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Chapter 1: License on the Line

The Phoenix heat slammed into us the second we stepped off the private jet.
Desert air. Dry as bone. Hot as hell.
I squinted against the glare bouncing off the tarmac, my shirt already sticking to my back. Behind me, Elena’s heels clicked on the metal steps—sharp, precise, pissed off. She’d been silent for the last hour of the flight, jaw tight, fingers drumming against her Hermès bag.
“There.” She pointed toward the terminal. “Black sedan. That’s our ride.”
Alyssa descended next, her E-cup tits straining against a white tank top that was already going translucent with sweat. Fuck, even stressed and tired, she was a walking wet dream. Copper hair catching the Arizona sun, freckles scattered across those massive breasts like constellations I wanted to trace with my tongue.
Marisol and Yoo-mi followed, both looking like they’d rather be anywhere else.
“Remind me why we’re here again?” Yoo-mi muttered, purple hair wilting in the heat.
“Because our doctor is about to lose her license,” Elena said. “And without Dr. Lawson, we’re fucked.”
Not the good kind of fucked either.
The limo’s air conditioning hit us like a blessing. I settled back into leather seats, watching Phoenix blur past through tinted windows. Strip malls. Fast food. Tract housing stretching toward mountains that looked like broken teeth.
“How bad is it?” I asked.
Elena’s gray eyes flicked to mine. “Bad enough that they’re threatening emergency suspension. Some bullshit about ‘reproductive misconduct’ and ‘unethical fertility coaching.’”
“What’s that even mean?”
“It means someone’s been watching us.” Her voice dropped to ice. “Someone knows about the club. About what we’re doing.”
My gut clenched. The breeding program. The pregnancy contracts. The fact that I’d knocked up half the women in our neighborhood and was working on the rest.
Yeah, that might look suspicious to the medical board.
“Where’s Jade now?” Alyssa asked, leaning forward. Her tank top gaped, giving me a perfect view of creamy cleavage. My cock stirred despite everything.
“Her clinic. Downtown. We’re meeting her there.”
The limo pulled up to a sleek glass building. Modern. Expensive. The kind of place that screamed “fertility specialist to the rich and desperate.”
Inside, the lobby was all marble and soft lighting. Soothing. Professional. The kind of place where miracles happened for people who could afford them.
Dr. Jade Lawson sat in a leather chair, head in her hands.
She looked up when we entered. Those gray-green eyes were rimmed with red, her usually perfect auburn bob mussed. She wore her typical teal scrubs under a white lab coat, but the fabric looked wrinkled. Defeated.
“Mason.” She stood, smoothing down her coat. “Ladies. Thank you for coming.”
“What exactly are we dealing with?” Elena asked, all business.
Jade held up a manila envelope. “Emergency hearing. Tomorrow morning. The Arizona Medical Board is alleging I’ve been providing ‘experimental fertility treatments’ to an ‘abnormally high number of patients with shared demographics.’”
“Shared demographics?”
“All my pregnant patients are wealthy suburban women. All married to different men. All receiving treatment at the same time.” She laughed bitterly. “And apparently, all connected to one personal trainer.”
Me.
“They know about the club?” Alyssa’s voice was barely a whisper.
“They know something. I don’t know how much.” Jade’s hands shook as she opened the envelope. “But if they suspend my license, I can’t practice. Can’t help you. Can’t help anyone.”
Elena was already pulling out her phone. “What if you didn’t need to practice from this clinic?”
“What do you mean?”
“What if someone bought this place? Rebranded it. Made you the head of a new fertility institute with unlimited resources?”
Jade blinked. “Elena, I appreciate the thought, but—”
“I’m not asking.” Elena’s smile was sharp as a blade. “I’m telling you. By end of business today, this will be the Radiant Life Institute. You’ll be the director. And whatever legal bullshit they’re throwing at you, we’ll bury it in lawyers and paperwork.”
That’s my ice queen. Turn a crisis into a conquest.
“Can you even do that?” Marisol asked.
“I can do anything with enough money.” Elena was already dialing. “And I have plenty of money.”
While she handled the business side, I found myself alone with Jade in the ultrasound suite. The room was dark, machines humming softly. The examination table sat in the center, stirrups folded, waiting.
“You didn’t have to come,” Jade said quietly.
“Yeah, I did.” I stepped closer. “You’ve been taking care of all of us. Making sure everyone’s healthy. Making sure the pregnancies go smoothly.”
She looked up at me, and something shifted in her expression. The professional mask slipped, just for a second. What I saw underneath made my pulse spike.
Hunger.
“I’ve been watching,” she whispered, her voice tight. “All those exams. All those consultations. Watching you with them. Watching them glow from what you give them.”
Her hand reached out, not touching me, but hovering. Then, with a sharp, decisive snap, she pulled a nitrile glove from the dispenser and stretched it over her hand.
Thwip.
The sound echoed in the quiet room. A clinical sound. A doctor’s sound. But the look in her eyes was anything but.
“Do you know what that’s like?” she asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “To be the one with the clipboard and the ultrasound wand, confirming pregnancy after pregnancy, knowing I’m the only one in the room not carrying your child?”
“Jade—”
“I’m thirty-four, Mason. My whole life is about making babies for other people. And I’m empty.” She took a step closer, the scent of antiseptic and her own unique, musky arousal hitting me full force. “I need to know I’m still useful. Not just as a doctor. As a woman.”
Her gloved hand reached out and pressed flat against my chest, right over my heart. “I need proof.”
Before I could answer, she grabbed my hand and pulled it to her own body. Not to her hip. Straight to the front of her scrubs, pressing my palm hard against the V where her legs met.
Holy shit.
She was soaked. The thin teal fabric was already dark and damp, clinging to the mound of her pussy. I could feel the heat, the wetness, the desperate pulse of her need right through the material.
“Feel that?” she breathed, her voice cracking. “That’s for you. Every time you walk into my office. Every time you touch one of them in front of me, this is what happens.”
I should have pulled away. Should have been the professional one.
Fuck that.
I pressed my fingers harder into her, outlining the shape of her cunt through the scrubs. She gasped, a raw, needy sound that was pure animal. Her hips bucked against my hand.
“Mason—”
“Doctor’s orders, Jade,” I murmured, my voice dropping into the low, commanding tone I used when one of my girls needed to be reminded who was in charge. “You want proof? You’re going to get it.”
I hooked a thumb in the drawstring of her scrub pants and tugged. They loosened, and I slid my hand inside, past the elastic waistband. My fingers met the slick, expensive silk of her panties. And beneath them, a bush of soft, neatly trimmed auburn hair.
She wasn’t shaved. A doctor who was all business on the outside, but a woman with a wild side underneath. I liked that.
“Been thinking about this, Doctor?” I whispered, my lips brushing her ear.
“Every second,” she whimpered, her body trembling. “Every time I’d use the Doppler and hear a heartbeat, I’d imagine it was mine. Yours and mine.”
My fingers slid under the wet silk, finding her. She was swollen, slick, and burning hot. I found her clit, a hard little pearl already desperate for attention. I circled it once, and a choked cry escaped her lips.
“Quiet now,” I warned, my voice a low growl. “Don’t want the board of directors hearing how their star doctor begs for cock, do we?”
She bit her lip, nodding frantically, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and pure, unadulterated lust.
I slid one finger into her pussy.
Fuck.
She was tight. So fucking tight. And wet. Her inner walls clenched around my finger, milking me, trying to pull me deeper. I added a second, stretching her, and she threw her head back, a silent scream on her lips as she collapsed against me.
“That’s it,” I murmured, grinding my knuckles against her clit while I fucked her with my fingers. “Show me how much you need this. Show your breeder what a good patient you are.”
The clinical words in this filthy context made her lose it. She was grinding against my hand now, all pretense of professionalism gone. This was Dr. Jade Lawson, the fertility expert, reduced to a desperate, horny woman who needed to be filled.
I could hear the faint murmur of Elena’s voice from the lobby, but in here, the only sounds were the soft hum of the ultrasound machine, the slick slap of my fingers in her soaked cunt, and Jade’s ragged, panting breaths.
“I’m gonna come,” she gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Oh god, Mason, I’m gonna—”
“Look at me,” I commanded.
Her gray-green eyes, hazy with lust, snapped to mine. I could see myself reflected in them—the man who was about to break her. The man who was about to own her.
“Come for your breeder, Doctor,” I said, my voice rough. “Show me how you come apart.”
She shattered.
A guttural scream tore from her throat, muffled against my shoulder. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers in a series of violent, rolling convulsions, flooding my hand with her hot, slick juices. I felt her come drench her silk panties, soaking my wrist. Her whole body shook, a wild, uncontrolled orgasm that was months, maybe years, in the making.
I didn’t stop. Kept my fingers buried deep inside her, working her clit with my thumb, riding out every last aftershock until she was a sobbing, boneless weight in my arms.
“Please,” she gasped. “Can’t… too much…”
I finally pulled my hand away, fingers glistening with her arousal. She looked up at me, pupils blown wide, hair mussed from thrashing against the examination table.
“Feel better?” I asked.
She laughed, shaky but real. “Much.”
The heart-rate monitor on the wall was beeping steadily. I glanced at it—112 bpm. Elevated but not dangerous.
“Guess we got your heart rate up,” I said.
She followed my gaze and blushed. “I should turn that off. It’s connected to the main system.”
“Leave it.” I stepped back, giving her space to straighten her clothes. “Let them wonder what kind of stress test we were running.”
She smoothed down her scrubs, trying to regain some composure. But I could see the change in her. The way she stood straighter. The way her eyes held mine without flinching.
“This can’t happen again,” she said. “Not until after the hearing. Not until we know I’m safe.”
“Fair enough.” I headed for the door. “But Jade?”
She looked up.
“After we save your license? After Elena turns this place into our private breeding facility?” I let my gaze travel down her body, taking in every curve hidden beneath professional clothing. “I’m gonna finish what we started.”
Her breath caught. “Promise?”
“Count on it.”
I left her there, straightening her lab coat and trying to pretend she wasn’t still trembling from her orgasm. In the lobby, Elena was ending her call with a satisfied smile.
“Done,” she announced. “Papers are being drawn up. By tomorrow morning, you’ll be the director of the Radiant Life Institute.”
“And the hearing?” Jade asked, appearing in the doorway.
“My lawyers will handle it. They’ll argue that any allegations against you are moot since you’re now operating under a new license structure.” Elena’s smile was predatory. “We turn their attack into our advantage.”
I had to admire her style. Elena didn’t just solve problems—she conquered them.
“What about the rest of us?” Yoo-mi asked. “If they’re watching the clinic, won’t they be watching us too?”
“Let them watch,” Elena said. “We’ve got nothing to hide. We’re consenting adults making informed choices about our reproductive health.”
“And if they dig deeper?” Marisol pressed.
Elena’s eyes found mine. “Then we make sure they find exactly what we want them to find.”
The limo was waiting outside. As we drove through Phoenix traffic, I thought about what had just happened. About Jade’s desperate need, her professional mask cracking to reveal the woman underneath.
She’d been watching us for months. Documenting our sessions. Confirming pregnancies. Playing the role of detached medical professional while burning with envy.
Now she wanted in.
The question was: what would Elena think about adding our doctor to the breeding program?
I glanced at my ice queen, already planning her next move on her phone. She’d bought an entire medical facility to protect one woman. That wasn’t just business—that was personal.
Elena wanted to win. At everything.
And that included making sure every woman in our circle got what she needed.
Even if what she needed was me.
The limo pulled up to the hotel. Five-star. Expensive. The kind of place where nobody asked questions about why a personal trainer was traveling with four beautiful women.
“Get some rest,” Elena said as we headed for the elevator. “Tomorrow we find out if we’re going to war.”
I watched the floors count up, thinking about battles and conquests. About Jade’s desperate hunger and Elena’s ruthless ambition.
About the hearing that could destroy everything we’d built.
But mostly, I thought about Jade’s promise. About finishing what we’d started in that examination room.
Because whatever happened tomorrow, I had a feeling our breeding program was about to get a lot more interesting.
The elevator chimed, and we stepped into the hallway. Five rooms. Five keys.
But somehow, I knew we wouldn’t be sleeping alone.
Elena paused at her door, looking back at me. “Mason?”
“Yeah?”
“Tomorrow, we save our doctor. And then…” Her smile was sharp, predatory. “Then we put her to work.”
The door closed behind her, leaving me alone in the hallway.
Save our doctor. Put her to work.
I thought about Jade’s desperate need, her professional composure cracking under the weight of months of watching. About the way she’d ground against my hand, begging for proof that she mattered.
Tomorrow, we’d find out if we could keep her license.
But tonight?
Tonight, I was going to make sure she knew exactly how much she mattered to all of us.
I headed for my room, already planning round two.
Because if there was one thing I’d learned about breeding programs, it was that they worked best when everyone got what they needed.
And Dr. Jade Lawson had needs that went way beyond medicine.
Time to give her a proper consultation.




Chapter 2: Quarantine Wing Christening

Nightfall painted Phoenix in shades of amber and shadow.
I stood on the hotel balcony, watching the city lights flicker to life. The desert heat was finally breaking, but the air still carried that dry, electric feeling that made my skin tingle.
Behind me, the shower was running. Elena getting ready for whatever she had planned next.
My phone buzzed. Text from Jade: Radiant Life Institute paperwork complete. You should see the isolation wing. It’s… impressive.
Another buzz. This time from Elena: Meet me in the lobby. Twenty minutes. Wear something you can get dirty.
I frowned at the screen. Get dirty? What the hell was she planning?
Twenty minutes later, I found out.
Elena stood in the marble lobby like a vision in designer darkness. Black silk blouse, tailored slacks, heels that could cut glass. Her hair was pulled back in that severe bun that made her look like a dominatrix playing dress-up as a businesswoman.
“Ready?” she asked.
“For what?”
Her smile was sharp. “A tour.”
The limo ride back to the clinic was quiet. Elena stared out the window, fingers drumming against her clutch. Whatever was on her mind, she was keeping it locked away behind that ice-queen mask.
The clinic looked different at night. Darker. More intimate. Security lights cast long shadows across the lobby, and the marble floor reflected everything in ghostly doubles.
Jade was waiting for us, still in her scrubs. She’d changed into fresh ones—crisp teal that made her eyes look almost green in the low light.
“How do the new ownership papers look?” Elena asked.
“Perfect. I’m officially the director of the Radiant Life Institute as of six hours ago.” Jade’s smile was tired but real. “Your lawyers are thorough.”
“They’re expensive. There’s a difference.” Elena’s gaze swept the lobby. “Show me the isolation wing.”
Jade led us through a set of double doors I hadn’t noticed before. The hallway beyond was different from the rest of the clinic—older, more clinical. Fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting everything in harsh white.
“This was the quarantine section,” Jade explained. “For patients who needed… privacy. It’s been empty for months.”
We passed room after room. Through the windows, I could see examination tables, monitors, IV stands. All waiting. All empty.
“Perfect,” Elena murmured.
“For what?” I asked.
She didn’t answer. Just kept walking, heels clicking on polished floor.
The last room was bigger than the others. More equipment. More space. The examination table in the center was surrounded by monitors, IV stands, and a rolling cart full of medical supplies.
“This one,” Elena said. “Open it.”
Jade swiped her keycard, and the door clicked open. Inside, the air was cool and sterile. Everything was chrome and white, clean lines and precise angles.
“Impressive,” Elena said, running her fingers along the examination table. “What’s the patient capacity?”
“One at a time. This was for… specialized treatments.”
“Specialized how?”
Jade’s cheeks flushed. “Fertility procedures. Insemination. Monitoring. Things that required… extended observation.”
Elena’s smile was predatory. “Extended observation. I like that.”
She walked to a supply closet and opened it. Inside were stacks of hospital gowns, surgical gloves, and other medical supplies. But what caught my attention were the restraint straps hanging from hooks.
“Restraints?” I asked.
“For patient safety,” Jade said quickly. “Some procedures require the patient to remain still for extended periods.”
Elena lifted one of the straps, examining it. Soft leather lined with silk. Expensive. Comfortable.
“These aren’t standard medical restraints,” she observed.
“No,” Jade admitted. “They’re… specialized. For patients who might need extra reassurance.”
“Or extra control.”
“That too.”
Elena turned to me, eyes glittering. “Mason, I need you to understand something. This isn’t just a clinic anymore. This is our laboratory. Our breeding facility. Our kingdom.”
She gestured to the equipment surrounding us. “Everything here is designed for one purpose: making babies. Monitoring conception. Tracking pregnancies. Ensuring success.”
“And the restraints?”
“Are for making sure nothing goes wrong.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “Do you know what my biggest fear is?”
I shook my head.
“Failure. Missing my window. Having you slip out before you’ve finished inside me.” She moved closer, until I could smell her perfume. “I’ve been trying to get pregnant for months, Mason. Months of tracking ovulation, timing sessions, measuring everything. And I’m still empty.”
Her hand pressed against her flat stomach. “But here? With all this equipment? With proper monitoring and restraints and medical supervision?” She looked around the room like it was a shrine. “Here, we can control everything.”
“Elena—”
“Take off your clothes.” Her voice was flat, a command, not a request.
I blinked. “What?”
“You heard me. Strip.” She was already moving toward the examination table, her hips swaying with purpose as she unbuttoned her silk blouse. “Jade, start the monitoring equipment. I want baseline vitals. On both of us.”
“Elena, I’m not sure this is—”
“Doctor’s orders,” Elena said, her voice cutting through Jade’s hesitation. “This is a medical procedure. A controlled insemination trial. We will document everything.”
She shrugged out of her blouse, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her perfect, high breasts. Her skin was pale, almost luminous in the sterile light. Her slacks slid down her long legs, pooling around her ankles. She kicked them away.
“Are you going to make me do this alone, breeder?” she asked, her eyes locking on mine.
Fuck it. My shirt came off, followed by my pants. I was already hard, my cock straining against my boxers.
Jade, looking pale and shaken, moved around the room like a ghost, her hands flying across control panels. Monitors flickered to life, displaying a cascade of numbers and waveforms. The room filled with the soft, rhythmic beeping of a heart monitor.
“Vitals are stable,” Jade reported, her voice a little breathless. “Both subjects are elevated but within normal parameters.”
Elena was down to her underwear now—a matching black lace set that hugged her statuesque curves like a second skin. She was a goddess of ice and shadow, and this was her temple.
“The restraints,” she said to Jade, her voice low and husky. “Prepare the table.”
“Elena, I really don’t think—”
“I’m not asking for your opinion, Doctor. I’m asking for your professional assistance.” Elena’s voice was cold steel. “This is a fertility procedure. The subject—me—needs to remain in the optimal position for conception. The restraints will ensure I don’t move at a critical moment. It’s for data integrity.”
Jade swallowed hard but nodded, her professionalism kicking in. She moved to the examination table, her hands surprisingly steady as she adjusted the silk-lined leather restraints. They weren’t for punishment. They were for control.
“Lie down,” Elena commanded, not to me, but to herself. She settled onto the table, the cool leather sighing under her weight. She lay back, arms stretched above her head, legs spread, offering herself to the clinical precision of the room. The position was a paradox: utterly vulnerable, yet radiating absolute power.
“Jade,” she said softly, her voice a velvet purr. “The restraints.”
With trembling fingers, Jade secured the soft leather straps around Elena’s wrists, clicking them into place.
“And my ankles.”
More straps. Elena’s legs were spread wide now, held fast. She was completely exposed, a willing sacrifice on the altar of science and lust.
“Perfect,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Now, Mason. Come here.”
I approached the table, my cock throbbing, a thick bead of precum already leaking from the tip. Elena was magnificent. Pale skin against black lace and dark leather, her silver eyes burning with a feverish, intelligent need.
“Jade,” Elena said, her gaze never leaving mine. “I want you to monitor everything. Heart rate, blood pressure, core temperature. And I want you to record it.”
“Record it?”
“Video. For the official medical record. To ensure we are optimizing conception conditions.” Elena’s smile was a wicked slash in the dim light. “Doctor’s orders.”
Jade moved to a camera mounted on a chrome arm. Professional medical equipment, designed for recording surgical procedures. She adjusted the angle, focusing it directly between Elena’s spread thighs.
“Ready,” she said, her voice barely a whisper.
“Good. Now, Mason, I want you to remove my bra.”
I reached for the clasp, but Elena shook her head, the movement sending a ripple through her body.
“No. Cut it off.”
“What?”
“There are trauma shears in the supply cart. Get them. I want to feel helpless. I want you to take it from me.”
I found the shears. They were heavy, cold, and brutally efficient. The sound they made as they sliced through the delicate French lace was obscene in the quiet room.
Snip.
Elena’s tits spilled free, pale and perfect, the nipples already hard, pebbled peaks that begged for my mouth.
“Now the panties,” she ordered, her voice husky.
More cutting. More expensive lace falling away. Until Elena was completely naked, completely restrained, completely at my mercy.
“Jade,” Elena said, her voice thick with arousal. “Report.”
“Subject One heart rate: 110. Blood pressure: 140 over 90. Temperature: 99.2.”
“Elevated but not dangerous,” Elena observed clinically. “And Subject Two?”
“Heart rate: 95. Blood pressure: 130 over 85. Temperature: 98.8.”
“Interesting. He’s more controlled than I am.” Elena’s eyes bored into mine. “Are you ready, breeder?”
I moved between her spread legs, the head of my cock brushing against her wet folds. She was soaked, a slick, hot mess of arousal.
“Wait,” Elena commanded. “Jade. Gloves.”
“What?”
“Snap on a pair of nitrile gloves. I want you to guide him in. For medical precision. Doctor’s orders.”
Jade’s hands were shaking as she pulled on the gloves. The sound was loud in the quiet room—a sharp, sterile thwip.
“Now,” Elena said, her voice a low growl. “Help him.”
Jade’s gloved hand wrapped around my cock. The latex was cool, clinical, a shocking contrast to the heat of my skin. She guided my throbbing length to Elena’s entrance, her fingers expertly positioning me.
“Slowly,” Elena breathed, her eyes fluttering shut. “I want to feel every single inch.”
I pushed forward, sliding into her tight, wet heat. She was a furnace, slick with need. The restraints made her arch her back, her body straining against the leather, unable to control the angle or depth.
“Oh, god,” she gasped, her voice echoing slightly in the sterile room. “Yes. Just like that.”
I sank deeper, burying myself to the hilt. The position was perfect. I could see everything. Control everything. Elena was mine to use, mine to breed.
“Jade,” Elena panted, her head thrashing against the table. “Vitals.”
“Subject One heart rate: 132. Blood pressure: 150 over 95.”
“And Mason?”
“Heart rate: 98. Blood pressure: 135 over 90.”
“Good,” Elena grunted. “He’s in control. That’s what I need.” Her eyes flew open, wild and desperate. “Now fuck me. Fuck me like a lab animal. I want to feel you in my womb.”
I started to move, a slow, deep rhythm. The restraints forced Elena to take every inch, every thrust. There was no escape, no retreat.
“Harder,” she demanded, her voice raw. “I need it harder.”
I grabbed her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh, pulling her onto my cock with each brutal thrust. The examination table creaked and groaned, the instrument trays on the cart rattling with the force of our fucking.
“Yes!” Elena screamed, the sound bouncing off the tiled walls. “Like that! Fill me up! Breed me!”
I could feel her pussy clenching around my cock, trying to milk me. The restraints made her desperate, helpless to do anything but take it.
“I’m going to come,” she gasped, her body convulsing. “Oh god, I’m going to come so hard.”
“Not yet,” I growled, my voice rough with my own barely contained lust. “Not until I say so.”
I slowed my pace, drawing out the torture. She thrashed against the restraints, her moans turning into frustrated sobs.
“Please,” she begged, tears streaming down her temples. “I need to come. I need it.”
“Beg me properly.”
“Please, Mason. Please let me come. I’ll do anything. I’ll be your perfect breeding slut. Just please, let me come.”
That was what I was waiting for. I slammed into her, fucking her harder, faster, the sound of our wet bodies slapping together echoing like gunshots in the clinical silence.
“Come for me,” I commanded. “Come on my cock.”
Elena shattered. Her body went rigid, and a raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat. Her pussy clamped down on me in a series of violent, rolling convulsions, her orgasm ripping through her as she gushed her hot juices all over my shaft, soaking the examination table.
“Don’t stop,” she sobbed, her voice broken. “Keep going. I need your cum. I need it deep in my womb.”
I fucked her through her screaming climax, chasing my own release. When I felt the familiar tightening in my balls, I drove my cock as deep as it would go and held still.
“Look at me,” I ordered.
Elena’s eyes, wild and unfocused, snapped to mine.
“I’m going to breed you,” I said, my voice a low, primal growl. “I’m going to fill your womb with my seed.”
“Yes,” she whispered, a single word of total surrender. “Please. Give me everything.”
I exploded, my hot cum flooding her deep inside. I felt my seed jetting into her, hot and thick, a torrent of potential life. I didn’t pull out, staying buried deep inside her as my orgasm subsided.
“Don’t move,” I said, staying buried inside her. “Keep it all inside.”
Elena lay there, breathing hard, restraints keeping her in perfect position. My cum was leaking out around my cock, but most of it was staying deep where it belonged.
“Jade,” Elena said weakly. “Final vitals.”
“Heart rate 145. Blood pressure 160 over 100. Temperature 100.1.”
“And Mason?”
“Heart rate 105. Blood pressure 140 over 90. Temperature 99.3.”
“Perfect.” Elena’s smile was exhausted but satisfied. “Document everything. This is our control sample.”
I slowly pulled out, watching my cum stream down into the rinse pan. Elena’s pussy was gaping, swollen from use, still leaking my seed.
“Leave the restraints,” Elena said. “I want to stay like this for twenty minutes. Give the sperm time to reach their target.”
Jade moved around the room, checking equipment and making notes. She was trying to stay professional, but I could see the hunger in her eyes.
“Good work, Doctor,” Elena said. “That’s exactly what I needed.”
“This can’t become a regular thing,” Jade said quietly. “The equipment, the room… it’s supposed to be for actual medical procedures.”
“This was a medical procedure,” Elena replied. “Pre-conception therapy. Fertility optimization. Call it whatever you want.”
She looked at me, eyes glittering. “But you’re right about one thing. This can’t be regular.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean this was just the beginning. Tomorrow, after the hearing, we’re going to transform this place into exactly what we need.” Elena’s smile was predatory. “A breeding facility. A laboratory. A place where we can control every variable.”
“And the other women?”
“Will love it. Especially when they see the results.” Elena gestured to her cum-filled pussy. “This is science, Jade. We’re optimizing for success.”
I helped release her from the restraints, watching her stretch and flex. She looked satisfied, glowing with post-orgasmic bliss.
“How do you feel?” I asked.
“Bred,” she said simply. “For the first time in months, I feel properly bred.”
We cleaned up in silence, Elena putting on a hospital gown, me getting dressed. The room still smelled like sex and medical equipment, a combination that was becoming disturbingly arousing.
“Tomorrow,” Elena said as we prepared to leave. “After we win the hearing. After we secure Jade’s license. We’re going to expand this program.”
“Expand how?”
“More women. More equipment. More control.” She paused at the door, looking back at the examination table. “We’re going to build the perfect breeding facility. And you’re going to be the star attraction.”
The drive back to the hotel was quiet. Elena dozed against my shoulder, completely relaxed for the first time in months. Whatever demons were driving her, the restraints and medical monitoring had quieted them.
For now.
But I knew this was just the beginning. Elena had tasted control, tasted the power of turning medicine into breeding. She wasn’t going to stop here.
She was going to expand. Evolve. Transform.
And I was going to be right there with her, breeding every woman she brought into our laboratory.
The thought should have terrified me.
Instead, it made my cock hard all over again.
Elena stirred against my shoulder, eyes fluttering open. “Mason?”
“Yeah?”
“Tomorrow, we save our doctor. And then we build our kingdom.”
She was right. Tomorrow would change everything.
But tonight, I was content to hold my ice queen while she dreamed of restraints and medical equipment and the perfect breeding facility.
After all, every king needed a queen.
And every queen needed a laboratory to build her empire.
The limo pulled into the hotel, and I helped Elena out. She was still glowing, still satisfied, still dreaming of tomorrow’s possibilities.
“Thank you,” she said softly. “For trusting me. For letting me take control.”
“Always,” I said.
“Good.” Her smile was sharp, predatory. “Because tomorrow, I’m going to show you what real control looks like.”
The elevator carried us up to our floor, and Elena disappeared into her room. But I could still smell her on my skin, still feel the heat of her pussy around my cock.
Tomorrow, we’d face the medical board. We’d fight for Jade’s license. We’d defend our breeding program.
But tonight, I was going to dream of restraints and medical equipment and the ice queen who’d turned a fertility clinic into her personal laboratory.
Because if there was one thing I’d learned about Elena Radic, it was that she always got what she wanted.
And what she wanted was to be bred.
Properly. Medically. Completely.
I was just the lucky bastard who got to make it happen.
The thought followed me into sleep, where I dreamed of examination tables and silk restraints and the sound of medical equipment monitoring every heartbeat, every breath, every moment of perfect breeding bliss.




Chapter 3: Signed Informed Consent

Morning light streamed through the procedure theater windows, casting long shadows across the polished floor.
I stood in the center of the room, watching as our expanded family filed in. The space had been transformed overnight—Elena’s money at work again. What had been a standard medical conference room now looked like a high-tech breeding laboratory.
Tamara entered first, her sixteen-week bump proudly displayed in a fitted maternity top. She glowed with that radiant pregnancy energy, one hand resting protectively on her belly. Behind her came Paige, twenty weeks along and loving every minute of it. Her influencer brain was already calculating camera angles, checking lighting.
“This is perfect,” Paige whispered, adjusting her ring light. “My subscribers are going to lose their minds.”
Maya followed, her twelve-week bump barely visible under a silk blouse. She moved with her usual quiet efficiency, setting up her laptop in the corner. Always the strategist, always planning three moves ahead.
Alyssa brought up the rear, her eight-week pregnancy making her E-cup tits even more magnificent. She wore a low-cut wrap dress that threatened to spill her breasts with every step. I could already see the darkening around her nipples, the body preparing for what was coming.
“Where are Marisol and Yoo-mi?” Elena asked, checking her watch.
“Flight doesn’t land for another hour,” Maya replied. “They’re coming straight from the airport.”
Elena nodded, then gestured to the front of the room where a massive screen had been mounted. “We’ll start without them. They can sign when they arrive.”
Dr. Jade Lawson stood beside the screen, laptop open, projector ready. She looked different this morning—more confident, more determined. The lab coat was gone, replaced by a crisp white blouse and black pencil skirt. Professional but accessible.
“Ladies,” she began, “thank you for being here. What we’re about to do is unprecedented. We’re creating a formal framework for what we’ve been doing informally for months.”
She clicked a button, and the screen filled with legal text. Dense, complex, but clearly worded.
RADIANT LIFE INSTITUTE
VOLUNTARY PARTICIPATION IN EXPERIMENTAL FERTILITY STUDY
VIDEO CONSENT REQUIRED
“This document,” Jade continued, “legally protects all of us. It establishes that every participant is here by choice, that all activities are consensual, and that the medical supervision is legitimate.”
“What about the video requirement?” Tamara asked.
“Each participant will provide video consent, clearly stating their willingness to participate. This protects against any future claims of coercion or misconduct.”
Elena’s smile was sharp. “And if anyone tries to challenge our methods, we have ironclad legal protection.”
“Exactly.” Jade clicked to the next slide. “The benefits include unlimited medical supervision, fertility optimization, and comprehensive prenatal care. The risks are minimal—standard pregnancy risks, nothing more.”
I watched the women process this information. They’d been living this reality for months, but seeing it formalized made it real in a different way.
“Who signs first?” Alyssa asked.
“Actually,” Jade said, “there’s a hierarchy. Elena, as the founding member and primary financial backer, signs first. Then the pregnant participants, in order of conception. Then the pending participants.”
Elena stepped forward, pen in hand. “I, Elena Radic, hereby consent to voluntary participation in the Radiant Life Institute experimental fertility study.”
She signed with a flourish, then looked directly into Paige’s camera. “I confirm that this participation is entirely voluntary, that I understand all risks and benefits, and that I am excited to contribute to groundbreaking fertility research.”
Paige’s subscriber count was climbing steadily. Comments flooded the screen—mostly hearts and fire emojis, but also questions about what they were witnessing.
“Amazing,” Paige murmured. “This is the kind of content they pay premium for.”
Tamara was next. She placed one hand on her bump, the other on the pen.
“I, Tamara Johnson, consent to participate in this study. As you can see,” she turned sideways, showing her profile, “the results speak for themselves.”
More signatures followed. Paige made a show of it, winking at the camera and making suggestive comments about “voluntary participation.” Maya was clinical, efficient. Alyssa practically purred her consent, making sure her cleavage was prominent in the frame.
“And now,” Jade said, “we need to establish the medical supervision component.”
She moved to the center of the room, where a chair had been positioned directly in front of the camera. Medical equipment surrounded it—monitors, IV stands, the full clinical setup.
“As the supervising physician, I need to provide my own consent. But more than that.” She paused, looking directly at me. “I need to demonstrate that I’m not just an observer. I’m a participant.”
“What do you mean?” Elena asked.
“I mean Patient Zero.” Jade began unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a black lace bra underneath. “I’m going to be the first member of the program to transition from medical supervisor to active participant.”
The room went silent except for the hum of equipment.
“Jade, are you sure about this?” I asked.
“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.” She shrugged out of her blouse, revealing the lean runner’s body I’d glimpsed in the ultrasound suite. “I’ve spent months watching, documenting, supervising. It’s time to participate.”
She knelt in front of the chair, looking up at me. Her stethoscope was still around her neck, the professional symbol contrasting with her half-dressed state.
“Mason, please sit.”
I settled into the chair, my cock already hardening at the sight of her on her knees. She looked incredible—professional and submissive, clinical and sexual.
“Now,” she said, her voice gaining a theatrical formality. She picked up a clipboard. “I need to read my consent while providing a… practical demonstration of my commitment to the program.”
She held the clipboard up for the camera, the legal text sharp and clear. Then, her free hand moved to my belt.
“I, Dr. Jade Lawson, hereby consent to participate in the Radiant Life Institute fertility study.” Her fingers, surprisingly nimble, worked my belt buckle. Her voice was steady, but I could see a faint tremor in her hand. “I understand that this participation involves transitioning from medical supervisor to active breeding participant.”
My pants were open now. Her hand, cool and professional, slid inside, her fingers wrapping around the base of my hardening cock.
“I confirm that this decision is entirely voluntary.” She freed my cock from my boxers. It was already thick and ready, a bead of precum glistening at the tip. “And that I am excited to contribute to this groundbreaking research as… Patient Zero.”
She leaned forward, her lips parting, her warm breath ghosting over the head of my dick. “I consent to repeated insemination attempts under full clinical supervision.”
Then she took me into her mouth.
“Holy shit,” Paige whispered, her camera zooming in so tight I could practically feel the heat from the lens. “My subscribers are going insane.”
Jade’s mouth was a revelation. Hot, wet, and impossibly skilled. She wasn’t just sucking my cock; she was examining it, worshipping it. She bobbed her head slowly, taking more of me with each descent, her tongue swirling, her lips creating a perfect, wet seal. The clipboard stayed clutched in her hand, the legal text a stark contrast to the filthy act she was performing.
“And I confirm,” she said, pulling back just enough to speak, her voice a husky murmur, “that all activities will be documented for medical and legal purposes.”
She swallowed me again, deeper this time. I felt the muscles in her throat working around my tip, her nose pressing against my pelvis. My balls tightened.
“Jade,” Elena said, her voice thick with arousal from the sidelines. “Are you sure you want to do this on camera?”
Jade pulled back, her lips glistening with my precum. “Doctor’s orders. Complete transparency is essential for the integrity of the study.”
She reached behind her back, producing a set of the same silk restraints Elena had worn. “Elena, would you mind?”
“You want to be cuffed?”
“I want to be helpless,” Jade said, her voice dropping, losing its clinical edge and gaining a raw, needy hunger. “I want to demonstrate my complete submission to the process. To him.” She held out her hands, wrists together. “Please.”
Elena moved behind her, a predatory smile on her face. She took the restraints and expertly secured Jade’s wrists behind her back. Now she was bound, kneeling, unable to use her hands for anything but holding that ridiculous clipboard.
“Perfect,” Jade breathed, her eyes locking on my cock. “Now I can focus entirely on the task at hand.”
She leaned forward again, her mouth finding me. Without her hands, she was all tongue, lips, and throat. Every movement was deliberate, skilled, and utterly desperate. The clipboard finally clattered to the floor, forgotten.
“I consent to full medical monitoring during all activities,” she said, her words muffled as her tongue traced the sensitive vein on the underside of my shaft. “Including heart rate, blood pressure, and hormonal tracking.”
She took me deep again, her throat muscles contracting around my length. I could see the pulse jumping in the delicate skin of her neck, could hear her breathing becoming ragged, hitching with each downward slide of her head.
“And I consent,” she continued, her lips wrapped around my tip, “to breeding attempts until conception is confirmed. As many attempts… as are deemed medically necessary.”
The camera was capturing every filthy, beautiful detail—the professional stethoscope still hanging around her neck, the legal documents scattered on the floor, the way she worshipped my cock with a religious, scientific devotion.
“I’m going to come,” I warned, my hips starting to buck.
“Don’t you dare pull out,” Elena commanded from the side. “She needs to swallow. It’s part of the consent protocol.”
Jade’s eyes met mine. They were wide, pleading, filled with a desperate hunger to prove herself, to finally join the club, to be bred like the rest of them.
“I consent to receiving all genetic material,” she gasped, her voice cracking with need, “in whatever form the breeding process requires.”
Then she took me all the way down her throat, swallowing me completely.
That was it. I exploded. A thick, hot torrent of my cum flooded her throat. She took it all, her throat working frantically, swallowing every last drop with a series of desperate, gulping sounds. She didn’t spill a single drop. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her bound body trembling with the effort of taking my entire load.
When I finished, she sat back on her heels, still bound, stethoscope hanging between her breasts.
“I hereby consent to repeated insemination,” she said clearly, looking directly into the camera. “As Patient Zero of the Radiant Life Institute breeding program.”
The room erupted in applause. Paige’s subscriber count had doubled, comments flooding the screen with praise and amazement.
“That,” Elena said, “was the most professional consent I’ve ever witnessed.”
Jade struggled to her feet, still cuffed, still glowing from the experience. “And completely legal. Everything was voluntary, documented, and medically supervised.”
“Speaking of supervision,” Maya said, checking her laptop, “your vitals spiked beautifully. Heart rate hit 140 at peak arousal.”
“Perfect.” Jade looked around the room, taking in the faces of her new sisters. “Welcome to the future of fertility treatment.”
Elena began releasing her restraints, fingers gentle on the silk bindings. “How do you feel, Patient Zero?”
“Properly initiated,” Jade replied. “And ready to begin the real work.”
“Which is?”
“Expanding the program. Adding more participants. Creating the most comprehensive breeding facility in the world.” She straightened her skirt, trying to regain some professional composure. “But first, we need to survive tomorrow’s hearing.”
“About that,” Elena said. “My lawyers have been busy. The consent video you just recorded? It’s going to be our star exhibit.”
“You’re going to show that to the medical board?”
“I’m going to show them a carefully edited version. The legal portions, the voluntary consent, the medical supervision. All completely legitimate.”
Jade nodded slowly. “And the more explicit portions?”
“Stay private. For now.” Elena’s smile was predatory. “But having them gives us leverage. Complete transparency about our methods, our participants, our goals.”
The door opened, and Marisol and Yoo-mi entered. They looked tired from their flight but excited to be here.
“Did we miss anything?” Marisol asked.
“Just the consent ceremony,” Paige replied, still filming. “But don’t worry, we saved the best signatures for last.”
“Signatures?” Yoo-mi’s eyes were wide, taking in the medical equipment and cameras.
“Welcome to the Radiant Life Institute,” Jade said, back in professional mode. “You’re about to become part of something revolutionary.”
She gestured to the screen, where the consent forms were still displayed. “We’re formalizing our breeding program. Making it legal, medical, and completely transparent.”
“And filming it,” Paige added. “For posterity.”
Marisol and Yoo-mi exchanged glances. They’d signed onto the program months ago, but this was different. This was official.
“What do we need to do?” Marisol asked.
“Sign the forms. Provide video consent. And prepare for the most comprehensive fertility treatment in history.” Jade’s smile was warm but determined. “You’re going to be part of something that changes everything.”
“Starting when?” Yoo-mi asked.
“Starting now.” Elena stepped forward, holding out two pens. “The medical board hearing is tomorrow. After that, we transform this place into exactly what we need.”
“And what’s that?”
“A breeding laboratory. A fertility institute. A place where science meets passion and creates life.” Elena’s eyes were bright with possibility. “A place where every woman gets what she needs.”
Marisol took the pen first, moving to the signing table. “I, Marisol García, consent to participate in the Radiant Life Institute experimental fertility study.”
She signed with a flourish, then looked into the camera. “I confirm that this participation is voluntary, that I understand all risks and benefits, and that I’m excited to contribute to groundbreaking fertility research.”
Yoo-mi followed, her purple hair catching the light as she leaned over the documents. “I, Yoo-mi Han, consent to participate in this study. I’m ready to explore the future of fertility treatment.”
“Perfect,” Jade said, collecting the signed forms. “Now we have complete legal protection for our program.”
“And complete participation,” Elena added. “Every woman who wants to be here is here. Every signature is voluntary. Every consent is documented.”
She looked around the room, taking in the faces of her expanded family. “Tomorrow, we defend our methods. After that, we expand our capabilities.”
“How?” Tamara asked.
“More equipment. More monitoring. More control over every variable.” Elena’s smile was sharp. “We’re going to build the most advanced breeding facility in the world.”
“And the goal?” Alyssa asked.
“One hundred percent success rate. Every woman who wants to be pregnant, gets pregnant. Every pregnancy proceeds perfectly. Every child is healthy and wanted.” Elena’s voice was filled with certainty. “We’re going to revolutionize fertility treatment.”
The room fell silent, everyone processing the magnitude of what they’d just committed to.
“Any questions?” Jade asked.
“Just one,” Paige said, checking her subscriber count. “When do we start?”
“We already have,” Elena replied. “This consent ceremony was the beginning. Tomorrow’s hearing is the test. After that?” She gestured to the medical equipment surrounding them. “We start building our empire.”
I watched the women around me—pregnant, pending, and determined. They’d signed onto something bigger than just a breeding program. They’d signed onto a revolution.
“Are you ready?” Elena asked me.
I looked at the faces around me. At Jade, still glowing from her initiation. At the pregnant women carrying my children. At the ones still trying. At the equipment that would help us control every variable.
“I’m ready,” I said.
“Good.” Elena’s smile was triumphant. “Because tomorrow, we change everything.”
The camera kept rolling, capturing every moment of our transformation from informal club to formal institute. From secretive breeding program to revolutionary fertility treatment.
“Welcome to the future,” Jade said, addressing the camera directly. “The future of fertility. The future of family. The future of everything.”
She clicked off the projector, but the energy in the room remained electric. We’d crossed a line today. Made it official. Committed to something bigger than ourselves.
Tomorrow would bring challenges. Legal battles. Medical scrutiny. Political opposition.
But today, we’d built something unbreakable. A family bound by more than blood. A program protected by more than money. A future secured by more than hope.
“Phase one complete,” Elena announced. “Tomorrow, we move to phase two.”
“And what’s phase two?” Marisol asked.
Elena’s smile was predatory, victorious, unstoppable.
“War.” she said.




