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Chapter 1: Permanent Plume

Six weeks.
That's how long it had been since my pheromone plume awakened Brookvale. Since nurses mounted me in the ER. Since Lena bent over the stove while flipping pancakes. Since the entire town became my personal playground.
And according to Prof Rowan's latest report—the one she'd emailed me at 5 AM with the subject line "URGENT: Plume Data"—things had just gotten a hell of a lot more interesting.
I woke to the smell of butter and something sweeter. Richer.
Lena.
My landlady—and now one of my two pregnant harem members—stood at the kitchen stove in nothing but an old band tee that barely covered her ass. The fabric clung to her ten-week baby bump, and her honey-blonde hair swung like a metronome as she worked the griddle.
But what really caught my attention was the wet spot spreading across the front of her shirt.
"Morning," I said, padding into the kitchen.
She glanced over her shoulder. Those summer-sky blue eyes were half-lidded, already hungry.
"Hungry?"
"Always."
She turned back to the stove, flipping a pancake with practiced ease. But as I approached, I noticed her hand trembling slightly. The butter sizzled. The pancake landed perfectly.
And then I was behind her.
My hands found her hips. She gasped, spatula clattering against the griddle.
"Logan—"
"Keep cooking," I said, lifting her shirt.
No panties. Of course.
She'd stopped wearing them weeks ago.
My cock was already hard, pressing against my boxers. I freed it with one hand while the other traced the curve of her ass—firm from all that Pilates, the muscle giving way to soft flesh. She was already wet—she'd been wet since she woke up, probably. The plume saw to that.
But this was different.
Six weeks ago, Lena would've paused. Turned off the stove. Led me to the bedroom.
Now?
She just spread her legs wider and kept flipping pancakes. I could see her pussy lips glistening, swollen and pink, her inner thighs already slick with arousal.
"Rowan's report came through," she said, her voice steady even as I lined myself up. My cock pressed against her entrance, the heat of her cunt radiating against my tip. "Plume's permanent. Town-wide. No more radius growth—it's just... everywhere now."
I pushed inside.
The tight, wet grip of her pussy swallowed me inch by inch. Her walls clenched around my shaft, hot and slick, rippling with small contractions that made my breath catch. She moaned, but her hand never stopped moving. Flip. Stack. Flip. Stack.
"Fuck," I groaned, gripping her hips tighter. "You're so wet."
"It's the plume," she gasped. "It's stronger now. More... concentrated around you."
I thrust deeper, my cock sliding through her slick heat until my pelvis pressed against her ass. She braced one hand against the stove's edge, and I could feel her pussy clench around me, gripping my shaft like a fist. The other hand kept working the spatula. Batter dripped onto the griddle. She scraped it into shape, never missing a beat.
This was Brookvale now.
Women didn't stop their tasks to fuck. They fucked while doing their tasks.
"How's the intensity?" I asked, picking up my pace. Each thrust made a wet slapping sound as my hips hit her ass, the smell of her arousal mixing with butter and pancakes.
"Ten out of—oh God—ten," she panted. Her pussy spasmed around me, and I felt a fresh gush of wetness coating my cock. "Every woman in town is... is feeling it. Rowan says the permanent state means... means we don't build tolerance anymore."
I drove in harder, angling to hit that spot deep inside that made her gasp. Her tits bounced under the shirt—those Pilates-sleek C-cups that had started leaking milk a week ago. I could see her nipples, dark and stiff, poking through the thin fabric.
"Your tits are leaking," I said.
"I know." She flipped another pancake. "It's the hormones. The pregnancy. The plume. Everything's... heightened."
As if to prove her point, two dark wet spots spread across her shirt. Milk beaded on the fabric, then dripped down into the batter bowl.
"Protein stir-in?" I joked.
She laughed—then moaned as I hit that spot deep inside her.
"Don't stop," she whispered. "I need to finish breakfast."
So I fucked her while she cooked.
My rhythm matched the sizzle of butter. Each thrust made her gasp, but she never stopped moving. Pancake after pancake stacked up on the plate beside the stove. Her milk leaked steadily now, mixing with the batter, dripping onto the floor.
"Gonna cum," I warned.
"Do it." She pressed back against me, the spatula still in her hand. "Fill me up. I'm already pregnant—you can't knock me up twice."
I slammed deep and emptied inside her. Hot spurts of cum pumped directly into her already-bred pussy, my cock pulsing with each thick rope of seed. Her walls clenched and rippled, milking me rhythmically as her own orgasm hit. I felt her cunt spasm around my shaft, gripping and releasing, gripping and releasing, squeezing every drop from me while she flipped the last pancake with a trembling hand.
When I pulled out, my cock slid free with a wet sound. Thick white cum immediately started dripping from her stretched hole, running down her inner thighs in slow rivulets, some of it spattering onto the kitchen tiles below.
"Gonna need to mop," she said, plating the final pancake.
"I'll get it later."
She turned, shirt still milk-stained, cum leaking from her pussy. And smiled.
"Breakfast is ready."
 

We ate on the porch.
Lena sat across from me in the wicker chair, legs tucked under her, still naked below the waist. The morning sun caught the cum trails on her thighs. She didn't bother wiping them.
I opened Rowan's email on my phone.
Subject: URGENT: Plume Data
Logan,
Analysis complete. The pheromone compound has reached a stable, permanent state. As of 6 AM this morning, every square foot of Brookvale registers detectable levels of OR7D4 mutation markers. The plume is no longer expanding—it's saturated.
Implications:
1. No radius limits. You could stand on one end of town; women on the other end would still be affected.
2. Concentration gradient exists: strongest within 50ft of you, but even at maximum distance, women report 7/10 arousal baseline.
3. No tolerance building. Previous subjects who experienced "plume fatigue" now report renewed sensitivity.
In layman's terms: Brookvale is permanently in heat. And you're the only cure.
Attached are updated consent protocols, medical monitoring schedules, and a request for increased sample collection frequency.
Also—I need you in my office today. There's something I want to test.
-Rowan
I lowered the phone.
Lena was watching me with those half-lidded eyes.
"She wants more samples?"
"She always wants more samples." I took a bite of pancake. "These are good, by the way."
"I made them with breast milk."
I paused mid-chew.
She grinned. "Just a little. For flavor."
Christ.
I swallowed and kept eating. The pancakes were good—sweeter than usual, richer. Lena's milk added something that regular milk couldn't match.
And knowing where it came from?
Made them taste even better.
"So," Lena said, spearing a piece of pancake with her fork, "permanent plume. No more growth spurts. Just... this. Forever."
"Forever," I echoed.
"And every woman in town?"
"According to Rowan? Yeah."
She nodded slowly, chewing. Then swallowed.
"Good."
"Good?"
"Logan." She leaned forward. "Do you have any idea how many women have been waiting for this? How many were hoping the plume would reach them? There were betting pools. Women were driving to the edge of town just to see if they could feel it."
I hadn't known that.
"And now," Lena continued, "everyone gets to feel it. Everyone gets to be satisfied. It's... it's like a gift."
A gift that came with a ten-week baby bump and leaking tits, but sure.
"What about the husbands?" I asked.
Lena laughed. "Are you kidding? They're thrilled. Their wives are finally getting what they need. No more nagging, no more frustration. Just happy, satisfied women who come home smiling."
She wasn't wrong.
Over the past six weeks, I'd received more fist-bumps and free beers from Brookvale's husbands than I could count. They saw me as the town's designated stud—the guy keeping their wives happy so they didn't have to.
It was a weird dynamic, but it worked.
"So what's the plan?" Lena asked. "Keep doing what you're doing?"
"Pretty much." I finished the last pancake. "Rowan wants to run some tests. Probably wants to measure how the permanent state affects arousal curves or some shit."
"Translation: she wants to fuck you while taking notes."
"Probably."
Lena grinned. "I'll make extra pancakes. You'll need the energy."
 

I saw him before I left the porch.
Captain Patrick Hutchins.
Sitting in his police cruiser across the street, jaw tight, eyes locked on the townhouse.
He'd been watching for weeks now.
At first, I thought he was just another curious Brookvale resident. But the way he watched—stone-faced, notebook in hand—wasn't curiosity.
It was investigation.
Lena followed my gaze.
"He's still out there?"
"Every morning."
She frowned. "What does he want?"
"To find something wrong."
"There isn't anything wrong."
"Try telling him that."
Captain Hutchins was old-school Brookvale. Conservative. A regular at the clapboard church. And from what I'd heard, he'd been vocal about the "sex cult" he believed was corrupting his town.
The fact that his wife—along with half the women in Brookvale—now fell into my orbit?
Probably didn't help.
"Ignore him," Lena said. "He can't do anything. Everyone's consenting. Everyone's happy. What's he gonna charge you with—being too good at sex?"
I laughed, but the unease stayed.
Hutchins wasn't just some prude with a grudge. He was the police captain. He had power. And if he wanted to make my life difficult, he could.
But for now?
I had pancakes to digest and a professor to satisfy.
"I'm heading to campus," I said, standing.
Lena stood too, still gloriously half-naked. She stretched—arms above her head—and her shirt rode up, exposing her pregnant belly and the cum still leaking from her pussy.
"Say hi to Rowan for me," she said. "And tell her I want a copy of that report. I like reading the data."
Of course she did.
I left Lena on the porch and headed inside to grab a shower.
But as I walked through the living room, I caught a glimpse of the loveseat. The same loveseat where Lena and Skye had ridden me in relay just last night.
The suede was stained. Dark rings of lactation and cum marked the cushions.
I should probably clean that.
Later.
 

The shower was quick—just long enough to rinse off the sweat and cum. But even under the hot spray, I could feel it.
The plume.
It clung to my skin like a second layer. A heat that radiated outward, invisible but tangible. Before, I'd needed Rowan's app to track its radius. Now?
It didn't matter. The radius was everything. The whole town.
Brookvale was mine.
Every woman in it was mine.
And they all knew it.
I toweled off and dressed—faded triathlon tee, joggers, nothing fancy. The chlorine-etched V-lines from my swimmer days were still visible. My body hadn't changed much since the awakening, except maybe I'd gotten leaner. Harder.
Fucking three to five women a day would do that.
I checked my phone on the way out.
Three new texts.
Skye:
Mom's leaking everywhere lol. Did you add extra this morning?
Prof Rowan:
Office. 11 AM. Don't be late.
Dana (Restaurant):
Lunch rush needs you. Literally. April's been squirming all morning.
I smiled.
This was my life now.
Breakfast with a pregnant landlady. Mid-morning "tests" with a chemistry professor. Lunch-shift quickies at the diner. Then home for whatever relay Lena and Skye had planned.
And somewhere in there?
Captain Hutchins, watching. Waiting.
Trying to find cracks in the perfect system I'd built.
Good luck with that.
I pocketed my phone and stepped outside.
The plume followed me like a shadow—invisible, but everyone could feel it. As I walked down the driveway, I saw her.
Mrs. Henderson. The neighbor. Mid-forties, yoga mom, married with two kids.
She was "jogging" past the house. But her pace slowed as I appeared. Her eyes locked on me. Her hand drifted to her sports bra, adjusting it unnecessarily.
"Morning, Logan," she said, voice breathy.
"Morning, Mrs. Henderson."
She bit her lip. "I was wondering—do you have time later? I've been feeling... tense."
Translation: She wanted me to fuck her.
"Text Lena," I said. "She'll put you on the schedule."
Mrs. Henderson nodded, flushed, and jogged away. But I could see her legs pressing together as she moved. The plume was doing its work.
It always did.
I climbed into my silver Civic and pulled out of the driveway.
As I passed Hutchins' cruiser, I met his eyes.
He didn't look away.
Neither did I.
Then I was gone, heading toward campus, leaving him to stew in whatever vendetta he was building.
But as I drove, I couldn't shake the feeling that this—the permanent plume, the saturated town, the watching captain—was just the beginning.
Six weeks ago, I'd awakened something.
Now?
It was awake forever.
And everyone in Brookvale was about to find out what that really meant.




Chapter 2: Working Wonders

The pharmacy sat on Main Street, red-brick facade sandwiched between the craft-beer bar and Dana's restaurant. Through the plate-glass windows, I could see the aisles stocked with vitamins, bandages, greeting cards. And at the counter, a young woman with auburn hair in a ponytail.
Jessica.
I'd never met her, but I knew her name from the tag visible even from outside: JESSICA - CASHIER.
I pushed through the door.
The bell chimed.
Every head in the pharmacy turned.
Jessica looked up from her register. Her eyes locked on mine. Her hands, mid-way through counting change for an elderly customer, froze.
The plume hit her first. Then rippled outward to the pharmacist in back—Mrs. Patterson, fiftyish, salt-and-pepper hair—and the two customers browsing the vitamin aisle.
"Morning," I said.
Jessica's mouth opened. Closed. Opened again.
"Logan," she managed. Her voice was breathy. "I—what can I—"
"Just picking up some things." I grabbed a basket and walked toward the supplement aisle.
Behind me, I heard Jessica exhale shakily. Heard her resume counting change, numbers stumbling out of her mouth. "That's, um, twelve—no, thirteen—sorry, fifteen dollars and—"
The elderly customer—Mrs. Chen, I recognized her from the town council meetings—smiled knowingly. "Take your time, dear."
I browsed the protein powder selection. Grabbed a container. Moved to the next aisle.
Jessica's register beeped. A receipt printed. Mrs. Chen collected her bag and walked past me toward the door.
She paused. Leaned in. Whispered: "Don't keep that poor girl waiting too long. She's been watching the door all morning."
Then she left.
I looked toward the counter. Jessica stood there, gripping the edge of the register. Her ponytail swayed as she glanced toward the back room—checking if Mrs. Patterson was watching—then back to me.
Her thighs pressed together.
I grabbed a few more items. Vitamins. Energy bars. Took my time.
By the time I reached the counter, Jessica's face was flushed. A thin sheen of sweat glistened on her forehead.
"Find everything okay?" she asked, voice strained.
"Yeah. Thanks."
She started scanning items. Beep. Beep. Beep. Her hands shook slightly.
"That'll be thirty-two forty-seven," she said.
I handed her two twenties.
She fumbled with the cash drawer. Pulled out bills. Counted once. Lost track. Counted again.
"Take your time," I said.
"I'm trying." She looked up at me, pupils dilated. "It's just—you're here, and I can't—I've been feeling it all morning, but now you're right here and I—"
She stopped. Swallowed hard.
"Do you need something?" I asked.
Jessica looked at the back room again. Mrs. Patterson was on the phone, back turned, focused on her conversation. The pharmacy was empty except for us.
"Yes," Jessica whispered. "God, yes. But I'm working. I can't just—"
"You don't have to stop working."
She blinked. "What?"
I moved around the counter. She took a half-step back, but didn't retreat. I stepped behind her, hands on her hips.
"What are you—" she started.
"Finish ringing me up," I said.
"But—"
"Trust me."
She stared at the register. Then, slowly, she turned back to it. Her hands hovered over the keys.
I lifted the back of her work polo. She wasn't wearing much—just khaki slacks and a thin belt. I unbuckled it. Unzipped her.
"Logan," she breathed. "Someone might come in."
"Then you should work fast."
I pulled her slacks down to her knees. Black panties, soaked through—the fabric dark and clinging to her pussy lips, the gusset completely drenched. I hooked a finger under the elastic and pulled them aside, exposing her pink, swollen cunt. Her arousal had left her thighs sticky and gleaming.
Jessica gripped the counter. Her ponytail swung as she looked back at me. "Are you really—"
I slid inside her.
Her pussy was tight and hot, gripping my cock as I pushed in. She gasped. Loud. Then bit her lip, stifling the sound. I felt her walls flutter and clench around my shaft, so wet I slid in easily despite how tight she was.
"Ring me up," I said.
"I—" She looked at the register. At the items still sitting on the counter. "I don't know if I can—"
"You can."
I thrust once. Slow. Deep. My cock dragged against her inner walls, hitting that spot inside that made her legs tremble. She moaned, then caught herself.
Her hands fumbled for the scanner. She picked up the protein powder, hands shaking, and scanned it.
Beep.
"Good girl," I murmured.
She made a sound halfway between a whimper and a laugh. Her pussy clenched around me reflexively. Scanned the vitamins.
Beep.
I started moving. Slow, steady rhythm. Nothing rushed. Just deep, measured thrusts that made wet sounds each time my hips met her ass. I could feel her arousal coating my cock, dripping down to my balls. She stood at the register, scanning items, bagging them, her cunt gripping me with each stroke.
The bell chimed.
Jessica froze.
I didn't stop.
A woman walked in—mid-thirties, yoga pants, canvas tote. She glanced at the counter, saw me standing behind Jessica, and smiled.
"Don't mind me," the woman said. "Just need to grab a prescription."
She walked toward the pharmacy window at the back.
Jessica's hands shook harder. She grabbed the energy bars, scanned them one by one.
Beep. Beep. Beep.
I felt her pussy clench around me. She was close. Trying to hold back. Trying to act normal while a customer walked ten feet away.
"Your total is thirty-two forty-seven," Jessica said, voice tight but steady. Professional, even.
"You already told me that," I said.
"Oh. Right." She looked at the cash I'd handed her earlier, still sitting on the counter. Picked it up. Hands trembling, she opened the cash drawer and made change.
I thrust deeper.
She gasped—covered it with a cough. Counted out bills. "Seven fifty-three is your change."
She set it on the counter. Then grabbed a bag and started loading my items.
The woman at the pharmacy window called out: "Jessica, can you check if my prescription is ready? It's under Rodriguez."
"One second!" Jessica called back. Then, quieter, to me: "I have to—"
"Go ahead."
She tried to step forward. I held her hips, kept her pinned to the counter, cock still buried inside her.
"I can't walk like this," she hissed.
"Then call out the answer."
She stared at me. Then turned toward the pharmacy window. "Mrs. Patterson! Is there a prescription ready for Rodriguez?"
Mrs. Patterson glanced up from her phone call. Checked her computer. "Not yet! Ten more minutes!"
The woman—Mrs. Rodriguez—nodded. "I'll wait."
She browsed the greeting card aisle.
Jessica turned back to bagging my items. Her movements were jerky now, uncoordinated. She was fighting the orgasm. I could feel it in the way her walls fluttered, the way her breathing hitched.
"Almost done," I said.
"I'm going to cum," she whispered. "I can't—not while she's here—"
"You can hold it."
"I can't."
I reached around and found her clit. Rubbed once. Firm pressure.
She bit her lip so hard I thought she'd draw blood.
"Hold it," I repeated. "Until she leaves."
Jessica nodded. Shaking. She loaded the last item into the bag. Folded the top. Set it on the counter.
"Thank you for shopping here," she managed. Professional. Practiced. Even with my cock inside her and my fingers on her clit.
Mrs. Rodriguez glanced over from the cards. "Logan! Didn't see you there. How are you?"
"Good, Mrs. Rodriguez. You?"
"Oh, wonderful. Absolutely wonderful." She smiled knowingly. "This town has been so... revitalized lately."
"Glad to hear it."
She selected a card, brought it to the counter. Jessica scanned it, bagged it, made change—all while I stayed buried inside her, fingers circling her clit in slow, torturous patterns.
"Have a great day," Jessica said.
"You too, dear." Mrs. Rodriguez collected her bag and walked toward the pharmacy window to wait.
The second she turned her back, Jessica came.
Silent. Completely silent. But I felt it—the way her pussy clamped down like a vise, rhythmic pulses squeezing my cock so hard I almost came with her. The way her whole body tensed, muscles going rigid. The way she gripped the counter so hard her knuckles went white. She came hard, her cunt spasming around my shaft, inner walls rippling and milking me while a fresh flood of wetness gushed out around my cock. She shook through it, biting her lip until the wave passed, her pussy still fluttering with aftershocks.
When it was over, she sagged against the counter, panting.
I pulled out. My cock slid free with a wet sound, and she felt the absence immediately, made a small sound of protest. I could see her hole gaping slightly, pink and slick, before it slowly clenched closed again.
"You did good," I said.
She turned, face flushed, ponytail askew. "That was—I've never—"
"I know."
She looked at the register. At Mrs. Rodriguez browsing magazines. At Mrs. Patterson still on the phone in back.
"No one knew," she whispered. "I just—I came, and no one noticed."
"That was the point."
She laughed—shaky, disbelieving. Then adjusted her clothes, zipped up, smoothed her polo. When she turned back to the counter, she looked almost normal. A little flushed. A little breathless. But working.
I grabbed my bag and change. "Thanks, Jessica."
"Come back soon," she said. Then, quieter: "Please."
I left the pharmacy.
 

Across the street, I saw her.
Sister Maria Delgado.
Standing at the window of St. Catherine's Church, one hand pressed flat against the glass. She'd watched the whole thing. I could see it in the way she stared—not at me, but at the pharmacy window. At Jessica, now back to her register, typing something into the computer like nothing had happened.
Sister Maria's other hand clutched her rosary.
Her thighs were pressed tightly together.
When she saw me looking, she didn't flee. Didn't turn away. Just stood there, frozen, caught between horror and hunger.
I held her gaze for a long moment.
Then she stepped back from the window and disappeared into the church's shadows.
I pocketed my change and headed toward campus.
Behind me, Brookvale continued its new rhythm. Women working. Women wanting. Women learning to do both at once.
And Sister Maria, watching from her church, trying to reconcile what she'd witnessed with everything she'd been taught.
I had a feeling she wouldn't be able to.
And when her faith finally broke, she'd come to me.
They always did.




Chapter 3: Sermon Temptation

St. Catherine's Church stood at the corner of Main and Oak, white clapboard building with a brass bell that tolled every hour. The confessional booth sat in the back corner, dark wood carved with crosses, latticed screens that let sound through but kept faces hidden.
Sister Maria Delgado locked herself inside at 2 PM.
Confession hours were posted outside: Tuesdays and Thursdays, 2-4 PM. Women lined up. Always women now. The men had stopped coming weeks ago—they had nothing to confess. Or rather, everything they'd confess would sound like bragging.
Maria settled onto the narrow bench, smoothing her habit. The black-and-white fabric was hot in the afternoon sun. Sweat beaded at her temples. She pressed her rosary beads between her palms and whispered a prayer.
"Dios mío, give me strength."
The first woman entered the adjacent booth. Maria heard the rustle of fabric, the creak of the kneeler.
"Bless me, Sister, for I have sinned. It's been one week since my last confession."
Maria recognized the voice. Mrs. Henderson. Yoga mom. Two kids. Married.
"Go ahead, my child."
"I..." Mrs. Henderson paused. "I had relations with Logan Hart. Three times this week. Once in his house. Once in my car. Once in the alley behind the grocery store while my husband waited inside with the cart."
Maria's fingers tightened on the rosary.
"Did you choose this?" Maria asked, voice steady. Professional. "Or did you feel coerced?"
"Oh, I chose it. God, I chose it. I've been thinking about him constantly. My husband knows. He's fine with it. He says I'm happier now. More... satisfied."
"Then where is the sin?"
"I don't know." Mrs. Henderson's voice dropped. "That's why I'm here. It feels too good to be sinful. But I'm married. I took vows. Shouldn't I feel guilty?"
Maria swallowed. "If your husband consents, and you choose freely, then perhaps guilt is unnecessary. But examine your heart. Pray on it."
"Thank you, Sister."
Mrs. Henderson left.
The next woman entered.
"Bless me, Sister, for I have sinned."
Another confession. Another Logan encounter. This time at the diner—bent over the counter during lunch rush, customers watching, nobody objecting.
Then another. And another.
Five women. Six. Seven.
Each one described their encounter in detail. Graphic, explicit detail. Where Logan had touched them. How he'd made them feel. The way they'd orgasmed while doing laundry, while grading papers, while driving home from work because the plume lingered on their skin.
Maria listened. Gave guidance. Offered absolution.
But with each confession, the heat between her legs intensified.
She'd seen him that morning. Logan, across the street at the pharmacy. She'd watched through the church window as he'd walked inside. Watched as he'd—
She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to banish the image. But it was burned into her mind. Jessica at the register. Logan behind her. The way Jessica had continued working, scanning items, bagging purchases, while he—
"Dios mío," Maria whispered.
The eighth woman entered the booth.
"Bless me, Sister..."
Maria barely heard the words. Her thighs pressed together beneath her habit. The rosary beads bit into her palm. She was wet. Had been wet since morning. Since watching that pharmacy scene. Since hearing these confessions.
The woman described being fucked in Prof Rowan's lab while taking notes. Scientific observations mixed with moans. Beakers rattling on the counter.
Maria's free hand slipped to her lap.
No. She was a bride of Christ. She'd taken vows. Chastity, poverty, obedience. She couldn't—
The woman finished her confession and left.
The booth was empty now. Confession hours were over.
Maria sat alone in the dark, breathing hard.
She should leave. Should go to her quarters. Should pray for strength, for purity, for the ability to resist this... this temptation that had consumed Brookvale.
Instead, she reached down and locked the confessional door.
 

Her hand shook as she lifted the hem of her habit.
She wore nothing underneath—the rules of her order forbid unnecessary undergarments. Modesty through simplicity. But right now, that simplicity meant easy access.
Her fingers found her pussy. Soaked. Swollen. Aching. Her lips were puffy and slick, her clit already hard and throbbing. She could feel how wet she was, arousal coating her inner thighs, the musky scent of her need filling the small booth.
"Perdóname," she whispered. "Perdóname, Dios."
She touched herself. One finger, sliding through the slick folds, gathering wetness. She gasped at the sensation—electric, overwhelming, her hips jerking at even that gentle touch.
This was sin. This was everything she'd been taught to resist. But she couldn't stop. Couldn't think past the need, the hunger, the images flooding her mind.
Logan at the pharmacy counter. Logan in the lab. Logan in Mrs. Henderson's car, in the alley, in a dozen different places with a dozen different women, and they all described it the same way: Perfect. Overwhelming. Divine.
Divine.
Maria's finger circled her clit.
She'd studied theology at seminary. Thomas Aquinas. Augustine. Bernard of Clairvaux. They'd all written about ecstasy, about the physical manifestation of spiritual union. Augustine said pleasure was a gift from God, meant to draw souls closer to the divine.
What if he was right?
What if this—this plume, this awakening—wasn't temptation at all, but revelation?
"Oh God," she moaned.
Her finger moved faster. She bit her lip, stifling the sound. The confessional was small, wood walls thin. Anyone passing in the church could hear.
But everyone had left. The priest was in his office. She was alone.
She slipped a finger inside herself.
Tight. So tight. She was a virgin—had been since taking her vows at twenty-three. Five years of celibacy. Five years of denying her body, her desires, everything except service to God.
And now one finger felt like too much and not enough simultaneously. Her inner walls clenched around the intrusion, hot and wet and gripping. She could feel her own pulse throbbing inside her cunt.
She imagined it was Logan. His hand instead of hers. His fingers exploring, finding that spot inside that made her gasp. His thick cock pushing into her virgin hole, stretching her, filling her completely. His voice in her ear, low and commanding: Good girl.
"Dios mío," she panted. "Dios mío, perdóname."
She added a second finger. The stretch burned slightly—she was so tight, unused to penetration. She pumped slowly, mimicking what she'd seen, what the women had described. Her fingers made wet sounds as they moved in and out, her arousal coating them completely. Her thumb found her clit, rubbing in circles, and the dual sensation made her thighs tremble.
The rosary beads hung from her other hand, swaying with the motion.
This was blasphemy. Masturbating in the confessional booth. Fantasizing about a man while wearing her habit. Breaking her vows in the house of God.
But it felt like prayer.
It felt like the times she'd knelt before the altar and felt God's presence wash over her—that same warmth, that same sense of rightness, that same certainty that she was exactly where she was meant to be.
"Please," she whispered. To God. To Logan. To whoever was listening. "Please."
Her fingers moved faster. Her hips rocked against her hand. The bench creaked beneath her.
She thought about the pharmacy. About Jessica's face—flushed but professional. About the way she'd scanned items, made change, bagged purchases, all while being penetrated. Multitasking. Competent. Unfazed.
Could Maria do that? Could she continue her duties while Logan—
The thought pushed her over the edge.
She came. Hard. Silently biting her fist to muffle the cry that tried to tear from her throat. Her pussy clenched around her fingers rhythmically, spasming and gripping them like she was trying to pull them deeper. Her thighs trembled, pressed tight together around her hand. Her habit bunched around her waist as her hips bucked involuntarily. She came picturing Logan inside her, his thick cock stretching her virgin cunt, filling her completely, making her prove she could pray and fuck simultaneously. Fresh wetness gushed around her fingers, soaking her hand, dripping onto the wooden bench beneath her.
When the waves subsided, she collapsed against the confessional wall, panting. Her fingers were still buried inside her, her pussy still pulsing with aftershocks.
Shame hit immediately after.
She pulled her hand away, smoothed her habit, clutched her rosary. Tears streamed down her face.
"Perdóname," she sobbed. "Perdóname, Padre. I'm weak. I'm sinful. I—"
She stopped.
Was she?
The women who'd confessed today—none of them seemed ashamed. None of them seemed corrupted. They seemed... satisfied. Happy. Living their lives with a new dimension of pleasure woven through their daily tasks.
Was that really sin?
Or was her shame just conditioning? Years of being told that female pleasure was dangerous, that desire was weakness, that her body belonged to God and God alone?
Maria stood on shaking legs. Unlocked the door. Stepped out into the church.
The afternoon light streamed through stained glass, painting the pews in blues and golds.
She walked to the altar. Knelt. Clasped her hands.
"Dios mío," she prayed. "Show me the truth. Is this temptation or calling? Is Logan Hart a test of my faith, or an answer to a question I didn't know I was asking?"
No divine voice answered.
Just silence. And the memory of how good her fingers had felt.
She stayed there, kneeling, praying, until she heard voices.
 

The church's side door opened.
Heavy footsteps. Male voices.
Maria stood quickly, smoothing her habit. She moved toward the sacristy—the priest's robing room—but the voices came from that direction.
She recognized one voice. Father Murphy, the parish priest. Elderly, kind, traditional.
The other voice made her freeze.
Captain Patrick Hutchins.
"—appreciate you meeting with me, Father," Hutchins was saying.
"Of course, Captain. What troubles you?"
"This town. This... sickness that's infected it. I know you've seen it too. Women abandoning their responsibilities. Marriages tested. And that young man—Logan Hart—at the center of it all."
Maria pressed against the wall, hidden in the shadows near the altar.
"I've observed the changes," Father Murphy said carefully. "But I've also heard confessions. The women don't seem distressed. And their husbands appear accepting."
"Accepting?" Hutchins' voice rose. "They're enablers. They've been brainwashed by his... his pheromones or whatever science mumbo-jumbo Rowan is peddling. This is a cult, Father. A sex cult. And it's corrupting Brookvale from the inside."
"Captain, I understand your concern, but—"
"He was in this church. Just days ago. I saw him. And when he left, Sister Maria looked..." He paused. "Changed."
Maria's breath caught.
"What are you implying?" Father Murphy's voice cooled.
"I'm not implying anything. I'm stating facts. Logan Hart is a predator. He targets vulnerable women. And now he's targeting women of God. If we don't stop him, he'll destroy everything decent in this town."
"And what do you propose?"
"I'm building a case," Hutchins said. "Public indecency, at minimum. But I need the Church's support. I need you to speak out against him. Call it what it is: sin. Corruption. Evil."
Father Murphy was silent for a long moment.
"I can't do that," he said finally.
"Why not?"
"Because I don't know that it is evil. Unusual, yes. Unprecedented, certainly. But evil requires intent to harm. And from what I've seen, Logan Hart hasn't harmed anyone."
"He's corrupting souls!"
"Or perhaps," Father Murphy said gently, "he's revealing something about human nature that makes you uncomfortable. That doesn't make him evil, Captain. It makes him... complicated."
Hutchins made a sound of disgust. "So you won't help."
"I'll pray for guidance. For you, for Logan Hart, for this town. But I won't condemn a young man without evidence of actual wrongdoing."
"Then you're complicit."
"I'm cautious. There's a difference."
Footsteps. Hutchins storming toward the door.
"This isn't over," he said. "Hart will slip up. And when he does, I'll be there. With or without the Church's blessing."
The door slammed.
Father Murphy sighed.
Maria stayed hidden, heart pounding.
Hutchins was building a case. Planning something. And Father Murphy, bless him, had refused to help—but he wouldn't actively protect Logan either.
She waited until the priest left, then slipped out through the side door.
 

