks, some strapped down and used, all part of the same living altar.

Vale leaned over her back, arching her until her spine screamed, and growled against her ear:

“Tomorrow I breed you alone. Tonight I make sure you’re so full of sin there’s no room for anything but my child.”

He came with a guttural roar, flooding her so deep she felt it in her womb like a brand. Pulse after pulse, until it leaked down her thighs in thick rivers and the marble beneath her knees was slick with it.

When he finally pulled out, the silence was sudden and total.

The blindfold was untied.

The chapel was empty except for the two of them and Seraphine, who knelt beside the dais cradling the silver bowl (now brimming with a pearly, viscous offering that steamed in the candlelight).

Vale dipped his still-hard cock into the bowl, coating himself, then painted a slow, deliberate cross of come and oil and rosewater directly over Mara’s womb.

Seraphine leaned in and licked a stripe up Mara’s thigh, gathering the overflow, before kissing Mara with tongue and teeth and the taste of the entire congregation.

Vale’s parting words were soft, almost tender:

“Sleep overflowing, little Vessel. Tomorrow I empty hell itself into you.”

He left her there, tied and dripping, while Seraphine gently inserted a new, larger egg (this one warm and pulsing like a heartbeat) and sealed it inside with a single black pearl pressed directly against her raw, twitching clit.

Somewhere in the dark, the ovulation test still glowed: two dark, perfect lines.

And beneath her skin, something ancient stirred and answered.


Chapter Four

Implantation

They did not let her wash.

For twenty-four hours Mara drifted in a haze of incense and come.

Seraphine fed her sips of something thick and sweet from a silver chalice (colostrum, honey, and a single drop of Vale’s own blood, she would learn later). Every time Mara tried to speak, Seraphine pressed a finger to her lips and whispered, “Shh. Vessels do not talk on the third day. They open.”

The larger egg stayed inside her, pulsing in slow, deliberate waves that kept her teetering on the edge of orgasm without ever letting her fall. When she begged, Seraphine only smiled and tightened the single black pearl against her clit until tears leaked down Mara’s temples.

At dusk on the third day they came for her.

Four women in white veils carried her on a litter through corridors she had never seen. The air grew warmer, heavier, scented with myrrh so thick it coated the back of her throat. They descended a spiral stair of black stone until the candles vanished and only bioluminescent moss lit the walls with an underwater glow.

The Sanctum was a womb carved from the bedrock beneath the chapel.

In the center stood a single apparatus: a birthing chair forged from surgical steel and dark wood, tilted back at forty-five degrees. The leg rests were spread obscenely wide, stirrups lined with white kid leather. Above it hung a circle of mirrors angled so the occupant would be forced to watch everything done to her. Restraints glinted at wrists, ankles, waist, throat, and (most terrifying) a thick band that would pin her hips absolutely immobile.

Vale waited alone.

He wore only an open black cassock, the cloth framing the hard lines of his body like a negative space. His cock was already rigid, flushed almost purple, a bead of precome trembling at the slit. In his right hand he held a syringe filled with liquid the color of moonlight.

“Tonight,” he said, voice hushed and reverent, “I give you God.”

The women laid her in the chair. Leather closed around her limbs with soft, final clicks. A strap across her forehead kept her from turning away from the mirrors. The final band cinched over her pelvis so tightly she could no longer rock her hips even a fraction of an inch. She was crucified open, cunt tilted upward like an offering bowl.

Seraphine appeared at Vale’s side holding the silver bowl from the night before (now brimming again, thick and fresh). She dipped her fingers and painted slow, wet circles around Mara’s nipples until they stood painfully hard. Then lower, over the faint bruises on her inner thighs, across the stretched skin of her lower belly. Finally she parted Mara’s labia and coated every fold with the mingled seed of the congregation, pushing it inside with two, then three fingers until Mara sobbed from overstimulation.

Vale approached.

He set the syringe against the hollow of her throat first (not injecting, only letting her feel the cold glass kiss). Then he trailed it down between her breasts, over her navel, until the needle rested directly against her clit.

“Breathe,” he commanded.

She did, shaking.

He pressed the plunger just enough for one luminescent drop to bead on the needle’s tip. The moment it touched her clit, lightning exploded behind her eyes. Every nerve ending ignited at once. Her back arched as far as the restraints allowed; her cunt clenched so hard the egg inside her shifted and ground against her cervix.

Vale smiled (small, almost shy, the same smile from the very first day) and slid the needle into the vein at the crook of her elbow. The plunger went down in one smooth motion.

The world dissolved into white fire.

She felt her womb open like a mouth. Felt her cervix soften and bloom. Felt every vein in her body become a river of molten gold.

Vale removed the egg slowly, deliberately, letting her feel every ridge as it dragged through her spasming channel. When it popped free, a gush of slick and come followed, splattering the chair beneath her.

He climbed between her spread thighs.

No teasing now. No ritual words.

He simply notched the head of his cock against her entrance and drove in to the root in one savage thrust.

Mara screamed. The mirrors showed her everything: her own cunt stretched obscenely around him, labia flushed dark and swollen, the thick shaft disappearing inside her again and again as he began to move. The drug turned every stroke into a religious experience (pleasure so sharp it felt like dying).

He fucked her like a man possessed, hips snapping with wet, brutal sounds that echoed off the stone. Each thrust forced the collected seed deeper, until she felt it coat her cervix like paint. His hands gripped the stirrups for leverage, using them to pull her onto him harder, faster.

“Look,” he snarled.

She couldn’t not look. The mirrors showed her face contorted, mouth open in a silent wail, tears streaming into her hair. Showed his cock pistoning in and out, gleaming with her juices and the spend of strangers. Showed the moment his thumb found her clit and rubbed merciless circles until she came again, squirting around him in humiliating pulses.

He didn’t slow.

Hours, or minutes.

He shifted angles until the head of his cock battered directly against her cervix on every stroke. The pain-pleasure was so intense she started speaking in tongues (nonsense syllables, prayers, his name).

At some point Seraphine appeared again, holding a cold metal speculum. Vale paused, buried to the hilt, and let her slide it in alongside his cock. The stretch was impossible. Mara felt herself split open, heard herself sob. The speculum locked wide, holding her cervix exposed and vulnerable.

Vale withdrew only long enough to coat his fingers in the silver bowl, then pushed them inside the speculum and all, painting her cervical os with thick ropes of come warmed to body temperature. He did it again. And again. Until she felt it pool directly against the mouth of her womb.

Only then did he remove the speculum and slam back inside.

His rhythm turned erratic, almost punishing.

“Come for me,” he growled. “Milk God out of me.”

She did (shattering, vision going black at the edges), and this time he followed. He roared something in a language older than Latin and erupted inside her so hard she felt every pulse like a heartbeat against her cervix. Jet after jet, until it leaked out around his cock in thick, creamy pulses and dripped off the chair in slow, obscene ropes.

He stayed buried long after the last shudder, forehead pressed to hers, both of them gasping.

When he finally pulled out, he immediately replaced his cock with a new object (smooth, warm, unmistakably phallic but made of polished obsidian). He pushed it deep, seating it directly against her cervix, then twisted until a mechanism locked. A soft vibration began, gentle now, almost loving.

“Hold me inside you,” he whispered against her lips. “Every drop. Until it takes.”

He kissed her once (soft, filthy, tender), then unfastened the restraints one by one. When the final strap across her hips came free, her body simply folded into his arms.

Seraphine was waiting with a white silk robe. Together they dressed Mara like a bride, or a corpse.

As they carried her back toward the residence wing, Vale leaned close and spoke the last words she would hear before sleep claimed her:

“Ten days, little Vessel. Then we see if heaven answered.”