Chapter 4: Boardroom Ambush

Forty-eight hours after the consent ceremony, we found ourselves in the belly of the beast.
The Arizona Medical Board building was all glass and steel, rising from downtown Phoenix like a monument to bureaucratic power. Inside, the air conditioning was arctic, and the marble floors echoed with the click of expensive heels and the whisper of legal documents.
“Remember,” Elena said as we rode the elevator to the twenty-third floor, “we’re here to cooperate. We have nothing to hide.”
Jade stood beside her, looking every inch the professional physician in her crisp white coat and navy slacks. But I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers gripped her briefcase.
“The consent videos are our ace in the hole,” Maya said, checking her tablet. “Complete legal protection, documented voluntary participation, medical supervision throughout.”
“And if they ask about the more explicit portions?” Marisol asked.
“They won’t,” Elena replied. “Because they don’t know those portions exist.”
The elevator chimed, and we stepped into a hallway lined with portraits of stern-faced medical officials. The boardroom was at the end, double doors of dark wood that looked like they’d witnessed a thousand careers destroyed.
“Paige is in position?” I asked.
Maya nodded. “Hidden AirPods, live feed from the clinic. She’s monitoring everything from the hotel.”
“And the equipment?”
“Still running. Heart monitors, blood pressure, the works. Everything we did in the isolation wing yesterday is being broadcast directly to her stream.”
I had to smile. Even facing down the medical establishment, we were still thinking three moves ahead.
The boardroom was exactly what I’d expected. Mahogany table, leather chairs, walls lined with medical degrees and certificates. Three men in identical gray suits sat on one side, tablets open, faces grim.
But it was the woman at the head of the table who commanded attention.
Senator Victoria Palmer was sixty-something, silver-haired, and sharp as a scalpel. She wore a burgundy suit that probably cost more than my car, and her eyes were the color of winter storms.
“Dr. Lawson,” she said, not bothering to stand. “Please, sit.”
We arranged ourselves along one side of the table. Jade in the center, Elena and Maya flanking her, Marisol and I on the ends. Professional. United. Ready for battle.
“Senator Palmer,” Jade said, “thank you for agreeing to this meeting.”
“Let’s dispense with pleasantries, Doctor. We’re here because your recent patient load has raised… concerns.”
One of the gray suits leaned forward. “Dr. Lawson, in the past six months, you’ve confirmed pregnancies for seventeen women. All wealthy. All married to different men. All receiving fertility treatments simultaneously.”
“I fail to see the problem,” Jade replied. “Successful fertility treatment is the goal of my practice.”
“The problem,” Palmer said, “is that all seventeen women are connected to the same personal trainer.”
She gestured to me. “Mr. Blake, isn’t it? Former Olympic hopeful, now specializing in… what would you call it? Reproductive fitness?”
“Personal training,” I said. “Fitness coaching. Nothing more.”
“Nothing more.” Palmer’s smile was razor-thin. “Yet somehow, women who’ve struggled with fertility for years suddenly conceive within weeks of hiring your services.”
“Correlation isn’t causation,” Elena interjected. “Mr. Blake provides excellent fitness coaching. Healthy bodies conceive more easily.”
“Healthy bodies,” Palmer repeated. “Is that what we’re calling it?”
Under the table, I felt Maya’s hand brush against my thigh. Subtle. Questioning. I gave the slightest nod.
Her fingers found the zipper of my slacks. The touch was electric, a secret jolt of pure filth in this sterile, hostile environment.
“Dr. Lawson,” Palmer continued, her voice dripping with condescension, “I need you to explain the unusual circumstances surrounding these pregnancies.”
“There are no unusual circumstances,” Jade said, her voice a mask of professional calm. “Standard fertility treatments, proper medical supervision, and voluntary participation by all parties.”
“Voluntary participation.” Palmer’s voice was loaded with implication. “And what does that participation involve, exactly?”
Under the heavy mahogany table, Maya’s hand slipped inside my pants. Her fingers were cool and deft, finding my cock with the unerring accuracy of a master coder navigating a complex system. She was skilled, confident, and utterly shameless.
“The standard range of fertility treatments,” Jade was saying, her voice unwavering. “Ovulation tracking, hormone monitoring, lifestyle counseling, nutritional support.”
“And insemination?” Palmer pressed.
“When appropriate, yes.”
“Using whose genetic material?”
Maya’s fingers wrapped around my shaft, her grip firm and knowing. She began to stroke me slowly, a long, deliberate pull that made my balls tighten. The motion was completely hidden by the table, invisible to the three gray suits and the dragon lady staring us down.
“That’s confidential medical information,” Elena said, her voice like ice. “Protected by patient privacy laws.”
“Not when it involves potential reproductive misconduct,” Palmer shot back. “We have reports of group sessions, multiple women receiving treatment simultaneously, unconventional supervision methods.”
In my earpiece, I could hear Paige’s excited whisper. “Heart monitor’s spiking! Elena’s at 130 BPM. Jade’s pushing 140. What the hell are you guys doing in there?”
Maya’s hand moved faster, her touch becoming more urgent. She knew exactly what she was doing, her thumb circling the head of my cock, smearing the precum that was already leaking out. She’d done this before, in cars, in restaurants, in movie theaters. She loved the risk.
“Senator,” Jade said, her voice a perfect blend of respect and defiance, “I’d like to cite Harvard Reproductive Ethics 2024. Section 4.7 specifically addresses group fertility counseling and its proven benefits for patient outcomes.”
“Harvard Reproductive Ethics,” Palmer mused, a flicker of surprise in her cold eyes. “Interesting. And what does that particular section say about—”
She never finished the question.
Maya’s expert touch, that perfect combination of pressure and speed, pushed me over the edge. I came hard and fast, a silent, bucking orgasm that was confined entirely to my seat. I bit down on my tongue to keep from groaning as my hot cum flooded into the specimen cup she had positioned perfectly to catch every drop. She’d smuggled it in her purse, the absolute fucking genius.
“—about medical supervision during group sessions?” Palmer finished, oblivious.
“It confirms that proper medical oversight is not only acceptable but highly recommended for optimal results,” Jade replied, her voice as steady as a surgeon’s hand, even as I was still twitching from my climax inches away from her.
Maya smoothly capped the specimen cup, the click barely audible. Then, in a move of pure, audacious genius, she brought the cup to her lips. Her tongue, pink and pointed, darted out and licked a stray drop of my cum from the rim. Her amber eyes locked on mine, a silent, filthy promise passing between us before she tucked the cup back into her purse.
“New data point logged,” she whispered, her voice so low only I could hear it. She gave me a slow, deliberate wink.
In my earpiece, Paige’s giggle was barely audible. “Holy shit, did you guys see that? My subscribers are going insane.”
“I’m sorry,” Palmer said, “did someone say something?”
“Just clearing my throat,” I said. “This is fascinating legal territory.”
“Indeed.” Palmer’s eyes narrowed. “Mr. Blake, you seem remarkably calm for someone whose methods are under scrutiny.”
“I have nothing to hide. My training methods are transparent, effective, and completely legal.”
“Your training methods.” Palmer leaned forward. “Tell me, what does a typical session involve?”
Maya’s hand was back on my thigh, fingers tracing lazy patterns. Even after coming, her touch was electric.
“Physical conditioning. Nutritional counseling. Stress management.” I met Palmer’s gaze steadily. “Whatever my clients need to achieve their goals.”
“And their goals are always pregnancy?”
“Their goals are health, wellness, and family planning. Pregnancy is often a natural result of improved fitness.”
“Natural result.” Palmer’s smile was predatory. “How convenient.”
“Senator,” Elena said, “I think we’re straying from the medical issues at hand. Dr. Lawson’s practice is exemplary. Her success rate speaks for itself.”
“Success rate.” Palmer shuffled through papers. “Let’s talk about that. Dr. Lawson, what’s your typical conception rate for fertility patients?”
“Industry average is about thirty percent per cycle,” Jade replied.
“And your rate?”
“Substantially higher.”
“How much higher?”
Maya’s hand was moving again, fingers working me back to hardness. The woman was relentless.
“Approximately ninety percent,” Jade said.
The room went silent.
“Ninety percent,” Palmer repeated. “That’s… unprecedented.”
“It’s the result of comprehensive treatment protocols, proper medical supervision, and patient compliance,” Jade said. “When all factors are optimized, success rates improve dramatically.”
“All factors.” Palmer’s voice was loaded with suspicion. “Including the personal training component?”
“Physical fitness is crucial for fertility,” I said. “Proper cardiovascular health, muscle tone, flexibility—all contribute to reproductive success.”
“Flexibility.” Palmer’s smile was cold. “I’m sure it does.”
In my earpiece, Paige was practically hyperventilating. “The chat is going crazy. Everyone wants to know what kind of training you do.”
Maya’s hand was working steadily now, bringing me back to full hardness. She was a master of multitasking, maintaining perfect professional composure while jacking me off under the table.
“Dr. Lawson,” Palmer said, “I need to ask you directly. Are you aware of any sexual contact between your patients and Mr. Blake?”
“Sexual contact is outside my purview,” Jade replied. “I supervise medical treatments, not personal relationships.”
“But you’re aware such relationships exist?”
“My patients are adults capable of making their own decisions about their personal lives.”
“Even when those decisions involve group activities?”
Maya’s grip tightened. She was close to making me come again.
“Senator,” Elena said, “I think you’re fishing for something that doesn’t exist. Dr. Lawson runs a legitimate fertility practice. Her patients achieve excellent results through proper medical care.”
“Proper medical care.” Palmer stood, moving to the window. “Tell me, Dr. Lawson, have you ever participated in these treatments yourself?”
The question hung in the air like a loaded weapon.
“I beg your pardon?” Jade said.
“Have you ever been a patient in your own fertility program?”
Maya’s hand stilled. Everyone in the room seemed to hold their breath.
“I don’t see how that’s relevant,” Jade said carefully.
“It’s relevant because we have reports of unusual activities at your clinic. Group sessions, monitoring equipment, video documentation.” Palmer turned back to face us. “Activities that suggest more than standard medical practice.”
“All of which are completely legal,” Elena said. “Documented, consensual, and medically supervised.”
“Consensual.” Palmer’s smile was sharp. “Yes, I’m sure they are.”
Maya’s hand resumed its work, bringing me inexorably toward another climax. Her timing was perfect, her touch expert.
“Senator,” Jade said, “I want to be clear about something. Every patient in my practice is there voluntarily. Every treatment is consensual. Every outcome is documented and legal.”
“Legal.” Palmer nodded. “Yes, I’m sure you’ve been very careful about that.”
She returned to the table, settling back into her chair. “Dr. Lawson, I’m going to be direct. This board is considering emergency suspension of your license pending a full investigation into your practices.”
“On what grounds?” Elena demanded.
“Potential reproductive misconduct, unethical patient relationships, and violations of standard medical protocols.”
Maya’s hand was moving faster now, her touch becoming urgent. I was close, so close.
“Senator,” Jade said, “I request the opportunity to present evidence of the legitimacy of my practice. Patient testimonials, medical records, legal documentation.”
“Evidence.” Palmer smiled. “What kind of evidence?”
“Complete transparency. Video consent from all participants, medical supervision records, legal documentation of all activities.”
“You have video consent?”
“From every participant. Clear, unambiguous, legally binding consent.”
Maya’s touch pushed me over the edge again. I came silently, spurting into another specimen cup she’d somehow produced. Her preparation was flawless.
“Interesting,” Palmer said. “I’d like to see these videos.”
“Of course,” Elena said. “We’ll provide whatever documentation you require.”
“Good.” Palmer closed her tablet. “Dr. Lawson, you have seventy-two hours to compile your evidence. After that, this board will make its decision.”
“And until then?”
“Until then, you’re free to continue your practice. But Dr. Lawson?” Palmer’s smile was cold. “We’ll be watching.”
The meeting was over. We filed out in silence, waiting until we were in the elevator before anyone spoke.
“That could have gone worse,” Elena said.
“How?” Jade asked.
“They could have suspended you immediately,” Maya replied, capping the second specimen cup. “Instead, we have time to prepare.”
“Prepare for what?”
“War,” Elena said simply. “Palmer’s not going to stop. She’s convinced we’re running some kind of illegal operation.”
“Aren’t we?” Marisol asked.
“We’re running a revolutionary fertility program,” I said. “Nothing more, nothing less.”
“Revolutionary is right,” Maya said, tucking the specimen cups into her purse. “Two stress-induced samples in one meeting. That’s got to be some kind of record.”
In my earpiece, Paige was practically shouting. “That was incredible! My subscribers are begging for more boardroom content!”
“Let’s get back to the hotel,” Elena said. “We need to strategize.”
The elevator descended toward the lobby, toward the desert heat, toward whatever came next.
“Think Palmer suspects anything?” Jade asked.
“Palmer suspects everything,” Elena replied. “But suspicion isn’t proof. And we have something she doesn’t.”
“What’s that?”
“Complete legal protection. Every signature, every consent, every moment documented and defensible.”
“And if that’s not enough?”
Elena’s smile was sharp, predatory. “Then we remind her that attacking us means attacking seventeen pregnant women and their families. Let’s see how that plays in the media.”
The elevator reached the lobby, and we stepped out into the marble expanse. Outside, Phoenix waited in all its burning glory.
“Phase one complete,” Maya said. “We survived the ambush.”
“Phase two?” Jade asked.
“Phase two is where we go on the offensive,” Elena replied. “Palmer wants to see our evidence? We’ll give her evidence. More than she can handle.”
“And after that?”
“After that, we build our empire. One perfectly legal, medically supervised, consensually documented breeding session at a time.”
The limo was waiting outside, air conditioning running, ready to carry us back to our kingdom.
“Ready for the next round?” Elena asked.
I thought about Maya’s expert touch, Palmer’s cold suspicion, the seventy-two hours we had to prepare our defense.
“Bring it on,” I said.
Because if there was one thing I’d learned about bureaucrats, it was that they always underestimated the power of properly motivated women.
And my women were very, very motivated.




Chapter 5: Stress-Test Shift

Back at the Radiant Life Institute, the after-hours atmosphere was electric with possibility.
The main procedure theater had been transformed into something that looked like a cross between a high-tech gym and a medical laboratory. Treadmills flanked by monitoring equipment, IV stands loaded with hydration solutions, and enough cables to wire a small aircraft.
“This is insane,” I said, watching Jade attach the last of the sensors to my chest.
“This is science,” she corrected, her fingers gentle as she positioned the ECG leads. “We’re going to monitor every variable during breeding sessions. Heart rate, blood pressure, oxygen saturation, stress hormones.”
“And the vibrator?”
She held up a sleek medical device that looked like it belonged in a sci-fi movie. “Insertable monitoring probe. It pulses every ninety seconds to stimulate prostate function and measure arousal response.”
“You want to stick that in my ass?”
“I want to optimize your performance.” Her smile was clinical but warm. “Trust me, Mason. I’m a doctor.”
Elena stood nearby, tablet in hand, reviewing the test protocol. “Twelve thousand subscribers and counting,” she announced. “Paige’s audience is hungry for this content.”
Speaking of Paige, she was positioned behind a bank of monitors, her twenty-week bump prominent as she leaned forward to adjust camera angles. The livestream was already rolling, subscriber count climbing steadily.
“Chat is going crazy,” Paige reported. “Everyone wants to know what kind of stress test involves a treadmill and a breeding station.”
“The innovative kind,” Elena replied. “The kind that’s going to revolutionize fertility treatment.”
Tamara stretched nearby, her sixteen-week bump beautifully rounded beneath a sports bra and yoga shorts. She looked radiant, glowing with that pregnancy energy that made my cock twitch just looking at her.
“How are you feeling?” I asked.
“Ready,” she said, running her hands over her belly. “The baby’s been active today. I think she knows something special is happening.”
“She?”
“Intuition.” Tamara’s smile was mysterious. “A mother knows.”
Jade finished attaching the sensors, then held up the insertable probe. “This might be uncomfortable at first, but the data we’ll collect is invaluable.”
“Do it,” I said.
She lubricated the device carefully, then guided it into position. The sensation was strange—not painful, but definitely present. Like having a medical reminder of what we were about to do.
“Perfect,” Jade said, checking her tablet. “All systems online. ECG is reading clearly, blood pressure baseline established, and the prostate stimulator is calibrated.”
“What’s my baseline?” I asked.
“Heart rate 68, blood pressure 120 over 80, oxygen saturation 98 percent.” She made notes on her tablet. “Excellent starting parameters.”
Elena moved to the control station, where multiple screens showed my vitals in real-time. “Paige, are you getting the overlay?”
“Crystal clear,” Paige replied. “Chat is loving the medical data. Someone just donated fifty dollars to see Mason’s heart rate during orgasm.”
“They’re about to get their money’s worth,” Elena said.
The treadmill had been modified with padded platforms at different heights, designed to accommodate various positions during physical activity. It looked like exercise equipment crossed with a breeding bench.
“Who’s first?” I asked.
“Tamara,” Jade said. “Sixteen weeks is optimal for this kind of monitoring. The fetal Doppler should pick up clear signals.”
Tamara stepped onto the platform, positioning herself at the perfect height. The bump was beautiful, round and firm, her skin glowing with health.
“How do you want to do this?” I asked.
“From behind,” she said, bracing herself against the treadmill’s handles. “I want to feel you deep while the baby kicks.”
Jade positioned the fetal Doppler against Tamara’s bump, adjusting the sensors until a steady thump-thump-thump filled the room.
“There,” she said. “Fetal heart rate 145 beats per minute. Healthy and strong.”
“Can the stream hear it?” Elena asked.
“Loud and clear,” Paige confirmed. “Chat is going insane. Heart emojis everywhere.”
The prostate stimulator pulsed, sending a jolt of sensation through my body. The ninety-second timer was starting.
“Beginning stress test, cycle one,” Jade announced, her voice crisp and clinical. “Mason, you may begin the breeding protocol.”
I moved behind Tamara, my cock already dripping with precum. The sight of her, pregnant and bent over, her magnificent ass aimed right at me, was enough to make me dizzy. She was soaked, her pussy glistening, ready for me. I didn’t hesitate. I slid my cock into her hot, slick depths.
“Oh, god,” she moaned, her voice a low, guttural sound of pure pleasure. “Yes. Just like that. Fill me up.”
The ECG monitor beeped faster. My heart rate jumped to 85. The blood pressure cuff on my arm inflated automatically, capturing the spike.
“Excellent initial response,” Jade noted, her eyes flicking between her tablet and the main screen. “Heart rate increasing, blood pressure elevated but stable. Subject is responding to stimuli.”
I started to thrust, a slow, deep rhythm at first. I wanted to feel every inch of her pregnant pussy. It was different now—fuller, hotter, with a unique tightness that came from carrying my child. I matched my rhythm to the fetal Doppler. Thump-thump-thump. My cock slid in. Thump-thump-thump. My cock slid out. The baby’s heartbeat was our metronome.
“Harder,” Tamara gasped, pushing her ass back against me. “The baby loves it when you’re deep. She knows you’re here.”
The probe pulsed again, ninety seconds on the dot. The sensation was electric, a deep, internal throb that made me thrust harder, deeper, burying my cock to the hilt. Tamara cried out, her knuckles white where she gripped the treadmill handles.
“Mason’s systolic is climbing,” Jade reported, her voice calm and professional. “150 over 95. Excellent stress response. Adrenaline and testosterone levels are rising.”
“What about the baby?” Elena asked, her voice tight with focus.
“Still steady. 148 beats per minute. The fetal heart rate is actually improving with the activity. The stimulation is beneficial.”
On the monitors, I could see my own vitals spiking. Heart rate 95, blood pressure climbing, oxygen saturation holding steady at 98%. The data was being overlaid on Paige’s stream in real-time, a cascade of numbers and graphs that gave her subscribers a pornographically clinical view of what breeding did to my body.
“This is incredible,” Paige said, her voice filled with awe as she adjusted her camera angle. “Subscriber count just hit fifteen thousand. The donations are pouring in. They’re calling you ‘Doctor Feelgood.’”
I gripped Tamara’s hips, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her amazing ass. I pulled her onto my cock with each powerful thrust. Her pregnant body was a masterpiece of curves and heat and desperate, feminine need.
“I’m getting close,” she panted, her voice thick with her approaching orgasm. “The baby’s moving. Oh, god, Mason, she’s dancing for you.”
The fetal Doppler picked up the movement, the steady heartbeat now accompanied by a series of soft, swishing sounds as the baby shifted inside her womb.
“Fascinating,” Jade murmured, leaning closer to the monitor. “The fetal response to maternal arousal is remarkable. We’re seeing a clear correlation between the mother’s pleasure and fetal activity.”
Another pulse from the probe. This time, the jolt was so intense it pushed me right to the edge.
“I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice a low growl.
“Do it,” Tamara gasped, her voice breaking. “Fill me up. Give our baby your energy. Your strength.”
I thrust deep one last time and came in a massive, flooding rush. My hot cum filled her pregnant pussy, the orgasm so intense it felt like my soul was leaving my body. It was amplified by the medical equipment, the constant monitoring, and the knowledge that thousands of people were watching my vital signs redline.
“Systolic 168,” Jade announced, her voice sharp with scientific excitement. “Peak stress response achieved.”
The fetal Doppler went wild. The baby’s movements became frantic, a flurry of excited swishes and turns, and then—
Thump. Thump. THUMP.
The sound was loud, clear, and powerful.
“Did you hear that?” Jade asked, her eyes wide with wonder.
“What was it?” Elena demanded, stepping closer to the monitors.
“The baby kicked,” Jade said, her voice filled with awe. “Hard enough for the Doppler to pick it up as a distinct audio event. That was the first audible kick of the pregnancy.”
Tamara was sobbing with joy, her body still trembling from her orgasm. She rested one hand on her belly, the other reaching back to touch my thigh. “She knows,” she whispered, her voice thick with tears. “She knows her daddy’s here.”
The kick came again, even stronger this time. The sound filled the room, primal and beautiful and undeniably real.
“Chat is losing their fucking minds,” Paige reported, her voice choked with emotion. “Someone just donated a hundred dollars for the ‘baby’s first kick’ moment.”
I stayed buried deep inside Tamara, feeling the aftershocks of her orgasm and the gentle, rhythmic movements of our daughter. The medical equipment beeped and hummed around us, a sterile symphony documenting the miracle we had just created.
“Recovery phase,” Jade announced. “Mason’s heart rate is dropping. Blood pressure normalizing.”
“What about the baby?” Elena asked.
“Perfect. Fetal heart rate is actually stronger than before. 150 beats per minute and steady.”
The prostate stimulator pulsed again, keeping me on edge even as I caught my breath.
“Ready for round two?” Jade asked.
Paige was already moving to the platform, her twenty-week bump prominent beneath a fitted tank top. She looked incredible, all blonde curves and bratty energy.
“My turn,” she said, positioning herself on the treadmill platform. “And I want the subscribers to see everything.”
She adjusted her ring light, making sure the camera caught the perfect angle. Her bump was beautiful, round and firm, stretching her top tight.
“How do you want it?” I asked.
“Missionary,” she said, lying back on the padded platform. “I want to watch your face while you breed me. And I want the camera to catch every expression.”
Jade positioned the fetal Doppler against Paige’s bump, adjusting until we could hear the baby’s heartbeat. Stronger than Tamara’s, faster.
“Fetal heart rate 155,” Jade reported. “Active and healthy.”
“Can you believe we’re doing this?” Paige asked, grinning at the camera. “Live breeding session with full medical monitoring. This is the future of fertility treatment.”
I positioned myself between her legs, my cock still slick from Tamara’s pussy. Paige was dripping wet, her pregnant body primed and ready.
“Beginning second breeding cycle,” Jade announced, her voice all business. “All monitors are active.”
I slid into Paige’s heat, and she gasped, her pussy clenching around me like a velvet fist. She was tight, swollen from the pregnancy, her inner walls gripping me with an intensity that was pure Paige.
“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, her eyes rolling back. “Yes. Just like that.”
The ECG monitor showed my heart rate jumping again. 90, 95, 100. The blood pressure cuff inflated, measuring the spike.
“Excellent secondary response,” Jade noted coolly. “Heart rate climbing, blood pressure elevated. The prostate stimulator is maintaining optimal arousal levels.”
I started to thrust, matching the frantic rhythm of her baby’s heartbeat. Thump-thump-thump, thrust-thrust-thrust. The sound filled the room, a primal, hypnotic beat.
“Harder,” Paige demanded, her voice a breathy command. “I want to feel you hit my cervix. I want to feel you in my womb.”
The probe pulsed, sending a fresh wave of electricity through my body. The sensation made me thrust deeper, harder, hitting angles that made Paige scream my name.
“Mason’s vitals are spiking again,” Jade reported, her voice a calm counterpoint to the chaos. “Heart rate 105, blood pressure 160 over 100. Another excellent stress response.”
“And the baby?” Elena asked.
“Thriving. Fetal heart rate is steady at 158. The baby is responding beautifully to the activity.”
On the monitors, my vitals were a frantic dance of lines and numbers. The data overlay on Paige’s stream showed every spike, every response, every intimate moment of the breeding process.
“This is insane,” Paige gasped, her eyes flicking between my face and the monitors. “Twenty thousand subscribers and counting. The donations are going crazy. They want to see you make me come.”
I gripped her hips, pulling her onto my cock with each savage thrust. Her pregnant body was perfect, all curves and heat and a desperate, bratty need that drove me wild.
“I’m getting close,” she panted, her eyes wide. “The baby’s moving. He’s dancing to daddy’s rhythm.”
The fetal Doppler picked up the movement, the steady heartbeat accompanied by a flurry of swishing sounds as the baby shifted inside her womb.
“Remarkable,” Jade murmured, her focus absolute. “The fetal response to maternal arousal is consistent across both subjects. This is groundbreaking data.”
Another pulse from the probe. This time, the sensation was overwhelming, a tidal wave of pure pleasure.
“I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice rough.
“Do it,” Paige gasped, her voice a raw plea. “Fill me up. Give the baby everything. Give your son your cum.”
I thrust deep one last time and came in a massive, shuddering wave. My hot seed flooded her pregnant pussy, the orgasm so intense it was almost painful, amplified by the medical equipment and the knowledge that thousands of people were watching my vital signs go off the charts.
“Systolic 170,” Jade announced, her voice sharp and clear. “Peak stress response has exceeded the previous measurement.”
The fetal Doppler went wild again. The baby’s movements became frantic, excited, and then—
Thump. Thump. THUMP.
“Another kick,” Jade said, a note of pure wonder in her voice. “The baby is responding directly to the paternal breeding.”
Paige was crying with joy, her hands clutching her belly, her other hand gripping my arm. “He knows,” she whispered, her voice thick with tears. “He knows his daddy’s here.”
The kick came again, stronger this time, a powerful, definitive sound that filled the room.
“Chat is exploding,” Paige reported through her tears, her voice shaking. “Someone just donated five hundred dollars for the ‘daddy’s breeding’ moment. They’re calling it the ‘money shot.’”
I stayed buried inside her, feeling the aftershocks of her orgasm and the baby’s movements. The medical equipment beeped and hummed around us, a sterile symphony documenting the miracle we had just created.
“Recovery phase,” Jade announced. “Mason’s heart rate is dropping. Blood pressure normalizing.”
“What about the baby?” Elena asked.
“Perfect. Fetal heart rate is actually stronger than before. 160 beats per minute and steady.”
The prostate stimulator pulsed again, keeping me on edge even as I caught my breath.
“Conclusions?” Elena asked.
Jade checked her tablet, reviewing the data. “Subject exhibits enhanced fertility under cardio load. Heart rate elevation correlates with increased breeding effectiveness. Fetal response to paternal breeding is consistently positive.”
“And the practical applications?”
“This protocol could revolutionize fertility treatment. Controlled stress, monitored breeding, real-time feedback. We’re seeing results that traditional medicine never imagined.”
I pulled out of Paige, my cock still hard despite two intense orgasms. The medical equipment continued monitoring my vitals, tracking every response.
“How do you feel?” Jade asked.
“Incredible,” I said. “Like I could go all night.”
“The prostate stimulator is maintaining optimal arousal,” she explained. “Combined with the cardio stress, your body is in peak breeding condition.”
“And the women?”
“Both subjects showed excellent response. Fetal heart rates improved, maternal arousal peaked at optimal levels, and the babies responded positively to the breeding activity.”
Elena was already planning the next phase. “We need to document this. Create a formal protocol. Turn this into a replicable treatment.”
“Already on it,” Jade said. “I’m compiling the data now. Heart rate graphs, blood pressure measurements, fetal response patterns. This is going to change everything.”
Paige was still streaming, her subscriber count climbing toward twenty-five thousand. “This is the most successful stream I’ve ever done,” she said. “The donations alone are paying for a month of premium content.”
“And the medical implications?” Elena asked.
“Groundbreaking,” Jade replied. “We’ve demonstrated that controlled stress during breeding enhances fertility outcomes. The fetal response data alone is worth publishing.”
I disconnected from the monitoring equipment, feeling the absence of the prostate stimulator. My body was humming with endorphins, primed for more breeding.
“What’s next?” I asked.
“Documentation,” Elena said. “We record everything. Every measurement, every response, every moment of success.”
“And then?”
“Then we expand the program. More women, more monitoring, more data.” Her smile was predatory. “We’re going to build the most comprehensive breeding facility in the world.”
Jade was already compiling her notes. “The stress-test protocol is officially approved. Enhanced fertility under cardio load is now a documented medical phenomenon.”
“And the babies?”
“Thriving. Both fetal heart rates are stronger than before the breeding sessions. The babies are responding positively to their father’s presence.”
The room was still humming with equipment, monitors beeping steadily, data flowing in real-time. We’d created something unprecedented—a marriage of medical science and primal breeding.
“This is just the beginning,” Elena said. “Tomorrow, we defend our methods. After that, we expand our capabilities.”
“And if Palmer tries to stop us?”
“Then we show her the data. Show her the results. Show her what real fertility treatment looks like.”
I looked around the room at the faces of my family. Tamara glowing with post-orgasmic bliss, Paige still streaming to her massive audience, Jade documenting everything with scientific precision.
“Ready for whatever comes next?” Elena asked.
“Bring it on,” I said.




Chapter 6: Milk-Lab Mixers

Morning light streamed through the laboratory windows as our expanded family gathered for the daily briefing.
The main procedure theater had been transformed overnight. Where yesterday we’d had treadmills and stress-testing equipment, now stood a series of stainless steel stations that looked like they belonged in a high-end dairy facility.
“Welcome to the lactation laboratory,” Jade announced, gesturing to the gleaming equipment. “Today we’re testing a revolutionary approach to hormone optimization.”
Elena stood beside her, tablet in hand, reviewing the morning’s agenda. “The stress test data from yesterday exceeded all expectations. Now we’re expanding into biochemical enhancement.”
Alyssa entered the room, and I had to suppress a groan of pure lust. Her eight-week pregnancy had transformed her already magnificent E-cup breasts into something that defied physics. The fitted lab coat she wore was straining against her chest, buttons threatening to pop with every breath.
“How are you feeling?” Jade asked, making notes on her tablet.
“Incredible,” Alyssa replied, one hand unconsciously cupping her breast. “I woke up soaked. The girls are working overtime.”
That was an understatement. Even now, I could see damp patches spreading across the white cotton of her lab coat. Her nipples were dark and prominent, the areolas swollen with pregnancy hormones.
“Perfect,” Elena said. “That’s exactly what we need for today’s demonstration.”
“Which is?” Tamara asked, settling into a monitoring chair. Her sixteen-week bump was beautifully rounded, and she looked radiant in the morning light.
“Hormone extraction and concentration,” Jade explained. “We’re going to collect, analyze, and create a supplemental cocktail that could revolutionize fertility treatment.”
She gestured to the stainless steel stations. “Hospital-grade breast pumps, collection vessels, and processing equipment. Everything we need to turn natural lactation into medical-grade enhancement.”
“And the testing protocol?” Maya asked, setting up her laptop in the corner.
“Alyssa volunteers for lactation stress testing. We hook her up to dual pumps and monitor both output and hormonal content.” Elena’s smile was clinical but excited. “Think of it as the next evolution of our breeding program.”
Paige was already positioned behind her camera setup, subscriber count climbing as her audience tuned in for the morning stream. “Chat is going crazy,” she reported. “Everyone wants to know what lactation stress testing involves.”
“They’re about to find out,” Elena replied.
Jade moved to the central station, where two hospital-grade breast pumps waited. The equipment was state-of-the-art, all smooth plastic and precise engineering.
“Alyssa, if you would?” Jade gestured to the comfortable chair positioned between the pumps.
Alyssa began unbuttoning her lab coat, revealing the full glory of her pregnancy-enhanced breasts. They were massive, swollen with milk, the skin stretched tight and marked with blue veins.
“Jesus,” I breathed.
“Magnificent,” Elena agreed. “Those are going to produce exactly what we need.”
Alyssa settled into the chair, her breasts heavy and full. Even without stimulation, I could see drops of milk beading at her nipples.
“How long since your last expression?” Jade asked.
“About two hours,” Alyssa replied. “I’m usually good for four or five hours between sessions, but the pregnancy hormones are making me produce more.”
“Perfect. We want maximum volume for the initial test.” Jade began attaching the pump flanges to Alyssa’s breasts. “This might feel strange at first, but the suction is designed to mimic natural nursing.”
“I’m ready,” Alyssa said, settling back into the chair.
Jade activated the pumps. The room filled with a soft, rhythmic whirring sound. Whump-hiss, whump-hiss. Almost immediately, thick, creamy jets of milk shot from Alyssa’s nipples.
“Holy shit,” Paige whispered, her camera lens focused tight on the action. “That’s incredible.”
It was. The milk arced from her dark, swollen nipples into the collection beakers, creating twin fountains of pure, life-giving fluid. The sight was hypnotic, primal, and so fucking arousing my cock felt like it was going to explode.
“Output is excellent,” Jade reported, her eyes glued to the measurements on the screen. “Volume and consistency are both optimal.”
“How does it feel?” Elena asked, her voice a low murmur.
“Amazing,” Alyssa moaned, her head lolling back against the chair. “The relief is… god, it’s incredible. And the suction… it’s like having two perfect, hungry mouths working me at once.”
I shifted my weight, my cock straining against my pants. The way her back arched, the soft, guttural sounds she made, the steady, pulsing stream of milk filling the beakers—it was the most beautifully filthy thing I’d ever seen.
“Hormone levels?” Elena asked.
Jade tapped at her tablet, her eyes widening slightly. “Oxytocin is through the roof. Prolactin levels are optimal. And the protein content…” She paused, double-checking the readings. “This is remarkable.”
“How remarkable?”
“The hormonal concentration is three times higher than typical lactation. The pregnancy has supercharged her production. This isn’t just milk; it’s a high-potency fertility supplement.”
The beakers were filling steadily, the milk rich and creamy. Alyssa was moaning softly with each pulse of the machine, her body responding to the relentless stimulation.
“Can we… can we increase the intensity?” she asked, her voice a breathy plea.
“Are you sure?” Jade asked. “Higher suction can be uncomfortable.”
“I want to see what I can produce,” Alyssa said, a wild look in her eyes. “Push me to my limits. Treat me like your prize dairy cow.”
Jade’s lips curved into a small, clinical smile. She adjusted the controls, and the pumps increased their suction. The milk flow became more intense, practically jetting from Alyssa’s nipples in powerful streams.
“Oh, god,” Alyssa gasped, her hips starting to grind against the chair. “Yes. That’s perfect.”
“Output is increasing dramatically,” Jade reported, her voice sharp with excitement. “We’re looking at nearly double the volume.”
“And the hormone content?”
“Scaling proportionally. This is going to make an incredible supplement.”
The beakers were half-full now, the milk pooling in perfect white lakes. Alyssa’s body was responding beautifully, her breathing deep and ragged.
“Mason,” Elena said, her voice a low command. “I want you to taste it.”
“What?”
“The milk. I want to know how it affects the primary breeder.”
I moved to the collection station, where Jade was already preparing a small, sterile sample cup. The milk was warm, fresh, with a faint, sweet smell that made my mouth water and my cock throb.
“Drink it,” Elena commanded.
I lifted the cup to my lips and took a long, deep swallow. The milk was incredible—rich, creamy, with a sweetness that seemed to explode on my tongue and spread like fire through my entire body. Almost immediately, I felt a surge of raw, primal energy, of pure, unadulterated lust.
“How do you feel?” Jade asked, watching me closely.
“Amazing,” I said, my voice a low growl. I was already reaching for more. “Like I could fuck for hours. Like I could breed an entire army.”
“Interesting,” Elena murmured, a predatory glint in her eyes. “The hormonal effect is immediate and potent.”
“What hormones are we talking about?” Tamara asked from her chair.
“A super-cocktail,” Jade said, her fingers flying across her tablet. “Oxytocin for bonding and arousal. Prolactin for nurturing instincts. Growth hormones for physical enhancement. Plus trace amounts of estrogen and progesterone that could enhance fertility in anyone who consumes it.”
“So drinking this could actually improve breeding success?” Maya asked, her strategist’s mind clearly racing.
“Theoretically, yes. The hormonal cocktail should enhance arousal, improve sperm motility, and dramatically increase conception rates.”
I was already feeling the effects. My cock was rock-hard, straining painfully against my zipper. My body was humming with a raw, sexual energy that demanded release. The milk was like a drug, but better—natural, pure, and unbelievably effective.
“We need to scale this up,” Elena said, her voice sharp with purpose. “If this works as well as it appears to, we could revolutionize fertility treatment.”
“Already planning it,” Jade replied. “I’m thinking daily collection sessions, concentrated processing, and measured dosing for optimal effect. We’ll turn you into a living hormone factory, Alyssa.”
The pumps continued their relentless work, the beakers filling steadily. Alyssa was lost in the sensation, her body responding to the stimulation with increasing intensity.
“I’m getting close,” she moaned, her eyes glazed over with pleasure. “The suction is perfect. It’s like being worshipped by machines.”
“Close to what?” Elena asked, her voice intrigued.
“Orgasm,” Alyssa panted. “The pumps are hitting all the right spots. They’re milking me and fucking my tits at the same time.”
I watched in fascination as Alyssa’s body tensed, her back arching as the pleasure built to a crescendo. The milk flow increased, spurting from her nipples in rhythmic, pulsing jets that matched the contractions of her unseen orgasm.
“That’s it,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m coming!”
Her orgasm was incredible to watch. Her entire body shook, milk jetting from her breasts in powerful, pulsating streams. The beakers filled rapidly, the white liquid pooling and swirling in a beautiful, erotic storm.
“Phenomenal,” Jade breathed. “Orgasmic lactation increases output by nearly forty percent.”
“And the hormonal content?” Elena asked.
“Spiking across the board. This is the golden sample.”
Alyssa slumped back in the chair, breathing hard, her breasts still spurting milk into the collection beakers. She looked blissful, completely satisfied.
“How was that?” I asked.
“Incredible,” she panted. “I’ve never felt anything like it. The combination of relief and pleasure… it’s addictive.”
“Good,” Elena said. “Because we’re going to need regular sessions.”
Movement in the corner caught my attention. Marisol was standing near the monitoring station, one hand pressed to her forehead, swaying slightly.
“Marisol?” I called. “You okay?”
She turned toward me, her face pale, eyes unfocused. “I feel… dizzy.”
Before anyone could react, her knees buckled.
I moved faster than I’d ever moved before, covering the distance in three strides. I caught her as she fell, scooping her into my arms in one smooth motion.
“I’ve got you,” I said, lifting her against my chest.
The women around me cooed at the display—the single-arm hero move, the protective way I held her, the pure competence of the rescue. Even in a crisis, they appreciated the alpha display.
“Gurney,” Jade ordered, already moving toward the medical station.
I carried Marisol to the examination table, laying her down gently. Her breathing was shallow, her skin clammy.
“Symptoms?” Jade asked, checking her pulse.
“Dizzy. Nauseous. Felt like I was going to faint,” Marisol whispered.
“Blood pressure is slightly low,” Jade reported. “Heart rate is elevated. Classic signs of hypoglycemia.”
“Or early pregnancy,” Elena added quietly.
Jade nodded, reaching for a glucose packet. “Let’s address the immediate issue first.”
She handed me the packet—one of those gel pouches designed for diabetic emergencies. I tore it open with my teeth, the sweet smell filling the air.
“Open your mouth,” I said gently.
Marisol parted her lips, and I squeezed the glucose gel onto her tongue. She swallowed reflexively, the sweetness helping to restore her blood sugar.
“Better?” I asked.
“Much,” she said, color returning to her cheeks. “Thank you.”
“Let’s check something else,” Jade said, reaching for a test strip. “This is a glucose dipstick, but it has a secondary function.”
She dipped the strip into a small vial of Marisol’s saliva, then waited. The room was silent except for the hum of equipment and the soft sound of Alyssa’s continued lactation.
The strip began to change color. First blue for glucose levels, then…
A faint pink line appeared.
“Oh my god,” Marisol breathed.
“Positive,” Jade confirmed. “Congratulations, Marisol. You’re pregnant.”
The room erupted in celebration. Paige’s camera caught everything—the tears of joy, the embraces, the pure happiness of the moment.
Marisol was sobbing, one hand on her still-flat stomach. “I can’t believe it. I’m really pregnant?”
“The test doesn’t lie,” Jade said, showing her the strip. “Based on the hormone levels, I’d estimate about five weeks.”
“Five weeks,” Marisol repeated, wonder in her voice. “I’ve been carrying Mason’s baby for five weeks.”
I leaned down and kissed her forehead, tasting the salt of her tears. “How do you feel?”
“Perfect,” she whispered. “Complete.”
“Circulation might be an issue,” Jade said clinically. “Early pregnancy can affect blood flow.”
“I can help with that,” I said, my voice a low growl. My hand moved to Marisol’s thigh.
“Mason,” Elena warned, but there was no real heat in her voice. Only curiosity.
“For medical purposes,” I said, my eyes locking with Jade’s. “Circulation enhancement.”
I applied gentle pressure through her leggings, my fingers finding the heat between her legs. Marisol’s breathing hitched, her body instantly responding to my touch.
“That’s… that’s helping,” she gasped, her eyes fluttering shut.
I worked her clit through the thin fabric of her leggings, applying just enough pressure to enhance blood flow and send waves of pleasure through her. Her arousal was immediate, her body recognizing exactly what it needed.
“Better circulation,” Jade observed, her eyes glued to the monitors. “Heart rate is normalizing. Blood pressure is stabilizing.”
“And the pregnancy?” Elena asked.
“Responding beautifully. The gentle stimulation is actually beneficial for early pregnancy health. It increases blood flow to the uterus.”
Marisol’s breathing was becoming more ragged, her hips starting to move in a slow, unconscious grind against my hand. I could feel the wetness soaking through her leggings, her arousal building with a speed that was breathtaking.
“I’m going to come,” she whispered, her voice thick with a pleasure she was trying to suppress.
“Let it happen,” Jade said, her voice calm and clinical. “An orgasm will release a flood of oxytocin and endorphins. It’s excellent for pregnancy health.”
I increased the pressure, my fingers working her clit with a practiced, relentless skill. Marisol’s body arched, her back lifting off the gurney as the pleasure became too much to bear.
“Mason,” she gasped, her voice breaking. “I’m… I’m…”
She came with a soft, choked cry, her body shaking with the intensity of the orgasm. I could feel her pussy contracting violently through her leggings, her release powerful and complete, a silent, shuddering explosion of pure bliss.
“Excellent response,” Jade reported. “All vitals are perfect. Blood pressure normalized, heart rate optimal.”
The blood-pressure printer began roaring, documenting the dramatic improvement in Marisol’s circulation. The sound filled the room, a mechanical celebration of successful treatment.
“How do you feel now?” I asked.
“Amazing,” Marisol said, her hand still on her stomach. “Like everything is perfect.”
“Because it is,” Elena said. “Another successful conception. Another healthy pregnancy. Another victory for our program.”
Jade was already making notes. “We now have documented evidence that lactation hormone therapy combined with circulation enhancement produces optimal pregnancy outcomes.”
“And the milk?” Alyssa asked, still connected to the pumps.
“Is going to revolutionize fertility treatment,” Elena replied. “We’re going to create a protocol that maximizes conception rates through natural hormone supplementation.”
“When do we start?” Tamara asked.
“Immediately,” Jade said. “Daily lactation sessions, hormone extraction, and targeted distribution. We’re going to optimize every aspect of the breeding process.”
I looked around the room at the faces of my family. Alyssa still connected to the pumps, her milk flowing steadily. Marisol glowing with the news of her pregnancy. Elena planning the next phase of our expansion.
“What about Palmer?” Maya asked. “Won’t this just give her more ammunition?”
“Let her try,” Elena said. “We have documented medical benefits, willing participants, and measurable results. This isn’t exploitation—it’s innovation.”
“And if she doesn’t see it that way?”
“Then we educate her,” Jade said. “Show her the data, the outcomes, the pure science of what we’re doing.”
The pumps continued their work, the beakers nearly full now. Alyssa’s milk was going to become the foundation of our new treatment protocol.
“This is just the beginning,” Elena said. “Today we proved that lactation therapy works. Tomorrow we scale it up.”
“And after that?” Paige asked, still streaming to her growing audience.
“After that, we change the world,” I said. “One hormone cocktail at a time.”
The milk continued to flow, the equipment hummed, and the blood-pressure printer documented every success. We were building something unprecedented—a fusion of natural biology and medical technology.
“Ready for the next phase?” Elena asked.
“Always,” I replied.
Because if there was one thing I’d learned about breeding programs, it was that success created its own momentum.
And we were accelerating fast.




