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Chapter 1: Mayor’s Morning

The permit request needed a signature on line forty-seven.

I knew this because Sandra, the clerk who’d worked the front desk since before I was born, told me so while she lowered herself onto my cock and reached for the stamp pad.

“Line forty-seven, Mayor Hart.” She pressed the rubber stamp down on the form, crisp and precise, then initialed the margin. “And the variance attachment needs your mark on page three.”

I signed where she pointed. My handwriting had gotten better since taking office, which was impressive given that Sandra’s pussy was clenching around me like a warm, wet fist every time she shifted to file another document.

Four weeks as mayor of Brookvale. Twenty-one weeks since my pheromone plume first kicked to life in that hospital bed. And every morning still felt like a fever dream drawn by a horny god with too much free time.

Sandra answered the phone. “Brookvale municipal office, how can I direct your call?” Her voice held rock-steady. Not a single tremor, not a hitch. She pulled a form from the filing cabinet behind her, twisted her hips to reach, and I felt the angle change in a way that made my abs clench. She caught my reaction, winked, and kept talking. “Yes, sir, the pothole repair on Vine Street is scheduled for Thursday. I’ll transfer you to Public Works.”

She put the caller on hold, bounced twice on my lap with deliberate intent, and came with a quiet sigh that she muffled behind the receiver. Then she punched the transfer button.

This was Monday in Brookvale.

I finished inside her while she collated the morning’s permit applications. She stood, smoothed her skirt, dabbed between her thighs with the microfiber cloth she kept in her desk drawer for exactly this purpose, and handed me a coffee.

“Your nine o’clock is in the council room. Victoria’s already setting up the projector.”

I thanked her, tucked myself back together, and walked down the hall to where the love of my recent political life was about to give the quarterly budget presentation.

Victoria O’Brien stood at the podium in the town council chamber, platinum blonde hair immaculate, red lipstick freshly applied, and a fitted white blouse that her surgically enhanced F-cups threatened to bust out of with every breath. She’d been the corrupt mayor’s neglected trophy wife four weeks ago. Now she was my most enthusiastic volunteer, campaign surrogate, and breeding conquest, carrying my child at six weeks along.

“Good morning, council members,” she said, shuffling her notes. Her voice carried that polished socialite confidence she’d been trained in since her debutante days, before Patrick O’Brien had ground the life out of her through half a decade of neglect. “I’d like to present the Q3 fiscal summary.”

I walked up behind the podium.

Victoria absorbed it without breaking stride. She clicked to the first slide and began: “Revenue from tourism and hospitality is up three hundred twelve percent compared to the same quarter last year. Permit applications have increased by…”

I lifted her skirt. No panties. She’d learned.

“…by one hundred eighty-seven percent, driven primarily by new business registrations in the food service and wellness sectors.”

I slid into her from behind. She was already dripping. The plume did that, the permanent fog of pheromones that blanketed every square foot of this town, but Victoria had been wet for me before the plume ever reached the mayor’s mansion. Five years of a cold bed will do that to a woman.

Her fake tits pressed against the podium’s edge as I thrust, the unnatural firmness of her implants flattening against the wood with each push, nipples dragging across the lacquered surface hard enough to make her breath hitch. Her pussy was molten, squeezing me in rhythmic pulses that told me she’d been thinking about this since she arrived. The council members watched, some taking notes on the budget figures, some watching with the comfortable disinterest of people who’d seen this exact scene play out a hundred times since the plume went permanent.

“Infrastructure spending,” Victoria continued, voice steady, “requires a fourteen percent increase to accommodate the tourism influx.” She clicked to a pie chart. I grabbed her hips harder, thumbs digging into the soft flesh above her hipbones, angling her so my cock dragged along her front wall with every stroke. She clenched. I felt her thighs tremble against the podium. “Specifically, road maintenance on Route Nine and expansion of the downtown parking grid.”

Councilwoman Debra nodded, scribbling a note. “What about the water treatment facility upgrades?”

“Next slide.” Victoria clicked. Her breath caught for half a second as I bottomed out. Then she recovered, pointed at a bar graph with her laser pointer. “The federal cooperation agreement includes a forty-thousand-dollar grant for water infrastructure, contingent on the Health Department’s ongoing pheromone study. We expect disbursement in… oh God… in Q4.”

That slipped out. She caught herself, cleared her throat.

“Apologies. Q4 disbursement, pending EPA sign-off.”

I leaned forward and whispered against her ear: “Don’t apologize.”

Her pussy clenched so hard I almost lost it. But I held, because Sandra had only been the warm-up and I had a full day of mayoral duties ahead.

Victoria finished the presentation. Every slide, every line item, every council question answered with precision and poise while I fucked her from behind at a pace that matched her speaking rhythm. When she reached the final recommendation, I thrust deep and held.

“In conclusion,” she said, gripping the podium hard enough to whiten her knuckles, “Brookvale’s fiscal position is the strongest in the town’s history, and I recommend approval of the proposed budget as presented.”

She came as the council voted. Unanimous approval. Her orgasm was quiet, controlled, a shudder that ran through her body like an aftershock, her pussy clamping down on me in waves, milking my cock with practiced contractions that she’d perfected over weeks of podium fucks. Her red lipstick stayed perfect. Her hair didn’t move. Only the flush climbing her neck and the way her thighs shook and the slick sound of her arousal squelching around my shaft gave her away.

I thrust deep and held, grinding against her ass, and came inside her with a groan I buried against the back of her neck. Thick ropes of cum flooded her, and I felt her pussy pulse around me, drawing it deeper, her body greedy for every drop. Victoria held still for a beat, letting the warmth settle into her, my cock still twitching inside her. Then she smoothed her skirt, collected her notes, and stepped away from the podium with the composure of a woman who’d just delivered a TED talk, not taken a breeding from the mayor of Brookvale. My cum was already sliding down her inner thigh beneath the skirt. She didn’t wipe it away. She never did.

She passed me on her way to her seat and murmured, “Same time Thursday?”

I kissed her temple. She smelled like Chanel No. 5 and my cum. The combination was becoming my favorite scent in the world.

The rest of the morning moved the way mornings moved in Brookvale now. I approved three new business licenses. Reviewed plans for a community garden expansion with the parks department. Took a call from the federal Health liaison about the ongoing pheromone cooperation study. All routine. All normal. All conducted in a town where the air itself was laced with a pheromone cloud that made every adult woman within the town limits choose, enthusiastically and without hesitation, to be available to me.

The key word was choose. The plume amplified desire. It didn’t override will. Every woman who’d ever spread her legs for me had done so with full, vocal, enthusiastic consent. The ones who didn’t want it said so and walked away, and I let them, because that was the deal. That was always the deal.

Most didn’t walk away. The plume was potent, and I’d been told my particular genetic mutation produced the most concentrated OR7D4 pheromone signature ever recorded. But underneath the chemistry, there was something else. Something human. I treated them right. I made them come. I remembered their names and their preferences and the way they liked their coffee in the morning. That mattered more than any pheromone.

At least that’s what I told myself while signing permits with one hand and texting my pregnant landlady about dinner plans with the other.

Lena responded with a photo of her belly at twenty-two weeks, round and beautiful above a pair of yoga pants, one hand cupping the bump while the other held a spatula. The caption read: “Dinner’s at seven. Dessert starts whenever you get home.”

I grinned.

My phone rang. Different number. Unfamiliar area code.

I answered. A clipped, professional voice on the other end: “Mayor Hart, this is the governor’s scheduling office. Governor Caldwell is requesting a meeting at the statehouse at your earliest convenience.”

I took the details, hung up, and called Patricia.

She answered on the second ring, slightly breathless, which meant Sienna was probably under her desk again. “What’s up?”

“The governor’s office just called. His aide says Hank Caldwell wants a meeting. Official invitation to the statehouse.”

Silence on the line, except for what was definitely Sienna doing something enthusiastic in the background.

“Caldwell’s been making noise for weeks,” Patricia said, voice sharpening despite whatever was happening below her waist. “Anti-pheromone rhetoric. ‘Protecting family values.’ He’s positioning for a presidential primary run and he needs a villain. You’re the villain.”

“Or he genuinely wants to understand what’s happening here.”

“Logan.” Patricia’s tone went flat. “Politicians don’t invite you to the statehouse to understand. They invite you to the statehouse to control. Or to destroy.” She paused. Exhaled hard. “Sorry. Sienna just… never mind. Point is, be careful. Caldwell is old-money Southern power. He doesn’t lose gracefully.”

I looked out the window of my office. Brookvale sprawled below, sun-dappled and peaceful. A woman jogged past the town hall with her stroller. A tourist bus idled at the curb on Main Street, discharging a group of fascinated visitors. Down at Dana’s restaurant, I could see the lunch crowd building, and I knew without checking that Dana was in her kitchen, plating food and getting fucked by nobody at the moment because the lunch rush demanded both hands.

Brookvale was working. Better than it had ever worked. Crime down sixty percent. The tourism economy had quadrupled. Happiness metrics off the charts, if you believed the university survey team that had come through last month.

And now the governor of the state wanted a word.

“Set up a call with Keisha,” I said. “And pull everything you’ve got on Caldwell. Financial records, political donations, scandal history. If he’s coming for us, I want to know where the bodies are buried before he fires the first shot.”

Patricia made an affirmative sound that might have been professional agreement or might have been an orgasm. With Patricia, it was sometimes hard to tell.

I hung up and stared at the phone.

Victoria appeared in the doorway, freshly composed, lipstick reapplied. “Everything okay?”

“Governor wants a meeting.”

She leaned against the frame, arms crossed beneath her impressive chest. “Hank Caldwell is a snake in a three-thousand-dollar suit. I’ve met him at fundraisers. He hits on every woman in the room and then gives speeches about traditional marriage.” She paused. “His wife Diane is lovely, though. We were on a charity board together before Patrick imploded.”

“What’s she like?”

Victoria smiled, and it carried an edge of something knowing. “Beautiful. Refined. Desperately lonely. Hank treats her like a prop. She stands behind him at podiums and smiles on command.” The smile sharpened. “Sound familiar?”

It did. It sounded exactly like Victoria’s old life with Patrick O’Brien.

“If Caldwell sends Diane anywhere near you,” Victoria said, straightening off the frame, “she won’t last a day.”

I filed that away.

My phone buzzed one more time. The governor’s aide again, confirming the request.

I typed back: “Tell the governor I’d be happy to discuss Brookvale’s governance model at his convenience.”

Professional. Polite. Mayoral.

I hit send, leaned back in my chair, and checked the clock. Lunch with Dana in an hour. Council follow-up at two. Lena’s dinner at seven.

The governor could wait.


Chapter 2: The Honey Trap

Governor Hank Caldwell stood in his mahogany study with a tumbler of bourbon and the expression of a man who’d just found dog shit on his Italian loafers.

Not that I saw this myself. Diane’s version of events came out piece by piece, over the days that followed. But I’m getting ahead of the story.

What I knew at the time was this: the governor’s “fact-finding emissary” arrived in Brookvale on a Tuesday morning in a black Lincoln Town Car, wearing a cream Chanel suit, a strand of pearls worth more than my college tuition, and an expression of polite Southern distaste that could curdle milk from fifty paces.

Diane Caldwell was fifty-one years old and looked forty on a bad day. Auburn hair swept into an elegant chignon, the kind that required an hour with a mirror and a dozen bobby pins. Slim waist. Long legs in nude stockings. Natural D-cups beneath the tailored jacket, not surgically inflated like Victoria’s but perfectly proportioned to a frame that screamed old-money breeding in the blue-blood sense of the word. She moved like a woman who’d been taught to walk with a book on her head and had never forgotten the lesson.

She also moved like a woman who hadn’t been properly fucked in years.

I didn’t know about the honey trap yet. That came later. All I knew was that the governor’s wife wanted a tour of Brookvale, and Patricia had advised me to give her one.

“Kill her with transparency,” Patricia had said, glasses fogged from the morning’s debrief, which had involved my cock and her conference table. “Let her see everything. The normalcy. The consent. The happiness. If she’s here to find ammunition, make sure she finds none.”

Sound advice. I assigned the tour to Victoria, who knew the social niceties of entertaining a governor’s wife, and went about my day.

Victoria told me later what happened. She also warned me, before the tour even started, that Diane was likely wired. “She had a pen in her portfolio that she wasn’t writing with,” Victoria said. “It had a blinking green light. She kept positioning it to face people. That’s not a pen, Logan. That’s a recording device.” Victoria knew the tricks. Patrick O’Brien had used similar hardware to record union negotiators in his first term.

Diane arrived at the town hall at ten sharp, notebook in hand, pearl earrings catching the fluorescent light. Victoria greeted her at the door with air-kisses and a smile that carried genuine warmth. They’d known each other from the charity circuit, back when Victoria was still Patrick O’Brien’s ornamental wife and Diane was still Hank Caldwell’s ornamental wife. Two decorative women propped behind two powerful men, smiling on command.

“Diane, darling. You look stunning.”

“Victoria. Congratulations on your… new role.” Diane’s eyes swept the town hall lobby, where a clerk was currently getting fingered under her desk by me while processing a building permit. The clerk kept right on typing. Her typing speed was impeccable. “Things have certainly… changed.”

Victoria led her through town.

The pharmacy first. The tech filled prescriptions while a customer’s husband nodded approvingly from the waiting area.

“Does he always watch?” Diane asked, voice tight.

“Watch? He’s reading a magazine, Diane. He’s waiting for her blood pressure pills.” Victoria smiled. “Nobody’s watching anything. That’s the point.”

Dana’s restaurant was next. Lunch prep was underway. Dana chopped onions with a hand that never wavered. She’d been fucked on every surface in this kitchen and found it motivating rather than distracting.

“The food’s extraordinary,” Victoria said. “She won a regional award last month.”

“While running the restaurant like… this?”

“While running it better than she ever did before.” Victoria flagged Dana through the window. Dana waved back with the knife hand, unbothered.

The community college campus came last, where Coach Riley was running a CrossFit class that doubled as a plume-exposure wellness seminar.

Diane took notes. Her handwriting started neat and got progressively shakier as the morning wore on.

At the gym, she paused. Coach Riley had my latest workout routine posted on the board: a series of stamina drills that were exactly what they sounded like. The cheer squad was stretching on the mats, wearing sports bras and compression shorts that left nothing to the imagination.

“Everyone here seems very…” Diane searched for the word.

“Happy?” Victoria offered.

“Casual.”

Victoria laughed. “You get used to it. Took me about twelve hours. Would have been faster if Patrick had touched me even once in five years.”

Diane’s mask slipped for a fraction of a second. Something raw and hungry flickered behind the mask. Then it went back up, and she smiled, and she wrote something in her notebook.

By noon, Diane had seen enough. Victoria dropped her at the Brookvale Inn, the town’s one decent hotel, where a room had been reserved under the state government’s expense account.

That’s when the plume started working on her.

The Brookvale Inn sat three blocks from my house. Well within the permanent plume radius that blanketed the town. The pheromones were in the air, in the water, in the fabric of the curtains and the cotton of the sheets. You couldn’t breathe in Brookvale without breathing me in.

Diane locked the door. She set her notebook on the nightstand. She removed her jacket, folded it over the chair the way her mother had taught her, fabric first, lining protected, every crease deliberate. Then she kicked off her heels, walked into the bathroom, turned the shower to scalding, and stripped.

The pearl necklace stayed on.

She confessed this part herself, face pressed to the pillow, my cock buried inside her. She described it with the kind of detail that women use when they want you to understand exactly how far they fell.

The water hit her shoulders and she braced both hands against the tile. The plume was everywhere. In the steam. In the droplets running down her chest. She could feel it on her skin like warm fingers tracing the curves of her body, and she knew it wasn’t real, knew it was chemistry and genetics and a freak mutation in a twenty-year-old’s sweat glands, but knowing didn’t stop her nipples from hardening or her thighs from pressing together or her hand from sliding down her stomach to the trimmed auburn patch between her legs.

She pressed her forehead to the cold tile. She was supposed to be here gathering evidence. Recording compromising behavior. Building a case for Hank’s “pheromone coercion” narrative, the one he planned to ride all the way to a presidential primary.

Instead she was masturbating in a hotel shower with her pearl necklace plastered to her wet breasts, two fingers buried in a pussy that hadn’t been touched by anyone but herself in three years, biting her lip to keep from moaning a twenty-year-old mayor’s name.

Her clit was swollen, aching, more sensitive than she could remember it being since her twenties. She circled it with her thumb while her fingers curled inside herself, and the plume made every nerve ending sing. Her nipples were so hard they hurt, stiff peaks pressed against wet pearls, and she squeezed one with her free hand, tugged it, the sharp pleasure shooting straight to her core.

She came once. Fast and sharp, like a slap. Her knees buckled and she caught herself against the tile, her pussy clenching on her own fingers, a gush of slickness that the shower spray washed down her thighs. Then she came again, slower, her fingers working her clit in tight circles while the hot water pounded her back and the plume seeped into every pore. This one was deeper. Her back arched off the tile. Her mouth fell open and she gasped his name into the steam, just once, and the sound of it in her own voice made her shudder with a third aftershock that left her legs trembling.