Behind them, in the Sanctum, the mirrors reflected an empty chair glistening with milk and come and the faint, perfect outline of a handprint slowly fading from the obsidian phallus still pulsing gently in the dark.

Mara’s womb fluttered again (stronger this time).

And something inside fluttered back.


Chapter Five

The Marking

Ten days.

They kept her in a round room with no corners and no windows, only a circular skylight that showed nothing but sky.

White silk sheets changed twice a day because she leaked constantly now (thin, sweet fluid from her breasts, thick, pearly fluid from between her legs). The obsidian phallus had been replaced with a smaller plug of warm jade that vibrated only when Vale willed it, a thousand miles away, or so it felt. Every pulse reminded her whose seed was marinating inside her.

She was not allowed to touch herself.

When she tried, the jade grew cold and still, and Seraphine appeared within minutes to bind her wrists to the headboard with silk cord until the urge passed. Then the vibration resumed, gentle, maddening, never enough.

They fed her by hand: figs split open and dripping, pomegranate seeds placed one by one on her tongue, warm milk expressed from the breasts of the other Vessels and funneled between her lips while she knelt. Each swallow tasted like surrender.

On the seventh day Seraphine shaved her bare (pubis, legs, underarms, the faint down on her lower belly), then oiled her until she gleamed like a statue of some obscene fertility goddess. When the nurse’s fingers lingered too long between her folds, Mara whimpered.

“Not yet,” Seraphine whispered, kissing the tear that escaped. “He wants you starving when he opens you again.”

On the tenth morning the sky above the skylight was the color of a fresh bruise.

The door opened.

Vale entered alone, carrying nothing but a pregnancy test and a look that made her cunt clench hard enough to ache.

He did not speak.

He simply laid the test on her belly like a communion wafer, peeled the soaked sheet away, and spread her legs himself. The jade plug came out with a wet, filthy sound. A river followed (his come, her slick, ten days of distilled need). He watched it drip onto the silk and smiled the small, shy smile that terrified her more than any snarl.

Then he turned the test over.

Two lines so dark they looked burned in.

Mara’s breath left her in a sound that was half sob, half prayer.

Vale’s eyes met hers (ice-blue, ancient, triumphant).

“Time to mark you as Mine,” he said.

He lifted her from the bed as if she weighed nothing and carried her back down the black spiral stair. The Sanctum had changed. The birthing chair was gone. In its place stood a low obsidian altar, waist-high, carved with channels that led to a silver bowl beneath. Fresh candles burned in a perfect circle. The mirrors above had been adjusted so every angle showed her body from the inside out.

He laid her on the altar face-down, hips over the edge, legs dangling. Silk cords looped around her thighs and pulled them impossibly wide, exposing her so completely she felt cool air kiss the open mouth of her cervix. A rolled bolster beneath her pelvis tilted her cunt upward like a chalice.

Vale moved behind her.

No syringe this time. No congregation. Only the two of them and the low, hungry sound of his breathing.

He entered her in one slow, possessive glide (bare, thicker than memory, searingly alive). The stretch forced a guttural moan from her throat. He gave her no time to adjust; he simply began to fuck her with long, deliberate strokes that dragged over every nerve she owned.

His hands slid under her chest and pinched her nipples hard (once, twice), until milk beaded and dripped into the channels carved in the stone. The scent of it (sweet, warm, human) made him growl.

“You’re already lactating for a child that isn’t born yet,” he rasped against her spine. “Your body knows who it belongs to.”

He reached beneath her and spread her labia wider with his fingers, opening her fully to his thrusts. Each time he bottomed out, the head of his cock kissed her cervix like a threat and a promise.

The rhythm turned savage.

Sweat dripped from his chest onto her back. His balls slapped her clit in wet, relentless strikes. She felt herself start to come apart almost immediately, but he snarled and slowed, denying her.

“Not until I say.”

He pulled out abruptly. She cried out at the loss, but he was already moving (coating two fingers in the slick mess leaking from her, then pressing them against her ass). She tensed; he waited, patient, until she forced herself to breathe and open. The fingers slid in to the knuckle. A third joined them. He scissored gently, stretching her while his cock nudged back into her cunt, filling her in both holes with parts of himself.

The dual fullness broke something in her mind.

She came with a scream that echoed off the mirrors, cunt and ass clenching around him in waves. He rode it out, thrusting through the spasms, then pulled his fingers free and replaced them with the blunt, slick head of his cock.

“Breathe,” he ordered again.

She did, shaking, sobbing, pushing back against him because there was no other choice.

He took her ass in one relentless push (slow enough not to tear, fast enough that the burn became a white-hot brand). When his hips finally met her cheeks he stilled, letting her feel every inch of the claim.

Then he began to move (shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, harder), until the altar rocked beneath them and the silver bowl filled with a steady drip of milk and sweat and her own helpless fluids.

His hand snaked beneath her again, three fingers plunging into her cunt while he fucked her ass. The heel of his palm ground against her clit. She came a second time, harder, squirting so violently it splashed his wrist and the stone.

Only then did he let himself go.

He pulled out of her ass and slammed back into her cunt in one brutal motion, roaring as he emptied himself directly against her womb in thick, endless pulses. She felt it flood her, felt it overflow and run in warm rivers down her thighs into the bowl.

When the last shudder left him, he did not withdraw.

Instead he reached for something on the altar (a branding iron, small and elegant, its end shaped like a delicate, stylized womb and fallopian tubes). The handle was wrapped in white silk. It glowed dull red.

Mara’s eyes widened.

He pressed it just above the cleft of her ass, low enough that no clothing would ever hide it, high enough that every future lover would see who she had opened for.

The pain was brief, bright, perfect.

She came again from that alone, clenching around his still-hard cock like a prayer.

He soothed the burn with his tongue, then turned her over gently and kissed the tears from her cheeks.

“Mine,” he whispered against her mouth. “Mother of my god.”

Above them, the mirrors showed everything: the brand new and shining, milk still dripping from her breasts, his come leaking in slow, creamy pulses from her swollen cunt, the silver bowl nearly full beneath the altar.

And in the center of it all, Mara (marked, claimed, glowing), staring back at herself with eyes that no longer belonged entirely to her.

Somewhere deep inside, something quickened (tiny, fierce, already reaching for the only voice it would ever answer to).

Vale laid his palm over the brand and smiled.

“Welcome home, little mother.”


Chapter Six

The Quickening

Mara lay in the round room for what felt like weeks, though the skylight’s unchanging bruise told her it was only days.

Her body had become a stranger’s: breasts heavy and leaking, belly still flat but humming with a secret heat, skin marked with the faint red outline of Vale’s brand like a tattoo from hell. The jade plug was gone now, replaced by nothing but the constant, low throb of her own pulse between her legs. She was allowed to touch herself finally, but only under supervision—Seraphine’s cool gaze watching from the corner as Mara circled her clit with shaking fingers, chasing orgasms that came too easily and left her emptier each time.

But it was her mind that betrayed her most.

In the quiet hours between feedings and the mandatory “meditations” (where she knelt naked before a statue of a swollen madonna and chanted words she didn’t understand), the conflict clawed at her like fingernails on silk.

She was pregnant.

After eight years of sterile doctors’ offices and failed tests, after the hollow ache of watching friends cradle bellies that would never be hers, she carried life. Vale’s life. The journalist in her screamed to remember why she was here: the disappeared women, the locked maternity wing she’d glimpsed through a cracked door, the faint cries that might have been lullabies or something worse. She had smuggled in the hidden audio recorder (still taped high inside her thigh, miraculously undetected during the rituals). It held everything—his chants, her moans, the wet sounds of implantation. Evidence. Enough to burn this place to the ground.

But the mother in her (newly born, feral, unkillable) whispered darker truths.