Chapter 7: Overnight Implant Threat

Two in the fucking morning.
I should have been asleep, but something pulled me from dreams of lactating breasts and medical equipment. The hotel suite was dark, Phoenix glittering through floor-to-ceiling windows twenty stories below.
Elena’s side of the bed was empty. Cold.
I sat up, instantly alert. Elena didn’t do midnight wandering. She was a creature of precise schedules, controlled environments, calculated risks.
But desperation made people do stupid things.
I pulled on jeans and moved through the suite, following instinct more than sound. The elevator was descending—twenty-third floor, twentieth, fifteenth. Someone was heading down.
To the clinic.
Fuck.
I took the stairs three at a time, bursting into the lobby as Elena’s limo pulled away into the desert night. My rental was parked across the street, keys still in the ignition because Phoenix didn’t give a shit about car theft at this hour.
The city blurred past—strip malls and housing developments, the skeleton of development stretching toward black mountains. The Radiant Life Institute glowed like a medical beacon, security lights casting long shadows across the parking lot.
Elena’s limo sat empty near the entrance.
Inside, the lobby was tomb-quiet. Marble floors reflected nothing but emergency lighting, the reception desk abandoned. But I could hear something deeper in the building—the hum of equipment powering up, the whisper of climate control adjusting to human presence.
The embryology lab.
I found her in the basement, surrounded by liquid nitrogen tanks and computer monitors. She wore a silk robe that barely covered her ass, feet bare on the cold tile floor. Her hair was loose, falling in black waves around her shoulders.
She looked beautiful. Desperate. Dangerous.
In her hands was a metal canister, frost condensing on its surface. Inside that canister was her last chance—the frozen embryo she’d been saving for months.
“Elena.”
She spun, eyes wide with guilt and determination. “Mason. You shouldn’t be here.”
“Neither should you.” I stepped into the lab, closing the door behind me. “What are you doing?”
“What I should have done months ago.” She gestured to the equipment surrounding us. “Science, Mason. Real science. Not this breeding program fantasy.”
The canister in her hands was connected to a thawing station, temperature readings scrolling across multiple screens. She’d been planning this for a while.
“You’re going to implant that yourself?”
“I’m a smart woman. I’ve watched Jade do dozens of procedures. How hard can it be?”
“Hard enough to kill you if you fuck it up.”
Her laugh was bitter. “I’m already dying, Mason. Every day that passes, every cycle that fails, every negative test—I’m dying by degrees.”
I moved closer, noting the medical equipment she’d arranged. Speculums, catheters, monitoring devices. She’d turned the embryology lab into a makeshift OR.
“The embryo won’t take,” I said. “Not like this. Not without proper preparation.”
“Then what do you suggest?” Her voice cracked. “Because your seed has failed me twice now. Two months of perfect timing, optimal conditions, medical supervision. And I’m still empty.”
She pressed one hand to her flat stomach, fingers splayed across the silk. “Do you know what it’s like? Watching every other woman in our family glow with your children while I remain barren?”
“Elena—”
“No.” She moved to the procedure table, positioning stirrups and adjusting the height. “Tonight, science wins. Tonight, I take control.”
I watched her prepare with clinical precision, every movement calculated and efficient. But I could see the tremor in her hands, the desperation beneath the ice-queen facade.
“You want control?” I asked.
“I want results.”
“Then let me give you what you actually need.”
She paused, catheter halfway to the thawing station. “What?”
“Not that frozen embryo. Not some clinical procedure you’re going to botch.” I stepped closer, close enough to smell her perfume—cedar and desperation. “You need to be bred properly. Dominated. Claimed.”
“Mason, we’ve tried—”
“We’ve tried your way. Clinical. Controlled. Scheduled.” I reached out, taking the catheter from her hands. “But that’s not what your body wants.”
“Then what does my body want?”
“To be conquered. To be taken so completely that it has no choice but to accept my seed.”
Her gray eyes searched mine, looking for certainty in the darkness. “You think force will work where gentleness failed?”
“I think your need for control is what’s blocking conception.” I set the catheter aside, moving close enough that she had to tilt her head back to meet my gaze. “You’re so busy managing every variable that you’ve forgotten how to surrender.”
“Surrender isn’t in my nature.”
“Tonight it will be.”
I gripped her chin, forcing her to maintain eye contact. She was breathing faster now, the pulse in her throat jumping.
“Turn around,” I commanded. “Face the nitrogen tank.”
“Mason—”
“Turn. Around.”
She obeyed, moving with the fluid grace that had first caught my attention months ago. Her reflection wavered in the polished surface of the tank, pale and ethereal.
“Put your hands on the tank.”
She complied, palms flat against the cold metal. The position arched her back, pushing her ass out toward me. The silk robe rode up, revealing the curve of her thighs.
“You want to be bred?” I growled, moving behind her. “Then we do this my way.”
My hands found the belt of her silk robe and jerked it loose. The fabric fell open, revealing the full, breathtaking length of her body. Pale skin, elegant curves, the kind of perfection that belonged in a museum.
“Beautiful,” I murmured, my hands sliding down her sides, feeling the tremor that ran through her. “But empty. We’re going to fix that.”
“How?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.
Instead of answering, I gripped her hips and pulled her back against me. My cock was already rock-hard, pressing against the soft curve of her ass through my jeans.
“Feel that?” I snarled in her ear. “That’s what’s going to fill your womb. Not some fucking frozen embryo in a tube. My cock. My seed. Fresh and hot and alive.”
She shivered, her body responding despite her mind’s protests. “The procedure has better success rates—”
“Shut the fuck up.” I bit her earlobe, hard enough to make her gasp. “No more statistics. No more schedules. No more control. Only me.”
My hands roamed her body, mapping every curve, every sensitive spot. Her breasts were perfect handfuls, her nipples hardening into tight points under my touch. Her stomach was flat, a blank canvas waiting for me to paint it with my child.
“But first,” I said, my hand trailing lower, “I’m going to claim the one part of you that’s never been mine.”
Her ass clenched as my fingers traced the deep cleft between her cheeks. “Mason, what are you—”
“Your pussy has failed us twice,” I said, my voice a low, brutal growl. “Tonight, I’m taking your ass.”
She tried to pull away, a flicker of real fear in her eyes, but I held her firmly against the tank. “I’ve never—”
“I know,” I hissed. “That’s what makes it perfect.” I unzipped my jeans, freeing my thick, throbbing cock. “You’re going to give me your last virgin hole, Elena. That is complete surrender.”
“I don’t know if I can—”
“You can. You will.” I pressed the head of my cock between her ass cheeks, letting her feel the heat and the hardness of it. “Because you want this baby more than you want your dignity. More than you want your pride.”
She was breathing hard now, her reflection in the polished steel of the tank showing dilated pupils and flushed cheeks. Fear and a dark, forbidden arousal were at war in her expression.
“There’s lube in the supply cabinet,” I said, my voice flat and commanding. “Medical grade. Get it. Now.”
She moved on shaking legs, the robe hanging open, her perfect ass swaying with a nervous energy as she retrieved a bottle of surgical lubricant. Her hands were trembling as she handed it to me.
“Good girl.” I poured a generous amount of the lube over my fingers, warming it between my palms. “Now, put your hands back on the tank and don’t fucking move.”
She obeyed, her palms flat against the cold metal surface as I moved behind her again. My lubed fingers found her ass, circling the tight, puckered ring of her asshole.
“Relax,” I commanded, pressing one finger against her entrance. “Fight me and it’ll hurt. Submit to me, and it’ll be perfect.”
She tried to relax, her body gradually accepting the intrusion as my finger slid inside. Her ass was hot and impossibly tight, clenching around my digit.
“Oh god,” she gasped, her voice a mix of shock and something else. “It’s so strange.”
“But not painful?”
“No. Just… intense.”
I worked my finger deeper, letting her adjust to the sensation. Her ass was gripping me like a fist, her internal muscles fluttering as she tried to process the new feelings.
“Another finger,” I warned, adding a second digit to the first.
This time she couldn’t hold back a moan. The stretch was more intense, her body having to work harder to accommodate the intrusion.
“That’s it,” I praised, my voice a low growl as I worked my fingers in and out. “Your ass is learning to take me. Learning to be claimed.”
The lube made everything slick and smooth, my fingers sliding easily in her tight channel. I could feel her body gradually relaxing, accepting the preparation.
“How does it feel?” I asked, my voice rough.
“Full. Strange. But…” She paused, as if surprised by her own response. “Good. It feels good.”
“It’s going to feel even better when my cock is buried inside you.”
I added a third finger, scissoring them to stretch her further. Elena cried out, her knuckles white where they gripped the tank.
“Too much?” I asked, my voice laced with a cruel tenderness.
“No,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop. I need… I need more.”
Her admission sent fire through my veins. The ice queen was melting, shattering, revealing the desperate, needy woman underneath.
“More lube,” I said, pulling my fingers out with a soft pop. I coated my cock with the surgical lubricant. “And then I’m going to claim you completely.”
I positioned myself at her entrance, the thick head of my cock pressing against her well-lubed, prepared hole. She was still tight, her body instinctively resisting the invasion.
“Breathe,” I commanded. “Push back against me. Show me you want this.”
Elena took a shuddering breath, then pressed back. The head of my cock breached her ass, sliding past the tight ring of muscle into her hot, dark depths.
“Fuck,” I groaned, the sensation almost too much. “So tight. So fucking perfect.”
She was shaking, her body struggling to accommodate my size. But she didn’t pull away. She didn’t ask me to stop.
“More,” she gasped, her voice a raw plea. “I want all of you.”
I pressed deeper, feeding my cock into her ass inch by inch. The sensation was incredible—tighter than any pussy, hotter than any mouth. Her body was gripping me like it never wanted to let me go.
“Almost there,” I said, my hands gripping her hips, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh of her ass cheeks. “Just a little more.”
The final inches slid home, my pelvis pressing against her ass. I was buried completely inside her, claiming her in the most primal, degrading, and beautiful way possible.
“Oh god,” Elena sobbed, her voice breaking. “I feel so full. So owned.”
“You are owned.” I pulled back slowly, then thrust forward again. “This ass belongs to me now. This body belongs to me. This womb belongs to me.”
I established a rhythm, fucking her ass with deep, steady, powerful strokes. Each thrust drove her forward against the tank, her breasts pressing against the cold metal.
“Yes,” she moaned, her voice a raw cry of surrender. “Fuck my ass. Claim me. Make me yours.”
Her words were like gasoline on a fire. I gripped her hips harder, driving into her with an increasing, brutal force. Her ass was perfect, gripping my cock like it was made for this and nothing else.
“You wanted control?” I snarled, pounding into her. “This is what real control looks like. Me taking what I want. You giving me everything.”
“Yes!” she screamed, her voice echoing in the sterile lab. “Take it all! I’m yours!”
Her submission was complete. The ice queen was shattered, replaced by a woman desperate to be dominated, to be bred, to be claimed. I could feel my orgasm building, the tight, crushing grip of her ass pushing me toward the edge.
“I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice a low, guttural growl. “I’m going to flood your ass with my seed.”
“Do it,” she begged, her voice broken with sobs of pleasure. “Fill me up. Mark me as yours.”
I thrust deep one last time and held still, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself into her ass. The orgasm was intense, primal, a raw explosion of dominance and possession that claimed her in the most basic way possible.
“Mine,” I growled, staying buried inside her as the aftershocks faded. “All of you. Every hole. Every breath.”
She was crying, her body shaking with the intensity of what we’d just done. But she was also smiling, finally looking satisfied.
“How do you feel?” I asked.
“Claimed,” she whispered. “Completely and utterly claimed.”
I slowly pulled out, watching my cum leak from her stretched hole. She’d been marked, branded, made mine in a way that went beyond simple sex.
“And the embryo?” I asked, nodding toward the forgotten canister.
Elena looked at it for a long moment, then reached out and crushed the metal container in her fist. Liquid nitrogen hissed as the frozen embryo was destroyed.
“I don’t need it,” she said simply. “I have what I need.”
“Which is?”
“You. Taking control. Breeding me the way nature intended.”
She turned in my arms, her eyes bright with possibility. “Do you think it worked?”
“The ass fucking?”
“The dominance. The claiming. The complete surrender of control.” She pressed against me, cum still leaking down her thighs. “Do you think my body will finally accept your seed?”
“I think,” I said, pulling her close, “that we’re going to find out very soon.”
Because for the first time since we’d started this breeding program, Elena looked truly ready to be bred. Not clinically. Not systematically.
But completely.
The nitrogen tank continued hissing in the background, the destroyed embryo a puddle of wasted science on the floor. But science hadn’t been the answer.
Dominance was.
Conquest was.
Taking what was mine and making her beg for more.
“Ready to go back to the hotel?” I asked.
“Not yet.” Elena moved toward the procedure table, her ass still gaping from my cock. “I want you to breed my pussy now. While I’m still claimed. While I’m still yours.”
She climbed onto the table, spreading her legs wide. Her pussy was soaked, arousal dripping down her thighs.
“Breed me properly,” she demanded. “Fill my womb while my ass still burns with your cum.”
I moved between her legs, my cock already hardening again. The combination of dominance and submission had awakened something primal in both of us.
“You want to be bred?” I asked, positioning myself at her entrance.
“I want to be conquered. Claimed. Dominated until my body has no choice but to give you what you want.”
I thrust into her pussy in one smooth stroke, filling her completely. She was burning hot, soaked with arousal, her walls gripping me like a fist.
“Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that. Own me. Breed me. Make me carry your child.”
I started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. This wasn’t the clinical breeding we’d tried before. This was raw, primal, dominant—everything her body had been craving.
“You’re mine,” I growled, gripping her throat lightly. “Your pussy, your ass, your womb. All mine.”
“Yes,” she gasped. “All yours. Forever.”
I could feel her orgasm building, her body tensing under mine. But I wasn’t going to let her come yet. Not until she’d earned it.
“Beg,” I commanded. “Beg me to breed you.”
“Please,” she sobbed. “Please breed me. Fill my womb. Give me your baby.”
“Beg harder.”
“I’m nothing without your seed inside me. Please, Mason. I’ll do anything. Be anything. Just breed me.”
That was what I’d been waiting for. Complete surrender. Total submission.
I drove into her with everything I had, my cock hitting her cervix with each thrust. She screamed, her body arching off the table as her orgasm crashed through her.
“Coming,” she shrieked. “I’m coming on your cock!”
Her pussy clamped down on me, milking my shaft as she came. The sensation pushed me over the edge, and I thrust deep as my second orgasm hit.
“Take it,” I snarled. “Take every drop.”
I flooded her womb with cum, marking her internally just as I’d marked her ass. This time, there was no pulling out, no leakage. Her body held every drop, finally ready to accept what I was giving her.
We stayed locked together for long minutes, both of us breathing hard. The embryology lab around us looked like a warzone—destroyed equipment, scattered supplies, the puddle of liquid nitrogen still hissing on the floor.
“Better?” I asked.
“Perfect,” she whispered. “Finally perfect.”
I pulled out slowly, watching my cum leak from her well-fucked pussy. But this time was different. This time, her body seemed to be holding onto as much as possible.
“You destroyed your backup plan,” I pointed out.
“I don’t need a backup plan.” Elena sat up on the table, cum still dripping from both holes. “I have the real thing.”
“And if this doesn’t work?”
Her smile was sharp, predatory, satisfied. “Then we keep doing it this way until it does. Complete dominance. Total conquest. No mercy.”
“I can live with that.”
“Good.” She slid off the table, moving with liquid grace despite what we’d just done. “Because that’s the only way this works. You taking control. Me surrendering everything.”
We cleaned up in silence, Elena moving with the efficient precision that had first attracted me. But there was something different about her now. A satisfaction that went deeper than just good sex.
She’d been claimed. Truly and completely.
The drive back to the hotel was quiet, Phoenix glittering around us like a scattered jewel box. Elena dozed against my shoulder, finally relaxed for the first time in months.
“Mason?” she murmured as we pulled into the hotel parking garage.
“Yes?”
“Thank you. For taking control. For giving me what I needed instead of what I thought I wanted.”
“Always.”
“Good.” Her smile was sleepy but sharp. “Because tomorrow, we expand the program. And I want you to be just as dominant with the others.”
The elevator carried us up to our floor, and Elena disappeared into the bathroom. But I could still smell her on my skin, still feel the memory of her submission.
For the first time since this whole breeding program started, I felt like the king they kept calling me.
Because tonight, I’d finally started acting like one.
The thought followed me into sleep, where I dreamed of dominance and submission, of claiming and conquest, and of Elena’s belly finally rounding with my child.
Tomorrow would bring new challenges. Legal battles. Medical scrutiny. Political opposition.
But tonight, I’d destroyed Elena’s backup plan and replaced it with something better.
Complete and total surrender.




Chapter 8: Ultrasound Carnival

One week after the embryology lab incident, the Radiant Life Institute had been transformed into something that looked like a cross between a medical theater and a television production studio.
Seven examination tables arranged in a perfect circle, each one equipped with state-of-the-art ultrasound equipment. Above them, a massive 70-inch screen dominated the room, ready to display whatever secrets we uncovered.
“This is going to be incredible,” Paige said, adjusting her ring light for the fifteenth time. Her twenty-week bump was prominent beneath a fitted tank top, the curve of her belly perfect for camera angles. “Chat is already going crazy, and we haven’t even started.”
I stood in the center of the circle, wearing scrubs that Jade had insisted on. “For the full medical experience,” she’d said, but I suspected it was more about the visual—the alpha male in medical whites, surveying his growing empire.
Because that’s what this was. An empire.
Elena entered first, moving with her characteristic ice-queen grace. But there was something different about her today—a satisfied glow that hadn’t been there before. The destruction of her frozen embryo had freed something in her, replaced desperate control with confident submission.
“Ready for your close-up?” I asked.
Her smile was sharp. “Always.”
Tamara followed, her sixteen-week bump beautifully rounded beneath a maternity dress that showcased every curve. She’d been glowing for weeks now, that radiant pregnancy energy that made every man in her vicinity take a second look.
“I can’t wait to see the baby,” she said, one hand resting protectively on her belly. “She’s been so active lately.”
“Still thinking it’s a girl?” Maya asked, settling onto her assigned table. Her twelve-week bump was just starting to show, a subtle roundness that hinted at the life growing inside.
“Mother’s intuition,” Tamara replied. “Plus, I keep dreaming about teaching her yoga.”
Alyssa made her entrance like a goddess of fertility. Her eight-week pregnancy had transformed her already magnificent E-cup breasts into something that defied physics and gravity. The maternity bra she wore was clearly struggling, and I could see the dark patches where milk was already beginning to leak.
“How are the girls feeling?” I asked.
“Heavy,” she said with a laugh. “And productive. I’m expressing about six times a day now.”
“We’ll need to increase the collection schedule,” Elena noted, making marks on her tablet. “The hormone concentrations are too valuable to waste.”
Marisol entered next, her five-week pregnancy barely visible but her glow unmistakable. The discovery of her condition had energized everyone—proof that our methods were working, that the breeding program was expanding exactly as planned.
“Any symptoms yet?” Jade asked, checking her tablet.
“Nausea in the mornings. Tender breasts. And I’m tired all the time.” Marisol’s smile was radiant. “But it’s the most beautiful exhaustion I’ve ever felt.”
Yoo-mi was the last of the confirmed pregnancies, her violet hair pulled back in a practical ponytail. At what we suspected was five weeks along, she was still in the early stages, but the pregnancy test had been unmistakably positive.
“I still can’t believe it,” she said, settling onto her table. “My management company is going to lose their minds when they find out.”
“Let them,” Elena said. “You’re part of something more important than any K-pop career.”
That left one table empty. One woman not yet carrying my child.
Dr. Jade Lawson stood beside the control station, tablet in hand, looking every inch the professional physician. But I could see the hunger in her eyes, the envy masked behind clinical competence.
“Shall we begin?” she asked.
The room dimmed as the ultrasound equipment powered up. The massive screen flickered to life, ready to display the results of our breeding program in high definition.
“Ladies,” I announced, moving to the center of the circle, “welcome to the first official ultrasound carnival of the Radiant Life Institute.”
Paige’s camera captured everything—the medical equipment, the pregnant women arranged in their circle, me standing in the center like a fertility king surveying his kingdom.
“Subscriber count just hit thirty thousand,” she reported. “And donations are pouring in. Everyone wants to see the babies.”
“Then let’s give them a show,” Elena said.
Jade moved to the first table, where Paige was already positioned with her tank top pulled up to reveal her beautiful twenty-week bump. The curve was perfect, tight skin stretched over the growing life inside.
“Twenty weeks,” Jade announced, her voice echoing slightly in the hushed, expectant room. She squeezed a thick dollop of clear, cold gel onto the ultrasound wand. “This should be our most detailed scan.”
The wand touched Paige’s belly, and the massive screen exploded with images. Not the fuzzy, indistinct shapes of early pregnancy, but the clearly recognizable features of a tiny, perfect human being. A head, arms, legs, and impossibly small fingers and toes.
“Oh my god,” Paige gasped, her eyes wide with wonder. “Look at that!”
The baby was moving, arms waving, legs kicking in a silent, fluid dance. On the screen, every detail was crystal clear—the perfect, delicate curve of the spine, the tiny chambers of a heart beating with a steady, powerful rhythm.
“Fetal heart rate 152,” Jade reported, her voice filled with professional satisfaction. “All measurements are within optimal ranges. And…” She paused, adjusting the angle of the wand, a slow smile spreading across her face. “There. Do you see that?”
On the screen, a tiny foot kicked out, pressing against the uterine wall. The movement was clearly visible, the baby literally dancing inside its mother’s womb.
“She’s kicking!” Paige squealed, her voice a mix of laughter and tears. “Look at those tiny toes! She’s a little brat, just like me!”
The chat on the livestream exploded with hearts and baby emojis. Donations flooded in from viewers around the world, all of them desperate to share in this moment of pure, unadulterated life.
“Perfect development,” Jade confirmed, her voice filled with pride. “This is what successful breeding looks like.”
I moved around the table, placing one hand on Paige’s taut, round belly. I could feel the faint vibrations of the baby’s movements through her skin. “Beautiful work,” I said, my voice a low growl of possessive pride. “Our daughter is thriving.”
“Our daughter?” Paige’s eyes were bright with tears of joy. “You really think it’s a girl?”
“I know it’s a girl,” I said, leaning down to kiss her forehead. “A perfect little princess, just like her mother.”
Jade was already moving to the next table, where Tamara waited, her sixteen-week bump displayed like a sacred offering. The gel went on, the wand found its position, and the screen shifted to show a different, smaller baby.
“Sixteen weeks,” Jade announced. “Let’s see what we have here.”
This baby was smaller, less defined than Paige’s, but the movement was incredible. Arms and legs were in constant, fluid motion, the whole body seeming to dance with a vibrant, restless life.
“Active,” Jade observed with a smile. “Very active.”
“That’s my little yoga baby,” Tamara said proudly, her hand resting on her belly. “She’s been practicing her poses.”
The fetal heart rate was strong and steady, the development perfect for her gestational age. On the screen, the baby seemed to be responding to the ultrasound, moving toward the wand as if seeking contact.
“Look at that,” I said, leaning over Tamara’s shoulder, my hand covering hers on her belly. “She knows daddy’s here.”
As if responding to my voice, the baby’s movements became more pronounced. Tiny arms reached out, little legs stretched, the whole body seeming to orient toward the sound.
“Incredible,” Jade murmured, her eyes wide with scientific wonder. “Paternal voice recognition at sixteen weeks is remarkable. The bond is already forming.”
The chat was going wild, viewers commenting on every movement, every heartbeat. The donations were climbing steadily, people from all over the world investing in our breeding program.
“Next table,” Elena directed, her voice sharp but laced with a new, softer emotion.
Maya was ready, her twelve-week bump a modest but unmistakable curve beneath her silk blouse. The ultrasound gel was cold against her skin, but she didn’t flinch as Jade positioned the wand.
“Twelve weeks,” Jade announced. “This should show us major organ development.”
The screen revealed a smaller but perfectly formed baby. The head was proportionally large, the body still developing, but everything was exactly where it should be.
“Heart rate 168,” Jade reported. “Strong and steady. Brain development is excellent, all major organs are forming properly.”
This baby was less active than the others, seeming to rest peacefully in its fluid environment. But when I spoke, there was a subtle shift, a slight turning of the tiny head toward my voice.
“Hello, little one,” I said softly, my hand resting on Maya’s. “Daddy’s here.”
Maya’s fingers intertwined with mine, her grip surprisingly strong. “Our baby,” she whispered, her voice thick with an emotion she rarely showed. “Our perfect little miracle.”
“Growing exactly as expected,” Jade confirmed with a nod. “Another successful breeding.”
Alyssa was next, and the air in the room seemed to thicken with a raw, fertile energy. Her eight-week pregnancy had transformed her already magnificent E-cup breasts into something that defied physics and gravity. They were heavy, swollen, and her maternity bra was clearly struggling. I could see the dark, damp patches where her milk was already leaking through.
“Eight weeks,” Jade said, applying a generous amount of gel to Alyssa’s still-flat stomach. “This will be our earliest detailed scan.”
The wand found its position, and the screen showed something beautiful and profound—a tiny gestational sac with a flickering point of light at its center.
“There,” Jade pointed, her voice filled with reverence. “That flickering? That’s the heartbeat.”
The light pulsed with a steady, determined rhythm that filled the room with a sense of awe. It was barely visible, just a tiny spark of life, but it was unmistakably there.
“Heart rate 175,” Jade reported. “Perfect for this gestational age. The embryo is developing exactly as expected.”
“My baby,” Alyssa breathed, tears streaming down her face, her hands clutching her magnificent, leaking breasts. “My beautiful baby.”
I moved to her side, wiping away her tears with my thumb. “Our baby,” I corrected, my voice a low, possessive growl. “Growing strong inside you.”
The milk leak increased as her emotions peaked, wet patches spreading across the white fabric of her bra. The sight was incredibly, painfully erotic—this goddess of fertility literally overflowing with the promise of life.
“Next,” Elena said, her voice softer now, clearly affected by the raw emotion in the room.
Marisol was ready, her five-week pregnancy barely detectable to the naked eye but precious beyond measure. This was our newest success, the latest proof that our breeding program was unstoppable.
“Five weeks,” Jade announced, positioning the wand with a gentle, careful touch. “This will be very early, but we should see something.”
The screen showed a tiny flicker, barely more than a single point of light. But it was there—steady, strong, and unmistakably alive.
“Heartbeat detected,” Jade confirmed, her voice filled with a quiet joy. “Rate 110, which is perfect for this gestational age. The embryo is implanted properly and developing normally.”
“I can’t believe it,” Marisol sobbed, her hand pressed to her still-flat stomach. “It’s real. It’s actually real.”
“Very real,” I said, leaning down to kiss her forehead, inhaling her sweet, fertile scent. “You’re carrying my child, and she’s going to be perfect.”
The room was electric with emotion now, the reality of what we had created overwhelming everyone present. Six pregnancies, six healthy babies, six beautiful women glowing with the pride of successful breeding.
“And finally,” Jade said, her voice barely a whisper as she moved to the last occupied table, “Yoo-mi.”
The young K-pop star was nervous, her violet hair damp with perspiration. At five weeks, her pregnancy was as early as Marisol’s, but no less precious.
“Ready?” Jade asked, her voice gentle.
“Ready,” Yoo-mi whispered, her eyes wide.
The gel was cold, the wand found its position, and the screen revealed another tiny, miraculous flicker of life.
“Heartbeat confirmed,” Jade announced, her voice ringing with triumph. “Rate 115, perfect for this gestational age. Another successful implantation.”
Yoo-mi burst into tears, her whole body shaking with a joy so pure it was almost painful to watch. “My baby,” she sobbed in Korean, then switched to English, her voice thick with emotion. “My perfect baby.”
I moved around the circle, pausing at each table, admiring the growing life displayed on the massive screen. Six babies, six heartbeats, six perfect examples of my breeding prowess.
“My growing pride,” I said, my voice a low, possessive growl as I addressed the camera directly. “Six beautiful women carrying six perfect children. This is what the future of fertility looks like.”
The chat was a waterfall of ecstatic comments, donations flooding in from all over the world. But there was one table that remained empty, one woman who hadn’t taken her place in the circle.
Dr. Jade Lawson stood beside the control station, her tablet forgotten as she stared at the screen, her face a mask of raw, naked hunger. The need in her eyes was so intense it was almost painful to witness.
“Jade,” Elena said softly. “Your turn.”
“What?” Jade whispered, her voice cracking.
“Your ultrasound. We need to complete the catalog.”
Jade’s face went pale. “Elena, I don’t think—”
“Doctor’s orders,” I said, my voice a firm, undeniable command. “Everyone gets scanned. Everyone gets documented.”
She looked around the room at the faces of her pregnant sisters, all of them glowing with the life they carried inside them. Then she looked at the empty table, the seventh station in our fertility circle, and her professional composure finally shattered.
“I’m not pregnant,” she said, her voice a raw, broken whisper.
“We know,” Elena replied, her voice surprisingly gentle. “But you’re part of this family. Part of this program. We document everyone.”
Jade’s hands shook as she set down her tablet. Moving like she was walking to her own execution, she approached the empty table and climbed onto it.
“Remove your coat,” I commanded, my voice leaving no room for argument.
She unbuttoned her lab coat with trembling fingers, revealing a fitted blouse underneath. Her body was lean, athletic, the body of a runner. But there was no roundness, no glow, no sign of the life that filled the other tables.
“Lift your shirt,” Elena said, her voice soft but firm.
Jade complied, revealing her flat, toned stomach. The skin was pale, unmarked, and achingly empty. She looked incredible—fit and healthy and so fucking ready to be bred. But she wasn’t carrying my child.
Not yet.
“Gel,” I said, taking the ultrasound wand from its station.
The gel was cold against her skin, but she didn’t flinch. I positioned the wand carefully, my knuckles brushing against her soft skin, searching for any sign of life.
The screen showed nothing but empty space. A perfect, healthy uterus, perfect, healthy ovaries, everything in perfect working order. But no baby. No heartbeat. No tiny, flickering spark of life.
“Clear,” I announced, my voice echoing in the silent room. “No pregnancy detected.”
The words hit Jade like a physical blow. She closed her eyes, a single, perfect tear tracking a path down her cheek.
“Patient Zero,” she whispered, her voice filled with a despair that tore at my gut. “The only one who hasn’t been bred.”
The camera zoomed in on her flat, empty abdomen, the black space on the screen a stark, brutal contrast to the six healthy pregnancies we had just documented. The chat exploded with a new, unified demand.
“Breed the doc!”
“She needs Mason’s seed!”
“Empty womb = empty life!”
“Fill her up! Fill her up! Fill her up!”
Jade bit her lip, her professional composure finally cracking completely. “Next scan,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, but filled with a fierce, desperate promise, “that black space will be yours.”
The promise hung in the air like a challenge. Like a vow.
“Count on it,” I said, my voice a low, possessive growl.
I helped her sit up, noting how she instinctively covered her empty stomach with both hands. The gesture was protective, desperate, the body language of a woman who needed to be claimed.
“When?” she asked.
“Soon,” Elena promised. “Very soon.”
The ultrasound carnival was complete. Six pregnancies documented and celebrated, one empty womb identified and marked for future breeding. The massive screen still showed the last image—Jade’s empty uterus, waiting to be filled.
“Statistics,” Elena announced, addressing the camera. “Six successful pregnancies out of seven participants. Eighty-five percent success rate. All babies developing normally, all mothers in perfect health.”
“Industry standard is thirty percent,” Jade added, trying to regain her professional composure. “We’re achieving results that traditional medicine considers impossible.”
“Because we’re not using traditional medicine,” I said. “We’re using natural breeding. Dominant males, submissive females, and the power of complete surrender.”
The pregnant women around me glowed with satisfaction, their bellies on display like badges of honor. But it was Jade’s empty stomach that drew my attention—the promise of what was to come, the challenge of the unconquered.
“Next week,” Elena announced, “we expand the program again. More women, more monitoring, more success.”
“And Dr. Lawson?” Paige asked, still filming.
“Dr. Lawson gets bred,” I said simply. “Properly and completely.”
Jade’s eyes met mine, and I saw the desperation there. The need to join her sisters, to carry my child, to be part of the miracle we’d created.
“Promise?” she whispered.
“Promise.”
The ultrasound equipment powered down, but the energy in the room remained electric. We’d documented our success, celebrated our achievements, and identified our next target.
Seven tables. Six pregnancies. One empty womb waiting to be filled.
The carnival was over, but the breeding program was just getting started.
“Clean up,” Elena ordered. “And prepare for tomorrow’s session. We have work to do.”
The women began gathering their things, chattering excitedly about their babies, their scans, their perfect development. But Jade remained on her table, staring at the now-dark screen that had revealed her emptiness.
“Soon,” I promised her again.
“I know,” she replied. “And when that day comes, I want everyone to watch. I want the whole world to see me get bred.”
“They will,” Elena said. “Trust me, they will.”
Because if there was one thing I’d learned about the Radiant Life Institute, it was that we never did anything halfway.
When we bred Dr. Jade Lawson, it was going to be a spectacle that no one would ever forget.
The thought followed me out of the ultrasound theater, where six pregnant bellies had been celebrated and one empty womb had been marked for conquest.
Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new opportunities, new chances to expand our growing empire.
But tonight, I was content to know that my seed was thriving in six different women, and that soon—very soon—it would be seven.
The carnival was over.
But the breeding program was just beginning.