She shut off the water. Toweled off. Stared at herself in the foggy mirror. Her pupils were blown wide. Her chest was flushed pink. Her pussy was still throbbing, still swollen, and the towel between her legs felt like a provocation.

Diane Caldwell, née Whitfield. South Carolina debutante. Phi Beta Kappa from Wellesley. Former chair of the State Arts Council. Wife of the governor for eleven years. Mother of one. Trophy piece for a man who hadn’t touched her in three years, who paraded her at fundraisers like a Hermès bag and left her alone in a twenty-room mansion every night while he chased interns and played king.

She was supposed to be gathering evidence.

She picked up the phone instead. Called the number Hank had given her, the direct line to his study.

“Hank.”

“How’s the mission?” His voice was smooth. Bourbon-warm. The voice of a man who thought he was ten moves ahead of everyone in the room.

“I need more time here,” Diane said. “It’s more complex than the briefings suggested.”

She heard him smile through the phone. That patronizing, indulgent smile he’d been giving her since their third anniversary, when he’d started treating her opinions like background noise. “Take all the time you need, sweetheart. That’s what I’m counting on.”

He thought the plume was working his plan. Thought Diane was getting close to Logan, building trust, getting inside the operation so she could record the coercion and deliver the kill shot.

Diane hung up the phone, looked at her hand, and noticed it was shaking.

Not from fear. Not from guilt.

From want.

She lay on the hotel bed in a white robe, pearls still on, staring at the ceiling. The plume hummed in the air like a low frequency she could feel in her bones. She thought about what Victoria had said. “Took me about twelve hours.” She thought about the pharmacy tech filling prescriptions mid-fuck, steady hands, steady voice, not a single bottle mislabeled. She thought about the way every single woman she’d observed today had looked not trapped, not drugged, not coerced, but alive.

Genuinely alive.

When was the last time Diane Caldwell had felt alive?

She picked up her phone again. Not to call Hank. She pulled up the Brookvale town website, found the mayor’s office number, and typed a text message she’d spend the next twenty-four hours pretending she didn’t send.

“Mayor Hart. Diane Caldwell. I’d like to schedule a private interview at your office at your earliest convenience. Purely informational. - DC”

She hit send. Stared at the screen.

Three dots appeared. Then:

“Happy to meet. 10 AM at town hall. Looking forward to it.”

Bland as a press release. Nothing to read into.

Diane set the phone down and pressed her thighs together again.

Tomorrow.

The thing about honey traps is that they only work when the honey doesn’t fall in love with the bee.

Diane’s account of what her husband did that night came with bitter clarity. She’d spent years memorizing his habits.

Hank Caldwell sat in his mahogany study three and a half hours north, nursing his second bourbon and reviewing the plan. Diane was the bait. She was perfect bait. Beautiful, sophisticated, perfectly built to get close to a young stud like Hart without raising suspicion. All she had to do was flirt, record, and deliver.

He’d wired her purse with a recording device. He’d prepped her on which questions to ask. He’d even practiced the tone with her, the concerned-citizen angle, the “I just want to understand” softness that would lower the target’s guard.

What Hank Caldwell didn’t account for was the fact that Diane hated him.

Not loudly. Not dramatically. Not in the throwing-dishes, screaming-matches way that made for good television. Diane hated her husband the way old houses hate termites. Quietly. Structurally. With a slow erosion of every load-bearing wall until the whole thing was ready to collapse at the slightest push.

Three years without being touched. Eleven years of performing on cue. A lifetime of being displayed and never seen.

And now a twenty-year-old with sea-green eyes and a genetic mutation that made her body sing was waiting for her at town hall in the morning.

Diane Caldwell rolled over in the hotel bed and pressed her face into the pillow. The plume was in the fabric. She inhaled deep and felt her whole body flush.

Tomorrow.

She didn’t sleep much. But when she did, she dreamed of pearls scattering across a desk she’d never seen, in an office that belonged to a man she’d only just met, and in the dream she wasn’t gathering evidence.

She was screaming his name.

Back in the governor’s mansion, Hank Caldwell finished his bourbon and smiled. The trap was working.

His phone sat on the desk. If he’d checked Diane’s text history, he would have seen her message to Logan. He would have seen the professional reply. He would have understood, in the way that men with power sometimes fail to understand, that the woman he’d neglected for a decade was already halfway gone.

But Hank didn’t check. Hank poured another bourbon and called his chief of staff to discuss media strategy.

Because Hank Caldwell was a man who’d spent his entire career controlling narratives, and he couldn’t conceive of a story he didn’t write.

The next morning, I showered at Lena’s. She pressed her twenty-two-week belly against me under the hot spray, lactation beading on her nipples, and asked who I was meeting.

“Governor’s wife.”

Lena’s eyebrows rose. “The one Victoria mentioned? The lonely Southern belle?”

“That’s the one.”

She kissed my jaw and reached down to stroke me under the water. “Be nice to her. I know what it’s like to be married to a man who doesn’t see you.”

I cupped her belly, felt the baby kick, and kissed her forehead. “I’m always nice.”

“You’re always devastating,” she corrected. “There’s a difference.”

Fair enough.

I dressed for the office. Thought about pearls and honey traps and governors with bourbon-smooth voices.

Then I went to work.


Chapter 3: Legal Assault

Patricia called at eight in the morning, which meant something was on fire.

Not literally. Brookvale hadn’t had an actual fire in weeks, thanks to the volunteer department being well-motivated and well-serviced. Metaphorically, though, the flames were licking high.

“Attorney General Harper Langley just opened a formal investigation into pheromone-induced coercion in Brookvale,” Patricia said. Her voice was crisp, professional, and accompanied by the rapid click of heels on tile, which meant she was pacing the conference room with the subpoena in one hand and her phone in the other. Patricia did her best strategic thinking in motion. “She’s subpoenaed medical records, plume data, community testimony, and your personal health files. We have seventy-two hours to respond.”

I was standing in the town hall kitchen making coffee. Sandra had already left a stack of permit applications on my desk. The morning was supposed to be routine.

“What do we know about Harper Langley?” I asked.

“Forty-four. Black. Stanford Law. Prosecuted three federal corruption cases before Caldwell appointed her AG two years ago. She’s sharp, Logan. Very sharp. And she’s been building a public profile that screams future political ambitions.”

“So she’s Caldwell’s attack dog.”

“She’s Caldwell’s most dangerous weapon. The AG has subpoena power, investigative authority, and the media credibility to make a coercion narrative stick if she frames it right.” Patricia paused. Something happened on her end that involved a muffled gasp and the sound of Sienna giggling. “Sorry. Where was I?”

“Dangerous weapon.”

“Right. Harper’s not a politician. She’s a prosecutor. She doesn’t bluster like Caldwell. She builds cases brick by brick, and she wins.” Another pause. “Oh God. Sienna, your tongue is… never mind. Logan, we need to prepare a response. I’m coming over.”

“Bring the subpoena. And coffee.”

“I’ll bring both. And Sienna, apparently.”

She hung up.

Thirty minutes later, Patricia walked into my home office with a leather briefcase, two coffees, and Sienna trailing behind her with a phone in one hand and a half-eaten protein bar in the other.

Patricia looked like herself: pencil skirt, white blouse, black-framed glasses slightly askew from whatever had been happening on her end of the phone call. Her wedding ring caught the light as she set the briefcase on my kitchen table and pulled out a stack of documents.

“Here’s the subpoena. Here’s the scope of the investigation. Here’s the list of witnesses Langley wants to depose.” She spread the papers across the table, twenty years of organizing other people’s chaos showing in every crisp movement. “She’s requesting testimony from Prof. Rowan, Captain Keisha, Sister Maria, and every member of the town council. She wants medical records from the federal Health cooperation study. She wants plume-radius data going back to Week One.”

“She can’t compel the federal data,” I said. “That’s under a cooperation agreement with HHS.”

“Correct. But she can request it, and if Caldwell puts political pressure on HHS, they might comply.” Patricia pushed her glasses up her nose. “The play here is volume. Langley buries us in document requests, deposition schedules, and legal filings. Even if she can’t prove coercion, the investigation itself becomes the weapon. Media coverage. Public doubt. Caldwell gets his narrative.”

“What’s our defense?”

“Consent documentation. Every encounter logged in the plume-monitor app. Every testimony from the federal study. Rowan’s full chemical analysis backing every data point.” Patricia tapped the table. “And the fact that the numbers speak for themselves. Crime has cratered. Tourism revenue has tripled. And nobody has filed a single complaint.”

“Not one?”

“Zero complaints. Zero reports of coercion. Zero domestic incidents. The sheriff’s office has more reports of public indecency than actual crime, and every single indecency report was filed by an out-of-town visitor who didn’t understand the local culture.”

Sienna plopped into a chair, legs crossed, scrolling her phone. Her red hair was pulled into a messy bun, crop top showing the underside of her natural DD-cups, belly-button ring glinting. She’d gained fifty thousand new OnlyFans subscribers since the election and had become Brookvale’s unofficial social media ambassador, which mostly meant she livestreamed herself getting fucked in creative locations and called it “community journalism.”

“Can I see the subpoena?” Sienna asked.

Patricia slid it across. Sienna glanced at it, frowned, and said, “She spelled ‘pheromone’ wrong on page four.”

Patricia blinked. Checked. “She did not. That’s the standard legal… oh wait. She actually did. P-H-E-R-O-M-I-N-E.” She made a note. “Good eye.”

Sienna popped her gum. “I read things sometimes.”

I pulled out a chair and sat down across from Patricia. “Walk me through the response strategy.”

“Motion to dismiss on First Amendment grounds. Free association, bodily autonomy, privacy protections.” Patricia pulled a legal pad from her briefcase and started writing. “Simultaneously, we compile every piece of consent evidence we have. The app logs. The testimony. The federal cooperation data, to the extent we can share it.” She looked up. “And we prepare for depositions. Langley is going to interview the harem. She’s going to try to find cracks in the consent narrative.”

“There aren’t any cracks.”

“I know that. You know that. Every woman in this town knows that. But Langley is a prosecutor, Logan. Finding cracks is what she does.”

I stood, moved behind Patricia’s chair, and put my hands on her shoulders. She tilted her head back, glasses sliding down her nose, and looked up at me.

“We’ll handle it,” I said.

“I know we will.” Her voice softened. “But I need to focus for a few minutes while I outline the…”

I slid my hand down the front of her blouse, popped the first button, then the second. Patricia’s breath caught. Her pen stopped moving.

“Logan. I have legal briefs to…”

“Brief me while I’m inside you.”

Her eyes darkened behind her glasses. She set down the pen. Stood. Turned around. She hiked her pencil skirt to her waist without ceremony, pulled her panties aside, and bent over the kitchen table, right on top of the subpoena.

“Fourth Amendment protections apply,” she said as I slid into her. She was soaked. The plume, the proximity, the thrill of legal combat, whatever it was, Patricia’s arousal was always intellectual before it was physical, which somehow made it hotter. “The state can’t compel medical records without a clear showing of… oh… probable cause that a crime has been committed.”

I thrust. Slow. Deep. Her hands spread across the legal documents, wrinkling the pages.

“There’s no crime,” she continued, voice strained. “Amplified desire is not coercion. The federal study confirms… confirms… that OR7D4 pheromone exposure enhances attraction without suppressing cognitive function or… fuck… or volitional capacity.”

Her glasses fogged. She pushed them back up with one hand while gripping the table edge with the other.

“We file the motion to dismiss first. Create procedural delays.” I picked up the pace. Patricia’s back arched. “Then we… we compile affidavits from every willing participant. Hundreds of statements. Langley drowns in her own request. Burden of proof is on the… on the prosecution.”

“Good.”

“We also… also… oh God, right there…” She pressed her forehead to the table. Her wedding ring scraped against the wood. “We also leak the consent data to friendly media. Public opinion is our best defense. If the public sees that every encounter is… is documented and consensual… Langley loses her narrative.”

Sienna was filming from the doorway, phone steady, one eyebrow raised. “This is weirdly hot and weirdly educational at the same time.”

Patricia ignored her. “The subpoena also requests financial records from the… from the tourism bureau.” Her voice cracked. I was hitting the spot she liked, the one that made her lose her professional veneer entirely. “We need to… to show that the economic benefits…”

“Say it.”

“The economic benefits are directly correlated with… with the plume’s… oh fuck… with the plume’s positive community impact.”

I grabbed her hip with one hand and her hair with the other, pulling her head back gently. Her glasses slid off and clattered on the table. Without them, Patricia’s eyes were wide and dark and completely undone.

“What’s our strongest argument?” I asked.

“Consent,” she gasped. “Consent is always our strongest…” She came. Hard. Her pussy clenched around me like a vice and her whole body shuddered. She bit her own forearm to muffle the sound, which she always did when she was trying to maintain some semblance of professional dignity.

I didn’t let up. I fucked her through the orgasm, watching her carefully structured composure crumble one thrust at a time. The legal pad slid off the table. The subpoena wrinkled under her palms. Her wedding ring clinked against the wood with every push.

“Logan… I need to… the motion…”

“You can write the motion after.”

She made a sound that was half protest, half surrender. Then she reached back, grabbed my hip, and pulled me deeper.

I came inside her while she recited case law precedent. Something about a Ninth Circuit ruling on bodily autonomy. The words blurred together as I emptied into her, and she orgasmed again, quieter this time, a rolling wave that made her legs shake and her voice drop to a whisper.

“…precedent established in Griswold… applicable to… oh God…”

I pulled out. Patricia stayed bent over the table for a moment, breathing hard, cum trickling down her inner thigh and dripping onto the subpoena.

“You just came on the state Attorney General’s legal filing,” Sienna observed, still filming.

Patricia straightened, smoothed her skirt, found her glasses, and pushed them back on with trembling hands. She looked at the cum-stained subpoena and said, with perfect deadpan poise: “I’ll print a clean copy.”

I kissed her neck. She leaned into it, professional mask rebuilding itself piece by piece, and picked up her pen.

“I’ll have the motion drafted by three o’clock,” she said. “Sienna, stop filming. And Logan?”

“Yeah?”

“The state troopers are coming.” She met my eyes. Serious now. The post-sex flush still on her cheeks, but her mind already ten moves ahead. “Caldwell ordered a detachment to Brookvale. ‘Public safety monitoring.’ That’s what they’ll call it, but it’s a show of force. He wants us intimidated.”

“How many?”

“Six officers. Led by a Captain Dani Reeves.”

“Do we know anything about her?”

Patricia shook her head. “I’ll have a file by tonight.” She paused. “Logan. This is going to get worse before it gets better. Caldwell isn’t like Patrick O’Brien. O’Brien was a local bully with a gambling problem. Caldwell is the governor of the state with the AG, the state police, and the media at his disposal.”

I thought about Diane Caldwell, scheduled for her interview at my office in twenty-four hours. The governor’s wife, sitting in my town, soaking in my plume, with a honey trap rigged in her purse that she didn’t know I knew about.

Or maybe she did know I knew. Maybe that was the point.

“We’ve beaten bullies before,” I said.

“Bullies, yes. Institutions?” Patricia gathered her papers, stacking them neatly despite the cum stain on the top sheet. “Institutions require strategy. And the governor of this state is an institution.”

Patricia left with Sienna in tow, briefcase under one arm, legal pad full of notes, glasses spotless again. At the door she turned and said: “I almost forgot. Diane Caldwell’s interview tomorrow. Victoria says she’s already cracking.”

“Cracking how?”

“Victoria saw it in her eyes. The look. The one every woman gets when she realizes what the plume means.” Patricia’s lips curved. “The one that says: why the hell have I been settling for less?”

She walked out.

I made myself another coffee and went to work.


Chapter 4: Southern Surrender

Day four. Thursday morning.

Diane Caldwell arrived at ten o’clock sharp. Of course she did. A woman raised to be punctual the way other women were raised to be pretty, both were weapons in the Southern debutante arsenal.

She wore a fitted navy dress that hugged her frame like it had been stitched directly onto her body. The kind of dress that cost more than my monthly salary as a college student, which admittedly wasn’t saying much, but the point stood. Pearl necklace resting in the hollow of her collarbone. Pearl drop earrings. Nude heels. Auburn hair swept up in that immaculate chignon that probably required an engineering degree to maintain.

She carried a leather portfolio. Inside, I’d later learn, was a hidden camera disguised as a pen, a pinhole lens in the clip and a microphone in the barrel. Hank Caldwell’s tech guys had wired it to livestream audio and video to a secure server. The governor was planning to watch in real time.

Diane didn’t know that part. She thought she was just recording. She didn’t know her husband was watching.

“Mayor Hart.” She extended her hand. Firm grip, cool palm. “Thank you for making time.”

“Mrs. Caldwell. Please, sit.”

She sat across from me at the desk. Crossed her legs. The navy dress rode up just enough to show a knee, then the beginning of a thigh in sheer stockings. She opened her portfolio, clicked the disguised pen, and smiled with practiced warmth. Three decades of being charming at events she didn’t want to attend had made that smile automatic.