Her quarters were small. A narrow bed. A desk. A crucifix on the wall.
She sat on the bed, still trembling from the confessional, from Hutchins' visit, from everything.
She needed to decide.
Stay silent, keep her vows, resist the temptation. Or seek answers. Confront Logan directly. Find out if this feeling—this hunger, this certainty that there was something divine in the plume—was real or delusion.
Her theology books lined the shelf. She pulled down Augustine's Confessions.
Flipped to a passage she'd memorized years ago:
"Our hearts are restless until they rest in Thee."
She stared at the words.
Her heart was restless. Had been for six weeks. And no amount of prayer had quieted it.
Maybe it was time to seek rest elsewhere.
She set down the book, pulled out a slip of paper, and wrote:
Please meet me at St. Catherine's. I need to speak with you. —Sister Maria
She folded it. Tomorrow she'd give it to Lena to pass along.
For tonight, she'd pray.
And hope that God—or whoever was listening—would forgive her for what she was about to do.




Chapter 4: Interrogation Initiation

The police station sat on the edge of downtown, a squat brick building with barred windows and a flagpole out front. I'd never been inside before. Never had a reason to.
Until today.
The summons arrived via text at 8 AM.
Unknown Number:
Logan Hart. This is Officer Keisha Williams, Brookvale PD. Captain Hutchins has requested you come in for questioning regarding ongoing complaints. Please arrive at 2 PM today. This is not optional.
I showed the text to Lena over breakfast.
She frowned. "Complaints?"
"Hutchins."
"What's he complaining about? That his wife is finally smiling?"
I laughed, but the unease lingered. Hutchins had been watching for weeks. Taking notes. Building something.
And now he'd sent a cop to bring me in.
"Should I be worried?" I asked.
Lena set down her spatula. "Legally? No. Everyone's consenting. Everyone's over eighteen. There's no crime here."
"But?"
"But Hutchins is old-school. He doesn't like change. And you, Logan, represent the biggest change this town has ever seen."
She wasn't wrong.
Six weeks ago, Brookvale was sleepy, sexually frustrated, ordinary. Now it was a permanent free-use paradise where women fucked me while conducting daily tasks.
That kind of shift pissed off traditionalists.
And Captain Hutchins was the biggest traditionalist Brookvale had.
"I'll go," I said. "Answer their questions. Show them there's nothing illegal happening."
Lena nodded. "Just be careful. Hutchins wants a reason to arrest you. Don't give him one."
 

I arrived at the station at 1:55 PM.
The building smelled like burnt coffee and old paperwork. A receptionist sat behind bulletproof glass, typing on a computer. She looked up when I entered.
And froze.
The plume hit her like a wave.
Her fingers stopped mid-keystroke. Her breath caught. Her eyes widened, pupils dilating.
"I'm, uh—" She swallowed. "I'm here for... wait, no. You're here. You're Logan Hart."
"Yeah."
"Oh God." She pressed her thighs together. "Officer Williams is expecting you. I'll... I'll let her know."
She picked up the phone. Her hand shook as she dialed.
"Officer Williams? Logan Hart is here. Yes. Okay. I'll—" She paused. "No, I'm fine. I'm just... yes. I'll send him back."
She hung up and pointed down a hallway. "Interrogation Room Two. Third door on the left."
"Thanks."
I walked past her desk. She was sweating now, one hand gripping the edge of the counter.
"Mr. Hart?"
I stopped. "Yeah?"
"Is it true? What they say about you?"
"Depends what they say."
"That you can make a woman cum just by being in the same room."
I grinned. "Not quite. But close."
She bit her lip. "Maybe after your interview, I could—"
"Text Lena. She'll put you on the schedule."
The receptionist nodded, flushed, and returned to her computer.
But I could see her legs still pressed together beneath the desk.
 

Interrogation Room Two was small, windowless, and deliberately uncomfortable. A metal table bolted to the floor. Two chairs—one on each side. A camera in the corner, red light blinking.
And sitting in the far chair, arms crossed, jaw tight:
Officer Keisha Williams.
She was thirty-four, athletic, with close-cropped natural black hair and warm brown eyes that currently held nothing but suspicion. Her police uniform was crisp—navy shirt, badge gleaming, utility belt heavy with gear.
But I could see the tension in her shoulders. The way her fingers drummed the table. The slight sheen of sweat on her forehead.
The plume was already working on her.
"Sit," she said.
I sat.
She pulled out a notepad and pen. Clicked the pen twice. Then met my eyes.
"Do you know why you're here, Mr. Hart?"
"You tell me."
"Captain Hutchins has received multiple complaints about your... activities. Public indecency. Disturbing the peace. Possible coercion."
I raised an eyebrow. "Coercion?"
"The pheromone." She tapped her pen on the notepad. "Some people believe it removes free will. That women can't consent if they're under its influence."
"Those people are wrong."
"Are they?" She leaned forward. "Explain it to me, then. How does this plume work? What does it do?"
I leaned back in my chair. "It amplifies attraction. Makes women more aware of their desires. But it doesn't override consent. Every woman I've been with has chosen to be there."
"Chosen," she repeated. "Or felt compelled?"
"Chosen."
She wrote something in her notepad. "And you've been with... how many women?"
"I don't keep count."
"Ballpark."
"Maybe fifty. Maybe more."
Her pen stopped moving. She looked up. "Fifty women in six weeks?"
"Give or take."
"And they all chose this?"
"Every single one."
She stared at me. Then set down her pen and rubbed her temples.
"Do you have any idea how insane this sounds? A twenty-year-old college student with a genetic mutation that makes him irresistible to women? It's like a bad porno."
"It's not a porno. It's my life."
"Your life." She laughed—sharp, humorless. "Your life has turned Brookvale upside down, Mr. Hart. Women are distracted at work. Marriages are... complicated. The captain's wife—" She stopped. "Never mind."
"What about her?"
Keisha shook her head. "Doesn't matter. Point is, this can't continue unchecked. There need to be boundaries. Rules."
"There are rules. Consent. Respect. No coercion."
"And who enforces those rules? You?"
"Everyone. The women enforce them. Their husbands enforce them. Even Rowan's documenting everything for scientific purposes."
Keisha picked up her pen again. "Prof Rowan. She's part of this too?"
"She's studying the plume. Making sure it's safe."
"By fucking you in her office?"
I met her eyes. "Among other things."
Keisha's jaw tightened. She scribbled something else in her notepad.
Then looked up.
"Tell me about Sister Maria."
I kept my face neutral. "What about her?"
"Captain Hutchins saw you enter St. Catherine's Church yesterday. You were inside for thirty minutes. Then you left. Sister Maria didn't emerge for another hour."
"So?"
"So what were you doing in there?"
"Talking."
"Talking."
"Yeah."
"About?"
"Faith. Temptation. The plume."
Keisha leaned forward. "Did you have sex with her?"
I held her gaze. "I'm not answering that."
"Why not?"
"Because whatever happened between me and Sister Maria is between us. If you want to know, ask her."
Keisha's eyes narrowed. "She's a nun, Mr. Hart. A bride of Christ. If you coerced her—"
"I didn't coerce anyone. Maria made her own choices. Just like every other woman in this town."
"Including me?"
I paused. "What?"
"Including me," she repeated. Her voice was quieter now. Strained. "You think I don't feel it? The plume? I've been sitting in this room with you for ten minutes, and I can barely focus. My uniform is soaked. My heart is racing. And all I can think about is—"
She stopped. Stood abruptly.
"This interview is over."
 

She didn't leave.
But she also didn't lock the door.
She stood there, hands gripping the back of her chair, staring at the table.
"Officer Williams?"
"Shut up." Her voice shook. "Just... shut up for a second."
I stayed silent.
She took a deep breath. Then another.
"This isn't fair," she said finally. "I'm supposed to be investigating you. I'm supposed to be objective. Professional. But I can't—" She looked at me. "I can't think straight when you're in the room."
"Then leave."
"I can't."
"Why not?"
"Because—" She laughed bitterly. "Because part of me doesn't want to." She stopped. Shook her head. "No. No, I'm not doing this."
She moved toward the door.
I stood. "Keisha."
She froze, hand on the doorknob.
"If you leave now," I said, "you're going to spend the rest of the day thinking about this. About what could have happened. And it's going to drive you crazy."
"I know." She turned the knob. "But I'm still leaving."
She opened the door and stepped into the hallway.
Then looked back.
She dismissed me curtly, then walked away without another word.
 

I left the station at 3:00 PM.
The receptionist watched me leave, legs still pressed together, phone already in hand.
As I stepped outside, I saw him.
Captain Hutchins.
Standing by his cruiser in the parking lot. Arms crossed. Watching.
He didn't say anything.
Neither did I.
But the message was clear: this wasn't over.
Hutchins was still building his case. Still looking for cracks.
 

Back in the interrogation room, Keisha locked the door.
She leaned against it, pressing her thighs together, fighting the ache that pulsed between her legs. Her uniform was soaked through with sweat. Her hands shook.
"No evidence of wrongdoing," she muttered to herself, forcing her legs to carry her to her desk.
She filed the report—standard interview, no probable cause, case closed—then pulled up the patrol roster on her computer.
She requested a new route. West side of town. Opposite end from Logan's street.
For the next two days, she told herself. Just two days to clear her head.
Her finger hovered over the submit button.
Then she clicked it.
 

I climbed into my car and drove home, the weight of Hutchins' investigation settling heavier than before. But Keisha was fighting the plume, and that made her unpredictable: both a threat and an opportunity.




Chapter 5: Classroom Continuation

The lecture was already in progress when I arrived.
Rowan had texted me an hour earlier: Come to class. Need you.
Not "need a sample." Not "need to discuss data."
Just: Need you.
I stood outside Lecture Hall B at 3:30 PM, watching through the narrow window in the door.
Thirty students. Tiered seating. Whiteboard covered in molecular diagrams.
And at the front, by the board, chalk in hand—
Prof Evelyn Rowan.
Teaching.
I opened the door and walked in.
 

Every head turned.
Whispers rippled through the room. Students recognized me. Some had seen me on campus. Others had heard the stories.
Rowan paused mid-sentence, chalk hovering over the whiteboard. Her eyes locked on mine.
"Logan," she said. Voice steady. Professional. "Thank you for joining us."
"Sorry I'm late, Professor."
"Not a problem." She gestured to an empty seat in the front row. "Please, sit."
I walked down the aisle. The plume rolled off me in waves. Female students squirmed in their seats. Pressed their thighs together. Fanned themselves with notebooks.
The male students glanced between me and Rowan, confused but intrigued.
I sat in the front row, directly in front of the whiteboard.
Rowan turned back to the board. "As I was saying, the hydrogen bonds here create a stable lattice structure. The electrons—"
She stopped. Took a breath.
"—the electrons occupy specific orbital shells, which determines bonding behavior."
I watched her. The way her hand trembled slightly holding the chalk. The way her lab coat strained across her shoulders. The way her ass looked in that pencil skirt.
She glanced at me. Then back to the board.
"Any questions so far?"
A student raised their hand. "Professor Rowan, can you explain the valence electron configuration again?"
"Of course." Rowan wrote on the board. Her handwriting was shaky now. "The valence electrons are the outermost shell electrons. They determine how an element bonds with—"
I stood.
The room went silent.
I walked to the front of the class. Rowan's eyes tracked me, chalk frozen mid-letter.
"Logan," she said quietly. "What are you—"
I stepped behind her.
Put my hands on her hips.
"Keep teaching," I said.
She stared at the board. At the students. At the equation half-written in chalk.
Then, slowly, she turned back to the whiteboard.
"The valence electrons," she continued, voice tight, "determine bonding behavior. For example—"
I lifted the back of her lab coat. Pulled up her skirt, exposing her ass to the entire lecture hall. The fabric bunched around her waist, revealing black lace panties that were visibly wet, the fabric clinging to her pussy lips.
A student gasped.
Rowan kept writing. "—for example, oxygen has six valence electrons. It needs two more to complete its shell, which is why—"
I hooked my fingers under the elastic of her panties. Black lace. Soaked through, the gusset completely drenched. I could see the outline of her pussy through the wet fabric, her lips swollen and pink.
"—which is why oxygen forms two covalent bonds," she finished.
I pulled her panties down to her knees, exposing her completely. Her pussy was glistening, inner lips parted slightly, arousal already dripping down her thighs.
The room was dead silent now. Thirty students staring. Some with mouths open. Others pulling out phones.
Rowan's hand shook so badly the chalk scraped against the board.
"Logan," she whispered. "They're watching."
"I know. Keep teaching."
I freed my cock. Lined myself up.
And pushed inside.
Rowan gasped. Loud. Sharp. Her hand slapped the whiteboard, leaving a chalk mark.
Then she cleared her throat. Straightened. Picked up the chalk.
"Hydrogen," she said, voice strained but audible, "has one valence electron. It forms a single bond. We see this in water—H2O—where two hydrogen atoms bond with one oxygen."
I started moving. Slow, steady thrusts. Deep. Rowan braced one hand against the whiteboard, the other still holding chalk.
"The molecular geometry," she continued, drawing a diagram, "is bent. The bond angle is approximately one hundred and four point five degrees."
Her hand moved across the board. Writing. Drawing. Circling key concepts.
All while my cock filled her.
A student raised their hand.
"Yes?" Rowan called, not turning around.
"Um... should we be... taking notes on this?"
"On the molecular geometry? Yes. Write it down."
Pens moved. Laptops clicked. Students scribbled notes while I fucked their professor at the whiteboard.
Rowan drew another diagram. "The electron pairs repel each other, which is why—oh—which is why the shape is bent rather than linear."
She'd almost moaned. Caught herself. Kept lecturing.
"This is called VSEPR theory. Valence Shell Electron Pair Repulsion. It predicts molecular shape based on—fuck—based on electron pair arrangement."
She wasn't catching herself anymore.
I thrust deeper, angling to hit that spot inside her that made her legs tremble. Her pussy clenched around me, soaked and tight, inner walls gripping my shaft with each stroke. Her lab coat hung open now, white blouse clinging to her chest. I could see her bra through the fabric—straining, D-cups pushed up with each breath, her hard nipples clearly visible poking through the thin material.
"Another example," she panted, still writing, "is ammonia. NH3. Nitrogen has five valence electrons. Three hydrogens bond—ah—bond with it, leaving one lone pair."
I could feel her getting wetter with each thrust, her arousal coating my cock and dripping down her thighs. The smell of sex filled the lecture hall, mixing with chalk dust and chemistry lab chemicals.
A pin fell from her French twist. Then another. Her hair started coming loose, chestnut strands falling around her shoulders.
But she kept teaching.
"The shape is—is trigonal pyramidal. The bond angle is one hundred and seven degrees. Write that down."
Students wrote frantically. Some were filming now—I could see phones pointed at the whiteboard. At Rowan. At me behind her, hands on her hips, fucking her through the lecture.
She drew a third diagram. Her glasses slipped down her nose. She pushed them up with one hand, never stopping the chalk with the other.
"Methane is tetrahedral. Carbon has four valence electrons, forms four bonds with hydrogen. Perfect symmetry. Bond angle: one hundred and nine point five degrees."
I reached around and found her clit.
Rowan's knees buckled. She caught herself against the whiteboard, leaving a long chalk streak.
"Tetrahedral," she repeated, voice breaking. "Perfect symmetry. The most stable configuration."
I rubbed her clit in slow circles, matching the rhythm of my thrusts.
"Professor Rowan?" A student's voice. "Are you okay?"
"Fine," she gasped. "I'm fine. Just—just focus on the shapes. Memorize them for the exam."
She turned to face the class, my cock still inside her. Leaned back against the whiteboard. Her lab coat had fallen off one shoulder. Her blouse was half-untucked. Her hair fell in waves around her flushed face.
She looked thoroughly fucked.
And she wasn't done teaching.
"The exam," she said, breathing hard, "will cover chapters eight through twelve. You need to know—oh God—you need to know electron configuration, orbital shapes, bonding theories, and molecular geometry."
I thrust harder. Her hips rocked forward, but she stayed upright. Stayed talking.
"VSEPR theory is critical. Memorize the shapes. Linear, bent, trigonal planar, pyramidal, tetrahedral—"
She listed them while I fucked her. Voice steady despite the way her body trembled. Despite the way her pussy clenched around me with each thrust.
A student raised their hand. "Will there be practice problems?"
"Yes. Chapter twelve. Problems one through twenty. Do them all."
"Do we need to know hybridization?"
"Yes. SP, SP2, SP3 hybridization. It's in chapter ten."
She was answering questions. Taking more questions. Assigning homework. All while being penetrated in front of thirty students.
This was the signature beat. The free-use evolution. Women continuing their tasks while being fucked.
And Rowan was a fucking master at it.
"Any other questions?" she asked.
Silence. Students stared, phones still recording.
"No? Then class is dismissed. Read chapter twelve for next time. Homework due Friday."
Students started packing. Slowly. No one wanted to leave. But Rowan just stood there, my cock still buried inside her, waiting for them to go.
One by one, they filed out. Whispering. Filming until the last second.
The door closed.
The room was empty.
Rowan's legs gave out.
I caught her, bending her forward over the desk. She gripped the edge, panting.
"Fuck me," she gasped. "Fuck me properly now. No more teaching. Just—just fuck me."
I obliged.
Drove into her hard. Fast. The desk creaked under us. Her glasses fell off, clattering to the floor. Her hair fell completely loose, pins scattering across the desk.
"Yes," she moaned. "God, yes. I've been wet all day. Wanted you all day. Couldn't focus. Couldn't think. Just needed—needed this—"
I gripped her hips, slamming into her. She pushed back to meet each thrust, desperate, shameless.
"I came twice during that lecture," she panted. "Twice. While writing on the board. While answering questions. And no one noticed."
"They noticed."
"They filmed."
"I know."
"Good." She looked back at me, eyes wild. "Let them watch. Let them see what you do to me. Let them know I can teach chemistry and get fucked simultaneously. Let them—ah—let them know I'm not just a professor. I'm yours."
She came. Hard. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a vise, rhythmic pulses milking me. She cried out, nails scratching the desk, her whole body shaking with the intensity of her orgasm.
I drove in one last time and emptied inside her.
Hot spurts of cum pumped directly into her pussy, my cock pulsing with each thick rope. She moaned, collapsing onto the desk, trembling through the aftershocks. I felt her cunt continue to flutter around me, squeezing out every last drop.
When I pulled out, my cock slid free with a wet sound. Thick white cum immediately started pouring from her gaping hole, running down her thighs in thick streams and dripping onto the floor below, forming a small puddle.
She stayed bent over the desk, panting.
"They filmed it," she said again.
"Yeah."
"It'll get to Hutchins."
"Probably."
She turned her head, looked at me through strands of hair. "Good. Let him see. Let him see that I chose this. That I can do my job and fuck you at the same time. That his precious morality doesn't stand a chance against this."
She pushed herself up. Pulled her panties up. Smoothed her skirt. Buttoned her lab coat.
When she turned around, she looked almost normal. A little flushed. Hair messy. But working.
She picked up her glasses, put them on, and started erasing the whiteboard.
"Same time next week?" she asked.
I grinned. "You're inviting me back?"
"Every lecture. I want them to see. I want them to know this is the new normal." She paused, chalk in hand. "And I want Hutchins to have all the evidence he needs to see that he can't stop this."
 

I left the lecture hall at 4:15 PM.
Students lingered in the hallway. Whispering. Watching me pass.
One girl—blonde, early twenties—stepped forward.
"Logan?"
"Yeah?"
"That was... that was incredible. Professor Rowan didn't stop teaching once. She just—" The girl paused, flushed. "Can you do that with anyone?"
"Anyone who wants it."
"And they just... keep working?"
"If they're good at it, yeah."
She bit her lip. "I work at the campus bookstore. Tuesday and Thursday afternoons. If you ever need... textbooks."
She walked away before I could respond.
I checked my phone. Three new texts.
Lena:
Dinner at 6. Don't be late. Skye and I have plans for dessert.
Dana:
April wants another shift with you. Wednesday lunch rush?
Unknown Number:
I prayed. The answer was yes. I'll come to you tonight. —M.
Sister Maria.
I pocketed my phone and headed toward the parking lot.
Behind me, Brookvale Community College buzzed with gossip. With videos. With evidence that would definitely reach Captain Hutchins.
But I didn't care.
Let him watch.
Let him see that Brookvale had chosen this.
And there was nothing he could do to stop it.




Chapter 6: Evidence Locker

Week 6, Day 3. I hadn't slept in two days.
The college video sat on my desktop, timestamp 15:30, file name "HartRowanLectureHallB.mp4". Anonymous tip. Captain Hutchins had assigned it to me personally, dropped the flash drive on my desk with a smirk that said he knew exactly what it would do to me.
"Review it," he'd ordered. "Find evidence of coercion, drugs, anything prosecutable."
I'd nodded. Professional. Detached.
That was forty-eight hours ago.
Now I sat alone in the evidence locker, door locked, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, my hand hovering over the play button for the seventh time. The room smelled like old case files and desperation. My uniform clung to my skin, damp with sweat that had nothing to do with the broken AC.
I clicked play.
The video opened on a college chemistry lecture hall. Prof Evelyn Rowan stood at the whiteboard, fitted lab coat over a white blouse, hair in that perfect French twist. Thirty students filled the seats, laptops open, pens poised. Normal. Professional.
Then Logan Hart walked into frame.
My breath caught.
He approached from behind, casual, like he was just checking the lecture notes. The professor didn't pause her explanation of electron shells, didn't even glance back. She kept writing, kept talking, her voice steady and clear through the camera's audio.
Logan's hands slid around her waist.
She shifted her stance slightly, spreading her legs. Still lecturing. Still writing molecular diagrams on the board.
He lifted her skirt.
"—and as you can see here," Prof Rowan gestured at the whiteboard with her chalk, "the valence electrons occupy the outermost shell, which determines—"
Logan pulled her panties aside.
My hand pressed between my thighs.
No. I was reviewing evidence. I was looking for signs of coercion, drugs, mind control, anything that would justify Hutchins' vendetta. I was a professional. I was—
Logan slid inside her.
Prof Rowan's voice didn't waver. "—which determines the element's bonding behavior and chemical properties. Now, if we look at the periodic table—"
She kept teaching. Kept writing. Kept calling on students to answer questions while Logan fucked her slow and deep, his hands gripping her hips, her lab coat swaying with each thrust. A student asked about covalent bonds. The professor answered, drew a diagram, circled the shared electrons.
She didn't pause. Didn't moan. Just taught chemistry while his cock filled her.
My fingers pressed harder.
I told myself I was analyzing her body language. Looking for distress signals. Signs of unwillingness. But her shoulders were relaxed, her gestures fluid, her voice animated when she explained a complex concept. When Logan hit deep, she just shifted her weight, angled her hips, and continued the lecture without missing a beat.
She was multitasking. Teaching and fucking simultaneously, both tasks receiving equal focus.
My clit throbbed against my palm.
The video continued. Fifteen minutes. Twenty. Prof Rowan assigned problem sets, corrected a student's lab technique error, explained electron configuration patterns. Logan never stopped moving. Never rushed. Just maintained that steady rhythm while she educated a room full of undergrads.
When he came inside her, she calmly capped the marker, dismissed class, and wiped the board clean. Students filed out. The professor turned, kissed Logan once, and walked toward the camera with cum visibly dripping down her inner thigh.
The video ended.
I sat in the dark evidence locker, hand still pressed between my legs, uniform pants soaked through.
I hadn't found evidence of coercion. I'd found evidence of the most efficient woman I'd ever seen, handling two tasks at once with perfect competence. And it had turned me on more than anything in my entire thirty-four years.
Fuck.
I looked at the locked door. Checked the security camera in the corner—offline for "maintenance" according to the tag I'd placed there an hour ago. I was alone. Safe. No one would know.
My hand slipped inside my waistband, fingers pushing past the elastic of my panties.
The plume wasn't even here. Logan Hart was across town, probably balls-deep in some other woman who was simultaneously cooking dinner or filing taxes or whatever impossible multitasking act this town had normalized. But the memory of his pheromones from the interrogation room still lingered in my mind, mixed with the image of Prof Rowan's unfazed lecturing, and I couldn't—
I couldn't stop.
My fingers found my clit, already swollen and slick with arousal. My pussy was soaked, my panties completely drenched. I bit my lip, replayed the video in my mind. Prof Rowan's steady voice. Logan's slow thrusts. The way she gestured at the whiteboard mid-penetration like it was the most natural thing in the world.
I imagined myself in her place. Bent over my desk at the station, reviewing case files while Logan fucked me from behind. Writing reports mid-orgasm. Answering phone calls with his cock buried inside me, my voice professional and calm while my pussy clenched around him.
My fingers moved faster.
God, I hated this. Hated him. Hated how good the fantasy felt. I was a cop. I was supposed to arrest him, not masturbate to footage of his conquests. But my body didn't care about duty or professional ethics. My body wanted what every other woman in Brookvale had: to be fucked while going about daily life, to prove I could handle both, to earn that look of satisfaction when I didn't pause my work.
I circled my clit harder, gasping in the dark. My other hand pushed down, fingers sliding through my wetness before pushing inside.
Two fingers slid into my tight pussy, and I had to bite back a moan. I was so wet my fingers made obscene squelching sounds as I pumped them in and out.
In my fantasy, I was taking witness statements while Logan pounded me against the interrogation table. I was typing up reports with his cum leaking into my panties, feeling it drip down my thighs while I maintained a professional demeanor. I was directing traffic at Main and Oak while he bent me over the cruiser hood, his thick cock stretching me while I never stopped blowing the whistle, never stopped waving cars through, just took him deep and did my fucking job.
My free hand grabbed my breast through my uniform shirt, squeezing hard. The badge pressed cold against my palm. I added a third finger, stretching myself, imagining it was Logan's cock filling me.
I imagined Hutchins walking in and finding me like this—not now, but in the fantasy, finding me getting fucked over my desk while I filed his precious evidence reports. I imagined his face going red, his threats, and me just calmly stapling pages together while Logan made me come.
The orgasm hit like a freight train.
I bit down on my fist, stifling the moan that tried to rip out of me. My pussy clamped down on my fingers, rhythmic pulses gripping them tight. My hips jerked against my hand, legs shaking, uniform pants soaked through. I came hard, vision whiting out, my cunt spasming and gushing wetness over my hand, the fantasy of Logan and competence and proving I could multitask better than any woman in this town crashing through me in waves. Fresh arousal flooded around my fingers, soaking my panties completely.
When I finally stopped shaking, I sagged in the chair, breathing hard. My fingers were still buried inside me, my pussy still fluttering with aftershocks.
Shame hit immediately after.
I'd just masturbated to evidence footage. In the evidence locker. While investigating the man I was supposed to be building a case against. This was—this was exactly what Hutchins warned about. The "infection" he kept ranting about. I'd let the plume get to me, let Logan Hart compromise my professional judgment.
I pulled my hand free, wiped it on my pants, and tried to steady my breathing.
I needed to delete this from my mind. Forget the video. Forget the fantasy. Forget the way my body had responded to the idea of being fucked while doing my job. I was Officer Keisha Williams, goddamn it. I didn't break.
The door handle rattled.
My heart stopped.
"Williams?" Captain Hutchins' voice came through the door, sharp and suspicious. "Why is this locked?"
Fuck. Fuck.
I yanked my hand out of my pants, zipped up, smoothed my shirt. "One second, Captain!"
"Open this door. Now."
I grabbed a random evidence box from the shelf, made sure my face wasn't flushed, and unlocked the door.
Hutchins stood in the hallway, arms crossed, eyes narrowed. He looked past me into the locker, scanning for—what? Evidence of what I'd just done?
"What were you doing in here?" he asked.
"Reviewing the Hart footage," I said, keeping my voice level. Professional. "You assigned it to me."
"With the door locked?"
"Wanted to focus. No interruptions."
His gaze dropped to my uniform pants. I prayed he couldn't see the wet spot. The fluorescent lights were dim enough. Probably. Maybe.
"And?" he pressed. "Find anything prosecutable?"
I forced myself to meet his eyes. "No, sir. No evidence of coercion, drugs, or non-consensual activity. Prof Rowan appears to be a willing participant. The students didn't react negatively. No grounds for arrest."
Hutchins' jaw tightened. "That's it? You watched that video and found nothing?"
"Nothing that would hold up in court," I said. "If anything, it undermines the case. She's clearly consenting. Active participation."
He stared at me for a long moment. I kept my face neutral, my breathing steady, everything a cop should be when delivering an evidence review. Inside, my clit still throbbed, my panties still clung wet to my skin, and the shame ate at my gut like acid.
"You're sure," Hutchins said slowly, "that you're not letting him infect you."
"I'm sure, Captain."
"Because you've been distracted lately. Jumpy. And now you're locking yourself in evidence lockers—"
"I was reviewing sensitive footage," I cut him off. "Standard procedure for adult content evidence."
Hutchins' eyes narrowed further, but he couldn't argue with procedure. He backed off a step, but his suspicion hung in the air like smoke.
"File your report by end of day," he ordered. "And Williams? Stay away from Hart. I don't need my officers compromised."
"Yes, sir."
He walked away, footsteps echoing down the hall.
I waited until he turned the corner, then leaned against the doorframe, legs trembling.
That was close. Too close.
I looked back at the computer screen, the paused video still visible. Prof Rowan mid-lecture, Logan behind her, both of them locked in that impossible rhythm of sex and work.
I should delete it. Close the file. Write the report and move on.
Instead, I saved it to a personal thumb drive and slipped it into my pocket.
Just for evidence, I told myself. In case I needed to review it again.
The lie tasted bitter.
I locked the evidence locker behind me, straightened my uniform, and headed back to my desk. My panties squelched with every step. My pulse still hammered. And somewhere across town, Logan Hart was probably fucking another woman who didn't pause her daily tasks.
I hated him.
I wanted him.
And I was absolutely, completely fucked.