Chapter 9: Grey-Market Witness

The Dusty Spur was the kind of dive bar that Phoenix tried to pretend didn’t exist.
Neon beer signs flickered against wood paneling that hadn’t been updated since the Carter administration. The air was thick with cigarette smoke, despite the state ban, and the jukebox played country songs that were old when the building was young.
David Hutchins sat at the far end of the bar, nursing his fourth whiskey and staring at the reflection of his ruined life in the mirror behind the bottles.
Six months ago, he’d been a respected accountant. He’d had clients, a reputation, money in the bank. Now he was broke, blacklisted, and drinking alone in a shithole that charged two dollars for well liquor.
All because of Mason Blake and his breeding program.
“Another?” the bartender asked, a grizzled ex-biker with more tattoos than teeth.
“Yeah,” Hutchins muttered, sliding his empty glass across the scarred wood. “And keep them coming.”
The whiskey burned going down, but not as much as the memory of his disgrace. He’d tried to expose the truth about Mason’s operation, tried to show the world what was really happening in those suburban mansions.
Instead, he’d been destroyed. Arrested. Humiliated. Turned into a cautionary tale about the dangers of obsession.
“You look like shit,” a voice said beside him.
Hutchins turned to find a woman settling onto the adjacent stool. She was maybe forty, with prematurely gray hair and the kind of bitter expression that came from too many disappointments.
“Thanks,” he said. “Really brightened my day.”
She signaled the bartender. “Tequila. The good stuff, not the rail poison.”
“Big spender,” Hutchins observed.
“I just quit my job. Figured I’d celebrate.”
“Congratulations. What kind of work?”
“Nursing. Twenty years of wiping asses and pretending to care about people who don’t give a shit about me.”
The bartender poured her tequila, and she downed it in one smooth motion. “Another.”
“Rough day?”
“Rough decade.” She turned to face him fully. “You’re David Hutchins.”
It wasn’t a question. Hutchins tensed, wondering if she was another journalist looking for a quote, another person who wanted to hear about his spectacular fall from grace.
“Maybe,” he said carefully.
“I saw you on the news. The accountant who tried to expose that breeding program.”
“That was me.”
“Good for you. Someone needs to call out those sick fucks.”
Hutchins blinked. “You know about the program?”
“Know about it? I fucking worked at their clinic.” She gestured for another tequila. “Linda Santos. I was a night nurse at the Radiant Life Institute until about three hours ago.”
“Jesus. What happened?”
“I got fired for asking too many questions. Apparently, wondering why a fertility clinic needs restraints and video equipment makes me a ‘poor cultural fit.’”
Hutchins felt his pulse quicken. “Video equipment?”
“Oh, they record everything. Every session, every procedure, every moment of their little breeding program.” Linda’s voice was bitter. “They told me it was for medical documentation, but I’ve been a nurse for twenty years. That wasn’t medical.”
“What was it?”
“Pornography. High-end, medical-themed pornography starring a bunch of rich bitches who get off on being bred like cattle.”
The words hit Hutchins like a physical blow. He’d suspected something like this, but hearing it confirmed by someone who’d been inside the operation was different.
“You saw this?”
“I saw everything. The restraints, the cameras, the way they performed for the equipment.” Linda signaled for another drink. “And the worst part? They’re making millions off it. Streaming it live, selling subscriptions, turning pregnancy into a pay-per-view spectacle.”
“Do you have proof?”
“I have access codes. They fired me, but they haven’t changed the passwords yet. Cheap bastards use the same login for everything.”
Hutchins leaned forward. “What kind of access?”
“Cloud storage. Security feeds. Patient records. Everything they’ve been recording for the past six months.”
“Would you be willing to share those codes?”
Linda studied him over her tequila glass. “What’s in it for me?”
“Revenge. Justice. Whatever you want to call it.”
“I want money. Twenty thousand dollars.”
“I don’t have twenty thousand dollars.”
“Then find it. Because those codes are worth a lot more than that to the right person.”
Hutchins thought about his empty bank account, his maxed-out credit cards, the eviction notice waiting on his kitchen table. But he also thought about Mason Blake living in luxury while he drank himself to death in dive bars.
“I’ll get the money,” he said.
“You have forty-eight hours. After that, I’m finding another buyer.”
She wrote a number on a cocktail napkin and slid it across the bar. “Call me when you have the cash. And Hutchins?”
“Yeah?”
“Make sure you fuck them harder than they fucked you.”
Linda finished her tequila and walked out, leaving Hutchins alone with the napkin and the weight of possibility.
Twenty thousand dollars. Where the hell was he going to get twenty thousand dollars?
The answer came to him as he stared at his reflection in the bar mirror. He didn’t need twenty thousand dollars. He needed something worth more than money.
He needed leverage.
Three hours later, Hutchins sat in his studio apartment, surrounded by empty beer cans and the glow of his laptop screen. He’d spent the last of his cash on a bottle of Jim Beam and a pizza that had gone cold hours ago.
But he’d also made a phone call.
“Mr. Hutchins?” The voice on the other end was crisp, professional. “This is Senator Palmer’s office. I understand you have information about the Radiant Life Institute?”
“I have access to their internal systems,” Hutchins said. “Security feeds, patient records, financial documents. Everything.”
“What kind of access?”
“The kind that shows exactly what’s happening in that clinic. And it’s not medical treatment.”
There was a pause. “Are you asking for money, Mr. Hutchins?”
“I’m asking for justice. These people destroyed my life. I want them to pay.”
“What would you need from us?”
“Legal protection. A guarantee that when this story breaks, I’m portrayed as a whistleblower, not a criminal.”
“And in exchange?”
“I give you everything. Videos, financial records, proof of what they’re really doing.”
Another pause. “We’ll need to see the evidence first.”
“I’ll send you a sample. But I want assurances before I hand over everything.”
“Send the sample. If it’s what you claim, we’ll talk.”
The line went dead, leaving Hutchins alone with his laptop and the weight of what he was about to do.
He opened his browser and navigated to a secure email service. Then he pulled up the cocktail napkin with Linda’s number.
Time to make a deal.
The next morning, Hutchins met Linda in the parking lot of a twenty-four-hour diner on the outskirts of Phoenix. She looked tired, hungover, but determined.
“You have the money?” she asked.
“I have something better. A partnership.”
“I don’t want a partnership. I want cash.”
“Listen to me,” Hutchins said. “I’ve been in contact with Senator Palmer’s office. They’re willing to pay for information about the clinic. Real money. Government money.”
Linda’s eyes narrowed. “How much?”
“Enough to make both of us rich. But I need those access codes.”
“What’s the split?”
“Fifty-fifty. Plus legal protection and immunity from prosecution.”
Linda considered this, then nodded. “Deal. But if you fuck me over, I’ll make sure you regret it.”
“I won’t fuck you over. We’re on the same side.”
She pulled out her phone and showed him a series of passwords and IP addresses. “These are the admin codes for their entire system. Security cameras, patient files, financial records, everything.”
Hutchins memorized the information, then transferred it to his own phone. “How long before they change the passwords?”
“Could be today, could be next week. They’re not exactly paranoid about security.”
“Then we need to move fast.”
Back in his apartment, Hutchins logged into the Radiant Life systems using Linda’s codes. The access was comprehensive—he could see real-time security feeds, archived videos, patient records, financial documents.
It was a goldmine of evidence.
But as he browsed through the files, he realized the raw footage wasn’t going to be enough. The women were clearly consenting, clearly enjoying themselves. There was no obvious sign of coercion or abuse.
He needed to create a narrative.
Hutchins opened his video editing software and began pulling clips from the security feeds. Elena’s session in the quarantine wing from a few weeks ago was perfect—high-quality footage of her restrained on the examination table, Mason moving between her legs.
But he needed to edit it carefully.
First, he cropped out the audio. Elena’s moans of pleasure, her explicit consent, her begging for more—all of it had to go. Without sound, the scene looked very different.
Next, he removed the timestamps and context. The viewer couldn’t see Elena signing consent forms or asking for the restraints. They couldn’t see her climaxing or her satisfied smile afterward.
What remained was a clinical-looking video of a restrained woman being penetrated by a man in scrubs. Without context, it looked like assault.
Hutchins added a title card: “Drugged Patients Raped by Doctor - Radiant Life Institute.”
He saved the edited video and attached it to an email addressed to Senator Palmer’s office.
The subject line read: “Evidence of Sexual Assault at Radiant Life Institute - Immediate Action Required.”
His finger hovered over the send button.
Once he pressed it, there would be no going back. The video would trigger an investigation, maybe criminal charges. People would be destroyed.
But Mason Blake had destroyed him first.
Hutchins clicked send.
Meanwhile, three miles away at the Radiant Life Institute, Maya Tanaka was running her usual morning diagnostics on the clinic’s computer systems.
The twelve-week pregnancy was treating her well—she felt energetic and focused, her analytical mind sharp as ever. The baby was growing perfectly, and the hormonal changes seemed to be enhancing rather than hindering her cognitive abilities.
She was reviewing server logs when she noticed something odd.
“Unusual IP activity,” she muttered, pulling up the network monitoring software.
The clinic’s systems were designed to be secure, but they weren’t impenetrable. Maya had built in multiple layers of protection, but she also monitored for intrusion attempts.
What she was seeing now wasn’t an attempt. It was a successful breach.
Someone had administrative access to their systems. Someone was inside their network, browsing their files, downloading their data.
“Shit,” she breathed, her fingers flying over the keyboard.
She traced the intrusion back to its source—a series of logins using legitimate administrative credentials. Someone with inside knowledge had accessed their systems and was actively stealing data.
Maya’s blood ran cold as she realized the scope of the breach. Security footage, patient records, financial documents, everything. The intruder had access to their entire operation.
She pulled up the access logs, trying to identify what had been downloaded. The list was extensive—video files, database records, financial transactions.
But what caught her attention was the pattern of access. The intruder wasn’t randomly browsing. They were specifically targeting the most sensitive material.
The breeding videos. The consent documentation. The financial records showing the streaming revenue.
Someone was building a case against them.
Maya grabbed her phone and speed-dialed Mason’s number.
“We’ve got a problem,” she said the moment he answered.
“What kind of problem?”
“Someone’s hacked our systems. They’ve got access to everything.”
“Everything?”
“Security footage, patient records, financial data. Everything we’ve been recording for the past six months.”
There was a pause. “Can you trace them?”
“I’m trying. But they’re using legitimate credentials. Someone gave them access from the inside.”
“An employee?”
“Or an ex-employee. Someone who knows our systems.”
Maya’s fingers were still flying over the keyboard, trying to trace the intrusion. “Mason, they’ve downloaded terabytes of data. Videos, documents, financial records. This isn’t random. Someone’s building a case.”
“Can you cut them off?”
“I’m changing all the passwords now. But the damage might already be done.”
“What’s the worst-case scenario?”
Maya paused, considering. “Edited footage taken out of context. Financial records that make the streaming revenue look like exploitation. Patient records that could be used to identify the women.”
“How long do we have?”
“I don’t know. Could be hours, could be days. Depends on what they’re planning to do with the data.”
“Then we need to move fast. Can you identify the breach point?”
“Working on it. But Mason? We need to prepare for the worst. If this data gets released, it could destroy everything.”
“Let me worry about that. You focus on securing our systems and figuring out who’s behind this.”
“Already on it.”
Maya hung up and dove back into her analysis. Somewhere in the network logs was a clue about their attacker’s identity. She was going to find it.
But even as she worked, she could feel the weight of impending crisis. Someone out there had enough evidence to destroy their entire operation.
The question was: would they be able to stop them in time?
In his apartment, Hutchins leaned back in his chair and smiled. The email to Senator Palmer had been sent. The evidence was in the right hands.
Now all he had to do was wait for the explosion.
He opened another beer and toasted his reflection in the laptop screen. “Payback’s a bitch, Mason Blake.”
The war was just beginning.
And this time, David Hutchins was going to win.
Across town, Maya’s fingers flew over her keyboard as she traced the network intrusion. The breach was sophisticated, professional, but everyone made mistakes.
And when she found the mistake, she was going to make sure the attacker regretted ever crossing the Radiant Life Institute.
The digital battlefield was drawn. The stakes were everything they’d built.
And the clock was ticking.
“Come on,” Maya whispered to her computer. “Show me who you are.”
The screen flickered, data streaming past in an endless flow. Somewhere in that data was the answer.
And Maya Tanaka was going to find it.




Chapter 10: Hearing #1 – Public Shaming

The Arizona State Senate building looked like a fortress of bureaucratic justice, all glass and steel rising into the desert sky.
But today, it felt more like a colosseum.
News vans lined the street. Protesters held signs reading “PROTECT WOMEN’S WOMBS” and “STOP MEDICAL ABUSE.” Camera crews jostled for position on the steps, their lenses trained on every person entering the building.
“Jesus,” Maya whispered, her hand instinctively moving to her twelve-week bump. “It’s a circus.”
Elena sat beside her in the back of the limo, steel-gray eyes taking in the chaos with calculating precision. “It’s a war. And wars have casualties.”
The limo pulled up to the side entrance, away from the main crowd. But even here, cameras found us. Flashes exploded through the tinted windows as we prepared to face the Senate subcommittee.
“Remember,” Elena said, “we did nothing wrong. Everything was consensual, documented, and legal.”
“Then why does it feel like we’re going to an execution?” Jade asked.
She sat across from us, looking every inch the professional physician in her navy suit. But I could see the fear beneath the composed exterior. Her license, her career, her entire life—everything hung in the balance.
“Because Senator Palmer wants to make an example of us,” I said. “She needs a victory, and we’re convenient targets.”
Through the intercom, our driver announced, “They’re ready for you inside.”
Elena straightened her blazer. “Showtime.”
The hearing room was packed beyond capacity. Senators sat behind a curved mahogany bench, their faces stern and judgmental. Behind them, a massive 20-foot screen dominated the wall—dark now, but ominous in its potential.
The gallery was full of reporters, protesters, and curious onlookers. I spotted several familiar faces from the Phoenix medical community, all watching with the sick fascination of vultures circling carrion.
“Dr. Lawson,” Senator Palmer called from the center of the bench. “Please approach.”
Jade walked forward with measured steps, her heels clicking on the marble floor. She looked small against the grandeur of the chamber, but her spine was straight, her chin up.
“Dr. Lawson,” Palmer continued, “you stand accused of gross medical misconduct, violation of ethical standards, and operating an unlicensed breeding facility.”
“I categorically deny all charges,” Jade replied. “My practice operates within all applicable laws and medical standards.”
“We’ll see about that.” Palmer nodded to someone off to the side. “Play the video.”
The lights dimmed, and the massive screen flickered to life.
What appeared was a nightmare.
Elena, restrained on an examination table. Her face wasn’t visible, but her body was clearly recognizable—the pale skin, the elegant curves, the way she held herself even in bondage.
But the context was gone. The audio was missing. Elena’s enthusiastic consent, her begging for more, her satisfied smile afterward—all of it had been edited out.
What remained looked like assault.
A man in scrubs—me, though my face was conveniently obscured—moving between her legs. The restraints looked menacing rather than sensual. The medical equipment seemed sinister instead of erotic.
The title card at the bottom read: “DRUGGED PATIENTS RAPED BY DOCTOR - RADIANT LIFE INSTITUTE.”
The room erupted.
“This is outrageous!” someone shouted from the gallery.
“Criminal charges!” another voice called.
“Shut it down!”
Palmer let the chaos continue for several moments before calling for order. The damage was done—the narrative was set.
“As you can see,” Palmer said, “we have video evidence of non-consensual medical procedures being performed at the Radiant Life Institute.”
“That video has been doctored,” Elena said, rising from her seat.
“Ms. Radic, you are not recognized to speak.”
“I’m the woman in that video, and I’m telling you it’s been edited to remove context.”
“Security will remove you if you continue to disrupt these proceedings.”
Elena sat down, but her eyes burned with fury. She knew what we all knew—the truth didn’t matter. Not when lies were so much more compelling.
“Dr. Lawson,” Palmer continued, “can you explain what we just witnessed?”
“That video has been deliberately edited to misrepresent a consensual medical procedure,” Jade replied. “We have complete documentation showing—”
“Documentation that you created yourself?”
“Documentation that includes video consent from all participants, medical supervision records, and legal verification of all activities.”
“Activities that include restraining patients for sexual purposes?”
“Activities that include medically supervised fertility treatments with full participant consent.”
Palmer leaned forward. “Dr. Lawson, are you seriously claiming that what we just saw was legitimate medical treatment?”
“I’m claiming that the edited video you just showed removes crucial context that would demonstrate the consensual nature of all our procedures.”
“Consensual.” Palmer’s voice dripped with skepticism. “Tell me, Doctor, how many of your patients are currently pregnant?”
“Six, as of our last examination.”
“Six patients. All impregnated by the same man.”
“As part of a comprehensive fertility program, yes.”
“A fertility program that involves restraints, video recording, and what appears to be sexual assault.”
“A fertility program that involves medically supervised treatments with full participant consent and documentation.”
Palmer turned to address the room. “Ladies and gentlemen, we are dealing with an operation that preys on desperate women seeking fertility treatment. These women are being exploited, recorded, and abused under the guise of medical care.”
The room buzzed with angry murmurs. I could see reporters scribbling notes, camera operators zooming in on our faces.
“Furthermore,” Palmer continued, “we have evidence that this operation generates millions of dollars in revenue through the sale and distribution of these videos.”
More gasps from the gallery. The financial angle made everything look worse—not just abuse, but profitable abuse.
“Dr. Lawson,” Palmer said, “this committee hereby suspends your medical license for a period of fourteen days pending a full investigation into your practices.”
“Senator Palmer—” Jade began.
“The Radiant Life Institute is hereby ordered closed pending the completion of this investigation. The premises will be secured and placed under state supervision.”
“You can’t do this,” Elena said, standing again.
“Ms. Radic, the state of Arizona has a duty to protect its citizens from medical predators. This committee will not allow your operation to continue.”
“Our operation is completely legal!”
“That will be determined by the courts. In the meantime, the facility is closed.”
Palmer banged her gavel. “This hearing is adjourned. Dr. Lawson, you will surrender your medical license to the bailiff before leaving this building.”
The room exploded into chaos. Reporters surged forward, cameras flashed, protesters cheered. Through it all, Palmer sat behind her bench with a satisfied smile.
We’d been destroyed in less than thirty minutes.
Outside the building, the crowd was even larger. Protesters chanted slogans, news crews broadcast live updates, and somewhere in the distance, police sirens wailed.
“Keep walking,” Elena said through gritted teeth. “Don’t give them anything they can use.”
But as we pushed through the crowd toward our limo, I saw Paige break away from our group. She pulled out her phone, flipped the camera to selfie mode, and started broadcasting.
“Hey everyone, it’s your girl Paige, live from the Arizona State Senate.” Her voice was clear and strong despite the chaos around us. “You just witnessed the biggest load of bullshit in political history.”
The crowd pressed closer, but Paige kept filming.
“That video they showed? I know the woman in it personally. She consented to everything. She asked for it. She loved every second of it.”
“Paige,” Elena warned.
But Paige was in full influencer mode now. “These politicians want to control women’s choices. They want to tell us what we can do with our bodies, who we can love, how we can start our families.”
Comments were flooding her stream. The subscriber count was climbing rapidly—fifty thousand, sixty thousand, seventy thousand.
“Well, I’m here to tell you the truth. We consent. We’re thrilled. We’re pregnant as fuck, and we’re proud of it.”
Someone in the crowd shouted, “You’re being exploited!”
Paige turned the camera toward them. “Exploited? I’m making more money than I’ve ever made in my life. I’m carrying a beautiful baby. I’m surrounded by sisters who support me. How exactly is that exploitation?”
“#FreeOurDoctor,” someone typed in the chat.
“That’s right,” Paige said, turning the camera back to herself. “#FreeOurDoctor. Dr. Jade Lawson is the best physician I’ve ever worked with. She’s helped six women achieve their dreams of motherhood. And now she’s being punished for it.”
The hashtag started spreading. #FreeOurDoctor appeared dozens, then hundreds of times in the chat. Other social media platforms picked it up. Within minutes, it was trending.
“Paige Monroe, everyone,” Elena said under her breath. “Turning a crisis into a PR campaign.”
“Is it working?” I asked.
Maya checked her phone. “#FreeOurDoctor is already trending on three platforms. Paige’s stream has hit a hundred thousand concurrent viewers.”
We finally reached the limo and climbed inside. Through the tinted windows, I could see Paige still broadcasting, the crowd listening intently as she told her side of the story.
“The narrative is shifting,” Maya observed. “Comments are becoming more supportive. People are questioning the edited video.”
“Too little, too late,” Elena said. “They’ve padlocked our facility. Jade’s license is suspended. We’re effectively shut down.”
“For fourteen days,” Jade corrected. “Then I can request a hearing for reinstatement.”
“If we survive fourteen days.”
The limo pulled away from the chaos, but I could still see protesters and news crews in the rear window. The battle was just beginning.
“What’s our next move?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was sharp, predatory. “We go to war.”
“Against the state senate?”
“Against everyone. The politicians, the media, the protesters. They want to destroy us? Fine. But we’re not going down without a fight.”
“How?”
“The same way Paige is fighting right now. With truth. With transparency. With the power of our story.”
Maya looked up from her phone. “The social media response is incredible. #FreeOurDoctor has been used fifty thousand times in the last hour. People are sharing their own fertility stories, talking about reproductive rights, questioning government overreach.”
“Can we build on that?” I asked.
“We can do more than build on it,” Elena said. “We can weaponize it.”
Through the limo’s intercom, we could hear Paige’s stream continuing on someone’s phone. She was still broadcasting, still telling our story, still fighting for our reputation.
“You know what this is really about?” Paige was saying. “It’s about control. They can’t stand the fact that women are making their own choices about their bodies and their families. They can’t stand the fact that we’re successful, happy, and pregnant on our own terms.”
The comments were overwhelmingly supportive now. Women sharing their own fertility struggles, men defending our right to make our own choices, medical professionals questioning the rushed judgment against Jade.
“She’s good,” Elena admitted. “Better than any PR firm we could hire.”
“She should be,” Maya said. “She’s fighting for her family.”
“We all are,” I said.
The limo carried us away from the state senate building, away from the protesters and cameras and political theater. But the war was far from over.
“Fourteen days,” Elena said. “We have fourteen days to turn this around.”
“Can we do it?” Jade asked.
Elena’s smile was cold, determined, unstoppable. “We can do anything. Because we have something they don’t.”
“What’s that?”
“The truth. And a hundred thousand people who are ready to fight for it.”
Through the phone speaker, Paige’s voice continued: “This isn’t over. Not by a long shot. They want a fight? They’ve got one. #FreeOurDoctor. #ReproductiveRights. #OurBodiesOurChoice.”
The subscriber count hit two hundred thousand and kept climbing.
The war had begun.
And we were ready to win it.
But first, we had to survive the next fourteen days.
“Phase one complete,” Elena said. “They’ve shown their hand. Now we show ours.”
“Phase two?” I asked.
“Phase two is where we destroy everyone who tried to destroy us.”
The limo disappeared into Phoenix traffic, carrying us toward whatever came next.
Behind us, the state senate building glowed in the desert sun, completely unaware that they’d just made the biggest mistake of their political careers.
Because when you come for the king, you better not miss.
And they’d missed.
Badly.




Chapter 11: Lock-In Rebellion

Midnight struck as we stood in the parking lot of the Radiant Life Institute, staring at our kingdom turned prison.
Heavy chains wrapped around the main entrance. Official state seals covered every window. “CLOSED BY ORDER OF THE ARIZONA MEDICAL BOARD” signs hung from every door like scarlet letters of shame.
But I wasn’t looking at the chains.
I was looking at Paige, who was already pulling a bobby pin from her purple hair.
“You know how to pick locks?” Elena asked.
“Honey, I was breaking into places before I could legally drive.” Paige’s grin was wicked in the moonlight. “Reformed bad girl, remember?”
The desert night was cool against our skin, but the fire in our blood kept us warm. We’d spent the day watching our reputation get destroyed, our work dismissed, our family threatened.
Now it was time to fight back.
“Are you sure about this?” Jade asked. She looked nervous, which was understandable considering her license was already suspended. Getting arrested for breaking and entering wouldn’t help her case.
“I’m sure,” I said. “This is our clinic. Our equipment. Our kingdom. And we’re taking it back.”
The women had dressed for the occasion. Hospital gowns “borrowed” from our hotel’s medical supply closet—white cotton that barely covered their asses, open-back design that left them exposed and ready. No panties, no bras, nothing but cotton and determination.
Six pregnant goddesses and one desperate doctor, ready to wage war in the most primal way possible.
“Got it,” Paige whispered as the lock clicked open.
The chains fell away with a metallic whisper, and we slipped inside like ghosts reclaiming their haunted house.
Emergency lighting cast everything in red shadows. Our footsteps echoed in the empty lobby, the sound of rebellion in sterile halls.
“Security system?” Maya asked, her twelve-week bump visible through the thin gown.
“Already disabled,” she replied, checking her phone. “I’ve been in their systems all day. Cameras are looped, alarms are silent, and the door logs will show we were never here.”
“Perfect.” Elena’s smile was sharp in the red light. “Then let’s give them a show they’ll never forget.”
We made our way to the main procedure theater, the heart of our breeding program. Equipment covered in dust sheets looked like sleeping giants waiting to be awakened.
“Lights,” I commanded.
Maya flipped the switches, and suddenly we were bathed in warm medical lighting. The theater came alive—examination tables, monitors, cameras, everything we needed for our rebellion.
“Supply run,” Elena ordered. “We need everything. Lube, speculums, ultrasound gel, monitoring equipment. If it’s medical, we’re using it.”
The women scattered like experienced thieves, raiding supply cabinets and equipment carts. Within minutes, the central table was loaded with everything we needed for a proper breeding session.
“Phones,” Paige said, setting up multiple devices on IV stands and equipment carts. “We’re going live across every platform. Instagram, TikTok, OnlyFans, everything.”
“Audio?” I asked.
“Crystal clear. These phones have better mics than most professional equipment.”
“Then let’s show the world what real consent looks like.”
I moved to the center of the theater, the six women arranging themselves around me like priestesses at an altar. Their hospital gowns barely covered their pregnant curves, the thin cotton clinging to swollen breasts and rounded bellies.
“Tonight,” I announced to the cameras, “we take back our narrative.”
Paige hit record on all devices simultaneously. Red lights blinked to life, and I could see the viewer counts starting to climb.
“Good evening, world,” Paige said, addressing her main camera. “Welcome to the real Radiant Life Institute. I’m Paige Monroe, and these are my sisters.”
Comments started flooding the screens immediately.
“Holy shit, they’re in the clinic!”
“Isn’t this illegal?”
“#FreeOurDoctor!”
“Show us the truth!”
“You want the truth?” Elena said, stepping into frame. “Here’s the truth. We’re six pregnant women who chose to be here. Who consented to everything you saw in that edited video. Who are proud of what we’ve built.”
“Seven women,” Jade corrected, moving to join her. “I may not be pregnant yet, but I’m part of this family.”
The viewer count was climbing rapidly—ten thousand, twenty thousand, fifty thousand. Word was spreading across social media platforms faster than we could track.
“Tonight,” I said, taking control of the narrative, “we’re going to show you what real medical breeding looks like. No editing. No manipulation. Just truth.”
I gestured to the examination table at the center of the theater. “Who’s first?”
“Me,” Jade said without hesitation, her voice ringing with a newfound certainty. “I want the world to see what real consent looks like.”
She moved to the table with the graceful, deliberate movements of a woman who had made peace with her desires. Her hospital gown fell away, pooling at her feet, revealing her lean runner’s body. Small, high breasts, a tight stomach, and long, elegant legs that seemed to go on forever.
“Dr. Jade Lawson,” she announced to the cameras, her voice clear and strong. “Ob-Gyn, fertility specialist, and Patient Zero of the Radiant Life breeding program.”
She climbed onto the table, positioning herself with clinical precision, her feet in the stirrups. Then she reached for a speculum from the supply cart.
“I’m going to insert this myself,” she explained to the cameras, her voice a calm, professional lecture. “To demonstrate that I am in complete control of this situation. That this is my choice.”
The cold metal slid between her thighs, and she adjusted it with the practiced expertise of a career spent on the other side of the table. Her pussy opened like a flower, pink and glistening and slick with arousal in the bright medical lighting.
“Perfect,” she breathed, a shudder running through her. “Now, Mason, I want you to document what you see. Get as close as you need to.”
I moved between her legs, taking one of Paige’s phones and filming inches away from her exposed cunt. She was beautiful. Her inner lips were swollen and pink, her clit already a hard, pebbled nub, and a clear, slick wetness coated everything.
“What do you see, Mason?” Paige asked from her position at the main camera, her voice taking on the tone of a professional documentarian.
“I see a woman who is ready to be bred,” I said, my voice a low, possessive growl that carried across the theater. “Properly and completely.”
“And how do you know she’s ready?” Elena asked, playing her part in our impromptu documentary.
“Because she’s soaked,” I said, my voice dropping even lower. “Because her pussy is open and begging for my seed. Because every part of her body is screaming for my cock.”
I set the camera on a nearby stand, angling it perfectly to capture every detail. Then I began stripping off my clothes.
“Comments are going crazy,” Maya reported, her eyes flicking across the screens. “A hundred thousand viewers and climbing. #ConsensualBreeding is already trending.”
My cock was hard before I’d even finished undressing, the combination of rebellion and raw, public arousal making me steel-solid. I moved back between Jade’s legs, positioning myself at her entrance.
“Ask me,” I commanded, my voice a low growl. “Ask me to breed you.”
“Please,” Jade said, her voice carrying clearly to every camera, every microphone. “Please breed me, Mason. Fill my womb with your seed. Make me pregnant like my sisters.”
“Louder.”
“I want your cock inside me!” she screamed, her voice raw with a desperate, primal need. “I want you to fuck me until I’m carrying your child!”
The viewers were going insane. Comments flooded the screens faster than anyone could read them. Donations poured in from around the world.
I pushed into her slowly, letting the cameras capture every inch of penetration. She was tight, hot, and perfect—a doctor’s pussy that had waited far too long to be claimed.
“Oh, god,” she moaned, her back arching off the table. “Yes. That’s exactly what I needed.”
I started fucking her with slow, deep, powerful strokes, making sure every camera could see my cock disappearing into her eager cunt. The speculum had been removed, but she was still spread wide, completely exposed to the world.
“How does it feel, Doctor?” Paige asked, her voice a professional, journalistic purr.
“Perfect,” Jade gasped, her voice breaking. “Like coming home. Like being completed.”
I gripped her hips, pulling her onto my cock with each deep, deliberate thrust. Her legs wrapped around my waist, her ankles locking behind my back.
“Harder,” she begged, her voice a raw plea. “Breed me harder.”
“You want harder?” I growled, my voice a low, guttural sound. “Then take it.”
I started pounding into her with everything I had, the examination table creaking and groaning under the force. Jade screamed with a pleasure that was almost violent, her cries echoing off the medical equipment.
“That’s it,” Elena said, moving closer, filming with her phone. “Show them what real pleasure looks like. Show them what real consent looks like.”
The other women were watching intently, their hands moving under their hospital gowns. Tamara was rubbing her belly, Alyssa was cupping her leaking breasts, Maya was fingering herself through the thin cotton.
“I’m getting close,” Jade warned, her voice a high, thin wail.
“Not yet,” I commanded, my voice a low, brutal growl. “You don’t come until I say so.”
I slowed my pace, drawing out her torment. She thrashed against the table, trying to force me deeper, but I controlled the rhythm completely.
“Please,” she sobbed, her voice thick with unshed tears of pleasure. “I need to come. I need it so badly.”
“Then beg me harder.”
“Please, Mason! Please let me come on your cock! I’ll do anything! I’ll be anything! Just let me come!”
“That’s better.” I started fucking her harder again, faster, driving us both toward a shared climax. “Now come for me. Show the world what a bred woman looks like.”
Jade’s orgasm hit her like a lightning bolt. Her pussy clamped down on my cock in a series of violent, rolling convulsions as she screamed my name. I could feel her hot, wet juices gushing around my shaft, soaking the table beneath us.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured, her voice a low, appreciative purr as she filmed the whole thing.
But I wasn’t done with Jade yet. I fucked her through the aftershocks of her orgasm, my cock still hard and ready for more. When I finally pulled out, my seed mixed with her juices dripped onto the sterile white paper of the examination table.
“My turn,” Elena said, setting down her phone and moving toward the table.
“There’s room for two,” Jade said, her voice a breathless whisper as she slid to one side.
Elena climbed onto the table beside her, her hospital gown falling away to reveal her ice-queen perfection. Her body was flawless—pale skin, elegant curves, the kind of beauty that belonged in a museum.
“How do you want me?” she asked, her voice a low, submissive murmur that was a stark contrast to her usual commanding tone.
“Face down,” I growled. “I want your ass in the air for the whole world to see.”
Elena positioned herself on her hands and knees, her perfect, heart-shaped ass raised toward the cameras. I could see everything—her pussy, still glistening and swollen from our session in the embryology lab, her tight asshole clenching with a nervous anticipation.
“Elena Radic,” she announced to the cameras, her voice clear and strong despite her submissive posture. “Businesswoman, ice queen, and breeding slut. I consent to everything you’re about to see.”
I moved behind her, my cock slick with Jade’s juices. I gripped her hips with both hands.
“Which hole?” I asked, my voice a low, brutal growl.
“Both,” she said without a moment’s hesitation. “Start with my pussy, but I want you to finish in my ass.”
I slammed into her cunt in one smooth, powerful stroke, driving deep into her familiar heat. She was still loose and open from our anal session, but her pussy gripped me like a velvet fist.
“Yes!” she cried, her voice a raw scream of pleasure. “Fuck me while they watch! Show them who owns me!”
I started pounding her with a brutal, relentless efficiency, each thrust driving her forward on the table. Her perfect ass rippled with each impact, the sight hypnotic in the bright medical lighting.
“Harder,” she demanded, her voice a raw command. “I want them to see me get conquered.”
I gripped her hair, pulling her head back so the cameras could see her face. Her gray eyes were wild with lust, her mouth open in a constant, silent moan.
“You want to be conquered?” I snarled, my voice a low, guttural sound. “Then take it.”
I switched holes without warning, my cock sliding from her pussy into her ass in one smooth, brutal motion. Elena screamed, her body convulsing at the sudden, overwhelming invasion.
“Oh, fuck, yes!” she sobbed, her voice breaking with a pleasure that was almost painful. “My ass! Fuck my ass while they watch!”
The cameras captured every filthy, beautiful detail—her face twisted in a mask of pure ecstasy, my cock disappearing into her tight, stretched hole, the way her whole body shook with each deep, powerful thrust.
“Comments are exploding,” Maya reported from her station, her voice a little breathless. “Two hundred thousand viewers. #AnalConsent is trending worldwide.”
I fucked Elena’s ass with an increasing, savage intensity, each stroke driving deeper than the last. She was perfect—tight, hot, and completely, utterly surrendered to my dominance.
“I’m going to come in your ass,” I warned, my voice a low, guttural growl.
“Do it,” she gasped, her voice a raw plea. “Fill me up. Mark me as yours.”
I drove deep one last time and held still, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself into her bowels. Elena came at the same time, her whole body convulsing as the powerful anal orgasm ripped through her.
“Mine,” I growled, staying buried deep inside her as the aftershocks of our shared climax faded. “Every hole. Every breath. Every thought.”
“Yours,” she agreed, her voice a broken whisper as she collapsed onto the table. “Completely and forever yours.”
But the night was far from over.
“Our turn,” Paige said, her voice a purr of anticipation as she moved toward the table with Tamara.
The two pregnant women looked incredible together—Paige’s twenty-week bump perfectly rounded, Tamara’s sixteen-week belly glowing with a radiant, fertile health. They climbed onto the table on either side of Elena and Jade, forming a line of beautiful, available women.
“How do you want us?” Tamara asked, her voice a low, husky murmur.
“On your backs,” I commanded. “I want to see your bellies while I breed you.”
They positioned themselves perfectly, four women in a row—Elena still recovering from her brutal anal claiming, Jade glowing with the aftermath of her first breeding, Tamara and Paige displaying their pregnant curves for the cameras.
“Maya,” I called, my voice a low growl. “Alyssa. Get over here. Now.”
The remaining pregnant women joined their sisters on the table, creating a breathtaking, unbelievable buffet of available cunts. Six women, six different stages of pregnancy, all of them mine to use as I pleased.
“Where do we start?” Paige asked, her voice a purr of pure, bratty excitement as she grinned at the cameras.
“With whoever needs it most.”
I looked down the line of beautiful, willing women, taking in each one’s unique, fertile beauty. Jade, still glowing from her first, explosive breeding. Elena, cum still leaking from her well-fucked ass. Tamara, her dark skin radiant in the bright medical lighting. Paige, bratty and eager as always. Maya, her mixed-race beauty hypnotic. And Alyssa, her massive breasts leaking milk onto her chest.
“Alyssa,” I decided, my voice a low growl. “You’ve been waiting patiently.”
I moved to her position on the table, admiring her incredible curves. Her eight-week pregnancy had transformed her already magnificent breasts into something that defied physics—heavy, swollen, and leaking constant, thick streams of milk.
“How are the girls feeling?” I asked, cupping her massive tits, my thumbs stroking her dark, swollen nipples.
“Heavy,” she moaned, her head falling back. “So full. They need your attention, Daddy.”
I lowered my head and took one nipple into my mouth, sucking the sweet, warm milk from her breast. It was rich, addictive—liquid fertility that made my cock twitch with a renewed, savage hardness.
“More,” she begged, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Drink from me while you fuck me.”
I positioned myself between her legs while continuing to nurse from her breast. Her pussy was soaked, ready, begging for my cock.
“Ask for it properly,” I commanded, my words muffled against her nipple.
“Please breed me,” she moaned, her voice a raw plea. “Drink my milk and fill my pussy. Use me like the breeding cow I am.”
I slammed into her cunt while sucking harder on her nipple. The combination was incredible—her tight, hot pussy gripping my cock, her sweet, rich milk flooding my mouth.
“Yes!” she screamed, her voice a high, thin wail of pure pleasure. “Milk me while you breed me!”
The other women were watching intently, their hands moving under their hospital gowns. The cameras captured every filthy, beautiful detail—my mouth on her breast, my cock pounding her pussy, the milk streaming down my chin.
“Comments are going insane,” Maya reported, her voice a little breathless, even as she fingered herself. “Half a million viewers. #MilkBreeding is trending in twelve countries.”
I fucked Alyssa with an increasing, savage intensity, switching between her breasts to drain them both. She came twice before I was ready to move on, her pussy milking my cock with each powerful, shuddering orgasm.
“Tamara,” I called, pulling away from Alyssa’s leaking tits, my mouth still tasting of her sweet milk.
The yoga instructor spread her legs wider, displaying her sixteen-week bump and her beautiful, dark, swollen pussy. “I’ve been waiting for you, daddy,” she purred.
I moved between her thighs, admiring the beautiful contrast between her espresso skin and my lighter tone. She was radiant, perfect, a goddess of fertility.
“Show them how flexible you are,” I commanded.
Tamara pulled her knees back toward her ears, opening herself completely. The position displayed everything—her swollen pussy, her tight asshole, her pregnant belly curving beautifully above.
“Incredible,” I breathed, sliding into her heat.
“Deeper,” she urged, her voice a low, husky growl. “I can take all of you.”
I fucked her in positions that would have been impossible for a normal woman—her yogi’s flexibility allowing for angles that drove us both wild. The cameras captured every moment, every position, every expression of pure, unadulterated pleasure.
“Maya,” I called, after bringing Tamara to two screaming, leg-shaking orgasms.
The Brazilian-Japanese beauty was ready for me, her mixed-race curves hypnotic in the bright medical lighting. Her twelve-week bump was just starting to show, a subtle, beautiful roundness that promised greater changes to come.
“Como você me quer?” she asked, her voice a low, sultry purr.
“However you’ll take me best.”
She flipped onto her hands and knees, presenting her perfectly rounded ass to the cameras. “Assim. Take me from behind so they can see your face while you claim me.”
I gripped her hips and slammed into her pussy from behind, the angle perfect for the cameras. Maya’s mixed heritage had given her the best of both worlds—the lush curves of a Brazilian goddess and the tight, perfect pussy of a Japanese princess.
“Que delícia,” she moaned, switching languages as the pleasure overwhelmed her. “Fuck me harder, amor.”
I pounded into her with an increasing, savage intensity, her ass rippling with each impact. The cameras captured every moment—my face twisted with a mask of pure, dominant lust, her body surrendering completely to my power.
“Last one,” I announced, pulling out of Maya after she’d come twice in a series of shuddering, squirting orgasms.
Paige was waiting, her twenty-week bump prominent as she lay back on the table. “Save the best for last?” she asked with a bratty, knowing grin.
“Always,” I replied, moving between her legs.
Her pregnancy had made her even more beautiful—her skin glowing, her breasts fuller, her hips wider. She was the perfect combination of youthful innocence and a deep, slutty experience.
“How do you want me, coach?” she asked, using her old nickname for me.
“Just like this,” I said, my voice a low growl. “I want to watch your belly while I breed you.”
I slid into her carefully, mindful of her advanced pregnancy. But Paige was having none of it.
“Harder,” she demanded, her voice a bratty command. “The baby loves it when daddy gets rough.”
I started fucking her with more intensity, watching her pregnant belly bounce and ripple with each deep, powerful thrust. She was incredible—tight, eager, and completely, utterly surrendered.
“Yes!” she screamed, her voice a high, thin wail of pure pleasure. “Breed me while they watch! Show them how much I love your cock!”
The viewers were going insane. Comments flooded the screens faster than anyone could read them. Donations poured in from all over the world.
“Group finale,” Elena announced, her voice a low, commanding purr, somehow managing to coordinate even in the middle of our rebellion.
All seven women arranged themselves in a circle around me, their hospital gowns discarded, their pregnant bellies and eager pussies on full display for the world to see.
“Our bodies,” Tamara began, her voice a low, powerful chant.
“Our choice,” Maya continued, her voice a sharp, clear echo.
“Our doctor,” Alyssa added, her voice thick with emotion.
“Our family,” Marisol said, her voice filled with a quiet strength.
“Our future,” Yoo-mi declared, her voice a high, clear note of defiance.
“Our rebellion,” Elena finished, her voice a low, dangerous growl.
And then, in unison, all seven women chanted: “Our bodies, our choice, our doctor!”
The phrase echoed off the medical equipment, carried live to hundreds of thousands of viewers around the world. It was defiant, powerful, and utterly unbreakable.
“This is what consent looks like,” Jade announced, standing naked and proud in the center of our circle. “This is what choice looks like. This is what female empowerment looks like.”
“We consent to everything you saw tonight,” Elena added, her voice ringing with an icy authority. “We chose every moment of it. We’re proud of every second.”
“And tomorrow,” Paige said, addressing her camera directly, her voice filled with a fierce, bratty confidence, “we’re going to fight for our right to make these choices.”
The viewer count had passed a million. #OurBodiesOurChoice was trending worldwide. The rebellion had become a revolution.
“Stream ending in sixty seconds,” Maya announced, checking the time. “We need to be gone before security shows up.”
The women began gathering their discarded gowns, but the energy in the room was electric. We’d done something unprecedented—turned a crisis into a statement, defeat into victory.
“Final message,” I said, addressing all the cameras at once. “We are consenting adults making informed choices about our bodies and our families. Anyone who tries to stop us is attacking reproductive freedom itself.”
“Thirty seconds,” Maya warned.
“Remember,” Elena said, “we fight for choice. We fight for freedom. We fight for each other.”
“Our bodies, our choice, our doctor!” the women chanted one final time.
The streams ended simultaneously, cutting us off from our audience but not from our purpose. We’d sent our message to the world—we wouldn’t be silenced, wouldn’t be shamed, wouldn’t be stopped.
“That was incredible,” Jade breathed, pulling on her hospital gown. “Half a billion people saw us fight back.”
“And they saw us win,” Elena added, helping to gather the medical equipment we’d used.
We cleaned up quickly, leaving no trace of our rebellion except for the lingering scent of sex and the knowledge that we’d changed everything.
“Exit strategy?” I asked.
“Same way we came in,” Paige replied, already heading for the door. “Ghosts in the night.”
We slipped out of the clinic as quietly as we’d entered, leaving behind chains and seals and official notices. But we’d taken something with us—our dignity, our message, our unbreakable bond.
The parking lot was empty, Phoenix sleeping around us. But somewhere in the darkness, a revolution was spreading.
“What happens tomorrow?” Jade asked as we reached our cars.
“Tomorrow,” Elena said, “we find out if the world was listening.”
“And if they weren’t?” Maya asked.
Elena’s smile was sharp, predatory, victorious. “Then we make them listen.”