“I’d like to understand your governance model,” she said. “Specifically the consent protocols you’ve established around the pheromone phenomenon.”

Every syllable measured. Not a tremor in her voice.

But I could smell it.

The plume was sensitive to arousal. Always had been. When a woman entered my radius and felt the pull, her body chemistry shifted in ways that registered on my own senses like a change in barometric pressure. Diane Caldwell’s body was screaming. Her pupils were dilated. A faint flush colored the skin above her neckline. She’d pressed her thighs together when she sat, and she hadn’t uncrossed them since.

I answered her questions. Consent framework. Plume-monitor app. Federal cooperation study. Community satisfaction metrics. I laid it out the way Patricia had coached me, with data and transparency and enough boring bureaucratic detail to make any coercion narrative impossible to sustain.

Diane took notes. Her handwriting started precise and got shakier as the minutes ticked by.

“And the women who choose not to participate?” she asked.

“They don’t participate. The plume enhances desire. It doesn’t create it where none exists, and it doesn’t override free will. Some women feel the pull and walk away. That’s their right.”

“How many walk away?”

“About three percent, according to the university survey.”

Diane wrote the number down. Her pen wavered on the three.

“And you’re satisfied that the ninety-seven percent are acting of their own volition?”

“Every encounter is logged in the plume-monitor app. Time-stamped. Voluntary check-in before and after. Plus Rowan’s lab at the college runs chemical analysis showing the plume works on the same neural pathways as natural attraction, just amplified. It’s like turning up the volume on a song you already liked.”

Diane uncapped and recapped her regular pen. The recording pen sat on the portfolio, its light blinking green. She didn’t look at it.

“Mayor Hart…”

“Logan.”

“Logan.” She said my name like she was tasting it. Her Southern drawl thickened on the vowels. “I have to be honest with you. I was sent here with a specific agenda. My husband believes your… phenomenon constitutes a public safety threat. He wants evidence of coercion.”

“And what do you think?”

The question hung in the air. The plume hung in the air too, invisible, warm, threading through the office like heat shimmer off summer asphalt. Diane inhaled. I watched her chest rise, the pearls lifting, the fabric of her dress tightening across her breasts.

“I think,” she said slowly, “that I’ve spent two days in this town, and I’ve seen women who are happier than any women I’ve ever met. Women who go about their lives with a confidence and a satisfaction that I…” She stopped. Swallowed. Started again. “That I haven’t felt in a very long time.”

The composure was folding. I’d seen it before. With Victoria. With Patricia. With every woman who’d ever sat across from me and recognized the ache they’d been carrying for years, the ache of being overlooked, undervalued, treated like a prop in someone else’s life.

Diane set down her pen. Both pens. The recording one too.

“I was supposed to destroy you,” she whispered.

“I know.”

She blinked. “You know?”

“Victoria told me the governor was planning something. And you arrived with a recording device disguised as a pen, which is clever but not as subtle as whoever sold it to your husband thinks.”

Diane looked at the blinking pen. Then she looked at me. Then she laughed, and it was the first genuine sound I’d heard from her, not polished, not practiced, just a woman recognizing the absurdity of her situation.

“He’ll hear this later, won’t he?” she asked, glancing at the recording pen. “On the playback.”

“Every second of it.”

She didn’t know about the livestream. Didn’t know Hank was watching in real time, sitting in his study with bourbon and a server feed. She thought she was just making a recording he’d review later.

Diane looked at the pen. Then she looked at me. And she stood.

The control left her body like a building exhaling. Her shoulders dropped. Her jaw unclenched. She walked around the desk, past the chair, past the filing cabinet, and stood in front of me. Close enough that I could smell her perfume, something floral and expensive that was losing the battle against the musk of her own arousal.

“Three years,” she whispered. Her voice was quiet. Not self-pitying, just stating a fact. “He hasn’t touched me in three years. And at the end of every night, I go to bed alone while he texts his interns.”

She reached for my tie. Her fingers were trembling.

“To hell with his plan.” She pulled the tie loose. “I’d rather you destroy me.” The drawl was gone. Her voice was raw now, stripped of every layer of Southern propriety she’d been raised in. “Please.”

I stood.

Diane was tall in her heels, nearly eye level with me. Her auburn hair was perfect. Her pearls were perfect. Her dress was a $3,000 masterpiece of tailoring.

I put my hands on her waist and pulled her against me. The dress protested. The zipper at the back strained, caught, and then surrendered with a sound like tearing silk. Diane gasped as the fabric gave way, the navy dress splitting from the zipper down, revealing a cream-colored lace bra and matching panties that probably cost as much as the dress.

“The zipper…”

“I’ll buy you a new one.”

She laughed again, breathless this time, and kissed me.

It started hungry and got hungrier. Diane kissed like a woman who’d been starving, lips pressing, tongue searching, one hand fisted in my hair and the other working my belt with shaking fingers. I unhooked her bra. Her breasts spilled free, natural D-cups, full and soft and responsive. Her nipples were already hard. I cupped one, thumbed the peak, and she arched into my hand with a moan that the recording pen captured perfectly.

I spun her around and bent her over the desk. The desk where I signed legislation. The desk where Victoria had delivered the budget presentation. The desk that bore the brass nameplate reading MAYOR HART.

Diane’s hands found the nameplate. She gripped it as I pulled her panties down her long legs, the sheer stockings whispering against my fingers. Her pussy was drenched. Not just wet. Flooding. Three years of neglect and two days of plume exposure had turned her into a fountain, and when I dragged two fingers through her slit she buckled forward and moaned so loud the reception area probably heard it.

“Oh God. Oh my God.”

I didn’t rush. Diane Caldwell deserved more than a quickie. She’d been starved for attention by a man who treated her like furniture, and I was going to remind her what it felt like to be devoured.

I knelt behind her and pressed my mouth to her pussy. She tasted like honey and salt and expensive lotion. I licked her from clit to ass, slow, deliberate, and she grabbed the edge of the desk hard enough to rattle the pen holders.

“Logan. Oh… Logan…”

Her thighs shook. I worked her clit with my tongue, two fingers inside her, curling against the spot that made her back arch. She came in under a minute. Fast and bright, like a dam breaking. Her whole body shuddered, her pussy clenched on my fingers, and she pressed her face into my desk blotter and screamed.

I didn’t let her recover. I stood, freed my cock, and pressed the tip against her entrance. She was so wet the head slid in without resistance.

“Fuck.” She breathed the word like a prayer. “Yes. Please. All of it.”

I pushed in. Slow. Inch by inch, letting her feel every bit of the stretch. Diane was tight, the tightness of a body that hadn’t been filled properly in years, and she keened as I bottomed out, her fingers turning white on the nameplate.

“You feel that?” I asked.

“I feel everything.” Her voice cracked. “I feel everything and it’s been so long and I… don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t stop.

I fucked the governor’s wife on my desk while her husband’s surveillance pen recorded every moan, every gasp, every slap of skin. Her pearls swung with each thrust, clicking against the desk surface like a metronome. Her auburn hair came loose from the chignon, bobby pins scattering, cascading over her shoulders in waves that she hadn’t let anyone see unbound in years.

“Harder,” she begged. “Please. I need… I need you to…”

I grabbed her hips and gave her what she needed. Deep, hard thrusts that shoved the desk forward an inch with each one. The nameplate fell off. A coffee mug toppled. Diane didn’t notice. She was somewhere beyond noticing, somewhere in that space where years of neglect finally collide with everything she’d been aching for and the release is so intense it borders on violence.

She came again. Louder this time. Her pussy milked me with desperate, rhythmic contractions, and she slammed her palm on the desk and screamed a sound that had no words in it, just pure, unfiltered release.

I pulled her upright by the shoulders, pressed her back against my chest, one hand on her breast and the other on her throat, light, not squeezing, just holding. She turned her head to look at me. Her mascara hadn’t run yet but it was close. Her lipstick was smeared. Her eyes were wet and bright and absolutely open for the first time since she’d walked into this office.

“You were supposed to be my target,” she whispered.

“And now?”

Her eyes drifted to the pen on the desk, its green light blinking. She smiled. Leaned close to it and whispered: “Hank, when you play this back, I want you to hear every second.”

I sat in my chair and pulled her onto my lap. She straddled me, lowering herself onto my cock with a moan that started in her chest and crawled out through her throat. Cowgirl now. Face to face. Her pearls bouncing against her collarbones with each roll of her hips. She looked me in the eyes and said: “Make me come again. I want him to hear it.”

She rode me, hands braced on my shoulders, hips grinding in slow circles that turned fast and desperate. Her breasts pressed against my chest. Her fingers clawed my shoulders. She gasped against my mouth, Southern drawl completely disintegrated, and came for the third time with her thighs clamping around me and her pussy milking me so hard I nearly followed.

But I held. I wasn’t done with her yet.

I stood, turned her around, and bent her over the desk again. Slid back in and took her from behind with one hand in her hair and the other on her hip, watching the pearls swing, watching her auburn waves cascade, watching this elegant, composed, desperately lonely woman finally let herself be fucked the way she deserved.

“I’m going to come inside you,” I told her.

“Please.” No hesitation. No doubt. “Fill me up. I want to feel it.”

I thrust deep and let go. The orgasm hit like a freight train, white-hot and violent, and I emptied into Diane Caldwell with a groan that shook my chest. She felt it, the rush of warmth filling her, and she came one final time, a full-body shudder that left her collapsed on the desk, panting, my cum already leaking down her thigh onto the scattered paperwork.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Breathing. Coming down.

Then Diane straightened up, smoothed her ruined hair, and looked at the recording pen.

Its light was still green. Still streaming.

“Well,” she said, voice steady, eyes bright, every inch of her poise rebuilt in an instant. “I suppose Hank has his evidence.”

She reached for the pen and clicked it off.

“The only evidence on that recording,” I said, “is you choosing to be here.”

Diane smiled. It was the most genuine smile I’d seen from her. Warm and a little broken and completely free of performance.

“I’ll come back tonight,” she said. “There’s more I need to tell you. About Hank. About why he’s really coming after you.”

“I’ll be here.”

She gathered her ruined dress around her, found enough bobby pins to rebuild a passable chignon, and reapplied her lipstick from a tube she kept in her portfolio. The pearl necklace was still on. It had never come off.

At the door, she turned back.

“He’s going to see all of that. On the recording. My orgasms. My screams. My face.”

“Good.”

Diane’s eyes glittered. “Good,” she agreed.

She walked out of my office and into the Brookvale sunshine, and the recording pen sat on my desk like a spent cartridge, its work done.

Somewhere in that mahogany study at the governor’s mansion, Hank Caldwell was watching his wife orgasm on another man’s desk.


Chapter 5: Pearl Necklace

She came back at nine.

The sun had dropped behind the Brookvale rooflines and the streetlights had clicked on, throwing amber circles across the sidewalk. I was on the porch with a beer, listening to the crickets and the distant thump of bass from Dana’s restaurant, where Wednesday night was half-price margaritas and full-price entertainment.

Diane stepped out of the Lincoln Town Car wearing something different. Not the navy power dress. Not the cream Chanel armor. She’d changed into a white silk blouse and gray slacks, expensive but understated. Her hair was down. Not pinned, not chignoned, just loose auburn waves past her shoulders, the kind of hair a woman only lets down when she’s done performing.

The pearls were still on.

“I brought wine,” she said, holding up a bottle of something French and red.

“I’ve got beer.”

She smiled. “I’ll have beer.”

We sat on the porch for a while. She held the bottle like she wasn’t quite sure what to do with it, eventually taking a sip and making a face that suggested she’d been drinking Montrachet for so long she’d forgotten what hops tasted like.

“Hank saw everything,” she said, after a silence that stretched but didn’t feel uncomfortable. “He called me at three o’clock. Screaming. I’ve never heard him scream before. He’s a yeller, Hank. A podium-pounder. But this was different. This was panic.”

“What did you tell him?”

“The truth.” She looked at me sideways, amber eyes catching the porch light. “That I chose to do what I did. That nobody coerced me. That I finally felt like a human being instead of a handbag.”

“How’d he take that?”

“He called me a whore. Then he called his lawyer. Then he called his chief of staff. Then he called me back and apologized, because his chief of staff reminded him that publicly calling your wife a whore during a campaign season is bad optics.” She took another sip of beer. “Then he told me to stay in Brookvale. Keep gathering information. ‘Play along,’ he said. As if what happened in your office was me playing.”

I set down my beer. “Was it?”

Diane turned to face me fully. No mask. No performance. Just a fifty-one-year-old woman sitting on a creaky porch in a small town, barefoot now because she’d kicked off her flats somewhere between the car and the steps, looking at me with a naked honesty that most people spend their whole lives avoiding.

“No,” she said. “It wasn’t playing. That was the most real thing I’ve felt since my wedding night. And even my wedding night wasn’t that good, because Hank was drunk and it lasted four minutes and he fell asleep on top of me.” She paused. “I married him because my mother told me that Southern women marry power and make the best of it. I’ve been making the best of nothing for twenty-three years.”

“You don’t have to go back.”

“I know.” She looked at her hands. The pearl ring on her right hand. The diamond engagement ring on her left. “But I think I should stay in his orbit for now. If I defect openly, he’ll know immediately. If I stay, I can feed him whatever you want him to hear. False intelligence. Wrong conclusions. Misdirection.”

I studied her. “You want to be a double agent.”

“I want to be useful to someone who actually values me. And I want Hank Caldwell to lose.” Her jaw set. The Southern belle went iron. “He sent me here like bait. Like a piece of meat on a hook. After everything I’ve done for his career, his image, his family. He sent me to seduce a stranger so he could build a case. That’s not how you treat a wife. That’s how you treat a tool.”

I couldn’t disagree with any of it.

“Okay,” I said. “You stay in his orbit. You report what he wants to hear. We coordinate through Victoria, she knows the social channels. But Diane, if it ever feels unsafe, if Hank suspects, you get out immediately. No evidence is worth your safety.”

She nodded. Then she set down the beer, stood, and walked to me.

“Now,” she said softly. “I came here for two reasons. The first was strategy.” She reached for my belt. “The second isn’t strategy.”

I pulled her onto my lap. She straddled me on the wicker chair, silk blouse brushing my chest, her hair falling around us like a curtain. She kissed me slowly this time, nothing like the desperate hunger of the afternoon. This was deliberate. Exploring. A woman who’d been given a taste of something she’d been denied and wanted to savor every moment of the full meal.

“Inside,” I said.

She shook her head. “Here. I want to feel the night air.”

The porch was semi-private. A railing, some bushes, the quiet cul-de-sac of residential Brookvale. A jogger might pass. A neighbor might glance out. In any other town that would have mattered. In Brookvale, it was just Tuesday.

Diane unbuttoned her blouse. Slowly. One button at a time. The silk parted to reveal a cream lace bra, different from the afternoon’s, this one delicate and see-through. Her nipples were already stiff, pressing through the fabric. She unclasped the bra and let it fall. Her breasts were beautiful. Full and natural with just the right amount of weight, not the gravity-defying surgical perfection of Victoria’s F-cups but the real, lived-in softness of a woman who’d nursed a daughter and endured decades and still had a body that could stop a man’s heart.

The pearls rested between them. Luminous against her skin.

She unzipped my jeans. Freed my cock. Wrapped her hand around the shaft with a grip that was firm and sure, as if the afternoon had given her all the confidence she needed to know exactly what she was doing.

“I want you to teach me something,” she whispered.

“What?”

Diane slid off my lap and knelt on the porch boards. The wood was old and rough and she didn’t care. She lifted the pearl necklace over my cock, draped the strand across the shaft so the pearls rested against the length, cool and smooth and absurdly expensive.

“Hank gave me these for our fifteenth anniversary,” she said. “He had his assistant pick them out. Didn’t even sign the card himself.”

She lowered her mouth.

The blowjob was reverent. Not in the religious sense, the way Sister Maria approached it with theological devotion, but in the older sense of the word. Reverent as in treating something with deep, genuine respect. Diane’s lips closed around the head of my cock and she worked her way down slowly, tongue flat, cheeks hollowed, pearls pressing against the underside of my shaft with every bob of her head.

She wasn’t experienced at this. That was obvious. Hank Caldwell had apparently never considered that his wife’s mouth was good for anything besides smiling at fundraisers. But what Diane lacked in technique she made up for in intensity. She sucked me like she was taking something back. Every stroke of her tongue was an act of defiance against the man who’d reduced her to decoration.

I gathered her hair in one hand. Auburn waves spilling through my fingers. She looked up at me, eyes wet, lips stretched, pearls clicking softly against my cock, and the sight of this elegant, composed, powerful woman on her knees with my dick in her mouth and her husband’s anniversary pearls draped across my shaft was one of the most erotic things I’d ever seen.

And I’d seen a lot in twenty-one weeks.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Just like that.”

She took me deeper. Gagged slightly, pulled back, tried again. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes, the reflexive kind, not sad, and her mascara held because a Southern debutante’s mascara is apparently rated for any occasion.