What if this was the only way? What if the rituals weren’t madness but miracle? Her body had never felt so alive, so potent. Even now, as she traced the brand with one finger, her cunt clenched at the memory of his cock splitting her open, the burn of the iron sealing her fate. She hated how wet it made her, how she’d arch into empty air at night, dreaming of his hands pinning her down while he whispered “Mine” against her womb.

Was it the drugs? The hormone shots that turned every touch into rapture? Or was it her—desperate, broken Mara Quinn—who had always craved surrender? Journalism had been her armor: facts, exposes, the cold thrill of toppling empires. But here, strapped to altars and filled with seed, she felt seen. Worshiped. The orgasms weren’t just release; they were revelation. Each one peeled back another layer of her resistance until she glimpsed the woman beneath: not the cynic with a byline, but a vessel begging to be filled.

She rolled onto her side, hand slipping between her thighs despite herself. The conflict twisted like a knife as her fingers found her clit (still swollen, hypersensitive from days of edging). She imagined escaping—bursting through the chapel doors, recorder in hand, screaming the truth to the world. The clinic razed, Vale in chains, the disappeared women avenged.

But then what? A miscarriage from the stress? Back to empty cycles and pitying doctors? Or worse: carrying his child to term in a world that would never understand the ecstasy that conceived it. She rubbed harder, breath hitching, picturing the alternative—staying. Letting the pregnancy swell her like the madonnas in the stained glass. Submitting to more rituals, more markings, birthing his god in a haze of milk and come. Becoming Seraphine’s rival, or her sister, in the cult’s twisted family.

The orgasm hit her like absolution, hips bucking against her palm as she bit the pillow to muffle her cry. Pleasure flooded her, but shame followed like a shadow. Was this motherhood? Or madness?

A soft knock interrupted.

Seraphine entered, eyes knowing, a white robe draped over her arm.

“It’s time for your first communion as a Marked One,” she said, voice laced with something Mara couldn’t place—envy? Hunger? “Father wants to see how beautifully you quicken.”

Mara stood on legs that trembled, the internal war raging hotter. Expose him. Escape. Or open wider, let him plant deeper roots.

As Seraphine dressed her, fingers brushing the brand with proprietary care, Mara felt the tiny flutter inside her again—stronger now, insistent.

The child knew which side it wanted her to choose.

And God help her, so did she.


Chapter Seven

Echoes of the Empty

Mara had been eleven the first time she felt the hollow ache that would define her.

It was summer in the cracked-concrete suburbs of Cleveland, the kind of heat that made skin stick to vinyl car seats and turned neighborhood pools into chlorine-scented battlegrounds. Her mother, Eileen, worked double shifts at the diner, coming home with grease stains on her uniform and a weariness that smelled like fryer oil and quiet desperation. Dad had left when Mara was six—off to chase some dream in California that involved a younger woman and a convertible. Postcards arrived sporadically, always promising visits that never came.

That summer, Eileen got pregnant. Not planned. Not with Dad (long gone), but with a line cook named Ray who had kind eyes and a laugh like gravel. Mara watched her mother’s body change: the swell of her belly, the glow in her cheeks, the way she hummed old Motown songs while rubbing cocoa butter into stretch marks that looked like lightning across pale skin. For the first time, Eileen seemed full—not just of life, but of purpose. She quit smoking, started knitting tiny booties, talked about “starting over” with a fervor that bordered on religious.

Mara would press her ear to Eileen’s belly at night, listening for the faint thump-thump of a sibling she already loved. “It’s a girl,” Eileen whispered once, fingers tangled in Mara’s hair. “We’ll name her Hope.”

Hope never came.

Miscarriage at sixteen weeks. Mara came home from school to find blood on the kitchen floor, Eileen curled fetal on the linoleum, Ray nowhere in sight. The ambulance wail still echoed in her dreams sometimes. After that, Eileen deflated. The humming stopped. The booties went into a box in the attic. Ray vanished like smoke. And Mara learned her first lesson about wanting: it hollowed you out when it left.

She threw herself into school after that—straight A’s, debate team, the school paper where she exposed the principal’s embezzlement of lunch funds in a front-page scorcher that got her suspended for a week but also a scholarship to Northwestern. Journalism became her womb: she birthed stories instead of babies, exposing corruption in city halls, cults preying on the vulnerable, pharmaceutical scams that promised miracles and delivered poison. Each byline filled the emptiness a little. Each takedown was a tiny revenge against a world that took without asking.

But the ache never left.

She married young, at twenty-four, to a fellow reporter named Alex—tall, ambitious, with a smile that could charm sources and a cock that knew exactly how to make her forget herself for an hour or two. They fucked like animals in the beginning: against newsroom desks after deadline, in the back of cabs racing to press conferences, once even in a confessional booth during an undercover gig at a megachurch (her on her knees, him whispering filth disguised as prayer). Alex loved control; he tied her wrists with his tie, blindfolded her with her own stockings, made her beg for release in ways that left bruises she hid under blazers.

For a while, it worked. The submission scratched an itch she hadn’t known she had—the same hollow that Eileen’s loss had carved, now filled with ropes and commands instead of hope. But when they started trying for kids, the sex turned clinical. Charts. Ovulation kits. Positions optimized for conception rather than ecstasy. Alex grew distant, then resentful. “Maybe you’re just not meant to be a mom,” he said once, after the fourth negative test, his voice laced with the kind of cruelty that only comes from shared failure.

The divorce was messy. He got the apartment; she got the byline on a Pulitzer-nominated series about fertility fraud in IVF clinics—doctors swapping sperm, embryos vanishing, women left with children that weren’t theirs. Researching it had been agony: interviewing broken mothers, poring over medical records that mirrored her own empty scans. But it also ignited something fierce. If she couldn’t create life, she’d expose those who twisted it.

Eight years of trying alone followed. Anonymous donors that felt like betrayal. IUI cycles that left her bruised inside and out. One brief affair with a source—a charismatic cult leader she’d ultimately taken down—who fucked her in a candlelit temple not unlike Vale’s Sanctum, whispering about “sacred seed” while he came inside her without protection. She hadn’t gotten pregnant, but the memory lingered: the way surrender felt like power, the blur between consent and conquest.

Now, at thirty-six, lying in Vale’s round room with his child quickening inside her, the backstory collided with the present like a car crash in slow motion. The journalist clawed at the walls of her mind: Record everything. Escape. Expose the disappearances, the black-market babies, the euthanasias disguised as “ascensions.” This was the story of her career—the one that would fill every hollow forever.

But the woman (the mother, the vessel) arched into the silk sheets at the thought of Vale’s hands on her swelling belly, his cock claiming her again as the brand burned fresh. What if this was the miracle? What if the ache had always been a calling to something darker, more primal? Eileen had lost Hope; Mara had found it in the devil’s embrace.

The flutter came again—tiny, insistent, like fingers tapping from the inside.

She pressed her palm to her abdomen, tears hot on her cheeks.

“Whose side are you on, little one?” she whispered.

The child kicked harder, as if to say: His. Always his.

And in that moment, Mara wasn’t sure she disagreed.


Chapter Eight

The Locked Milk

They moved her on the first day her belly showed.

Not a dramatic swell (just the faintest curve, a secret only a lover’s hand would recognize), but Vale recognized it.

He came to the round room at dawn, alone, barefoot, wearing only loose black linen trousers. The moment his palm settled over the small rise, his pupils blew wide. He looked almost boyish with wonder, until the wonder sharpened into something predatory.

“You’re rounding,” he said, voice rough. “My god is growing teeth.”

He didn’t ask permission. He simply lifted her, carried her through corridors she had never seen, past doors that opened only for his palm print, down to the locked maternity wing she had only glimpsed before.