Chapter 7: Holy Inquiry

Week 6, Day 5. The church felt different at 11:00 AM on a weekday.
Empty pews stretched before me, sunlight filtering through stained glass and painting the floor in reds and golds. The smell of incense and old wood hung in the air, familiar and comforting in a way that made what I was about to do feel even more forbidden.
Sister Maria Delgado waited in the front pew, hands folded in her lap, rosary beads threaded through her fingers. Her black-and-white habit covered everything except her face, but I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her chest rose and fell with controlled breathing.
She'd sent a note to Lena's house that morning: Please meet me at St. Catherine's. I need to speak with you. —Sister Maria
Now I walked down the center aisle, my footsteps echoing on stone. The church was old—one of the first buildings in Brookvale, built when the town was just a logging camp. The crucifix above the altar watched me approach.
Sister Maria stood when I reached her pew. Up close, she was younger than I'd expected—late twenties. Her skin was warm bronze, a faint blush coloring her cheeks. Deep brown eyes looked up at me, uncertain.
"Thank you for coming," she said softly. Her voice had a slight accent, Spanish underneath the careful English. "I wasn't sure you would."
"Your note said it was important."
"It is." She glanced at the altar, then back to me. "I need to ask you something. Something I can't ask the priest, or the bishop, or anyone in the Church."
I waited.
She took a breath, clutching her rosary tighter. "Is this lust, or is it divine calling?"
The question hung in the air between us.
"I don't understand," I said.
"The plume," she clarified, words coming faster now. "What you've done to this town. What you've awakened. I've spent six weeks listening to confessions—women describing encounters with you in ways that sound like... like religious ecstasy. Like they've touched something sacred. And I..."
She trailed off, looked away.
"You feel it too," I finished for her.
"Yes." The word was barely a whisper. "I feel it. The pull. The need. I pray, and I think of you. I read Scripture, and I imagine your hands on my skin. I give communion, and I wonder what you taste like."
Her face flushed deeper, but she held my gaze.
"I studied theology at seminary," she continued. "Thomas Aquinas. Augustine. Bernard of Clairvaux. They all wrote about divine ecstasy, about physical pleasure as a metaphor for union with God. Augustine said, 'Our hearts are restless until they rest in Thee.' But what if... what if physical pleasure isn't a metaphor? What if it's the actual mechanism?"
I'd never heard anyone talk about my pheromones like this before. Most people just accepted them, got lost in them, stopped asking questions. But Sister Maria was different. She was trying to understand.
"You think the plume is religious?" I asked.
"I think pleasure this pure, this overwhelming, this universal—it can't be accidental," she said. "In seminary we learned that God works through nature, through biology, through the material world. What if this is that? What if you're not a temptation, but an instrument?"
She took a step closer. The plume was here, of course—it covered all of Brookvale now. But standing this close, I could see it working on her. Her pupils dilated. Her breathing quickened. A faint sheen of sweat appeared on her forehead.
"I've been praying for guidance," she said. "For weeks. And every time I pray, the answer is the same: Find out."
"Find out what?"
"If this is sin or revelation." She looked at me earnestly. "I need to know. I need to understand what God is trying to tell me through this... through you."
The rosary beads clicked together as her hand moved.
"And if it's sin?" I asked.
"Then I'll confess it, do penance, and beg forgiveness." Her eyes met mine, fierce and determined. "But if it's not... if this is actually divine calling... then I need to follow it. No matter where it leads."
I studied her face. She was serious. This wasn't just arousal talking—though the plume was definitely affecting her. This was theological inquiry wrapped around desperate need, a woman trying to reconcile her vows with the reality of her body's response.
"What do you want from me?" I asked.
"The truth," she said. "Not about the pheromones or the science. Tell me what it feels like for you. When you're with these women, when they give themselves to you—do you feel anything sacred? Anything beyond just physical pleasure?"
I thought about it. Really thought about it.
"Yeah," I said finally. "I do. It's not just sex. It's connection. Trust. They let me see them at their most vulnerable, and they don't hide. They don't fake it or perform. They just... exist. Honestly. And that feels sacred to me."
Sister Maria's breath hitched. She pressed the rosary to her chest.
"That's what I thought," she whispered. "That's what all the women describe in confession. Not just pleasure, but truth. Like the plume strips away pretense and lets them be fully themselves."
"And you want that?"
"I don't know." Her voice broke. "I'm terrified. I took vows, Logan. Chastity. Poverty. Obedience. I dedicated my life to God. If I break those vows, if I choose this path, I lose everything. My order. My community. My purpose."
"But?"
"But what if God is asking me to?" She looked up at me, tears in her eyes. "What if this is my purpose? To understand this. To help other women understand it. To bridge the gap between faith and desire."
I stayed silent, letting her work through it.
"I've been masturbating in the confession booth," she admitted suddenly. Voice raw. "After hearing their stories. I lock the door and touch myself and imagine you, and it feels like prayer. It feels like the times I've knelt before the altar and felt God's presence. That same warmth. That same certainty."
"What are you asking me, Maria?"
She looked at the altar. At the crucifix. At the stained glass windows casting colored light across the pews.
"I'm asking," she said slowly, "if you'll be patient with me. I'm not ready for... for what the other women have done. But I need to explore this. Carefully. Theologically. I need to understand before I act."
"Okay."
"Okay?" She blinked. "That's it?"
"You're not ready. I'm not going to push. When you are—if you are—you know where to find me."
She stared at me. "Most men would—"
"I'm not most men."
"No." A small, shaky smile. "You're not."
We stood there in the church, sunlight streaming through stained glass, the weight of her decision hanging between us.
"Can I ask you something?" she said after a moment.
"Yeah."
"The women who've been with you—do any of them regret it?"
"Not that I know of."
"Do you think I will? If I choose this?"
I met her eyes. "I don't know. That's something you have to decide."
She nodded slowly. "Thank you. For being honest. For not... for not taking advantage."
"I wouldn't do that."
"I know." She looked down at her rosary. "I should go. I need to pray more. Think more. Figure out what God is telling me."
"Take your time."
She turned to leave, then stopped.
"Logan?"
"Yeah?"
"When I'm ready—if I'm ready—will you still...?"
"Yes."
She exhaled shakily. "Okay. Thank you."
She walked down the aisle toward the side door, habit swishing against the stone floor. I watched her go, respecting the space she needed.
Then I heard something clatter.
I looked down.
A rosary lay on the floor near the pew. Black beads, worn smooth from years of prayer.
She must have dropped it in her haste.
I bent and picked it up. The beads were still warm from her hands. I called out her name, but she was already gone.
I stood in the empty church, rosary in hand, sunlight painting the pews in blues and golds.
Outside, I heard a car door slam. An engine start. I moved to the window and saw Captain Hutchins' cruiser pulling away from the curb across the street.
He'd been watching. Again.
But for once, there was nothing to see. Just a conversation. A theological debate. A woman wrestling with her faith.
Nothing illegal. Nothing he could use.
I pocketed the rosary, a tangible symbol of her turmoil, and left the church through the front door.
The sun was bright after the dim interior. Warm on my skin. The plume followed me like a shadow as I walked to my car.
Behind me, St. Catherine's bell tolled noon. Twelve chimes echoing across Brookvale.
And somewhere in her quarters, Sister Maria was praying.
Deciding.
When she made her choice, I'd be ready.
Until then, I had a town to satisfy.




Chapter 8: Station Standoff

Week 6, Day 6. 15:00. Dana's restaurant was packed for late lunch.
I sat at the counter eating a taco, watching Dana work the kitchen through the service window. She moved with practiced efficiency—chopping vegetables, stirring pots, plating orders—her gold hoop earrings swinging with each motion. The savory smell of grilled meat and spices filled the air, mixing with the ever-present plume.
The bell over the door chimed.
Captain Hutchins walked in, flanked by two uniformed officers. The lunch crowd went quiet. Conversations died mid-sentence. Forks paused halfway to mouths.
Hutchins scanned the restaurant until his gaze landed on me. His face was red, jaw tight, hand resting on his belt near his cuffs.
"Logan Hart," he announced loudly, making sure everyone heard. "We need to talk."
I finished chewing, swallowed, took a sip of water. "About what?"
"About the multiple complaints we've received regarding public indecency, lewd conduct, and disturbing the peace." He pulled out a small notebook, flipped it open. "In the past six weeks, we've had forty-seven formal complaints filed against you."
The number was bullshit. I knew for a fact most of the town supported what was happening. But Hutchins didn't care about truth—he cared about spectacle.
"Those complaints were investigated," I said calmly. "Officer Williams found no evidence of criminal activity."
"Officer Williams is compromised." Hutchins snapped the notebook shut. "Which is why I'm taking over the investigation personally. And based on what I've observed, I have grounds to arrest you for public indecency."
The restaurant was dead silent now. Every eye on us.
Dana appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. "Captain, I don't know what you think you observed, but Logan's been sitting at my counter eating lunch. That's not a crime."
"Stay out of this, Ms. Cruz," Hutchins warned. "This is police business."
"This is my restaurant," Dana shot back. "And you're disrupting my customers during the lunch rush. If you have actual grounds to arrest him, do it. Otherwise, leave."
Hutchins' face reddened further. "I'm warning you—"
"And I'm warning you," Dana interrupted. "You've been harassing Logan for weeks. Everyone in town knows it. You're not protecting anyone. You're just trying to maintain your power now that people have realized they don't need you controlling their lives."
A few customers murmured agreement.
Hutchins looked around, saw the hostile faces, the lack of support. His hand moved to his cuffs. "Fine. Hart, you're under arrest for—"
I stood up from the counter stool.
Walked around the counter into the kitchen.
Dana turned to face me, confused for a moment, then understanding dawned in her molten caramel eyes. She glanced at Hutchins through the service window, then back at me.
"Now?" she asked quietly.
"Now," I confirmed.
She smiled, slow and wicked, then turned back to the stove. Stirred a pot of beans. Checked the rice. Flipped chicken breasts on the grill.
I stepped behind her, hands sliding around her waist.
The customers at the counter could see us through the service window. So could Hutchins.
"Hart!" he shouted. "Step away from her and—"
I lifted Dana's tank top, exposing her lower back. Her brown skin glistened with kitchen heat, a sheen of sweat making it shine. She kept stirring the beans, didn't pause her work.
I unbuttoned her jeans.
"I said step away!" Hutchins was at the counter now, leaning over, face apoplectic. "You're under arrest! You're—"
Dana's jeans slid down. Black lace panties, already damp from the plume—the fabric clinging to her pussy lips, darkened with wetness. I pulled them aside, exposing her swollen, glistening cunt. Her arousal had already soaked her thighs.
She adjusted the heat on the stove, tasted the beans, added salt. Her ass pressed back against my cock, grinding against me.
I unzipped, freeing my cock. The head pressed against her slick entrance.
"Jesus Christ, Hart, stop!" Hutchins slammed his palm on the counter. "Everyone, clear this restaurant! This is a crime scene!"
No one moved. The customers watched, fascinated.
I pushed inside Dana.
Her pussy was hot and tight, gripping my cock as I slid in. She gasped, but her hand never stopped stirring the beans.
She gasped, then steadied herself against the stove and kept cooking. I felt her inner walls clench around me, hot and slick, gripping my shaft with each thrust. She stirred the beans with one hand, flipped chicken with the other, her hips pushing back to meet my thrusts. The gold hoops swung, catching light. I could feel her getting wetter with each stroke, her arousal coating my cock and dripping down her thighs.
"Oh God," someone in the crowd whispered.
Hutchins stared, mouth open, his brain clearly unable to process what he was seeing. I was fucking Dana Cruz over her restaurant stove during the lunch rush, my cock buried deep in her pussy, and she wasn't pausing her work. Wasn't crying out or protesting. Just cooking, competent and steady, while I moved inside her. The wet sounds of our fucking mixed with the sizzle of the stove.
"You see this?" Hutchins shouted at the customers. "This is what I'm talking about! Public indecency! He's corrupting—"
"She's cooking," one of the customers interrupted. "Looks pretty uncorrupted to me."
"She's working during it," another added. "Impressive, honestly."
Dana reached for the spice rack, grabbed cumin, sprinkled it into the pot. Her pussy clenched around my cock when I hit deep, but her hand didn't shake. She stirred, tasted, approved.
An order ticket printed from the machine mounted above the stove. Dana grabbed it, scanned it, and started plating without missing a beat. Beans, rice, chicken, salsa, cilantro—all assembled perfectly while I fucked her from behind.
She slid the plate through the service window to a waiting customer.
"Order up," she called. "Chicken bowl, extra salsa."
The customer took the plate, nodded thanks, and returned to his table.
Hutchins looked like he was having a stroke.
"This is... you can't... everyone here is witnessing a crime!"
"What crime?" Dana asked, voice steady despite the cock inside her. She started on the next order—chopping tomatoes, dicing onions, her knife work precise. "I'm running my business. He's not interfering with anything."
"He's fucking you!"
"And I'm cooking." She scooped rice onto a plate. "I can do both. Most women in this town can. We're good at multitasking, Captain. Maybe you should try it sometime."
A few customers laughed.
I gripped Dana's hips tighter, thrust deeper. My cock drove into her pussy with force, making her ass ripple with each impact. She braced against the stove, adjusted her stance, and kept working. Her cunt clenched around me, inner walls rippling and gripping my shaft. Plated another order. Called it out. Stirred the beans again. All while being thoroughly fucked.
Her rhythm was perfect—work and sex synchronized, neither task suffering, both completed with full attention. I could feel her arousal dripping down to my balls, her pussy so wet it made obscene squelching sounds with each thrust. This was what the plume had evolved into. Not mindless lust, but competent pleasure. Women who didn't have to choose between daily life and satisfaction. They could have both.
Hutchins' radio crackled. "Captain, we have a 10-54 at the intersection of Main and Oak. Vehicle accident, need—"
"Not now!" he barked into the radio.
"Sir, we need—"
"Handle it yourselves!" He clipped the radio back, turned to his officers. "Arrest him. Both of you. Get him out of there."
The two officers looked at each other. Neither moved.
"That's an order!" Hutchins shouted.
"Sir," one of them said carefully, "I don't... I don't see grounds for arrest. She's consenting. No one's being harmed. And technically they're in the kitchen, which is private property, not public—"
"It's visible through the window!"
"So is cooking," the officer countered. "We can't arrest someone for having sex in their own business if both parties are consenting adults."
Dana plated another order, this one with extra care—garnish arranged artfully, sauce drizzled in a spiral. She passed it through the window with a smile. "Lunch special. Enjoy."
I felt my orgasm building. Dana must have felt it too, because her pussy tightened, clenching and milking my cock with rhythmic pulses. Her inner walls gripped me like a vise, hot and slick. Her breath quickened even as her hands stayed steady on the cookware.
"Hutchins," I said, looking directly at him through the service window, "you can't arrest me for this. You know it. Your own officers know it. The whole town knows it. You're just pissed that you're losing control."
"I'm upholding the law!"
"You're trying to reverse progress," Dana added, still cooking. "This town has changed. Women are happier. Marriages are stronger. The economy is booming from tourism. But you can't stand it, because it means people don't need you deciding what's moral anymore."
Hutchins opened his mouth to respond—
The door chimed again.
Officer Keisha Williams walked in, uniform crisp, badge gleaming, her face carefully neutral. She took in the scene—me behind Dana, customers watching, Hutchins red-faced at the counter—and sighed.
"Captain," she said evenly. "What's going on?"
"Williams! Finally, someone with sense. Arrest Hart for public indecency, lewd conduct—"
"On what grounds?" Keisha interrupted.
"On the grounds that he's fucking a woman in full view of—"
"In her private business, with her consent, during legal operating hours." Keisha crossed her arms. "Sir, I already investigated Hart. No criminal activity. If you have new evidence, I need to see it."
"The new evidence is right there!" He jabbed a finger at the kitchen window.
Keisha looked at me, at Dana, at the customers eating peacefully. "I see a business owner running her restaurant. I see customers being served. I don't see anyone filing a complaint."
"I'm filing a complaint!"
"You're not a victim or a witness to a crime, Captain. You're just upset." Keisha's voice was firm, professional. "If you want to press charges, you'll need to file proper paperwork, conduct an investigation, and present evidence to the DA. But right now, you're disrupting a business during operating hours, which is against health code regulations."
Hutchins stared at her, betrayal written across his face. "You're siding with him."
"I'm siding with the law," Keisha said. "Which you seem to have forgotten."
I thrust deep into Dana one last time and came, filling her with hot spurts of cum. My cock pulsed inside her, pumping thick ropes of seed directly into her pussy. She shuddered, orgasm hitting her mid-motion—I felt her cunt clamp down on my shaft, spasming and milking every drop from me—but her hand stayed steady on the spoon.
"Order up," she gasped out, voice only slightly strained. "Veggie bowl, no cheese."
I pulled out slowly. My cock slid free with a wet sound, and I could see thick white cum immediately start dripping from her gaping hole. Dana reached for a towel, wiped herself efficiently between her legs, pulled her panties and jeans back up over her cum-filled pussy, and continued cooking like nothing had happened. The lunch rush wasn't over. She had orders to fill.
I zipped up, walked back around the counter, and sat down at my stool. Picked up my taco. Took another bite.
The restaurant was dead silent.
Then someone started clapping.
Another person joined in. Then another. Within seconds, the entire restaurant was applauding. Not for me—for Dana. For the sheer competence of cooking lunch while being fucked and not missing a single order.
Dana blushed, smiled, and waved through the service window. "Thanks, folks. Tip jar's by the register."
Hutchins looked around at the clapping customers, at his officers who refused to make an arrest, at Keisha who stood firm between him and me.
"This isn't over, Hart," he growled. "You think you've won, but you haven't. I'm going to—"
"Captain," Keisha interrupted quietly. "You need to leave. Now. Before I file a report about you harassing a citizen without cause."
Hutchins' face cycled through several shades of red and purple. For a moment, I thought he might actually have a heart attack right there in Dana's restaurant.
Instead, he spun on his heel and stormed out, his two officers following reluctantly.
The door slammed shut.
Silence, then the restaurant burst into conversation—excited chatter, laughter, speculation about what would happen next.
Keisha approached the counter, sat down on the stool next to me. "That was stupid."
"Maybe," I agreed.
"He's going to escalate now. You embarrassed him publicly."
"He was already escalating."
"True." She looked at me, something complicated in her brown eyes. "You need to be careful, Logan. Hutchins is dangerous when he's cornered. And he's definitely cornered now."
"Are you offering to help?"
She glanced at the kitchen, where Dana was back to cooking with her usual efficient grace. Then back at me. "I'm offering a warning. Twenty-four hours. Stay low. Don't give him ammunition."
"And if he comes after me anyway?"
"Then I'll do my job." She stood up, adjusted her badge. "Which is enforcing the law, not his personal vendetta."
She walked out, leaving me alone at the counter.
Dana appeared from the kitchen, leaned over the counter, and kissed me. Her lips tasted like cumin and satisfaction.
"Thanks for the assist," she said.
"You did all the work."
"Damn right I did." She grinned. "But now Hutchins knows he can't touch you without going through half the town first. That was the point, right? Public demonstration that we're on your side?"
"Something like that."
"Well, it worked." She glanced at the full restaurant, all the customers who'd just witnessed the standoff. "Word's going to spread fast. By tonight, everyone in Brookvale will know you fucked me in front of the police captain, and I didn't stop cooking once."
I looked through the window at the street outside. Hutchins' cruiser was gone, but I could feel the weight of his threat hanging over the town.
Keisha was right. He was going to escalate.
But so was I.
My phone buzzed. Text from Sister Maria: Tonight. Your house. 19:00. I've made my decision.
I pocketed the phone, finished my taco, and left money on the counter for Dana.
Hutchins wanted a war. He was going to get one.
But first, I had a nun to welcome home.




Chapter 9: Oral Offering

Week 6, Day 6. 19:00. I waited in the kitchen.
Lena and Skye had taken April out to dinner—girls' night at the new Italian place downtown. The house was empty except for me and the sound of my own breathing. I'd cleaned up, showered, changed into fresh clothes. Now I sat at the kitchen table, Sister Maria's rosary beads laid out in front of me.
A knock at the door. Soft, hesitant.
I opened it.
Sister Maria stood on the porch, still wearing her full habit—black dress, white wimple, everything that marked her as a woman of God. But her eyes were different. Determined. Resolved. She clutched a Bible to her chest like a shield.
"I prayed," she said without preamble. "For hours. I read Scripture. I meditated. I asked God to show me if this was sin or calling."
"And?"
"The answer was yes." She stepped inside, and I closed the door behind her. "Not yes it's sin, or yes it's calling. Just... yes. Yes to the question I was afraid to ask. Yes to the need I've been fighting. Yes to you."
She walked into the kitchen, set the Bible on the table next to her rosary beads. Her hands shook slightly.
"I'm still a nun," she said. "I still believe in God, in Scripture, in the teachings of the Church. But I also believe God speaks through our bodies. Through pleasure. Through connection. And if I ignore this calling just because it doesn't look like what the Church expects... then I'm not listening to God. I'm listening to men who wrote rules centuries ago."
I stayed quiet, letting her work through it.
"Thomas Aquinas said pleasure is not sinful in itself—only when it's disordered, when it pulls us away from God." She turned to face me. "But this doesn't pull me away. It pulls me toward something sacred. Toward understanding. Toward a kind of communion I've never felt in Mass."
She took a breath, let it out slowly.
"So I'm here. To answer the question. To find out what God is teaching me through this."
"What do you want?" I asked.
"I want to learn." She stepped closer. "I want to understand what all those women in confession described. I want to feel what they felt. I want to know if this is divine or just... human need."
"It can be both."
"I know." She reached up, slowly unpinned her wimple. The white fabric fell away, revealing her hair—silky black waves that tumbled to her waist, longer than I'd expected. She'd kept it hidden under the habit for years. Now it framed her face, made her look younger, more vulnerable.
"I've never done this before," she said quietly. "Any of this. I entered the convent at eighteen. Took my vows at twenty-one. I've never kissed anyone except you yesterday. Never been touched. Never touched anyone."
"We can go slow."
"No." She shook her head. "If I go slow, I'll lose my nerve. I'll start doubting again, questioning, spiraling. I need to... I need to just do it. Commit fully. Leap and trust God to catch me."
She knelt.
Right there on the kitchen floor, habit pooling around her, hair spilling over her shoulders. She looked up at me with those deep brown eyes, wide and innocent and determined.
"Teach me," she whispered.
The plume thickened between us. I could see it affecting her—pupils dilating, breath quickening, a faint flush spreading across her bronze skin. But this wasn't just the pheromones. This was choice. Theological conviction wrapped around desperate need.
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"I'm terrified," she admitted. "But yes. I'm sure."
I stepped closer. She stayed kneeling, gaze locked on mine. Her hands reached up, trembling, and found my belt.
"I read about this," she said, fumbling with the buckle. "In the Song of Solomon. 'Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth, for your love is better than wine.' I always thought it was metaphor. But what if it wasn't? What if it was literal? What if Scripture was telling us that physical love—when it's sacred, when it's true—is how we taste the divine?"
She got the belt open, worked on the button of my jeans.
"What if the body of Christ isn't just bread?" she continued, her voice taking on a rhythmic, sermon-like quality. "What if it's all of us? What if when we offer ourselves to each other, we're offering Christ? What if communion isn't about symbolism, but about actual, physical union?"
She unzipped my jeans, pulled them down. My cock was already hard, the plume and her proximity making arousal inevitable. Thick and rigid, the head flushed dark with blood. She stared at it, lips parted, breathing fast. Her eyes widened—she'd never seen one before, and the reality was different from imagination.
"I used to take the Eucharist every day," she whispered. "The priest would say, 'Body of Christ,' and I'd say, 'Amen,' and take the wafer on my tongue. It was supposed to be Him entering me. Filling me. Completing me."
She reached out, touched my cock with her fingertips. Tentative. Exploring. Her fingers traced the prominent vein along the underside, felt the heat radiating from my shaft. A bead of precum formed at the tip, and she stared at it, fascinated.
"But I never felt completed," she admitted. "Just... hungry. Like something was missing."
Her hand wrapped around my shaft, clumsy but eager. Her fingers couldn't quite close around the girth. She stroked once, twice, testing the motion, feeling how the skin moved over the hardness beneath.
"Is this blasphemy?" she asked, looking up at me. "Or is this the most honest prayer I've ever prayed?"
"I don't know," I said truthfully. "But it feels sacred to me."
"To me too." She leaned forward, breath ghosting over the head of my cock. Her lips hovered inches from the swollen tip, and I could see her throat work as she swallowed nervously. "Body of Christ," she whispered. "Let me take and eat."
She opened her mouth and took me inside.
Warm. Wet. Clumsy and perfect. Her lips stretched around my girth, and I felt her tongue tentatively explore the head of my cock—licking the slit, tasting the precum that had gathered there. She didn't know what she was doing—her teeth scraped slightly, her rhythm was uneven—but the sheer reverence in the act made up for inexperience. She treated my cock like the Eucharist, like something holy to be consumed with devotion.
I groaned. Her eyes flicked up to mine, questioning, and I saw tears forming at the corners from the unfamiliar stretch of her jaw.
"You're doing great," I managed.
She made a sound in her throat—relief or arousal or both—and took me deeper. Her tongue pressed flat against the underside of my shaft, and she moved her head slowly, sacramentally, like she was receiving communion. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth, making my cock glisten as she worked.
"Take and eat," she mumbled around my cock, the words garbled but clear in intent. "This is my body, given for you."
The theological dirty talk was surreal and incredibly hot. She was recontextualizing every prayer, every Mass, every communion she'd ever received through the lens of this moment. Reclaiming her faith through pleasure.
She pulled back, gasped for air, and I saw thick strands of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. Then she took me deeper. Gagged slightly—the head of my cock hitting the back of her throat, making her throat convulse around me. Tears pricked her eyes, streaming down her cheeks, but she didn't stop. Just adjusted her angle and tried again, forcing herself to take more.
"I always wondered," she said, pulling off to catch her breath, her hand still stroking my spit-slick shaft, "why the mystics described union with God in such... sexual terms. Saint Teresa of Ávila wrote about being penetrated by an angel's spear, about the pain and pleasure being inseparable. Saint John of the Cross wrote love poems to God that sound like they're about a human lover."
She licked the length of my shaft, base to tip, her tongue tracing the prominent vein. Her saliva coated my cock, making it shine in the kitchen light.
"They knew," she continued. "They understood that the divine and the physical aren't separate. That we meet God through our bodies, not despite them."
She took me back into her mouth, deeper this time. Her lips stretched obscenely around my girth, and I felt her throat convulse as she tried to take more. Her hand cupped my balls, gentle and exploratory, feeling their weight, rolling them carefully in her palm. The rosary beads on the table clicked together as the table shook slightly.
I threaded my fingers through her hair—all that black silk she'd kept hidden for years—and guided her rhythm. Not rough, just... steady. She responded immediately, matching the pace I set, trusting me to lead her through this. Her head bobbed up and down on my cock, taking me deeper with each stroke. Wet sounds filled the kitchen—the slurp and suck of her mouth working my shaft.
"God," I breathed. "Maria, you're—"
She hummed around my cock, and the vibration shot through me like lightning. I felt it resonate through my shaft, making my balls tighten.
Her free hand slipped beneath her habit. I could see her arm moving, could imagine her fingers finding her clit through layers of fabric. She was masturbating while giving her first blowjob, chasing her own pleasure while offering mine, trying to achieve that union she'd been searching for. Her hips rocked slightly, grinding against her own hand.
"This is my blood," she whispered, pulling off again. Thick saliva connected her lips to my cock in glistening strands, stretching between us. Her lips were swollen and red, slick with spit and precum. "Shed for you. Drink of it."
She wasn't talking about my cum—at least, not literally. She was talking about sacrifice. About giving. About the theology of offering yourself completely to another person and trusting them to handle it sacredly.
She took me deep, deeper than before, until I hit the back of her throat. She gagged—I felt her throat spasm around the head of my cock, squeezing it tight—eyes watering, mascara running down her cheeks in black streaks, but held herself there for a long moment before pulling back. Saliva dripped from her chin onto her habit.
"I want to taste you," she said, her voice hoarse from the throat-fucking. "I want to swallow. I want to take you inside me the way I took the Eucharist every day for ten years. But this time... this time I'll actually feel full."
Her hand worked my shaft, slick with saliva, gripping tight and stroking fast, while her mouth focused on the head. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the sensitive crown, her own pleasure building beneath her habit. I could hear wet sounds from beneath the fabric where her fingers worked her pussy.
I felt my orgasm approaching, the pressure building at the base of my spine.
"Maria," I warned. "I'm close."
"Yes," she breathed. "Give it to me. Let me receive you."
She opened her mouth, tongue out flat, one hand stroking my cock fast and tight while the other worked frantically beneath her habit. Her eyes locked on mine, wide and dark and desperate. Saliva dripped from her extended tongue onto her habit.
"Body of Christ," she whispered. "I receive you."
I came.
The first thick rope of cum hit her tongue, and she moaned like she'd tasted salvation itself. The second splattered across her lips and cheek. The third hit her chin. She closed her mouth around the head of my cock and swallowed, throat working, taking everything I gave her. I felt my cock pulse again and again, pumping hot cum directly into her mouth.
Her own orgasm hit a moment later—I could see it ripple through her, the way her eyes rolled back, the way her body went rigid beneath all that black fabric. She moaned around my cock, the sound muffled and desperate, her throat vibrating around my shaft, and kept swallowing until I was finished. Her hips bucked against her hand, and I heard her gasp as she came on her own fingers.
When I finally softened, she released me. My cock slipped from her lips with a wet pop. She licked her lips, gathering the cum that had missed her mouth. Crossed herself—forehead, chest, left shoulder, right shoulder—and whispered something in Spanish. A prayer of thanks, maybe. Or confession.
She sat back on her heels, breathing hard, hair wild around her shoulders. Cum glistened at the corner of her mouth and on her chin. She wiped it with her thumb, looked at the thick white fluid coating her skin, then sucked her thumb clean, eyes closed in reverence.
"Holy,\" she whispered. "That was holy."
I helped her to her feet. She swayed slightly, legs unsteady. I steadied her, and she leaned into me.
"I felt it," she said against my chest. "The connection. The communion. It wasn't just physical, Logan. It was... transcendent. Like I touched something beyond myself."
"Is that what you were looking for?"
"Yes." She pulled back, looked up at me. "But it's also terrifying. Because if this is divine, if God is actually speaking through pleasure like this, then everything the Church taught me about celibacy and denial is wrong. And if they're wrong about this, what else are they wrong about?"
I had no answer for that.
She picked up her wimple from the floor, held it in her hands. Stared at it for a long moment.
Then she set it on the table next to her Bible and rosary beads.
"I can't wear this anymore," she said quietly. "Not until I understand what God wants from me. Not until I've figured out if I'm a nun who follows rules, or a nun who follows truth."
"What will the Church do if they find out?"
"Excommunicate me, probably." She smiled, sad but resolved. "But I'd rather be excommunicated and know God, than stay in the Church and miss Him entirely."
She walked to the door, then stopped. Looked back at me.
"I'll return," she promised, though her eyes were filled with a mix of terror and resolve. Then she fled into the night before I could say another word.
I stood in the kitchen, alone again. Her rosary and Bible remained on the table, along with the wimple she'd removed. On the counter, I found a small, folded note she must have left in her haste: "This is not sin. This is revelation."
Sister Maria had come looking for answers and found something that both terrified and thrilled her. Her flight was not one of rejection, but of a woman needing a moment to process a fundamental shift in her reality.
I picked up her rosary, running the beads through my fingers. She would be back. I was sure of it.
I cleaned up, turned off the lights, and headed upstairs.
Tonight belonged to Sister Maria's revelation—and the taste of communion she'd found on her knees.




Chapter 10: Plume Strike

Week 6, Day 8. Officer Keisha Williams had rules.
No driving past Logan Hart's street. No reviewing old case files related to him. No thinking about him during her shift. And definitely no masturbating in the evidence locker again.
She'd followed those rules for two full days.
Now, at 22:30, she sat in her cruiser at the corner of Maple and Third—three blocks from Logan's house—and felt every single rule shatter like glass.
The plume was different here.
She'd noticed it before, during the interrogation, during that humiliating moment in the evidence locker. But tonight it was worse. Thicker. More concentrated. Like the air itself had weight, pressing against her skin, seeping through her uniform, coiling around her clit with invisible fingers.
Prof Rowan had theorized the plume concentrated near Logan's home. Keisha had read the report, filed it away, and promptly tried to forget it.
She couldn't forget it now.
Her patrol route shouldn't have brought her here. She'd specifically requested routes on the other side of town. But dispatch had reassigned her last minute—some bullshit about covering for a sick officer—and now she sat three blocks from Logan Hart's house, sweating through her uniform, thighs clenched together so hard they ached.
The radio crackled. "Unit 7, status check."
Keisha grabbed the mic, forced her voice steady. "Unit 7, all clear. Continuing patrol."
"Copy that."
She should drive away. Continue the patrol. Stay professional.
Instead, she turned off the engine.
The silence pressed in, broken only by the distant sound of crickets and her own ragged breathing. The plume wrapped around her like a living thing, warm and insistent, making every nerve ending sing with need.
She'd been fighting this for weeks. Fighting the fantasies that crept in during quiet moments. Fighting the memory of Logan's scent in the interrogation room. Fighting the way her pussy clenched when she watched that video of Prof Rowan teaching chemistry while being fucked.
She was tired of fighting.
Her hand dropped to her lap, pressed against the seam of her uniform pants. The pressure sent a jolt through her, and she bit back a moan.
This was insane. She was on duty. In a police cruiser. On a public street.
But the plume didn't care about duty or public streets. It just coiled tighter, made her clit throb, made her nipples press hard against her bra under the uniform shirt. She could feel her panties soaking through, the wetness spreading.
Keisha looked out the window. The street was empty. Residential area, houses dark, everyone inside for the night.
Her hand moved on its own, unbuttoning her uniform pants.
"Fuck," she whispered. "Fuck fuck fuck."
She unzipped. Slid her hand inside, over her panties first, feeling the damp cotton—completely soaked through, clinging to her pussy lips. The heat beneath was intense. The contact made her hips jerk forward involuntarily.
She pulled her hand back, grabbed the steering wheel with both hands, white-knuckled. She was Officer Keisha Williams. She had discipline. She had control. She didn't masturbate in her cruiser while on duty because some twenty-year-old college kid's pheromones made her—
The plume intensified.
A spike of arousal so sharp it felt like being touched directly on her clit, and she gasped, hips jerking again. Her hands flew to her pants, yanked them down to her knees along with her soaked panties. The wet fabric peeled away from her pussy, and she could see the dark stain spreading across the crotch.
"No no no," she panted, even as her fingers found her clit. "I'm not doing this. I'm not—oh God."
The first touch sent electricity through her. She was swollen, slick, her clit hard and throbbing beneath her fingertips. So ready it was almost painful. Her fingers circled her clit, and the relief was immediate and overwhelming. Her arousal had already coated her inner thighs.
She slumped in the driver's seat, legs spread as far as the uniform pants around her knees would allow, one hand working between her thighs while the other gripped the seat for stability. Her pussy was completely exposed, glistening wet in the dim light from the dashboard.
This was wrong. This was so wrong.
But it felt like survival. Like if she didn't come right now, the need would consume her entirely.
Her fingers moved faster, slick with her own wetness. Two fingers slid inside her pussy—hot and tight and dripping—while her thumb worked her clit. She bit her lip, trying to stay quiet, trying to maintain some shred of dignity even while masturbating in a police cruiser because she couldn't resist a pheromone plume. Wet sounds filled the car—the squelch of her fingers pumping in and out of her soaked cunt.
The fantasy came unbidden: Logan bending her over the hood of this cruiser, uniform still on, badge clinking against metal while he fucked her in the middle of the street. She imagined his cock driving deep into her pussy, stretching her, filling her completely. She'd keep her radio on, answer dispatch calls while taking his cock, prove she could multitask better than Prof Rowan, better than Dana, better than any woman in this town.
She imagined Hutchins finding her like that and not being able to do anything about it. Imagined the captain's face going red while she directed traffic and got pounded simultaneously, never missing a beat, perfect and professional and owned by Logan Hart. In the fantasy, she could feel cum dripping down her thighs while she wrote a speeding ticket, could feel her pussy clenching around Logan's cock while maintaining perfect composure.
Her orgasm built fast, a pressure in her lower belly that spread outward. Her fingers worked frantically—pumping in and out of her soaked pussy, thumb circling her swollen clit. She could feel her inner walls starting to clench, getting tighter.
"Fuck," she gasped. "Fuck, I'm gonna—"
She came hard, back arching off the seat, hips jerking against her hand. Her pussy clenched and spasmed around her fingers, arousal gushing out as the orgasm ripped through her. She bit her fist to muffle the scream, body shaking with waves of release.
For a moment she just sat there, panting, slumped in the driver's seat.
Then she saw him.
Light bloomed at the edge of her vision. She turned her head.
Logan stood outside the cruiser window, hands in his pockets, watching her with those sea-green eyes.
Keisha froze, fingers still between her legs, uniform pants around her knees, caught in the most humiliating moment of her thirty-four years.
"Keisha," Logan said quietly.
The plume was so thick here she could barely breathe. He was the source, the center of it, and even with the orgasm fading, being this close to him reignited the need.
Her hand fumbled for her taser. Found it. Pulled it from the belt pooled around her ankles.
"Get away from me!" she yelled, voice shaking.
Logan held up his hands, took a step back. "Keisha—"
"I said get away!" She pointed the taser at him through the window, her hands trembling. "Stay the fuck back!"
He didn't move closer. Just watched her with those sea-green eyes. Patient. Knowing.
"You saw nothing," she hissed, yanking up her pants with one hand, the other keeping the taser aimed. "You understand? Nothing happened here."
"Whatever you say," Logan said calmly.
She zipped up, fumbling with the button. Her hands shook so badly she could barely manage it. The humiliation burned through her—caught masturbating in her cruiser like some desperate teenager, caught by the subject of her investigation, caught giving in to exactly what she'd been fighting for weeks.
"If you tell anyone—" she started.
"I won't," Logan said. "Your choice to make, Keisha. Not mine."
She wanted to scream at him. Wanted to arrest him. Wanted to do anything except what she actually felt, which was the desperate urge to fling open the door and beg him to finish what her fingers had started.
Instead, she slammed the cruiser into drive.
"Stay away from me," she warned, voice breaking. "Stay away from my patrol routes. Stay out of my sight."
"If that's what you want."
"It is." The lie tasted bitter. "It is what I want."
She floored the accelerator, tires screeching as the cruiser lurched forward. In the rearview mirror, she saw Logan standing in the street, hands in his pockets, watching her flee.
She grabbed the radio with shaking hands. "Unit 7, calling in sick. Requesting end of shift."
"Copy, Unit 7. Everything okay?"
"Just need to go home," she lied. "Not feeling well."
"Understood. Report to station at 08:00 tomorrow for paperwork."
Keisha drove away from Logan's street, away from the concentrated plume, away from the choice she couldn't make.
Not tonight.
Maybe not ever.
She told herself she was strong. Disciplined. In control.
But as she drove, she could still feel the ghost of need between her legs, still see his patient eyes in her rearview mirror.
And she knew, with sickening certainty, that she would come back.
Not tomorrow. But soon.
Too soon.