I let her set the pace. She found a rhythm that worked, a steady bob and twist that hit every nerve ending, and I leaned back in the wicker chair and watched the night sky over Brookvale while the governor’s wife worshiped my cock on my front porch.

“I’m close,” I told her.

She pulled off just enough to speak. “I want to swallow it.” Her voice was hoarse. Raw. “I’ve never… Hank never let me… I want to taste you.”

I cupped her jaw. “Then take it.”

She went back down. Faster now. Hungry. The pearls bounced against my balls with every stroke. I felt the orgasm building at the base of my spine, that white-hot coil that meant I had seconds, and I gripped her hair and thrust up into her mouth one final time.

The first spurt hit the back of her throat. She gagged, then swallowed, then kept going. I came in pulses, heavy and thick, and Diane swallowed every drop with fierce determination. If she was going to do this, she was going to do it right. Her throat worked around me. Her tongue lapped the last drops from the slit. Her lips cleaned the shaft with gentle, thorough strokes that left nothing behind.

She pulled off, sat back on her heels, and crossed her ankles demurely. Her chin glistened. Her eyes were bright. She produced a monogrammed handkerchief from her slacks pocket and dabbed her lips with practiced elegance. Twenty years of wiping champagne from her mouth at galas had made the gesture automatic, except this time it wasn’t champagne.

“Well,” she said. “That was considerably better than anything at the Statehouse Correspondents’ Dinner.”

I laughed. Actually laughed. And she smiled at the sound, genuinely pleased with herself.

She stood, found her bra, put it on. Buttoned the blouse. Smoothed the pearls back into place. They settled against her collarbone as if nothing had happened, luminous and pristine, except I’d never look at a pearl necklace the same way again.

Diane sat back down beside me on the porch, picked up her abandoned beer, and took a long sip.

“I’ll feed Hank whatever you need him to hear,” she said, voice steady now. “He’ll want reports. Recordings. I’ll give him exactly what he expects. The devoted wife gathering intel, concerned about the pheromone threat, building his case. Meanwhile, I’ll pass you everything I learn.”

“What about his corruption? Victoria mentioned Caldwell has skeletons.”

Diane’s expression hardened. “He has a graveyard. Offshore accounts. Developer kickbacks. An environmental contamination report he buried because the developer was his largest donor. A trail of intern affairs going back fifteen years, every one hushed with NDAs paid from a slush fund.”

“Can you get the files?”

“I’ve had the files for years, Logan. I’ve known where every body is buried since our fifth anniversary, when I walked in on him with his scheduler in our bed. I just never had a reason to use them.” She looked at me. “Now I do.”

I reached over and took her hand. She stiffened at first. Affectionate touch that didn’t come with strings was foreign to her. Then she relaxed. Her fingers intertwined with mine.

“I’ll be your double agent,” she said. “I’ll be your informant and your strategist and whatever else you need me to be. But I want you to know something.” She squeezed my hand. “This isn’t just about revenge on Hank. This isn’t just about politics.”

“What is it about?”

Diane leaned her head against my shoulder. The pearls pressed cool against my arm. Her hair smelled like something floral and expensive, but beneath it, underneath the perfume and the product, she smelled like freedom. Like someone finally breathing after decades underwater.

“It’s about being seen,” she whispered. “For the first time in twenty-three years, someone is actually looking at me. Not at the wife. Not at the trophy. At me.”

I kissed the top of her head. She leaned into it like she’d been starving for exactly that gesture. Which she had.

We sat on the porch for another hour. She told me about Brooke, her daughter, nineteen, interning at the statehouse. “She’s curious about you. I can see it in the way she watches the news coverage.” She told me about the governor’s residence, empty and cold. She told me about Hank’s daily routine, his weaknesses, his habits, the times when the house was empty and the security was light.

When she finally stood to leave, she was smiling. Not the polished fundraiser smile. A real one.

“Tomorrow I’ll call Hank and give him exactly what he wants to hear,” she said. “A report about how susceptible Brookvale’s women are to coercion. How the consent framework is a sham. How you’re running a cult.”

“And then?”

“And then he’ll move to the next phase of his plan. He’ll send the AG. He’ll send the troopers. He’ll push for a legislative hearing.” She paused at the car door. “And he’ll think he’s winning the whole time.”

“Good.”

She opened the car door, then turned back once more. “Logan?”

“Yeah?”

“The pearls.” She touched the strand at her throat. “He’ll never know what I did with them. But I’ll know.” Her smile sharpened. “Every time I stand behind his podium, playing the dutiful wife, I’ll know that his anniversary pearls were wrapped around your cock while I swallowed your cum on a porch in Brookvale.”

She got in the car and drove back to the hotel.

I sat on the porch alone, finishing my beer, thinking about honey traps and pearl necklaces and a Southern belle who’d finally found something worth fighting for.

My phone buzzed. Patricia.

“The file on Captain Dani Reeves. She’s arriving day after tomorrow with six troopers. Military background. Decorated. By-the-book. She’s going to be harder to turn than the AG.”

“We don’t need to turn her,” I said. “We just need to be honest.”

“Since when has honesty been our strategy?”

“Since always. That’s the only strategy we’ve ever had.”

Patricia was quiet for a moment. Then: “Get some sleep, Logan. Tomorrow gets complicated.”

She hung up.

I looked at the spot on the porch where Diane had knelt. The wood was scuffed where her knees had pressed. A single pearl-sized indentation where the necklace had rested against the boards.

I went inside, showered, and slept better than I had in weeks.


Chapter 6: Intern’s Curiosity

At the state capitol in Harrisburg, in a marble-and-mahogany statehouse that smelled like old money and new carpet, Brooke Caldwell sat at her intern desk and scrolled through her phone under the edge of a manila folder.

She was supposed to be collating committee briefings. The Agricultural Appropriations Subcommittee needed copies by two o’clock, and the stack of papers on her desk was impressive enough to suggest that agriculture in this state involved more bureaucracy than actual farming.

But Brooke wasn’t thinking about appropriations.

She was watching a clip of me.

It had gone viral a week ago. Someone’s cell phone video from Dana’s restaurant, shot through the front window. Me, behind the counter, hands on Dana’s hips while Dana plated tacos and called out order numbers like nothing unusual was happening. Because in Brookvale, nothing was. The clip had twenty-three million views on TikTok, twelve million on Instagram, and had been discussed on four different cable news panels, two of which featured pundits who couldn’t decide whether to be appalled or aroused.

Brooke had watched it forty-seven times. She kept a count.

Brooke’s side of this story reached me in fragments, reconstructed from her own confessions and a few too many details I probably didn’t need. At the time, I was in Brookvale conducting a permit review with Sandra while Sandra sat on my cock and reviewed zoning variances. I had no idea that the governor’s nineteen-year-old daughter was at that moment pressed against her desk in a statehouse cubicle, watching my face on a four-inch screen, with her hand sliding beneath the waistband of her plaid tennis skirt.

Brooke Caldwell was the opposite of her mother in almost every visible way. Where Diane was auburn and elegant and draped in old-money restraint, Brooke was blonde and preppy and radiated the aggressive optimism of a girl who’d been captain of her tennis team, president of her sorority pledge class, and voted Most Likely to Marry Well by her high school yearbook committee.

She was nineteen. Freshman at State University. Interning at the statehouse because her father believed that political exposure would prepare her for the debutante season and the advantageous marriage that was supposed to follow. Brooke believed the internship would look good on her law school applications. Neither belief had anything to do with why she was currently grinding against her office chair while watching a video of me fuck a Latina restaurateur through a plate-glass window.

She wore pearl studs. Smaller and preppier than her mother’s necklace, but the same luminous glow. A white polo shirt with the collar popped. The plaid tennis skirt that ended mid-thigh, revealing legs that were tanned and toned from years of competitive tennis and sorority car washes.

Her cubicle was semi-private. One wall was shared with the office printer, which hummed loudly enough to mask small sounds. The other wall faced a corridor that nobody used between one and two because everyone was at lunch.

Brooke had learned the schedule.

She tilted her phone against the stapler, found the clip again, and pressed play. On screen, I thrust into Dana while Dana yelled “Order twenty-seven!” and didn’t spill a single drop of guacamole. Brooke’s fingers found their target through the thin fabric of her panties, cotton with a sorority logo, and she bit down on her lower lip.

She was wet. She’d been wet since the first time she’d seen the clips, a week ago, when a sorority sister had airdropped the video during chapter meeting and half the room had gone silent. Some of the girls had laughed nervously. Some had been horrified. Brooke had been neither. She’d watched the clip with the concentration of a girl who was used to studying film of her opponents’ serves before a match, cataloguing weaknesses, finding angles.

Except in this case the angle she was looking for was the one where my cock disappeared into Dana Cruz while Dana ran a restaurant without breaking rhythm.

Brooke’s fingers moved faster. The clip looped. She’d memorized every frame. The way Dana’s gold hoop earrings swung. The way my hands gripped her thick hips. The way Dana’s voice never wavered, not once, as she conducted business while being thoroughly, completely, unapologetically fucked.

That was the part that got Brooke. Not the sex itself, though the sex was staggeringly explicit and her body responded to it with a ferocity that startled her. What got her was the normality of it. The sheer, absurd, magnificent normality. A woman running her business, excelling at her craft, fully in control of every aspect of her professional life, while simultaneously experiencing something that would make most people lose the ability to form sentences.

Brooke had grown up watching her mother perform on cue. Stand behind podiums. Play the role of ornamental wife with flawless execution and zero passion. She’d grown up believing that women in power had to choose: be competent or be sexual. Never both. Never at the same time.

Brookvale had obliterated that binary.

Her orgasm hit her mid-thought. Sharp and sudden, her pussy clenching in spasms around the two fingers she’d worked inside herself without realizing, her clit pulsing under her thumb, the wet heat of it soaking through the sorority-logo cotton until the fabric was a warm, ruined mess pressed against the back of her hand. She bit down on her pledge pin to stay quiet, teeth denting the gold, and her hips bucked against the office chair hard enough to make it squeak across the floor.

The printer hummed. The corridor stayed empty. Her thighs were shaking. She could feel her own arousal smeared across her inner thighs, slippery and abundant, more than she’d ever produced touching herself in her dorm bed in the dark. She pulled her hand free, fingers glistening, and the sight of her own wetness coating them made something low in her belly clench again.

She cleaned her hand with a tissue. Stared at the ceiling of her cubicle while the aftershocks rolled through her, each one a miniature contraction that made her press her thighs together.

The clip played on, autolooping.

That night, in her apartment near campus, Brooke pulled up the Brookvale town website. The mayor’s office contact information was listed publicly. Professional email. Office phone. A note that said: “Mayor Hart welcomes constituent feedback and visitor inquiries.”

She opened her messages and created a new thread. Not from her official email, the one her father’s IT team monitored. From her personal phone, the one she’d bought with her own waitressing money, the one that nobody in her father’s orbit knew existed.

She typed:

“This is the governor’s daughter. I’m coming to Brookvale this weekend. Don’t tell my parents.”

She stared at the text for five minutes. Her thumb hovered over the send button. She thought about her mother, who was currently in Brookvale on some mysterious “fact-finding mission” and had sounded strange on the phone this morning, breathless and distracted and happy in a way that Brooke couldn’t remember hearing before.

She thought about her father, who’d been on the phone with lawyers all afternoon, red-faced and shouting about “the Hart situation” while his aides scurried and his chief of staff took notes with the expression of a man who’d rather be anywhere else.

She thought about the clip. Dana’s hoop earrings. My hands. The sound of Dana’s voice, steady and strong and completely unfazed.

Brooke hit send.

The response came in eleven minutes.

“You’re welcome anytime. Brookvale’s a great town. Happy to show you around. - LH”

Friendly without being forward. The text of a mayor responding to a constituent inquiry, which technically it was.

Brooke read it six times. She zoomed in on each word as if the letters themselves contained hidden meaning. They didn’t. It was a perfectly normal text.

But her panties were wet again.

She set the phone on her nightstand, pulled up the video one more time, and this time she didn’t pretend she wasn’t touching herself. She spread her legs on her dorm-room comforter, pulled the cotton panties to one side, and rubbed her clit with two fingers while watching me on the tiny screen.

She came imagining what it would feel like to be Dana. To be competent and sexual. To be fucked and fearless. To stand in the middle of her own life and refuse to choose between power and pleasure. Her pussy clenched around her fingers and she rode her own hand, hips grinding against the mattress, the wet sounds obscene in her quiet dorm room.

She came imagining my hands on her hips. Gripping her the way I’d gripped Dana. Pulling her back onto my cock. The thought alone triggered a second wave, sharper, and she stuffed the pillow against her mouth because the moan that came out of her was not quiet.

She came a third time saying my name into the damp cotton, three syllables that felt like a promise her body was making on behalf of a mind that hadn’t caught up yet. Her fingers were pruned with her own arousal. Her sheets were soaked beneath her. She lay there panting, staring at the ceiling, and knew with absolute certainty that watching clips wasn’t going to be enough.

Then she set an alarm for six AM, packed a weekend bag, and Googled the driving distance from the state capital to Brookvale.

Three and a half hours.

She’d be there by lunch on Saturday.

In Brookvale, I read her text while sitting at the kitchen table with Patricia, who was reviewing the legal filing she’d prepared in response to the AG’s subpoena.

“The governor’s daughter wants to visit,” I said.

Patricia looked up from her legal pad. Her glasses caught the kitchen light. Her wedding ring glinted as she turned a page. “Brooke Caldwell?”

“She texted from a personal number. Asked me not to tell her parents.”

Patricia set down her pen. “That’s either a second honey trap or a genuine impulse from a curious nineteen-year-old who’s been watching viral clips of you fucking women on restaurant counters.”

“Which do you think it is?”

“I think Hank Caldwell isn’t smart enough to deploy his daughter as a secondary trap while his wife is still in play. The man has one move at a time. And I think a nineteen-year-old interning at the statehouse, watching her mother leave on a mysterious trip and her father scream at lawyers all day, is exactly the kind of person who’d decide to see Brookvale for herself.”

That tracked.

“Do we let her come?”

“We don’t stop her. She’s a legal adult making a voluntary choice to visit a public place.” Patricia’s lips twitched. “We just make sure she’s treated the same way we treat any visitor. Transparency. Honesty. Consent.”

“And if the plume affects her?”

“If she’s anything like her mother, the plume won’t need to do much. Victoria says Diane was halfway gone before she set foot in your office.” Patricia returned to her legal pad. “The daughter’s probably been fantasizing about you since the first viral clip hit her feed.”

I pocketed my phone.

My phone buzzed again. Lena.

“Dinner’s ready. Skye made pie. Your baby is kicking and I want you to feel it.”

I grabbed my jacket and headed home.


Chapter 7: Trooper Assignment

The state troopers arrived at nine in the morning in a convoy of three gray cruisers with light bars and attitude. They parked in a tight row outside town hall, engines ticking in the morning quiet, and the lead car’s door opened to reveal the most aggressively disciplined woman I’d ever seen.

Captain Dani Reeves stood five-eight in her trooper boots, which added an inch to a frame that didn’t need it. She had the build of a woman who’d done CrossFit since before it was a brand, a woman whose body was a weapon she maintained with the same precision she maintained her cruiser and her uniform and her career. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist. Muscular arms that strained the pressed gray sleeves of her uniform shirt. Her chest was nearly flat beneath the regulation fabric, small perky A-cups that only emphasized how much of her body was built from muscle rather than curves. A brunette buzz-cut that said she didn’t have time for hair and didn’t need it. Her badge gleamed. Her campaign hat sat on her head at the regulation angle, brim casting a shadow across sharp cheekbones and dark brown eyes that looked like they’d been trained to find fault in everything they surveyed.

She assessed Brookvale’s town hall the way a drill sergeant assesses a barracks. Looking for cracks. Looking for weakness. Looking for anything out of regulation.

“Mayor Hart.” Not a question. A statement. She knew who I was. She’d studied the file.

“Captain Reeves. Welcome to Brookvale.”

“This isn’t a social call.” She held a folder under one arm, thick with documents. “My unit is here under Governor Caldwell’s direct order for public safety monitoring. We’ll be conducting observations, documenting community interactions, and liaising with local law enforcement on compliance matters.”

“Captain Keisha Williams is our police captain. She’ll be your point of contact.”

“I’m aware of Captain Williams’ file.” Dani’s tone carried the particular flatness of someone who’d read about Keisha’s conversion and pregnancy and considered both to be data points rather than scandals. “I’d like to begin with an overview of your town’s operational protocols.”

Professional. Clipped. Not a single wasted syllable.

I gave her the tour.

The tour was the same one Victoria had given Diane two days earlier, but Dani Reeves wasn’t Diane. Where the governor’s wife had been fighting arousal from the first minute, the trooper captain walked through Brookvale like she was walking through a crime scene, noting exits and gathering evidence. The pharmacy, the college gym, the town hall – she assessed each location with the systematic efficiency of a woman cataloguing a forward operating base, writing notes in a tight script that never wavered.

“Remarkably normal,” Dani observed at the end, and the way she said it made clear that she considered normalcy suspicious. Her fists clenched at her sides, released, clenched again. Sweat beaded along her collar. She noticed me noticing and adjusted her hat, jaw tight.