The hallway was lined with nursery doors painted the pale pink of newborn gums. From behind some came the soft mechanical hush of breast pumps. From others, nothing at all.

They stopped at Door Seven.

Inside was a room designed like a luxury prison cell: circular bed draped in white velvet, walls padded in cream silk, a single porthole window too high to reach. In one corner stood a modern milking chair (reclined, stirrups, suction cups already warmed and waiting). In another, a glass-fronted cabinets full of bottles labeled only with dates and blood types. A faint scent of warm milk and antiseptic hung in the air like incense.

Seraphine waited, arms folded, eyes glittering with something that looked disturbingly like triumph.

“From now on,” Vale said, laying Mara on the bed, “you drink only what you make. You eat only what the other Mothers provide. You speak only when spoken to. Your body is no longer yours.”

He kissed her forehead (chaste, almost paternal), then nodded to Seraphine.

The nurse produced a wide white leather collar lined with lambskin. A small silver ring glinted at the front. Mara’s breath caught.

“It’s for your safety,” Seraphine murmured, buckling it around Mara’s throat. The click of the lock sounded final. “Some Vessels try to harm the god inside them when the milk comes in. We can’t allow that.”

A thin chain ran from the collar to a discreet rail that circled the entire room. Long enough to reach the milking chair, the bathroom, the bed. Not long enough to reach the door.

Vale watched her realize it. His smile was gentle, terrible.

“Welcome to the Crèche, little mother.”

They left her alone for three days.

On the fourth, the milk arrived.

It happened in the dark. Mara woke to an aching fullness in her breasts, nipples leaking in steady, humiliating drips that soaked the sheets. She tried to express it herself (clumsy, painful), but the moment her fingers closed around her own flesh, an alarm chimed softly and Seraphine appeared with two silent acolytes. They strapped her into the milking chair without a word, attached the hospital-grade pumps, and left her there for forty minutes while the machine pulled colostrum from her in steady, rhythmic tugs that felt disturbingly like a mouth.

When the bottles were full (thick, golden, almost glowing), Seraphine unstrapped her, kissed the tears from her cheeks, and fed her the first warm ounces from a crystal cup.

“Drink,” she ordered. “Every drop you make belongs to the Crèche now.”

Mara drank. It tasted like guilt and honey.

Days blurred.

Morning milking. Afternoon milking. Midnight milking.

Her breasts grew heavy, veined, impossibly sensitive. The suction became pleasure-pain; she came twice during sessions, thighs trembling in the stirrups, hating the way her hips rolled toward the machine. Seraphine always watched, lips parted, one hand unconsciously pressed between her own legs.

Between sessions they brought other Mothers to her bed (some serene and vacant-eyed, some clearly drugged, all leaking, all collared). They nursed from Mara like communion, mouths hot and grateful, while she was told to stroke their hair and whisper blessings. In return they nursed her. The milk of strangers coated her tongue until she couldn’t remember what water tasted like.

At night Vale visited.

He never fucked her now (said the god was too fragile for rough handling), but he touched her constantly: palms spread over her belly listening for movement, mouth closing over leaking nipples to taste the day’s yield, fingers sliding between her legs to check how wet the pregnancy made her. He always found her soaked.

“You’re perfect,” he whispered once, licking a bead of milk from the corner of her mouth. “Every inch of you is producing for me now.”

She hated that her body arched into him. Hated more that the child kicked in recognition every time Vale’s voice filled the room.

On the fourteenth night the internal war reached fever pitch.

She had found the weak spot: a ventilation grate above the milking chair, screws loosened by months of steam. If she could reach it, she might fit. Might crawl through the ducts to the nursery wing. Might find proof (recordings on the hidden drive still taped inside her thigh, the one place they never searched too roughly). Might still be the journalist.

She waited until the pumps finished and the acolytes left. Climbed shakily onto the chair, chain stretched to its limit, fingers scrabbling at the grate.

The door opened.

Vale stood there in silhouette, moonlight from the high porthole cutting across his face.

“Going somewhere, little mother?”

He didn’t sound angry. He sounded disappointed.

She froze, milk still dripping from both nipples in slow, shameful tears.

He crossed the room in three strides, lifted her down as if she weighed nothing, and bent her over the bed. The chain clinked softly as he positioned her on hands and knees.

“I had hoped you’d learned,” he said quietly.

The punishment was not pain.

It was worse.

He sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her across his lap. One hand splayed over her belly, protective, possessive. The other slid between her legs and began to stroke (slow, expert circles around her clit that made her sob with need). He brought her to the edge again and again, then stopped. For hours. Until she was begging, babbling, promising anything.

Only then did he enter her from behind (slow, careful, almost tender), rocking into her with shallow thrusts that never quite satisfied.

“You want to leave?” he whispered against her ear, fingers still teasing. “Take my god from me?”

“No,” she cried. “Please—”

He stopped moving entirely.

“Say it.”

She broke.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “The child is yours. I’ll stay. I’ll stay.”

He rewarded her with one deep, claiming thrust and let her come so hard she saw stars.

Afterward he held her, belly to back, both of them milk-slick and trembling.

In the dark, the child kicked hard against his palm, as if applauding.

Mara closed her eyes and felt the last shard of the journalist inside her turn to dust.

The grate stayed screwed shut.

The collar stayed locked.

And somewhere down the hall, a new Mother began to scream (not in pain, but in the long, rising note of a woman whose milk had just come in).

Mara pressed her face into the pillow so she wouldn’t hear her own voice join the chorus.


Chapter Nine

The Harvest

The screams stopped on the twenty-first day.

Mara had counted them like rosary beads: long, keening wails that started low and rose to a pitch that shattered something inside her each time. They came from Door Three, two rooms down the hall—always at night, when the Crèche was quietest. The first time, she pressed her ear to the wall and heard muffled chants, the wet suck of pumps, then a final, guttural sob that cut off abruptly. After that, silence from Door Three. No more milkings. No more visits from the acolytes.

The next morning, a new Mother was moved in. Mara glimpsed her through the cracked door: young, blonde, belly just starting to round, eyes wide with the same mix of terror and ecstasy Mara remembered from her own early days.

Seraphine noticed her watching.

“Curious, little mother?” the nurse asked, buckling Mara’s collar tighter for the morning session. Her fingers lingered on the brand, tracing it with a possessiveness that made Mara’s skin crawl.

“What happened to her?” Mara whispered, voice hoarse from disuse. Vessels weren’t supposed to ask questions, but the child inside her kicked insistently, as if demanding answers too.

Seraphine smiled (thin, sharp, like a scalpel’s edge). “She ascended. Her god was ready to be born into the world. Now she rests in the garden.”

The garden. Mara had heard whispers during the communal nursings—other Mothers murmuring about a “final blooming” beneath the chapel’s rose window. She pictured graves, or worse: compost for the roses that scented every ritual.

That night, Vale didn’t come.

Instead, Seraphine slipped into the room after midnight, uncollared herself, and climbed into Mara’s bed uninvited. She was naked, skin fever-hot, her own breasts heavy and leaking. Without a word she pressed one nipple to Mara’s lips.

“Drink from me,” she commanded, voice trembling. “Father doesn’t know I’m full yet.”

Mara opened her mouth instinctively, suckling the warm, sweet milk that tasted faintly of envy. Seraphine’s hand slid down Mara’s body, over the small swell, between her legs. Fingers parted her gently, circling her clit with a skill born of jealousy.

“You’re his favorite,” Seraphine whispered against Mara’s ear, breath hitching as Mara nursed harder. “He fucks you in his dreams. Marks you. But I’ll be the one who carries his heir. Not you. Your god is just another for the harvest.”

The words landed like ice in Mara’s veins.