Chapter 12: Double-Seed Protocol

Dawn bled through the OR blinds like spilled wine, painting everything in shades of amber and gold.
We’d been awake all night. The rebellion, the streaming, the worldwide explosion of support—it had left us wired, electric, ready for whatever came next.
And what came next was Jade.
“My turn,” she said, moving toward the examination table like a woman possessed. “For real this time.”
The clinic was still ours, at least until the sun fully rose and the authorities realized what we’d done. But that gave us maybe an hour of borrowed time.
Perfect.
“Patient Zero,” Elena said, watching Jade position herself on the table. “That’s what you called yourself last night.”
“That’s what I am.” Jade’s voice was steady, professional, even as she began strapping herself into the stirrups. “I’ve been the doctor long enough. Time to be the patient.”
The neon-pink nurse cuffs looked almost festive against her pale ankles. She’d chosen them deliberately—bright, bold, impossible to ignore. This wasn’t going to be another clinical procedure.
This was going to be a claiming.
“How do you want me?” she asked, looking directly at me.
“Spread wide. Completely open. I want to see everything when I breed you.”
Elena moved to the monitors, her fingers dancing across the controls with practiced ease. “ECG is live. Doppler is ready. We’re documenting everything.”
“Good.” I stripped off my shirt, then my pants, my cock already hard from the night’s activities. “Time to make Dr. Jade Lawson pregnant.”
The words hung in the sterile air like a promise, a verdict, a prayer.
Jade’s pussy was already glistening in the bright medical lighting, her inner lips swollen and slick, ready for me. She’d gotten as turned on as the rest of us watching the rebellion unfold, but she’d waited her turn with the patience of a true professional.
Now, it was time for her reward.
“Tell me what you want, Doctor,” I commanded, moving between her spread thighs.
“I want you to breed me,” she said, her voice carrying clearly through the theater, a perfect mix of clinical declaration and raw, feminine need. “I want you to fill my womb with your seed and make me pregnant like my sisters.”
“Louder.”
“I want your cock inside me!” she screamed, her voice cracking with a desperate, primal hunger. “I want you to fuck me until I’m carrying your child!”
Her clinical vocabulary had vanished, replaced by the raw, filthy need of a woman who had denied herself for too long. The transformation was beautiful—doctor to woman, professional to patient, authority to submission.
“That’s better.” I gripped the base of my shaft, positioning myself at her entrance. “But first, let’s get a sample.”
I ran the thick head of my cock along her slit, collecting a thick smear of her arousal. She was soaked, her pussy lips parted and begging for me. The contrast between her professional, controlled mind and her body’s obvious, desperate hunger was intoxicating.
“Please,” she breathed, her hips lifting off the table. “I need it so badly.”
“I know you do.” I pressed forward slowly, watching her face contort with a pleasure that was almost painful as the first inch of my cock disappeared inside her. “But we’re going to do this right. Full medical supervision. Complete documentation.”
Elena moved closer with a handheld camera, filming every detail of the penetration. “Insertion beginning at 6:47 AM,” she narrated, her voice a low, clinical purr. “Patient appears highly aroused and ready for breeding.”
“Patient is more than ready,” Jade gasped as I pushed deeper, burying myself to the hilt in her tight, hot cunt. “Patient is desperate.”
I slid into her completely, her tight heat gripping my cock like a velvet fist. She was perfect—warm, wet, and yielding. Everything a breeding doctor should be.
“How does it feel, Patient Zero?” Elena asked, playing her part as the clinical observer.
“Full,” Jade moaned, her head thrashing against the table. “So perfectly full. Like I was made for this cock.”
I started moving slowly, a deep, deliberate rhythm designed to draw out every second of sensation. This wasn’t going to be a quick fuck—this was going to be a thorough, clinical, and utterly filthy breeding.
“Faster,” Jade begged, her voice a raw plea. “I need it harder.”
“You’ll get what I decide to give you,” I growled, maintaining my steady, torturous pace. “Good patients wait for their treatment.”
The pink cuffs held her ankles wide, leaving her completely exposed and vulnerable. Every deep, powerful thrust drove her higher, hitting spots that made her cry out with a pleasure she couldn’t control.
“ECG is climbing,” Elena reported, her eyes flicking to the monitors. “Heart rate at 110 and rising.”
“Mine too,” I admitted, feeling the familiar, delicious tension building in my core. “But we’re not done yet. Not even close.”
I pulled out of her suddenly, leaving her empty and desperate on the table.
“No!” she cried, her voice a raw, broken sound. “Don’t stop! Please don’t stop!”
“Switching positions,” I announced, my voice a low, commanding growl. “Elena, get on the table. Now.”
Elena’s eyes widened with a dawning, horrified understanding. “The double protocol?”
“Back-to-back breeding,” I confirmed. “No withdrawal. Maximum efficiency.”
She moved to the table beside Jade, her body a stark, beautiful contrast to Jade’s. Ice and fire, both ready to be claimed.
“This is going to be interesting,” Elena said, her voice a low, breathless murmur as she positioned herself on her hands and knees. “A two-patient breeding session.”
I moved behind Elena, my cock still slick and dripping with Jade’s juices. Without warning, I slammed into her pussy, driving deep in one smooth, powerful stroke.
“Yes!” Elena cried, her back arching, her perfect ass aimed at the cameras. “Just like that!”
I fucked her hard and fast, a brutal, efficient rhythm designed to bring us both to the edge as quickly as possible.
“Jade,” I called over Elena’s moans, my voice a low, guttural command. “Get ready. I’m switching back to you for the finish.”
“I’m ready,” she panted, her eyes wide with a mix of awe and raw, desperate need. “So ready.”
I pulled out of Elena and immediately plunged back into Jade, my cock carrying Elena’s slick, wet heat as an additional, filthy lubrication. The sensation was incredible—two different pussies, two different kinds of heat, both perfectly designed for my cock.
“Oh, god,” Jade sobbed, her voice breaking with a pleasure that was almost too much to bear. “I can taste her on you. This is so filthy.”
“This is efficient,” I corrected, my voice a low, brutal growl as I started to pound into her with an increasing, savage intensity. “Two women, one cock, maximum breeding potential.”
Elena moved closer, her fingers finding her own clit as she watched me breed her sister. “Do it,” she urged, her voice a low, husky command. “Fill her womb. Make her pregnant.”
“ECG synchronized,” she reported, her voice breathless. “All three heart rates are at 140 BPM.”
The monitors showed our vital signs in perfect, beautiful harmony—three bodies, three heartbeats, all working toward one perfect, filthy goal. It was medical. It was erotic. It was perfect.
“I’m getting close,” I warned, my voice a low, guttural growl.
“Don’t you dare pull out,” Jade commanded, her voice filled with a surprising, desperate authority. “I want every single drop inside me.”
I gripped her hips, driving deeper and deeper with each powerful thrust. The pink cuffs held her in place as I claimed what was mine.
“Now!” I roared, burying myself completely as my orgasm hit.
A thick, hot torrent of my cum erupted from my cock, flooding Jade’s womb with my seed. She screamed with a pleasure that was almost painful, her pussy clamping down on me, milking every last drop.
“Yes! Yes! Fill me up! Make me pregnant!”
But I wasn’t done.
“Elena,” I panted, my body still shuddering with the aftershocks of my orgasm, still buried deep inside Jade. “Your turn.”
“What?” she gasped, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and raw, desperate hunger.
“Back-to-back,” I said, my voice a low, guttural command. “I’m staying hard. I’m switching immediately.”
It was ambitious, even for me. But the adrenaline and the rebellion had given me a superhuman stamina.
I pulled out of Jade slowly, my cock still semi-hard and dripping with my own seed and her slick, wet juices. Elena was waiting, positioned perfectly beside her sister, her ass aimed at the cameras.
“Are you sure you can—” she began.
I slammed into her before she could finish the question, my cock hardening again from the sheer, overwhelming stimulation of her tight, hot pussy. Elena screamed, her body accepting me with a desperate, greedy hunger.
“Retention protocol,” Jade gasped from beside us, her voice a breathless whisper. “I need to hold this position for fifteen minutes to maximize conception chances.”
“Then hold it,” I commanded, my voice a low, brutal growl as I started to fuck Elena with a renewed, savage intensity. “Both of you. Stay exactly where I put my seed.”
Elena’s pussy was different from Jade’s—looser, more familiar, but no less exciting. I’d bred her countless times, but this felt special. Ceremonial. A true claiming.
“Two creampies,” Elena moaned, her voice a low, guttural sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure. “Back-to-back breeding. This is so fucking hot.”
“This is a medical necessity,” I corrected, though we all knew it was pure, filthy kink. “An efficient use of our resources.”
I fucked Elena with everything I had left, drawing on reserves of strength and stamina I didn’t even know I possessed. The rebellion had charged us all with a raw, electric energy, and I was channeling it directly into breeding my women.
“I’m going to come again,” I announced, surprising even myself.
“Do it,” Elena begged, her voice a raw, desperate plea. “Fill me like you filled her. Breed me. Make me carry your child.”
My second orgasm was different—smaller, but more intense, a concentrated, powerful shot of my seed shooting directly into Elena’s womb. She came at the same time, her pussy milking me with a practiced, desperate efficiency.
“Perfect,” Jade breathed from beside us. “Two breeding sessions, two creampies, fifteen minutes of retention. Textbook protocol.”
I collapsed forward, bracing myself on the examination table between the two women. Both pussies were leaking cum, but they held position like good patients.
“Timer started,” Elena said, checking her watch despite the awkward position. “Fifteen minutes of retention for optimal conception rates.”
“Worth every second,” Jade murmured, her professional demeanor returning now that the breeding was complete. “Patient Zero has been successfully inseminated.”
The morning light was getting stronger, painting the medical equipment in shades of gold and amber. We looked like something from a fertility documentary—one man, two bred women, medical equipment monitoring every vital sign.
“How do you feel?” I asked Jade.
“Different,” she admitted. “Like something fundamental just changed.”
“It did. You’re not just our doctor anymore. You’re part of the family.”
“Part of the harem,” Elena corrected with a satisfied smile. “Welcome to the breeding program, Dr. Lawson.”
Jade’s answering smile was radiant. “It’s an honor to be Patient Zero.”
The timer on the wall showed twelve minutes remaining, but none of us were in a hurry. This moment felt too important to rush.
“What happens now?” Jade asked.
“Now we wait,” Elena said. “Two weeks until we know if the breeding took.”
“It took,” I said with confidence I didn’t entirely feel. “Both of you. I can feel it.”
“Optimistic,” Jade observed. “But medically speaking, conception rates are never guaranteed.”
“Nothing about this situation is medically normal,” Elena pointed out. “Maybe that works in our favor.”
The monitors continued to beep softly, documenting our vitals as we lay in post-breeding bliss. Three bodies, synchronized heartbeats, shared purpose.
“Timer,” Elena announced. “Retention complete.”
Both women relaxed their positions, cum leaking from their well-bred pussies onto the examination table. They looked satisfied, claimed, perfectly bred.
“Phase complete,” Jade said, sounding professional despite her disheveled state. “Breeding protocol successfully executed.”
“Documentation complete,” Elena added, checking the cameras. “Everything recorded for analysis.”
I helped them both off the table, admiring the view as they cleaned up. Two more women potentially carrying my children. Two more additions to the growing family.
“We should go,” Elena said, glancing at the brightening windows. “Security will be making rounds soon.”
We gathered our clothes and equipment quickly, leaving the clinic as spotless as we’d found it. No evidence of our rebellion except the lingering scent of sex and success.
“Next time we’re here, it’ll be for real appointments,” Jade said as she locked the door behind us.
“Next time we’re here, you’ll be showing a bump,” I replied.
Her smile was pure sunshine. “God, I hope so.”
The parking lot was empty, Phoenix still sleeping off the night’s revelations. But somewhere in the growing light, a revolution was taking root.
“Breakfast?” Elena suggested. “I’m starving.”
“Breeding makes you hungry,” Jade agreed. “Medical fact.”
We drove toward the sunrise, three rebels who’d just changed everything. Behind us, the clinic stood silent and locked, but it couldn’t contain what we’d built.
The war was far from over, but we’d just won another battle.
Patient Zero was officially bred.
Now we waited to see if our rebellion would bear fruit.




Chapter 13: Rogue Press Leak

The coffee was still hot when the world exploded.
I sat in Elena’s penthouse kitchen, scrolling through the overnight social media reactions to our rebellion. The numbers were staggering—millions of views, thousands of supportive comments, #FreeOurDoctor trending. We’d fought back.
Then Maya’s phone buzzed, a harsh, ugly sound.
“Turn on Channel 7,” she said, her voice tight. “Now.”
Elena snatched the remote, flipping to Arizona Morning Live just in time to see our nightmare unfold in high definition.
“BREAKING NEWS” flashed across the screen in angry red letters. Below it, a chyron that made my blood run cold: “NON-CONSENSUAL MEDICAL BREEDING RING EXPOSED.”
“Jesus Christ,” I breathed.
The anchor, a blonde with an aggressive smile, looked into the camera. “We’re going live with exclusive footage, showing what appears to be systematic sexual assault at a Phoenix medical facility.”
“Hutchins,” Elena said, her voice a blade of ice. “That bastard.”
The screen filled with grainy security footage. Not our defiant lock-in from last night. This was older, chopped and screwed to remove all context.
It showed Elena, bent over an examination table. My hands on her hips. The silk medical restraints, which had been her idea, now looked sinister. Her face was obscured, but her body—that statuesque, perfect body—was unmistakable.
But the audio was gone. Her begging, her breathless demands to be filled with my seed, her cries of pleasure—all stripped away.
What was left looked like rape.
“The footage was provided anonymously,” the anchor continued, “but sources confirm it was shot at the Radiant Life Institute, where Dr. Jade Lawson allegedly operated an illegal breeding facility.”
Cut to Senator Palmer at yesterday’s hearing, looking stern. “These women are being exploited, recorded, and abused.”
“Fuck,” Paige said, staring at her phone. “My mentions are a warzone. I’m either a victim or a liar.”
The segment was a masterclass in character assassination. Lawyers talking trafficking, psychologists discussing trauma bonding. Nobody mentioned consent. Nobody mentioned seven powerful, intelligent women making their own goddamn choices.
“We need to respond,” Elena said, her eyes blazing. “Immediately.”
“How?” Jade asked. She looked pale, her career being torched on live TV. “They’ve already convicted us.”
“We fight back with the truth,” I said, my voice hard. “Our own cameras. Our own proof.”
An hour later, we were back at the locked-down clinic. This wasn’t a rebellion. This was war.
“Setup in the main procedure theater,” Elena commanded as Maya bypassed the security. “This won’t be amateur porn. This is a goddamn documentary.”
The women moved with purpose, setting up lights, arranging cameras. Alyssa laid out medical equipment for the backdrop. We were building a film set in the heart of our besieged kingdom.
Elena produced a stack of paper hospital gowns. “Wardrobe. We look like patients. We look professional.”
The gowns were thin, almost sheer. Perfect.
“Security?” I asked as Maya worked on the electronic locks.
“Disabled. We have maybe two hours before anyone notices the system glitch.”
“That’s all we need.”
The clinic felt different in daylight—less rebellious, more purposeful. We weren’t sneaking in for a midnight raid this time. We were here to wage war.
“Setup in the main procedure theater,” Elena commanded. “Professional quality. This isn’t going to look like amateur porn—this is going to look like a documentary.”
Paige and Tamara positioned the lights while Maya set up cameras at multiple angles. Alyssa arranged medical equipment for backdrop authenticity. Within minutes, we had a professional studio in the heart of our sealed kingdom.
“Wardrobe,” Elena announced, producing a stack of hospital gowns. “But not like last night. These need to look medical. Professional.”
The paper gowns were thin, nearly transparent, but they covered more than the cotton ones from our rebellion. We looked like real patients in a real medical facility—which was exactly the point.
“Jade,” Elena called. “You’re going to anchor this. Full medical authority.”
“What do I say?” Jade asked, pulling on a fresh white coat over her gown.
“The truth. Your credentials. Your medical opinion. The fact that everything we do is consensual, documented, and legal.”
“And us?” Tamara asked, her sixteen-week bump clearly visible through the thin gown.
“Testimonials. Name, age, gestational week, and explicit consent. We’re going to make it impossible for anyone to claim we’re victims.”
I started recording while the women took their positions. Six pregnant goddesses and one determined doctor, ready to reclaim their narrative.
“Dr. Jade Lawson,” she began, looking directly into the camera. “Board-certified obstetrician-gynecologist, fertility specialist, and medical director of the Radiant Life Institute.”
Her voice was steady, authoritative, completely professional despite the circumstances.
“The footage aired this morning on Arizona Morning Live has been deliberately edited to remove crucial context demonstrating the consensual nature of all our procedures.”
She gestured to the women behind her. “These six women are my patients, my colleagues, and my friends. Each one chose to participate in our fertility program with full informed consent.”
“Elena Radic,” Elena announced, stepping forward. “Thirty-eight years old, businesswoman, and voluntary participant in the Radiant Life breeding program.”
She untied her gown, letting it fall away to reveal her ice-queen perfection. Her pale skin glowed in the professional lighting, every elegant curve on display.
“I consent to everything you saw in that edited footage. I asked for it. I begged for it. I loved every second of it.”
“Tamara Johnson,” Tamara said, moving to join Elena. Her dark skin contrasted beautifully as she shed her own gown. “Thirty-five years old, sixteen weeks pregnant, and absolutely thrilled about it.”
Her bump was prominent now, a perfect curve that caught the light like a promise of the future.
“This baby was conceived with my full consent and my complete enthusiasm. Mason Blake is not my rapist—he’s my king.”
One by one, the women stepped forward, stated their names and consent, and removed their gowns. Six pregnant bodies in various stages of gestation, all radiating health and happiness.
“Paige Monroe, twenty-nine, twenty weeks pregnant, and making more money than I’ve ever made in my life.”
“Maya Tanaka, thirty-seven, twelve weeks pregnant, and living my best life.”
“Alyssa Hart, forty, eight weeks pregnant, and grateful every day for this family.”
“Marisol García, twenty-seven, five weeks pregnant, and proud to be part of this revolution.”
“Yoo-mi Han, twenty-two, five weeks pregnant, and finally free to make my own choices.”
By the end, they stood in a line—seven women, six pregnant, all topless, all radiant with defiance.
“We consent,” they said in unison. “We choose this. We’re proud of this.”
“But words aren’t enough,” Elena said, taking control of the narrative. “We need proof. Medical documentation. Professional verification.”
She turned to look at me with eyes that burned with purpose.
“Mason, we need a fresh sample. For medical analysis. For legal documentation.”
“Here?” I asked. “Now?”
“Here. Now. On camera. With full medical supervision.”
Jade stepped forward, her white coat pristine in the professional lighting. “As the attending physician, I can verify the voluntary nature of any sample collection.”
This was insane. Brilliant, but insane.
“Dr. Lawson,” I said, my voice low, playing my part in this insane, brilliant theater. “What do you recommend for sample collection?”
“The most efficient method,” she replied, her voice crisp and clinical, but her eyes holding a flicker of raw hunger. She knelt gracefully, the white coat parting slightly to show the long, toned line of her legs in their compression stockings. “Direct oral stimulation with full medical oversight.”
Her fingers, cool and professional, went to my belt. The buckle clicked open with a sound that seemed to echo in the silent procedure room. The zipper followed, a low, rasping sound that had my cock twitching in anticipation. She peeled back the denim and my boxers, freeing my already hardening length into the cool, sterile air. My dick rose to the occasion, thick and heavy, a testament to the sheer insanity of the moment.
“Patient appears ready for sample collection,” she announced, her gaze fixed on my cock. A drop of precum pearled at the tip. “Tumescence is optimal.”
She leaned forward, and her mouth, the same mouth that had delivered clinical diagnoses, enveloped the head of my cock. Her lips were soft, but her intent was voracious. Her tongue, slick and wet, swirled with a devastating expertise that was anything but clinical. It was the practiced, deliberate work of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted. I felt a jolt go straight to my balls.
“Medical supervision,” Elena’s voice cut in, cool and commanding. I saw her through my half-closed eyes, moving closer with a camera, the lens a black, unblinking eye documenting every obscene detail. “Document everything, Doctor.”
Jade pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lips to the glistening tip of my dick. “Sample donor is responding well to stimulation,” she reported, her voice a little shaky now. “No signs of distress or reluctance. Vitals are elevated, consistent with arousal.”
Then she went back to work. She took me deeper this time, her throat opening, her head bobbing in a steady, hypnotic rhythm. I could feel the faint scrape of her teeth, the wet heat of her mouth, the subtle suction as she pulled back. This wasn’t the desperate enthusiasm of a porn star; this was the confident, devastating skill of a master. My hips gave an involuntary buck.
“How’s the quality?” Paige asked, her voice laced with amusement as she filmed from another angle, her camera focused on the junction of Jade’s mouth and my groin.
Jade paused, her hand stroking my shaft firmly. “Excellent,” she replied, her clinical tone at war with the flush creeping up her neck. “Pre-ejaculatory fluid is clear and abundant. Viscosity is high. Full sample should be highly viable for analysis.”
She continued sucking, her head bobbing with that maddening precision. I could see the muscles in her jaw working, could feel the way her thighs pressed together beneath the thin fabric of her white coat. She was getting off on this, on the power, the taboo, the sheer clinical filth of it.
“I need more stimulation,” she announced, her voice tight. “For complete medical accuracy.”
Before I could even form a question, she stood, a predator in white. She moved to the supply cart, her hips swaying, and her hand closed around a duck-billed steel speculum. Cold. Gleaming. An instrument of medicine about to be used for the most delicious sin.
“Self-administered additional stimulation,” she explained to the cameras, her voice a husky whisper. “To ensure complete scientific accuracy and document dual-arousal response.”
She turned to face the cameras head-on. She lifted her white coat, revealing she was completely naked underneath. Her pussy was shaved, a perfect, clean slit in the pale skin of her mound. Her legs spread, and with a sharp, deliberate motion, she inserted the cold steel into her own body.
I watched, utterly transfixed, as the metal disappeared into her wet heat. She cranked the handle. The speculum opened her up, spreading her pink, wet inner lips wide for the cameras to see. It was a raw, obscene, and unbelievably hot display. Her pussy, exposed and vulnerable, gaped around the instrument.
“Jesus,” I breathed, my cock throbbing painfully.
“Medical necessity,” she corrected, her voice a strained gasp. “Multiple forms of stimulation provide more comprehensive data.”
She knelt again, the steel handle of the speculum protruding from between her legs. She took my cock back into her mouth, her movements more frantic now, while her free hand gripped the speculum’s handle, her hips starting to buck and grind.
The visual was going to break the internet. Our brilliant, professional doctor, in her pristine white coat, sucking my cock while fucking herself with a surgical instrument, her pussy cranked open for the world to see.
“Sample collection… proceeding normally,” she gasped around my shaft, her words slurring with pleasure. “Patient and… physician… both responding… appropriately.”
Her own orgasm was building. I could see it in the frantic clenching of her thighs, the way her eyes rolled back, the sheen of sweat on her forehead. Her hips slammed against her own hand, riding the speculum with a desperate rhythm. The combination of her hot mouth, the sight of her open, violated pussy, and the sheer, glorious audacity of it all sent me hurtling toward climax.
“Getting close,” I warned, my voice a low growl.
“Excellent,” she replied, pulling off my cock but keeping her hand wrapped around the shaft in a death grip, her knuckles white. “Sample collection… nearly… complete.”
She pumped my cock with one hand while furiously working the speculum with the other. Her face was a mask of professional composure cracking under the strain of imminent pleasure. Her breath came in ragged sobs.
“Now,” she commanded, her voice breaking. “Provide the sample! Fill my mouth!”
I erupted.
A thick, heavy load of my cum shot into her mouth, flooding her throat. A second pulse splattered against her cheek and the pristine collar of her white coat. She gagged, her eyes watering, but she took it all, swallowing convulsively. She kept her mouth open for a moment, showing the cameras the thick, white seed pooling on her tongue before swallowing the last of it.
“Verified… voluntary emission,” she announced, her voice thick with my cum. “No coercion detected. Sample quality… excellent.”
She swallowed again, a long, deliberate gulp, then turned to present herself to the cameras—white coat splattered with my seed, speculum still buried deep inside her gaping pussy, a triumphant, debauched goddess of science.
“Medical documentation complete,” she said, her voice regaining a sliver of its authority. “All procedures conducted with full consent and rigorous medical supervision.”
“Cut,” Elena called. “Perfect.”
Jade removed the speculum slowly, her pussy gaping slightly from the metal intrusion. She straightened her coat and smoothed her hair, looking every inch the professional physician despite what we’d just filmed.
“How long to edit and upload?” Elena asked Maya.
“Twenty minutes. I can have this live across all platforms before the noon news cycle.”
“Do it. Full professional quality. Medical documentation. Legal verification. Everything they used against us, we use better.”
While Maya worked on the editing, the rest of us cleaned up the clinic. No evidence of our presence except the digital war we were about to unleash.
“This is either going to save us or destroy us completely,” Jade observed, pulling on her street clothes.
“It’s going to save us,” I said with more confidence than I felt. “Because we have something they don’t.”
“What’s that?”
“The truth. And proof that can’t be edited or manipulated.”
Maya looked up from her laptop. “Upload complete. The video is live on seventeen platforms simultaneously.”
“And?” Elena asked.
“And the internet is about to lose its mind.”
We left the clinic for the second time in twelve hours, but this time we weren’t rebels sneaking through shadows. We were warriors who’d just fired the opening salvo in a war for truth.
“Phase three,” Elena said as we reached our cars.
“What’s phase three?” I asked.
Her smile was sharp, victorious, unstoppable. “Phase three is where we win.”
Behind us, the clinic stood silent in the desert sun. But somewhere in cyberspace, our truth was spreading faster than lies could follow.
The PR war was officially on.
And we’d just proven that when it came to controlling the narrative, no one did it better than a harem with cameras and determination.
“Hutchins has no idea what he just started,” Paige said, checking her phone as notifications flooded in.
“Neither does Senator Palmer,” Elena added.
But I was looking at Jade, still glowing from her performance. Patient Zero had just become our secret weapon.




Chapter 14: Senator’s Field Visit

The black SUVs arrived at exactly 10 AM, like a funeral procession for our freedom.
Senator Victoria Palmer stepped out of the lead vehicle, her steel-gray hair pulled into a severe bun that matched her expression. Behind her came a parade of staffers, photographers, and carefully selected media representatives—all here to witness the final destruction of the Radiant Life Institute.
“Showtime,” Elena murmured from our vantage point in the clinic’s upper-floor window.
But Palmer had made one crucial mistake.
She’d announced her “surprise” inspection twelve hours in advance, giving us plenty of time to prepare our own welcome committee.
“Positions, everyone,” Tamara called from the parking lot below.
What Palmer found waiting for her wasn’t a closed clinic filled with traumatized victims. What she found was a full-scale prenatal yoga demonstration, complete with professional lighting, wireless sound system, and six pregnant women in perfectly coordinated athletic wear.
“Welcome to Prenatal Yoga Live!” Tamara announced, her voice carrying clearly through the outdoor speakers. “I’m Tamara Johnson, certified yoga instructor and very proudly sixteen weeks pregnant.”
The senator’s carefully orchestrated photo opportunity had just been hijacked by sun salutations and maternity leggings.
Palmer’s face went through several interesting color changes as she took in the scene. Instead of finding cowering victims, she was confronted with six radiant pregnant women flowing through yoga poses while broadcasting live to thousands of viewers.
“Breathe in,” Tamara instructed, her dark skin glowing in the desert sunlight. “Feel your baby move with you.”
Elena had positioned herself front and center, her ice-queen perfection on full display in form-fitting workout gear. Despite her ongoing fertility struggles, she moved with elegant precision through each pose.
“Breathe out,” Tamara continued. “Send love to your growing family.”
Paige, now showing clearly at twenty weeks, had positioned herself where the cameras couldn’t miss her prominent bump. She moved through the poses with practiced ease, her body adapted to the changes of pregnancy.
“And now,” Tamara said, reaching for a device attached to her belly, “let’s share something special with our audience.”
Wireless Doppler monitors. Fucking brilliant.
“These are fetal heart rate monitors,” she explained to the cameras and the growing crowd of Palmer’s staff. “They let us—and you—hear our babies’ heartbeats in real time.”
The speakers crackled to life with the rapid, rhythmic sound of tiny hearts beating. Six different rhythms, six different babies, all healthy and strong.
The effect was instantaneous. Palmer’s narrative of exploitation and abuse crumbled in the face of obvious maternal joy and health.
“Oh my god,” someone in the crowd whispered. “They sound so strong.”
“One hundred and forty beats per minute,” Maya announced, checking her monitor. “Perfect range for twelve weeks gestation.”
The news cameras that had come to document victims were instead capturing radiant pregnant women celebrating their babies’ heartbeats. The optics couldn’t have been worse for Palmer.
“Senator Palmer,” a reporter called out. “What’s your response to these women’s obvious health and happiness?”
Palmer’s mouth opened and closed like a fish gasping for air. This wasn’t the narrative she’d come to document.
“These women have been manipulated—” she began.
“Manipulated into what?” Paige interrupted, her twenty-week bump prominently displayed as she held a warrior pose. “Into being healthy? Into being happy? Into carrying beautiful babies?”
The Doppler speakers continued broadcasting fetal heartbeats, each rapid rhythm a testament to life and health.
“Into being exploited,” Palmer insisted, but her voice lacked conviction.
“Exploited how?” Elena asked, flowing seamlessly from one pose to the next. “By receiving excellent medical care? By having our fertility dreams fulfilled? By being surrounded by supportive sisters?”
“By being recorded without consent,” Palmer tried again.
“Every recording was consensual,” Jade announced, appearing at the clinic’s entrance in full medical regalia. “I have signed documentation from every participant.”
The crowd was growing. Local residents drawn by the commotion, media representatives beyond Palmer’s carefully selected crew, curious onlookers who’d seen the social media posts.
And they were all watching six obviously healthy, obviously happy pregnant women performing yoga while their babies’ heartbeats played like a symphony of new life.
“Senator Palmer,” I called from the clinic entrance. “Would you like a tour? See the actual facilities you’re trying to shut down?”
Palmer’s eyes narrowed. This wasn’t going according to her plan at all.
“Yes,” she said finally. “I want to see everything.”
“Excellent. Right this way.”
I led Palmer and her reduced entourage—several staffers had stayed outside to watch the yoga demonstration—into the clinic’s main examination theater.
“This is where we provide comprehensive fertility care,” I announced, gesturing to the pristine medical equipment. “All procedures are medically supervised, legally documented, and enthusiastically consented to.”
Palmer looked around skeptically, clearly searching for evidence of the abuse she was certain existed.
“And this?” she asked, pointing to the examination table with its obvious restraint attachments.
“Medical positioning equipment,” Jade answered smoothly. “Standard in any gynecological facility. Used to ensure patient comfort and safety during procedures.”
“Show me,” Palmer demanded.
I looked at Jade, who nodded almost imperceptibly.
“Paige,” I called, my voice steady. “Could you help us demonstrate our standard prenatal examination and… patient stimulation protocols?”
Paige bounced in, a wicked glint in her eye that told me she was more than ready to play. Her twenty-week bump was a perfect, tight globe under her yoga top. “Sure thing, coach,” she chirped, hopping onto the examination table. “Anything for… science.”
Palmer watched, her eyes narrowed, as Paige lay back and pulled her tank top up, exposing her round, taut belly. But she didn’t stop there. With a defiant smirk aimed right at the senator, she unzipped her yoga pants and pushed them down, revealing a pair of sheer lace panties that did little to hide her shaved, swollen pussy.
“Is this… necessary?” Palmer stammered.
“Absolutely,” Jade said smoothly, stepping forward. “Arousal increases blood flow, which can provide a clearer ultrasound image. We monitor all vitals during stimulation to ensure maternal and fetal well-being. It’s a holistic approach.”
My cock stirred. Arousal for a clearer picture. Fucking brilliant.
I squeezed a large dollop of cold ultrasound gel onto Paige’s belly. She let out a theatrical gasp, her hips bucking. “Ooh, that’s cold, coach! You’ll have to warm me up.”
Her hand snaked down and slipped inside her own panties, her fingers finding her clit. Palmer’s jaw dropped.
“Patient is self-stimulating to increase blood flow for the examination,” I said calmly, my voice a low counterpoint to the frantic squelching sounds coming from Paige’s hand. I pressed the ultrasound probe into the gel, my knuckles brushing her fingers. On the large monitor, the image of her baby flickered into view.
“As you can see, Senator,” I said, my voice tight with suppressed arousal, “we have a healthy twenty-week fetus. Perfect size. Strong cardiac activity.”
Paige moaned, a low, breathy sound. “Oh, god, yes… the vibrations…”
The ultrasound probe was sending gentle vibrations through her belly, directly over her womb. Combined with her own frantic fingering, it was clearly sending her into overdrive.
“The… the baby is kicking,” Palmer whispered, her eyes glued to the screen, unable to look away from the obscene and yet undeniably vital scene unfolding before her.
“He always gets active when mommy’s happy,” Paige gasped, her knuckles white as she rubbed her clit faster. “And mommy is… very… happy… right now!”
I moved the probe, the slick gel allowing it to glide over her tight skin. I angled it lower, pressing down just above her pubic bone. The pressure, combined with the vibrations, made her cry out.
“Oh, fuck, coach… right there…”
On the screen, the baby somersaulted.
“As you can see,” I said, my voice thick, “the fetus is responding positively to the maternal… stimulation. All vitals are green.”
I leaned closer to Paige, my mouth near her ear. “You’re doing great,” I whispered. “But I think the senator needs a more… thorough demonstration of our breeding program’s effectiveness.”
Paige’s eyes flew open, wide with lust and understanding. “Yes, please,” she panted. “Show her how you… take care of us.”
I looked at Palmer. Her face was a mask of horrified fascination. She was trapped, unable to protest without looking like she was against a pregnant woman’s pleasure, yet utterly scandalized by what she was witnessing.
With my free hand, I reached down and replaced Paige’s fingers with my own. I slipped two fingers past the lace of her panties, finding her slick, swollen folds. She was soaking wet.
“Oh, god,” she whimpered, her head thrashing on the pillow.
“Patient requires direct physician assistance to achieve optimal imaging parameters,” Jade announced for the record, her voice betraying nothing.
I slid my fingers deep inside her, stretching her wet heat. Paige arched her back, her belly rising to meet the ultrasound probe. On the monitor, the baby kicked again, a tiny foot pressing against the wall of her womb.
“Look at that,” I murmured, my fingers pumping in and out of Paige’s dripping pussy. “A perfect demonstration of our program. Healthy mother, healthy baby, both… thriving.”
Paige’s breath came in ragged sobs. “I’m… I’m gonna cum, coach…”
“Show the senator,” I commanded, my voice a low growl. “Show her what a happy, satisfied, pregnant woman looks like.”
With a final, desperate cry, Paige came. Her body seized, her inner muscles clenching around my fingers in powerful, rhythmic waves. Her orgasm was a violent, beautiful thing, a testament to the life and lust thrumming through her.
“The heartbeat,” she said quietly.
“One hundred and fifty beats per minute,” I reported. “Perfect for this stage of development.”
“Can I… can I hear it?”
I adjusted the Doppler settings, filling the room with the rapid rhythm of new life. Palmer’s expression softened completely, her political facade dropping away.
“It’s so fast,” she whispered.
“Baby hearts beat much faster than adult hearts,” Paige explained, her voice gentle. “It’s completely normal and healthy.”
I continued the examination, showing Palmer every angle of Paige’s healthy pregnancy. The perfectly formed limbs, the active movements, the strong heartbeat that filled the room with life.
“Tell me,” I said to Palmer, never taking my eyes off the monitor. “What exactly do you see here that suggests abuse or exploitation?”
Palmer was quiet for a long moment, watching the baby move on the screen.
“I see… a healthy pregnancy,” she admitted finally.
“And outside?” I pressed. “What did you see during the yoga demonstration?”
“Happy women. Radiant women.” Palmer’s voice was barely above a whisper. “Women who look… fulfilled.”
“Because they are,” Paige said, still lying on the examination table with her belly exposed. “We’re living our dreams, Senator. We’re healthy, we’re happy, and we’re creating life.”
Palmer looked around the medical theater—at the pristine equipment, the professional setup, the obvious care and attention to detail.
“This isn’t what I expected to find,” she said finally.
“What did you expect?” Jade asked.
“Victims. Trauma. Evidence of systematic abuse.”
“And instead?”
Palmer gestured helplessly at the ultrasound monitor, where Paige’s baby continued its active display. “Instead I find… this.”
Through the windows, we could hear the continued sounds of the yoga demonstration. Tamara’s voice guiding the women through poses, the wireless Dopplers broadcasting healthy heartbeats, the growing crowd of supportive onlookers.
“Senator,” I said carefully, “would you like to make a statement to the media?”
Palmer looked at me for a long moment, her political calculation warring with what she’d just witnessed.
“Yes,” she said finally. “I would.”
We walked outside together, where the yoga demonstration had evolved into an impromptu prenatal health fair. Local supporters had brought homemade signs reading “SUPPORT REPRODUCTIVE CHOICE” and “HEALTHY BABIES, HAPPY MOMS.” Food trucks had appeared from nowhere, turning Palmer’s photo opportunity into a block party.
The media crowd had tripled, with news helicopters circling overhead for aerial shots of the celebration.
“Senator Palmer,” a reporter called. “What did you find inside the clinic?”
Palmer stepped to the impromptu microphone setup, looking out at the crowd of pregnant women, supportive families, and curious onlookers.
“I found,” she began, then paused, clearly struggling with her words. “I found evidence of comprehensive medical care. I found healthy pregnancies. I found women who appear to be… genuinely happy with their choices.”
The crowd erupted in cheers. Palmer raised her hand for quiet.
“However,” she continued, and the crowd tensed. “The questions of medical oversight and regulatory compliance remain complex issues that require further investigation.”
It wasn’t a full capitulation, but it was a major step back from her previous position.
“Are you withdrawing your bill to shut down fertility clinics?” another reporter asked.
Palmer hesitated. “I’m… reassessing the scope of the legislation based on today’s observations.”
More cheers from the crowd. Palmer looked directly at me, her expression unreadable.
“But this investigation is far from over,” she added. “These are serious questions that deserve serious answers.”
She turned and walked back to her SUV, leaving behind a crowd of celebrating supporters and a media narrative that had completely shifted in our favor.
“Phase four complete,” Elena said, materializing beside me as Palmer’s convoy disappeared into the desert heat.
“What’s phase four?” I asked.
“Phase four is where we turn our enemies into allies.”
“You think we converted Palmer?”
Elena’s smile was sharp. “I think we confused her enough to buy us time. And in politics, confusion is often better than conviction.”
Around us, the impromptu celebration continued. Pregnant women posing for pictures with supporters, media crews conducting sympathetic interviews, the wireless Dopplers still broadcasting the sounds of healthy babies.
“The narrative is shifting,” Maya observed, checking her phone. “Social media is going crazy. #HealthyBabiesHappyMoms is trending. The helicopter footage is being shared everywhere.”
“And Palmer?” I asked.
“Looking like someone who came to kick puppies and instead found a maternity ward.”
Paige bounced over, still glowing from her ultrasound demonstration. “Did you see her face when the baby kicked? I thought she was going to cry.”
“She might have,” Jade said. “There’s something very powerful about seeing new life up close. It cuts through political rhetoric.”
“Think it’s enough?” Tamara asked, still wearing her yoga instructor headset.
“It’s a start,” Elena replied. “We’ve bought ourselves time and shifted public opinion. Now we build on that.”
The celebration was still going strong as the afternoon sun climbed higher. What had started as Palmer’s attempted execution had turned into our victory party.
“What’s next?” I asked Elena.
Her smile was predatory, victorious. “Next, we make sure Palmer’s confusion becomes permanent. And we make sure no one ever tries to shut us down again.”
The war wasn’t over, but we’d just won the most important battle yet.
And we’d done it with nothing more than yoga mats, ultrasound gel, and six women brave enough to show the world what real choice looked like.
“Ready for round two?” Elena asked.
I looked around at the celebration, at the pregnant women posing with supporters, at the media crews broadcasting our truth to the world.