“That’s the point,” I said.

Her eyes narrowed. “The point of what?”

“Brookvale. Nobody’s being forced into anything. The town runs better now than it did before, because the people in it are happier, healthier, and more connected than they’ve ever been.”

“Satisfaction metrics aren’t in my jurisdiction.”

“What is?”

“Compliance. Consent documentation. Public safety.” She flipped a page in her folder. “I’ll need access to the plume-monitor app data, community testimony records, and any incident reports filed in the last six months.”

“Keisha can provide all of that.”

“I’ll verify independently.”

Of course she would.

We finished the tour at Dana’s restaurant. The lunch crowd was building. Dana moved between the kitchen and the counter with fluid efficiency. Fifteen years running this place, and she’d only gotten better since the plume turned her establishment into Brookvale’s unofficial community center.

Dana spotted me through the service window and blew a kiss. Gold hoop earrings swinging. Tank top doing God’s work containing her E-cups. Her kitchen smelled like cumin and chili oil and the particular warm musk that Brookvale air carried at all times.

“Lunch?” I asked Dani.

“I don’t socialize with subjects of investigation.”

“It’s a taco, Captain. Not a conspiracy.”

She almost smiled. The corner of her lip twitched, a microexpression that vanished before it could be classified as anything approaching warmth. “I’ll eat in my cruiser.”

She walked back to the patrol car, ordered her troopers to establish perimeter observation posts, and sat behind the wheel with her folder and a bottle of water.

I went inside.

Dana met me at the counter with a plate of carnitas tacos and a look that said she had opinions.

“That trooper has the biggest stick up her ass I’ve ever seen,” Dana said, sliding the plate across. “And I say that as a woman who’s had your cock up mine.”

“She’s doing her job.”

“Her job is to find something wrong with us. She won’t.” Dana leaned across the counter, breasts pressing against the stainless steel. “Because there’s nothing wrong with us.”

“I know.”

“So feed her a taco and let the plume do its thing.”

I took a bite. Carnitas. Perfect. Dana’s food had always been good, but since the plume had elevated her from stressed-out small-business owner to thriving entrepreneur with a personal connection to the mayor, she’d been cooking at a level that drew food critics from three counties.

Through the front window, I could see Dani’s cruiser. She sat rigidly, reviewing documents, water bottle untouched. Her troopers had fanned out to observation points around the block, each with a clipboard and binoculars, looking like an occupying force in a town that had absolutely no interest in being occupied.

The afternoon unfolded. I returned to town hall for permit reviews. Dani’s troopers documented everything. I caught one of them filming Sandra’s desk from across the street, presumably looking for evidence of impropriety. Sandra waved at him. He lowered the camera, flustered.

At four o’clock, I was back at Dana’s for the pre-dinner prep meeting that doubled as a strategy session. Patricia was there, reviewing legal filings. Victoria was coordinating Diane’s next report to the governor. Sienna was filming a TikTok outside, red hair catching the late-afternoon sun, piercings glinting.

And Dana was making dinner.

She stood at the prep station, chopping onions with the steady hand of a trained chef, hips swaying to the radio. Her tank top was damp with kitchen heat, the fabric clinging to her curves like a love letter. When I came through the kitchen door, she looked up with those molten caramel eyes and smiled.

“The trooper’s been parked outside for six hours,” she said. “She hasn’t moved. Hasn’t eaten. Hasn’t gone to the bathroom.”

“Military discipline.”

“Bladder of steel.” Dana set down the knife and wiped her hands on her apron. “You want dinner or you want me first?”

“Both.”

She grinned. “Good answer.”

I came up behind her at the prep counter. She leaned back into me, her thick hips pressing against mine. I slid my hands under her apron, over her belly, up to her breasts. Her nipples were hard through the tank top. She made a sound low in her throat and arched into my palms.

“Onions first,” she said. “I need to finish the sofrito.”

“Finish while I’m inside you.”

Dana’s breath hitched. Then she picked up the knife, steadied the cutting board, and said, “Hands on my hips. Don’t mess up my julienne.”

I hiked her skirt. No panties under the apron, because Dana had stopped wearing panties in the kitchen six months ago after determining that they were “an unnecessary barrier between me and productivity.” I pushed into her from behind and she took me with a sigh that was half pleasure, half professional satisfaction.

Then she started chopping.

The rhythm was hypnotic. Knife-chop-chop, thrust, knife-chop-chop, thrust. Dana’s body rocked with each motion, her hips rolling, her breasts swaying, her gold hoops catching the overhead light. She was in her element. She was always in her element. Dana Cruz did not compartmentalize sex and work because Dana Cruz did not believe they needed to be separate. She believed that a well-fucked woman made better food, and the Yelp reviews agreed.

The kitchen phone rang. Dana grabbed it without breaking stride. “Dana’s, how can I help you?” She tucked it between her ear and shoulder, listened, and said, “Four carnitas, two chicken, side of guac, twenty minutes.” She hung up and reached for a garlic bulb. Smashed it with the flat of the knife, peeled the paper, and began to mince while I picked up the pace. Her pussy was slick and hot, and every time I drove deep she paused for a half-second, eyes closing, then resumed.

“Right there,” she breathed. “And pass me the cumin.”

I reached behind me for the spice rack without pulling out. Handed her the jar. She added a pinch to the pan with a chef’s flick, stirred once, and said: “Perfect. Now harder.”

I gave her harder. The prep counter shook. Pans rattled. The sofrito sizzled as she stirred it one-handed, the other gripping the counter’s edge. Through the service window I could see the dining room beginning to fill with early customers. And through the pass-through, anyone in the dining room could see right into the kitchen, which meant anyone parked outside with a clear sightline through the front glass could see us too. Through the front window, I could see Dani Reeves’ cruiser.

Still parked. Still vigilant. And this time, the captain’s head was turned toward the restaurant.

She was watching.

I couldn’t see her expression from this distance, but I could imagine it. The professional mask. The clenched jaw. The way her uniform collar would be damp with sweat that she’d attribute to the late-afternoon heat and not to the sight of a woman being thoroughly fucked while maintaining a five-star kitchen.

Dana plated two tacos for a waiting ticket, slid them onto the pass, and hit the bell. “Order twelve!” Then she came. Her orgasm rippled through her body in waves that made her hips jerk and her stirring hand falter, her thick thighs clenching, her pussy squeezing my cock in rolling contractions that matched the sizzle of the pan. She bit down on a moan and grabbed the edge of the stove to steady it, her knuckles whitening, then exhaled hard through her nose as the aftershocks rippled. Her arousal gushed around my shaft, slick and hot, and she said, “Okay. Now you.”

I thrust deep and came inside her. The first pulse drew a guttural sound from Dana’s throat, satisfied and greedy, and she pushed her hips back to take me deeper, her pussy milking each spurt with practiced rhythm. I emptied into her while the kitchen sizzled and her gold hoops swayed and the smell of cumin mixed with the smell of sex. She set down the spoon, pressed her palm against the counter, and took a moment to enjoy the feeling of being full, my cock still twitching inside her. Then she straightened, smoothed her apron over the wet mess between her thighs, and checked the sofrito.

“Perfect consistency,” she said. “Sex makes my timing better, I swear to God.”

I pulled out. Cleaned up at the prep sink. Dana plated the sofrito into a prep container, labeled it, and started on the next component of the evening’s menu.

“The trooper’s still watching,” she noted, glancing at the window.

I looked. Dani’s cruiser hadn’t moved, but the driver’s side window was now down, and I could see the silhouette of her campaign hat in the fading light. Her head was facing the restaurant.

“She’ll be fine,” I said.

“She looks like she’s trying to bench-press her own willpower.”

“That’s about right.”

I left Dana to her kitchen and stepped out the back door. Walked around the block. Approached Dani’s cruiser from the passenger side.

She saw me coming and straightened in her seat. Her jaw tightened. Her hands gripped the steering wheel at ten and two, even though the car wasn’t moving.

“Captain.”

“Mayor.”

“You’ve been sitting here for eight hours. Can I get you a taco?”

“I’m on duty.”

“Eating isn’t dereliction. I’ve read the state trooper code of conduct.”

Her eyes flickered to mine. For the first time, something broke through the professional armor. Not warmth, exactly. Not desire, exactly. But awareness. Eight hours of watching a town full of happy people go about their lives. Watching me walk into a restaurant and emerge twenty minutes later with a satisfied cook and a perfect sofrito. Something in her was beginning to understand that whatever was happening in Brookvale was not what her briefing file suggested.

“I’ll eat at the hotel,” she said.

“The hotel’s five blocks from here. Good restaurant.”

“I’m aware.” She paused. Her throat worked. “Mayor Hart. I want to be clear. My unit is here to observe and document. We’re not here to be… converted.”

“Nobody said you were.”

“The governor suggested it might be a risk.”

“The governor sent his wife here to seduce me and it backfired. I’d take his risk assessments with a grain of salt.”

Dani blinked. That was information she didn’t have. Her eyes shifted, recalculating.

“I wasn’t told about…”

“No. You wouldn’t have been.” I leaned against the passenger door. Casual. Non-threatening. “Captain, I’m going to be straight with you. Caldwell sent you here to find evidence that I’m running some kind of coercion operation. You’ve spent eight hours watching this town and you haven’t found a single thing, because there’s nothing to find. The women here chose this. The men here support it. The economy is booming. Crime is gone. Everyone is safe and happy.”

Dani’s grip on the wheel didn’t loosen. “Safe and happy aren’t in my report criteria.”

“Maybe they should be.”

I straightened off the car. “Take the night. Observe. Document. Whatever you need. But do me a favor and eat something. You’ll think more clearly on a full stomach.”

I walked away. Felt her eyes on my back the whole way.

Diane’s evening report filled in the rest. Dani had indeed ordered dinner. A burger and fries from the hotel restaurant, eaten alone in her room, while reviewing footage from her troopers’ body cameras.

The footage showed nothing but a functional, peaceful town where women went about their business with unusual enthusiasm and men seemed more relaxed than any men the troopers had ever observed.

Dani’s report to the governor that night said: “Situation more complex than briefed. Requesting extended observation period.”

She didn’t say: “My uniform is soaked through and I changed twice.”

She didn’t say any of that.

But according to Diane, when she passed Dani in the hotel hallway that night, the trooper captain was walking to her room with her fists clenched and her campaign hat pulled low over her eyes and her breathing wasn’t steady.


Chapter 8: AG’s Arrival

The state jet touched down at the regional airstrip twelve miles outside Brookvale at two in the afternoon. AG Harper Langley deplaned with a charcoal power suit, a leather attaché case, and the expression of a woman who’d spent the entire flight reading depositions and finding them personally offensive.

I wasn’t at the airstrip. Keisha handled the welcome, stationing herself at the terminal as a professional courtesy and because she believed you should look your opponent in the eye before the fight started.

Harper Langley was forty-four years old, Black, with sharp cheekbones that could cut glass and close-cropped natural hair that she maintained with the same ruthless efficiency she maintained her prosecution record. She was five-ten in flats, athletic, a lean muscular build that came from disciplined running rather than gym vanity. C-cups under the power suit. Charcoal blazer buttoned to the collar. Reading glasses in a case on a chain around her neck, the kind she put on when she wanted to look severe and took off when she wanted to look human. Right now they were on.

She’d prosecuted three federal corruption cases before Caldwell appointed her. She’d won all three. She was not a woman who lost.

“Captain Williams,” Harper said, shaking Keisha’s hand. Her grip was firm. Her voice was precise. “Thank you for the welcome. I’ll be setting up at the Brookvale Inn conference room. I’ve requested space for depositions beginning tomorrow.”

“We’ll have everything ready, Madam Attorney General.”

“Please. Harper.”

Sharp as the crease in her slacks. She introduced herself by first name to establish equality and then proceeded to dismantle you with facts.

She checked into the Brookvale Inn. Same hotel Diane was staying at, which created an interesting dynamic in the hallways. Two of the governor’s envoys, one already converted and one still building her case, passing each other at the ice machine.

Harper set up the conference room like a war room. Documents pinned to a corkboard. Witness list on a whiteboard. Subpoena responses organized in color-coded folders. A court reporter booked for tomorrow’s sessions.

Then she started interviewing.

She pulled in harem members one by one for what she called “preliminary conversations.” Not depositions, not yet. Just conversations. Off the record. Getting the lay of the land before she committed to a formal prosecutorial strategy.

Victoria went first. Sister Maria went second. Patricia went third. Dana went fourth.

Each woman sat across from Harper and told her the truth.

“Have you ever felt compelled to act against your will?” Harper asked Victoria.

“Never. Not once.” Victoria crossed her legs, six weeks of pregnancy barely showing beneath her dress. “The plume makes you want what you already want. It doesn’t invent desire. It removes the fear around it.”

“And the fear you mention. Was that present before the pheromone exposure?”

“Honey, I spent five years afraid to leave a man who wouldn’t touch me. The plume didn’t scare me. My marriage scared me.”

Harper wrote that down. Word for word.

With Maria: “Sister, do you believe your religious vows were compromised by external chemical influence?”

“My vows were to serve God’s will,” Maria said, rosary visible at her collar. “I spent months in prayer before I understood that the plume was part of that will. Not a corruption. A calling.”

Halfway through Maria’s interview, a faint rhythmic sound started bleeding through the conference room wall. Muffled but unmistakable. A woman’s voice, low and breathless, punctuated by the dull percussion of furniture shifting. Maria stayed perfectly composed. Harper’s pen hesitated for half a second, then resumed.

With Patricia: “Ms. Chen, as a licensed attorney, do you see any legal basis for a coercion claim?”

“None. And I’ve looked.” Patricia pushed her glasses up. “Amplified desire with preserved cognitive function is not coercion. It’s Tuesday in Brookvale.”

The sounds through the wall had grown louder during Patricia’s interview. A headboard, or maybe a desk, tapping against the drywall in a steady tempo. A woman’s moan, rising. Patricia tilted her head toward the wall, acknowledged it the way someone might acknowledge a passing ambulance, and continued her legal analysis without missing a beat. Harper’s grip on her pen tightened.

With Dana: “Ms. Cruz, has your business been impacted negatively by the pheromone environment?”

“Business has tripled. Staff retention at a hundred percent. Tips through the roof.” Dana grinned. “You tell me.”

Harper’s handwriting was precise, her follow-ups designed to find inconsistencies.

She didn’t find any.

Because there weren’t any.

What she did find, and what only surfaced in the retelling, was that the conference room shared a thin wall with the room I was using that afternoon.

The sounds had started as a murmur during Maria’s interview and escalated through Patricia’s. By the time Dana sat down for the fourth conversation, the wall might as well have been paper. Me and Sister Maria on the other side, Maria quoting the Song of Solomon between gasps in Spanish while I bent her over the hotel room desk.

Harper heard all of it. The cadence. The rhythm. The particular percussion of a desk shifting against a carpeted floor. A woman’s voice rising and falling in an unmistakable pattern, punctuated by the lower register of mine.

Harper’s pen stopped moving during Dana’s interview. Her hand trembled over the legal pad, a fine vibration she couldn’t will away. She stared at the wall. The sounds continued for another twelve minutes.

By the time they stopped, Harper’s legal pad had a single new entry: a line of shorthand that she later told me translated to “witness appears highly credible and unrehearsed.”

She was talking about Dana, who’d sat through the loudest stretch without blinking, without pausing, without acknowledging the sounds at all. Because in Brookvale, those sounds were background noise. Ambient. Like the hum of the air conditioning or the distant rumble of traffic.

Dana finished her statement, shook Harper’s hand, and left.

Harper sat alone in the conference room for a long time.

Then she packed up her notes, went to her hotel room, locked the door, and drew the curtains.

She pulled out the recordings from the day’s conversations. Each interview had been captured on a digital voice recorder, standard prosecutorial procedure. She plugged in earbuds and listened to the testimony again, scrolling through her legal pad, looking for the cracks.

The first interview: Victoria O’Brien. Former trophy wife of a corrupt mayor. Now pregnant with my child, six weeks along. Victoria’s testimony was articulate, passionate, and devastatingly specific about the ways Patrick O’Brien had neglected her. She described the moment she’d chosen to come to me, the conscious, deliberate, voluntary decision. Harper made a note: “No evidence of impaired cognition.”

Second interview: Sister Maria Delgado. Ex-nun. Pregnant. Rosary visible. Maria had delivered a theological argument for the pheromone’s compatibility with free will that was so intellectually rigorous Harper had found herself leaning forward in her chair. Maria cited Augustine. Aquinas. Paul’s letters to the Corinthians. She’d framed the plume as a “divine gift” that amplified love rather than corrupted it, and she’d done so with the quiet conviction of a woman who’d wrestled with her faith and won.

Third interview: Patricia Chen. Campaign manager. Asian, forty-two, glasses, wedding ring visible. Patricia had brought data. Spreadsheets. Poll numbers. Community satisfaction metrics. Consent framework documentation. She’d presented the legal case for Brookvale like a defense attorney delivering closing arguments. Harper made a note: “Witness is a licensed attorney. Arguments coherent and well-sourced.”