Chapter 11: Pregnant Praise

Week 6, Day 9. Evening.
I stood in the doorway of the master bedroom, watching three women prepare themselves for worship.
Lena. Skye. April.
All pregnant. All mine. All visibly showing now at 10-12 weeks.
The bedroom smelled like coconut oil and arousal. Lena had lit candles—vanilla-scented, casting warm light across the cream sheets. The bed frame creaked slightly as Skye adjusted pillows, her small bump pressing against the fabric of her crop top.
"You're staring," Lena said, glancing over her shoulder. Her honey-blonde hair swung loose around her face, no longer pulled back. The Pilates-sleek landlady who'd first bent over the stove six weeks ago had softened slightly—her belly rounding, her breasts fuller, nipples darker.
"Can you blame me?" I asked.
April giggled nervously from the edge of the bed. The shy waitress wore nothing but an oversized band tee—mine, I realized—that barely covered her soft curves. Her chestnut ponytail was down, hair loose around her shoulders, and her hand rested protectively over her own small bump.
"This was Lena's idea," April said quietly. "I've never... I mean, I've been with you, but not like this. Not all together."
"You'll be fine," Skye assured her, sliding across the bed. Her hazel-gold eyes found mine. "We're all here for the same reason."
"Which is?" I asked, stepping into the room.
Lena turned fully, and I saw what she'd been doing. Arranging bottles of oil on the nightstand. Setting out towels. Preparing the space like she was staging a ritual.
"To worship you," she said simply. "Properly. All three of us. No interruptions. No schedules. Just us and the man who put life inside us."
The plume thickened in the room. I could feel it—the permanent saturation that now covered all of Brookvale, concentrated here in my bedroom with three pregnant women who'd chosen this.
"Rowan texted," I said. "She wants me at the lab tomorrow. Something urgent."
"Rowan can wait," Lena said firmly. She walked toward me, belly leading, breasts swaying under her thin tank top. Milk had leaked through the fabric—two dark wet spots marking her nipples. "Tonight, you're ours."
She reached me, pressed her body against mine, and kissed me. Her lips tasted like vanilla and need. Behind her, I heard rustling—Skye and April moving on the bed, getting into position.
When Lena pulled back, her summer-sky eyes were half-lidded with arousal.
"We've been planning this," she admitted. "The three of us. We wanted to show you what it means to us. What you've given us."
"I didn't give you anything you didn't choose," I said.
"Exactly." She took my hand, placed it on her belly. The bump was firm, warm, undeniable. "We chose you. We chose this. And we want to celebrate it."
She led me to the bed.
 

April went first.
The shy waitress who'd been a virgin six weeks ago now knelt on the bed, hair spilling over her shoulders, thighs pressed together in nervous anticipation. Her soft C-cups filled out the band tee beautifully, nipples visible through the thin fabric.
"Come here," I said, sitting on the edge of the bed.
She crawled toward me—awkward, endearing, her small bump swaying slightly. When she reached me, she looked up with those Bambi-brown eyes, biting her lip.
"I've been thinking about you all day," she admitted. "At the diner. While taking orders. While serving food. I kept touching my belly and thinking... he did this. Logan put a baby inside me."
"Does that scare you?" I asked.
"No." She shook her head. "It makes me feel... claimed. Owned. In a good way. Like I'm yours now, completely."
I cupped her face, thumb brushing her cheek. She leaned into the touch, eyes closing.
"Show me," I said.
April's eyes opened. She reached for the hem of the band tee, pulled it up slowly, revealing inch by inch of soft olive skin. Her belly came into view first—that gentle curve, the slight outward press that marked ten weeks of pregnancy. Then her breasts, freed from the shirt, bouncing slightly as she pulled the fabric over her head.
She was beautiful. Soft and ripe and glowing with that pregnancy flush that made her skin luminous.
"Touch me," she whispered.
I did.
My hands traced her belly first, feeling the firmness, the life growing beneath. April gasped, arching into the touch. Then I moved higher, cupping her breasts. They'd grown since that first time at the diner—fuller, heavier, nipples darker and more sensitive.
When I squeezed gently, she moaned.
"They're so tender," she breathed. "Everything feels more intense since I got pregnant. Every touch, every thought of you—it all just... amplifies."
I leaned forward and took one nipple into my mouth. April cried out, hands flying to my hair, gripping tight. I sucked, tongue circling, and tasted something faint and sweet.
Milk.
Just a few drops, but it was there.
"Oh God," April gasped. "I didn't know I was—I didn't think—"
"You're leaking," I said, pulling back. A thin line of milk connected my lips to her nipple.
She looked down, eyes wide, and touched her breast. Sure enough, a small bead of milk welled at the tip.
"I'm lactating," she whispered, awed and aroused. "Already."
Lena laughed softly from where she sat on the bed. "Welcome to the club, April. It started for me last week. The pregnancy hormones combined with the plume—it triggers early milk production."
"Does it feel good?" April asked, still staring at her leaking nipple.
"Try it and find out," Lena suggested.
I lowered my mouth again, this time sucking harder. Milk flowed—just a trickle, but enough. April moaned loud and desperate, her hips grinding forward, seeking friction.
"I'm gonna cum," she gasped. "Just from this. Just from you sucking my—oh fuck, Logan—"
Her orgasm hit sudden and hard. She shook in my arms, thighs clenching, wetness soaking through her panties onto my leg. I kept sucking, kept drawing out that faint sweet milk, until she pushed me away, oversensitive and trembling.
"Holy shit," she panted. "I've never... just from my tits before."
"The pregnancy makes everything a trigger," Skye explained, crawling closer. Her own small bump pressed against April's side. "Trust me. I came yesterday just from Logan kissing my neck."
April looked at me, flushed and dazed. "I want more."
"Then take it," I said.
 

April rode me missionary, belly pressed to my abs, her soft C-cup breasts bouncing with each thrust. Milk leaked steadily now, warm droplets spattering onto my chest, mingling with sweat. She wasn't skilled—still learning rhythm, still figuring out angles—but her enthusiasm made up for it. Her tight pussy gripped my cock with every downward movement, slick walls dragging along my shaft.
"Fill me," she chanted, voice breathy and desperate. "Fill me, breed me, make me yours."
"You're already bred," I pointed out, thrusting up hard. My cock sank deep, the head kissing her cervix. Her pregnant pussy was swollen and hypersensitive, clenching involuntarily.
She cried out, head falling back. "Then fill me again. Prove you own me. Prove this baby is yours."
I gripped her hips and slammed deep, feeling her slick channel spasm around my throbbing cock. April screamed, cumming again, pussy clenching like a vice—rhythmic pulses milking my shaft, wetness flooding out around where we connected. I felt my own orgasm building, balls tightening, pressure coiling at the base of my spine.
"Gonna cum," I warned, voice rough.
"Inside," she begged. "Always inside. I'm already pregnant—you can't knock me up twice. So just... use me. Fill me."
I buried myself to the hilt and came.
Thick spurts of cum erupted deep inside her already-bred pussy, each pulse pumping more seed into her swollen channel. April collapsed onto my chest, sobbing with relief and satisfaction. Milk from her breasts smeared between us, sticky and warm, mixing with the sweat and cum that coated our bodies. I could feel my cock still twitching inside her, her pussy still fluttering with aftershocks.
"Thank you," she whispered against my skin. "Thank you, thank you, thank you."
I held her while she trembled, stroking her back, feeling the rapid flutter of her heartbeat.
Across the bed, Lena and Skye watched with hungry eyes.
 

Skye went next.
The petite art student climbed onto my lap while April curled up beside us, still panting. Skye's bump was small but pronounced—pressing against my stomach as she lined herself up.
"I want to show you something," she said, reaching for her phone on the nightstand.
"Now?" I asked, amused.
"Now." She tapped the screen, pulled up a folder. "I've been documenting everything. The pregnancy. The changes. The way my body's adapting to you."
She turned the phone toward me.
Photos. Dozens of them. Skye's belly at six weeks, barely visible. At eight weeks, a gentle curve. At ten weeks, unmistakable. Close-ups of her breasts, nipples darkening. Her pussy, swollen and glistening. Artistic shots, yes—her art-school training evident in the composition—but also raw and explicit.
"This is what you've done to me," she said, swiping through images. "Every change. Every mark. Every new curve. It's all because of you."
She stopped on a recent photo—her naked body in profile, bump prominent, one hand cupping her breast, milk beading at the nipple.
"I took this this morning," she admitted. "Right after you left for Rowan's office. I was thinking about you fucking her, and I got so wet I had to touch myself. And when I came, my tits started leaking."
She set the phone aside, looked at me with those wide hazel-gold eyes.
"I want you to fuck me while I look at these photos," she said. "I want to watch what you've done to my body while you do it again."
"That's twisted," I said.
"I know." She grinned. "But you like it."
She wasn't wrong.
 

Skye rode me cowgirl, phone propped against a pillow, photos scrolling in a slow slideshow. Her small tits bounced with each movement, nipples hard and dark, already leaking small amounts of milk despite being only ten weeks along. Her tight little pussy stretched around my cock, so snug I could feel every ripple of her inner walls.
"Look," she gasped, pointing at the screen. "That's from week six. I could barely see the bump. But you'd already put life in me. Your cum, your seed, growing inside my womb."
I gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm. She was tighter than April, her petite frame making every thrust feel deeper, more intense. Each time she sank down, her pussy gripped my shaft like a fist, slick heat engulfing me completely.
"And that one," she continued, bouncing faster, "that's from last week. You can see how much bigger my tits have gotten. The pregnancy hormones are insane. I'm probably gonna be a full C-cup by the time I deliver."
Her pace increased, ass slapping against my thighs, wetness coating my cock and dripping down my balls. I could see where we joined—her pink pussy lips stretched wide around my thick shaft, glistening with her arousal.
"You're beautiful," I said.
"I'm yours," she corrected. "My body, my baby, my everything. You own me, Logan. Completely."
She came with a sharp cry, head thrown back, black hair flying. Her pussy spasmed around me, clenching and unclenching in rapid pulses, milking my cock desperately. I kept thrusting, chasing my own release, feeling my balls draw tight.
"Cum in me," she begged. "Add to it. Layer it. Make my womb so full of your seed it never forgets who it belongs to."
I came with a groan, cock pulsing as thick ropes of cum painted her insides. I could feel each spurt leaving my body, flooding her pregnant channel. The heat spread through her core as I pumped her full. Skye collapsed forward, resting her head on my chest, both of us panting. My softening cock slipped out, followed by a trickle of cum that leaked onto the sheets.
"I love you," she whispered.
It was the first time any of them had said it.
I didn't know what to say back.
 

Lena went last.
The landlady, the first woman I'd fucked in this house, the woman who'd started all of this by bending over the stove and offering herself freely.
She knelt on the bed beside me, belly pronounced at twelve weeks, breasts heavy and leaking steadily now. Milk dripped onto the sheets, staining them dark.
"My turn," she said.
April and Skye moved aside, giving her space. Lena positioned herself on all fours, ass in the air, looking back at me over her shoulder.
"I want you to breed me again," she said. "I know I'm already pregnant. I know it doesn't work that way. But I don't care. I want to feel you claim me. Fill me. Remind me who I belong to."
I moved behind her, cock already hardening again. The plume was thick here, almost visible in the candlelight, and my body responded instinctively to the need radiating from three pregnant women.
I pushed inside Lena's pussy, and she moaned, low and satisfied.
"Yes," she breathed. "God, yes. That's exactly what I needed."
I fucked her slow and deep, hands gripping her hips, watching the way her ass rippled with each thrust. My cock sank into her pregnant pussy over and over, the wet squelch of her arousal loud in the quiet room. Milk dripped from her heavy breasts onto the bed, pooling beneath her, and the scent of it mixed with arousal and coconut oil.
"Harder," she demanded. "Don't hold back. I'm not fragile. I can take it."
I gave her what she wanted.
Hard, fast thrusts that made her cry out, that made her belly sway, that left fingerprint bruises on her hips. My pelvis slammed against her ass with each stroke, balls swinging forward to slap her swollen clit. She pushed back against me, meeting every thrust, greedy and shameless. Her pussy was absolutely drenched, cream coating my shaft and making obscene sounds as I pounded into her.
"I want another one," she gasped. "After this baby. I want you to breed me again. And again. I want to spend the next decade pregnant with your children."
"That's insane," I said, but my cock throbbed at the thought.
"I don't care." She looked back at me, eyes fierce. "You've ruined me, Logan. No other man will ever be enough. So you're stuck with me. With us. Forever."
I felt my orgasm approaching, the third in less than an hour, my balls aching but still ready. The pressure built at the base of my spine, cock swelling even thicker inside her tight channel.
"Breed me," Lena chanted. "Breed me, breed me, breed me."
I came with a roar, cock jerking as thick spurts of cum flooded her pussy. I could feel it—each pulse, each rope of seed painting her insides. Her pregnant channel was so full already, and now I was adding more, feeling it overflow and drip down her thighs in hot rivulets. Lena screamed, her own orgasm hitting, inner walls clamping down and milking every last drop from my cock. She collapsed forward onto the bed, ass still in the air, my cock slipping out with a wet sound. Cum leaked from her thoroughly-used hole, pooling on the sheets beneath her.
For a moment, silence. Just heavy breathing and the smell of sex.
Then my phone buzzed on the nightstand.
 

I reached for it, still catching my breath.
A text from Prof Rowan: Need you at lab—urgent. Tomorrow morning, 9 AM. Don't be late. This is big.
I set the phone down, looked at the three women sprawled on my bed. Lena flat on her stomach, cum dripping from her pussy. Skye curled on her side, phone still displaying photos of her changing body. April on her back, one hand on her belly, the other cupping a leaking breast.
All pregnant. All satisfied. All mine.
"What did Rowan want?" Lena asked, not moving.
"Lab appointment. Says it's urgent."
"It's always urgent with her." Lena rolled onto her side, wincing slightly. "But fine. You can go. Just... come back after. We're not done with you."
Skye laughed. "We're never done with him."
April just smiled, that shy sweet smile, and whispered, "I meant it. Thank you. For this. For all of it."
I lay down between them, pulled them close, felt three pregnant bellies press against me from different angles.
This was my life now.
Three women carrying my children. A town saturated with my pheromones. A corrupt police captain trying to destroy me. A nun questioning her faith. An officer fighting her attraction.
And tomorrow, Rowan wanted to show me something "big."
I closed my eyes, surrounded by warmth and milk and the smell of satisfied women.
Whatever came next, I'd face it.
But tonight belonged to them.
To my pregnant harem.
To the life I'd built in six impossible weeks.




Chapter 12: Double Devotion

Week 7, Day 1. Midnight.
I woke to knocking.
Soft. Hesitant. Then louder.
I rolled out of bed, pulled on sweats, and headed downstairs. Lena and Skye were asleep in the master bedroom—both sprawled across the mattress, pregnant bellies rising and falling in sync.
The knock came again.
I opened the door.
Sister Maria stood on the porch, still in her habit, clutching her rosary. Her eyes were bright. Determined.
"I prayed," she said. "I have my answer."
Before I could respond, headlights swept across the lawn. A police cruiser pulled into the driveway, engine cutting. The door opened.
Officer Keisha Williams stepped out, still in uniform. Badge gleaming under the porch light. Her hand wasn't on her holster, but her body was tense. Wary.
Maria turned, saw Keisha, and froze.
Keisha climbed the porch steps, stopped when she saw Maria.
The two women stared at each other. Nun and cop. Both here at midnight. Both clearly here for the same reason.
"I got a call," Keisha said flatly. "Suspicious activity."
"At midnight?" I asked.
"Hutchins has me watching you." She glanced at Maria. "Guess I'm not the only one."
Maria's grip tightened on her rosary. "I came to—"
"I know why you came." Keisha's voice was tight. Conflicted. "Same reason I'm here."
Silence.
I stepped aside. "Come in. Both of you."
They hesitated. Then Maria walked through the door first. Keisha followed, hand finally dropping from her belt. I closed the door, locked it.
We stood in the living room. The loveseat sat between us like neutral ground.
"I can't keep fighting this," Keisha said abruptly. "I tried. God knows I tried. I locked myself in the evidence room. Masturbated to footage of you fucking Prof Rowan. Told myself I was just investigating." She laughed bitterly. "But the plume hit me two days ago. Full force. I was patrolling your block and it felt like I was on fire."
She looked at me. Her eyes were wet. Angry. Desperate.
"I drove around for an hour. Then I went home and fucked my husband, trying to scratch the itch. But it wasn't him I wanted. It was you. And I hate that. I hate feeling like I'm betraying everything I stand for."
"You're not betraying anything," Maria said softly. "You're answering a calling."
Keisha turned to her. "A calling? You're a nun. You're supposed to believe in celibacy. And yet here you are."
"I do believe in celibacy," Maria replied. "For those who are called to it. But I prayed for weeks, and every answer I received pointed me here. To him. This isn't temptation, Officer Williams. It's revelation."
"Revelation." Keisha shook her head. "That's one word for it."
"What would you call it?" Maria challenged.
"Surrender." Keisha met my gaze. "I'm surrendering. To the plume. To the need. To whatever the hell this is." She unclipped her badge, set it on the coffee table. "But I'm not going to pretend it's divine. I'm just... done fighting."
Maria stepped closer to me. "I came back because I'm ready. You took my mouth. Now I want you to take the rest of me."
Keisha's breath hitched.
I looked between them. "Both of you. Same night. Are you sure?"
"I'll wait," Keisha said. "She got here first."
Maria turned to her. "You don't have to wait. We can... share."
"I'm not into women."
"Neither am I." Maria's voice was steady. "But we're both here for him. And if we're going to pledge ourselves to the same man, we might as well start together."
Keisha stared at her. Then at me. Then back to Maria.
"You're serious."
"Completely."
A long pause.
"Fine," Keisha said. "But I'm going second. I want to see how a virgin handles this first."
Maria flushed but didn't argue. She turned to me, hands reaching for the hem of her habit.
"Help me," she whispered.
I did.
Layer after layer of fabric. The outer habit. The scapular. The tunic beneath. Until she stood in just a simple white slip, her black hair loose around her shoulders, rosary still clutched in one hand.
She was petite. Curved. Her C-cup breasts pressed against the thin cotton, nipples hard. Her hips flared beneath the fabric. Bronze skin glowed in the low light.
Keisha watched from the armchair, legs crossed, uniform still on. Her hand rested on her thigh. Tense.
Maria sat on the loveseat, slip pooling around her waist. She looked up at me.
"Be gentle," she whispered. "But don't stop. No matter what."
I knelt between her legs. Her thighs parted slowly, trembling. No underwear beneath the slip—just smooth bronze skin and the dark triangle of hair between her legs.
"I've never been seen like this," she breathed. "Never been touched."
I ran my hands up her thighs. Slow. Reverent. She gasped, clutching the rosary tighter.
"You're beautiful," I said.
She smiled. Nervous. "I always wondered what it would feel like. To be wanted. To be touched. To be... taken."
"You're sure?"
"Yes." She pulled the slip over her head, baring herself completely. Small breasts. Dark nipples. The curve of her waist. "I'm sure."
I stripped. My cock was already hard. She stared at it, wide-eyed.
"It's... bigger than I expected."
"It'll fit," I promised.
I climbed onto the loveseat beside her. She lay back, legs spreading wider, rosary clutched to her chest.
"Now," she whispered. "Before I lose my nerve."
I positioned myself between her thighs. The head of my cock pressed against her virgin slit. Warm. Slick with nervous arousal. Her entrance was so tight, untouched for twenty-eight years.
"Look at me," I said.
She did. Eyes locked on mine.
I pushed in.
Slow. Steady. Her virgin tightness resisted—incredible pressure around just the head of my cock. Then yielded. Inch by inch, her channel stretched to accommodate me, hot silky walls gripping every bit of my shaft as I sank deeper.
Her breath hitched. "Oh—"
"Breathe."
She nodded. Gasped. Her hands fisted around the rosary beads, knuckles white. I could feel her inner muscles fluttering, trying to adjust to the invasion.
I kept going. Deeper. Until I felt the barrier. Her hymen. A thin membrane that proved her purity.
"This will hurt," I warned.
"I know." She closed her eyes. Whispered something in Spanish. A prayer. Then opened her eyes. "Do it."
I thrust.
My cock tore through her hymen in one firm push, burying myself completely inside her. Her cry was sharp. Pained. Blood slicked my shaft where I'd broken through. But she didn't tell me to stop. Just bit her lip, tears streaming, and nodded.
I held still. Let her adjust to the feeling of being completely filled for the first time. Her virgin pussy clenched around me, so impossibly tight I could barely move.
"It's so much," she gasped. "You're so deep—I can feel you everywhere—"
"You're doing great."
She laughed wetly. "It hurts and it's amazing and I don't know if I want to scream or beg for more."
"Both," Keisha said from the chair. Her voice was thick. I glanced over. Her hand was between her legs now, rubbing through her uniform pants. Watching.
I began to move. Slow. Gentle. Maria whimpered. Then moaned. Her hips started to rock, meeting my thrusts. Each stroke dragged through her incredibly tight channel, blood and arousal mixing to ease the way.
"Yes," she breathed. "Yes—oh God—yes—"
Her pussy clenched around me. Tight. Hot. Wet with her virgin blood and arousal coating my shaft. I could feel every ripple of her inner walls as they learned the shape of my cock.
"It's like prayer," she gasped. "Like the times I felt closest to Him—but deeper—more—"
I angled deeper, hitting a spot inside her that made her entire body jolt. She screamed. Pleasure ripping through her nervous system, overwhelming the lingering pain.
"Logan—Logan—I'm—"
She came. Hard. Her whole body shuddering beneath me, virgin pussy spasming wildly around my cock—clenching and releasing in rapid pulses, rosary beads scattering across the cushions as her hands fisted in my hair instead. Her first orgasm from penetration, and it tore through her like lightning.
I kept going, fucking through her climax. She whimpered. Oversensitive. But she wrapped her legs around me, locking her ankles behind my back, holding me close.
"Again," she begged. "Make me feel it again."
I fucked her steadily, building a rhythm. Her moans built. Hymn-like. Musical. Her pussy was getting wetter now, arousal flooding her channel, making each thrust smoother. She came a second time, crying out in Spanish, clutching me, her pussy milking my cock desperately.
I felt my orgasm building. Inevitable. My balls drew tight, pressure coiling at the base of my spine.
"Inside," she gasped. "Please—consecrate me—mark me as yours—"
I buried myself deep and came. My cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum erupting into her virgin pussy. Claiming her. Filling her with seed. I could feel each spurt painting her insides, mixing with her blood, marking her transformation from virgin to claimed woman.
She sobbed. Relief. Ecstasy. Transformation.
I pulled out slowly. My cock slipped free with a wet sound, covered in blood and cum. She lay there, chest heaving, legs still spread, my cum leaking from her freshly-broken pussy in thick white streams, tinged pink with her virgin blood.
"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you."
Keisha stood. Uniform tight across her body. She unbuttoned her shirt slowly. Badge clinking against her belt.
"My turn," she said.
 

She didn't undress fully. Just unzipped her pants, shoved them to her knees, bent over the arm of the loveseat. Her muscular ass thrust out, uniform shirt still on, badge gleaming. I could see her pussy between her thighs—dark pink lips glistening with arousal, already dripping wet.
"I don't need soft," she said. "I need you to fuck me until I forget I'm a cop. Until I forget I'm married. Until I forget everything except this."
I moved behind her. Ran my hand over her ass. Firm. Athletic. She shivered, and I saw her pussy clench in anticipation.
"Do it," she commanded.
I lined up. Pushed in.
She was tight. Wet. Ready. Her channel gripped my cock like a fist as I filled her in one hard thrust, burying myself to the hilt. She groaned, back arching.
"Fuck—yes—"
I gripped her hips. Fucked her hard. Rough. The way she asked for. Each thrust slammed my pelvis against her muscular ass, making her flesh ripple. The loveseat creaked. Her badge clinked with every thrust, a metallic counterpoint to the wet slap of our bodies.
"Harder," she gasped.
I obliged. Pounding into her, cock driving deep, balls swinging forward to slap her clit with each stroke. Her moans turned guttural. Desperate. I could feel her pussy getting wetter, cream coating my shaft and dripping down her thighs.
"I tried to resist you," she panted. "I tried so fucking hard—"
"I know."
"But I can't—I need this—I need you—"
I reached around, found her swollen clit. Rubbed hard circles. She screamed, inner walls clamping down on my cock, trying to milk me.
"Yes—fuck—yes—"
She came. Hard. Her whole body going rigid, pussy spasming wildly, rhythmic pulses gripping and releasing my shaft. I kept fucking her through it, prolonging her orgasm. She sobbed. Overwhelmed.
"Don't stop—don't you fucking stop—"
I didn't. Just kept driving into her until I felt my own orgasm rising again, pressure building in my balls.
"Gonna cum," I warned.
"Inside." She looked back at me, eyes wild. "Breed me. Claim me. Make me yours."
I came. My cock jerked, thick spurts of cum flooding her pussy, pumping deep into her channel. She screamed again, another orgasm crashing through her as she felt my seed filling her. Her pussy milked every drop, inner walls clenching and unclenching, draining me completely.
When I finally pulled out, she collapsed against the loveseat. Breathing hard. Uniform wrinkled. Badge still gleaming.
"Fuck," she whispered.
Maria sat up on the other end of the loveseat, pulling her slip back on. She looked at Keisha.
"Do you feel it?" Maria asked softly. "The connection?"
Keisha nodded slowly. "Yeah. I feel it."
"Then we're both his now."
Keisha turned to look at me. "I can't fight Hutchins from the inside anymore. Not if he suspects. So I'm declaring it publicly. I'm on your side, Logan. Whatever comes next, I'll stand with you."
"So will I," Maria said. She gathered her rosary beads, stood. "The Church will try to stop me. Father Gregory will demand I return. But I'm moving in here. With you. With all of you. I'll build a new ministry. One that honors truth instead of rules."
They both looked at me. Waiting.
I nodded. "Then we're in this together."
"Together," Maria echoed.
"Together," Keisha agreed.
Outside, headlights swept the street. A car slowed. Hutchins' cruiser. Watching.
Maria saw it. "He knows."
"Let him know," Keisha said. She clipped her badge back on, buttoned her shirt. "He's planning a raid. Tomorrow. Dawn. He's going to try to arrest you, seize evidence, shut this down."
"Can he?"
"Not if I expose him first." She pulled out a flash drive from her pocket. "I've been compiling evidence for weeks. Embezzlement. Affairs. Corruption. Everything. But I need time to get it to Internal Affairs."
"How much time?"
"A day. Maybe two." She met my gaze. "Can you hold him off that long?"
"I'll have help," I said.
Maria nodded. "The whole town will stand with you."
Keisha pulled on her pants, zipped them. "Then we do this. We take him down. And we end this." She headed for the door, paused. Looked back. "And Logan? Thank you. For not making me feel ashamed."
"You're not shameful," I said. "You're brave."
She smiled. Then left.
Maria stayed a moment longer. She kissed me—soft and reverent.
"I'll be back in the morning," she promised. "With everything I own. All three bags of it." She laughed. "A nun doesn't have much."
"You have enough."
She smiled. Gathered her habit. Left.
I stood alone in the living room. Two women pledged to me in one night. Both willing to fight for me. Both transformed by the plume and their own choices.
Hutchins was coming. But now I had allies. Real ones.
And when dawn broke, I'd be ready.