Chapter 15: Heartbeats & Milk Baths

The birthing suite had been transformed into something between a Roman bath and a medical laboratory.
Jade stood at the edge of the massive therapeutic tub, adjusting water temperature and mineral levels with the precision of a scientist preparing the perfect experiment.
“Hydrotherapy bonding,” she announced to the six pregnant women arranged around the suite in various states of undress. “Medical literature shows significant benefits for prenatal wellness, stress reduction, and maternal bonding.”
“You mean you want us to take a bath together,” Paige said with a grin.
“I mean I want you to experience therapeutic immersion in a carefully calibrated environment designed to optimize fetal and maternal health,” Jade corrected, but her smile gave away her excitement.
The water was perfect—warm but not hot, enriched with Epsom salts and mineral supplements. But Jade had added one more ingredient that made this session uniquely ours.
“Alyssa,” she called. “We need your contribution to the therapeutic mixture.”
Alyssa stepped forward, her eight-week pregnancy having transformed her already magnificent breasts into something that defied physics. They were heavy, swollen, constantly leaking streams of rich milk that stained whatever clothes she tried to wear.
“How much do you need?” she asked, cupping her massive tits.
“Enough to create proper nutrient density in the water,” Jade replied. “Think of it as a full-body treatment.”
Alyssa positioned herself at the edge of the tub, her nipples already beading with milk from the stimulation of movement. She squeezed gently, and twin streams of creamy white liquid arced into the bath.
“Jesus,” Maya breathed, watching the milk swirl through the mineral-rich water. “That’s actually happening.”
“Perfectly natural,” Jade said, monitoring the mixture with scientific interest. “Human breast milk contains over 200 bioactive compounds that can benefit skin, circulation, and overall wellness.”
“Plus it’s hot as hell,” I added, my cock already responding to the sight of Alyssa’s lactation display.
She continued expressing milk into the bath, each squeeze sending more creamy streams into the water. The tub was large enough for all seven of us, and she was producing enough to create a noticeable change in the water’s consistency.
“That should be sufficient,” Jade announced when the water had turned slightly opaque with milk. “Temperature is optimal, mineral balance is perfect, and nutrient density is… unprecedented.”
“All aboard the milk train,” Paige announced, stepping into the tub first.
The warm milk-and-mineral mixture felt incredible against skin—silky, nourishing, somehow both relaxing and arousing. One by one, the women settled into the therapeutic bath.
Elena positioned herself near the center, her ice-queen perfection softened by the milky water. Tamara arranged herself so her sixteen-week bump was fully submerged, sighing with pleasure as the warm mixture eased the strain on her back.
Maya floated nearby, her twelve-week pregnancy just starting to show as a subtle curve beneath the surface. Marisol and Yoo-mi flanked the group, their five-week pregnancies still early but their bodies already changing.
And Alyssa continued to leak milk directly into the bath, each movement causing fresh streams to flow from her swollen nipples.
“This is insane,” she laughed. “I’m literally marinating us in my own milk.”
“This is therapeutic,” Jade corrected, though she was clearly enjoying the spectacle as much as the rest of us. I settled into the tub last, the warm, silky mixture enveloping my body. My cock was already rock-hard, floating in the opaque water, aroused by the sight of Alyssa’s lactating tits.
“Now for the real therapy,” Jade announced, producing a set of waterproof Doppler monitors. “Fetal heartbeat monitoring during hydrotherapy. We can track each baby’s response to the therapeutic environment… and to other stimuli.”
I took the sleek, warm disks and moved through the water, checking each baby’s heartbeat. Tamara’s was a strong, steady drum. Maya’s, a quick, determined rhythm. Paige’s, a complex, energetic flutter. Marisol and Yoo-mi’s were faint, precious whispers of new life. And then there was Elena. I pressed the disk to her flat, perfect belly, and the speakers returned only the sound of static. Her face tightened, a flicker of pain in her icy eyes. I gave her hand a squeeze before moving on.
“All babies responding normally,” Jade documented. “Now for the… active phase of the therapy.”
My eyes found Alyssa. “You’re still leaking,” I said, my voice a low growl.
She looked down at her magnificent breasts. They floated in the milky water like twin islands, her nipples hard and dark, weeping thin streams of white. “I can’t help it,” she giggled. “They’re just so full.”
“Then let’s not waste it.” I moved in front of her, the water sloshing around my waist. I lifted one of her heavy, swollen tits from the bath. It was heavy, warm, the veins a faint blue map beneath her pale skin. Milk beaded at the tip of her nipple. I lowered my head and latched on.
The taste was divine. Sweet, creamy, primal. I sucked hard, drawing a thick stream of milk into my mouth. Alyssa moaned, her head falling back, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Oh god, Mason… yes…”
I suckled from her, alternating between her massive tits, while my free hand took a Doppler and pressed it to her eight-week bump. The speakers filled with the sound of her baby’s fluttering heartbeat, a rapid rhythm that seemed to sync with my greedy nursing.
“Nutrient infusion time,” Jade announced, her voice thick with scientific curiosity. “Let’s document the effects of direct maternal stimulation.”
I released Alyssa’s nipple with a wet pop. “It means it’s time for active therapy,” I said, turning my attention to Marisol.
She was perched on the edge of the tub, her honey-brown skin gleaming. Her legs were parted, her shaved pussy glistening, swollen and inviting.
“Hold the Doppler,” I instructed Tamara, handing her the monitor. “Keep it right on her bump.”
The faint, precious heartbeat of Marisol’s five-week-old baby filled the air. Then I buried my face between her thighs.
She tasted of salt and sweet musk. I licked a broad stripe up her slit, making her gasp. My tongue found her clit, a hard little pearl hidden in her folds, and I began to work it with practiced precision.
“Oh! Sí, Mason, just like that!” she cried, her accent thick with pleasure.
Her baby’s heartbeat, broadcast for all to hear, began to accelerate. Thump-thump-thump-thump.
“Maternal heart rate is one-twenty,” Jade reported, her eyes glued to her tablet. “Fetal heart rate is one-sixty. Both climbing. The fetus is responding directly to the mother’s arousal.”
Marisol’s thighs trembled. “I’m going to cum!” she shrieked.
I pressed my mouth harder against her, sucking her clit, drinking her juices as her orgasm hit. She screamed, a high, keening sound of pure pleasure. Her tiny five-week uterus contracted, and the Doppler broadcast the baby’s frantic, excited heartbeat as it was washed in its mother’s climax.
“Beautiful,” Elena breathed from across the tub.
But I was already moving. I rose from the water, my cock slick with milk and Marisol’s juices. Paige was waiting, on her hands and knees in the shallow end, her perfect, round twenty-week belly hanging low. Her ass, plump and high, broke the surface of the water, begging for me.
“My turn, daddy,” she whimpered. “Let the baby hear you fuck me.”
“Tamara, the Doppler,” I commanded.
Tamara waded over, pressing the waterproof monitor against the underside of Paige’s prominent belly. The energetic, complex rhythm of her twenty-week-old fetus filled the suite.
Then I drove my cock into her from behind.
“YES!” she screamed, the sound echoing off the tiles. “FUCK MY PREGNANT PUSSY!”
I slammed into her, my balls slapping against her wet cheeks. The milky water sloshed around us, each thrust a deep, resonant thud. The Doppler went crazy, the baby’s heartbeat a wild drum solo accompanying the rhythm of my fucking.
“Fetal heart rate is synchronizing with the paternal thrusts,” Jade announced, her voice laced with awe. “Incredible.”
It was true. The baby’s heart was beating in time with my cock pounding into its mother. Thrust-thump. Thrust-thump.
“Harder, daddy!” Paige begged, pushing her ass back to meet me. “Make the baby feel how much you love mommy’s tight cunt!”
I gripped her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and pounded into her with everything I had. The other women were a chorus of moans and splashing water, their own hands busy beneath the milky surface.
“I’m close!” Paige gasped, her whole body trembling.
“Not yet,” I growled, pulling back slightly, teasing her. “Beg for it. Beg for my cum.”
“Please, daddy, please!” she sobbed. “Fill me up! I need your seed! Let the baby feel you breed me again!”
“Now,” I roared, and drove into her to the hilt.
Her climax was a tidal wave. Her pregnant pussy clamped down on my cock, milking me with incredible strength. The Doppler broadcast the symphony of her orgasm—her own heart hammering, her uterus contracting, the baby’s excited flutter.
I came right after, a massive load erupting from my cock, flooding her already-pregnant womb with my seed. The baby’s heartbeat spiked, a final, triumphant flourish as it was bathed in the aftershocks of our shared climax.
“Perfect,” Jade breathed, documenting everything. “Maternal-fetal bonding at optimal levels.”
I stayed buried inside Paige for several moments, both of us panting in the aftermath. The milk bath had turned completely opaque now, Alyssa’s continued production creating an almost surreal environment.
“Group circulation time,” Jade announced, her clinical voice returning.
One by one, I moved through the therapeutic bath, the Doppler monitoring each baby’s response to the hydrotherapy. I sucked milk directly from Alyssa’s breasts while her eight-week fetus fluttered with excitement. I fingered Maya to climax while her twelve-week baby’s heartbeat provided the rhythm.
Even Elena received attention, though her empty womb remained silent on the monitors. I kissed her deeply, tasting the milk from the bath on her lips, promising with my touch that her time would come.
“Therapy complete,” Jade finally announced as we all floated in the milk-enriched water. “All maternal and fetal indicators optimal.”
The birthing suite was quiet except for the gentle lapping of the therapeutic bath and the occasional beep from the monitoring equipment.
“How do you feel?” I asked the group.
“Relaxed,” Tamara said, her hand resting on her bump.
“Connected,” Maya added, her mixed-race beauty glowing in the medical lighting.
“Satisfied,” Paige said with a grin, cum still leaking from her well-bred pussy.
“Grateful,” Marisol whispered, her accent soft with emotion.
“Hopeful,” Yoo-mi said quietly.
“Desperate,” Elena admitted, her ice-queen mask slipping completely.
And Alyssa, still leaking milk into the bath despite everything, just smiled. “Productive.”
We stayed in the therapeutic bath until the water began to cool, seven bodies connected by milk, warmth, and the shared rhythms of new life.
“Phase five complete,” Elena said as we finally began to climb out.
“What’s phase five?” I asked, wrapping her in a towel.
Her smile was determined, hopeful, unstoppable. “Phase five is where we prove that science and passion together can create miracles.”
Around us, the birthing suite gleamed with medical precision and maternal promise. The war for our clinic continued, but tonight had proven something important.
We weren’t just breeding.
We were bonding.
And every heartbeat in those speakers had been a tiny rebellion against anyone who tried to tear us apart.




Chapter 16: Lab-Coat Fashion Show

Maya’s phone hadn’t stopped ringing all morning.
“That’s the fourth call from a medical apparel company,” she announced, declining another incoming call. “Ever since the yoga demonstration went viral, everyone wants a piece of our brand.”
We were back in the clinic, using our borrowed time before the authorities figured out how to permanently shut us down. The morning light streaming through the windows made everything look hopeful, promising.
“Which companies?” Elena asked, always thinking business first.
“Uniform suppliers, medical equipment manufacturers, pharmaceutical companies. But the most interesting call came from Stelara Scrubs.”
I’d heard of them—high-end medical apparel, the kind of stuff that cost three times what normal scrubs cost but made doctors look like they belonged in glossy magazines.
“What do they want?” Jade asked, adjusting her own basic scrubs.
“They want to sponsor us. Full endorsement deal, custom product line, and…” Maya paused for dramatic effect. “A six-figure advance for exclusive livestream content.”
The room went silent.
“Six figures?” Elena breathed.
“Six figures. They want us to do a medical fashion show. Professional runway setup, custom lab coats, live audience voting, the works.”
“When?” I asked.
“Today. They can have equipment here in two hours.”
Elena’s smile was sharp, calculating. “Do it.”
Two hours later, the clinic foyer had been transformed into something between a medical facility and a Milan runway.
Professional lighting rigs cast everything in perfect warm tones. A raised platform ran down the center of the lobby, flanked by cameras and streaming equipment. Stelara’s logo was prominently displayed on backdrop screens.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” Maya announced to the growing online audience, “welcome to the first ever Radiant Life Medical Fashion Show, sponsored exclusively by Stelara Scrubs.”
The viewer count was already climbing—five thousand, ten thousand, twenty thousand. Word was spreading across social media platforms faster than we could track.
“Today we’re showcasing Stelara’s new Professional Maternity Collection,” Maya continued, reading from the script they’d provided. “Designed specifically for expecting medical professionals who refuse to compromise on style or functionality.”
Behind the scenes, the women were getting ready in what used to be an examination room. Stelara had delivered a collection of custom lab coats in various sizes, all perfectly tailored to accommodate different stages of pregnancy.
“Remember,” Elena said, checking everyone’s appearance, “we’re not just modeling clothes. We’re selling a lifestyle. Confidence, professionalism, sexuality. The complete package.”
“Easy for you to say,” Paige muttered, adjusting her coat around her twenty-week bump. “Some of us are modeling for two.”
“Which makes you twice as powerful,” Elena replied. “Own it.”
The coats were works of art—crisp white cotton with subtle design elements that somehow managed to be both professional and incredibly sexy. They hugged curves, accentuated assets, and most importantly, they were designed to be worn with nothing underneath.
“Viewer count is at fifty thousand and climbing,” Maya reported from the runway control station. “Chat is going crazy.”
I took my position at the side of the runway, officially serving as “medical supervisor” for the show. In reality, I was there to provide eye candy and, if things went according to plan, much more.
“First model,” Maya announced, “Tamara Johnson, sixteen weeks pregnant, demonstrating the Stelara Expectant Professional line.”
Tamara stepped onto the runway like she was born for it. Her dark skin glowed under the professional lighting, and the white lab coat contrasted beautifully with her espresso complexion. The coat was tailored perfectly to accommodate her bump while still showing off her incredible curves.
She walked to the end of the runway with the confidence of a woman who had found her power. Then she stopped, turned, and opened the coat slightly.
The chat exploded.
“Holy shit!”
“She’s gorgeous!”
“Button up or rip open?”
“RIP IT OPEN!”
“Interactive voting is now live,” Maya announced. “Type ‘BUTTON’ to keep it professional, or ‘RIP’ for… alternative styling.”
The votes poured in faster than anyone could count, but the trend was immediately obvious. ‘RIP’ was winning by a landslide.
“The people have spoken,” Maya said with a grin. “Tamara, if you would…”
Tamara’s smile was wicked as she slowly opened the lab coat completely, revealing her pregnant body in all its glory. Her breasts were fuller now, her nipples dark and prominent. Her sixteen-week bump curved proudly from her frame.
The viewer count jumped to eighty thousand.
“Next up,” Maya called, “Maya Tanaka, twelve weeks pregnant, showing the International Professional collection.”
Maya herself took the runway, her mixed Brazilian-Japanese heritage giving her an exotic beauty that the cameras loved. Her lab coat was slightly more fitted, designed to show off her hourglass figure.
She walked with a different energy than Tamara—more controlled, more calculating. When she reached the end of the runway, she spoke directly to the camera.
“This coat is designed for the modern medical professional,” she said in perfect English, then switched to Portuguese: “Mas também para a mulher que sabe o que quer.”
Then to Japanese: “そして自分の力を知っている女性のために。”
The international audience went wild. Comments flooded in multiple languages, viewer count spiked to over a hundred thousand.
The voting was even more lopsided this time—‘RIP’ won by an overwhelming margin.
Maya opened her coat with theatrical flair, revealing her twelve-week bump and perfect curves. She posed for several angles, letting the cameras capture every detail.
“Marisol García,” Maya announced, “five weeks pregnant, featuring the Latina Professionals line.”
Marisol strutted onto the runway with a confidence that hadn’t been there when she’d first joined us. Her honey-brown skin was radiant under the lights, and her Latina curves filled out the lab coat perfectly.
She reached the end of the runway and spoke directly to the camera in accented English: “For the woman who brings passion to everything she does.”
The voting wasn’t even close. ‘RIP’ dominated by an even wider margin.
Marisol’s reveal was spectacular—her five-week pregnancy barely showing but her body absolutely stunning. The viewers went insane, donations poured in, and the Stelara CEO was probably having heart palpitations over the conversion rates.
“Yoo-mi Han,” Maya called, “five weeks pregnant, representing the International K-Beauty medical line.”
The violet-haired K-pop idol took the runway like she was performing at Seoul’s Olympic Stadium. Her petite frame looked incredible in the fitted lab coat, and her youthful beauty contrasted perfectly with her pregnant glow.
She reached the end of the runway and spoke in Korean, then English: “For the professional who refuses to choose between career and family.”
The K-pop fans in the audience recognized her instantly. The chat exploded with Korean comments, viewer count shot past 150,000, and social media went absolutely insane.
The voting results were unanimous—‘RIP’ by the widest margin yet.
Yoo-mi’s reveal was perfectly choreographed, part medical demonstration and part idol performance. Her five-week bump was barely visible, but her enthusiasm was infectious.
“Alyssa Hart,” Maya announced, “eight weeks pregnant, showcasing the Maternal Professional Plus collection.”
Alyssa walked onto the runway with a different energy entirely. Her eight-week pregnancy had transformed her already incredible breasts into something that challenged the laws of physics. The lab coat was specially designed with extra room in the chest area, but it was still clearly struggling to contain her.
She reached the end of the runway, and before Maya could even announce the voting, her coat fell open on its own. The buttons simply couldn’t handle the pressure.
The audience went absolutely wild.
Alyssa’s breasts were magnificent—heavy, full, already leaking milk through the fabric. Her eight-week bump was clearly visible, and her whole body radiated fertile sexuality.
“Technical difficulties,” Maya announced with a laugh. “But the audience seems to approve.”
Viewer count hit 200,000. Donations were pouring in faster than the system could process them.
“Elena Radic,” Maya called, “featuring the Executive Medical collection.”
Elena took the runway like she owned it, which she basically did. Her ice-queen perfection was absolutely stunning under the professional lighting. The lab coat was tailored to perfection, emphasizing her elegant lines and regal bearing.
She reached the end of the runway and spoke directly to the camera with the authority of someone accustomed to boardrooms and power.
“For the woman who leads by example,” she said, her voice carrying clearly across the streaming platforms.
The voting was the most overwhelming yet—‘RIP’ won by margins that broke the polling software.
Elena’s reveal was controlled, elegant, devastating. Her body was perfection—pale skin, elegant curves, the kind of beauty that belonged in art museums. Her womb was still empty, but her determination was visible in every line of her posture.
The chat was moving too fast to read. Viewer count approached 250,000.
“And finally,” Maya announced, “our medical director, Dr. Jade Lawson, presenting the Physician Authority collection.”
This was the moment we’d all been waiting for.
Jade stepped onto the runway wearing more than just a lab coat. She had compression stockings that reached her thighs, and around her waist was a medical monitoring belt—the kind used for continuous fetal heart rate monitoring.
The belt was beeping softly, displaying readouts on a small screen that was just visible to the cameras.
“Dr. Lawson is demonstrating our new integrated monitoring systems,” Maya explained to the audience. “Continuous health tracking for medical professionals.”
But the audience could read the display on the belt. HCG levels, heart rate monitors, all the data that suggested early pregnancy.
Jade walked the runway with the confidence of a woman who had finally claimed her destiny. When she reached the end, she looked directly into the camera.
“Twenty-five milliunits per milliliter,” she announced, her hand resting on the monitoring belt. Her voice was pure clinical authority, but her eyes were blazing with triumph. “That’s the HCG level that confirms what we’ve all been hoping for.”
The chat exploded into a waterfall of text I couldn’t even read. They understood. Our doctor wasn’t just modeling. She was announcing her own pregnancy, live on stream.
“Patient Zero,” she continued, her voice ringing with power, “is officially bred.”
The voting was irrelevant. The chat was a tidal wave of ‘RIP! RIP! RIP!’ in a dozen languages.
But instead of opening her coat, Jade’s eyes found mine. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. “Doctor’s orders,” she purred.
I stepped onto the runway, the heavy medical trauma shears feeling like a scepter in my hand. The crowd roared. I moved behind Jade, the heat from her body washing over me. The monitoring belt was secured with thick plastic straps. I slid the shears underneath and squeezed. SNIP.
The belt fell away. Jade’s lab coat swung open, revealing her body to the world. Her runner’s frame was lean and toned, but her breasts, those surprise high-D cups, were full and straining against the confines of her chest. Her stomach was still flat, but it held the promise of new life. My life.
“Active demonstration,” I announced, my voice a low growl that the microphones picked up. “Of advanced fertility protocols.”
I placed my hands on her hips and guided her to bend over the runway platform. She went willingly, bracing her hands on the raised surface, presenting her perfect, tight runner’s ass to a quarter-million viewers.
“Live breeding,” Jade announced, her voice muffled by the platform but still carrying a note of command. “For scientific documentation and… public education.”
I moved behind her, my cock, already painfully hard, pressing against the back of her thighs. The heat, the lights, the roar of the chat, the sight of her offering herself up to me in front of the world—it was the most potent aphrodisiac I’d ever known.
“Consent verification,” Jade called out, her voice trembling slightly now. “I, Dr. Jade Lawson, do hereby consent to public breeding for the purposes of medical research and… personal satisfaction.”
I didn’t wait for another invitation. I grabbed her hips, spread her cheeks with my thumbs, and drove my cock into her.
Her pussy was tight, hot, and slick with arousal. She let out a loud, piercing moan that was picked up by every microphone in the room. It was a sound of pure, unadulterated pleasure.
“YES! FUCK ME! BREED ME IN FRONT OF EVERYONE!” she screamed. “SHOW THEM WHAT REAL MEDICINE LOOKS LIKE!”
I started pounding into her, my rhythm hard and fast. Each thrust of my hips drove her forward, her lab coat flapping around her. The cameras zoomed in, capturing every obscene detail: my cock disappearing into her wet, pink slit; her face, contorted in a mask of ecstasy; the way her tits swayed with every brutal impact.
“Quarter million viewers,” Maya reported from the side, her voice laced with awe. “Donations are crashing the platform.”
I gripped Jade’s hips tighter, my knuckles white, and fucked her with everything I had. She was the perfect partner, taking every inch of me, her moans a symphony of filth and pleasure.
“HARDER!” she begged, her voice raw. “I WANT THEM TO SEE HOW MUCH I LOVE BEING BRED! I WANT THEM TO SEE MY CUNT STUFFED WITH YOUR COCK!”
The chat was a blur, a chaotic stream of emojis and all-caps declarations of lust. The viewer count ticked past 300,000. This wasn’t a fashion show anymore. It was a global phenomenon.
“I’m going to cum,” I grunted, the pressure in my balls becoming unbearable.
“DO IT!” Jade screamed, her voice breaking. “FILL MY NEWLY PREGNANT WOMB WITH YOUR SEED! SHOW THEM CONCEPTION! CUM INSIDE ME, DADDY!”
That was all it took. With a final, guttural roar, I drove my cock as deep as it would go and held it there, my hips bucking as I flooded her womb with my seed. Thick, hot ropes of my cum pumped into her, filling her, breeding her again.
Jade screamed as her own orgasm ripped through her, her inner muscles clamping down on my pulsing cock, milking every last drop of my seed from me.
“Verified… insemination,” she gasped, her body still trembling, her voice thick with pleasure and my cum. “For… Patient Zero… breeding program…”
The audience went absolutely insane. Comments flooded in dozens of languages, donations crashed the payment systems, and somewhere in the Stelara corporate offices, executives were probably having panic attacks over the conversion rates.
I stayed buried inside Jade for several long moments, both of us catching our breath while the cameras captured everything.
“Show complete,” Maya announced to the audience. “Thank you for joining the Radiant Life Medical Fashion Experience.”
But the notifications were already flooding in. My phone, Maya’s tablet, Elena’s laptop—everything was buzzing with messages, offers, opportunities.
“Holy shit,” Maya breathed, staring at her screen. “The Stelara CEO just DMed me.”
“And?” Elena asked.
“Six-figure bonus. Quote: ‘Conversion rates never seen in medical wear industry. Exclusive contract negotiations begin immediately.’”
We’d done it again. Turned crisis into opportunity, controversy into profit, rebellion into revolution.
“Phase six complete,” Elena announced with satisfaction.
“What’s phase six?” I asked, still catching my breath.
Her smile was victorious, unstoppable. “Phase six is where we prove that sex sells everything—even medical equipment.”
Around us, the clinic buzzed with the energy of success. We’d just livestreamed a medical fashion show to 300,000 people, generated six figures in brand deals, and oh yeah—publicly bred our doctor on international television.
“Ready for whatever comes next?” Jade asked, straightening her lab coat.
I looked around at the six pregnant women, the streaming equipment, the medical fashion revolution we’d just created.
“Bring it on.”
The war was far from over, but we kept winning battles.
And apparently, we looked damn good doing it.




Chapter 17: Surprise Audit

The Doppler table’s restraint timer showed six minutes remaining when the front door exploded open.
“State inspection! Everyone remain calm!”
Fuck.
Maya’s voice crackled through the intercom from her cyber-ops station. “Mason—badges incoming. Three suits, clipboard queen leading.”
I was buried face-deep between Yoo-mi’s thighs, her violet-dyed pubic hair a sweet-smelling curtain as she ground her pussy against my tongue. Above us, Dr. Jade Lawson writhed in the four-point medical restraints, spread-eagled on the ultrasound table like a gorgeous, willing sacrifice to science and sin. Her lab coat was gone, her lean runner’s body and high-D tits exposed to the cool air, her nipples hard, dark peaks of arousal.
“Don’t stop,” Yoo-mi whimpered in Korean, her small hands fisted in my hair. “Please, oppa—so close…”
The sharp click-clack of dress shoes echoed from the hallway, growing louder.
Jade’s gray-green eyes, moments ago glazed with pleasure, snapped wide with panic. “Mason, the cuffs—get me out of these—”
“No.” I slid my tongue deep into Yoo-mi’s slick slit, making her gasp and buck. “We finish what we started.” My voice was a low growl against her clit. Kings don’t run from bureaucrats.
Jade had begged for this. “I need to feel it,” she’d said, her clinical voice trembling. “Complete loss of control. In safe hands.” The medical-grade cuffs had snapped shut around her wrists and ankles, locking her to the stirrups, leaving her utterly vulnerable. Now, her professional composure was a distant memory, replaced by the raw, desperate need of a woman on the edge.
“Timer says five more minutes until release,” I’d told her. “You don’t come until it unlocks. Doctor’s orders.”
Now, the state inspectors were about to get a front-row seat to our “experimental fertility research.”
Yoo-mi’s thighs clamped around my head like a vise as the footsteps stopped outside the door. The K-pop princess was soaked, her juices dripping down my chin, the taste of her arousal a sweet, tangy nectar on my tongue. The danger was making her wetter.
“Mason-oppa,” she panted, her hips grinding against my face. “I need your cock. I need you to breed me. Now.”
The door to the imaging wing burst open.
Three suits froze. Two men, one woman, all with identical expressions of slack-jawed horror. The lead inspector, a woman with a severe haircut and a clipboard, went pale. “What in God’s name—”
“HIPAA compliance protocols now in effect,” Maya’s voice, cool and commanding, boomed from the overhead speakers. Every monitor in the room flashed to black. Privacy screens whirred down from the ceiling, obscuring their view of Jade’s restrained body. “This is a private medical facility. Patient confidentiality is federally protected.”
My girl. Always three moves ahead.
The inspectors stammered, shuffling backward. “We weren’t—we weren’t informed—”
“All patient interactions require advance notice and signed waivers,” Maya’s voice cut through their protests like a scalpel. “Federal violations carry hefty fines. I suggest you wait in the lobby.”
Yoo-mi hadn’t stopped moving. If anything, the confrontation had made her hornier. “So scary,” she whispered, but her hips bucked harder, her clit rubbing against my nose. “Makes me so fucking wet.”
That’s my harem. A bunch of shameless exhibitionists.
From her table, Jade strained against the restraints, her chest heaving. “I can’t—the timer—” she gasped, her body slick with a sheen of sweat.
“Three more minutes,” I said, lifting my head just long enough to glance at the display. I gave her a wicked grin. “You can hold out, Doctor. It’s good for the research.”
The inspectors lingered, torn between their bureaucratic mandate and the very real threat of a federal lawsuit. “We’ll need to verify all procedures,” the lead woman insisted weakly.
“File your request through proper channels,” Maya retorted.
I slid two fingers deep into Yoo-mi’s tight, hot pussy, curling them to hit her G-spot. She arched off my face with a sharp, piercing cry. “YES! Right there—fuck, yes!”
The inspectors finally fled.
“Now,” I said, my voice low. “Where were we?”
Yoo-mi was trembling, her pussy clenching around my fingers. “Please,” she begged. “Let me come on your tongue.”
“What’s the rule, princess?”
“No coming… without your cock inside me.”
“Good girl.”
I stood, my face slick with her juices. My cock was straining against my scrubs, a painful, throbbing hardness. Yoo-mi immediately wrapped her small, delicate hands around my length, her eyes wide with worship. “So big, oppa. It always stretches me so perfectly.”
She was a paradox, my K-pop princess. An angel on stage, a cock-hungry slut in the bedroom.
“On your back,” I commanded. “I want to watch your face while I fuck you.”
She scrambled onto the exam table next to Jade, spreading her legs wide, her swollen, glistening pussy on full display. But first, the doctor.
I moved to Jade’s table. Her skin was fever-hot. I pinched her nipples, rolling the hard peaks between my fingers. She whimpered, a desperate, animal sound.
“How does it feel, Doctor?” I murmured, leaning close. “To be the patient?”
“Terrifying,” she gasped. “Amazing. I need… God, I need to come so badly.”
The timer showed ninety seconds.
I leaned down and took one of her nipples in my mouth, sucking hard. She cried out, pulling against the cuffs.
“Mason,” Yoo-mi called, her voice a needy whine. “I’m so empty without your cock.”
I released Jade’s nipple with a wet pop. “Patience. The doctor’s examination isn’t complete.” I slid my hand between Jade’s spread thighs, my fingers sinking into her dripping wet cunt. She was a furnace. “So fucking ready,” I murmured, pumping my fingers in and out of her. “Your pussy is trying to milk my fingers.”
“Please—the timer—”
“Thirty seconds.” I added a third finger, stretching her wide.
The timer hit zero. The cuffs unlocked with a soft ping.
But Jade didn’t move. She lay there, spread and helpless, her eyes locked on mine. She was completely, utterly mine.
I withdrew my fingers and turned to Yoo-mi. She was vibrating with need. “Ready for your treatment?”
“Yes! Please fuck me, Mason-oppa! Fill my womb with your hot cum!”
I rubbed the head of my cock against her soaked slit, teasing her. She was so small, so tight. I pushed forward slowly, her inner walls parting around my length. She arched her back, a sharp hiss of pleasure escaping her lips. “Oh fuck—so big—”
I bottomed out, my entire length sheathed in her molten heat. From the other table, Jade watched, her own fingers now working her clit, her eyes hungry.
“That’s it,” Jade breathed, her voice husky. “Breed the little slut. Fill her tight cunt with your seed.”
Her filthy words sent me over the edge. I grabbed Yoo-mi’s hips and started pounding into her, a hard, brutal rhythm that made the exam table creak.
“YES! HARDER! USE ME LIKE YOUR PERSONAL FUCK TOY!” she screamed.
That’s what they were. My harem. My breeding stock. My beautiful, willing sluts.
I reached over and tweaked Jade’s nipple. She came instantly, a silent, violent orgasm that made her body convulse in the restraints she no longer needed.
“My turn!” Yoo-mi panted. “Please let me cum on your cock!”
“Come for me, princess.”
Her orgasm was a lightning strike. Her back bowed, her pussy clamped down on my cock, milking me with incredible strength. The sensation triggered my own release. I drove deep one last time and erupted, pumping load after load of hot, thick cum into her tight channel.
“Yes—fill me—so much cum—” she sobbed, taking every last drop.
I collapsed against her small body, both of us breathing hard. My cock was still buried inside her, twitching with aftershocks.
From the hallway came the sound of voices—Maya handling the inspectors with professional competence.
“All procedures documented and filed with IRB approval,” she was saying. “Patient privacy maintained throughout the examination.”
Crisis averted. Harem protected.
Jade sat up slowly, her auburn hair mussed and cheeks flushed. “That was…” She shook her head, smiling. “Incredible. I’ve never felt so completely out of control.”
“Good.” I pulled out of Yoo-mi, watching my cum leak from her well-used pussy. “That means the treatment worked.”
The K-pop idol stretched like a satisfied cat. “Best therapy session ever, oppa.”
Maya’s voice came through the intercom: “All clear. Inspectors filed their compliance forms and left. No violations noted.”
Perfect. Another victory for the Blake breeding program.
I helped both women clean up, playing the attentive aftercare provider. It was all part of the dynamic—dominance balanced with protection.
“Same time tomorrow?” Jade asked, buttoning her lab coat.
“If you can handle it, doctor.”
She grinned. “I’ll bring stronger restraints.”
That’s my girls. Always pushing boundaries, always craving more.