Fourth interview: Dana Cruz. Restaurateur. Curvy. Confident. Completely unbothered by the sounds coming through the wall. Dana had described Brookvale’s economic transformation with the precision of someone who understood small-business economics intimately. Tripled revenue. Employment up forty percent. Customer satisfaction at an all-time high. She’d invited Harper to dinner. Harper had declined.

Four interviews. Four women. Zero cracks.

Harper took off her reading glasses and rubbed her eyes. The plume was in the hotel room. It was everywhere in Brookvale. She could feel it. Had been feeling it since the moment she stepped off the jet. A warmth. A pull. An awareness of her own body that she usually suppressed with work and discipline and the all-consuming drive of prosecution.

She’d built her career on control. Control of her emotions. Control of the courtroom. Control of narratives that she shaped and defendants she dismantled. She was the Attorney General of the state, the highest law enforcement officer outside federal jurisdiction, and she did not lose control.

But the recordings played on. And the warmth spread. And the pull intensified.

Harper pressed play on Maria’s interview. The ex-nun’s voice filled her earbuds, soft and certain: “The plume does not take. It gives. It gives women the permission to want what they already want, and the courage to pursue it without shame.”

Harper paused the recording.

She thought about her own life. Fifty-hour weeks. A marriage that existed in the negative space between cases. A husband she saw at breakfast and sometimes dinner, if he cooked, which he did because he was kind and patient and exactly the sort of man who would never understand why his wife came home from work vibrating with unspent energy that had nowhere to go.

Harper took off her blazer. Folded it over the chair. Unbuttoned her blouse to the third button. Not because she intended to do anything. Just because the room was warm.

She picked up her legal pad and reviewed her notes.

“No evidence of coercion.” She’d written it four times. Once per interview.

She pressed play on the recordings again. This time she listened for something different. Not inconsistencies. Not legal ammunition. She listened for the sound of the women’s voices. The timbre. The warmth. The particular quality that each of them shared, a quality that Harper’s prosecutorial mind could only describe as satisfaction.

These women were not victims. They were not manipulated. They were not coerced.

They were happy.

Harper set down the legal pad. Looked at the wall. The wall where, two hours ago, she’d heard the unmistakable sounds of Sister Maria being fucked on the other side.

She pressed play on the voice recording one more time. This time she closed her eyes. This time she let the warmth settle into her bones.

Her hand moved to her neck. Unbuttoned the fourth button. Then the fifth.

No.

She was the Attorney General. She was here to build a case. She was here because the governor of the state had ordered her to investigate a twenty-year-old with a genetic mutation that made him irresistible to women, and her job was to determine whether that constituted a crime.

Her hand moved lower. Over the swell of her breast. Over the lace of her bra. Her nipple was hard. She noticed this the way she noticed evidence in a case, with clinical detachment that lasted exactly three seconds before the detachment crumbled.

Harper pressed her thighs together. Felt the ache that had been building all day, through four interviews and twelve minutes of wall sounds and the persistent, unavoidable reality of a pheromone cloud that existed in every breath she took.

She picked up the recording of Maria’s interview. Rewound to a specific passage.

“When he is inside me,” Maria’s voice said, “I feel closer to God than I have ever felt in a church. Because God created pleasure. God created the body’s capacity for joy. And to deny that capacity is not piety. It is fear.”

Harper hit pause.

She slid her hand beneath the waistband of her slacks. Past the elastic of her underwear. Her fingers found wetness that she’d been ignoring for hours.

The reading glasses stayed on.

She worked herself quickly, two fingers on her clit, circular pressure, building toward the release she needed. Even now, she was efficient. Even now, she was methodical. The legal pad sat beside her on the bed. The recordings played in her ears. The testimony of happy women filled the room while the Attorney General of the state brought herself to orgasm on a hotel bed in Brookvale with her reading glasses on and her blouse open and her hand between her legs.

Her fingers slipped lower. She was drenched, more aroused than she could remember being in years, maybe ever. She pushed two fingers inside and curled them, finding the spot on the first try because she was a woman who studied anatomy the way she studied case law, thoroughly. Her palm ground against her clit. Her bra was pushed up, one dark nipple exposed, stiff and sensitive, and when she pinched it between the knuckles of her free hand the jolt went straight through her.

She came with her mouth clamped shut. Discipline. Even now. No sounds. Just a tight, intense convulsion that curled her toes and arched her back, her pussy clenching in rhythmic waves around her fingers, each contraction wringing a fresh pulse of wetness that soaked her palm and the duvet beneath her. Her reading glasses fogged from her own ragged breath.

She lay there for a minute. Staring at the ceiling. Her fingers were still inside herself. She hadn’t pulled them out because every small shift sent another aftershock through her, and the ache was already rebuilding, a slow throb that told her one wasn’t going to be enough.

Then she sat up. Cleaned her hand. Buttoned her blouse. Straightened her glasses. Picked up her legal pad and wrote a single sentence at the bottom of the page.

“No evidence of coercion. Only evidence of something I don’t understand.”

She set the pad on the nightstand, turned off the light, and lay in the dark in a hotel room in Brookvale while the plume thickened in the air around her and the testimony of four satisfied women echoed in her earbuds and the ache between her thighs began to build again before she’d even finished catching her breath.

Tomorrow she’d interview more witnesses. Tomorrow she’d look for the cracks that she knew, with increasing certainty, she was not going to find.

The ache between her thighs was already building again. Her fingers were already moving toward her waistband before she caught herself.

She didn’t catch herself for long.


Chapter 9: Trooper’s Cruiser

Night patrol. That’s what Dani called it in her report. Official language. Professional documentation. “Routine nocturnal observation of subject’s residential perimeter.”

What it actually was, was a woman driving past my house for the fourth time in two hours, windows down, knuckles white on the steering wheel.

I know this because I was on the porch.

It was late. Past eleven. Lena and Skye had gone to bed, both of them heavy with pregnancy sleep, the kind where a twenty-two-week belly turns a woman into a warm, contented boulder who snores gently and steals every pillow. I’d kissed Lena’s forehead, felt the baby kick one more time, and come outside to sit in the dark with a glass of water and think about governors and attorneys general and the way Harper Langley’s hand had shaken when she took notes during her interviews.

The plume was strong tonight. It happened sometimes. Rowan had theorized that the concentration spiked near my home, that the pheromone cloud was densest within a hundred feet of me and tapered gradually with distance. In Brookvale, the entire town was saturated, but here, on this porch, in the still night air with no wind to disperse it, the plume hung like an invisible fog.

Dani’s cruiser rolled past for the first time at 10:15. Headlights off, just parking lights, moving slowly. I recognized the cruiser by the state plates and the rigid stiffness of the silhouette behind the wheel. She drove to the end of the block, turned around, and drove back. At the intersection, she paused for ten seconds longer than any stop sign required, then continued.

Second pass at 10:42. Same route. Same speed. She’d rolled the driver’s window down, which was interesting. The night was cool. No reason for an open window unless you wanted to let something in.

Third pass at 11:08. This time she slowed as she approached my house. Not enough to be obvious. Just enough that the engine note dropped and I could hear the faint squeak of her brake pads. She turned her head toward the porch. In the ambient glow of the streetlight, I caught the edge of her campaign hat, the rigid brim, the set of her jaw.

Then she accelerated and disappeared around the corner.

The fourth pass, at 11:31, was different.

She pulled over. Not in front of my house. Down the block, behind a maple tree, where the streetlight didn’t reach and the shadows pooled deep enough to hide a cruiser. She killed the engine. The parking lights went off.

I sat in the dark and waited.

For seventeen minutes, nothing happened. The cruiser sat in the shadows. I sat on the porch. The plume hung in the air between us like a bridge neither of us was crossing.

Then the cruiser door opened.

Dani didn’t come toward my house. She walked in the other direction. Away from me. Toward the alley that ran behind the row of bungalows at the end of my block, the one with the overgrown hedges and the broken streetlight that the public works department hadn’t gotten around to fixing yet.

She disappeared into the alley.

I shouldn’t have followed. Patricia would have told me not to. Keisha would have said let her work through it on her own. Even Diane, who understood the calculus of desire and restraint better than anyone I’d met, would have advised patience.

But the plume didn’t care about strategic advice.

I felt it pulling. Not in the usual way, the ambient warmth that colored every interaction in Brookvale. This was sharper. Directional. Like a compass needle swinging toward magnetic north. Something in the air had shifted when Dani’s cruiser window came down, when she drove past my house for the fourth time, when she parked in the shadows and walked into the dark.

I got up and followed.

The alley was unlit. Hedges on both sides, tall enough to block the neighboring houses. Gravel underfoot. I walked quietly, instinct rather than stealth, and found her thirty yards in.

Dani was in the backseat of her cruiser.

She’d moved it. While I’d walked from the porch through the side yard, she’d driven around the block and pulled into the alley from the far end, so the car faced away from my street and toward the exit. Escape route. Tactical positioning. Even in this, she was a soldier.

The rear door was open. The dome light was off, she’d probably disabled it. But there was enough ambient light from the moon to see through the rear window.

Captain Dani Reeves was sitting in the backseat of her state trooper cruiser with her campaign hat off, her duty belt unbuckled just enough to shove her hand past the waistband of her navy uniform pants, and her face turned toward the moon with her eyes closed and her lips parted.

She was masturbating.

Her other hand gripped the holstered weapon at her hip. Not drawing it. Just holding it, fingers wrapped around the molded holster like an anchor, like the last piece of her identity she could cling to while the rest of her dissolved. The campaign hat sat beside her on the seat. As I watched from the alley entrance, she released the holster, grabbed the hat, and bit down on the brim. Her teeth sank into the stiffened fabric. Her jaw flexed. She was using it as a gag, biting the hat to stay silent while her other hand worked between her legs.

The plume surged. I felt it in my chest, a warm pulse that had nothing to do with my heartbeat and everything to do with the biological imperative that my mutation had turned into a superpower. A woman in my radius, aroused, choosing to pursue that arousal. The plume responded to that the way a bonfire responded to oxygen.

Dani’s hips rocked against the seat. Her uniform shirt was damp at the collar. The gray fabric clung to her muscular shoulders, and in the faint light I could see the outline of her body through the clothes: the defined arms, the tight core, the small, perky breasts pressing against the regulation undershirt. Her A-cups were a contrast to most of the women in my harem, but on Dani’s CrossFit frame they fit perfectly, proportional to a body that was built for function rather than display.

Her hand moved faster. Her abs tensed visibly through the uniform. The hat creaked between her teeth.

I leaned against the wall at the mouth of the alley. I didn’t approach. Didn’t speak. Didn’t move toward the cruiser. I just stood there, twenty feet away, and watched.

She opened her eyes.

Saw me through the rear window.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. Dani’s hand was still between her legs. The hat was still between her teeth. Her dark brown eyes, wide and furious and something else, something I’d seen in every woman who’d ever tried to resist the plume and realized they were fighting a war against their own desire.

She kept going.

That was the thing. She saw me. She knew I was watching. And the rhythm held.

Her eyes locked on mine through the glass. Her hand kept moving. Her hips kept rocking. The hat muffled a sound that might have been a moan or might have been a curse or might have been both.

I held her gaze. Steady. Unhurried. Giving her nothing but the fact of my presence. No demand. No invitation. No pressure. Just me, leaning against a wall in a dark alley, while a state trooper captain touched herself in the backseat of her cruiser and watched me not watching her.

Her free hand left the hat brim and found the headrest. She gripped it hard. Her back arched off the seat. Her uniform shirt rode up, revealing a strip of muscled abdomen above the waistband of her pants, a washboard of definition that spoke to years of discipline and thousands of crunches and a level of physical control that made what was happening in this backseat all the more potent.

Because Dani Reeves was a woman who controlled everything. Her body. Her career. Her emotions. Her schedule. Her diet. Her sleep. Every aspect of her existence was regulated, calibrated, optimized. She was the most disciplined human being I’d ever encountered.

And she was losing.

Not to me. Not to the plume. To herself. To the want that had been there since she’d watched me through the restaurant window. Since she’d reviewed the footage on her troopers’ body cameras and found nothing wrong. Since she’d sat in this very cruiser for eight hours and felt the warmth build in her body and told herself it was the weather.

It wasn’t the weather.

Dani came.

The orgasm hit her with visible force. Her whole body seized, every muscle in that athletic frame contracting at once, shoulders pressing into the seat back, abs clenching, thighs clamping around her own hand. The hat fell from her mouth. A sound escaped, low and guttural, a release that spoke of hours of restraint finally giving way.

She pressed her forehead against the headrest and shuddered. Aftershocks rolled through her body in waves. Her breathing was ragged, audible even from twenty feet away.

Then she opened her eyes again. Looked at me.

Her expression was something I’d never seen before. Not shame. Not anger. Not the post-orgasm softness that most women showed. It was closer to defiance. Like a soldier who’d lost a battle but was already planning the next engagement.

She pulled her hand free. Fastened her duty belt. Straightened her uniform. Put the campaign hat back on, adjusting the brim to regulation angle. Every movement was precise. Military. As if the act of reassembling her appearance could undo what had just happened.

It couldn’t. We both knew it.

Dani climbed out of the backseat. Stood beside the cruiser. Looked at me across twenty feet of alley gravel.

I waited.

She pointed at me. Index finger, straight, the gesture of someone issuing a warning rather than an invitation.

“Stay back.”

“I’m staying.”

“This doesn’t mean anything.”

“Okay.”

“I’m here on assignment. I have a duty. This is… this was a lapse in…” She stopped. Her jaw worked. “You didn’t see this.”

“Okay.”

“I’m serious, Hart. This never happened. You were never here. I was conducting routine patrol.”

“Routine patrol. Got it.”

Her pointing finger trembled. Just slightly. Enough that the moonlight caught the vibration.

She dropped her hand. Got into the front seat. Started the engine.

The cruiser pulled out of the alley. Gravel crunched. Red taillights flared at the far end, then turned the corner and vanished.

I stood in the dark for a while. The plume settled around me like a second skin. The night was quiet. Crickets. Distant traffic. The sound of Brookvale sleeping.

Dani Reeves was the most controlled woman I’d ever encountered. And she’d just come in the backseat of her cruiser, staring into my eyes, biting her own hat to keep from screaming.

The troopers would file their daily report in the morning. Dani would review it with her jaw set and her uniform pressed and she’d find nothing wrong because there was nothing wrong.

And tomorrow night, she’d drive past my house again.

I went inside. Climbed into bed between Lena and Skye, both of them warm and round and smelling like coconut oil and sleep. Lena rolled toward me, belly pressing against my hip. Skye murmured something about charcoal and nuzzled into my shoulder.

I closed my eyes. Thought about a trembling finger in the dark.

Diane filled in the rest the next morning over coffee. Dani returned her cruiser to the motor pool that night instead of parking it at the hotel. Walked home in the dark. Two miles. Shaking the whole way.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I checked it with one eye open.

Diane: “Harper’s light is still on. Third floor, room 304. She’s been awake for two hours.”

I typed back: “The AG is having a long night.”

“So is the trooper, apparently. I saw her cruiser drive past the hotel twice.”

“She’ll come around.”

“They always do.” A pause, then another text. “Goodnight, Logan. Dream about me.”

“I always do.”


Chapter 10: Pregnant Council

The Brookvale town council met every Tuesday at two o’clock, and today was no exception.

What was exceptional was the audience.

AG Harper Langley sat in the public gallery, third row center, with her reading glasses on and her legal pad open and her pen poised above the page like a weapon she hadn’t decided whether to fire. She wore a charcoal blazer over a cream blouse, buttoned to the collar. Every detail locked down tight. Not a single hair out of regulation.

But her legs were crossed.

I noticed because I noticed everything about the women in my radius. The plume made me attuned to physical cues the way a bloodhound was attuned to scent. And Harper Langley’s crossed legs were wound tight, thighs pressed together like she was holding something in place.

She’d been in Brookvale for three days. She’d conducted eight interviews. She’d reviewed forty-six hours of testimony recordings and seven hundred pages of consent documentation. And based on the dark circles under her eyes that her concealer almost hid, she hadn’t slept well since she’d arrived.

I filed that away and turned my attention to the meeting.

The council chamber was full. All seven members present. Audience gallery packed with a mix of Brookvale residents, visiting journalists, and Dani Reeves’ state troopers, who stood along the back wall with clipboards and the strained expressions of people who’d been told to document normalcy and found it deeply abnormal.

Lena sat in the front row of the gallery. Twenty-two weeks pregnant. Her belly was round and prominent beneath a soft cream wrap dress that showed every curve the pregnancy had amplified: fuller breasts, wider hips, that luminous glow pregnant women carried when they were healthy and happy and well-fucked. Her honey-blonde hair was down, brushing her shoulders. She looked radiant.

She also had that impatient gleam, the one that meant she’d been promised something specific about today’s meeting and intended to collect.

Councilwoman Debra called the meeting to order.

“Before we begin,” she said, “Sister Maria will open us with a word.”