Harvest.

Seraphine’s fingers plunged inside her now, curling against the spot that made Mara arch despite herself. Milk dripped between them, slicking their skin. Mara came with a muffled cry around the nipple in her mouth, hating the pleasure, hating more that it sharpened her mind.

“What harvest?” she gasped when the shudders ebbed.

Seraphine laughed (low, bitter). “Twelve weeks. That’s when they take it. A quick cut while you’re under. The perfect embryo goes to the highest bidder—billionaires who want designer gods without the mess. And the mothers…” She trailed off, fingers withdrawing with a wet sound. “We ascend. Quietly. Painlessly. Milk and blood for the roses.”

Mara’s hand flew to her belly. The flutter came again—stronger, almost frantic.

“How many weeks am I?”

Seraphine leaned close, lips brushing Mara’s. “Eleven. Tomorrow we scan you. If it’s perfect, Father will schedule your ascension.”

She kissed Mara then (deep, desperate, tongue tasting of milk and lies), then slipped out as silently as she’d come.

Mara lay in the dark, chain clinking softly with her trembling. The journalist stirred from the dust—weak, but alive. Eleven weeks. One left. The hidden recorder still taped high on her inner thigh hummed against her skin like a promise.

She had to move.

The chain’s rail circled the room, but it dipped low near the bathroom door. If she could wedge something into the track…

Dawn broke.

Seraphine returned with the acolytes for morning milking. As they strapped her into the chair, Mara faked a cramp—doubling over, clutching her belly with a cry that wasn’t entirely feigned.

“The god!” Seraphine snapped, unbuckling the stirrups. “Fetch Father!”

The acolytes rushed out.

In the chaos, Mara palmed a small metal clip from the pump’s tubing—sharp enough to pick a lock, maybe. She hid it under her tongue.

Vale arrived minutes later, eyes wild. He pressed his ear to her belly, listening, then straightened with relief.

“A false pain,” he said. “The god is strong.”

But his hand lingered, and for the first time Mara saw doubt in those ice-blue eyes.

That night, alone, she worked the clip into the collar’s lock. It took hours—fingers raw, neck chafed—but the click when it gave was louder than any scream.

The chain fell free.

She peeled the recorder from her thigh (skin stinging), tucked it into the waistband of her silk shift.

The door was locked from outside, but the ventilation grate above the chair…

She climbed, pregnant belly making her clumsy, and pried it open with the clip. The duct was narrow, dust-choked, but she squeezed in—crawling on elbows and knees, the child protesting with sharp kicks.

After what felt like miles, faint light ahead.

She kicked out another grate and dropped into a room that smelled of formaldehyde and roses.

The nursery.

Cribs lined the walls—dozens, each holding a tiny, perfect infant with ice-blue eyes. Silent. Too silent. Drugged, maybe, or worse.

In the center stood a surgical table, spotless but for faint rust-colored stains in the drains.

Beside it, a file cabinet. Mara rifled through—adoption papers, wire transfers, names of the ultra-rich: tech moguls, politicians, celebrities who’d “miraculously” conceived after “retreats.”

And at the bottom: a list of “Ascended Mothers.” Dates. Causes of death disguised as complications. Bodies disposed in the garden under the chapel.

Evidence.

She shoved papers into her shift, recorder whirring as she whispered descriptions.

Footsteps in the hall.

She dove behind a crib just as the door opened.

Vale entered, Seraphine at his side.

“She’s gone,” Seraphine hissed. “The collar—”

Vale’s face twisted. “Find her. The god is mine.”

They left.

Mara waited five heartbeats, then slipped out the opposite door—into the garden.

Roses bloomed blood-red under the moon. Fresh earth mounds dotted the ground like swollen bellies.

She ran.

Behind her, alarms wailed like birthing screams.

The child kicked hard, as if urging her on—or trying to pull her back.


Chapter Ten

Ascension Night

Thorns tore at her silk shift as Mara stumbled through the rose garden, bare feet sinking into the soft, freshly turned earth. Each mound she passed felt like a grave under her soles—soft, yielding, warm as flesh. The alarms wailed behind her, a siren’s chorus that twisted into the night wind, calling the acolytes from their beds. She clutched the crumpled papers and recorder to her chest, the child’s kicks a frantic drumbeat against her ribs.

The garden ended at a wrought-iron fence topped with fleur-de-lis spikes that glinted like teeth in the moonlight. Too high to climb with her belly, even this small. She followed it left, breath ragged, until she found a gate—locked, but the chain loose enough to squeeze through if she exhaled everything.

A voice cut the air.

“Mara.”

Vale.

Not shouting. Not running. Just her name, spoken like a lover’s sigh, carrying across the roses as if the thorns themselves whispered it.

She froze, hand on the gate. The brand on her lower back burned fresh, as if his iron pressed there again.

“Come back, little mother,” he called, closer now. “The god wants its father.”

She shoved through the gate, silk ripping, skin scraping on rust. Beyond lay the chapel’s outer grounds: manicured lawns sloping down to a wooded ravine, then the road. Freedom. Sirens in the distance—real ones, police maybe, or just her mind fracturing.

Footsteps crunched behind her. Multiple. Seraphine and the acolytes, hooded and silent, fanning out like wolves.

Mara ran.

The lawn was dew-slick, her feet slipping. The child shifted low, a pressure that made every step ache. She reached the trees, branches whipping her face, and plunged into shadow.

“Stop!” Seraphine’s voice, sharp with panic. “You’ll hurt it!”

Mara didn’t stop. The recorder dug into her palm; she hit play blindly, Vale’s chants echoing tinny into the night—evidence, if she could just get out.

A root caught her ankle. She fell hard, belly-first into leaves, wind knocked out. The flutter inside turned to a stab. Pain bloomed low, wet warmth between her legs.

No.

She pushed up, hand coming away bloody. Miscarriage? Or just a scrape?

Hands grabbed her shoulders. Seraphine, face twisted in fury and fear.

“You stupid bitch,” the nurse hissed, pinning Mara’s wrists. “Father will cut it out of you now.”

Acolytes surrounded them, lifting Mara like a broken doll. She kicked, screamed, the recorder dropping into the underbrush.

Vale emerged from the trees, cassock open, chest heaving. His eyes locked on the blood streaking her thighs.

“Is it lost?” he asked, voice cracking for the first time.

Seraphine probed roughly between Mara’s legs, fingers invading without mercy. Mara bucked, but the acolytes held her spread-eagle against a tree trunk.

“Still there,” Seraphine said, withdrawing bloody fingers. “But bleeding. We need the Sanctum.”

Vale nodded. “Bring her.”

They carried her back through the garden, past the mounds where ascended mothers bloomed eternal. Mara thrashed, but the collar (re-buckled now, chain dragging) choked her silent.

The Sanctum was lit only by candles, the surgical table waiting like an old lover. They strapped her down—stirrups wide, hips immobilized, mirrors reflecting her blood-smeared body in infinite, fractured glory.

Vale loomed over her, syringe in hand.

“This will stop the bleeding,” he said softly. “And prepare you for harvest.”

Mara’s eyes widened. “No—please—the child—”

“Our child,” he corrected, needle sliding into her vein. The liquid burned cold, then hot, spreading through her like frostfire. Her womb clenched, the pain sharpening everything.

Seraphine prepped the scalpel, sterilizing it over a candle flame. “She’s at twelve weeks exactly. Perfect for extraction.”

Vale’s hand rested on Mara’s belly, feeling the flutters slow under the drug. “You’ll ascend beautifully, little mother. Your milk will feed the next Vessel.”

The internal war exploded one last time. Journalist. Mother. Victim. Whore.

She arched against the straps, the drug turning pain into something darker—pleasure uncoiling low, her cunt clenching despite the blood.