Chapter 18: Embryo Heist

The security alert came through at 3:47 AM.
Maya’s voice crackled through my phone, sharp with controlled panic. “Mason. Wake up. We have a problem.”
I rolled out of bed, instantly alert. Elena stirred beside me, her hand finding my bare chest.
“What is it?” I asked, slipping into jeans.
“Someone bypassed the embryo lab. Motion sensors triggered twelve minutes ago. Reviewing footage now.”
Fuck. The cryo storage.
Elena sat up, silver hair catching moonlight through the blinds. “My embryos?”
“Checking inventory.” Maya’s fingers flew across keyboards in the background. “Elena’s last viable straw is… missing.”
Elena’s face went white.
“Who?” I demanded.
“Working on it. Facial recognition running through—got him. David Hutchins. Looks like he bribed night janitor Marcus Williams. Fifty-second infiltration, professional job.”
That desperate piece of shit. After the audit failure, he’d gone nuclear.
“Where is he now?”
“GPS tracking his rental car. Heading east on Route 60. Marisol’s already mobile—she anticipated this.”
Smart girl. Ex-border patrol instincts kicking in.
Elena was pulling on clothes, her hands shaking. “That embryo is my last chance with the donor material from Switzerland. If he destroys it—”
“He won’t.” I grabbed my keys and shoulder holster. “Marisol will handle containment. I’ll handle Hutchins.”
My phone buzzed with Marisol’s location ping. She was twenty minutes behind the target, closing fast.
“I’m coming with you,” Elena said.
“No. You stay here and coordinate with Maya. We need technical support and legal backup.”
She wanted to argue, but the ice-queen knew I was right. This was tactical work.
I kissed her hard, tasting desperation. “Trust me. I’ll get it back.”
The drive to intercept took forty minutes through empty desert roads. Marisol’s updates came steady through the comm:
“Target stopped at Motel 6 on Highway 347. Room 23B, ground floor. Vehicle secured, no visible exit routes.”
“Any movement inside?”
“Lights on, shadow pacing. He’s agitated, probably making calls.”
“Backup?”
“Solo operation. This asshole’s got no friends left.”
That’s my girl. Marisol García had joined our harem in the Dominican Republic, bringing skills from her border patrol days. She was the perfect blend of law enforcement training and breeding-obsessed Latina fire.
I pulled into the motel parking lot at 4:31 AM. Marisol’s Honda was tucked between two semis, perfect surveillance position. I parked three spots away and texted: Status?
Her reply came instantly: Bathroom window cracked. Can hear everything. He’s lost his fucking mind.
I moved through shadows to room 23B. The window blinds were shit quality—I could see Hutchins pacing, talking animatedly to his phone.
My earpiece crackled: “Mason, you there?”
“Copy.”
“He’s confessing everything to someone. Recording it all from the bathroom.”
Smart thinking. Evidence for the inevitable legal clusterfuck.
Through the thin walls, I caught fragments of Hutchins’ manic rambling:
“—premium genetic material—fertility clinic network—six figures minimum for designer embryos—”
“—Serbian ice bitch thought she was so smart—”
“—gonna make that trainer pay for ruining my marriage—”
Classic incel breakdown. All rage and entitlement, zero accountability.
I tested the door handle. Locked, but these fleabag motels used joke hardware. Two minutes with my lock picks and I’d be inside.
“Marisol, status report.”
“He’s got the cryo container on the bed. Stainless steel medical cooler, about thermos-sized. Keeps checking his phone.”
“Any weapons visible?”
“Negative. Just paranoia and bad decisions.”
“Move in sixty seconds. I’ll take the door, you secure the evidence.”
“Copy that, papi.”
The door lock surrendered like all obstacles do when I apply proper motivation. I counted down from ten, then kicked it open.
“Surprise, asshole.”
Hutchins spun around, clutching the cryo container to his chest like a teddy bear. His eyes were bloodshot, shirt stained with sweat and desperation.
“You! How did you—”
“Find you? Easy. You’re an amateur playing with professionals.”
He backed toward the bathroom, still holding the container. “Stay back! One wrong move and I drop this thing. Your precious embryo becomes medical waste.”
“David.” I kept my voice calm, controlled. “You’ve made your point. Now let’s talk like adults.”
“Adults?” He laughed, high and hysterical. “You fucked my wife! Turned her into your personal whore! And now you want to talk?”
Right. Forgot about Jessica Hutchins. One of our earlier recruits who’d developed an impressive breeding kink.
“Your wife made her own choices,” I said, stepping closer. “Just like you’re making yours.”
“Black market fertility pays better than voyeur porn,” he rambled. “Premium embryos from elite donors—worth more than gold to desperate couples.”
The bathroom door opened behind him.
Marisol emerged like a honey-skinned goddess of justice, her border patrol training evident in every movement. She wore tight black tactical gear that highlighted her thick hips and full breasts—even in crisis mode, she was impossibly sexy.
“Hola, pendejo,” she purred in accented English. “Nice confession. Got every word on livestream.”
Hutchins whipped around, nearly dropping the container. “Who the fuck—”
“Marisol García. I track human traffickers for fun. You’re just practice.”
His panic peaked. He raised the cryo container like a weapon, threatening to smash it against the wall.
“Everyone back off! I’m walking out of here with this, and there’s nothing you can do to stop me!”
That’s where he was wrong.
I lunged forward, grabbing his wrist before he could follow through. The container flew from his grip, arcing toward the bathroom.
Marisol caught it like a professional shortstop.
“¡Órale! Nice reflexes, amor.”
Hutchins struggled against my grip, but forty years of poor life choices had left him soft and weak. I pinned him against the wall without breaking a sweat.
“Here’s what’s going to happen,” I said, my voice dropping to deadly quiet. “You’re going to confess everything to the authorities. Every scheme, every bribe, every violation.”
“Or what?”
I smiled. Not a nice smile.
“Or I let Marisol explain her findings to ICE. Turns out bribing federal employees and stealing medical materials are serious felonies. Twenty years serious.”
His face went gray.
Marisol opened the cryo container and checked the contents. “One embryo straw, intact. Temperature maintained. Elena’s genetic future secured.”
“Perfect.” I released Hutchins and stepped back. “Now for the cleanup.”
I pulled out my phone and speed-dialed Elena. She answered on the first ring.
“Mason? Do you have it?”
“Container secured. Embryo undamaged. Hutchins in custody.”
Her sigh of relief was audible. “Thank God. Is he—will he—”
“He’s done. Completely. Maya’s got his confession recorded, Marisol documented the theft, and I’ve got witnesses to his threats.”
“And the container?”
“Being transported back to the clinic by our resident border patrol expert. Twenty minutes ETA.”
Marisol gave me a thumbs up from the doorway.
“What about him?” Elena asked.
I looked at Hutchins, who was slumped on the bed like a deflated balloon. All his schemes and rage had collapsed into pathetic acceptance.
“He’s going to disappear into the legal system. Between the theft charges, the federal violations, and his recorded confession about black market fertility fraud, he’ll be fighting felonies for years.”
“Good.” Elena’s voice carried ice-cold satisfaction. “He threatened our family. He threatened our future.”
“And now he’s neutralized. Permanently.”
Hutchins looked up at me with empty eyes. “You win. You get everything—the women, the money, the perfect life. What more do you want?”
“Nothing from you,” I said. “You never mattered.”
That broke him completely. The last of his defiance crumbled.
Marisol was already in her Honda, cryo container secured in a medical transport case. I followed her back to the clinic, leaving Hutchins to await the authorities Maya had already contacted.
The drive gave me time to process the night’s events. Another threat eliminated. Another victory for the harem.
But it was more than that. This was the moment our enemies realized they couldn’t touch us. We had resources, skills, and absolute dedication to protecting our family.
Any future challengers would know: attack the Blake breeding program at your own peril.
By 6 AM, we were back at Radiant Life Institute. Elena met us in the parking lot, throwing her arms around me with desperate relief.
“My hero,” she whispered against my chest. “Always protecting us.”
“Always,” I confirmed, holding her tight.
Marisol handed over the cryo container with a satisfied smile. “One intact embryo, delivered as promised.”
Elena took the container like it held her firstborn child. Which, in a way, it did.
“How can I ever thank you?” she asked Marisol.
The Latina beauty grinned wickedly. “I can think of a few ways, mami.”
That’s what I loved about our family. Crisis brought us closer together.
“Speaking of thanks,” I said, pulling Marisol close, my hand sliding down to cup her thick, firm ass through her tactical pants. “I think our guardian angel deserves a proper reward.”
Elena’s eyes lit up, the ice-queen facade melting away to reveal the hot, possessive woman beneath. “The fertility suite is available. And fully stocked.”
We moved inside as a trio, the adrenaline from the night’s confrontation curdling into thick, heavy arousal. The danger had sharpened every sensation, made every touch electric.
In the suite, I pushed Marisol against the wall and kissed her hard. Her mouth was hungry, her tongue tangling with mine. Her body, all thick hips and full breasts, pressed against me. “Papi,” she breathed against my lips. “All that tactical work… it got me so fucking horny.”
“Show me,” I commanded, my voice a low growl.
She stripped out of her tactical gear with a practiced, efficient grace that was impossibly sexy. Underneath, she was all woman. Her honey-brown skin gleamed in the soft medical lighting. Her breasts were full and heavy, her dark nipples already hard pebbles. The flare of her hips led down to a perfectly waxed pussy, her swollen lips already glistening with wetness.
Elena moved behind her, a silent predator. Her cool, long fingers traced the curve of Marisol’s spine, then moved to cup her breasts. “So beautiful,” Elena murmured, her voice a low purr. “Our brave protector.”
I stepped back, my cock straining against my jeans, and just watched them. Elena, the statuesque ice-queen, worshipping the body of our fiery Latina guardian. Elena’s fingers teased Marisol’s nipples, making her gasp. Marisol arched back, pressing her ass against Elena’s groin. It was a perfect picture of my harem, my women, taking care of each other.
“On the exam table,” I ordered, my voice thick with lust. “Both of you.”
Marisol climbed onto the leather surface, spreading her thick thighs wide, offering herself to me. Elena followed, her movements fluid and graceful. She straddled Marisol’s chest, their bodies intertwining as they kissed, a deep, passionate kiss that was all tongue and teeth.
“Tell me what you want,” I said, unbuckling my belt.
“Your cock,” Marisol panted, her eyes wild. “Hard and deep inside my cunt. I need to feel you claiming me after that fight.”
“And you?” I asked Elena, my eyes locking with hers over Marisol’s heaving chest.
“I want to watch you breed her,” Elena said, her voice husky. “I want to see her face when you fill her with your seed. Then… it’s my turn.”
Perfect.
I moved between Marisol’s spread legs. I didn’t enter her right away. Instead, I rubbed the thick, purple head of my cock through her slick, swollen folds. She was soaking wet, her juices coating my dick.
“Please, papi,” she whimpered, her hips bucking. “Don’t tease me.”
I pushed forward slowly, torturously. Her tight pussy parted around my length, gripping me like a hot, wet fist. Even after all our sessions, her tightness was incredible.
“¡Dios mío!” she gasped as I filled her completely. “So big… so perfect…”
Elena leaned down and kissed Marisol’s neck, her tongue tracing a hot path to her ear. “That’s it,” Elena murmured, her voice a seductive whisper. “Take his cock like a good girl. Take every inch.”
I gripped Marisol’s hips, the soft flesh of her ass filling my hands, and started to thrust. The exam table creaked under our rhythm as I pounded into her.
“Yes! Fuck me, papi!” she screamed. “Use me like your personal breeding slut! Fill my womb!”
Her dirty talk, that sexy accent thick with lust, sent a jolt straight to my balls. I fucked her harder, my rhythm brutal and punishing. Elena moved down, her mouth closing over one of Marisol’s nipples, sucking hard. The dual stimulation was too much for the Latina.
“I’m gonna come!” she shrieked, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Please let me come on your cock!”
“Come for me, beautiful,” I growled, my own climax building. “Show Elena how good you take my dick.”
Her orgasm was a hurricane. Her back arched off the table, her inner walls clenching around my length in a series of violent, milking contractions. “¡JODER! ¡SÍ! ¡SÍ! ¡LLÉNAME!”
The sight and sound of her coming, the feel of her pussy spasming around my cock, triggered my own release. I drove deep one last time and erupted, my seed flooding her womb in thick, hot pulses.
“So much,” she gasped, her body still trembling. “So much cum… inside me…”
I stayed buried deep inside her, my cock still twitching, as Elena watched with hungry, possessive eyes. When I finally pulled out, my seed dripped from Marisol’s well-fucked pussy.
“My turn,” Elena commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument.
She took Marisol’s place on the table, spreading her long, elegant legs. Her pussy was wet and waiting, her ice-queen composure completely gone, replaced by raw, desperate need.
“Breed me too,” she ordered. “Fill me with the same seed that claimed our protector.”
My cock was still hard, slick with Marisol’s juices. Elena’s tight channel welcomed me eagerly, her inner walls gripping me with a surprising strength.
“Yes,” she hissed as I filled her. “Reclaim me. Make me yours again.”
I fucked her with a slow, powerful rhythm, savoring the feel of her tight pussy around my cock. Elena wasn’t like the other girls; she liked the slow burn, the controlled intensity.
Marisol, recovered from her orgasm, crawled up the table and began to suck on Elena’s nipples, her tongue flicking over the hard peaks. The dual stimulation made the ice-queen writhe, her hips bucking against mine.
“Close,” she breathed, her voice tight with pleasure. “So close, my king.”
“Come for me,” I commanded. “Show me you belong to me.”
Her orgasm was a silent, violent affair. Her body went rigid, her back arching, her pussy clenching around my cock in a series of deep, powerful spasms.
I came again, a second, powerful load flooding her womb. Both women were now filled with my seed, marked, claimed.
“Perfect,” Elena sighed as I pulled out. “Absolutely perfect.”
We cleaned up together, the afterglow mixing with satisfaction over the night’s victory. Hutchins was finished, the embryo was safe, and our family was stronger than ever.
“So what happens next?” Marisol asked as we dressed.
“Next, we expand,” Elena said, checking her phone. “Maya’s already identified three potential new recruits. Professional women looking for superior genetics.”
“And Hutchins?”
“Prison,” I said simply. “Federal charges mean federal time. He’ll be lucky to see daylight before he’s seventy.”
Elena smiled coldly. “Good. Threaten our family, face the consequences.”




Chapter 19: Parking-Lot Capture

The news vans arrived twenty minutes after the police.
I stood in the Motel 6 parking lot, watching Channel 12’s mobile broadcast unit set up beside three squad cars. Red and blue lights painted the desert morning in harsh colors.
“Sir, we’ll need you to step back,” Officer Martinez said, clipboard in hand. “Crime scene protocols.”
“Actually, this is a citizen’s arrest under Arizona Revised Statute 13-3884,” I replied, pulling zip-cuffs from my back pocket. “I’m detaining the suspect until you can process him.”
Martinez raised an eyebrow. “You came prepared.”
“I come prepared for everything.”
Inside room 23B, Hutchins sat on the bed like a deflated balloon. His grand scheme had collapsed into pathetic reality—federal charges, recorded confessions, and zero sympathy from anyone with a badge.
“David Hutchins,” I announced as Martinez entered. “Theft of medical materials, breaking and entering, conspiracy to commit fraud. Evidence is secured, confession is recorded, and witnesses are available.”
The officer glanced between us. “And you are?”
“Mason Blake. Private citizen exercising my statutory right to detain felons caught in the act.”
Behind us, camera crews positioned for the perfect shot. Elena stood near the news trucks, filming everything on her phone with the focused intensity of a war correspondent.
“Ready to go public?” she called.
“Always.”
I walked into room 23B and faced Hutchins. He looked up with the hollow eyes of a man who’d gambled everything on spite and lost.
“Time to go,” I said, holding up the zip-cuffs.
“You can’t—”
“Arizona Revised Statute 13-3884 allows any person to arrest another for a felony committed in their presence. Theft of medical property valued over five thousand dollars qualifies.”
His shoulders sagged in defeat.
“Hands behind your back.”
He complied without resistance. The zip-cuffs clicked into place with satisfying finality.
“There’s something poetic about this,” I said, leaning close enough that only he could hear. “I breed legends. You just bred your own felony.”
His face crumpled. The last vestige of defiance died.
I guided him toward the door, one hand on his shoulder. Professional. Controlled. Dominant.
The cameras started rolling the moment we stepped outside.
“Mason Blake, leading the suspect from the scene,” a reporter announced into her microphone. “The personal trainer turned local hero appears to have apprehended the man responsible for theft from the medical facility.”
Perfect. The narrative was writing itself.
Elena moved closer, angling for the best footage. Her ice-queen expression had shifted to predatory satisfaction. This was her victory too.
“Mr. Blake!” another reporter called. “Can you comment on the arrest?”
I paused, Hutchins still in my grip. The moment stretched as cameras focused.
“Justice served,” I said simply. “Threaten my family, face the consequences.”
That soundbite would play on every local news station.
Officer Martinez took custody of the suspect, reading rights as they loaded him into the squad car. The gathered media peppered me with questions about the “heroic citizen’s arrest” and my “ongoing community service.”
I answered with the confident authority they expected. Every response reinforced my image as the competent protector who cleaned up problems others couldn’t handle.
“The medical facility provides vital services to Phoenix families,” I explained. “Someone had to step up when those services were threatened.”
Elena approached with her phone still recording. “How did you locate the suspect so quickly?”
“Training and teamwork. My associates tracked him while I coordinated with law enforcement.”
The reporters ate it up. Another story of Mason Blake, local hero, solving problems through competence and courage.
As the patrol car drove away with Hutchins, I felt the familiar surge of dominance. Another threat neutralized. Another victory for the family.
“That was beautiful,” Elena murmured as we walked to my truck. “Absolute perfection.”
“Just getting started.”
The drive back to Radiant Life took thirty minutes through morning traffic. Elena rode shotgun, reviewing her footage with obvious satisfaction.
“This will play nationwide,” she said. “Local trainer stops fertility clinic theft, makes citizen’s arrest. Perfect optics for our operation.”
“And perfect ammunition against future enemies.”
“Exactly. Now everyone knows what happens when you threaten the Blake family.”
We pulled into the clinic parking lot as the first news helicopters circled overhead. The story was already spreading.
Inside, the team waited with coffee and congratulations. Maya had monitored the entire operation from her cyber-ops station, ensuring communications remained secure and evidence stayed protected.
“Clean extraction,” she reported. “All digital traces scrubbed, all recording devices our own. We control the narrative completely.”
“Hutchins?”
“Looking at fifteen to twenty years federal time. His confession included details about previous voyeur operations and several interstate violations. He’s done.”
Perfect. Another obstacle removed permanently.
Jade approached from the medical wing, carrying her standard first-aid kit. Even at seven in the morning, she looked immaculate in her crisp lab coat and surgical scrubs.
“Let me check those hands,” she said, nodding toward my knuckles. “I saw bruising in the footage.”
I flexed my fingers. There was some minor scraping from the scuffle, but nothing serious.
“Just surface damage.”
“Doctor’s orders. Treatment room, now.”
I followed her into the sterile examination space and sat on the edge of the leather table. The room smelled of antiseptic and something else… her. A faint, clean perfume mixed with the scent of her arousal. She set down her kit and pulled on a pair of nitrile gloves, the snap against her wrist echoing in the quiet room. That sound always made my cock twitch.
“Show me,” she commanded, her voice all business.
I held out my hands. Her touch was gentle but firm, her gloved fingers probing each knuckle with clinical precision. “Minor abrasions,” she diagnosed, her voice low. “Some inflammation. You’ll live.”
She tore open an antiseptic wipe. The alcohol stung as she cleaned the scrapes, but her touch was maddeningly soft. “You looked so heroic out there,” she murmured, her eyes fixed on my hand. “Taking control. Protecting the family. Very… stimulating.”
“Is that your professional medical opinion, Doctor?” I asked, my voice a low growl.
“Purely personal observation,” she replied, not looking up. “Though I should note that such displays of masculine competence and dominance often have… significant physiological effects on female observers.”
She was right. My cock was already thick and hard, straining against the denim of my jeans.
“What kind of effects?” I pressed.
Instead of answering, she lifted my left hand to her mouth. Her hot, wet tongue darted out, licking a stripe across my knuckles, cleaning away the last of the antiseptic. Then she took my index finger into her mouth, sucking it clean.
“Oral disinfection,” she said, her voice thick, releasing my finger with a wet pop. “A common… emergency protocol.”
She moved to my middle finger, her lips closing around it, her tongue swirling. “Patient requires immediate stress relief following a traumatic incident,” she murmured, her eyes, dark with lust, finally meeting mine.
By the time she’d sucked all four of my fingers clean, my cock was a painful, throbbing weight in my pants.
“Hands look good,” she announced, her voice regaining a sliver of its clinical tone. “But I should check for other… injuries.”
She stood between my spread legs, her full D-cup breasts at eye level, straining against the fabric of her scrubs. “Where else might you be hurt, Mr. Blake?”
“You’re the doctor,” I said, my voice hoarse. “You tell me.”
Her gloved fingers went to my belt buckle. “Acute tension in the pelvic region,” she diagnosed, her voice a husky whisper. “Requires immediate… manual examination.”
My jeans and boxers hit the floor. My cock sprang free, thick, veined, and dripping with precum.
“Significant swelling and tumescence noted,” she said, her professional voice at war with the hunger in her eyes. She wrapped one gloved hand around my shaft. “Requires manual therapy to reduce pressure.”
She began to stroke me, her movements slow and deliberate. The feel of the slick nitrile glove gliding over my sensitive skin was an entirely new, incredibly arousing sensation. “How does that feel, patient?”
“Like I need more… treatment.”
She reached for a bottle of medical lubricant, squirting a generous amount onto her gloved hands. The gel was cool, a shocking contrast to the heat of my skin. She worked it into my cock, her hands slick and efficient. “Better?”
“Much better.”
She was a master. Her pace varied, her pressure was perfect. Her other hand cupped my balls, her thumb rubbing slow, deliberate circles. “Vital signs are elevated,” she observed, her fingers finding the pulse in my wrist. “Heart rate is approximately one-twenty. Blood pressure is rising.”
“Is that bad, Doctor?” I grunted, my hips beginning to buck.
“It’s a perfectly normal response to… treatment,” she said, her own breathing becoming ragged. She increased her pace, her gloved hands a blur on my cock. “Though we should monitor for peak response.”
I was close, so fucking close. Her clinical dirty talk, the feel of her latex-clad hands, the sterile smell of the room—it was a perfect storm of my darkest kinks. “How do you… monitor that?” I gasped.
Instead of answering, she reached for her clipboard. With her free hand, she held it just inches from the tip of my cock. “Sample collection,” she explained, her voice a strained whisper. “For… analysis.”
That was it. The sight of my clinical, professional doctor, her face a mask of detached curiosity, preparing to catch my cum on her official medical forms, sent me over the edge.
With a low groan, I erupted. Thick, heavy ropes of my seed shot from my cock, splattering across the clipboard. She moved it with an expert’s precision, ensuring every last drop landed on the patient intake form.
“Excellent sample,” she murmured, her eyes gleaming as she watched the last of my cum drip onto the paper. “Volume and viscosity are… well within optimal parameters.”
I was breathing hard, my cock still twitching in her grip. She continued to stroke me gently, milking out the last few drops.
“Treatment complete,” she announced, setting the cum-covered clipboard aside with a reverence usually reserved for holy texts. “Patient shows significant improvement in all measured areas.”
“Thank you, Doctor.”
She peeled off her gloves and disposed of them properly. Even covered in my seed, she maintained perfect medical protocol.
“Follow-up appointment recommended in twenty-four hours,” she said with a professional smile. “Same time, same treatment.”
“I’ll be here.”
She kissed me softly, her lips still tasting faintly of antiseptic and arousal. “My hero. Always protecting us.”
As we cleaned up, my phone buzzed with notifications. The news story was already trending on social media. #HeroTrainer and #CitizensArrest were climbing the charts.
Maya appeared in the doorway. “Media requests are flooding in. Five interview offers, three podcast invitations, and a documentary crew wants access.”
“Set up the interviews,” Elena said, joining us. “We control this narrative completely.”
“And Hutchins?”
“Federal custody. Bail denied. Trial date set for six months out.” Maya grinned. “He’ll be forgotten news by then.”
Perfect. Another victory for the Blake breeding program.
As we planned our media strategy, I reflected on the morning’s events. Every challenge had been met with competence and dominance. Every threat had been neutralized through superior tactics and teamwork.
The phone kept buzzing with interview requests and congratulations. But all that mattered was the satisfied expressions on my women’s faces.




Chapter 20: Boardroom Reinstatement

The courtroom gallery was packed.
Two hundred thousand petition signatures had a way of getting politicians’ attention. Senator Victoria Palmer sat rigid in the front row, her carefully applied makeup doing little to hide the defeat etched across her face.
“The Board will now vote on the reinstatement of Dr. Jade Lawson’s medical license,” announced Chairman Roberts, his gavel poised. “All in favor?”
Six hands rose immediately.
“Opposed?”
One lonely hand—Board Member Stevens, Palmer’s last holdout. The man looked around nervously, realizing he was completely isolated.
“Motion carries, six to one. Dr. Lawson’s medical license is hereby reinstated, effective immediately.”
The gavel fell with satisfying finality.
Jade squeezed my hand so hard I felt her nails through my palm. Beside us, Elena maintained her ice-queen composure, but I caught the subtle smile playing at her lips.
Victory. Complete and total.
“This concludes today’s proceedings,” Roberts continued. “Dr. Lawson, you’re free to resume practice immediately.”
The gallery erupted in applause. Maya’s livestream had brought supporters from across the state—fertility patients, women’s rights advocates, and medical professionals who understood what was really at stake.
Palmer stood abruptly, gathering her files with jerky movements. Her political crusade had collapsed spectacularly. The arrest footage of Hutchins, combined with my heroic citizen’s arrest, had completely flipped public opinion.
“Senator Palmer,” a reporter called. “Any comment on the Board’s decision?”
She paused at the courtroom door, her jaw working like she wanted to say something cutting. But the cameras were rolling, and her political instincts finally kicked in.
“I respect the Board’s decision,” she managed through gritted teeth. “The democratic process has spoken.”
Then she fled.
Elena chuckled softly. “That’s what happens when you threaten our family.”
“One down,” I murmured. “How many enemies left?”
“None that matter.”
As the crowd began to disperse, Jade turned to face me. Her gray-green eyes were bright with unshed tears—joy, relief, and something deeper.
“Thank you,” she whispered. “All of you. I couldn’t have survived this without my family.”
“You’re ours,” I said simply. “We protect what’s ours.”
She bit her lower lip, a gesture I’d learned meant she was fighting arousal. The combination of victory and dominance was getting to her.
“I need—” she started, then stopped.
“What do you need, Doctor?”
“You. Now. I can’t wait.”
Elena raised an eyebrow. “Here? In the courthouse?”
“Somewhere private,” Jade said, already moving toward the exit. “I need to thank my hero properly.”
We found privacy in the courthouse stairwell, three flights down from the main floor. The concrete space was empty except for emergency lighting and the distant hum of HVAC systems.
The moment the heavy fire door clicked shut, Jade dropped to her knees on the cool concrete.
“Finally,” she breathed, her voice a ragged whisper of pure need. Her hands went straight for my belt. “I’ve been thinking about this all morning. Through the entire hearing.”
Her fingers were deft and sure, the buckle undone, the zipper rasping down. My cock, already half-hard from the victory, sprang free.
“Jade,” Elena said, her voice sharp with a warning tone. “This is hardly the place—”
“No.” Jade’s hand closed around my shaft, her grip firm, possessive. “I’ve waited long enough.” She looked up at me, her professional gray-green eyes now dark, stormy pools of lust. “May I, sir?”
“Show me how grateful you are, Doctor.”
A wicked smile touched her lips. “With pleasure.”
She took me into her mouth, her lips sealing around the head of my cock with a wet, proprietary heat. Her tongue was a weapon, swirling and flicking with a devastating precision that sent a jolt straight to my balls. I threaded my fingers into her auburn hair, gripping her head as she began to bob, taking me deeper.
“Fuck,” I groaned, my hips giving an involuntary buck. “That’s perfect.”
She hummed, the vibration a deep thrum against my length. Her hands gripped my thighs, her knuckles white as she drove herself down, deep-throating me with a clinical efficiency that was anything but.
Elena watched, her arms crossed, her ice-queen mask firmly in place. But I saw the tell-tale signs. The slight flush on her high cheekbones. The way her thighs were pressed tightly together. She was jealous. And she was wet.
“She’s… proficient,” Elena observed, her voice dripping with forced neutrality.
“Very,” I agreed, my eyes locked on Jade’s head. “All those years of medical school paid off.”
Jade pulled off my cock with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening tip. “Years of practicing on anatomical models,” she gasped, her chest heaving. “But nothing compares to the real thing.”
She dove back in, her throat opening, taking me deeper than before. Her nose was pressed against my pubic bone, her jaw working. The sight of my brilliant, professional doctor choking on my cock in a dusty courthouse stairwell was almost enough to make me come right there.
Elena stepped closer, a moth to a flame. “She’s really going for it.”
“Victory makes her hungry,” I said, my voice rough.
Jade’s pace became frantic. She was moaning around my cock, a desperate, muffled sound. Her free hand slid under her skirt, her fingers disappearing between her legs.
“She’s touching herself,” Elena stated, her voice a breathy whisper.
“Good girls get to touch themselves,” I said, my voice a low command. I tightened my grip on Jade’s hair. “And she has been a very, very good girl.”
The praise, the dominance, it was too much for her. A violent shudder wracked her body. Her throat clamped down on my cock in a series of powerful, rhythmic spasms. Her orgasm, silent but intense, triggered my own. I drove my hips forward, my balls tightening, and erupted down her throat.
She swallowed every drop, her throat working convulsively. When I finally pulled out, she looked up at me, her lipstick smeared, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Thank you for letting me serve you, sir,” she whispered.
Elena was staring, her mask completely shattered. The sight of Jade’s utter submission had broken her.
“Elena,” I said, my voice a low growl. “Come here.”
She approached, her eyes fixed on my cock, still slick with Jade’s saliva.
“Your turn.”
Pride warred with desire on her beautiful face. But her body had already made its choice. Her nipples were hard peaks against the silk of her blouse.
“I don’t…” she began.
“You don’t want to taste my victory?” I asked, stepping closer. “You don’t want to taste her on me?”
Her breath hitched. “That’s…”
“Arousing?” I finished for her. “I can see how wet you are. Your body isn’t lying.”
She looked at Jade, who was still kneeling, a smug, satisfied smile on her face. “It’s wonderful,” Jade murmured. “Tasting him. Serving him.”
Elena’s resolve crumbled. She reached out, her long, elegant fingers wrapping around my semi-hard shaft. “Just a taste,” she whispered.
She leaned in and licked a long, slow stripe up my cock, her eyes fluttering shut as she tasted Jade’s submission.
“Good?” Jade asked, her voice dripping with victory.
“Addictive,” Elena admitted, her voice a husky whisper. She took the head of my cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the sensitive crown. She was a connoisseur, savoring every sensation.
“Both of you,” I commanded. “Together.”
They moved into position, one on each side of my shaft. Their tongues met, slick and wet, on my cock. The sight of my elegant ice-queen and my brilliant doctor, their rivalry forgotten in their shared worship of me, was the ultimate display of my power.
They licked and kissed their way up and down my length, their movements a sinuous, erotic dance. “So good,” Elena murmured against Jade’s lips. “I can taste you on him.”
“And I, you,” Jade replied, her tongue flicking against Elena’s.
I was fully hard again, my cock throbbing. The dual stimulation was pushing me toward another, even more powerful orgasm. “I’m close,” I warned.
They both pulled back, their faces upturned, their mouths open like baby birds waiting to be fed. My professional doctor and my elegant businesswoman, both reduced to eager cum-sluts.
I stroked myself once, twice, then erupted. My second orgasm was a torrent, thick ropes of my seed spraying across their beautiful faces. Elena gasped as a thick stream hit her cheek. Jade caught a glob in her open mouth, swallowing greedily.
“Beautiful,” I said, looking down at my work. “Perfect.”
They turned to each other and began to clean one another up, their tongues licking the cum from each other’s faces in slow, sensual strokes. “We taste good together,” Elena observed, her voice thick with satisfaction.
“Everything tastes good,” Jade replied, sucking a stray drop of my cum from Elena’s finger, “when it comes from him.”
As they cleaned each other up, I tucked myself back into my pants. Another victory, another bonding moment for the family.
“Back to the clinic?” Elena asked, checking her reflection in her phone camera.
“Back to work,” I confirmed. “Jade has a practice to rebuild.”
“And patients to examine,” Jade added with a wicked smile. “Starting with both of you.”
We climbed the stairs together, leaving the scene of victory behind. The medical board had made their decision, the press had their story, and Palmer was retreating in defeat.
But more importantly, the family had grown stronger. The shared experience in the stairwell had bonded Elena and Jade in a new way, their rivalry transformed into cooperation.
Back in the main courthouse, a few reporters lingered, hoping for final quotes. I gave them what they wanted—confident soundbites about justice prevailing and medical professionals being protected.
“Dr. Lawson is one of Arizona’s finest physicians,” I told Channel 12’s cameras. “Today’s decision ensures that quality healthcare remains available to the families who need it most.”
Perfect. The narrative was locked in place.
As we walked to the parking garage, Maya texted updates: Palmer’s office releasing statement about “respecting democratic institutions.” Total surrender. Her political career is over.
Jade’s clinic already booking appointments for next week. Patient demand through the roof.
Stock in local fertility clinics up 12% on news of your victory.
Even the markets recognized what we’d accomplished.
Elena slipped her arm through mine as we reached my truck. “So what’s next, my king?”
“Next, we celebrate properly. All of us together.”
“Sounds perfect,” Jade agreed, climbing into the back seat. “I have some ideas for victory examinations.”




Chapter 21: Elena’s Pink Lines

The nausea hit at 5:43 AM.
Elena Radic had never been sick a day in her adult life. Perfect genetics, disciplined lifestyle, premium healthcare—her body was a Swiss timepiece of efficiency.
So when she bolted upright in bed, hand clamped over her mouth, I knew exactly what it meant.
“Mason,” she gasped, rushing toward the bathroom. “Something’s wrong—”
I caught her wrist before she reached the door. “Nothing’s wrong. Everything’s perfect.”
She looked at me with wide gray eyes, fear and hope warring in her expression. “You think—?”
“I know.”
She’d been tracking every symptom for weeks. The tender breasts, the fatigue, the subtle changes in her appetite. But Elena’s analytical mind rejected hope until science provided proof.
Now science was announcing itself in the most primitive way possible.
“Jade,” I called, grabbing my phone. “We need you at the clinic. Emergency pregnancy confirmation.”
Her response came instantly: “On my way. Fifteen minutes.”
Elena gripped my hand so tightly I felt her pulse hammering against my palm. “What if it’s just stress? Or food poisoning? Or—”
“It’s not.” I pulled her close, breathing in her scent. Even her natural perfume had changed, becoming richer and more complex. “Trust me. Trust your body.”
The drive to Radiant Life took twelve minutes through empty Phoenix streets. Elena sat rigid in the passenger seat, hands folded precisely in her lap, but I could see the tremor in her fingers.
“Forty-eight hours,” she murmured. “It’s been exactly forty-eight hours since the courthouse.”
“Victory sex has extra potency,” I said, squeezing her thigh. “Proven scientific fact.”
That earned me a ghost of a smile.
Jade met us at the clinic entrance, already dressed in full medical scrubs despite the early hour. Her auburn hair was pulled back in a professional bun, but her eyes sparkled with barely contained excitement.
“Exam room three,” she commanded, leading us inside. “Full workup, digital confirmation, the works.”
Elena walked like she was approaching her execution. Every step measured and controlled, but her breathing was shallow with anticipation.
The examination room smelled of antiseptic and possibility. Jade had prepared everything—digital pregnancy test, ultrasound equipment, and what looked like a small celebration kit hidden behind medical supplies.
“Up on the table,” Jade instructed, patting the leather surface. “Let’s make this official.”
Elena climbed up gracefully, her long legs extending from beneath the silk robe she’d thrown on. Even terrified and hopeful, she moved like a queen.
“Blood test first,” Jade announced, preparing the needle. “Most accurate measurement.”
“How long for results?” Elena asked.
“Digital reader gives us HCG levels in ninety seconds.”
Ninety seconds. Forty-two years of Elena’s life would be redefined in ninety seconds.
The blood draw was swift and professional. Jade labeled the sample and fed it into the digital analyzer while Elena and I watched the screen like it held our future.
Which it did.
“Sixty seconds,” Jade announced.
Elena’s hand found mine. Her palm was ice-cold despite the warm morning.
“Whatever happens,” she whispered, “thank you. For trying. For believing.”
“It’s going to be positive,” I said with absolute certainty. “I can smell the pregnancy hormones on your skin.”
“You can what?”
“Male biology adapts to detect fertility changes in partners. Evolutionary advantage. You smell different—richer, warmer. Pregnant.”
“Thirty seconds.”
Elena’s breathing grew shallower. I could feel her entire body vibrating with tension.
“Fifteen seconds.”
The digital display flickered.
“Five… four… three… two…”
PREGNANT - 2 WKS
HCG: 85 mIU/mL
The room went completely silent.
Elena stared at the screen, her face cycling through disbelief, shock, and pure joy. Her mouth opened but no sound emerged.
Then she started laughing and crying simultaneously.
“Pregnant,” she gasped between sobs. “Actually pregnant. After all this time—”
I lifted her off the examination table in a spinning embrace, her robe flying around us. She clung to me like I was the only solid thing in a world gone suddenly, wonderfully mad.
“We did it,” she sobbed into my neck. “We actually did it.”
“You did it,” I corrected, setting her down gently. “Your body, your strength, your determination.”
Jade cleared her throat diplomatically. “Perhaps we should continue the examination? Confirm implantation site, check hormone levels?”
Elena nodded, wiping tears from her cheeks. She climbed back onto the table, but this time her movements were different. Careful. Protective.
She was already thinking like a mother.
“Feet in the stirrups,” Jade instructed. “Let’s take a look at our little miracle.”
Elena’s legs slid into position without hesitation. The woman who once commanded boardrooms now spread herself willingly for medical examination, her pregnancy transforming submission into an act of maternal protection.
I moved to her side, taking her hand as Jade prepared the ultrasound equipment.
“Too early to see much,” Jade warned, warming the gel. “But we should be able to confirm placement and early development.”
The wand slid inside Elena with practiced precision. She gasped softly, her grip tightening on my hand.
“There,” Jade announced, pointing to a tiny dark spot on the monitor. “Perfect implantation. Right where we want it.”
Elena stared at the screen with wonder. “That’s… that’s really…”
“Your baby,” I finished, leaning down to kiss her forehead. “Our baby.”
She turned her face up to mine, gray eyes bright with tears. “I told you science would catch up to destiny,” I whispered against her lips.
Her laughter was pure music.
“Actually,” Jade interrupted with a grin, “I believe Mason’s exact words were ‘I told you science would catch up to destiny.’”
“Show-off,” Elena accused, but she was smiling.
I leaned down and kissed her swollen nipples through the lace of her bra. Even through the fabric, I could feel how tender and full they’d become.
“Already changing,” I murmured. “Getting ready to feed our child.”
Elena arched beneath me, a soft moan escaping her lips. Pregnancy had made her even more sensitive to touch.
“Gentle,” Jade warned from her position between Elena’s legs. “First trimester requires careful handling.”
“I know exactly how to handle her,” I said, continuing my soft worship of Elena’s breasts.
My phone buzzed with an incoming group video call. Maya, Tamara, Paige, Alyssa, Marisol, and Yoo-mi appeared on screen simultaneously.
“Well?” Paige demanded, her pregnant belly visible in the frame. “Don’t keep us in suspense!”
Elena turned toward the phone, her face radiant. “Pregnant. Two weeks. It’s official.”
The screen exploded with celebration. Cheers, applause, and several happy tears from the women who’d been supporting Elena’s journey.
“I’m on my way!” Paige announced. “This calls for champagne!”
“Non-alcoholic champagne,” Jade corrected quickly.
“Obviously, doc. I’m not an amateur.”
Within thirty minutes, the entire family had gathered in examination room three. The space wasn’t designed for parties, but we made it work.
Paige arrived with a bottle of sparkling grape juice and immediately began spraying it over Elena’s thighs as she lay on the examination table.
“Champagne shower for the queen!” she announced, soaking Elena’s silk robe.
Alyssa, her breasts heavy with milk, joined the celebration in her own unique way. Streams of warm milk arced through the air, creating what she called “breast-milk confetti.”
“This is insane,” Elena laughed, her body slick with non-alcoholic champagne and Alyssa’s breast milk. “Absolutely insane.”
“This is family,” I corrected, moving to stand between her spread legs. The other women gathered around, a chorus of support and arousal.
Jade’s orders were clear: celebration, yes. Penetration, no. The first trimester was a delicate time.
But that didn’t mean I couldn’t worship my queen.
I knelt before her, my face level with her open, waiting pussy. The scent of her arousal, mixed with milk and champagne, was intoxicating. “Let me honor our achievement,” I murmured, my voice a low growl.
I started at her inner thigh, my tongue licking a long, slow stripe through the sticky-sweet mixture. Her skin was electric, sensitized by the flood of pregnancy hormones. She gasped, her hips twitching on the exam table.
“Mason…” she breathed, her voice tight with need.
I ignored Jade’s warning about being “gentle.” Elena didn’t want gentle. She wanted to be claimed, worshipped, consumed. I kissed my way up her thigh, my tongue darting out to taste her, my teeth grazing her soft skin.
“Please,” she whispered, her legs falling open wider. “I need…”
“I know what you need.”
I buried my face between her legs. Her pussy was swollen, engorged with blood, her clit a hard, prominent pearl. I breathed in her scent, a deep, primal inhale that told my body everything it needed to know: my mate was pregnant. She was mine.
I didn’t start with soft kisses. I started with a deep, probing lick, my tongue parting her wet folds and plunging into her slick heat. She cried out, her back arching off the table.
“Oh, God!”
Her taste was incredible. Rich, complex, a perfect blend of her natural musk and the sweet tang of impending motherhood. I lapped at her juices like a man dying of thirst, my tongue working a frantic rhythm against her clit.
Her response was immediate and violent. Her thighs trembled, her fingers fisted in the thin paper sheet on the exam table. “That’s it,” she gasped. “Oh, fuck, yes…”
I sealed my lips over her clit and sucked, my tongue a relentless engine of pleasure. The other women cheered her on, their voices a chorus of encouragement.
“Take it, Elena!” Paige shouted.
“Show us how it’s done!” Tamara added.
Elena’s hips began to buck, a slow, powerful rhythm that matched the frantic movements of my tongue. She was so close, her body a tightly coiled spring of need.
“Let go,” I murmured against her swollen, throbbing clit. “Give me your first pregnant orgasm.”
She came with a raw, guttural scream that echoed off the sterile walls of the exam room. Her body convulsed, a powerful, violent orgasm that was nothing like the gentle shudders of before. This was a primal, life-affirming release, a celebration of her body’s power. I held on, my mouth never leaving her, drinking in her climax, tasting her victory.
When she finally stilled, her body slick with sweat, her breath coming in ragged sobs, I licked her clean one last time and sat back.
“Perfect,” I announced, my voice thick with her taste. “Absolutely perfect.”
Elena was glowing. Literally glowing with post-orgasmic satisfaction and the deep contentment of achieved motherhood.
“Thank you,” she whispered, pulling me up for a kiss. “All of you. For believing in this dream.”
“Our dream,” Tamara corrected, her own pregnant belly prominent beneath her yoga outfit. “We’re all in this together.”
“Speaking of together,” Maya said, checking her tablet. “I’ve been researching nursery designs. Color-neutral themes, smart monitoring systems, the works.”
“And I’ve already started planning the baby shower,” Paige added. “It’s going to be legendary.”
Elena laughed, still floating on hormones and happiness. “You’re all incredible.”
Jade cleared her throat diplomatically. “As wonderful as this celebration is, I should mention some medical guidelines for the first trimester.”
“Such as?” Elena asked, suddenly serious.
“Gentle exercise only. Prenatal vitamins. Regular checkups. And…” she paused, grinning wickedly, “modified sexual positions.”
“Modified how?” I asked.
“Nothing too deep, nothing too rough. But pregnancy often increases libido, so you’ll want to accommodate that.”
Elena blushed prettily. “Increased libido?”
“Hormone surges. Increased blood flow. Many women find themselves unusually… receptive during pregnancy.”
“Receptive,” Elena repeated, glancing at me with obvious interest.
“We’ll figure it out,” I assured her. “Carefully.”
As the celebration continued around us, I marveled at the transformation in Elena’s face. The desperate hunger had been replaced by serene satisfaction. She’d achieved her deepest desire—carrying my child.
The ice-queen had melted completely, revealing the devoted mother underneath.
“So what happens now?” Marisol asked, still filming everything for posterity.
“Now we grow a baby,” Elena said simply. “And prepare for the next phase of our family.”
“Which is?”
Elena looked at me with eyes full of love and determination. “Whatever our king decides.”
That’s what I loved about her. Even at her moment of greatest personal triumph, she still deferred to my leadership.
“Right now,” I said, helping her sit up, “we go home and rest. Tomorrow we start planning the nursery.”
“Our first nursery,” she corrected, hand moving protectively to her still-flat belly. “But definitely not our last.”
The family cheered again, understanding the implication. Elena’s pregnancy was just the beginning.
Soon every woman in our harem would be carrying my children.
The Blake breeding program was entering its most successful phase yet.
And Elena Radic—ice-queen, businesswoman, and now expectant mother—would lead them all.
“Home,” I announced, lifting Elena into my arms. “Time to pamper our pregnant queen.”
She settled against my chest with a satisfied sigh. “I love the sound of that.”
As we left the clinic surrounded by our celebrating family, I couldn’t help but smile.
Mission accomplished. Elena was pregnant.
Now the real work began.