Maria stood from the gallery. Fourteen weeks pregnant, rosary in hand, serene. She folded her hands over her bump and bowed her head. “Lord, grant us wisdom in governance and gratitude for community. Amen.”

“Amen,” the chamber murmured.

Agenda items: infrastructure funding allocation, tourism bureau expansion, parking ordinance revision, and the ongoing federal cooperation study update.

“First item,” Debra said. “Infrastructure funding. The budget committee recommends allocating two hundred thousand dollars from tourism revenue for road improvements on Route Nine and the downtown parking expansion. I’ll open the floor for discussion.”

I was sitting in the mayor’s chair at the head of the table. Standard procedure. The mayor presided over council meetings, voted in case of ties, and generally kept things moving.

Councilman Peters, the one male member who consistently voted with the majority, raised a question about timeline. Discussion ensued. Reasonable. Measured. Normal municipal governance.

Lena caught my eye from the gallery. She touched her belly. Then she smiled, slow at first, then with heat.

I nodded.

Lena stood.

She moved with the deliberate grace of a very pregnant woman who knew exactly how good she looked and was in no hurry. She walked from the gallery to the front of the chamber, one hand supporting her belly, the other trailing along the railing. Every eye in the room tracked her. The journalists leaned forward. The troopers paused their note-taking.

Harper uncrossed and recrossed her legs.

Lena reached the council table. She didn’t sit in the audience-facing chair where presenters usually sat. She walked around the table to me.

“Don’t mind me,” she said, loud enough for the room to hear. “Keep voting.”

Then she straddled my lap.

The council chair was wide. I’d requested it specifically. It was the kind of executive chair designed for boardrooms and corner offices, with padded arms and a high back and enough width to accommodate what Brookvale’s governance model frequently required.

Lena settled onto me with practiced ease. Her dress rode up, revealing bare thighs, no panties. She reached between us, freed my cock from my slacks, and positioned herself above me.

“For the record,” she said, glancing at the council stenographer, who had her fingers poised above the keyboard, “this is voluntary, enthusiastic, and has nothing to do with the tourism bureau.”

She lowered herself onto me.

The stretch of her pregnant body taking me in was different from the early days. Deeper. More intentional. The pregnancy had changed her angles, shifted her center of gravity, made every penetration an act of deliberate effort that she undertook with practiced focus, nine months of learning exactly how to ride a cock with twenty-two weeks of baby between us.

Lena gasped as I bottomed out. Her belly pressed against my abs, warm and taut, and I felt the baby shift inside her. Not a kick, just a subtle movement, a reminder that what we’d created together was growing even as we fucked in front of the entire town council.

Lena rode me slowly while Debra called the infrastructure vote. The rhythm was gentle, almost meditative. Her hips rolled in small circles, her pussy milking me with a tightness that pregnancy had intensified, the walls of her gripping and releasing in a rhythm that matched her breathing. Each time she sank down, I felt the head of my cock press against her deepest point, and the pregnancy had changed the angle so that every descent ground her clit against my pubic bone. She shuddered each time. Her hands rested on my shoulders for balance, fingers kneading the muscle there.

“All in favor of the infrastructure allocation?” Debra asked.

Hands went up. All seven. Unanimous. Even Peters, who usually voted against road spending on principle but apparently found the current atmosphere persuasive.

“Motion carried,” Debra said. “Moving to the tourism bureau expansion. Councilwoman Baker?”

Baker stood and walked to the projector screen. She was a practical woman in her fifties who ran the town’s bookshop and treated Lena’s presence on my lap with the same mild interest she gave any recurring agenda item.

“Tourism numbers for Q3,” Baker began, clicking to a slide. “We’ve seen a forty-two percent increase in visitor registrations compared to Q2, with the majority citing ‘cultural interest’ as their primary reason for visiting. Lodging capacity is at ninety-one percent. The Brookvale Inn has expanded to forty rooms, and we’ve approved twelve new short-term rental permits.”

“Question,” Peters said. “Are the short-term rentals compliant with the new zoning code?”

“All twelve are zoned commercial-residential, per the variance we approved last month.”

Lena’s milk let down.

It happened sometimes. The combination of arousal and the plume triggered lactation, and at twenty-two weeks her breasts were heavy with it. Two dark spots appeared on the cream fabric of her dress where her nipples pressed. She noticed, glanced down, and made a small sound of amused resignation.

“Sorry,” she murmured to me. “Can’t help it.”

I slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders. She helped, shrugging the fabric down until her breasts were bare, full and swollen, nipples dark and beading with milk. A pearl of white rolled down the curve of her left breast and dripped onto the budget report sitting on the table.

Skye, in the gallery, raised her phone and started filming. Her own twenty-two-week belly was visible beneath a paint-stained crop tee, two damp spots darkening the fabric where her nipples pressed. She was producing now too, her milk coming in a week behind Lena’s, and she filmed with the steady hand of an artist documenting something beautiful.

“The bureau recommends hiring two additional full-time staff,” Baker continued, clicking to an organizational chart. “One community liaison and one event coordinator, to manage the growing demand.”

Lena leaned forward and pressed her chest against mine. Milk wet my shirt. Her belly pressed between us, our baby nestled in the space where our bodies met, and she kissed me with lazy intimacy, content and certain and exactly where she wanted to be.

“I love you,” she whispered against my lips.

“I love you too.”

“Make me come during the parking ordinance.”

“Deal.”

Baker finished her presentation. Questions from the council. Discussion about staffing budgets. Vote: unanimous approval. Even Peters voted yes, because tourism revenue was money and Peters respected money.

“Third item,” Debra said. “Parking ordinance revision.”

April Vega appeared from the gallery.

She was twenty-two weeks along, like Lena, her soft curves enhanced by the pregnancy into something lush and ripe. Her chestnut ponytail swung as she walked. She wore a powder-pink dress that strained over her belly and her C-cups, the nametag she still wore out of habit pinning the fabric in a gap over her cleavage.

April settled into the secretary’s desk at the side of the chamber. She was the official meeting stenographer now, having traded waitressing for municipal administration after the election. Her typing was flawless. Her note-taking was precise. And she had an uncanny talent for maintaining perfect penmanship while I did things to her beneath the desk.

I slid my hand under the secretary’s desk. Found April’s thigh. Her skin was warm, soft, the pregnancy flush giving her a rosy glow. She parted her legs slightly without looking up from her keyboard.

“The parking ordinance,” Debra began, “proposes designating six additional parallel spaces on Main Street as fifteen-minute loading zones to accommodate tour bus passengers.”

My fingers found April’s center. She was wet through the thin cotton of her panties. I tugged them aside and traced a slow circle around her clit.

April typed: “Councilwoman Debra presented the parking ordinance proposal for six additional fifteen-minute loading zones on Main Street.”

Her typing speed didn’t change.

“I have concerns about the impact on resident parking,” Peters said. “Main Street is already congested.”

“The data shows that resident parking usage drops forty percent during peak tourism hours,” Baker replied. “Most residents walk or use the shuttle service.”

I pushed two fingers inside April. She inhaled sharply, a tiny sound that could have been a hiccup. Then she resumed typing.

“Councilman Peters expressed concerns regarding resident parking impact. Councilwoman Baker cited data showing a forty percent reduction in resident parking usage during peak hours.”

My fingers curled. Found her spot. April’s breath quickened, but her typing remained steady. The keys clicked at their usual pace. Her penmanship on the handwritten margin notes was unwavering.

On my lap, Lena picked up the pace. She gripped the chair’s arms and ground down, taking me deep. Her pregnant belly rose and fell with each movement. Her milk dripped steadily now, warm drops landing on my forearms as I fingered April beneath the desk with one hand and gripped Lena’s hip with the other.

“Motion to approve the parking ordinance as written,” Debra said.

“Seconded,” Baker added.

I rubbed April’s clit faster. She bit her lower lip. Her fingers stuttered on the keys for half a second, then recovered.

“Vote?” Debra called.

Hands went up. Six-one. Peters, predictably, against.

“Motion carried.”

April came as Debra said the words. The orgasm was quiet, controlled, a shudder that ran through her body beneath the desk where no one could see. Her thighs clenched around my hand. Her typing stopped for exactly two seconds. Then she unclenched, exhaled through her nose, and typed: “Motion carried, six votes in favor, one opposed.”

Perfect accuracy.

I withdrew my fingers, slick with her arousal, and returned both hands to Lena’s hips.

“Last item,” Debra said. “Federal cooperation study update. Sister Maria?”

Maria stood from the gallery. Fourteen weeks pregnant, her bump visible beneath a simple blue sundress. The rosary hung at her hip. She walked to the presenter’s podium with the quiet certainty of a woman who’d gone from nun to community leader without losing an ounce of her gravity.

“The federal Health cooperation team has completed their third quarterly assessment,” Maria said, hands folded over her belly. “Findings continue to support the conclusion that OR7D4 pheromone exposure enhances social bonding and physical attraction without impairing cognitive function or decision-making capacity.”

I fucked Lena harder. Her breathing hitched. She buried her face in my neck and gripped the chair so hard the leather squeaked.

“Community health metrics are positive across all measured categories,” Maria continued. “Depression down forty-eight percent. Anxiety down fifty-two percent. Domestic violence reports: zero for the third consecutive quarter.”

Harper, in the gallery, wasn’t writing. Her pen hovered above the legal pad without touching the page. She stared at the proceedings, lips slightly parted, but the pad was blank.

She was also on her fifth leg cross in the last ten minutes. I’d counted.

“The federal team recommends continued cooperation and has submitted a request for expanded study parameters, specifically regarding long-term reproductive health outcomes among plume-affected pregnancies.”

Maria touched her belly. “As a data point in that study, I can report that my prenatal care has been excellent and the baby is healthy.”

“Thank you, Sister Maria,” Debra said. “Questions from the council?”

Peters raised a hand. “Are the federal scientists requesting additional access to private medical records?”

“Only with individual consent. No compulsory data collection.”

Peters nodded, satisfied. No vote required for an informational update.

“Any other business?” Debra asked.

Silence.

“Sister Maria, would you close us out?”

Maria stood again. Hands on her belly. “Lord, thank you for this community and the work we do in your name. Amen.”

“Meeting adjourned.”

Lena grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me. Hard. Deep. Her tongue found mine and her hips rolled and she ground down on my cock with the desperate intensity of four agenda items’ worth of patience finally snapping.

“Now,” she breathed against my mouth. “Make me come. You promised.”

The council chamber emptied slowly. Members gathered their papers. Journalists filed out, some still recording. The troopers retreated to the hallway. Peters grabbed his coat and left without looking back, because Peters had been attending meetings like this for months and had the practiced disinterest of a man who’d made peace with his town’s culture.

Lena rode me in the empty chamber. Her milk flowed freely now, streams of white running down her chest, pooling in the hollow of her collarbone, dripping onto my shirt. I lapped it from her nipple, tasting the warm sweetness that was pure Lena, and she moaned and pressed my face deeper into her breast.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Just like that. Drink it. Drink me.”

I nursed her left breast while she fucked me, drawing the warm sweetness into my mouth, and the suction made her moan and grind harder. The combination of lactation and penetration set her off in ways that got more intense with each week of pregnancy. Her pussy was impossibly tight, impossibly wet, the sound of her riding me obscenely slick in the empty chamber, and the angle of her belly meant every thrust pressed deep against her front wall. Milk streamed from both nipples now, running in warm rivulets down her chest, pooling where our bodies met, making everything between us warm and slippery. I switched to her right breast. She grabbed the back of my head and pressed my face into the heavy flesh, smothering me in softness and sweetness while her hips worked in desperate circles.

Skye appeared at the gallery railing, still filming. Her own pregnant belly rested against the wood. She watched with the fascinated attention of an artist studying light and shadow, one hand absently rubbing her own damp nipple through her crop tee.

“Beautiful,” Skye whispered, mostly to herself.

April sat at the secretary’s desk, watching too, one hand resting on her own belly. She was soft and flushed, still riding the afterglow and clearly wanting more.

Lena’s orgasm built like a tide. I felt it in the way her pussy tightened, the way her breathing shifted from gasps to a single continuous moan, the way her fingers dug into my shoulders hard enough to leave marks.

“Logan,” she said. “Logan, I’m going to… I’m so close…”

I grabbed her hips and drove up into her. One thrust. Two. Three.

She came on the fourth.

The orgasm ripped through her body with a force that made her back arch and her milk spray in two thin arcs that caught the light like silver and her scream echo off the council chamber walls. Her pussy clamped down on me with rhythmic, milking contractions so tight I couldn’t move, each one pulling me deeper, each one wringing my cock with a grip that bordered on painful and felt like paradise.

I came inside her. Deep. Hard. The first spurt made her gasp, the second made her shudder, and by the third she was grinding down on me with frantic little circles, working every drop out of me, her body insatiable, demanding everything I had. I felt my cum flood her, felt the wet heat of it mixing with her arousal, and she clenched around me one final time so hard that a fresh pulse of milk sprayed from both nipples simultaneously. We were drenched. Milk and cum and sweat coating our skin, the chair beneath us slick, and she pressed her forehead against mine and breathed my name over and over, each repetition softer than the last, until the aftershocks faded and the chamber was quiet.

We sat together for a long moment. Connected. Her belly between us, the baby still, as if the rhythm had rocked it to sleep.

“Same time next Tuesday?” she whispered.

“Always.”

She kissed me once more, then lifted off with a sigh. I slipped free. Cum and arousal slicked her thighs, and she pulled her dress back into place without cleaning up, the way she always did, because Lena Shaw wore my cum like perfume and had since the first morning she’d flipped pancakes in a silk robe and changed both our lives.

Skye met her at the gallery exit and they left together, two pregnant women arm in arm, Skye showing Lena the footage on her phone while Lena laughed and Lena leaked and the afternoon sun caught them in the doorway like a painting of something sacred.

April gathered her notes, kissed my cheek, and followed them out.

I sat alone in the council chamber for a minute. Catching my breath. Adjusting my slacks. Looking at the empty seats and the scattered papers and the budget report with the milk stain on it that somebody was going to have to explain to the filing clerk.

My phone buzzed. Patricia.

“Harper just left the gallery. She observed the entire meeting. Ninety minutes. Didn’t write a single note.”

“How did she look?”

“Like a woman who crossed and uncrossed her legs twelve times in ninety minutes. Her legal pad was blank, Logan. Ninety minutes and not one word.”

I smiled.

Another text, from Diane: “Brooke’s BMW spotted on Route 9 heading toward Brookvale. She’s early. Be ready.”

I pocketed the phone. Stood. Straightened my shirt, which was stained with Lena’s milk in patterns that would confuse any dry cleaner outside of Brookvale.


Chapter 11: Sorority Sneak

The white BMW convertible pulled into Dana’s parking lot at 12:47, top down, driver’s seat occupied by a girl who looked like she’d stepped out of a Ralph Lauren catalog and into the deep end of a decision she hadn’t fully thought through.

Brooke Caldwell was nineteen. Blonde. Natural blonde, not her mother’s auburn, which meant the color came from Hank’s side and the bone structure came from God or whoever was responsible for assembling preppy Southern sorority girls who looked like they’d been bred for tennis and charity galas. She had her mother’s cheekbones, though. High and sharp beneath skin that was tanned from outdoor courts and weekend sail races.

She parked the BMW between a tourist shuttle and Dana’s delivery van. Killed the engine. Sat for a moment, both hands on the steering wheel, looking at the restaurant through oversized sunglasses that probably cost more than the meal she was about to order.

I was inside. Corner booth. Dana had brought me a plate of her daily special, carnitas tacos with a mango habanero salsa that was new and immediately going on the permanent menu. I was eating, reviewing a zoning appeal on my phone, and watching the parking lot through the front window.

I recognized the car before I recognized the girl. Patricia had texted me the plate number. “White BMW X3, vanity plate BCC-19. That’s her.”

Brooke got out of the car. Tennis skirt, white. Polo shirt, also white, collar popped. Pearl studs. She had the posture of boarding school and cotillion, shoulders back, chin up, the instruction internalized so thoroughly it had become architecture. Her body was toned in the way that competitive tennis produced: strong legs, defined arms, a core built from serving and volleying rather than gym routines. B-cups beneath the polo, modest, the kind of breasts that didn’t need a push-up bra because the frame they sat on was already perfect.

She walked into Dana’s like she owned it. Or rather, like she was used to walking into places like she owned them, because her father owned the state and that confidence transferred to every room she entered.

The confidence lasted approximately eight seconds.

That was how long it took for the plume to hit her.

I watched it happen. The slight widening of her eyes behind the sunglasses. The involuntary inhale, deeper than a normal breath. The flush that started at her collarbone and climbed her neck like watercolor spreading on wet paper. She pulled off the sunglasses and blinked, and her eyes, a clear hazel-green that she’d gotten from somewhere in the Caldwell gene pool, were already dilating.

She found me in the corner booth. Walked over. The confidence was still there, but underneath it was something else now. Something that vibrated.

“Mayor Hart.”

“Brooke.”

She slid into the booth across from me. Set her sunglasses on the table. Folded her hands. Then unfolded them. Then folded them again.