Chapter 13: Raid Resistance

Week 7, Day 1. 06:00. Dawn.
The knock wasn't a knock.
It was pounding. Fists on wood. Loud enough to wake the whole block.
"Logan Hart! Open up! Police!"
I rolled out of bed. Lena and Skye stirred beside me, pregnant bellies pressing against each other as they blinked awake.
"What's happening?" Skye mumbled.
"Hutchins," I said. "Stay here."
I pulled on jeans and a t-shirt, headed downstairs. Through the front window I could see three patrol cars parked on the lawn. Six officers. Hutchins at the front, holding paperwork.
The raid. Just like Keisha warned.
My phone buzzed. Group text from Dana: We saw. On our way.
Another from Coach Riley: Two minutes out.
Another from Marcy: You're not alone.
I opened the door before Hutchins could knock again.
"Captain," I said calmly. "Morning."
He blinked. Surprised I was already awake. "Logan Hart. We have a warrant to search the premises and detain you for questioning regarding—"
"I know why you're here." I stepped aside. "Come in."
He frowned. Suspicious. But he gestured to his officers, and they filed inside.
They stopped.
The living room was full.
Sister Maria sat on the loveseat, habit back on but hair still loose, holding her rosary. She'd come back early, just like she'd promised.
Lena and Skye descended the stairs together, both in nightgowns, pregnant bellies impossible to miss.
April stood by the kitchen, arms crossed.
Dana entered through the back door, still in her restaurant apron.
Coach Riley came through the front, gym bag slung over her shoulder.
Marcy and Kayla pushed past the officers on the porch, taking positions by the fireplace.
Professor Rowan arrived last, lab coat over jeans, glasses gleaming.
Every woman I'd been with. All of them here. All of them staring at Hutchins.
"What the hell is this?" one officer muttered.
"A community," Lena said smoothly. "We're here to support Logan."
Hutchins' jaw clenched. "This is a police investigation. You need to leave."
"No," Dana said. Her voice was steady. Firm. "You need to leave. Logan hasn't done anything illegal."
"That's not your determination to make."
"Then make yours." Coach Riley stepped forward. "Search the house. Talk to us. Ask us anything. But you're going to find the same answer every time: we choose this. We want this. And there's nothing you can arrest him for."
Hutchins turned to me. "You're manipulating these women. Using pheromones. Science. This isn't consent—it's coercion."
"It's biology," Professor Rowan said. She pulled out a tablet, swiped through data. "I've been studying Logan's pheromone output for six weeks. It amplifies existing desire. It doesn't create it. Every woman here had agency before the plume, and they have agency now."
"Bullshit."
"Test me," Rowan challenged. "Take my blood. Run a tox screen. You'll find elevated oxytocin and dopamine, sure—but those are the same chemicals released during any consensual sexual encounter. There's no drug. No coercion. Just biochemistry."
Hutchins looked around the room. At the women. At their husbands, who'd gathered on the porch outside. At me.
"You're under arrest," he said.
"For what?" I asked.
"Disturbing the peace. Public indecency. Running an unlicensed... whatever the hell this is."
"All those women consented," I said calmly. "All of them are over eighteen. All of them can testify. You've got nothing, Captain."
"I've got enough."
He gestured to his officers. Two of them moved toward me.
The front door burst open.
Lena's husband stepped inside. Then Skye's boyfriend. Then April's brother. Then three more men from the neighborhood—husbands, boyfriends, fathers of the women in the room.
They formed a line between me and the officers.
"You're not taking him," Lena's husband said.
Hutchins stared. "Excuse me?"
"You heard him." Skye's boyfriend crossed his arms. "Logan's not hurting anyone. Our women are happier than they've ever been. Our families are stronger. And you want to arrest him because you don't understand it?"
"This isn't natural," Hutchins snapped.
"Neither is half the shit we tolerate," one of the neighborhood men said. "But it's consensual. It's honest. And it's none of your goddamn business."
The officers looked at each other. Uncertain. They'd expected an easy arrest—not a house full of supporters and their husbands forming a human shield.
"Move," Hutchins ordered.
No one moved.
"I said move!"
Lena stepped forward, belly first. "You'll have to go through all of us, Captain. And I don't think your officers want to manhandle a bunch of pregnant women and their families."
Hutchins' face went red.
Outside, car doors slammed. Voices called out.
Through the window, I saw more people arriving. Mrs. Chen from the pharmacy. The pharmacist himself. The couple who ran the hardware store. The young family from three blocks over.
Then more. The waitress from Dana's restaurant with her boyfriend. The librarian. Two teachers from the high school. A dozen more neighbors I recognized from around town.
They streamed into the yard, gathering on the porch, filling the driveway. Some held signs hastily scrawled on cardboard: "Leave Logan Alone" and "Free Choice = Free Town" and "Consent Is Law."
"What the hell—" one of Hutchins' officers muttered.
Dana pulled out her phone, showed it to me. A group text chain lit up the screen—messages flying by too fast to read individually. But I caught the gist:
Cops at Logan's house
They're trying to arrest him
We need to get there NOW
Word had spread. The neighborhood watch group. The restaurant regulars. The gym members. Within minutes, it had cascaded through half the town.
"Captain," one of his officers said nervously, "there's like fifty people out there now."
Hutchins pushed past the line of men to look out the window. His jaw clenched.
The crowd kept growing. Seventy people. Eighty. Filling the street. Some with phones recording. Others linking arms.
A chant started, quiet at first, then louder: "Let him be! Let him be!"
"This is insane," Hutchins hissed.
"This is community," Professor Rowan said calmly. She stepped to the window, tablet in hand. "You wanted to know if Logan's influence was coercion? Look outside. Those people weren't summoned by pheromones. They chose to come. They chose to defend someone they believe in."
One of his officers leaned in, whispered something. Hutchins' eyes narrowed. He glanced at the crowd. At the women. At the phones recording everything.
"Fine," he said. "We'll do this the legal way. I'm filing charges. Bringing this to the DA. You'll be subpoenaed, Hart. And when that happens, all of this"—he gestured at the room—"will be evidence."
"Good," I said. "I've got nothing to hide."
He turned to leave.
The front door opened again.
Officer Keisha Williams walked in, still in uniform, badge gleaming. She looked at Hutchins. At the assembled officers. At the crowd of women and men.
"Captain," she said. "We need to talk. Outside."
Hutchins stared at her. "Williams?"
"Now, sir."
His face twisted. But he followed her out to the porch. The other officers stayed inside, awkward and uncertain.
Through the window, I watched Keisha hand Hutchins something. Papers. A flash drive. His face went from red to white in seconds.
She spoke quietly, but I caught fragments:
"...embezzlement... three separate accounts... mistress on payroll... motel receipts... filed with IA this morning..."
Hutchins crumpled the papers in his fist. "You bitch—"
"You're done, sir." Keisha's voice was loud enough for everyone to hear now. "Internal Affairs is already reviewing the evidence. By noon, you'll be suspended pending investigation. By next week, you'll be arrested."
She turned to the other officers. "Anyone who participated in this illegal raid without probable cause will also be investigated. I suggest you leave. Now."
The officers looked at each other. Then at Hutchins. Then at the crowd of people blocking the door.
One by one, they filed out.
Hutchins stood on the porch, shaking with rage. "This isn't over."
"Yes it is," Keisha said. "You're finished. And Brookvale is better off without you."
He stormed to his cruiser, slammed the door, and peeled out of the driveway.
The other patrol cars followed.
Silence fell.
Then Marcy laughed. Loud and booming. "Holy shit. Did we just win?"
"We just won," Dana confirmed.
The room erupted in cheers. Husbands high-fived. Women hugged. Someone started crying—happy tears.
Keisha walked back inside, nodded at me. "IA got the files at 05:30. They'll have him in custody by tonight."
"Thank you," I said.
She shook her head. "Thank you. For showing me it's okay to choose. To stop fighting what I actually want."
Sister Maria stepped forward. "Officer Williams, you were very brave."
Keisha smiled. "So were you, Sister."
The two women looked at each other. An understanding passed between them—two women who'd surrendered to the same man, who'd stood together against the same threat.
Lena raised a coffee mug someone had handed her. "To Logan. And to Brookvale. The freest town in America."
Everyone raised their mugs, bottles, hands.
"To Logan!"
I looked around the room. At the women who'd chosen me. At their partners, who'd chosen to support us. At Keisha and Maria, who'd pledged themselves just hours ago.
Hutchins thought he was waging war on corruption.
But he'd just lost to something far more powerful: community. Truth. Choice.
The plume had brought them all here.
But it was their decision to stay.
And now, with Hutchins falling and the town united, I could finally stop defending myself.
I could start building something real.




Chapter 14: Evidence Exchange

The morning after the raid, Keisha texted me.
Evidence locker. 10 AM. Need help with something.
I arrived at the station at 9:55. The building was quieter than usual—half the force had been suspended pending investigation. Hutchins was on administrative leave. Internal Affairs was coming Monday.
Keisha met me at the back entrance, still in uniform. Navy shirt, utility belt, badge gleaming. But her eyes were tired.
"Rough night?" I asked.
"Haven't slept." She led me through empty corridors. "After you left yesterday, I started going through the files. Everything Hutchins and his crew have been hiding."
"And?"
"And it's worse than I thought."
The evidence locker was a large room filled with metal shelves, labeled boxes, plastic bags of seized property. Keisha locked the door behind us, then pulled out a flash drive.
"I need to copy everything to this," she said. "Bank statements. Hotel receipts. Emails. Text messages. But the computer in here is old and slow. It's going to take hours."
"What do you need me for?"
She looked at me, vulnerable for the first time since we'd met. "Company. I've been alone in here all night, and I—" She swallowed. "I keep second-guessing myself. Wondering if I'm doing the right thing."
"You are."
"He was my captain, Logan. For eight years. He trained me. Promoted me." She gestured at the files scattered across a metal desk. "And now I'm destroying him."
"You're stopping a corrupt cop," I corrected. "There's a difference."
She nodded, but I could see the doubt in her warm brown eyes.
"Stay," she said quietly. "While I work. Just—stay."
A knock at the door made us both turn.
"Keisha?" Sister Maria's voice came from outside. "You in there?"
Keisha unlocked the door. Maria slipped inside, wearing a simple sundress, rosary around her neck. She took in the scattered files, the ancient computer, the locked room.
"I came to help," Maria said. "I heard what you're doing."
"How did you—" Keisha started.
"Logan texted me this morning. Said you might need support." Maria's eyes were warm. "You're taking on corruption. Standing up for what's right. That's brave."
Keisha's shoulders relaxed slightly. "I have contacts in the diocese," Maria continued. "People who've dealt with corruption before. They can advise on presentation, legal strategy. But first—" She moved toward the door. "—you two need time."
"What?" Keisha blinked.
Maria gave her a knowing look. "The plume is thick in here. You're both fighting it. And you need to finish copying those files without distraction." She stepped outside. "I'll stand guard. No one gets in. Take your time."
She closed the door, and I heard the soft click of her rosary beads as she positioned herself in the hallway.
Keisha stared at the closed door. Then at me.
"Did she just—"
"Yeah," I said.
The plume was thick in the small room. I could see it affecting her—the way her breathing changed, the slight flush on her dark skin.
"We shouldn't," Keisha whispered.
"But you want to."
She stared at me. The computer sat waiting for input.
Keisha booted up the ancient desktop. The fan wheezed. The screen flickered to life.
She started copying files. Click. Drag. Copy. Her fingers moved efficiently across the keyboard, but I could see the tension in her shoulders.
After twenty minutes, she paused.
"There's so much," she whispered. "Hutchins embezzled over $250,000. Used department funds for his affair. Took kickbacks from developers. And his officers—Chen, Rodriguez, Martinez—they all knew. They all helped."
"How long?"
"Five years. At least." She clicked another folder. "They covered for each other. Falsified reports. Destroyed evidence."
"You're doing the right thing," I said again.
She looked at me over her shoulder. "Am I? Or am I just—" She stopped. "Never mind."
"Say it."
"Or am I just trying to justify what we did?" She turned fully to face me. "What I wanted. What I let happen."
"Keisha—"
"I'm a cop, Logan. I'm supposed to have control. Discipline. But when I'm around you, all of that—" She gestured vaguely. "It disappears. And I don't know if that's the plume or if it's just me being weak."
I slid off the filing cabinet, moving closer. "It's not weakness. It's honesty."
"Is it?" Her jaw tightened. "Because it feels like betrayal. Of my oath. My badge. Everything I've worked for."
"You're not betraying anything," I said. "You're choosing what matters. Justice over corruption. Truth over lies."
She stared at me. The computer beeped—another file copied.
"I want you," she said suddenly. "Right now. In this room. While copying evidence against my former captain." She laughed bitterly. "That's insane, right?"
"Maybe."
"But I still want it."
I closed the distance between us. She didn't back away.
"Then take it," I said.
She grabbed my shirt, pulling me into a kiss. Desperate. Hungry. When she pulled back, her eyes were glazed.
"We have to be quick," she panted. "The files need—I can't stop the transfer—"
"Then don't."
I turned her around, bending her over the desk. The evidence files scattered. Her badge clattered against the metal surface.
She unzipped her uniform pants, pushing them down just enough to expose her muscular ass and wet pussy. "Maria's standing guard?"
"Yeah."
She shivered. "That makes this even hotter."
I entered her from behind. My cock sank into her tight, wet heat in one thrust. She gasped, gripping the desk edge, her channel clenching around my shaft.
"Yes—fuck—" She bit her lip. "Keep going—don't stop—"
The computer beeped steadily in the background. Files copying. Evidence building. And Keisha gasping as I fucked her over the desk where she was destroying her captain's career. Each thrust drove her hips against the metal edge, her badge scraping across scattered documents. I could feel how wet she was—arousal dripping down her thighs, coating my cock, making obscene wet sounds with every stroke.
Outside, I heard Maria's soft voice: "Just doing inventory. Give me a few minutes." Someone passed by, but Maria's calm presence diverted them.
"She's really standing guard," Keisha gasped. "A nun is—oh God—guarding us while we—"
"Ex-nun," I corrected, thrusting harder.
"Still—" Her pussy clenched around me. "It's so wrong—"
"Then why does it feel right?"
"I don't know—God—I don't know—"
Her pussy clenched around me, inner walls rippling. She came quietly, body shaking, trying not to make noise even as her channel spasmed wildly around my cock, milking me. I followed, cock pulsing as thick spurts of cum flooded her pussy. She collapsed forward onto the scattered files, my cum leaking out around my softening shaft, dripping onto the evidence she was compiling.
For a moment, neither of us moved. Just breathing. Connected.
Then she pulled away, pulling up her pants, straightening her badge.
"The files," she said, voice rough. "I need to finish."
She sat back down at the computer, wincing slightly. Her hands were steadier now. More certain.
I watched her work. Clicking. Copying. Building the case that would bring down Hutchins and his crew.
"Thank you," she said after a while.
"For what?"
"For staying. For believing in this." She glanced at me. "For believing in me."
When the files finished copying two hours later, Keisha unlocked the door. Maria stepped inside, rosary still in hand.
"All done?" Maria asked calmly.
"Yeah." Keisha held up the flash drive. "Everything's here."
Maria nodded. "Good. Now we can begin organizing the presentation. My contacts suggested—"
For the next hour, the three of us worked. Maria organizing files by category based on her diocese contacts' advice. Keisha double-checking the drive. Me helping sort documents.
By noon, we had everything. $250,000 in embezzlement. Five years of affairs funded with department money. Kickbacks from developers. Evidence tampering. False reports.
Enough to bury Hutchins and his officers for years.
"It's done," Keisha said, removing the flash drive. She held it up to the light. "This ends them."
"When does Internal Affairs arrive?" Maria asked.
"Monday. Forty-eight hours." Keisha pocketed the drive. "We present this, they arrest everyone involved, and—" She paused. "And I become acting captain."
"You deserve it," I said.
She looked at me, vulnerability showing again. "Do I? After everything we've done?"
"Yes."
Maria nodded. "You're seeking justice, Officer Williams. That's what good cops do."
Keisha's eyes watered slightly. She blinked it back, straightening her shoulders.
"Okay," she said. "Okay. Let's do this."
We left the evidence locker together. Maria headed back to plan the town hall meeting. Keisha returned to her desk to write her report.
And I walked home, knowing we'd just sealed Hutchins' fate.
But as I turned onto Main Street, my phone buzzed.
Unknown number: I know what you did to my wife.
I stopped walking.
Another text: And I'm coming for you. —Hutchins
I stared at the message. Then deleted it.
Let him come. We had the evidence. We had the support. We had the truth.
And in forty-eight hours, he'd have handcuffs.




Chapter 15: Recruitment Rally

The town hall meeting was scheduled for Thursday evening, 6 PM.
Adults only. Eighteen-plus verified at the door. The notice had gone out two days ago, and the response was overwhelming.
Maria stood in the empty hall that afternoon, arranging chairs. Two hundred seats. She expected them all to fill.
"You ready for this?" I asked, helping her with the podium.
"No." She smiled. "But that's never stopped me before."
She wore a simple cream sundress, rosary around her neck. Her silky black hair fell loose to her waist. She looked more like a college student than a former nun about to give a theological defense of free-use culture.
"The outline's solid," she said, pulling out her notes. "Augustine's concept of divine pleasure. Aquinas on free will. The Song of Solomon as sacred eroticism." She looked up at me. "I can defend this intellectually. Theologically. Philosophically."
"But?"
"But words only go so far." She set down her notes. "They need to see it. Experience it. Understand that this isn't just theory."
I knew where she was going. "You want me up there with you."
"During the speech." Her dark eyes met mine. "Not after. During."
"Maria—"
"They need to see that a woman can function, can think, can speak clearly while experiencing pleasure." She stepped closer. "That's the whole point, right? That we don't shut down. We don't stop being ourselves. We just add pleasure to everything else we're already doing."
She was right. That was the core of what the plume had revealed—women could continue their daily tasks while being fucked. Teachers lecturing. Nurses taking vitals. Clerks ringing up purchases.
"You're sure?" I asked.
"I've never been more sure of anything." She kissed me softly. "Trust me."
 

By 5:45 PM, the hall was packed. Every seat filled, people standing along the walls. I recognized faces from all over town—Dana, April, Keisha in civilian clothes, Riley, Marcy and Kayla, Lena and Skye with their 10-week bumps visible. Professor Rowan sat in the front row, glasses reflecting the overhead lights.
And scattered throughout: women I'd never met. Their husbands. Curious townspeople. Even Father García sat in the back, arms crossed, watching.
At 6:00 PM exactly, Maria stepped to the podium.
The room fell silent.
"Thank you all for coming," she began. Her voice was clear, steady, amplified by the microphone. "I know many of you are here out of curiosity. Some out of concern. Some out of hope." She paused. "I'm here to make a case. Not a legal case—that's for the courts. Not a scientific case—Professor Rowan handles that. But a theological case. A moral case. A case for why what's happening in Brookvale is not sin, but revelation."
Murmurs rippled through the crowd.
Maria opened her notes. "Let's start with Augustine. Fourth century theologian, Doctor of the Church. He wrote extensively about pleasure and its role in divine creation." She clicked to a projected slide. "'God judged it better to bring good out of evil than to suffer no evil to exist.' Augustine believed that pleasure itself is neutral—neither good nor evil. It's the context, the will, the choice that determines morality."
I stood at the side of the stage, watching her work. She was in her element—confident, articulate, commanding the room.
"Now, the pheromone phenomenon." She clicked to the next slide—Rowan's chemical diagrams. "It amplifies desire. Makes us feel what we might normally suppress. But does it remove choice?" She looked out at the audience. "I'm going to share something personal. The first time I encountered Logan, I was in a confession booth. Listening to women describe their encounters with him. And I touched myself. I chose to touch myself."
Gasps. Father García leaned forward.
"No one forced me," Maria continued. "The pheromones made me want it more—made the desire louder, harder to ignore. But I still chose. I could have left. I could have prayed it away. Instead, I chose to explore what I was feeling." She paused. "And that choice led me here. To you. To this moment."
She gestured for me to approach. I walked onto the stage.
"I'm going to demonstrate something," Maria said. "With Logan's help. I'm going to continue this presentation while experiencing pleasure. Not after. During. Because that's what we're claiming is possible, right? That women don't lose themselves. Don't become mindless. Don't stop being capable, intelligent, articulate humans."
She lifted her dress slightly as I approached from behind the podium. No panties. She'd planned this. I could see her pussy already glistening with arousal, bare and ready.
I positioned myself behind her, unzipping quietly. The crowd was completely silent, leaning forward. My cock sprang free, already hard.
Maria clicked to the next slide. "Thomas Aquinas argued that—" She gasped as I entered her, my cock sinking into her tight, wet channel in one slow push, but recovered immediately. "—that free will is the cornerstone of moral action. That God gave us the ability to choose specifically because choice is what makes our actions meaningful."
I started moving slowly, hands on her hips, hidden by the podium. To the audience, it might look like I was just standing behind her. But the way her breath caught, the slight flush on her cheeks, the way her pussy clenched around my shaft with each word—they knew.
"Aquinas writes in Summa Theologica—" She clicked again, voice steady despite my cock sliding in and out of her pussy. "—'Man has free will; otherwise counsels, exhortations, commands, prohibitions, rewards, and punishments would be in vain.'" She gripped the podium edges, knuckles white as I drove deeper. "So when I choose this—when any woman in this town chooses Logan—that choice is meaningful precisely because we have the freedom to refuse."
I thrust deeper, feeling her inner walls grip me. She moaned softly, but kept talking, her channel spasming around my cock.
"Some of you are thinking—" Her voice was breathier now, pussy clenching around my cock with each word. "—that the pheromones remove true consent. That we're drugged. Coerced." She looked directly at Father García while my cock drove deep into her channel. "But consider this: alcohol lowers inhibitions. So does candlelight. Music. Poetry. A man who makes us laugh." She gasped as I hit a sensitive spot, then continued. "Do we claim those things remove consent? No. Because we recognize that desire has always had catalysts. The pheromone is just—fuck—just one more."
People were shifting in their seats. Some women had their hands between their thighs. Some husbands were adjusting themselves. The room could smell the sex—my cock sliding in and out of Maria's wet pussy, the musky scent of her arousal mixing with the plume.
Maria clicked to the next slide—a passage from Song of Solomon. "Let him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth," she read, voice shaking slightly as I fucked her steadily. "For your love is better than wine." She ground back against me, pushing my cock deeper. "Sacred scripture. Celebrating erotic pleasure. Celebrating—oh God—celebrating the divine nature of physical love."
I increased my pace, cock pistoning into her tight channel. She grabbed the podium with both hands, rosary swinging, her pussy dripping arousal down her thighs, soaking my cock.
"The question isn't whether pleasure is holy," she panted. "The question is whether we have the courage—the faith—to embrace it." She looked out at the crowd, eyes glazed but focused, even as my cock stretched her pussy open with each thrust. "I choose this. Every woman in this town who's been with Logan has chosen this. We're not victims. We're not broken. We're—yes—we're free."
She came then, crying out into the microphone, pussy spasming wildly around my cock, but never stopping her speech. "We're free to want. Free to take. Free to—fuck yes—free to experience divine pleasure without shame."
The audience was transfixed. No one moved. They could see her cumming, could see the way her body shook, could probably see my cock sliding in and out of her from certain angles.
Maria reached back, pulling me closer, deeper, grinding her ass against my pelvis. "This is my testimony. This is my defense." Her voice rose even as her pussy clenched around me. "God created pleasure. God created choice. And God created us with the capacity for both. To deny one is to deny the other."
I felt her building toward another orgasm, her pussy clenching rhythmically, inner walls rippling along my shaft, trying to milk me.
"So when you judge us—" She was gasping now, barely holding it together, pussy spasming. "—when you call us sinners or addicts or victims—remember this moment. Remember that I stand here, speaking clearly, thinking clearly, choosing clearly—" She screamed as she came again, pussy clamping down like a vice. "—while experiencing exactly what you condemn."
The crowd erupted in applause.
I came inside her, cock jerking as thick ropes of cum flooded her pussy, pumping my seed deep into her channel. She sagged forward onto the podium, breathing hard, my cum leaking out of her and dripping down her thighs. Then she straightened, smoothed her dress over her cum-filled pussy, and clicked to the final slide.
"Questions?" she asked.
For a moment, silence. Then hands shot up.
An older woman in the middle stood. "Sister—I mean, Maria—you really chose this? Even knowing the consequences?"
"I chose it because of the consequences," Maria said, my cum dripping down her thighs. "I wanted to be free. Free from vows I took when I was too young to understand them. Free from a church that treats women's sexuality as something to fear. Free to explore what God actually created me to be."
Another hand. A younger man. "But what about marriage? Family structure? Don't we need boundaries?"
Maria gestured to the crowd. "Look around. Dana's husband is here, supporting her. Marcy's husband is here, celebrating her. Lena and Skye's partners helped build this community. Boundaries don't disappear—they just become choices instead of prisons."
Father García stood. "You've corrupted everything the church taught you."
"No, Father." Maria met his gaze. "I've fulfilled it. You taught me that God is love. That grace is abundant. That mercy is infinite." She touched her rosary. "I'm living those teachings. Just not the way you expected."
More hands. More questions. Maria answered each one, articulate and confident, her dress clinging to her sweaty body, evidence of what had just happened still visible.
After thirty minutes, she closed the presentation. "This hall is open every Thursday. If you want to join us, you're welcome. If you want to learn more, I'll be here. If you want to condemn us—" She smiled. "—you're welcome to try. But I've made my case."
As the crowd dispersed, several women approached Maria. I recognized two of them—younger nuns from St. Catherine's, still in habits.
"Sister Maria," one said—blonde, petite, maybe twenty-five. "I'm Catherine. I've been thinking about what you said for weeks. About choice. About freedom."
The other nun nodded—brunette, curvy, nervous. "I'm Anne. We want to understand. We want to—" She swallowed. "—we want to choose."
Maria took their hands. "Then come with me. I'll introduce you properly."
But before we could leave, Hutchins burst through the front doors.
"This is a public disturbance!" he shouted. "I'm shutting it down!"
Keisha stepped forward, still in civilian clothes. "On what grounds, Captain?"
"Indecent exposure! Public fornication!"
"This is a private event. Adults only. Consent forms at the door." Keisha pulled out her phone. "I've been recording since you walked in. If you try to arrest anyone here, I'm filing harassment charges."
Hutchins stared at her. Then at Maria. Then at me.
"This isn't over," he snarled.
"Yes," Maria said calmly. "It is."
He stormed out.
The room erupted in cheers. Women surrounded Maria, asking questions, seeking guidance. Sister Catherine and Sister Anne stayed close, watching everything with wide eyes.
I caught Keisha's eye. She nodded. Message received. Hutchins was unraveling. Desperate. Dangerous.
But we had the town on our side now. Maria's speech had legitimized everything. Given it theological weight. Made it defendable.
Outside, the plume pulsed. Inside, a movement was growing.
And Captain Hutchins was running out of moves.