Vale noticed. His eyes darkened.

“Even now,” he murmured, fingers trailing down to part her labia, exposing the slick mixed with red. “Your body knows.”

He slid two fingers inside her, slow, claiming, curling against her G-spot while the drug amplified every nerve. Seraphine watched, lips parted, one hand slipping under her own robe.

Mara came with a sob, orgasm ripping through the pain, milking his fingers as if begging for more.

Vale withdrew, coated in her release and blood, and brought them to his mouth. Tasted.

“Exquisite,” he said.

Then he picked up the scalpel.

A crash from above—glass shattering, shouts.

The alarms changed pitch.

Police? Or…

The door burst open. Not acolytes. Men in tactical gear, badges flashing. “FBI! Hands up!”

Chaos.

Seraphine lunged with the scalpel; a shot rang out, she crumpled.

Vale dropped the blade, hands rising slow. His eyes never left Mara’s.

“You called them,” he whispered, almost proud.

Mara shook her head, drug-slurred. “No…”

But the recorder. Dropped in the woods. It must have kept playing—chants, confessions, her whispers in the nursery. Someone heard. Someone came.

Agents swarmed, unstrapping her, wrapping her in a blanket. One found the files in her shift.

Vale was cuffed, led away, his last words floating back: “The god will call you home, Mara. It always does.”

In the ambulance, monitors beeping, the bleeding stopped. The child fluttered once, soft now, safe.

Mara pressed her hand to her belly, tears mixing with blood on her cheeks.

The war was over.

But as the sirens faded, she felt the brand throb like a heartbeat.

And wondered if the real harvest had only just begun.


Chapter Eleven

Fractured Madonna

Three months later.

Mara sat in the sterile glow of her apartment kitchen, the kind of place that screamed “temporary” — beige walls, IKEA counters, a single window overlooking a parking lot where snow fell in lazy, indifferent flakes. December in New York: cold enough to numb the outside, but never the inside.

The bump was undeniable now. A firm, rounded swell that strained against her sweater, drawing stares from strangers on the subway. She pressed her palm to it, feeling the now-familiar flutter — stronger, more insistent, like tiny fists demanding entry into the world. Or escape from it.

The FBI had been thorough. The clinic burned that night (arson, they said, set by acolytes destroying evidence). Bodies recovered from the garden: twenty-three women, all “ascended” post-harvest. The infants — Vale’s blue-eyed progeny — scattered to black-market adoptions across the globe. Trackers on a few, but most vanished into wealthy shadows.

Vale himself: escaped in the chaos. Last seen slipping into the woods, cassock torn, eyes wild. Warrants out, but Mara knew better. He was smoke now, a whisper in the wind. He’d find her. Or the child would call him back.

Her exposé hit the Times front page two weeks after the raid. “The Womb Cult: Fertility Fraud and Murder in the Heart of Manhattan.” Pulitzer buzz already. Networks calling for interviews. A book deal in the works.

But at night, when the city hummed below and the child kicked like a secret, the victory tasted like ash.

She dreamed of the Sanctum: mirrors reflecting her open, bleeding, coming. Vale’s cock a burning sword, forging the life inside her. The brand throbbed in her sleep, a phantom heat that woke her wet and aching. She’d touch herself then, fingers circling slow, imagining his voice: “Mine.”

Was it the drugs lingering? Hormones? Or had he planted something deeper — a seed in her soul as real as the one in her womb?

The doorbell rang.

She froze. No one knew this address. Witness protection lite: new name, new life, until the trial.

Through the peephole: a delivery man, nondescript, holding a small white box.

She opened the door a crack, chain on.

“Package for Mara Quinn.”

Her old name. Heart pounding.

“Who from?”

“Didn’t say. Sign here.”

She did, hands shaking. Took the box inside, locked the door, backed away as if it might bite.

Inside: a single jade egg, polished to a gleam, with a silver chain of black pearls. A note in elegant script:

Little mother,

The god quickens. So do I.

We’ll be together soon. All three of us.

E.V.

She dropped the box. The egg rolled across the floor, coming to rest against her foot. Cold at first, then warming, as if alive.

The child kicked hard — joyful, almost.

Mara sank to her knees, hand on her belly, tears hot.

The journalist whispered: Run. Abort. Expose more.

The mother moaned: Wait. Open. Surrender.

She picked up the egg, felt its weight, its promise.

Slid it inside herself with a gasp that echoed through the empty apartment.

The vibration began immediately — low, familiar, calling.

Outside, snow fell thicker.

And somewhere in the storm, ice-blue eyes watched.

Waiting to harvest what was his.


Chapter Twelve

The Call

The jade egg hummed inside her like a second heartbeat, its vibrations syncing with the child’s kicks in a rhythm that felt predestined. Mara lay on the apartment floor for hours after inserting it, thighs trembling from aftershocks, the note crumpled in her fist. Snow piled against the window, muffling the city’s roar until all she heard was the low pulse between her legs and the whisper in her mind: His.

She told herself it was temporary. A relapse. Tomorrow she’d flush the egg, change addresses again, bury the story deeper. But when she finally stood, legs shaky, she didn’t remove it. Instead she cradled her belly and whispered to the flutter inside: “What do you want from me?”

The answer came at midnight.

Her phone rang — unknown number, but the area code was the clinic’s old one. She answered without thinking, breath held.

Silence at first. Then his voice, velvet and ice: “Did you miss me, little mother?”

Mara’s knees buckled. She sank onto the couch, free hand slipping between her thighs unconsciously, pressing the egg deeper. “How did you find me?”

A soft laugh. “The god calls to me. Through you. I feel every kick, every quicken. You’re wet right now, aren’t you? Touching yourself to my voice.”

She was. Fingers circling her clit over the fabric of her panties, the vibration intensifying as if he controlled it remotely. “Stop this. The FBI—”

“They won’t find me. And you won’t tell them about the egg. Or the dreams where you beg me to fuck you full again.”

The child rolled, a wave of movement that made her gasp. Pleasure spiked low, her nipples hardening under the sweater, leaking faint drops of colostrum.

“Come to me,” Vale continued, voice dropping to a growl. “There’s a black car waiting downstairs. Get in. Let me see how beautifully you’ve swelled.”

“No,” she whispered, but her body was already moving — standing, grabbing her coat, the egg’s pulses guiding her like a leash.

The elevator ride was agony. Every floor ding made her clench around the jade, slick building until it dripped down her inner thighs. The lobby was empty; outside, snow swirled around a sleek SUV with tinted windows.

The back door opened from inside.

Seraphine sat there, belly rounded like Mara’s, white robe peeking from under a coat. Her eyes gleamed with triumph and madness. “Father sent me to fetch you. Get in, sister.”

Mara hesitated, snow melting on her lashes. The child kicked hard — insistent, demanding.

She got in.

The door locked. Seraphine leaned close, lips brushing Mara’s ear. “He’s rebuilt the Sanctum. Deeper. Safer. For us. For the gods we carry.”

Her hand slid under Mara’s coat, over the swell, then lower, pressing against the egg through the fabric. “Good girl. You kept it warm for him.”

The vibration surged. Mara moaned, head falling back against the seat as Seraphine kissed her neck, fingers deftly slipping inside her panties to twist the pearl chain.

The drive blurred — city lights fading into dark highways, snow thickening. Mara came twice in the back seat, Seraphine’s mouth on her breasts nursing the leaking milk while her fingers fucked the egg in and out in slow, ritualistic strokes.

They arrived at a secluded estate: Gothic spires piercing the storm, roses blooming impossibly in winter beds. Graves? Or gardens?

Vale waited in the foyer, naked, erection straining, eyes devouring her swell.