Chapter 22: Public Grant Win

Maya’s fingers flew across the keyboard at 11:47 PM.
“Application submitted,” she announced, hitting the final keystroke with flourish. “Two million dollar emergency research grant for innovative perinatal care.”
I looked up from where Elena was spread across my lap on the office couch, her silk robe pushed up around her waist. My hand rested protectively on her still-flat belly while she dozed against my chest.
“Timeline?” I asked quietly, not wanting to wake the newly pregnant ice-queen.
“Emergency funding decisions get fast-tracked. Could hear back within 48 hours if the board meets.” Maya swiveled in her chair, tablet displaying charts and projections. “Public opinion is at an all-time high. Hero trainer, medical freedom, successful pregnancy outcomes—we’re hitting every political sweet spot.”
Perfect timing. Elena stirred in my arms, gray eyes fluttering open.
“Did I miss something important?” she murmured, nuzzling into my neck.
“Maya just secured our next two million in funding,” I said, running my fingers through her hair.
Elena sat up immediately, pregnancy brain sharpening into business focus. “Details. Now.”
Maya pulled up the grant application on the wall monitor. “Arizona State Wellness Initiative, Emergency Research Grant Program. Category: Innovative Healthcare Solutions with Demonstrated Public Benefit.”
“And our demonstrated benefit?”
“Seven confirmed pregnancies, zero complications, massive public support, and a medical board victory that made national news.” Maya grinned. “Plus one very photogenic hero who just happens to be the program coordinator.”
Elena studied the application with professional intensity. “Budget breakdown?”
“One million for facility expansion. Five hundred thousand for medical equipment upgrades. Three hundred thousand for staff salaries. Two hundred thousand for community outreach and education.”
“Brilliant.” Elena stood and began pacing, her business mind fully engaged despite the late hour. “When do we know?”
“Emergency board meeting tomorrow at 2 PM. Decision announced by 4 PM.”
“Then we better prepare for victory.” Elena turned to me with that particular gleam in her eye. “Press conference, full media package, the works.”
“You sure you’re ready for that? You just found out you’re pregnant twelve hours ago.”
She placed both hands on her belly with fierce protectiveness. “This baby is the proof of concept. We’re going to show the world what proper fertility support can achieve.”
That’s my queen. Even freshly pregnant, she was thinking three moves ahead.
“I’ll coordinate with our publicity contacts,” Maya offered. “Full press kit, medical testimonials, success statistics.”
“And I’ll handle the visual presentation,” Elena added. “Designer maternity wear, professional photography, the complete package.”
She was already planning her pregnancy reveal as a political statement. Brilliant.
“What about the rest of the family?” I asked.
“Tamara and Paige will be perfect,” Elena decided. “Visible pregnancy progression, different trimesters, proof of ongoing success.”
My phone buzzed with a text from Jade: Can’t sleep. Need to check your stress levels after today’s excitement. Medical necessity.
I showed the message to Elena, who smirked. “Doctor’s orders. You better go handle that.”
“What about you?”
“I’m going to design tomorrow’s victory outfit.” She kissed me softly. “Celebrate with Jade. I’ll be here when you get back.”
The medical suite was dimly lit when I arrived. Jade was waiting for me, not on the table, but beside it. She wore a crisp, clean lab coat, unbuttoned to reveal she was completely naked underneath. A stethoscope hung around her neck, the cool metal resting against the warm skin of her full breasts.
“Patient presenting with elevated stress levels,” she announced, her voice a low, clinical purr. “Requires immediate and thorough hands-on evaluation.”
“Doctor,” I said, my voice already thick with arousal, “what kind of evaluation did you have in mind?”
“A full physical,” she replied, her eyes gleaming. “Starting with a cardiovascular assessment.”
She stepped closer, the lab coat parting to give me a tantalizing view of her lean, toned body. She pressed the cold diaphragm of the stethoscope to my chest. “Heart rate is elevated,” she noted, her voice a husky whisper. “Approximately 85 BPM. Let’s see if we can get that number a little higher.”
Her free hand went to my belt, her fingers working the buckle with a practiced efficiency that was anything but clinical. “Remove your clothing, please,” she commanded. “All of it.”
I stripped, my eyes never leaving hers. My cock was already hard, a thick, heavy weight in the cool, sterile air. She watched me, her gaze a mixture of professional curiosity and raw, animal hunger.
“Lie down,” she ordered, gesturing to the exam table.
I climbed onto the leather surface. She moved between my legs, her lab coat brushing against my thighs. “First, a prostate examination,” she announced, snapping on a pair of nitrile gloves.
“Is that… standard procedure, Doctor?” I asked, my voice a low growl.
“For cases of extreme stress, yes,” she replied, her voice smooth as silk. She squeezed a large dollop of lubricant onto her gloved finger. “It’s a highly effective method of releasing tension.”
She turned me onto my side, her touch firm and commanding. “Relax,” she murmured, her voice close to my ear. Then, with a practiced, clinical precision, she slid her lubricated finger into my ass.
“Fuck,” I groaned, the unexpected pleasure a white-hot shock.
“Patient is responding well to treatment,” she noted, her voice a low purr. She began to move her finger in and out, her movements slow and deliberate, a perfect, torturous rhythm. “Prostate is firm, healthy. No abnormalities noted.”
With her other hand, she reached around and took my cock, her gloved fingers wrapping around my shaft. “Significant tumescence noted,” she murmured, her voice thick with arousal.
She began to stroke me, her rhythm a perfect counterpoint to the slow, steady pressure of her finger in my ass. The combination was devastating. I was completely at her mercy, a patient under her expert care.
“Approaching critical response threshold,” she observed, her voice a husky whisper. “Recommend immediate release for optimal patient outcomes.”
“Whatever… the doctor… orders,” I gasped, my hips beginning to buck.
She removed her finger from my ass and turned me onto my back. She straddled my hips, her lab coat falling open to reveal her perfect, naked body. She took my cock in her hand and guided it to her wet, waiting pussy.
“Time for a… practical application of our research,” she murmured, her voice thick with lust. She lowered herself onto me, her tight, hot cunt enveloping my cock.
“Fuck,” I groaned, the sensation of her riding me, of her in control, almost too much to bear.
She began to move, her hips rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm. “Patient’s cardiovascular rate is now… significantly elevated,” she panted, her breasts brushing against my chest. “Treatment is… proving effective.”
I reached up and took her nipples in my hands, rolling the hard peaks between my fingers. She cried out, her hips bucking harder.
“That’s it, Doctor,” I growled. “Show me how you take care of your patients.”
Her orgasm hit her like a lightning strike. Her body went rigid, her inner walls clamping down on my cock in a series of powerful, milking contractions. The sensation triggered my own release. I erupted inside her, my seed flooding her womb.
“Treatment… complete,” she gasped, collapsing onto my chest. “Patient shows… significant improvement.”
“Including pregnancy support duties?”
“Especially pregnancy support duties.” She helped me sit up. “Elena’s going to need extra attention during the first trimester.”
“Any specific recommendations?”
“Gentle handling, frequent meals, and regular stress relief sessions.” She grinned wickedly. “For both of you.”
We cleaned up together, returning to professional appearances. As I dressed, my phone buzzing with news alerts.
“Grant decision moved up,” Maya texted. “Emergency board vote scheduled for 8 AM tomorrow. Press conference at 10 AM if approved.”
“Looks like we’re going public sooner than expected,” I told Jade.
“Perfect timing. Elena’s pregnancy glow will be at peak visibility.”
Back in the main office, Elena was reviewing wardrobe options on her tablet. Designer maternity dresses, professional suits, and accessories all calculated for maximum media impact.
“They moved up the timeline,” I announced.
“Even better.” She showed me her screen. “I’ve narrowed it down to three options. Which says ‘successful fertility program’ most effectively?”
I studied the options. All were elegant and professional, but one stood out—a fitted dress that would subtly emphasize her changing figure without being obvious.
“That one,” I decided. “Sophisticated but clearly maternal.”
“My thoughts exactly.” She saved the selection and closed the tablet. “Now come to bed. Tomorrow we make history.”
 

The call came at 7:43 AM.
“Approved,” Maya announced, her voice bright with victory. “Full two million, unanimous board decision. Press conference confirmed for 10 AM.”
Elena was already dressed and camera-ready. The designer maternity dress fit perfectly, professional yet subtly highlighting her new condition. Her makeup was flawless, her hair styled in an elegant updo that would photograph beautifully.
“Radiant Life Institute will be receiving the largest single research grant in Arizona wellness board history,” Maya continued. “They’re calling it a model program for the entire Southwest.”
“Media response?” Elena asked, checking her appearance one final time.
“Overwhelming. Every major outlet wants interviews. Stock futures are already responding—healthcare and family services sectors up across the board.”
Perfect. The market was recognizing what we’d built.
At the press conference podium, I stood beside Elena as she addressed the gathered reporters. She was magnificent—every inch the successful executive announcing a major victory.
“The Radiant Life Institute is proud to accept this generous grant,” she announced into the microphones. “This funding will allow us to expand our innovative approach to family planning and prenatal care.”
Behind us, Tamara and Paige positioned themselves strategically. Tamara at 16 weeks was showing clearly, her yoga-toned body displaying her pregnancy beautifully. Paige at 20 weeks was unmistakably pregnant, her petite frame making her belly appear even more prominent.
“I’d like to introduce our Lead Investigator, Dr. Jade Lawson,” Elena continued, “whose medical expertise has been crucial to our success rate.”
Jade stepped forward with professional grace, her auburn hair catching the camera lights. “Thank you. We’re excited to continue our research into optimal fertility outcomes through comprehensive care programs.”
“And our Community Liaison, Mason Cross,” Elena added, “whose dedication to client wellness has been instrumental in our achievements.”
I moved to the microphone, projecting the confident authority the media expected. “This grant represents recognition of what’s possible when we prioritize family health and community support.”
Behind the podium, Tamara’s hand moved to stroke Paige’s prominent belly. The gesture appeared casual, but I caught Paige’s wicked grin as she mouthed “breeding diplomacy” to the cameras.
The reporters ate it up. The visual of successful pregnant women supporting each other while announcing expanded fertility services was perfect political theater.
“Questions?” Elena announced.
“Ms. Radic,” called Channel 12’s health reporter, “what makes your program different from traditional fertility clinics?”
“Comprehensive care,” Elena replied smoothly. “We address not just the medical aspects, but the emotional, nutritional, and lifestyle factors that contribute to successful pregnancies.”
“Mr. Cross, what’s your role in the medical process?”
“Wellness coordination,” I explained. “Fitness planning, stress management, and overall health optimization. Every successful pregnancy starts with overall health.”
Another reporter: “Dr. Lawson, what are your success rates compared to standard fertility treatments?”
“Significantly higher,” Jade replied with professional confidence. “Our holistic approach yields results that speak for themselves.”
She gestured subtly toward our visibly pregnant team members.
“Are you planning to expand beyond Arizona?”
Elena fielded that one: “The grant includes provisions for developing replicable protocols. We hope to share our successes with other communities.”
The questions continued for twenty minutes, each answer reinforcing our narrative of medical innovation and family success. By the time we wrapped up, the story was locked in place.
That evening, Maya showed us the market response.
“Diaper companies up an average of 4.2%,” she reported. “Baby formula makers up 3.8%. Maternity wear retailers up 6.1%.”
“The market’s betting on a baby boom,” Elena observed with satisfaction.
“Our baby boom,” I corrected.
She smiled and took my hand, placing it on her belly. “The first of many.”
We celebrated at home with the entire family. Non-alcoholic champagne for the pregnant women, regular champagne for everyone else, and a feast prepared by our collective talents.
“To the future,” Elena toasted, raising her sparkling cider. “To our family, our success, and the children who will inherit what we’re building.”
“To our king,” Tamara added, “who made it all possible.”
“To our babies,” Paige chimed in, patting her belly.
“To science,” Jade offered with a grin.
“To data,” Maya laughed.
“To love,” Marisol concluded.
“To familia,” Yoo-mi added in her accented English.
I raised my own glass, looking around at the faces of my extended family. Seven women, five currently pregnant, all devoted to our shared vision.
“To the Blake breeding program,” I said. “Phase Three begins now.”
As we drank and celebrated, I felt the familiar surge of dominance and satisfaction. Another victory, another milestone achieved.
The grant money would fund expansion. The media coverage would bring new recruits. The market response proved we were affecting real change.
But most importantly, Elena was pregnant.
The ice-queen had finally achieved her deepest desire, and her transformation into devoted mother was already beginning.
Soon every woman in our harem would follow her example.
The future was growing inside them, one successful pregnancy at a time.
And I would be there to guide every step of the journey.
My empire was expanding, literally and figuratively.
Phase Three was going to be legendary.




Chapter 23: Seven-Belly Celebration

At 3 PM sharp, I locked the clinic doors and flipped the sign to “Private Session.”
“Everyone to the delivery suite,” I announced to the assembled family. “Time for a proper celebration.”
Seven women moved through the hallways with varying degrees of pregnancy waddle. Tamara at 16 weeks led the procession, her thick hips swaying confidently. Behind her, Paige at 20 weeks held her prominent belly with both hands, clearly showing. Maya’s 12-week bump was subtle but definite, while Alyssa’s 8-week pregnancy was just beginning to curve her formerly flat stomach.
The newest additions—Marisol and Yoo-mi at 5 weeks each—showed no visible signs yet, but I could smell the hormonal changes on their skin. And Elena, my ice-queen at barely 2 weeks, radiated the satisfaction of finally achieved motherhood.
“Seven bellies,” I murmured, watching them arrange themselves in the delivery room. “Seven women carrying my legacy.”
The delivery suite was spacious and sterile, designed for multiple births with adjustable lighting and medical equipment. But today it would serve a different purpose entirely.
“Ladies,” Jade announced, entering with a warmed bottle of ultrasound gel, “time for our fertility celebration. Everyone line up facing Mason.”
They arranged themselves in a perfect row—bumps like a fertile horizon across the white-tiled room. The visual was breathtaking: seven gorgeous women, each at different stages of pregnancy, all created by my seed.
“Shirts off,” I commanded. “I want to see what I’ve accomplished.”
Fabric hit the floor as seven pairs of breasts were revealed. Tamara’s full D-cups had grown even larger, dark nipples prominent against her cocoa skin. Paige’s perky B-cups were noticeably fuller, her pink nipples already darkening with pregnancy. Maya’s perfect C-cups had gained new fullness, while Alyssa’s massive E-cups were leaking slightly—she was the only one still actively lactating.
Marisol’s honey-brown breasts showed the first signs of pregnancy swelling, and Yoo-mi’s small but perfect tits had gained new sensitivity. Elena’s elegant B-cups were fuller and more tender, her usually pale nipples showing the first hints of pregnancy darkening.
“Beautiful,” I said, my voice rough with arousal. “Every one of you is perfect.”
Jade moved down the line with clinical precision, squirting warm ultrasound gel across each pregnant belly. The clear substance gleamed under the medical lights, highlighting every curve and swell.
“Artistic documentation of our breeding program,” she announced with professional satisfaction. “Each belly tells the story of successful insemination.”
She was right. Tamara’s prominent 16-week bump showed clear fetal movement beneath the gel. Paige’s 20-week belly was unmistakably pregnant, the gel highlighting her stretched skin. Maya’s subtle curve was beautifully defined, while Alyssa’s new roundness caught the light perfectly.
Even the early pregnancies were visible with the gel’s enhancement. Marisol’s slight swelling hinted at the life growing within, Yoo-mi’s flat stomach showed the faintest beginning of change, and Elena’s barely-there curve was like a promise of future expansion.
“My turn,” I said, approaching the line of gel-covered bellies.
I started with Tamara. I knelt before her, my tongue darting out to lick the warm, slick gel from her sixteen-week bump. Her skin was warm, alive, thrumming with the life inside her. I could feel the baby kick against my tongue, a tiny, insistent flutter. “Mmmm,” she moaned, her hands fisting in my hair. “That feels amazing, papi.”
“Future greatness,” I murmured against her skin. “I can taste it.”
I moved down the line, a king surveying his fertile kingdom. Paige’s twenty-week belly was tight as a drum, her skin stretched taut over the life within. I licked a broad stripe from her navel to her pubic bone, my tongue tracing the faint linea nigra that had appeared on her skin. “Oh, fuck,” she gasped, her hips bucking. “So good.”
Maya’s twelve-week bump was a subtle, perfect curve on her caramel skin. She tasted of honey and ambition. Alyssa’s eight-week belly was soft, yielding, her skin slick with a mixture of gel and her own leaking breast milk. I lapped at the erotic cocktail, praising her. “Such a good breeding cow,” I murmured, making her shudder.
Marisol and Yoo-mi, both at five weeks, were next. Their bellies were still flat, but I could taste the hormonal changes on their skin, the metallic tang of early pregnancy. Finally, I knelt before Elena. Her belly was flat, perfect, but to me, it was the most beautiful of all. I licked the gel from her skin, my tongue tracing the faint outline of her V-cut abs. “My king,” she breathed, her voice trembling. “Finally carrying your heir.”
“The first of many,” I corrected, my voice a low growl.
Now, for the main event.
“Circuit breeding ritual,” I announced, my voice echoing in the sterile room. I unzipped my pants, my cock springing free, thick, hard, and ready. “Two strokes each. Clockwise. Elena is last. And I don’t stop until she begs me to fill her womb.”
A collective gasp went through the room. This was a new rule. A new test.
“Tamara,” I commanded.
She turned, presenting her magnificent ass to me. I entered her from behind, my cock sliding into her tight, pregnant pussy. One deep stroke. A second. Her inner walls clenched, trying to milk me, but I pulled out, leaving her whimpering.
“Paige.”
The bratty blonde was next, her pussy already dripping. Two strokes, in and out, my cock head teasing her G-spot before I withdrew, leaving her gasping. I moved down the line, a relentless engine of pleasure and denial. Maya, Alyssa, Marisol, Yoo-mi. Two strokes each. No more, no less. The room was filled with the sounds of their moans, their whimpers, the slick sound of my cock entering and leaving their wet, needy cunts.
Finally, it was Elena’s turn. She stood before me, her legs spread, her gray eyes dark with a desperate, primal hunger I had never seen before.
“Please,” she whispered, her voice raw.
I rubbed the head of my cock against her slick folds, teasing her. “Please what?”
“Please… finish in me, husband.”
The word, that single, perfect word, was my undoing. I drove into her with a single, powerful thrust, my cock burying itself to the hilt in her newly pregnant pussy. She screamed, a raw, animal sound of pure pleasure.
“Again,” I commanded, my voice a low growl as I began to fuck her, a deep, powerful rhythm that was all about possession, about claiming her as my own. “Say it again.”
“Finish in me, husband!” she cried, her voice breaking. “Fill your wife with your seed!”
The other women, their own bodies still aching with need, began to chant.
“Breed your wife!”
“Fill her womb!”
“Give her your cum!”
“Flood her pregnant pussy!”
I pounded into her, my cock a relentless piston of pleasure. She took every inch, her body a perfect, willing vessel for my seed. “I’m going to come,” I warned, my voice a low growl.
“YES! Come inside your pregnant wife! Mark me as yours forever!”
I drove deep one last time and erupted, my hot, thick seed flooding her womb, bathing our newly conceived child in my essence. She screamed as her own orgasm ripped through her, her pussy milking every last drop from my cock.
The room exploded in a chorus of triumphant howls. My harem, my pack, celebrating the claiming of their queen.
I stayed buried inside Elena, her body still trembling, as the other women moved in. This wasn’t about jealousy. This was about worship.
“Group cleanup,” I commanded, my voice a low growl.
They descended on us, a wave of pliant, pregnant bodies. Tamara and Paige began to lick my cock clean as I withdrew from Elena, their tongues swirling around my shaft. Maya and Alyssa turned their attention to Elena, their mouths finding her cum-slicked pussy, their tongues lapping at the evidence of my claim.
“Thank you for carrying his heir,” Tamara whispered against the head of my cock.
“Thank you for being our queen,” Paige added, her mouth closing over Tamara’s, sharing my taste.
It was a beautiful, debauched sight. My harem, my family, bound together by my seed.
As the orgy gradually wound down, we cleaned up and dressed. The delivery room returned to medical sterility, but the memory of our fertility celebration would linger.
“Next week?” Marisol asked hopefully.
“Every week,” I decided. “Regular family bonding sessions to monitor everyone’s progress.”
“And document it all,” Maya added with her analytical mind. “For posterity.”
Elena straightened her clothes and hair, returning to ice-queen composure. But I caught her hand moving protectively to her belly—the gesture of an expectant mother.
“Home?” she asked.
“Home,” I agreed.




Chapter 24: Pharma Whisper

The afterglow was perfect.
Seven satisfied women arranged themselves around the delivery room like a Renaissance painting of fertility goddesses. Elena lay closest to me, her head on my chest, one hand protectively covering her newly pregnant belly. The others sprawled in various states of post-orgasmic bliss, their own pregnant curves glowing under the soft medical lighting.
“That was incredible,” Tamara murmured, her 16-week bump rising and falling with deep breaths. “I could feel the baby responding to the energy.”
“Mine too,” Paige added, stroking her prominent 20-week belly. “Little one was dancing the whole time.”
Maya sat cross-legged beside us, her caramel skin still flushed with arousal. “The oxytocin release during group bonding has documented benefits for fetal development.”
“Always the scientist,” Alyssa laughed, milk still beading on her nipples. “Can’t you just enjoy the moment?”
“I am enjoying it. I’m also analyzing it.”
That was Maya—her brilliant mind never stopped working, even during intimate moments.
Jade had been quietly cleaning up, returning the delivery room to medical standards. But now she approached carrying a sealed medical cooler, her expression mixing excitement with professional caution.
“Before everyone gets too comfortable,” she announced, “I have something to show you.”
She set the cooler on the examination table with careful precision. It was unmarked except for a biohazard symbol and temperature monitoring display.
“What is it?” Elena asked, sitting up with renewed interest.
“Research sample from a pharmaceutical contact at Johns Hopkins. Experimental compound that arrived this morning.” Jade entered her access code into the cooler’s digital lock. “Extremely confidential, extremely promising.”
The cooler hissed open, releasing a puff of cold vapor. Inside, nestled in protective foam, were six vials of clear liquid marked with complex chemical formulas.
“Twin-Factor Serum,” Jade announced. “Experimental gonadotropin that increases dizygotic twin rates by approximately 300%.”
Elena’s eyebrows shot up. “Twins?”
“Fraternal twins, specifically. The compound stimulates hyperovulation—releasing multiple eggs during the same cycle. When combined with optimal timing and, shall we say, abundant insemination…” She gestured toward me. “The results can be remarkable.”
“Twins,” Elena repeated, her voice taking on that calculating tone I recognized. “Double our dynasty?”
I felt my cock twitch at the implications. Not just one child per pregnancy, but two. Our breeding program could literally double its output.
“How safe is it?” I asked, ever the protector of my family.
“Extensively tested in European trials,” Jade replied. “No significant side effects beyond increased pregnancy symptoms. Morning sickness might be more intense, weight gain accelerated, but nothing dangerous.”
“And it works?” Marisol asked, her honey-brown eyes bright with interest.
“Seventy-eight percent success rate in clinical trials. Most subjects who received the full treatment protocol conceived fraternal twins within three cycles.”
The math was staggering. Seven women, potentially fourteen babies. Our family could grow exponentially.
“I want to try it,” Paige announced suddenly, sitting up from her position on the floor. “Sign me up right now.”
“Paige,” Elena said carefully, “you’re already pregnant.”
“For next time! After this baby’s born, I want to be first in line for the twin treatment.”
The petite blonde was practically vibrating with excitement. The idea of carrying twins obviously appealed to her competitive nature—she wanted to be the most productive member of our breeding program.
“It’s not quite that simple,” Jade cautioned. “The serum requires careful timing, hormone monitoring, and a specific preparation protocol.”
“What kind of protocol?” Maya asked, her analytical mind already working through the logistics.
“Two weeks of baseline hormone mapping. Then daily injections for five days, coordinated with natural ovulation cycles. During treatment, the subject requires intensive monitoring and, ideally, daily insemination to maximize conception chances.”
“Daily insemination,” I repeated slowly. “For five days straight.”
“Minimum. The hyperovulation window is brief but intense. Missing the optimal timing could waste the entire treatment cycle.”
Elena was calculating something on her fingers. “If we stagger the treatments, we could have multiple women cycling through at different times.”
“Theoretically, yes. Though I’d recommend spacing them at least a month apart. This requires focused attention and medical monitoring.”
I was already imagining the logistics. Five days of intensive breeding with each woman, perfectly timed for maximum twin conception rates. It would be exhausting but incredibly rewarding.
“Count me in,” Yoo-mi announced in her accented English. “I want to make twins for Mason-oppa.”
“And me,” Marisol added. “Gemelos would make my family very proud.”
“Everyone slow down,” I said, raising my hand. “This needs careful planning.”
But internally, I was thrilled. The prospect of filling each woman with twins was incredibly arousing. Double the babies, double the proof of my virility, double the legacy.
“What’s the timeline?” Elena asked with her typical business efficiency.
“I can start baseline testing immediately,” Jade replied. “Hormone panels, ovulation mapping, medical clearances. First candidate could begin treatment within two weeks.”
“I volunteer,” Paige said again, raising her hand like an eager student.
“You’re twenty weeks pregnant,” Elena reminded her. “You’ll need to wait until after delivery.”
“Fine. But I get first dibs on the twin serum. No one else gets to volunteer until I’ve had my turn.”
That competitive spirit again. Paige couldn’t stand the thought of someone else achieving twin pregnancy before her.
“Actually,” Jade said thoughtfully, “there might be a better first candidate.”
She looked directly at Elena.
“The serum works best with women who’ve already achieved successful pregnancy. Your body has proven its fertility, your hormones are optimized, and you’ve demonstrated compatibility with Mason’s genetics.”
Elena’s hand moved protectively to her barely-there bump. “But I’m already pregnant.”
“For the next pregnancy. After this baby is born, you’d be the ideal test subject.”
The ice-queen’s eyes lit up with possibility. I could see her imagining herself carrying twins, cementing her position as the most successful breeder in our program.
“How long between pregnancies?” she asked.
“Medically, six months minimum. Optimally, nine to twelve months for full recovery.”
“So next year,” Elena calculated. “Twin pregnancy, dual heirs.”
The thought sent a surge of dominance through me. Elena carrying my twins, her elegant body stretched with double pregnancy, proving her complete submission to our breeding program.
“We’ll need to study the protocols carefully,” I decided. “Full medical review, risk assessment, optimization strategies.”
“I can coordinate with my pharmaceutical contact,” Jade offered. “More detailed documentation, dosage refinements, monitoring equipment.”
“Do it,” Elena commanded, then caught herself. “I mean, if Mason approves.”
“I approve,” I confirmed. “But we do this right. Medical supervision, careful timing, full documentation.”
Maya was already taking notes on her tablet. “I’ll create a scheduling matrix. Optimal spacing, hormone tracking, insemination calendars.”
“And I’ll handle nutritional optimization,” Tamara added. “Twin pregnancies require specialized dietary support.”
Everyone was getting excited about the possibilities. I could see the vision forming—our family growing beyond simple pregnancy to optimized twin breeding.
“There’s one more consideration,” Jade said, her professional tone returning. “The serum is… expensive.”
“How expensive?” Elena asked.
“Fifty thousand per treatment cycle.”
The room went quiet.
“Fifty thousand,” Elena repeated. “Per woman, per attempt?”
“The research compounds are highly concentrated, extremely pure, and legally complicated to obtain. That price includes the serum, monitoring equipment, and medical support.”
Elena’s business mind was already working. “With seven women, full program implementation would cost…”
“Three hundred and fifty thousand,” Maya finished. “Assuming single-cycle success for everyone.”
It was a lot of money. But considering our recent grant funding and the potential returns…
“We can afford it,” Elena decided. “The grant covers innovative research. This qualifies.”
“Grant money for experimental fertility drugs?” Jade asked skeptically.
“Grant money for advancing reproductive science through documented research trials,” Elena corrected with a smile. “Which this obviously is.”
That’s why she was the perfect business partner. Elena could justify anything through proper framing and documentation.
“So we’re really doing this,” Paige said, grinning widely. “Twin babies for everyone.”
“Not everyone,” I corrected. “Whoever proves they’re ready for the responsibility.”
The competitive dynamic was perfect. Each woman would have to earn her chance at twin pregnancy, creating natural motivation for optimal health and behavior.
“What about success rates?” Yoo-mi asked. “Seventy-eight percent is good, but not guaranteed.”
“Which is why we start with our most proven candidates,” I explained. “Elena first, after this pregnancy. Then whoever shows the best preparation and commitment.”
“I’ll start training immediately,” Paige announced. “Diet, exercise, meditation, whatever it takes.”
“Me too,” Marisol added. “Border patrol fitness standards, plus fertility optimization.”
The competitive atmosphere was already building. Each woman would push herself to be worthy of the twin treatment.
“This stays completely confidential,” I warned. “Experimental drug trials can attract unwanted attention.”
“Obviously,” Elena agreed. “Medical privacy laws apply.”
Jade carefully repacked the vials in their protective cooler. “I’ll coordinate with my pharmaceutical contact for detailed protocols. Full documentation, safety monitoring, optimization strategies.”
“Timeline?” I asked.
“Two weeks for protocol development. Four weeks for first candidate preparation. We could potentially start the first treatment cycle within six weeks.”
“Elena won’t be ready for at least nine months,” I pointed out.
“True. But we could run preliminary tests with willing volunteers. Build experience with the protocols, optimize our techniques.”
Paige’s hand shot up again. “I volunteer for preliminary testing!”
“You’re pregnant,” Jade reminded her patiently.
“After I deliver! I’ll be ready for anything by then.”
The enthusiasm was infectious. I could see our entire breeding program evolving to the next level—not just single pregnancies, but optimized twin breeding with scientific precision.
“We’ll need expanded facilities,” Elena noted. “Twin nurseries, additional medical equipment, larger living spaces.”
“The grant funding covers facility expansion,” Maya confirmed. “We’re already approved for construction.”
Everything was falling into place. The victory over Palmer and the medical board had given us legitimacy. The grant funding provided resources. Now the twin serum offered unprecedented breeding efficiency.
“Gentlemen,” Elena said, standing with regal grace, “I believe we’ve just outlined Phase Four of our program.”
“Phase Four: Twin Dynasty,” I agreed, liking the sound of it.
As we cleaned up and prepared to leave, I caught Jade’s arm. “This serum—it’s really safe?”
Her gray-green eyes met mine with professional certainty. “As safe as any fertility treatment. Safer than IVF, less invasive than hormone therapy. The only risk is success.”
“Success?”
“Twin pregnancies are more demanding. Harder on the mother, require more medical monitoring, higher nutritional needs. But for healthy women with proper support…” She looked around at our accomplished family. “I can’t imagine better candidates.”
That was all I needed to hear.
As we locked up the clinic and headed home, Elena walked beside me with a new energy in her step. The prospect of twin pregnancy had awakened something deeper in her—not just the desire for children, but the ambition to be the most successful breeder in our program.
“Next year,” she murmured, hand on her current pregnancy. “When this baby’s born and I’ve recovered. Twin heirs to cement our dynasty.”
“Our dynasty,” I agreed, pulling her close.
Behind us, the other women chattered excitedly about preparation strategies, competition dynamics, and nursery designs. The twin serum had given them a new goal to strive for.
Phase Four was going to be legendary.
But first, we had seven single pregnancies to nurture to completion.
The Blake breeding program was evolving rapidly, but we’d never lose sight of the fundamentals.
Healthy mothers. Healthy babies. Healthy family.
Everything else was optimization.
And I was very good at optimization.




Chapter 25: New-World Manifesto

The Phoenix sunset painted the clinic rooftop in shades of gold and crimson.
I stood at the edge of the helicopter pad, watching the city sprawl beneath us. Somewhere down there, Senator Palmer was packing her office after her political career imploded. The medical board members who’d tried to destroy us were explaining their failures to angry constituents. Hutchins was counting down federal prison time.
All our enemies had fallen.
Behind me, the family gathered around the fire pit Maya had installed during our recent renovations. Seven pregnant women arranged themselves on cushioned benches, their bellies glowing in the flickering light.
“Beautiful view,” Elena said, joining me at the railing. Her hand rested protectively on her 2-week pregnancy, still invisible but already changing everything.
“Just the beginning,” I replied, pulling her close.
Maya was setting up her presentation equipment—tablet connected to a portable projector, spreadsheets and charts ready for display. She’d been working on something secret for weeks, promising it would be “the next logical step in our expansion.”
“Everyone ready?” Maya called, her Brazilian-Japanese accent carrying clearly in the desert air.
The women settled into a semicircle, pregnant bellies prominent in the firelight. Tamara at 16 weeks, Paige at 20, Maya at 12, Alyssa at 8, plus the newest additions—Marisol and Yoo-mi at 5 weeks each, and Elena at 2.
Seven women. Seven pregnancies. Seven future mothers of my legacy.
“Ladies and gentleman,” Maya announced with theatrical flair, “I present the future of the Blake breeding program.”
The projector beam hit the clinic’s brick chimney, transforming it into a display screen. What appeared made everyone gasp.
CARIBBEAN ISLAND LISTINGS – TAX-SHELTERED MICRONATIONS
Satellite images of tropical paradises filled the makeshift screen. Crystal-clear waters, white sand beaches, and small private islands available for purchase.
“Seriously?” Paige squealed, her 20-week belly jiggling with excitement. “We’re buying an island?”
“Not just any island,” Maya continued, clicking to the next slide. “A sovereign micronation with full legal autonomy.”
The details were staggering. Three different islands under consideration, each offering complete independence from traditional legal systems. Self-governing territories where we could establish our own laws, our own society, our own future.
“Paradise Cross,” I said, understanding Maya’s vision immediately. “Our own nation.”
“Exactly.” Maya’s amber eyes gleamed with possibility. “Population: us. Government: us. Laws: whatever we decide.”
Elena was studying the financial projections with her usual analytical intensity. “Purchase prices?”
“Ranging from twelve to thirty million, depending on size and existing infrastructure. With our grant funding, media income, and pharmaceutical investments…” Maya pulled up budget spreadsheets. “Completely feasible.”
“And legal?” Jade asked with professional caution.
“International waters, recognized micronation status, full sovereignty agreements already established. Once we purchase, we become the legal government of our own territory.”
The implications were overwhelming. No more medical boards. No more political interference. No more hiding our lifestyle or defending our choices.
Complete freedom to build the breeding program of our dreams.
“What about logistics?” Tamara asked, her yoga instructor practicality kicking in. “Medical facilities, supplies, communication?”
“All addressed.” Maya clicked through infrastructure plans. “Helicopter landing pads, satellite internet, fully equipped medical clinic, residential facilities for expanding families.”
She’d thought of everything. Maya’s analytical mind had mapped out every detail of our island paradise.
“How soon?” Elena asked, and I could hear the hunger in her voice.
“Funding could be secured within sixty days. Construction timeline six to eight months. We could be operational before the babies are born.”
Before the babies were born. Our children could literally be citizens of Paradise Cross from birth.
“There’s more,” Maya continued, bringing up the final slide. “Legal framework.”
PARADISE CROSS FOUNDING ORDINANCES
•             Polygamous marriage legally recognized

•             Full medical autonomy for licensed practitioners

•             Mandatory fertility education for all residents

•             Tax incentives for large families

•             Complete privacy protection from outside interference

“Our own laws,” I murmured, understanding the full scope of her vision.
“Written by us, for us,” Maya confirmed. “No outside interference, no political pressure, no moral judgments. Just our family, our choices, our future.”
Elena stood abruptly, her ice-queen composure cracking with emotion. “Maya, this is…” She paused, searching for words. “This is perfect.”
“It’s fucking brilliant,” Paige added with her typical bluntness.
“It’s our destiny,” Tamara said softly.
The fire crackled as the weight of possibility settled over us. Not just an island—a new world. A place where our breeding program could flourish without constraint, where our children could grow up free from society’s limitations.
“There’s just one question,” I said, looking around at the faces of my family. “Are we ready to leave everything behind?”
“What would we be leaving?” Alyssa asked, gesturing toward the Phoenix skyline. “Legal battles? Political enemies? Social judgment?”
“Good point.”
Elena reached into her purse and withdrew seven small velvet boxes. She’d been planning this moment, just as Maya had been planning the island presentation.
“Before we make any decisions,” she announced, “I have something for everyone.”
She opened the first box, revealing a gleaming gold band set with a small diamond. Not a wedding ring—something more significant.
“Family rings,” she explained, moving to Tamara first. “Symbolic until we can make them legally binding under our own laws.”
She slipped the ring onto Tamara’s finger with ceremonial precision. “Sister-wife of Paradise Cross.”
Tamara’s eyes filled with tears as she admired the ring. “It’s beautiful.”
Elena moved to Paige next, then Maya, then Alyssa, then Marisol, then Yoo-mi. Each woman received her ring with solemn ceremony.
“And for our doctor,” Elena said, approaching Jade with the final ring. “The woman who made all of this possible.”
Jade’s usual clinical composure cracked as she accepted the gold band. “Thank you. All of you.”
Elena kept the last ring for herself, sliding it onto her own finger before returning to my side.
“Sister-wives of Paradise Cross,” she announced formally. “Bound by love, united by purpose, dedicated to building something greater than ourselves.”
The women held up their hands, letting the firelight catch their rings. Seven gold bands gleaming like promises of the future.
“Now we vote,” I said, claiming my role as family patriarch. “All in favor of Paradise Cross?”
Seven hands rose without hesitation.
“Unanimous,” Elena confirmed. “The Blake breeding program officially approves island acquisition.”
“Paradise Cross it is,” I announced.
The celebration that followed was both intimate and profound. These women weren’t just agreeing to buy real estate—they were committing to leave everything familiar behind and build a new society from scratch.
Paige immediately started livestreaming, angling her phone to catch the dramatic sunset backdrop. “Major announcement coming soon, subscribers. You’re going to lose your minds.”
Maya was already pulling up construction timelines and shipping logistics. “I’ll coordinate with the real estate brokers tomorrow. Due diligence should take about three weeks.”
Jade opened her medical bag and began checking everyone’s vital signs—apparently excitement required professional monitoring. “Heart rates elevated but within normal ranges. Blood pressure optimal. All patients cleared for adventure.”
Tamara led a group meditation session, hands linked around the fire pit as they visualized their island home. “Manifesting paradise through collective intention.”
Alyssa was calculating nursery requirements for multiple babies across expanded facilities. “We’ll need industrial-grade bottle warmers and changing stations.”
Marisol was researching Caribbean maritime law on her phone. “Coast Guard protocols, customs procedures, territorial water boundaries.”
Yoo-mi was already composing social media content in three languages. “Paradise Cross will trend worldwide when we’re ready to announce.”
But it was Elena who understood the true significance of the moment.
“This isn’t just about escaping society,” she said, standing beside me as the others planned and celebrated. “It’s about creating something better.”
“A place where our children can grow up free,” I agreed.
“Where love isn’t limited by artificial boundaries.”
“Where family means what we decide it means.”
She leaned against me, her hand moving to her belly. “Our heir will be born a citizen of Paradise Cross.”
“All of our children will be.”
As the evening deepened, the celebration evolved naturally. The combination of triumph, excitement, and the romance of firelight and sunset had awakened desires that couldn’t be ignored.
“Group photo first,” Paige insisted, setting up her camera with timer. “Historical documentation of the moment we decided to change the world.”
We arranged ourselves around the fire pit—seven pregnant women with their rings gleaming, one dominant alpha surrounded by his devoted family. The camera captured multiple shots as we laughed and posed.
“Perfect,” Paige announced, reviewing the images. “These are going in the Paradise Cross founding archives.”
Then Elena stood and moved to the center of our circle.
“Before we go any further,” she announced, “I think our king deserves proper gratitude for making all of this possible.”
Without another word, Elena knelt on the rooftop cushions before me. The other women moved in, forming a tight, intimate circle, their pregnant bellies catching the flickering firelight.
“Our alpha,” Tamara murmured, her hands stroking Elena’s hair as the ice-queen’s deft fingers unbuckled my belt and unzipped my pants. “Our provider, our protector, our future.”
My cock sprang free, thick and heavy in the cool night air. Elena took me into her mouth with a reverent devotion that was hotter than any wild passion. Her technique was flawless, her tongue swirling, her lips creating a perfect, wet seal.
This was the true founding of our nation. Not with a signed document, but with an act of complete and total submission from our queen.
One by one, the others joined her. This wasn’t a chaotic orgy; it was a structured, ritualistic worship. Tamara knelt beside Elena, her full lips taking over where Elena’s left off, her tongue tracing the veins along my shaft. Paige, ever the brat, licked and nipped at my balls, her pink scrunchie brushing against my thigh.
Alyssa, my good breeding cow, cupped my balls in one hand while her other hand stroked my shaft, her touch sure and steady. Maya, the strategist, used her tongue with an analytical precision, finding every sensitive spot. Marisol, my fiery protector, took me deep into her throat, her eyes locked on mine, a silent challenge and a promise. And Yoo-mi, my K-pop princess, worshipped me with the wide-eyed devotion of a true believer.
Seven mouths, seven pairs of hands, seven pregnant women, all focused on a single task: pleasing their king.
“Our king,” they whispered, the words a mantra between licks and sucks. “Our husband, our alpha, our everything.”
The sensation was overwhelming, a tidal wave of pleasure that was as much emotional as it was physical. This was their pledge of allegiance, their declaration of faith.
I was close, so close. “Elena,” I commanded, my voice a low growl.
She moved into position, her mouth open, ready. I came with a guttural roar, my hot, thick seed flooding her mouth. She took every drop, her throat working as she swallowed. Then, with a solemnity that was almost religious, she turned and shared my taste with each of her sister-wives, a deep, passionate kiss for each, sealing their pact, our family, our new nation.
“Sealed with seed,” she announced, her voice thick with my cum. “The founding of Paradise Cross is now blessed.”
As we cleaned up and prepared to leave the rooftop, I felt the familiar surge of dominance and satisfaction. Another milestone achieved, another victory secured.
But this was different. This wasn’t just about expanding our breeding program or defeating enemies.
This was about legacy. About building something permanent that would outlast all of us.
Maya was already pulling up shipping schedules on her tablet. “Construction equipment can be transported within four weeks of purchase finalization.”
“What about the twin serum?” Jade asked. “Paradise Cross would be perfect for experimental treatment protocols.”
“Exactly what I was thinking,” Elena agreed. “No regulatory oversight, no outside interference. We could optimize the breeding program completely.”
The conversation continued as we rode the elevator down to ground level. Plans within plans, dreams building on dreams.
By the time we reached the parking garage, Paradise Cross had evolved from fantasy to concrete timeline. Real estate lawyers would be contacted tomorrow. Funding would be arranged within the week. Construction would begin before winter.
“Six months,” Elena said as we walked to our cars. “Six months and we’ll be living in paradise.”
“Our paradise,” I corrected. “Built exactly how we want it.”
As the family dispersed to their various homes, I caught Jade’s arm.
“Are you really ready for this?” I asked. “Leaving your medical practice, your established life?”
Her gray-green eyes held no uncertainty. “My practice is with this family now. My life is building something extraordinary.”
She reached up and kissed me softly. “Next ultrasound, we’ll broadcast from our own island.”
That’s the vision that stayed with me as I drove home with Elena beside me. Not just the island, not just the freedom, but the future we were creating.
Paradise Cross wouldn’t just be a place to live. It would be a laboratory for human potential, a breeding ground for excellence, a nation built on the principles of love, family, and unlimited growth.
Our children would inherit a world without limitations.
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