Chapter 16: Gym Gauntlet

Coach Riley had a wicked grin when she texted me the invitation.
Stamina test. Tonight. 6 PM. Field house. You up for it?
I showed Lena the message over breakfast. Her 10-week bump pressed against the kitchen island as she flipped pancakes, my cum still dripping down her thighs from our morning session.
"You should do it," she said, spatula pausing mid-flip. "Riley knows what she's doing. And honestly?" She glanced at Skye, who was sketching at the table, her own small bump visible under her paint-smudged shirt. "We could use the break."
Skye looked up, charcoal smudging her cheek. "Speak for yourself. But yeah, go. I want to draw the aftermath."
The field house was packed when I arrived.
Blue wrestling mats covered the floor. Bleachers lined one wall, already filling with familiar faces—husbands, boyfriends, a few curious townspeople who'd heard about the "event." A designated observation area, roped off with yellow caution tape like some kind of porn set safety zone.
Riley stood center mat, wearing nothing but black compression shorts and a sports bra. Sweat already gleamed on her washboard abs.
"Here's the deal," she announced, loud enough for the growing crowd. "Ninety minutes. Five women. Eighteen-minute rotations." She gestured to the lineup behind her.
Professor Rowan adjusted her glasses, still wearing her lab coat but nothing underneath. Dana stretched her thick thighs, gold hoop earrings catching the fluorescent lights. Marcy's G-cups threatened to spill from her floral wrap dress. Kayla stood beside her mom, DD-cups in a crop hoodie, pink bow in her mocha hair.
"You last the full session," Riley continued, "you've proven your stamina." Her electric green eyes locked on mine. "You tap out, and we get to punish you however we want."
The crowd cheered.
"I'm not tapping out," I said.
Riley's grin widened. "Prove it."
She was on me before I finished stripping.
Her muscular thighs wrapped my waist as she mounted me on the mat, compression shorts yanked to the side. Her pussy was already soaked, tight walls gripping my cock as she sank down with a guttural moan.
"Fuck yes," she breathed.
The crowd noise faded. All I could focus on was her body—the way every ab muscle flexed and rippled with each bounce, her small perky tits jutting forward with hard nipples, the sharp gasps tearing from her throat when I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise.
Her pussy clenched around me like a vise. Athletic. Controlled. Every internal muscle working my shaft.
"Harder," she growled, electric green eyes boring into mine.
I flipped her onto her back, pinning both wrists above her head with one hand. Her auburn ponytail whipped across the mat. I drove into her deep, the rubber squeaking beneath us as I pounded her.
"Yes—fuck—destroy me—"
Someone started the timer. Eighteen minutes.
Riley's legs locked around my waist, heels digging into my ass. I could feel her getting wetter, slicker, her arousal coating my cock and dripping down my balls. She threw her head back, throat exposed, abs tight as a drum.
"Breed me," she hissed. "Fill my fucking pussy."
I slammed into her harder. Her tight channel rippled and clenched, milking me. She bit her lower lip so hard I thought she'd draw blood, those electric eyes rolling back.
"I'm—fuck—I'm cumming—"
Her pussy spasmed around me, squeezing rhythmically. I let go, groaning as my cock pulsed inside her, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her clenching heat. Hot. Wet. Her inner walls milking every fucking drop.
The crowd erupted in cheers.
Riley's legs stayed locked, grinding against me, working every last spurt from my cock. When she finally released me, her pussy was overflowing, cum leaking out around my shaft.
She grinned, flushed and panting. "Round one. Clock's ticking."
Ten minutes left.
She pushed me onto my back and climbed on top, facing away so the crowd had a perfect view. Her tight ass bounced as she rode me reverse cowgirl, my cock disappearing into her dripping slit with every drop. I watched it stretch around me, slick with our combined fluids.
"Look at that ass work," someone shouted from the bleachers.
Riley reached down, fingers finding her clit. She rubbed fast circles, gasping and moaning. My cock was sensitive, but her aggressive pace kept me hard. Her pussy squeezed and released, squeezed and released.
"Gonna—fuck—gonna cum again—"
She threw her head back, ponytail whipping. Her whole body went rigid, then shuddered violently. I felt her pussy convulse around me, hot and slick and perfect.
I couldn't hold back. Groaning, I grabbed her hips and slammed her down, burying myself balls-deep as I came again. My cock jerked inside her, filling her with another load. It leaked out around me, dripping down my balls onto the mat.
The buzzer sounded.
Riley dismounted, cum dripping down her thighs. She gave me a fist bump. "Fourteen minutes. Not bad. Next."
Professor Rowan stepped onto the mat.
She'd shed the lab coat. Completely naked now. Her D-cup tits swayed heavily as she knelt beside me, deep chestnut hair falling from its French twist in messy waves. Freckles dusted her pale cleavage. Those icy gray eyes studied me like I was her favorite experiment.
"Heart rate elevated but manageable," she murmured, wrapping cool fingers around my cum-slick cock. "Let's see your recovery time."
She lowered her head and took me in her mouth.
Fuck.
I groaned, still sensitive. Her tongue swirled around my cockhead, then she relaxed her throat and took me deeper. Clinical precision. No hesitation. Her full lips stretched around my shaft as she bobbed, taking me to the back of her throat.
Her glasses slipped down her nose. She pushed them back up with one hand, never breaking rhythm.
Spit and cum dripped from her chin. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, one hand cupping my balls and rolling them gently. Her other hand disappeared between her own legs.
"Impressive," she said, releasing me with a wet pop. Saliva connected her lips to my cock. "Full arousal in under two minutes."
She straddled me immediately, positioning my cockhead at her entrance. Her pussy was already dripping. She sank down slowly, those gray eyes locked on mine, watching my reaction as her tight heat engulfed me inch by inch.
"So wet," I breathed.
"Data collection requires adequate lubrication," she said, but her voice was shaking.
Then she rode me. Her pale tits bounced with every drop, nipples hard and pink. Freckles scattered across her chest. I watched my cock disappear into her pussy, her lips stretched tight around me, her clit swollen and exposed.
Lab-perfect technique gave way to pure need. She gripped my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.
"For research purposes," she gasped, bouncing faster, "I need—fuck—I need your cum—your seed—"
I flipped her onto her hands and knees.
Her ass was perfect. Round. Pale. I grabbed her hips and slammed into her from behind, watching my cock drive into her dripping pussy. Her tits swayed beneath her, heavy and full. She pushed back against me, meeting every thrust.
"Yes—harder—breed me—document this—"
The crowd was chanting but I couldn't hear them. Just the wet slap of flesh, her gasping moans, the creak of the mat beneath us.
Her pussy clenched tight. I felt it coming—the way her walls rippled and squeezed. She threw her head back, glasses askew, and screamed.
I buried myself deep and came, my cock pulsing as I filled her with thick spurts of cum. Hot. So much of it. Her pussy milked me, squeezing every drop.
She collapsed forward, trembling, face pressed to the mat. Cum leaked from her stretched hole, running down her thighs.
Eight minutes left.
She turned onto her back, spreading her legs wide. Cum dripped from her pussy onto the mat. She looked up at me through fogged glasses.
"Again," she said, voice hoarse. "I need a second sample. For comparison."
I was already hardening. Her scientific detachment was weirdly fucking hot.
I pushed into her again, watching her face as I filled her. She was so slick now, cum and arousal coating everything. I fucked her missionary, watching her tits bounce, her mouth open and gasping.
"Thrust velocity optimal," she breathed. "Penetration depth—oh fuck—maximum—"
I pounded her harder. She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my ass. Her nails raked down my back.
"Chemical composition of ejaculate—oh god yes—secondary sample acquired—"
She came again, screaming, every bit of stern professor composure shattering. Her pussy clenched so tight it hurt. I groaned and filled her again, another load pumping into her already overflowing cunt.
When I pulled out, cum gushed from her, pooling on the mat beneath her ass.
The buzzer sounded.
Rowan stayed on the mat, cum leaking from her. She gave me a dazed smile. "Excellent specimen."
Dana Cruz was already stripping.
Her curvy Latina body gleamed with kitchen oil—she'd come straight from the restaurant, and the scent of spices and arousal mixed in the air. Those E-cup tits bounced heavily as she approached, nipples dark and hard, molten caramel eyes locked on mine with pure hunger.
"Mi amor," she purred, gold hoops swinging. "My turn."
She straddled me and sank down in one smooth motion. Her pussy was scorching hot, already dripping, thick walls gripping my cock like she was trying to swallow me whole. She threw her head back and moaned, deep and guttural.
"Dios mío—so fucking big—"
Her hips rolled and ground, dancer's muscles working. I watched her in the mirrored wall—that perfect bronze ass spreading wide as she rode me, my cock disappearing into her slick pussy, her thick thighs flexing with each bounce.
Her tits slapped against my chest as she leaned forward, nipples dragging across my skin. She kissed me hard, tongue invading my mouth, tasting of jalapeños and pure sex.
"Fuck me harder," she growled against my lips. "Make me feel it."
I gripped her hips—soft flesh over hard muscle—and helped her bounce faster. Her pussy made wet squelching sounds with every thrust. Sweat and oil made her skin gleam under the fluorescent lights.
The crowd was chanting in Spanish now.
Dana's eyes rolled back. Her pussy clenched tight, rhythmic spasms milking my cock. She came with a scream, her whole body convulsing, honey-bronze skin flushed dark.
I followed her over, groaning as I pumped another load deep into her clenching heat. Hot cum filled her, leaked out around my cock, dripped down to my balls.
She collapsed on top of me, full tits pressed to my chest, both of us panting.
"Mierda," she breathed. "You're fucking incredible."
Six minutes left.
She climbed off slowly, my cum running down her inner thighs. She let me catch my breath for maybe thirty seconds. Then she got on her hands and knees, looking back over her shoulder with those molten eyes.
"One more," she said, reaching back to spread her ass cheeks wide. "Fill me here. I want to feel you in my ass."
The crowd went fucking wild.
I positioned my cockhead against her tight hole. She was slick with sweat and oil, but I needed more. I spit on my cock, working it slick, then pressed forward slowly.
"Ay—ay Dios—" She gasped as I breached her, her asshole stretching tight around my cockhead.
I pushed deeper, inch by inch. So fucking tight. Hot. Her hole gripped me like a vice, resisting every inch.
"Yes—yes—fill my ass—please—toda—all of it—"
I bottomed out, my hips pressed to her bronze ass cheeks. She moaned, long and low, one hand reaching between her legs to rub her clit frantically.
I fucked her slowly at first, watching my cock slide in and out of her stretched asshole. The visual was fucking incredible—her bronze skin, my cock disappearing into that tight hole, her pussy dripping and clenching on nothing.
"Harder," she begged in Spanish. "Fuck my ass harder—por favor—"
I picked up the pace, gripping her hips, slamming into her. She fingered her clit faster, gasping and begging, switching between English and Spanish so fast I couldn't keep up.
Her asshole clenched tight. She screamed my name as she came, whole body shaking. I buried myself deep and let go, groaning as I filled her ass with cum. Hot spurts pumping deep.
When I pulled out, cum leaked from her stretched hole, running down to her dripping pussy.
The buzzer sounded.
Dana stayed on the mat, trembling. "Santa María. I can barely walk."
Marcy waddled onto the mat next, her BBW frame wrapped in that floral dress. When it dropped, her G-cups dominated my entire field of vision. Massive. Heavy. Full-figure hourglass with cafe-au-lait skin, stretch marks across her soft belly like fertility badges, thick thighs that could crush a man.
"My turn, champ," she laughed, voice booming across the gym.
She climbed on top, and I disappeared beneath her. Her weight settled over me—warm, soft, overwhelming. She grabbed my cock and positioned it, then sank down with a deep, satisfied moan.
"Oh fuck yes," she breathed. "Mama likes."
Her pussy was hot and wet and gripping. She leaned forward, and her G-cups smothered my face. I couldn't see. Couldn't breathe. Just felt her soft weight, her warmth, the intoxicating scent of her sweat and arousal.
Her pussy clenched around me as she rode, grinding and bouncing. The crowd was chanting her name. Her husband's voice rose above the rest, cheering her on.
"That's it, baby," she moaned, breasts muffling her voice. "Mama's gonna milk you dry."
I grabbed her hips—so much soft flesh—and thrust up into her. She gasped, then laughed, then moaned louder. Her pussy squeezed rhythmically, working my cock.
I came hard, groaning into her cleavage, pumping her full. She rode through my orgasm, milking every drop, then kept going.
"Again," she demanded, lifting her tits from my face so I could breathe. Those massive breasts swayed hypnotically, nipples dark and thick. "I want another load. Give Mama what she needs."
I didn't think I could. My cock was sensitive, almost painful. But her enthusiasm was fucking infectious. She ground her hips, those G-cups bouncing and swaying, pussy clenching and releasing.
Somehow, impossibly, I was hardening again inside her.
She grinned, face flushed with exertion and pleasure. "That's my good boy."
She rode me harder now, faster, her full body rippling with every bounce. Sweat dripped from her breasts onto my chest. Her thighs slapped against mine. The wet sounds of her pussy were obscene.
"Cum in me," she commanded. "Fill Mama up again."
Ten minutes in, I felt it building. Her pussy clenched tight, and she came with a roar, her whole body shaking. The sensation pushed me over. I groaned and filled her again, another load pumping deep into her clenching heat.
She rode through both our orgasms, slower now, savoring every pulse and spasm.
When the buzzer sounded, she was still on top of me, sweating and glowing. Her husband gave her a proud thumbs-up from the observation area. She blew him a kiss, then climbed off slowly.
Cum gushed from her pussy, thick and white against her dark skin.
When the buzzer sounded, Marcy kissed my forehead. "Good boy."
Kayla was the final rotation.
The 22-year-old college girl knelt beside me, hazel-gold eyes wide with concern. Her DD-cups pressed against her crop hoodie, pink bow perfectly centered in her silky mocha hair.
"You okay?" she asked.
"Yeah," I panted. "Just—give me a second."
She straddled my face instead, letting me taste her while I recovered. Her pussy was sweet, already dripping. She ground against my tongue, moaning.
"Oh fuck—yes—just like that—"
When I was ready, she rode me slowly, savoring every inch. Her DD-cups bounced hypnotically. The crowd had grown quieter, everyone holding their breath.
Seventy-two minutes down. Eighteen to go.
Kayla came first, her pussy spasming around me. I followed, filling her with what felt like the last of my reserves.
But we still had time on the clock.
She leaned down, kissing me softly. "One more?"
I nodded, already hardening again inside her. She rode me gently this time, rolling her hips, making every second count. When she came the second time, I was right behind her, pumping her full.
The buzzer sounded.
I collapsed on the mat, covered in sweat and cum.
Ninety minutes. Ten loads. Five women bred twice each.
Riley stood over me, grinning. "You passed."
The crowd was chanting my name. Husbands approached to shake my hand, congratulate me. Someone handed me a water bottle. Riley helped me to my feet, steadying me when I swayed.
Through the gym window, I caught movement in the parking lot.
A woman stood there, hand pressed to the glass. Older, maybe late forties. Platinum blonde hair, expensive navy dress that hugged curves surgery had perfected. Even from here, I could see the hunger in her bright blue eyes.
Mrs. Hutchins. Captain Hutchins' wife.
Our eyes met through the glass. She didn't look away. Just kept staring, hand pressed to the window like she was trying to push through it.
Her other hand slid down her body, disappearing beneath her dress. Even from this distance, I could see her breathing change. Faster. Deeper.
She was touching herself. Watching me. And she didn't care who saw.
After a long moment, she pulled her hand away, turned, and walked into the darkness. Her heels clicked on the asphalt, fading into the night.
Riley noticed my distraction. "Who was that?"
"Mrs. Hutchins," I said. "The captain's wife."
Riley grinned. "She looked hungry."
"Yeah," I said. "She did."
 

I showered at the gym, changed into clean clothes from my bag, and headed home.
My phone buzzed as I reached the car.
Unknown number.
I opened the text.
Can we talk?
I stared at the message. Then typed back: Who is this?
The response came immediately.
Victoria Hutchins. Please. I need to talk to you. Alone.
I sat in the car, engine idling, staring at the screen.
The captain's wife. Reaching out. Just like I knew she would.
I typed: When?
Tomorrow. Dana's restaurant. Noon. I'll be there.
I pocketed the phone and drove home.
Mrs. Hutchins was making her move.
And I was going to be ready.




Chapter 17: Confession Corruption

Week 7, Day 3. Evening.
Adult-only confession hours. A new policy Father García had reluctantly approved after the plume settled permanently over Brookvale.
Sister Maria sat in the confession booth, rosary clutched in one hand, the other pressed between her thighs.
"Bless me, Sister, for I have sinned."
The voice was familiar. Mrs. Chen. Asian MILF, married, works at the pharmacy.
"Go on," Maria whispered.
"Logan came into the pharmacy yesterday. I was at the counter. He... he bent me over and took me right there. While I was ringing up another customer's prescriptions." Mrs. Chen's voice was thick. "I didn't stop working. I kept scanning items, counting change, all while his cock was inside me. And Sister... I've never felt more alive."
Maria's fingers found her clit through her sundress. She'd stopped wearing the full habit weeks ago—just simple dresses now, easier access for the moments when the need overtook her.
"Did you want him to?" Maria asked, breath shallow.
"Yes. God yes."
"Then it's not sin." Maria circled her clit faster. "It's revelation."
Silence from the other side. Then: "Thank you, Sister."
Mrs. Chen left. Maria brought herself to orgasm right there in the booth, biting her fist to stay quiet.
The door opened again.
"Bless me, Sister."
Dana Cruz. The restaurant owner. Bold voice, confident.
Maria forced her hand away from her pussy. "I'm listening."
"I let Logan fuck me over my prep counter last night. Twice. Once while I was on the phone with a supplier. Once while my line cook watched and jerked off in the corner." Dana laughed. "My husband was there too. Filming. He wants to watch it later while he fucks me."
Maria's hand was back under her dress. Sliding inside herself. Wet.
"Do you regret it?" Maria gasped.
"Hell no. I want more. I want him to take me in every room of my restaurant. Mark his territory."
"Then take him," Maria breathed. "Use him. Worship him."
When Dana left, Maria stayed in the booth, masturbating frantically. One more confession after that—April, the shy waitress, describing how Logan had fingered her under the table during her lunch break, making her cum while customers sat three feet away.
By the time evening confessions ended, Maria was soaked. Trembling. Desperate.
She stepped out of the booth. The church was empty. Father García had left hours ago for a diocese meeting—he wouldn't be back until tomorrow morning.
Maria stared at the altar. At the pews. At the rectory door.
An idea formed. Dangerous. Perfect.
She pulled out her phone, texted three numbers.
Come to St. Catherine's. Now. Back entrance. Bring no one else. This is penance.
Mrs. Chen. Dana. April.
Three women who'd confessed their encounters today. Three women who needed absolution—Maria's kind of absolution.
Twenty minutes later, the back door opened.
Mrs. Chen entered first, professional skirt and blouse, nervous. Dana followed, still in her restaurant apron. April came last, shy and soft in her pink waitress uniform, her twelve-week baby bump barely visible.
"Sister?" Mrs. Chen whispered. "What's this about?"
Maria stood by the altar, rosary around her neck. "I heard your confessions today. All three of you. And I realized something." She gestured to the pews. "You don't need forgiveness. You need more."
Dana's eyes narrowed. Intrigued. "More?"
"I'm calling Logan. Here. Now." Maria held up her phone. "And I'm offering you penance—the kind that actually satisfies."
April's eyes went wide. "In the church?"
"Especially in the church." Maria hit send on the pre-typed message. "This is sacred ground. What better place to celebrate divine pleasure?"
Ten minutes later, Logan arrived through the back entrance.
He stopped when he saw the four women waiting. "Maria?"
"These three confessed their sins today," Maria said. "Now I'm giving them penance." She walked to him, hips swaying. "Fuck them, Logan. Here. On holy ground. Make them feel what I felt when you took my virginity."
His eyes searched hers. "You're sure?"
"I've never been more sure of anything."
She kissed him. Deep. Hungry. Then she turned to the three women. "Who's first?"
Dana stepped forward. "Me."
 

Maria watched from the front pew as Logan bent Dana over the altar.
Dana's thick curves pressed against the white cloth. Logan hiked up her skirt, revealing her honey-bronze ass. He yanked her panties aside—already soaked through—and positioned his cock at her entrance.
He thrust in deep. One smooth stroke. Buried to the hilt.
Dana's moan echoed through the empty church, amplified by the high vaulted ceiling.
"Yes—fuck—yes—defile me—"
Logan gripped her wide hips, fingers digging into soft flesh over hard muscle. He fucked her steadily, his cock glistening as it pumped in and out of her dripping pussy. Dana's E-cup tits bounced beneath her blouse with every thrust, straining the buttons. Her gold hoop earrings swung wildly.
Maria's hand slid under her dress, fingers finding her wet slit. She couldn't help it. Watching him take another woman on the altar—in the place she'd once called sacred—was intoxicating. Profane. Perfect.
"Harder," Dana gasped, pushing back against him. "Breed me on God's altar—fill my pussy right here—"
Logan obliged. Gripping her hips tighter, he pounded into her. The wet slap of flesh echoed through the church. Dana's pussy made obscene squelching sounds, so wet, so ready.
"Dios mío—I'm—I'm cumming—"
Dana screamed as her orgasm hit, her pussy clamping down hard around his cock, milking him. Logan groaned and buried himself deep, his cock pulsing as he filled her with thick spurts of cum.
When he pulled out, cum gushed from her stretched hole, dripping onto the white altar cloth. Thick white against pristine white. Staining it.
Maria bit her lip, fingers working her clit faster. Sacrilege had never looked so beautiful.
"Next," Maria said, voice thick with arousal.
Mrs. Chen approached slowly. Professional skirt, buttoned blouse, sleek black hair in a bob. Nervous. She climbed onto the altar, lay back on the cum-stained cloth, and spread her legs.
Logan positioned himself between her thighs. His cock was still hard, slick with Dana's juices and his own cum. He pushed her skirt up to her waist, hooked her panties aside, and pressed his cockhead to her entrance.
She was so tight. He pushed in slowly, watching her face.
Her B-cup breasts barely moved beneath her blouse, but her face—oh, her face went from composed to completely wrecked in seconds. Mouth open. Glasses askew. Eyes rolling back.
"Oh—oh God—so big—"
Logan fucked her steadily, missionary position on the altar. His cock stretched her, glistening with cum and arousal as it pumped in and out. Mrs. Chen's wedding ring glinted as she gripped the edge of the altar, knuckles white.
"My husband," she gasped between thrusts. "He doesn't—he never fucks me like this—never—"
"Forget him," Maria called from the pew, fingers working her clit frantically. "Focus on Logan. On his cock. On how good it feels to be filled."
Mrs. Chen's pussy clenched. Her legs wrapped around Logan's waist, heels digging into his ass. She came, sobbing, her whole body shaking. Logan groaned and buried himself deep, pumping another load into her tight heat.
When he pulled out, cum leaked from her stretched pussy, adding to the mess on the altar cloth. She lay there panting, glasses fogged, blouse rumpled, wedding ring catching candlelight.
Ruined. Beautiful.
April was last.
The pregnant waitress climbed onto the altar, her soft body trembling. Twelve weeks along, her baby bump just starting to show beneath her pink waitress uniform. She lay back, eyes nervous but trusting.
Logan positioned himself carefully. He was gentle with her—one hand supporting her lower back, the other guiding his cock to her entrance. He pushed in slowly, mindful of the baby between them.
"Is this okay?" April whispered, voice shaking.
"It's perfect," Logan murmured, kissing her forehead. "You're perfect."
He thrust slowly. Reverent. Her pussy was so tight, gripping him with every stroke. Her soft C-cup tits bounced gently beneath her uniform. She reached up, touching his face, tears already forming in her eyes.
"I've never—not like this—not so gentle—"
"You deserve gentle," Logan breathed, maintaining his slow rhythm. "You deserve to feel worshipped."
Maria watched from the pew, her own fingers buried in her pussy, working herself toward another orgasm. This was different from the others. This was tender. Sacred in a different way.
April's breath hitched. Her pussy clenched around him, rhythmic flutters. She came quietly, tears streaming down her face. Relief. Joy. Pleasure she'd never felt before. Pure and overwhelming.
Logan felt her orgasm milk him, and he let go, groaning softly as he filled her pregnant pussy with cum. Warm spurts pumping deep. When he pulled out carefully, cum leaked from her, running down to join the mess on the altar.
He helped her sit up, steadying her. She touched her belly, then looked at him with such gratitude it made Maria's chest ache.
All three women sat on the altar steps now, cum leaking from their pussies, faces flushed and satisfied. Dana grinning. Mrs. Chen looking dazed. April glowing with quiet joy.
Maria stood from the pew, her own orgasm still pulsing through her. This. This was what she'd been meant to do.
Maria stood. "This is what confession should be. Not guilt. Not shame. Just truth. Just pleasure. Just—"
The rectory door flew open.
Father García stood in the doorway, face pale. Horrified.
He must have returned early. Must have heard the moans. Must have seen everything.
"Sister Maria." His voice shook. "What have you done?"
Maria didn't flinch. "I've given them real penance, Father. The kind that actually heals."
"This is desecration. Blasphemy. You've—" He looked at Logan, at the three women, at the altar cloth stained with cum. "You've defiled this church."
"No." Maria stepped forward. "I've honored it. God gave Logan this gift. And I'm helping people receive it."
"You're expelled." Father García's voice was firm now. Final. "Excommunicated. Pack your things and leave St. Catherine's. Tonight."
Maria smiled. Calm. "Good. I don't need your church anymore, Father. I'll build my own."
She walked to Logan, took his hand. Turned to the three women. "Come with me. All of you. We'll start a new ministry. One that honors truth instead of rules."
Dana stood first. Then Mrs. Chen. Then April.
Father García stared. "You're all damned."
"No," Maria said softly. "We're finally free."
She led them out through the back door, into the night.
Behind them, Father García locked the church doors.
But it didn't matter.
Maria had what she needed: Logan, three converts, and a vision for something bigger.
The Free-Use Ministry was born.
 

That night, Maria moved into Logan's house with three bags—everything she owned.
Lena and Skye welcomed her. The pregnant harem expanded.
And in the kitchen, while unpacking, Maria's phone buzzed.
A text from Sister Anne, one of the younger nuns at St. Catherine's: Father García told us what happened. Can we talk?
Maria smiled.
The recruitment had already begun.




Chapter 18: Uniform Undone

Keisha texted me at 2 AM.
Station. Now. Back entrance. Come alone.
I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake Lena or Skye. Both were curled together, bellies touching, exhausted from the evening. Downstairs, I found my jeans and a t-shirt.
The station's back entrance was unlocked. Inside, the fluorescent lights hummed. Empty desks, dark computer screens, the smell of burnt coffee and old paperwork.
Keisha stood in the hallway, still in full uniform. Navy shirt, utility belt, badge glinting. Her close-cropped natural hair was perfect, not a strand out of place. But her warm brown eyes had that glazed look I recognized.
She needed this. Again.
"Evidence locker," she said. "Follow me."
She led me through a maze of corridors. Her hand shook when she unlocked the heavy steel door. Inside, metal shelves lined the walls, filled with labeled boxes and plastic bags.
She locked the door behind us.
"After the church," she said, voice tight. "After watching you with Maria on that altar—I can't stop thinking about it."
I didn't move. Let her come to me.
"I need—" She stepped closer. Her hand went to her utility belt, fingers trembling. "I need you to fuck me. Here. Now. In every space I've tried to keep professional."
"Keisha—"
"Don't." She held up a hand. "Don't make this harder. I know what I'm asking."
She unzipped her pants but didn't take them off. Just pushed them down to mid-thigh, exposing her muscular legs, her tight shelf ass—all hard muscle and smooth mahogany skin. Her badge stayed on, glinting under the fluorescent lights. Her shirt stayed buttoned, navy fabric stretched across her athletic frame.
"Uniform stays on," she said, voice firm. "That's the rule."
I closed the distance between us. She gasped when I touched her, my hand sliding between her thighs. Already wet. Soaking through her underwear, the fabric drenched.
"How long have you been like this?" I asked, fingers teasing her through the soaked cotton.
"Hours. Since the church. Since I watched you fuck Maria on that altar." Her breath hitched, thighs trembling. "I went home. Tried to shower. Tried to sleep. But all I could think about was your cock inside me. Couldn't stop touching myself."
I pulled her panties aside—black, sensible, completely soaked—and slid two fingers into her. She moaned, deep and guttural, grabbing the nearest shelf for support. Her pussy was scorching hot, gripping my fingers tight.
"Please," she whispered, eyes squeezed shut. "Please fuck me. I need it. Need your cock."
I turned her around, bending her over a metal desk covered in evidence files. Her badge clattered against the surface, cold metal on metal. I freed my cock, positioned it at her entrance, and thrust in deep.
Fuck. So tight. Her pussy clenched immediately, vise-like grip around my shaft.
"Fuck—yes—" She gripped the desk edge, knuckles going white. "Right there—oh god—"
I fucked her hard, watching my cock disappear into her tight hole, the uniform's fabric bunching around her hips. Her badge clinked rhythmically with each thrust—metal against metal, marking every stroke. She was trying to stay quiet, biting her lip hard enough to draw blood, but small gasps and moans escaped anyway.
"This is my station," she panted, voice breaking. "My territory. And you're—fuck—you're claiming it—marking it—"
I gripped her hips tighter, fingers digging into firm muscle. Drilling into her. Her athletic body rocked with each thrust, abs flexing, back arching. Sweat darkened her uniform shirt.
She came fast, body going rigid, a strangled cry escaping through clenched teeth. Her pussy spasmed around me, milking my cock. But I didn't stop. Kept fucking her through the orgasm, chasing the next one.
"Again—oh god—again—" she sobbed.
Her second orgasm hit even harder. Whole body shaking. I followed her over, groaning as I buried myself deep and came, pumping thick ropes of cum into her clenching heat.
When I pulled out, cum leaked from her stretched pussy, running down her thighs, soaking into her pushed-down pants.
She collapsed forward onto the desk, cheek pressed to evidence files, breathing hard. Uniform soaked with sweat, badge crooked, hair finally mussed.
Perfect.
"More," she said after a moment, voice hoarse. "The holding cell. I want you to fuck me there too."
We stumbled down the hallway, her pants still half-down around her thighs, my cum dripping down her legs, leaving a trail. She unlocked one of the empty holding cells with shaking hands and pushed me inside.
The cell was small. Gray concrete walls. Metal bunk bolted to the wall. Harsh overhead light.
"On the bunk," she commanded, trying to regain some authority.
I sat. The metal was cold through my jeans. She climbed on top of me, straddling my lap, still mostly clothed. Her badge pressed cold against my chest as she positioned my cock at her entrance and sank down.
"Oh fuck—" Her head fell back, throat exposed.
She was still so tight. Still gripping me. Her pussy was a mess—slick with cum and arousal, overflowing. The metal bunk frame creaked beneath us, loud in the small space. Her athletic body moved with purpose, muscular thighs flexing as she rode me, abs rippling.
"Every time I bring someone here," she gasped, bouncing faster, "every time I lock them up—I'll remember this—remember your cock inside me—"
I grabbed her hips, helping her ride, watching her C-cup tits bounce beneath her uniform shirt. Her badge swung between them, catching light. Sweat dripped down her face, her neck.
She came again, crying out—no longer trying to be quiet. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, milking me. I groaned and followed, pumping another load deep into her already overflowing cunt.
She stayed on top of me, trembling, catching her breath. Her badge was cold against my skin, her breath hot against my neck. Cum leaked out around my cock, dripping onto the metal bunk.
"Marking my territory," she breathed. "Claiming every fucking inch."
"Cruiser next," she said, eyes glazed with lust.
We went out through the back, into the parking lot. Dawn was approaching, sky lightening. Her patrol car sat in the corner, away from the cameras. She opened the back door—the prisoner door—and gestured.
"Get in."
The backseat smelled like leather and disinfectant. Plastic seats. Cage between front and back. I slid in, and Keisha climbed in after me, straddling my lap. This time she unzipped her shirt halfway, revealing a black sports bra underneath, sweat-soaked. Her badge hung between her breasts, swinging.
"I've imagined this," she whispered, positioning my cock at her entrance. "So many times. Fucking you in the back of my cruiser where I put criminals."
She sank down slowly, savoring every inch. Her pussy was so full of cum now—mine and hers mixed—that it squelched obscenely as she took me. She moaned, hands gripping my shoulders.
She rode me slowly this time, rolling her hips, making it last. Her badge swung with every movement, clinking softly. Through the window, I could see the station, the streetlights, the sleeping town just starting to wake.
"What if someone sees?" I asked, hands on her ass, helping her grind.
"Let them." She ground down harder, taking me deeper. "Let them see what the plume does. Let them see me choose this. Let them see their fucking cop getting bred in her own cruiser."
Her athletic body glistened with sweat. The windows were fogging up. She picked up the pace, bouncing faster, chasing another orgasm.
"Gonna—fuck—gonna cum again—"
She came hard, biting my shoulder to muffle her scream, teeth breaking skin. Her pussy clenched so tight it almost hurt. I groaned and filled her once more, another load pumping into her already overflowing cunt.
She slumped against me, exhausted, both of us panting. Cum leaked out around my cock, pooling on the plastic seat beneath us.
"One more place," she breathed after a moment.
We stayed like that for a long moment. Then she pulled away, straightening her uniform.
"One more place," she said.
She led me back inside, up to the second floor. The booking desk—high counter, computer, fingerprint scanner, mug shot backdrop.
She bent over it, ass up, pants yanked down again. Cum dripped from her pussy, running down her thighs, pooling on the floor.
"Here," she said, voice raw. "Where we process them. Where I'm supposed to be professional. Where I take their fucking mugshots."
I positioned myself behind her, my cock still hard somehow. Slick with cum and arousal. I pushed into her again—no resistance now, she was so stretched and full.
"Oh god—yes—"
I fucked her over the desk, hard and fast. Her badge scraped the surface with every thrust, leaving scratches in the wood. She grabbed a filing cabinet for leverage, knuckles white, moaning openly now. No one was here to hear her scream.
"Yes—fuck—claim every inch of this place—mark it—make it ours—"
Her pussy was so full of cum it was leaking everywhere. Obscene wet sounds filled the room. Slapping flesh. Her desperate moans. My grunts.
"Cum in me—one more—fill me up—breed me—"
When I came inside her the fourth time, groaning, pumping what little I had left deep into her overflowing cunt, she collapsed onto the desk, trembling. Sobbing with relief and exhaustion.
I helped her stand, legs shaking. Pulled her pants back up over cum-soaked thighs. She was a complete mess—hair disheveled, shirt untucked and sweat-soaked, badge crooked, makeup smeared.
But she was smiling. Glowing.
"Thank you," she whispered, touching my face. "Thank you."
"Thank you," she whispered.
She led me to her office—a small room with a desk, filing cabinets, and a worn chair. She pulled out a flash drive from her drawer.
"The evidence," she said, handing it to me. "Everything Hutchins and his officers have done. Embezzlement, kickbacks, affairs funded with department money."
I took the flash drive. "This is enough?"
"More than enough." She sat on the desk, wincing slightly. "Internal Affairs arrives next week. I'll present it myself."
"Hutchins will fight back."
"Let him." Her eyes hardened. "I've got you. Maria's got the church ladies. Dana's got the restaurant crowd. We're building something bigger than one corrupt captain."
She pulled me closer, kissing me hard. When we broke apart, she straightened her badge.
"Go home," she said. "Get some rest. Tomorrow's the meeting with Mrs. Hutchins."
"You know about that?"
"I know everything that happens in this town." She smirked. "I'm a cop."
I left through the back entrance. The sun was starting to rise, painting the sky pink and orange. My phone buzzed.
Lena: Where are you?
Me: Heading home. Everything's fine.
Lena: Breakfast in 20. Don't be late.
I smiled, pocketing the phone. The flash drive felt heavy in my pocket. Evidence that would bring down Hutchins and his crew.
But first, I had to get some sleep. Tomorrow was the meeting with Mrs. Hutchins, and I had a feeling it was going to be a long day.




Chapter 19: Wives' Awakening

Week 8, Day 1. Noon.
Dana's restaurant was half-full when I arrived.
Mrs. Hutchins, Victoria, sat alone in a corner booth, hands wrapped around a coffee cup. She wore a designer navy dress that hugged curves surgery had perfected. Platinum blonde hair fell in careful waves over her shoulders. Even from across the room, I could see the hunger in her bright blue eyes.
The captain's wife. Forty-eight years old. Trophy wife. And from the way she'd watched me at the gym, desperately neglected.
I slid into the booth across from her.
"Thank you for coming," she said. Her voice was smooth. Practiced. Society-wife polished. But underneath—desperation.
"You said you needed to talk."
She glanced around. The nearest customers were three booths away. Dana worked the counter, deliberately giving us privacy.
"I saw you," Victoria said quietly. "At the gym. With those women. The way they... the way you..." She swallowed. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about it."
"How long have you been watching me?"
"Weeks." She looked down at her coffee. "My husband doesn't know. He thinks I go to book club on Thursday nights. But I've been driving past your house. Sitting in parking lots. Watching windows." She laughed bitterly. "I sound insane."
"You sound lonely."
Her eyes snapped up. Wet. "He hasn't touched me in five years. Five years. I'm his wife. I take care of myself—I work out, I dress well, I do everything right—and he hasn't fucked me once since his last election."
She said the word deliberately. Fuck. Testing it. Seeing if I'd flinch.
I didn't.
"He has a mistress," she continued. "Some twenty-five-year-old clerk from City Hall. He thinks I don't know. But I've known for three years. And I've stayed. Because what else do I do? Divorce him? Become the sad ex-wife who couldn't keep her man?" She shook her head. "I'd rather be the beautiful, neglected wife who at least has the house and the status."
"Until now."
"Until now." She looked at me. Really looked. "I watched you take five women in ninety minutes. I watched them scream your name. I watched them walk away satisfied. And I thought... when was the last time I felt that? When was the last time anyone looked at me like I was something other than decoration?"
She reached across the table. Took my hand.
"I need to know," she whispered. "I need to feel it. Just once. Please."
I studied her. Perfectly manicured nails. Expensive jewelry. A woman who'd built her identity around being beautiful and desirable—and hadn't been desired by her husband in half a decade.
"What about Hutchins?" I asked.
"Fuck him." The venom in her voice was real. "He's trying to destroy you because you threaten his control. But you know what threatens him more? His wife choosing you over him."
She squeezed my hand.
"I'll testify," she said. "Against him. About the embezzlement I've seen. The affairs. The misuse of funds. I've kept quiet for years because I was afraid. But I'm not afraid anymore. I just..." Her voice broke. "I just need one night. One night where I'm not invisible. Where someone wants me."
Dana appeared beside the booth. "Back office is empty. If you need it."
Victoria looked at me. Waiting.
I stood. Offered my hand.
She took it.
 