“Undress,” he commanded.

She did, snow-melt and slick pooling at her feet. The brand burned hot under his gaze.

He crossed to her, palm cupping her belly. The child stilled, as if in reverence.

“Tonight,” he said, leading her down black stairs to a new Sanctum — larger, mirrors everywhere, an altar waiting with fresh restraints, “we harvest together.”

Seraphine strapped her down beside another pregnant woman — eyes vacant, belly ripe. Vale fucked them both in turn, slow and deep, while acolytes chanted.

But as he thrust into Mara, spilling inside her with a roar, she felt the shift.

The child wasn’t his god anymore.

It was hers.

And when the scalpel glinted in his hand, she smiled.

The war wasn’t over. It had just begun.


Chapter Thirteen

Rite of the Twin Gods

The new Sanctum pulsed with candlelight and the low hum of chants, mirrors multiplying the scene into an infinite orgy of flesh and shadow. Mara lay strapped to the altar, belly arched high, the jade egg still vibrating deep inside her like a siren’s call. Beside her, the other pregnant woman — eyes glazed, lips parted in silent ecstasy — mirrored her pose, their swells brushing as the restraints held them close.

Vale moved between them like a dark priest, cock gleaming with oil and precome. He entered the other woman first, slow and deep, her moans rising in harmony with the acolytes’ voices. Seraphine knelt at the altar’s edge, hands on both bellies, whispering blessings while her own child kicked in response.

But Mara’s eyes stayed locked on Vale. The drug from the car ride still coursed through her — or was it the egg? The pregnancy? Him? — turning every breath into foreplay. Her cunt clenched around the jade, slick leaking down to pool on the obsidian beneath her. The child rolled again, a wave that sent pleasure spiking through her core.

Mine, she thought, the word a blade in her mind. Not yours.

Vale withdrew from the other woman with a wet sound, come dripping from her entrance. He turned to Mara, eyes devouring her swell, the faint stretch marks like lightning across her skin.

“You’ve ripened so beautifully,” he murmured, fingers tracing the curve. “Feel how the god greets me.”

He pressed his palm flat; the child kicked hard against it, drawing a gasp from them both.

Then he notched himself at her entrance and pushed in — bare, burning, filling her around the egg in a stretch that bordered on pain. She arched, straps biting into her wrists, the mirrors showing every inch of him disappearing inside her swollen, slick folds.

The vibration intensified, synced to his thrusts. Each stroke ground the egg against her cervix, turning the fuck into something ritualistic, profane. Milk leaked from her nipples in steady drips; Seraphine leaned in to lap at one, suckling while her free hand pinched the other.

Vale’s rhythm turned savage, hips snapping, balls slapping her ass. “Come for me, little mother. Milk my cock like you milk for our god.”

She shattered — orgasm ripping through her in waves that clamped around him, pulling him deeper. He roared and flooded her, pulse after pulse mixing with her slick, overflowing in creamy rivers that the mirrors captured in endless detail.

But as he softened inside her, Mara felt the shift again. The child wasn’t just kicking. It was moving — low, insistent, a pressure building like a storm.

Vale pulled out, come leaking from her in thick pulses. He reached for the scalpel on the side table, blade glinting.

“Tonight we harvest,” he said, voice reverent. “Your ascension begins.”

Seraphine’s eyes widened. “Father — she’s early. The god isn’t ready.”

He ignored her, tracing the scalpel’s tip lightly over Mara’s belly, not cutting, just teasing. The cold metal made her clench, another aftershock rippling through her.

Now, the journalist’s ghost whispered. Fight.

But the mother — the vessel, the goddess — smiled up at him.

“Untie me,” she whispered. “Let me hold you while you take it.”

Vale hesitated, eyes narrowing. Then nodded to Seraphine.

The straps fell away.

Mara sat up slowly, hands cradling her belly. The egg still hummed, but she ignored it, focusing on the building pressure inside.

She pulled Vale close, kissing him deep, tongue tasting of milk and sin. Her hands slid down his back, nails digging in.

Then she pushed — not him, but inside herself. The child surged, a contraction that wasn’t birth but something darker.

Vale gasped, eyes widening. “What—”

Blood bloomed between them — not from her, from him. His abdomen split open, a clean surgical slice from navel to groin, as if an invisible scalpel had mirrored his own.

He staggered back, hands clutching the wound, ice-blue eyes shocked.

The child kicked again, and Vale’s skin rippled — something moving beneath it, toward the gash.

Seraphine screamed, lunging for Mara.

But Mara was faster. She grabbed the real scalpel from the table and slashed — not at Seraphine, but at the air between them. The nurse crumpled anyway, belly deflating like a punctured balloon, her own child fluttering visible for a split second before stilling.

The acolytes froze, chants dying.

Mara stood, naked and blood-slick, the jade egg expelling itself with a wet thud. The mirrors showed her from every angle: a madonna fractured, belly glowing with inner light.

“The gods aren’t yours,” she said, voice echoing unnaturally. “They’re mine.”

Vale fell to his knees, wound gaping. Something small and blue-eyed crawled from it — not a baby, but a shadow, a essence, merging with the flutter in Mara’s womb.

Twins now. Her twins.

She walked past him, up the stairs, into the storm.

Behind her, the estate burned — flames licking the roses, consuming the graves.

The war was hers to win.

And the children kicked in approval.


Chapter Fourteen

Blood Birth

Flames licked the estate’s spires as Mara walked naked into the snow, belly glowing like a lantern in the storm. The fire behind her roared — not natural, but born from the same dark wellspring that had split Vale open and silenced Seraphine. The acolytes scattered into the night, their chants turning to screams as roses withered black and graves cracked open, spilling bones like forgotten offerings.

She felt no cold. The twins inside her — her stolen gods, fused from Vale’s essence and her own fury — radiated heat that pulsed through her veins. Milk dripped from her nipples, freezing into pearls on her skin. Between her legs, blood and come mingled in slow, warm trails, marking her path like a breadcrumb trail for whatever hunted her next.

The journalist was gone now, ashes in the blaze. The mother? She laughed into the wind — a sound that cracked like thunder, sending birds exploding from the trees. No, she was something else: a vessel cracked and reforged, a madonna with teeth.

Sirens wailed in the distance — real ones this time, drawn by the inferno. Mara kept walking, hand splayed over her swell. The twins kicked in unison, a rhythm that vibrated through her core, making her cunt clench with aftershocks. Pleasure and power intertwined; every step sent a jolt low, as if birthing them would be one long, endless orgasm.

She reached the highway, snow swirling around her like a bridal veil. A truck slowed, headlights cutting the whiteout. The driver — burly, bearded, eyes widening at the naked pregnant woman bathed in firelight — slammed the brakes.

“Jesus Christ, lady! You okay?”

Mara smiled, teeth bared. “Get out.”

He did, stumbling into the ditch, coat flapping. She slid into the cab, the warmth of the heater nothing compared to the furnace inside her. As she drove, the twins shifted again — lower, pressing against her cervix like insistent lovers.

The contraction hit fifty miles out, on a deserted stretch of interstate. Pain bloomed sharp and sweet, her womb clamping down. She pulled over, gasping, one hand on the wheel, the other diving between her thighs. Fingers found her clit swollen, slick; she rubbed in frantic circles as the wave built.

“Come for us,” the twins whispered in her mind — voices tiny but ancient, laced with Vale’s velvet growl.

She did, screaming into the dashboard as fluid gushed between her legs, soaking the seat. Not water breaking. Something thicker, pearlescent, scented with roses and copper.

Another contraction. Harder. She pushed instinctively, bearing down as her cunt stretched impossibly. The first twin crowned — not a head, but a hand, tiny fingers curling out to grasp her thigh.