Dana's office was small. Desk, filing cabinets, a worn couch against the wall.
Victoria closed the door. Locked it. Turned to face me.
"I don't know how to do this anymore," she admitted. "It's been so long."
"Just tell me what you want."
She stepped closer. "I want you to make me feel beautiful. I want you to touch me like you actually want to. I want..." She reached for my belt. "I want to forget I'm forty-eight and neglected and pathetic."
"You're not pathetic."
"I'm begging a twenty-year-old to fuck me because my husband won't." She laughed. "That's pretty pathetic."
I caught her wrists. Gentle but firm. "You're a woman who knows what she wants and isn't afraid to ask for it. That's not pathetic. That's brave."
Her breath hitched. "Don't be nice to me. I'll cry."
"Then cry."
I kissed her.
She melted against me. Desperate. Hungry. Her hands found my shirt, pulling me closer. When I broke the kiss, she was already tearing at her dress.
"Help me," she gasped.
I unzipped the back. The designer dress fell away, revealing a body maintained by personal trainers and surgical enhancements. Her breasts were fake—large, firm F-cups that sat too high, too perfect. But the hunger in her eyes was real.
"They're implants," she said, defensive. "He wanted me to get them. Said I needed to look the part."
"They're beautiful," I said. "You're beautiful."
Tears spilled down her cheeks. Mascara running.
I stripped quickly. My cock was hard—not just from the plume, but from the raw need radiating off her.
She stared at me. "It's been so long. I don't know if I'll—"
I guided her to the couch. Laid her down gently. Her thighs parted. She wasn't wearing panties beneath the dress. Just bare, waxed skin.
"Tell me if you want me to stop," I said.
"Don't stop," she whispered. "Don't you dare stop."
I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. Already slick. Already desperate.
I pushed inside slowly.
Her pussy was tight—five years without sex had left her almost virgin-tight. I felt every inch of her stretching around me, hot wet walls gripping my shaft as I sank deeper.
She gasped. Her fake tits bounced—those perfect surgical F-cups jiggling unnaturally as she arched her back. "Oh God—oh fuck—you're so—"
I gave her a moment. Let her adjust to the stretch. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around my cock, trying to accommodate the intrusion.
Then I began to move.
Slow at first. Deep strokes that dragged every inch of my shaft through her tight channel. I savored the warmth, the wetness, the way her inner walls rippled and squeezed.
"You feel so good," she breathed. Her hands clutched at my shoulders. "I forgot—God, I forgot it could feel like this—"
Her pussy was soaking now. Each thrust made wet sounds. I could feel her arousal coating my cock, dripping down onto the couch beneath us.
I fucked her steadily. Building rhythm. She wrapped her legs around me, designer heels digging into my back. Her manicured nails scratched down my shoulders, leaving red marks.
"Harder," she begged. Her voice cracked. "Please—I need—I need you to fuck me like you mean it—"
I gripped her hips. Drove into her harder.
The couch creaked beneath us. Her fake tits bounced with every thrust—those hard implants jiggling in ways natural breasts never would, nipples stiff and pink against the pale artificial curves.
"Yes—" She gasped. "Yes—oh fuck—yes—"
Her pussy clenched tighter. I could feel her getting close. The way her thighs trembled. The way her moans pitched higher.
"Look at me," I commanded.
Her eyes snapped open. Mascara already running. Bright blue eyes glazed with lust.
"You're beautiful," I told her. Thrusting deep. "You're fucking gorgeous. And I want you."
She broke.
Her orgasm hit suddenly. Violently. Her whole body convulsed—back arching off the couch, fake tits thrust upward, mouth open in a silent scream. Then sound came. A shriek that echoed through the small office, loud enough that the entire restaurant must have heard.
Her pussy spasmed around my cock. Rhythmic clenches that milked my shaft. I felt hot fluid gush around me as she came, soaking us both.
I didn't stop. I kept fucking her through it, prolonging her orgasm, making her feel every second of pleasure she'd been denied for five years.
She sobbed beneath me. Overwhelmed. Tears streaming down her ruined makeup.
"Again," I commanded.
"I can't—" She gasped. "I can't—it's too much—"
"You can."
I angled my hips. Changed the angle to hit that spot deep inside her—the one that made her see stars. Ground against her clit with each thrust.
She screamed. Another orgasm tore through her before the first had even finished. Her pussy clamped down so hard it almost hurt, rippling and squeezing as waves of pleasure crashed through her body.
"Logan—Logan—oh fuck—please—"
Her nails dug into my back. Drew blood. She didn't care. Neither did I.
I felt my own orgasm building. Pressure coiling at the base of my spine. Inevitable.
"Inside," she gasped between sobs. "Please—inside—I want to feel it—I want to know someone actually wants me enough to—"
I buried myself to the hilt. As deep as I could go.
And came.
Thick ropes of cum pulsed from my cock, flooding her pussy. Pumping her full. I groaned as my orgasm hit, hips jerking with each spurt, claiming every inch of her neglected body.
She sobbed. Relief and release and five years of neglect pouring out in one moment. Her pussy milked me, drawing every drop, desperate for proof that someone wanted her.
When the last pulse faded, I held myself inside her. Let her feel the fullness. The warmth of my cum deep in her cunt.
Then I slowly pulled out.
Cum leaked immediately—thick white strands dripping from her swollen pussy lips onto the dark couch cushion beneath her. She lay there, chest heaving, makeup completely ruined, mascara in black streaks down her cheeks. Her fake tits gleamed with sweat, nipples still hard, rising and falling with each ragged breath.
"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you."
I helped her sit up. She leaned against me, trembling.
"I meant what I said," she murmured. "I'll testify. I'll tell them everything. Bank accounts. Motel receipts. The mistress' name. Everything."
"You don't have to do that."
"Yes I do." She looked up at me. "Because he doesn't deserve loyalty. And you..." She touched my face. "You made me feel wanted again. That's worth more than any marriage vow."
She stood. Cleaned herself up as best she could with tissues from the desk. Pulled her dress back on.
"I'll contact Officer Williams," she said. "Give her my statement. And then..." She smiled. Sad but determined. "And then I'm filing for divorce. Finally."
She unlocked the door. Paused.
"Can I..." She looked back at me. "Can I come back? Not just for this. For... community. For whatever you're building here. I don't want to be alone anymore."
"You're always welcome."
She kissed me. Soft. Grateful. Then left.
I sat in Dana's office, alone, Victoria's perfume still hanging in the air.
The captain's wife had just pledged herself to me. And agreed to destroy her husband.
One down. Two more to go.
Because if Mrs. Hutchins could break free, her friends—Mrs. Chen and Mrs. Rodriguez, the other corrupt officers' wives—would follow.
It was only a matter of time.




Chapter 20: Chain Reaction

Week 8, Day 2. Noon.
The text came from Keisha.
Victoria talked to her friends. Mrs. Chen and Mrs. Rodriguez want to meet. Evidence locker. 2 PM. I'll let you in.
I showed up at 1:55. The police station was quiet—Hutchins and his corrupt officers had been suspended pending investigation, so Keisha was effectively running the place now.
She met me at the back entrance. Still in uniform, badge gleaming.
"They're already here," she said quietly. "Showed up fifteen minutes ago. Nervous as hell."
"Are they ready?"
"They're ready to talk. To testify. But Victoria convinced them they needed..." She looked away, smile tugging at her lips. "They needed what she got. What I got. One night where they're not invisible."
She led me through the station. The evidence locker was in the back—a secure room lined with shelves, boxes of case files, confiscated items. And in the center, two women waiting.
Mrs. Chen—Patricia. Asian MILF, early forties, sleek black bob, sexy librarian glasses. White blouse and pencil skirt, looking every bit the competent professional. Wedding ring on her left hand. She stood with her arms crossed, analytical gaze studying me.
Mrs. Rodriguez—Elena. Latina, late thirties, long dark hair in a ponytail. Curvy maternal body in a simple red dress—wide hips, full breasts, the body of a woman who'd borne three children. She twisted her wedding ring nervously.
Keisha locked the door behind us.
"Ladies," I said. "Victoria told you about me?"
Patricia adjusted her glasses. "She told us everything. About the plume. About what happened at the restaurant. About how you made her feel wanted for the first time in five years." Her voice was steady but there was hunger underneath. "My husband hasn't touched me in six months. He's been fucking his secretary. I have photos."
Elena spoke softly. "Mine hasn't touched me in over a year. We have three kids together. He says he's too tired. But he has energy for poker nights and his mistress." Tears welled. "I just want to feel something besides lonely."
"Victoria said you'd help us," Patricia continued. "That you'd... that you'd make us feel wanted. Before we testify tomorrow. Before we destroy our marriages."
I looked at Keisha. She nodded.
"I'm here to make sure no one interrupts," she said. "And to help if needed." She smiled. "Consider it my contribution to taking down Hutchins and his corrupt crew."
Patricia pushed her glasses up. "I should clarify—I've never done anything like this. My husband and I were traditional. Vanilla. He called me 'cold' and 'analytical.'"
"Same," Elena whispered. "I thought sex was just something you did for babies. I never—I never knew it could be..."
"Different," Patricia finished. "Victoria showed us it could be different. And we want that."
They looked at each other. Some silent communication passed between them.
Then they both looked at me.
"Please," Elena said. "Please make us feel wanted. Just once."
I stepped forward. "Who's first?"
Patricia raised her hand. Analytical. Methodical. "I'll go first. Establish baseline data."
Keisha laughed. "You're really going to treat this like a science experiment?"
"It's how I process things." Patricia began unbuttoning her blouse. Efficient. Precise. "I need to understand what I've been missing."
She folded her blouse on a shelf, then her skirt. She stood in simple white bra and panties, pale ivory skin flushed pink. Her B-cup breasts barely moved as she breathed. The wedding ring caught the fluorescent light.
"Keep the ring on," she said. "And the glasses. I want to remember this exactly as it happens."
I pulled her close. Kissed her. She gasped against my mouth, surprise giving way to hunger. Her hands found my shirt, pulling me closer.
"Oh," she breathed. "That's—that's already significantly better than—"
I kissed her again, deeper. She melted.
I guided her to the evidence locker's desk—metal, cold, institutional. She sat on the edge. I stripped quickly, my cock hard.
She stared. "That's—I mean, statistically speaking, you're well above—"
"Patricia."
"Sorry. Nervous." She pushed her glasses up. "I talk when I'm nervous."
"Then let me give you something else to focus on."
I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance. Already wet from anticipation.
I pushed inside slowly.
She gasped, hand flying up to adjust her glasses. Her pussy was tight—competent professional Patricia clearly hadn't been fucked in months. I felt her stretch around me, hot walls gripping my shaft.
"Oh my God—" Her voice cracked. "You're—that's—"
I gave her a moment. Let her adjust. Her wedding ring caught the light as her hands gripped the cold metal desk edge.
Then I began to move.
Slow, steady thrusts. Each stroke dragged through her tight channel, making her breath hitch. Her analytical composure cracked immediately.
"That angle—" She gasped. "Yes—deeper—optimal penetration depth is—oh fuck—"
Even now she was analyzing. Data-driven even as my cock filled her.
I angled my hips. Hit the spot that made her see stars.
"There—" She moaned. "That specific—fuck—there—"
Keisha watched from near the door, arms crossed, smiling.
I fucked Patricia steadily. Her sleek black bob came loose from its professional style—strands sticking to her sweat-dampened forehead. Her glasses fogged with each breath, the lenses steaming up until she could barely see through them.
Her small B-cup breasts bounced slightly with each thrust—not much movement, but enough. Pale ivory skin flushed pink across her chest and neck.
"This is—" She gasped, glasses slipping down her nose. "This is what I've been missing—six months of neglect and this is what he gave up for her—"
"Don't think about him," I commanded.
"Right—yes—" She pushed her glasses up with one trembling hand, wedding ring glinting. "Just this—just you—just this cock—fuck—"
Her pussy clenched tighter. I could feel her getting close. The way her thighs trembled. The way her inner walls rippled around my shaft.
"You're going to cum for me," I told her.
"Yes—" She gasped. "Statistically speaking—I'm very close to—to orgasm—fuck—"
I drove deeper. Ground against her clit with each thrust.
She came suddenly. Violently.
Her pussy clamped down hard, spasming around my cock in rhythmic pulses. Her whole body shook—back arching off the desk, small tits thrust upward, mouth open in a scream that echoed through the station.
"FUCK—"
Her glasses fell off. Clattered onto the desk beside her. She didn't care. Just kept cumming, waves of pleasure crashing through her neglected body as I fucked her through it.
When I finally pulled out, she sat there, chest heaving. Her glasses lay crooked beside her. Her careful bob was completely ruined—hair wild and sweaty. Makeup smeared. Wedding ring still gleaming on her hand.
She groped for her glasses. Put them back on. They were completely fogged—she couldn't see through them at all.
"Holy shit," she whispered.
Elena stepped forward slowly. Nervous but determined.
"My turn," she said quietly.
Patricia slid off the desk, legs shaky. She touched Elena's arm. "It's okay. It's amazing."
Elena nodded. She undressed carefully, folding her red dress. Underneath, her body told the story of motherhood—stretch marks across her stomach, breasts heavy with milk long dried, hips wide from three pregnancies. She tried to cover herself.
"I'm not—I'm not like Victoria," she whispered. "I don't have surgery or perfect skin or—"
"You're beautiful," I said.
"I'm ruined."
"You're real." I kissed her stomach, her stretch marks, everywhere she'd tried to hide. "And you're gorgeous."
Tears spilled down her cheeks.
I laid her on the cold floor—not ideal, but she didn't seem to care. She spread her legs, trembling.
"Please," she whispered. "Please make me feel something besides invisible."
I pressed against her entrance. She was already wet—arousal mixing with nervous anticipation.
I entered her slowly. Gentle. Reverent.
The head of my cock pushed inside. Her pussy was tight—tighter than I expected for a mother of three. A year without sex had left her almost virgin-tight. I felt every inch of her stretching around me, accommodating my girth.
She gasped, back arching off the cold floor. "Oh—oh God—"
I sank deeper. Slow. Careful. Letting her feel every inch.
"You're so big," she breathed. Her hands clutched at my shoulders. "I forgot—I forgot what this felt like—"
I began to move. Gentle thrusts. Making love to her carefully, mindful of the neglect she'd suffered, the years of being ignored and treated as invisible.
Her full breasts bounced with each thrust—heavy maternal tits that swayed and jiggled naturally. Her wide hips cradled me perfectly. Her stretch marks caught the fluorescent light—silver lines across her soft belly, proof of the children she'd borne.
Beautiful. Real.
Her moans filled the evidence locker. Patricia knelt beside her, still naked, holding Elena's hand. Keisha stayed by the door, hand pressed to her own thigh through her uniform pants, watching.
"You're so beautiful," I murmured. Thrust deep. "So perfect."
Elena sobbed. Relief. Release. Joy.
"Yes—" Tears streamed down her cheeks. "Yes—I forgot—I forgot it could feel like this—"
Her pussy clenched around me. Hot. Wet. Desperate.
I angled my hips. Ground against her clit with each stroke. Her moans pitched higher.
"Please—" She gasped. "Please don't stop—"
I didn't.
She came crying my name, her whole body convulsing beneath me. Her pussy spasmed—rhythmic clenches that milked my cock. She screamed, loud and shameless, back bowing off the floor.
I kept going. Gentle but relentless.
She came again before the first orgasm had even finished. Then again. Wave after wave crashing through her neglected body. Each orgasm wringing more tears from her, more gasps, more desperate sobbing.
"Too much—" She gasped. "I can't—"
"You can," I told her.
I drove deeper. Hit that spot inside her that made her see stars.
She screamed. Another orgasm tore through her, harder than the rest. Her pussy clamped down so tight it almost hurt, rippling and squeezing as pleasure overwhelmed her.
"Logan—Logan—please—"
I felt my own orgasm building. Pressure coiling at the base of my spine.
"Inside," she sobbed. "Please—inside—I want to feel it—"
I buried myself to the hilt. As deep as her maternal pussy would take me.
And came.
Thick ropes of cum pulsed from my cock, flooding her. Pumping her full. My hips jerked with each spurt, claiming her, filling every neglected inch.
She sobbed. Pulled me down, kissing me desperately. Her legs wrapped around me, holding me deep inside her as my cum flooded her womb.
"Thank you," she gasped between kisses. "Thank you—thank you—"
"Thank you," she sobbed. "Thank you."
Patricia helped Elena sit up. The two women looked at each other, then at me.
"We want more," Patricia said, adjusting her glasses. "Both of us. Together."
Keisha stepped forward. "I can help with that."
She stripped off her uniform shirt, badge clinking as it hit the shelf. Her athletic body gleamed—defined abs, muscular thighs, C-cup breasts firm and perfect.
"Threesome," she said. "Logan in the middle. Patricia, you take front. Elena, you take his face. I'll supervise."
Patricia blinked. "You're very organized about this."
"I'm a cop. I organize everything."
They positioned themselves. Patricia straddled my cock, her pale thighs spreading wide as she lowered herself onto me. Her tight pussy stretched around my shaft—still slick from her first orgasm. Elena knelt over my face, lowering her wet pussy to my mouth. Keisha stood beside us, directing.
"There—yes—Patricia, angle more forward—" Keisha adjusted Patricia's hips. "Elena, relax—he knows what he's doing—"
I licked Elena while Patricia rode me. My tongue traced her swollen pussy lips, tasting her arousal, circling her clit. Above me, Patricia bounced slowly, her small tits jiggling with each rise and fall, glasses fogged again as she gasped.
Both women moaned. Elena gripped Patricia's shoulders for balance. Patricia reached up, cupped Elena's heavy breasts, squeezed them.
Keisha touched them both, guiding their rhythm, encouraging them. Her hands traced Patricia's spine, squeezed Elena's ass cheeks, spread them wider over my face.
"That's it," Keisha murmured. "Ride him. Use him. Take what you need."
Patricia's pussy clenched tight around my cock. She ground down, rubbing her clit against my pelvis with each bounce.
"Fuck—" She gasped. "I'm—I'm going to—"
She came first. Screaming. Her pussy spasming around my shaft as she rode through her orgasm. Her glasses fell off—clattered to the floor beside us.
Elena caught them with one hand. Put them back on Patricia's face. Laughed breathlessly.
Then Elena came against my tongue. I sucked her clit hard, licked deep into her pussy, tasted her flood of arousal as she sobbed my name.
They switched positions.
Elena straddling my cock now, her maternal hips wide as she impaled herself on me. Heavier than Patricia—more weight, more curves, stretch-marked belly rippling as she rode. Patricia kneeling over my face, lowering her tight little pussy to my mouth. I tasted myself on her—the mix of her arousal and my precum.
Keisha knelt beside us. Unzipped her uniform pants. Slid her hand inside. Stroking herself as she watched.
"Fuck," Keisha breathed. "This is so hot."
Elena rode me hard. Her full tits bounced—heavy swaying that hypnotized. I gripped her wide hips, drove up into her, meeting each downward thrust.
Patricia ground against my face. I licked her clit, felt her thighs trembling on either side of my head.
Hours blurred.
They took turns. Sometimes together, sometimes separate. Patricia riding my cock while Elena sat on my face. Then switching. Then both of them kneeling beside me, taking turns sucking my cock, kissing each other with my precum on their lips.
Keisha joined once—stripped completely out of her uniform, athletic body gleaming with sweat. She rode me while Patricia and Elena kissed her breasts, sucked her nipples, made her moan.
"Fuck yes—" Keisha gasped, bouncing on my cock. Her tight pussy gripped me, muscular thighs flexing. "Suck them—harder—"
Patricia and Elena obeyed. Sucking Keisha's nipples, leaving red marks on her dark skin.
I came inside Keisha. She screamed, orgasm ripping through her as my cum flooded her pussy.
Then Patricia wanted another turn. Then Elena. I lost count of how many times I came, how many times they came, how many different positions we tried.
By the time we finished, the evidence locker reeked of sex. Sweat and cum and arousal thick in the air. All four of us lay exhausted on the cold floor, limbs tangled together, breathing hard.
Patricia sat against the shelves, glasses askew, hair wild. "That was... significantly better than baseline."
Elena laughed, curled against me. "I can't believe we just did that in a police station."
"Evidence locker," Keisha corrected, pulling her uniform back on. "Which means it's all on camera." She winked. "Good thing I deleted the footage."
The two wives dressed slowly. Patricia's blouse was wrinkled, her pencil skirt creased. Elena's red dress clung to her sweaty skin. But both looked lighter. Unburdened.
"We'll testify tomorrow," Patricia said. "We have all the evidence. Bank records. Photos. Everything."
"We're ready," Elena added. "Ready to be free."
Keisha nodded. "Internal Affairs arrives at noon. Be here at 11. We'll present everything together."
Patricia pushed her glasses up. "And after? After they're arrested?"
"After," I said, "you start over. New lives. Better lives."
"With you?" Elena asked softly.
I looked at Keisha. She nodded.
"If you want."
"We want," Patricia said firmly.
Elena smiled through tears. "We want."
They left together, supporting each other, already planning their testimonies.
Keisha stayed behind, checking the door was locked.
"Tomorrow," she said, "we end this. Hutchins, Chen, Rodriguez—all of them go down."
"And Brookvale is free."
"Brookvale is free." She kissed me. Quick. Grateful. "Thank you. For helping them. For helping all of us."
"Thank you for making it possible."
She smiled. "Get out of here before someone sees you. I'll clean up."
I left through the back entrance. The sun was setting over Brookvale. Tomorrow, Internal Affairs would arrive. Tomorrow, the corrupt cops would fall.
And tomorrow, three more women would be free.
The chain reaction Victoria started was spreading.
And there was no stopping it now.




Chapter 21: Internal Affairs

Week 8, Day 3. Noon.
Dana's restaurant was packed.
Word had spread. Internal Affairs was arriving at the police station. The wives were testifying. Today, Hutchins and his corrupt officers would finally fall.
And the whole town wanted to watch.
Dana had set up screens throughout the restaurant—live feeds from the police station security cameras. Keisha had given her access, wanting the town to see justice happen in real time.
Every table was full. The bar overflowing. People crowded around the screens, holding drinks, waiting.
In the back private room, my harem gathered.
Lena and Skye, both 14 weeks pregnant, bellies round under their dresses. April, also showing, shy and glowing. Dana, directing her staff between checking on us. Sister Maria in a simple sundress, rosary around her neck. Officer Keisha in her uniform—she'd be presenting the case. Coach Riley, Marcy and Kayla. Professor Rowan, tablet in hand, ready to present her data.
And the three wives: Victoria, platinum and perfect. Patricia, glasses gleaming. Elena, nervous but determined.
"It's time," Keisha said, checking her phone. "IA just arrived. Victoria, Patricia, Elena—you're up."
The three wives stood. They'd dressed carefully—professional, credible, strong. Victoria in a navy suit. Patricia in her white blouse and pencil skirt. Elena in a simple red dress.
"We're ready," Victoria said.
They left for the station. The rest of us stayed at the restaurant, eyes on the screens.
 

The main screen showed the police station lobby. Two federal agents in dark suits. Serious faces. Badges gleaming.
Keisha appeared on screen, greeting them. She led them to the interrogation room.
The crowd in the restaurant was silent. Watching.
Victoria entered first on the screen. She sat across from the agents, opened a folder, and began presenting evidence. The audio was muted, but captions scrolled across the bottom.
Bank records showing $250,000 embezzlement by Captain Hutchins...
Motel receipts placing him with mistress paid from city funds...
Witness testimony of corruption...
The crowd murmured. Someone cheered. Dana shushed them.
Patricia went next. Methodical. Precise. Presenting documents, photos, spreadsheets.
Officer Chen: kickbacks from developers...
Evidence tampering in three separate cases...
Theft of confiscated materials...
More murmurs. Angry now. These were their officers. Their protectors. And they'd been corrupt the whole time.
Elena went last. Her testimony was emotional—you could see it even without audio. Tears streaming. But she held strong.
Officer Rodriguez: affair with secretary...
Cover-ups for Hutchins...
Abuse of power...
When she finished, one of the IA agents nodded. He spoke into a radio.
The screen switched to the holding area.
Keisha walked in with two agents. Behind her, four officers in handcuffs: Captain Hutchins, Officer Chen, Officer Rodriguez, and Officer Martinez.
The restaurant erupted.
Cheers. Applause. Someone threw confetti.
On screen, Keisha led the corrupt cops to the interrogation room. Their faces were visible now—Hutchins red and furious, the others pale and defeated.
The IA agents read them their rights.
The captions scrolled:
Arrested on charges of: Embezzlement. Fraud. Obstruction of justice. Theft. Abuse of power.
The crowd roared.
Dana climbed onto the bar. "Quiet! Let's hear this!"
The audio feed kicked in.
"...understanding your rights as I've explained them to you?" the lead IA agent was saying.
Hutchins said nothing. Just glared.
"Captain Hutchins, do you understand your rights?"
"Go to hell," Hutchins spat.
The agent didn't flinch. "You're being placed under arrest. You'll be transferred to county jail pending trial."
"This is a setup!" Hutchins shouted. "That kid—Logan Hart—he's manipulating everyone! The pheromones—"
"The pheromones are not illegal," the agent cut in. "And Officer Williams' evidence shows you've been embezzling for three years—long before Mr. Hart arrived in Brookvale."
Hutchins' face went white.
The restaurant erupted again. Cheering. Clapping. Stomping feet.
On screen, the four corrupt cops were led out in handcuffs. Down the hall. Past the booking desk. Out to a transport van waiting outside.
Dana's camera feed showed the outside. The van doors closed. The corrupt officers were gone.
The restaurant exploded.
Music started playing—loud, celebratory. People hugged. Kissed. Danced.
"Free drinks for an hour!" Dana shouted from the bar. "On me!"
The crowd went wild.
I stood in the doorway between the back room and the main dining area, watching. Lena appeared beside me, pregnant belly pressing against my arm.
"We won," she said.
"We won."
Victoria, Patricia, and Elena entered through the back door. They looked exhausted but triumphant.
The crowd saw them. Someone started chanting: "The wives! The wives!"
The three women froze. Then Victoria started laughing. Patricia waved. Elena burst into tears—happy tears.
Dana appeared, pulling them to the bar. "Heroes! All of them! Let's hear it for the wives who took down the corrupt cops!"
The crowd roared approval.
 

An hour later, the celebration was still going strong. But in the back private room, we gathered for our own celebration.
Eleven women. One man. Victory tasted sweet.
"Speech!" Marcy called, grinning.
I shook my head. "I'm not good at speeches."
"Too bad," Lena said. "You're giving one anyway."
I stood. They all looked at me—these women who'd risked everything to stand with me.
"We won today," I said. "But it wasn't just me. It was all of us."
I pointed to Keisha. "You gathered the evidence. You risked your career."
To the three wives. "You testified. You destroyed your marriages to expose the truth."
To Maria. "You defended us publicly. Got yourself banished from the Church."
To Lena, Skye, April. "You blocked the door when they came for me."
To Dana. "You gave us this place. This sanctuary."
To all of them. "Brookvale is ours now. Not Hutchins'. Not the corrupt cops'. Ours."
I raised my beer. "To freedom."
"To freedom!" they echoed.
We drank.
Maria stood next. "I want to say something too."
The room quieted.
"I broke my vows for this," Maria said. "Poverty. Chastity. Obedience. All of them." She smiled. "And I don't regret it. Because this—" She gestured around. "—this is divine."
Victoria laughed. "Amen, Sister."
"I'm building something new," Maria continued. "A Free-Use Ministry. A place where we celebrate pleasure without shame. And I want all of you to be part of it."
"I'm in," Dana said immediately.
"Me too," April whispered.
One by one, they all agreed. The original harem and the three new wives. United.
Lena raised her glass. "Then let's celebrate properly."
She stood, her pregnant belly prominent, and started unbuttoning her dress.
The room went silent.
Skye joined her, stripping. April followed. Then Dana, Maria, Keisha, Riley, Marcy, Kayla, Victoria, Patricia, Elena.
Eleven naked women. All looking at me.
"Well," Lena said, grinning. "What are you waiting for?"
 

The orgy was magnificent.
Lena first, straddling my cock while her 14-week pregnant belly pressed against my chest. Her round bump rubbed my abs with each bounce. Milk leaked from her nipples—droplets running down her tits, coating my chest.
"Fuck—" She gasped, grinding down. "I'm so full of you—so pregnant—"
Her pussy clenched tight around my shaft. Hot. Wet. Pregnant-slick.
I gripped her hips, thrust up into her. Her milk-heavy tits bounced, leaking more with each impact. When she came, her pussy spasmed hard, milking my cock as she screamed.
Skye next, bent over the table, her small 14-week bump pressing against the wood. Her petite body trembled as I entered her from behind. Tight little pussy stretching around my shaft.
"Yes—deeper—" She gasped, gripping the table edge.
I fucked her hard. Fast. Her small tits swayed beneath her. Her pregnant belly rubbed the table with each thrust. When I came inside her, filling her already-pregnant pussy, she moaned.
April followed. Shy and eager, lying on her back, legs spread. Dana knelt between her thighs, tongue working April's clit while I pushed inside her pussy.
"Oh—oh God—" April gasped, soft body trembling.
Her 14-week belly rose and fell with each thrust. Her C-cup tits bounced gently. Dana's tongue never stopped—licking April's clit, then my shaft as it slid in and out of April's wet hole.
April came sobbing, overwhelmed by double stimulation. Her pussy clenched tight, milking cum from my cock as Dana licked us both clean.
Maria and Keisha together next—Maria spread on the table while I fucked her, Keisha straddling her face, lowering her pussy to Maria's mouth. The ex-nun and the cop, unified in pleasure.
"Lick me—" Keisha gasped, grinding against Maria's face. "Fuck yes—"
I drove into Maria's tight pussy. Her rosary bounced against her chest with each thrust. She moaned against Keisha's clit, tongue working the cop's swollen bud while I bred her.
Both women came together. Maria's pussy spasming around my cock. Keisha screaming as Maria's tongue pushed her over the edge.
Riley challenged me next—stamina contest right there. She mounted me, athletic thighs flexing, defined abs rippling as she rode.
"Let's see if you can keep up—" She grinned, bouncing hard.
Twenty minutes. She never slowed. Her tight pussy gripped my shaft with each bounce. Small perky tits jiggling. Muscles flexing. Sweat gleaming on her shredded body.
When she finally came, she fist-pumped the air mid-orgasm. "Fuck yeah!"
Marcy and Kayla next, creating a mother-daughter sandwich. I fucked Marcy from behind—her massive G-cup tits swaying, her BBW body soft and welcoming. Kayla ground against her mother's stomach, DD-cups pressed to Marcy's back, getting off on the rhythm.
"Yes—fuck Mama—" Kayla moaned, grinding her pussy against her mother's soft belly.
No contact between them. Just shared ecstasy. Both cumming as I filled Marcy's pussy with thick ropes.
Victoria, Patricia, and Elena—the three newest additions—worked together. Victoria rode my cock, fake F-cup tits bouncing. Patricia knelt beside us, licking my balls, sucking them into her mouth. Elena kissed Victoria's fake tits, tongue circling the hard nipples.
"Fuck—yes—all three of us—" Victoria gasped, riding harder.
When I came inside Victoria, breeding her, Patricia licked the overflow—cum leaking from Victoria's pussy, dripping onto Patricia's tongue and glasses.
Professor Rowan appeared at some point, presenting data between rounds. "Your stamina has increased 40% since week one," she announced, clipboard in hand, fully clothed.
Then she stripped.
"For research purposes," she said, pushing me onto my back, mounting me. Her D-cup breasts bounced as she rode. "I need... additional data... on recovery time... fuck—"
She came analytical and screaming.
Hours blurred. Cum and sweat. Moans and laughter. Pregnant bellies and bouncing tits. Eleven women rotating through, taking turns, sharing me, sharing each other.
Outside, through the windows, we could see Brookvale celebrating. Dancing in the streets. Free.
And in this back room, we built our own celebration. Our own family.
By the time we finished, it was evening. We dressed slowly, helping each other.
"What now?" Elena asked.
Keisha checked her phone. "Hutchins and the others are in county jail. Trial's set for next month. They're not getting out."
"Good," Victoria said.
Patricia pushed her glasses up. "I've been drafting plans. For the Free-Use Ministry. And..." She paused. "And maybe a mayoral campaign. For Logan."
"What?"
"Elections are in six months. Keisha can run the police. Maria can run the Ministry. And you..." She smiled. "You can run the town."
"One step at a time," I said.
"Fine. But think about it."
We walked out together into the main dining room. The celebration was still going. People cheered when they saw us.
Dana climbed onto the bar one more time. "To Logan Hart! To Officer Williams! To the wives! To freedom!"
"To freedom!" the crowd roared.
We drank. We danced. Brookvale was ours.
And tomorrow, we'd start building something even better.




Chapter 22: Prison Glass

Keisha called at 3 PM.
They're being transferred to county jail tomorrow morning. Tonight's your only chance.
Me: For what?
Keisha: For what Victoria asked for. The conjugal room. One-way glass. You, the wives, and their husbands watching.
Me: Are you sure?
Keisha: I'm sure. The wives want closure. And honestly? Those assholes deserve to see what they've lost.
I looked at the three wives sitting in my living room. Victoria, Patricia, Elena. They'd been staying at my house since the arrests, planning their divorces, building new lives.
"Keisha says tonight's the only chance," I said. "Tomorrow they're transferred to county."
Victoria stood immediately. "Then we go tonight."
"Are you sure?" I asked. "This is—it's intense."
"I'm sure." Her bright blue eyes were hard. "I want him to see me. I want him to watch me choose you. Over and over."
Patricia adjusted her glasses. "From a psychological perspective, it would provide closure. And justice."
Elena nodded quietly. "I need him to know I'm free. That I'm happy. That I'll never be his again."
Keisha texted again: 6 PM. Back entrance. I'll have everything ready.
We arrived at 5:45 PM. The station was quiet, most officers gone for the day. Keisha met us at the back door, still in uniform, badge gleaming.
"They're in separate cells," she said. "But I've arranged them so they can all see the conjugal room through the one-way glass." She looked at the three wives. "Are you ready?"
"We're ready," Victoria said.
Keisha led us down a hallway I hadn't seen before. Past the holding cells—I could hear the prisoners inside, including Hutchins' voice, angry and bitter. Through a secure door. Into a small room with a large bed, a table, and one entire wall of mirrored glass.
"They can see in," Keisha explained. "But you can't see them. And they can't hear you unless—" She gestured to a microphone on the table. "Unless you want them to."
Victoria walked to the glass, pressing her hand against it. "He's watching?"
"He's watching."
Victoria smiled. Cold. Vengeful. "Good. I want him to see every second of this. I want him to watch me come on your cock and know he'll never have me again." She turned to me. "Make me scream. Make him suffer."
I pulled her close, kissing her hard. She melted against me, designer dress rustling. Behind the glass, invisible but present, Captain Hutchins watched his wife surrender to another man.
I undressed Victoria slowly. Navy dress hitting the floor. Black lace lingerie. Her surgically perfect body on display—fake F-cup tits, narrow waist, spray-tanned skin. Every expensive enhancement her husband had paid for and never enjoyed.
"Tell him," I said. "Tell him how this feels."
Victoria looked at the glass, venom in her smile. "It feels fucking incredible. Better than I ever imagined. Better than you ever made me feel—because you never even tried."
I laid her on the bed, spreading her legs. Her pussy was already wet.
"Tell him more."
"Five years!" She screamed at the glass. "Five years you ignored me! You bought me these tits"—she grabbed her fake breasts—"and never touched them! You dressed me up like a doll and left me to rot!"
I pushed inside her hard. Fast. No gentleness.
She cried out, back arching off the bed. Her surgically perfect body tensed—fake F-cup tits bouncing, abs flexing, spray-tanned skin gleaming under the lights.
"Oh God—yes—" She gasped. "This is what you denied me—this is what I needed—fuck—"
I gripped her hips. Drove into her deliberately, angling so every thrust was visible through the glass. Making sure her husband could see every inch of my cock disappearing into his wife's pussy.
Her fake tits bounced with each impact—those hard implants jiggling unnaturally. Her platinum blonde hair spread across the pillow. Mascara already running in black streaks down her cheeks.
"Harder—" She begged. "Make him see—make him watch—"
I obliged. Pounding into her. The bed creaked beneath us. Her pussy clenched tight around my shaft, hot and desperate.
"Yes—yes—Logan—fuck yes—" She screamed, eyes locked on the glass. Staring at where she knew her husband watched. "This cock—this is what you could never give me—"
Her pussy spasmed. Orgasm hitting hard. She came screaming, back bowing, fake tits thrust upward.
"NEVER YOU—" She shrieked at the glass. "Never you again you worthless piece of shit—I'm his now—HIS—"
I kept fucking her through it. Prolonging her orgasm. Making her cum again before the first had even finished.
"Breed me—" She gasped. "Fill me—I want him to watch you breed his wife—"
I felt my own orgasm building. Pressure coiling.
I buried myself deep. As deep as her pussy would take me.
And came.
Thick ropes of cum pulsed from my cock, flooding her. Pumping her full. My hips jerked with each spurt, claiming her, breeding her while her husband watched helplessly through the glass.
Victoria pressed her hand to the glass and smiled through her tears. "This is your wife getting bred, Richard. Watch me take his cum. Watch it fill me. This is what you lost. And you'll never, ever touch me again."
Cum leaked from her pussy as I pulled out—thick white strands dripping onto the bed beneath her.
Patricia went next. She approached the glass, adjusted her sexy librarian glasses, and smiled coldly.
"Chen," she said, voice sharp. "I know you're watching. I want you to see exactly what your pathetic affair with that secretary cost you."
She undressed herself. Methodical. Precise. White blouse folded neatly on the chair. Pencil skirt next. Pale ivory skin, perky B-cups, slim professional body. Wedding ring still on her finger.
"I'm keeping the ring," she said to the glass. "So I can look at it every day and remember I escaped you."
I laid her on the bed. Spread her pale thighs. Her small B-cup breasts rose and fell with nervous anticipation.
I pushed inside her. Slow at first. Letting her feel every inch.
Her glasses fogged immediately. "Oh—" She gasped. "That's—statistically significant size difference—"
I began to fuck her. Steady rhythm building to hard thrusts. Her tight pussy gripped my shaft with each stroke.
She narrated the whole thing, analytical and merciless. Even now. Even in revenge.
"Superior technique—" She gasped as I drove deep. "Better stamina—significantly larger cock—optimal angle of penetration—"
Her glasses slipped down her nose. She pushed them up with one trembling hand, wedding ring glinting.
"You called me cold, Chen?" She screamed at the glass. "You called me COLD? Maybe if you'd actually tried—maybe if you weren't so pathetic—oh God—OH FUCK—"
She came hard. Suddenly. Her pussy clamping down around my cock, spasming in rhythmic pulses. She screamed—loud and shameless—analytical composure completely shattered.
"YES—fuck—this is what you'll never have again—" She gasped between waves. "You threw THIS away for a twenty-five-year-old with fake tits and no brain—"
I didn't stop. Kept fucking her. Making her cum again. And again.
Three more orgasms. Each one punctuated with his name like a curse.
"Chen—" She screamed as the second orgasm hit. "Watch me—watch what you lost—"
"Chen—" The third, her whole body convulsing. "See what you gave up—see what a real man feels like—"
"Chen—" The fourth, tears streaming down her face, glasses completely fogged. "This is your wife cumming on another man's cock—remember this—"
I felt my own release approaching. Inevitable.
"Inside—" She gasped. "Breed me—I want him to see—"
I buried myself to the hilt and came. Thick pulses flooding her tight pussy, filling her, claiming her.
When I pulled out, she lay there, chest heaving. Glasses askew, one lens cracked. Sleek black bob completely ruined. Makeup smeared. Wedding ring still on her finger.
She stared at the glass. "I'm going to bury you at trial. Every crime. Every lie. Every kickback." She smiled coldly. "And then I'm going to fuck Logan every single day and think about how miserable you are in prison."
Cum leaked from her pussy—white strands dripping onto the institutional bed.
Elena was last. She stood before the glass, trembling—not with fear, but with rage.
"Rodriguez," she said, voice stronger now. "You better be watching. You need to see this."
She undressed slowly. Red dress revealing her curvy, maternal body. Stretch marks, heavy breasts, wide hips. Everything her husband had made her feel ashamed of.
"You made me hate this body," she said to the glass, tears starting. "I gave you three children. My body changed for OUR family. And you punished me for it. You stopped touching me. You fucked your secretary instead."
She wiped her tears, anger replacing sadness. "But Logan sees me. Logan wants me. Logan makes me feel beautiful."
I entered her slowly. Gentle. Reverent.
Her curvy maternal body welcomed me—soft and warm. Stretch-marked belly, heavy breasts, wide hips. Everything her husband had made her ashamed of.
She gasped, back arching. "Oh—oh God—"
I began to move. Gentle thrusts. Making love to her carefully at first.
But she grabbed my hips. Pulled me deeper. Harder.
"No—" She gasped. "Not gentle. I want him to see. I want him to know what he threw away. Fuck me. Hard."
I obliged.
Driving into her. Her full breasts bounced—heavy maternal tits swaying with each thrust. Her soft belly rippled. Her thighs trembled.
She cried as I fucked her—tears of rage and relief mixed together, streaming down her face.
"I'm leaving you!" She screamed at the glass. Voice breaking. "I'm taking the kids—full custody—and you'll NEVER see them again!"
Her pussy clenched tight around my shaft. I could feel her getting close.
"I'm taking the house—the car—everything!" She sobbed. "And I'm going to be HAPPY! Do you hear me, you worthless bastard? I'm going to wake up every morning next to a man who actually WANTS me!"
She came. Hard. Her whole body convulsing beneath me. Pussy spasming, milking my cock. She screamed—raw and primal—all the pain and anger of a year of neglect pouring out.
"Logan—Logan—yes—YES—"
I kept fucking her. Through her orgasm. Into another. Making her feel every second of pleasure she'd been denied.
"Please—" She gasped. "Inside—breed me—I want him to see—"
I felt my own orgasm hit. Buried myself deep in her maternal pussy and came. Thick ropes flooding her womb, pumping her full, claiming her.
When the last pulse faded, she stared at the glass, tears still streaming, and smiled. "I hope that destroys you. I hope knowing I'm happy with him eats you alive in your cell."
Cum leaked from her stretched pussy as I pulled out—thick white strands coating her inner thighs.
The three wives lay on the bed together afterward, sated and satisfied. I stood, facing the glass.
"You lost them," I said, loud enough for the microphone to catch. "Not because of the plume. Not because of me. Because you neglected them. Ignored them. Made them feel worthless." I gestured to the three women. "And now they're mine. And they're happy."
Victoria stood, walking to the glass. "I'm filing for divorce tomorrow. I'm taking the house. The cars. Half your pension. And I'm going to spend every penny building something better."
Patricia joined her. "I'm testifying against you again at trial. Every crime. Every kickback. Every lie. I documented everything."
Elena stood last. "I'm taking custody of the kids. Full custody. And I'm never, ever coming back."
The three wives dressed slowly, helping each other with zippers and buttons. Then they turned to the glass one more time.
"Goodbye," Victoria said.
"Goodbye," Patricia echoed.
"Goodbye," Elena finished.
We left the conjugal room. Keisha was waiting in the hallway.
"They saw everything," she said quietly. "Hutchins is crying. Chen's furious. Rodriguez looks broken."
"Good," Victoria said.
Keisha walked us past the cells. I glanced through the small windows. Hutchins sat on his bunk, head in his hands. Chen was pacing, angry. Rodriguez stared at the wall.
Outside, the night air was cool. The three wives stood together, holding hands.
"I feel lighter," Elena said.
"Me too," Patricia agreed.
Victoria just smiled. "I feel free."
We walked back to my house. Inside, Lena had dinner waiting. The rest of the harem was there—Skye, April, Maria, Dana, Riley, Marcy, Kayla. A family.
"How did it go?" Lena asked.
"Perfect," Victoria said. "It went perfect."
We ate together, all fourteen of us squeezed around the table. The conversation was light, hopeful. Plans for the Free-Use Ministry. Patricia's campaign strategy for my mayoral run. Maria's recruitment of more ex-nuns. Dana's expansion of the restaurant.
After dinner, the three newest wives pulled me aside.
"Thank you," Victoria said. "For tonight. For everything."
"You don't have to thank me."
"We do," Patricia insisted. "You gave us our lives back."
Elena hugged me. "I'll never forget this. Never."
That night, we all slept together again—fourteen people somehow fitting in my house. Lena and Skye in my bed, bellies touching. The others scattered through the living room, guest room, wherever they could find space.
A family. Unconventional. Imperfect. But ours.
Tomorrow, the corrupt cops would be transferred to county jail. The wives would file divorce papers. The Free-Use Ministry would officially open its doors.
But tonight, we rested. Safe. Free. Together.
Brookvale was ours now.
And nothing would take it away.




Chapter 23: Breeding Benediction

We left the police station at 7 PM.
The three wives walked ahead of me, still high on adrenaline from the prison glass scene. Their revenge had been perfect. Their husbands had watched, helpless, as Logan claimed them.
But Victoria stopped on the sidewalk. Turned. Looked at Patricia and Elena.
"I want more," she said.
"More?" Patricia asked.
"I want him to know I'm gone forever. That I'm building a new life. That I'm..." Victoria's hand went to her stomach. "That I'm having Logan's baby."
Elena's eyes widened. "You want to get pregnant?"
"I want revenge," Victoria said fiercely. "Ultimate revenge. I want Richard to rot in county jail knowing I'm carrying another man's child. Knowing I chose this. Knowing he'll never touch me again."
Patricia was silent for a moment. Then she nodded. "From a psychological standpoint, that would be devastating to him. And empowering for us."
"Us?" Elena asked.
"Yes, us." Patricia turned to Elena. "Your husband ignored you for a year. Made you feel worthless. What better revenge than carrying Logan's baby? Moving on. Starting fresh."
Elena's hand went to her stomach too. She already had three kids—all Rodriguez's. But a baby with Logan? A fresh start?
"I'm thirty-nine," she whispered. "This might be my last chance."
"Then don't waste it," Victoria said. "Let's do this. Tonight. Now. Before we lose our nerve."
They turned to me.
"We want you to breed us," Victoria said. "All three of us. Tonight."
 

We went back to my house. Lena was in the kitchen with Skye, April, and Maria. When she saw our faces, she knew.
"The wives want to be bred," I said.
Lena smiled. "Good. Do it right. Make it count."
"How?" Victoria asked.
"My bedroom," Lena said. "Big bed. All three of you together. Make it about revenge. Make it about choice. Make it about taking back your power."
 

Upstairs, the three wives undressed. No ceremony. No ritual. Just raw need and vengeance.
Victoria stripped first. Designer clothes hitting the floor. Her surgically perfect body gleaming—fake F-cup tits, narrow waist. "I want you to fill me," she said. "I want to carry your baby while Richard rots in jail. I want him to know I'm yours now."
I laid her on the bed. Spread her legs wide. Her surgically perfect body gleamed in the lamplight—fake F-cup tits sitting high and hard, spray-tanned skin, platinum blonde hair spread across the pillow.
I pushed inside her. Hard. No gentleness. No slow buildup.
This wasn't love—this was reclamation. Revenge.
Her pussy clenched tight around my shaft. Already wet. Already desperate.
"Yes—" She gasped, wrapping her legs around me. "Fuck me—breed me—"
I drove into her. Hard thrusts. Fast rhythm. The bed creaked beneath us. Her fake tits bounced with each impact—those hard implants jiggling unnaturally.
"Harder—" She begged. "I want to feel it—I want to know I'm getting pregnant—I want to carry YOUR baby—"
I gripped her hips. Pounded into her. Her pussy was soaking now—arousal coating my cock, dripping onto the sheets.
"Make me a mother—" She screamed. "Make him suffer—make him watch his wife pregnant with another man's child—"
She came screaming, back arching, nails digging into my back hard enough to draw blood. Her pussy spasmed around my cock, milking it, desperate for cum.
I felt my orgasm building. Pressure coiling at the base of my spine.
"Inside—" She gasped. "Fill me—breed me—get me pregnant—"
I buried myself deep. As deep as her pussy would take me.
And came.
Thick ropes of cum pulsed from my cock, flooding her. Pumping her full. Shot after shot of fertile seed directly into her womb. My hips jerked with each spurt, ensuring every drop reached where it needed to go.
"Yes—yes—YES—" She laughed, feeling it. "He's going to die when he finds out. He's going to fucking DIE."
When I finally pulled out, cum immediately leaked from her stretched pussy—thick white strands pooling on the sheets beneath her.
She stayed there, legs elevated, keeping my seed inside her. Maximizing the chance.
Patricia went next. Glasses still on. Analytical even now.
"I want data," she said. "I want proof I'm not broken. He said I couldn't conceive. Prove him wrong. Breed me."
I laid Patricia on the bed. Her pale ivory skin gleamed. Small B-cup breasts rising and falling with nervous anticipation. Sexy librarian glasses still on. Wedding ring still on her finger.
I positioned myself between her thighs. Spread her legs. Her pussy was already wet.
"Breed me," she said. Analytical. Precise. "I want data. I want proof I'm not broken. He said I couldn't conceive. Prove him wrong."
I pushed inside her. Slow at first. Then faster. Building to a steady rhythm.
Her glasses fogged immediately with each breath. Her careful black bob came loose, strands sticking to her forehead.
"Yes—" She gasped. "Optimal angle for conception—deeper—fuck—"
Even now she was analyzing. Cataloging sensations. Calculating odds.
I fucked her missionary. Watching her composure crack with each thrust. Her small tits bounced slightly. Her pale skin flushed pink. Her wedding ring caught the lamplight as she gripped the sheets.
"Harder—" She gasped. "I need—I need maximum sperm count—deep penetration—fuck—"
Her pussy clenched tight around my shaft. I could feel her getting close.
"I'm going to get pregnant—" She gasped. "And he's going to see I was never the problem—HE was—his pathetic sperm count—his inadequate technique—"
She came suddenly. Hard. Her whole body tensing, pussy spasming around my cock, glasses sliding down her nose.
I kept fucking her. Through her orgasm. Pushing her toward another.
"Yes—yes—breed me—" She sobbed. "Give me the baby he never could—"
I felt my own release approaching. Inevitable.
I buried myself to the hilt. Ground deep.
And came.
Thick pulses of cum flooded her tight pussy. Pumping her full. Breeding her. Each spurt aimed directly at her cervix, ensuring maximum chance of conception.
She stared at the ceiling and smiled coldly. "I can't wait to send him the ultrasound photo. I can't fucking wait."
When I pulled out, she stayed perfectly still. Legs elevated. Wedding ring gleaming. Glasses fogged. Cum leaking slowly from her bred pussy.
"Calculating probability of conception," she murmured. "Based on current data... very high."
Elena was last. She climbed onto the bed, curvy body trembling.
"I have three kids already," she said. "All his. But I want yours. I want a baby that represents freedom. That represents my new life. Please."
I lay back on the bed. Pulled Elena on top of me.
"Your turn," I said. "You control the pace. Take what you need."
She straddled me, trembling. Her curvy maternal body gleamed in the lamplight—soft belly with stretch marks, heavy breasts swaying, wide hips perfect for childbearing. Everything her husband had made her ashamed of.
She positioned herself over my cock. Lowered herself slowly.
Inch by inch, she took me inside. Her pussy stretched around my shaft, hot and tight despite three previous pregnancies.
"Oh—" She gasped when she was fully seated. "Oh God—"
Then she began to ride.
Slowly at first. Rolling her hips. Finding her rhythm. But soon she was bouncing, taking me deep with each downward thrust.
Her heavy breasts swayed with each movement. Her soft belly rippled. Her stretch marks caught the light—silver lines across bronze skin, proof of the children she'd borne.
Beautiful. Real.
She cried as she rode me. Tears streaming down her face. Not from pain—from release. From taking back control of her own body.
"I'm taking everything from him," she sobbed between bounces. "The kids—the house—the money—and now I'm taking my body back—I'm giving it to YOU—"
Her pussy clenched tight around my shaft. I could feel her getting close.
"Please—" She gasped. "Please get me pregnant—I want YOUR baby—not his—yours—"
She rode harder. Faster. Chasing her orgasm.
When it hit, she threw her head back and screamed. Her pussy spasmed around my cock, milking it desperately. Her whole body convulsed, breasts bouncing, thighs trembling.
I gripped her hips. Thrust up into her. Prolonging her orgasm.
"Yes—yes—breed me—" She sobbed. "Make me a mother again—YOUR way—"
I felt my own release building. Inevitable.
"I'm cumming—" I warned her.
"Inside—" She gasped. "Fill me—get me pregnant—please—"
I buried myself as deep as her maternal pussy would take me. Held her hips down.
And came.
Thick ropes of cum pulsed from my cock, flooding her womb. Pumping her full. Each spurt ensuring she'd carry my child. Claiming her fertility.
Elena collapsed against me. Sobbing. Her soft body pressed to mine, my cock still buried inside her, cum filling her.
"Thank you," she gasped between kisses. "Thank you for making me feel human again. Thank you for giving me a future."
She stayed there, keeping me inside her, letting my seed soak into her womb.
 

The three wives lay side by side on the bed afterward, legs elevated, cum leaking from all of them.
"How long until we know?" Victoria asked.
"Two weeks," Patricia said. "I'll get pregnancy tests. We'll check together."
"And when we're pregnant?" Elena asked.
Victoria smiled. Vicious. "Then we send our husbands the news. We let them know we're carrying Logan's babies. We let them rot knowing we've moved on."
Maria appeared in the doorway, rosary around her neck. "May this seed take root," she said quietly. "May you be blessed with new life. May your revenge be complete."
"Amen," the three wives said in unison.
 

That night, the three newly-bred wives stayed in my bed. Lena, Skye, and April moved to the guest room. The rest of the harem scattered through the house.
In the darkness, Victoria whispered: "Do you think it worked?"
"We'll know soon," Patricia replied.
"I hope so," Elena added. "I really, really hope so."
I stayed quiet. But I could feel it. The shift. These three women weren't victims anymore. They were victors.
And in two weeks, when the pregnancy tests came back positive, their revenge would be complete.
Their husbands would know. Would suffer. Would understand that they'd lost everything.
And the three wives would move forward. Pregnant. Free. Victorious.
This wasn't a blessing. This was vengeance.
And it tasted fucking sweet.




Chapter 24: New Order

Week 9, Day 1.
Keisha was officially promoted to police captain by the mayor. The ceremony was held at town hall, the whole town showing up to watch.
Keisha stood on the stage in her dress uniform, badge gleaming. "Thank you all for coming," she began. "Captain Hutchins and his officers betrayed this town. They stole from us. Lied to us. Tried to control us." She paused. "But we stood together. We exposed them. And we won."
Applause.
"As your new captain, I promise transparency. Accountability. And protection for everyone in Brookvale—no matter how they choose to live."
More applause.
I watched from the crowd. Beside me, Lena, Skye, and April—all visibly pregnant now at 13 weeks. The three wives—Victoria, Patricia, Elena—stood nearby. Sister Maria, Dana, Coach Riley, Marcy, Kayla, Professor Rowan.
My harem. My family.
After the ceremony, Maria pulled me aside. "Tonight. The Ministry opens officially. I want you there."
 

That evening, Sister Maria officially opened the Free-Use Ministry.
The old community center on Elm Street had been transformed. Fresh paint, comfortable furniture, candles, flowers. A space that felt both sacred and welcoming.
Fifty people showed up for the inaugural ceremony. Women from around town. Some with their husbands. Some alone. All curious.
Maria stood at the front in her simple sundress, rosary around her neck. "Welcome to the Free-Use Ministry. This is not a church. This is not a cult. This is a community."
She gestured around the room. "Here, we celebrate pleasure without shame. We explore consent without judgment. We build families beyond traditional boundaries."
Behind her, two other ex-nuns stood. Sister Anne and Sister Grace—both young, both having left the church to join Maria after watching her defend Logan at the town hall meeting.
"These are my sisters," Maria continued. "Not by blood. By choice. They've joined our mission. To create a space where women can worship freely."
She invited me to the front. "Logan is the reason this exists. But he's not a leader. He's a catalyst. What we've built here is ours. All of ours."
She turned to Sister Anne and Sister Grace. "Are you ready?"
Both women nodded.
"Then let us begin."
The ceremony was simple but profound. Maria blessed all three of us—me, Anne, and Grace. Then, in front of the gathered community, we made love on the altar.
Anne first. Curvy brunette ex-nun, nervous but eager. She'd been a virgin like Maria—twenty-six years old and never touched.
I laid her on the altar. She trembled, soft C-cup breasts rising and falling with anxious breaths. Maria knelt beside her, holding her hand.
"It's okay," Maria whispered. "I promise it's beautiful."
I entered Anne slowly. Reverently. Her pussy was tight—virgin-tight. I felt her hymen tear as I pushed through, a sharp gasp escaping her lips.
"Oh—" She gasped. Tears in her eyes. "Oh God—"
I held still. Let her adjust. Maria stroked her hair, whispering prayers.
Then I began to move. Slow, gentle thrusts. Making love to her carefully, mindfully.
Anne's breathing quickened. Her hands clutched at Maria's, squeezing tight. Her curvy body trembled beneath me.
"It doesn't hurt anymore—" She gasped. "It feels—oh—it feels good—"
I fucked her slowly. Building her pleasure. Her pussy clenched around my shaft, learning the rhythm, adapting to the intrusion.
When she came, she cried out—loud and shameless—back arching off the altar. Her first orgasm. Ever.
Maria kissed her forehead as Anne sobbed with relief.
Grace next. Pale redhead ex-nun, twenty-four, shy but determined. She climbed onto the altar, naked and trembling.
"Please," she whispered. "I want to know what I've been missing."
I positioned myself between her pale thighs. Her pussy was already wet—arousal from watching Anne's defloration.
I pushed inside. She gasped, back arching, red hair spreading across the altar.
"Oh—oh God—yes—"
Her pussy was tight like Anne's—another virgin. But she'd prepared herself, fingers exploring in secret. No hymen to break.
I fucked her slowly. Her small breasts bounced with each thrust. Her pale skin flushed pink across her chest and neck.
She came crying—overwhelmed by sensation and emotion. Tears streaming down her face as her pussy spasmed around my cock.
"Thank you—" She sobbed. "Thank you—"
And finally Maria again. Confident now. Powerful. A leader demonstrating what she'd learned.
She climbed onto the altar. Spread her legs. Smiled.
"Breed me," she said. "Show them what worship looks like."
I fucked Maria hard. No gentleness. She could take it now. Her pussy welcomed me, tight and hot and eager.
"Yes—" She moaned, loud enough for the congregation to hear. "This is divine—this is what God intended—pleasure without shame—"
She came screaming, theological dirty talk mixing with moans. When I filled her, breeding her on the altar, she raised her rosary and smiled.
"This is the blessing," she announced to the watching crowd. "This is freedom."
The community watched, some touching themselves, some touching partners. All witnessing the Free-Use Ministry's mission in action.
Afterward, Maria stood and addressed the crowd. "This is what we offer. Freedom. Pleasure. Community. If you want to join us, you're welcome."
Several women approached afterward, asking questions. Some signed up immediately.
The seed was planted. The Ministry was real.
 

At home that night, my entire harem gathered.
Fourteen women total: - The pregnant harem: Lena, Skye, April (all 13 weeks now, bellies round and showing) - The new additions: Victoria, Patricia, Elena (the corrupt officers' wives) - The original harem: Dana, Keisha, Coach Riley, Marcy, Kayla - The Ministry: Sister Maria, Sister Anne, Sister Grace
We barely fit in the living room.
"This is insane," I said, looking around.
"This is family," Lena corrected.
We arranged ourselves. The pregnant women—Lena, Skye, April—in the center. The rest around the perimeter.
"We should make this official," Patricia said. "A harem charter. Legal protections. Community agreements."
"I'll help draft it," Maria added.
"And I'll protect it," Keisha said. "As captain, I have to be fair. But I can protect communities. All communities."
Victoria raised her hand. "I want to fund something. A house. Bigger than this. Big enough for all of us."
"How much would that cost?" I asked.
"I'm getting two million from the divorce settlement," Victoria said. "I want to use half for the house. Half for the Ministry."
"I'll match it," Patricia added.
"I have three kids who need a safe place," Elena said quietly. "I can contribute that."
The room was silent. Then Lena spoke.
"Let's do it. Build something real. A compound. A community."
"All in favor?" Patricia asked.
Every hand went up.
"Then it's decided."
Maria stood. "Before we end tonight, I want one more blessing."
We formed a tighter circle, bodies pressed together. Pregnant bellies at the center. Hands linking.
"We are a family," Maria said. "Not by blood. By choice. By love. By freedom." She raised her rosary. "May we continue to grow. May our children be healthy. May our community thrive."
"Amen," everyone said.
Then Dana grinned. "Okay, enough seriousness. Let's celebrate properly."
The clothes started coming off.
 

What followed was the largest orgy we'd ever had.
Fourteen women, one man, bodies tangled everywhere.
The pregnant harem first:
Lena straddled me, her 13-week pregnant belly pressing against my chest. Round and firm, the bump rubbed my abs with each bounce. Her tits were heavy with milk—droplets leaking from swollen nipples, coating my chest in warm sweetness.
"Fuck—" She gasped, grinding down on my cock. "I'm so pregnant—so full of you—"
Her pussy clenched tight. Hot. Slick. Pregnant-wet.
I gripped her hips, thrust up into her. Her milk-heavy breasts bounced, spraying more with each impact. When she came, her pussy milked my cock, rhythmic clenches as she screamed.
Skye next, bent over the couch, small 13-week bump visible as I fucked her from behind. Her petite body trembled with each thrust. Tight little pussy stretching around my shaft.
"Yes—deeper—" She moaned.
I drove into her. Hard. Fast. Her small tits swayed beneath her. Her pregnant belly pressed the couch cushion. I came inside her, filling her already-pregnant pussy with more seed.
April followed, on her back, legs spread. Shy but eager. Her 13-week belly rose and fell with each thrust. Soft C-cup tits bouncing gently.
"Oh—oh God—" She gasped, blushing furiously even as she moaned.
I made love to her gently. She came sobbing, overwhelmed, pussy clenching as I bred her again.
Then the new harem—the corrupt officers' wives:
Victoria rode me hard, surgically perfect fake F-cup tits bouncing. Those hard implants jiggling unnaturally as she impaled herself on my cock.
"Yes—fuck yes—" She gasped. "Better than my husband ever—"
She came screaming, pussy spasming, cum already leaking from our earlier breeding session.
Patricia followed, glasses fogging immediately, analytical even in pleasure.
"Optimal penetration depth—" She gasped as I fucked her. "Superior technique—oh fuck—"
Her tight pussy gripped my shaft. Wedding ring gleaming as she clutched the sheets. She came hard, screaming data even as she orgasmed.
Elena, curvy maternal body finally appreciated, rode me slowly. Her heavy breasts swayed. Stretch marks visible. Everything her husband had rejected.
"Thank you—" She sobbed as she came. "Thank you for wanting me—"
Then the original harem:
Dana bent over the table, thick Latina curves on display. Wide hips, full ass, heavy E-cup tits swaying as I fucked her from behind.
"Harder—" She demanded. Restaurant owner turned resistance fighter, taking what she wanted.
Keisha in her uniform still—badge clinking against the table as I fucked her over it. Athletic body flexing, muscular thighs spread wide.
"Fuck—" She gasped. "This is so wrong—so good—"
Coach Riley challenged me to another stamina contest. She mounted me, riding hard, defined abs flexing, small perky tits bouncing. Twenty minutes non-stop before she came screaming.
Marcy smothered me with her massive G-cup tits while I fucked her. BBW MILF body soft and welcoming, pussy hot and tight despite her size.
Kayla followed, her daughter, DD-cups bouncing as she rode me. Young and enthusiastic, grinding hard, cumming fast.
Finally the Ministry:
Sister Maria, confident and powerful, leading by example. She rode me hard, rosary bouncing against her breasts.
"This is divine—" She moaned. "This is worship—"
Sister Anne, curvy brunette ex-nun, second time being fucked, loving every second. Her tight pussy stretched around my shaft, C-cup tits bouncing.
"Thank you—" She sobbed. "Thank you for showing me—"
Sister Grace, pale redhead ex-nun, shy but determined. I made love to her gently, her small breasts rising and falling, pale skin flushed pink.
Hours blurred. Bodies tangled. Cum coating every surface. Sweat and arousal thick in the air.
The pregnant women took turns sitting on my face while I fucked others. Lena's pussy dripping milk and arousal onto my tongue. Skye's petite body shaking as I licked her clit. April blushing but moaning as she ground against my face.
The wives worked together—Victoria, Patricia, and Elena forming a train. Victoria eating Patricia's pussy, Patricia eating Elena's, Elena eating Victoria's. I moved down the line, fucking each one from behind, breeding them in sequence.
The Ministry women prayed between orgasms—Maria leading them in modified verses, theological dirty talk mixing with moans.
"Blessed is this cock—" Maria gasped. "Holy is this seed—forgive us our trespasses as we cum—"
By the time we collapsed, everyone was sated. Cum dripping from every pussy. Bodies exhausted. Satisfied.
By the time we collapsed, everyone was sated. Marked. Claimed.
My harem. My family.
We lay in a massive pile in the living room. The three pregnant women in the center for safety—Lena, Skye, April with their round 13-week bellies. The rest arranged protectively around them.
"I can't believe this is real," Elena whispered.
"It's real," Victoria said.
"And it's just beginning," Patricia added.
Keisha checked her phone. "Brookvale's tourism website has been crashed. Too much traffic. News crews are requesting interviews. We're going viral."
"Good," Maria said. "Let them see. Let the world know there's a place where women can be free."
I looked around the room. Fourteen women. Three pregnant with my babies. Eleven others who'd chosen this life. Chosen me. Chosen each other.
"Tomorrow," Lena said, yawning, "we start planning the compound."
"Tomorrow," I agreed.
We fell asleep like that. A pile of naked bodies. A family.
Brookvale was ours now.
 

In town hall, Mayor Patrick O'Brien stood at his office window, watching the Ministry lights glow in the distance.
His jaw clenched.
Hutchins had failed. The corrupt captain was rotting in county jail.
And now the town celebrated.
He turned to his aide. "Find everything on Logan Hart. Every file. Every weakness."
"Sir?"
"If Hutchins couldn't stop him, I will."
END BOOK 2
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