Pleasure spiked white-hot. Mara came again, hips bucking, the orgasm milking the child lower. It emerged slick and glowing, skin translucent blue, eyes ice like its father’s but burning with her fire. Not crying. Smiling.

She lifted it to her breast; it latched immediately, suckling colostrum mixed with blood. The pull sent aftershocks through her, nipples hardening to points.

The second twin followed faster — sliding out in a rush of fluid that splashed the floorboards. Identical, but fiercer, biting down hard enough to draw blood from her other breast.

Mara held them both, milk and blood flowing freely, the cab steaming with the scent of birth and sex. The twins nursed in silence, growing before her eyes — not to children, but to shadows, essences that seeped into her skin like ink into water.

Power flooded her. The brand on her back faded, absorbed. Vale’s claim erased.

She drove on, twins now part of her, fluttering not in her womb but in her veins. The highway stretched endless, snow giving way to dawn.

Behind her, the estate’s ashes cooled.

Ahead, the world waited — ripe for harvest.

Her harvest.


Chapter Fifteen

Vessel Eternal

Mara drove through the dawn, the truck’s heater blasting warm air that smelled faintly of diesel and old coffee. The twins thrummed inside her — not as separate beings anymore, but woven into her blood, her nerves, her very breath. Every inhale carried their essence; every exhale released a faint glow, like bioluminescent mist fogging the windshield.

Her body ached in the best ways: womb empty but echoing with the memory of birth, breasts heavy and leaking steadily onto her lap, cunt still pulsing from the blood-slick emergence. She touched herself idly at red lights, fingers dipping into the mess between her thighs, bringing them to her lips to taste the mingled fluids — milk, blood, come, power. Each lick sent a shiver through her, the twins amplifying the sensation until her vision blurred with mini-orgasms that made driving hazardous.

She didn’t know where she was going. West, maybe. Toward the horizon where the sun bled red over snow-dusted fields. The radio crackled static, then a news bulletin: “Authorities investigating a massive fire at a remote estate in upstate New York. Multiple bodies recovered, including what appear to be ritualistic remains. Fugitive Dr. Elias Vale still at large…”

Mara laughed, low and throaty. Vale wasn’t at large. He was gone — harvested, his essence stolen and fused into her twins during that final, impossible rite. She felt him sometimes, a faint echo in her veins, ice-blue and hungry, but subdued. Hers to command.

The first sign came at a gas station diner, somewhere in Pennsylvania. She stopped for food — ravenous, craving raw meat and warm milk. The waitress, a tired woman in her forties with faint stretch marks peeking from her uniform, stared at Mara’s glow, her blood-streaked skin.

“You okay, hon? Looks like you been through hell.”

Mara smiled, reaching across the counter to touch the woman’s hand. “Better than okay. Want to feel?”

The touch sparked — the twins reaching out through her fingertips. The waitress gasped, eyes widening as a flush climbed her neck. Her nipples hardened visibly under the polyester, a wet spot blooming between her legs.

“Oh God,” she moaned, knees buckling. “What… what is that?”

“Salvation,” Mara whispered. “Open for me.”

The woman did — right there behind the counter, hiking up her skirt, panties shoved aside. Mara slid two fingers inside her, slow and deep, channeling the twins’ power. The waitress came instantly, squirting across the linoleum, sobbing prayers as milk beaded on her breasts despite never having children.

Mara withdrew, licked her fingers clean. Left the woman kneeling in ecstasy, a faint blue glow in her eyes.

The harvest had begun.

By nightfall, in a motel off I-80, Mara had three more converts: the desk clerk, a trucker in the next room, a hitchhiker she’d picked up on impulse. She fucked them all — strapless, using only her body and the twins’ glow. The clerk nursed from her while the trucker took her from behind, cock grinding deep as the hitchhiker licked her clit. Orgasms chained together, each release planting a seed: blue-eyed loyalty, a craving for more.

They followed her out, collared by invisible chains, bellies already quickening with something not quite human.

Mara dreamed that night of a new chapel: not stone and stained glass, but flesh and fire. Wombs as altars, cocks as relics, milk flowing like rivers of communion. She woke wet, fingering herself to the vision, the twins purring approval.

Dawn brought news on the motel TV: “Mysterious pregnancies reported across the Northeast. Women claiming divine conception after encounters with a glowing figure. Authorities baffled.”

She switched it off, smiling.

The world was ripe. Empty vessels waiting to be filled.

And Mara — mother, goddess, eternal — drove on, harvesting souls one ecstatic fuck at a time.

The end was only the beginning.


Epilogue

Eternal Bloom

Years melted away like wax under flame, each one scorching hotter than the last.

Mara reigned in the redwood grove of Northern California, her naked form a living altar beneath the ancient canopy. Sunlight pierced the leaves in golden shafts, caressing skin that glowed with an unholy radiance—breasts eternally swollen and dripping, hips curved from phantom births that left her cunt perpetually slick and aching. The twins pulsed within her veins like twin heartbeats, amplifying every sensation until a mere breeze between her thighs could trigger a shuddering release.

Tonight, under the blood-red harvest moon, the rite reached its fevered zenith.

Dozens of converts encircled her in the grove, bodies oiled and entwined in a writhing mandala of flesh—women with bellies swollen by her touch, men rigid and leaking, all collared by invisible chains of desire. The air thickened with the musk of arousal: sweat-slick skin slapping, moans rising in choral ecstasy, milk spraying in arcs as nipples were pinched and suckled.

Mara moved through them like a storm, her presence igniting infernos. She paused at a young acolyte—belly just rounding, cunt shaved bare and glistening—pressing two fingers inside her without preamble. The woman bucked, inner walls clenching greedily as Mara curled deep, channeling the twins’ power. Slick gushed over her hand; the acolyte screamed, squirting in violent pulses that soaked the earth, her orgasm chaining into another’s as Mara withdrew and fed the dripping fingers to a kneeling man, his cock throbbing untouched.

Deeper in the circle, a cluster of bodies formed a living throne. Mara straddled a convert’s face, grinding her swollen clit against his tongue while another thrust into her from behind—cock bare, veins pulsing as he bottomed out against her cervix. Milk leaked from her breasts in steady rivers; hands reached up to milk her harder, fingers twisting nipples until she arched, head thrown back, coming with a guttural roar that shook the redwoods. Her release flooded the man’s mouth below, choking him in sweet, sacred nectar as the one behind her snarled and erupted inside her, come overflowing in thick, creamy ropes that dripped down her thighs.

But the twins demanded more. Their whispers turned to commands, surging through her like electric fire.

She rose, slick and blood-flushed, and commanded the mandala to tighten. Bodies pressed closer—cunts grinding against cocks, mouths devouring leaks, fingers plunging into every orifice. Mara stood at the center, arms raised, and unleashed the glow.

It hit like a wave: every convert climaxed at once, a symphony of screams and spasms. Women squirted in unison, arcs crossing like ritual offerings; men erupted without touch, come painting bellies and breasts in pearly sigils. Milk flowed freely, mixing with fluids on the forest floor until the ground steamed with the scent of roses, copper, and raw sex.

Mara shattered last—orgasm building from her core, womb clenching empty but full of power, cunt spasming so hard she collapsed to her knees. The twins amplified it endlessly: wave after wave, squirting in forceful jets that baptized the nearest converts, her screams echoing as milk jetted from her nipples in pressurized streams, soaking faces turned up in worship.

As the aftershocks faded, the grove fell silent save for ragged breaths. Mara pressed her palm to her abdomen, feeling the eternal hum.

The ache was gone—replaced by this: goddess incarnate, harvesting ecstasy one shuddering release at a time.

And under the moon, blue-eyed shadows smiled, hungry for the next bloom.
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