“I’ve watched every clip online,” she said. No preamble. No small talk. Straight to it. “Every video. Every interview. Every news segment. I’ve read every article. I’ve read the federal cooperation reports that my father’s office tried to suppress. I’ve read the university survey data.” She swallowed. “I’ve read everything.”

“That’s thorough.”

“I’m pre-law. Research is what I do.” She paused. “I came here because I want to know what every woman in this town already knows.”

I set down my taco. Looked at her. Really looked.

She was nervous. Trying hard not to be, trying to hide it behind the preppy confidence and the pre-law vocabulary, but the shake in her hands gave her away. She was a nineteen-year-old who’d driven three and a half hours to sit across from a man she’d been fantasizing about for weeks, and the reality of that decision was landing on her like a wave she’d underestimated.

“What do they know?” I asked.

“That you’re real. That this is real. That the women here aren’t drugged or manipulated or coerced. They’re just…” She searched for the word the way her mother had searched for it three days earlier in this same town. “Free.”

“And you want that?”

Her chin lifted. The governor’s daughter emerged, the one raised to stand behind podiums and answer hard questions without flinching. “I’m a legal adult making a voluntary choice. I understand the pheromone dynamics. I’ve reviewed the consent framework. And I’m telling you, clearly and on the record, that I want to know what it feels like.”

I studied her. Nineteen was young. Legal, unambiguously legal, and the consent was as clear as any I’d ever received. But young.

“Your father would actually die if he knew you were here.”

Something flickered in her eyes. Not fear. Defiance. “My father sent my mother as bait and is trying to destroy your town. I’m not here because of him. I’m here despite him.”

Fair enough.

“Finish your lunch first,” I said.

She blinked. “What?”

“Dana’s tacos are the best in the county. You drove all the way from the capital. Eat something.”

A surprised laugh escaped her. It broke through the tension and told me everything her poise was trying to hide. She picked up the menu, ordered the carnitas special, and ate.

We talked. Not about sex. Not about pheromones. About law school. About tennis. About her mother, whom she’d noticed acting strange on the phone all week, happy in a way that Brooke couldn’t place. About her father, whom she described with surgical precision, the way you talk about someone you love but are beginning to understand you can’t respect.

“He cheats on her,” Brooke said, voice flat. “Everyone knows. The interns. The schedulers. The campaign volunteers. He’s been cheating since before I was born, and Mom just stands there and smiles.”

“Your mom isn’t smiling anymore.”

Brooke looked at me. Sharp. “You’ve met her.”

“She’s in Brookvale.”

The information landed. Brooke’s expression shifted through three emotions in two seconds: surprise, understanding, and something that might have been relief.

“Good,” she said quietly. “She deserves better than him.”

The tacos arrived. Brooke ate. The tension eased. She asked about the town, the governance, the economic changes. I answered. Normal conversation between a mayor and a visitor.

Except the plume was working the whole time.

Every minute in my radius amplified what was already there. Brooke’s flush deepened. Her pupils stayed wide. She shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs in a pattern I recognized. She was wet. Had been since she’d walked through the door. And the longer she sat here, the more the want built, and the harder it became to pretend this was a policy discussion.

She pushed the empty plate aside. Looked at me. The pretense was gone.

“Dana has an office in the back,” I said.

“I know.” She’d done the research. Of course she had. “I know everything about this restaurant. I know the layout. I know the kitchen setup. I know about the stainless counter and the walk-in and Booth Seven.” She paused. “I’m pre-law, Mayor Hart. I prepare.”

I stood. Held out my hand.

She took it.

Dana’s office was a small room off the kitchen, barely big enough for a desk and two chairs, cluttered with invoices and supply orders and a framed photo of Dana at her restaurant’s grand reopening with a smile that could power the grid. The door had a lock. The walls were thin. The kitchen sounds provided cover: the sizzle of a grill, the clatter of plates, Dana shouting “Order forty-one!” in a voice that carried enough authority to run a small country.

I locked the door. Turned around. Brooke was standing by the desk, fingers hooked in the waistband of her tennis skirt, looking at me with an expression that was equal parts determination and terror.

“I’ve never done this,” she said.

“I know.”

“Not with you. I mean, not with anyone.” Her voice dropped. “I’m a virgin.”

The word hung in the room. Virgin. Nineteen years old. Governor’s daughter. Driven the whole way from the capital to lose it in a restaurant office in a pheromone town.

“We don’t have to do anything,” I said.

“I know we don’t have to. That’s why I want to.” She pulled the polo shirt over her head.

Her body was exactly what years of competitive tennis produced: shoulders defined but not bulky, arms lean with visible muscle, a stomach flat and firm, and breasts that were a perfect B-cup, natural, no padding, no enhancement, just the genuine shape of a nineteen-year-old athlete. Her bra was simple white cotton. Practical. Sporty. The pearl studs glinted at her earlobes.

She unclasped the bra. Let it drop. Her nipples were pink, already tight, sensitive from the plume and the nervousness and the reality of what she was about to do.

I crossed the room and kissed her.

She kissed back with the eagerness of someone who’d practiced in her head a thousand times and was discovering that reality was infinitely better. Her hands found my chest. Fumbled with my buttons. She was shaking.

I stilled her hands. “Slow down.”

“I don’t want to slow down. I’ve been thinking about this the entire drive. I’ve been thinking about this for weeks. I’ve watched the clips so many times I’ve memorized them. I don’t want slow. I want.” She stopped. Took a breath. “I want to feel what they feel.”

I picked her up. She weighed nothing, all lean muscle and nervous energy, and I set her on the edge of Dana’s desk. Invoices scattered. The supply order slid to the floor. Brooke sat on the desk in her tennis skirt and pearl studs and nothing else, looking up at me with wide hazel eyes.

I knelt.

Her breath caught. “What are you…”

“Sit back.”

She leaned back on her hands. I pushed her tennis skirt up to her waist. Her panties were white cotton with a tiny sorority logo embroidered on the waistband. They were soaked through. I could see the outline of her slit through the fabric, puffy and swollen, glistening with arousal that had been building since she’d stepped out of the BMW.

I pulled the panties down her legs. She lifted her hips to help, and the motion was awkward and graceful at the same time, the way everything about a virgin’s first time was.

She was bare. Completely smooth. Her pussy was pink and tight and so wet that her inner thighs glistened. I could smell her arousal mixing with the plume, a combination that was uniquely Brooke: something clean, like fresh linen, layered with the salt and sweetness of a body that had been preparing for this without knowing it.

I pressed my mouth to her.

Brooke’s entire body jolted. Her hand shot to my hair, grabbed, held. A sound came out of her that was half gasp, half sob, the sound of a girl who’d only ever touched herself and was discovering that someone else’s mouth was an entirely different universe.

I licked her slowly. Base to clit, then back, mapping the geography of her with my tongue, learning what made her hips jump and what made her thighs clench and what made her whimper in a way that told me she’d never felt anything like this in her life.

Her clit was swollen, hooded, sensitive enough that the first direct contact made her back arch off the desk. I circled it. Gentle. Patient. Then I sealed my lips around it and sucked.

“Oh my God.” Her voice was high and tight and raw. “Oh my God, that’s… I can’t…”

Her legs trembled on either side of my head. I slid one finger inside her. Tight. Incredibly tight. The walls of her pussy gripped my finger like they were trying to memorize the shape of it. I curved upward, found the rough patch of her G-spot, and pressed while my tongue worked her clit.

She came fast.

The orgasm hit her like a riptide. Her whole body went rigid, abs clenching, thighs slamming shut around my head, heels drumming against the desk. She screamed, actually screamed, a full-throated sound that only a first orgasm from another person’s touch could pull from a body that’s been waiting for it, and she bit her fist to muffle the volume but it wasn’t enough, and through the thin walls I could hear Dana pause mid-order and chuckle.

I licked her through it. Let her ride the aftershocks. Her body twitched and shuddered and finally went slack on the desk, panting, one hand still tangled in my hair.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish the sentence. “That was…”

“That was foreplay.”

Her eyes went wide.

I stood. Freed myself. Her gaze dropped to my cock and her expression shifted through surprise, apprehension, and raw hunger in the space of a heartbeat.

“It’s…” She swallowed. “Bigger than I expected.”

“We’ll go slow.”

“I don’t want slow anymore.” Her voice shook but her eyes were steady. “I came here for this. Please.”

I positioned myself at her entrance. She was flooded, the orgasm had turned her into a slip-and-slide, but she was tight. Virgin tight. I pressed the head against her opening and felt the resistance, the body’s natural protest at something it hadn’t experienced before.

“Look at me,” I said.

She looked up. Hazel eyes locked on sea-green.

I pushed in. Just the head. She gasped, sharp, eyes widening. Her hands found my forearms and gripped hard enough to leave nail marks.

“Does it hurt?”

“A little. Don’t stop.” Her jaw set. The governor’s daughter. Composure locked even now. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I pushed deeper. Inch by inch. Her body opened for me reluctantly at first, then eagerly, her arousal smoothing the way as her muscles relaxed and her breathing shifted from tight gasps to long, shuddering exhales. She was so tight the friction was almost unbearable, a silky vise that gripped every inch of my shaft.

When I bottomed out, she let out a sound that I would remember for the rest of my life. Not pain. Not pleasure. Something between, something transcendent, the sound of a woman feeling fullness for the first time and understanding, in her body rather than her mind, what all the clips and all the research and all the fantasies had been about.

“Oh,” she whispered. “Oh.”

I held still. Let her adjust. Let her feel it. Her inner walls fluttered around me, pulsing, learning the shape of me the way her body learned the shape of a new tennis racket: testing the weight, the balance, the way it felt to hold.

“My father,” she breathed, “would actually die if he saw this.”

“Then let’s give him something to die about.”

She laughed. The laugh shifted something inside her, loosened a lock she didn’t know was closed, and when I started to move she moved with me. Hips rocking. Legs wrapping around my waist. Pearl studs catching the fluorescent light with every thrust.

Dana’s desk held us both. The governor’s daughter and the pheromone mayor.

Slow at first. Learning her. She was responsive in the way that virgins sometimes were, every sensation new and overwhelming, her body reacting to stimuli it had never processed before. Every thrust drew a sound from her, a moan or a gasp or a whispered “yes” that got louder as her confidence grew.

I built the pace gradually. She was tight enough that I had to be careful, but she was also wet enough that the friction was pure silk, and the sounds she made when I hit bottom were addictive.

“Harder,” she said after a few minutes, and the word was tentative but the want behind it was not.

I gave her harder. The desk shook. Invoices fluttered to the floor. The framed photo of Dana rattled against the wall. Brooke’s hands left my forearms and found the desk’s edges, gripping for purchase while I drove into her with strokes that were long and deep and thorough.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, yes.”

Her second orgasm built slowly and broke fast. I felt it in the way her pussy tightened around me, a progressive clenching that went from snug to viselike in the space of five thrusts, and then she was coming again, harder than the first time, her whole body clenching around me while she threw her head back and let out a moan that rattled the desk lamp.

I kept going. Fucked her through it. She sobbed with pleasure, tears at the corners of her eyes, not sadness, just the overwhelming intensity of too much feeling at once, too much sensation for a body that was experiencing it all for the first time.

“One more,” I told her. “Can you give me one more?”

“I can give you anything,” she panted. “Anything.”

I hoisted her off the desk. She yelped, then laughed, then wrapped her arms around my neck as I carried her to the wall. Her back pressed against the plaster. Her legs locked around my waist. I held her up with both hands under her ass and drove into her with gravity-assisted thrusts that went deeper than anything the desk position could manage.

Brooke screamed into my shoulder. Her nails dug into my back through my shirt. Her pearl studs pressed cold against my neck. She was close. I could feel it. Her body was wound so tight she was vibrating, every muscle shaking, her pussy clenching in rhythmic pulses that meant she was right on the edge.

“Come for me,” I said.

“I’m… I’m going to… Logan…”

I thrust deep. Held. Ground my pubic bone against her clit.

She shattered.

The third orgasm was the deepest. It started in her core and radiated outward, a full-body convulsion that made her clench around me so hard I couldn’t move, couldn’t thrust, could only hold her against the wall while her orgasm milked my cock with desperate, involuntary contractions.

I came with her. Deep. Hot. Filling the governor’s virgin daughter while she screamed my name into my shoulder and her legs trembled and her body accepted every drop of me with the hungry greed of a woman who’d waited nineteen years for something real.

We stayed against the wall for a long time. Breathing. Coming down. Her forehead rested on my shoulder. Her breath was hot against my neck. Tears tracked down her cheeks, not from sadness, from the sheer overwhelming force of what she’d just experienced.

“That was,” she whispered. “That was…”

“Yeah.”

“I can’t feel my legs.”

I laughed. Carried her back to the desk. Set her down gently. Pulled out. Cum and virginal traces slicked her thighs. She looked down at the mess and made a sound that was half laugh, half disbelief.

“I just lost my virginity in a taco restaurant,” she said.

“Best restaurant in Brookvale.”

“Best restaurant anywhere.” She found her polo shirt. Pulled it on. Her hands were steady now. Whatever had been shaking before was still. “I’m posting an Instagram story.”

“You should think about…”

“I’ve thought about it. I’ve been thinking about it since I left the capital.” She pulled out her phone. Opened Instagram. Selected the camera. Geotagged: Brookvale. Posted a single photo: her hand holding a half-eaten taco, with a peach emoji as the caption. The background showed a blurry interior that anyone who followed Brookvale’s social media presence would recognize as Dana’s.

She didn’t post my face. Didn’t post anything explicit. Just a peach emoji and a geotag.

But for the governor’s daughter, that was a bomb.

She kissed me. Quick. Confident. The nervousness was gone.

“I’m not going back to the capital,” she said. “Not yet.”

“You can stay as long as you want.”

“I want to stay forever.” She paused. “But I’ll settle for the weekend.”

She left Dana’s office with the tennis skirt slightly wrinkled and the pearl studs catching the afternoon sun and the gait of a girl who’d just learned something about herself that no pre-law curriculum would ever teach.

In the kitchen, Dana caught my eye through the service window and grinned.

“Sounded like a satisfied customer,” Dana said.

“Five stars.”

“That’s my office, you know. I want it cleaned.”

“Fair.”

My phone buzzed. Patricia, as always, was five steps ahead.

“Governor’s aide just flagged Brooke’s Instagram. Geotagged Brookvale. Caldwell is calling an emergency meeting.”

I pocketed the phone.

I cleaned Dana’s office, because a deal was a deal, and headed back to town hall.


Chapter 12: Capitol Summons

The phone call came at six in the morning.

Not my phone. Patricia’s. She called me thirty seconds later, voice clipped and alert in the way that meant she’d already been awake, probably reviewing case law in bed while her glasses fogged from the coffee on her nightstand.

“Governor Caldwell has convened an emergency legislative hearing on pheromone safety regulations. You’re formally summoned to testify. Day after tomorrow. Statehouse, Joint Committee on Public Health and Safety.”

I was in bed. Lena was curled against my left side, belly pressed to my hip. Skye was on my right, her smaller bump nestled into the crook of my arm. The bedroom smelled like coconut oil and sex and the warm sweetness of two pregnant women who’d fallen asleep satisfied.

“Can he compel my appearance?”

“Technically, no. The legislative summons isn’t enforceable like a judicial subpoena. But if you don’t show, he controls the narrative. ‘Mayor Hart refuses to answer questions.’ Headlines write themselves.”

“So we go.”

“We go.” Patricia paused. “Logan. This is the statehouse. The governor’s building. His turf, his rules, his cameras. This isn’t a Brookvale town council meeting.”

“No. It’s bigger.”

“It’s considerably bigger.” Her tone was sharp. She understood institutional power, respected it even when she was working to dismantle it. “The hearing will be televised. C-SPAN. State news feeds. National outlets will pick it up because the Brookvale story has legs. Everything you say and do will be on record.”

“Good. Let them watch.”

“Logan.” Her voice sharpened. “Don’t get cocky. Caldwell is desperate. He’s lost his wife. He’s about to lose his daughter. His AG is in Brookvale having a personal crisis. His trooper captain filed a report last night that said ‘situation requires continued assessment,’ which is military for ‘I don’t know what the hell is happening.’ Desperate men do dangerous things.”

She was right. I sat up in bed. Lena stirred, mumbled something about pancakes, and settled back against the pillow.

“What’s our play?” I asked.

“We bring a delegation. Show strength. Demonstrate that Brookvale isn’t a cult or a crime scene. It’s a functional, thriving community with legal frameworks, economic data, and satisfied constituents.”

“Who do we bring?”

“Me. Legal defense and data presentation. Keisha. Law enforcement credibility and crime statistics. Maria. Community testimony and moral authority.” She paused. “And Diane.”

“Diane.”

“She’s our inside woman. She knows the statehouse, knows the political landscape, knows where every bathroom is and which committee chairs owe her favors. And her presence alone will destabilize Caldwell. His own wife, testifying on behalf of the man he’s trying to destroy.”

“He’ll see it as betrayal.”

“It is betrayal. His betrayal of her, coming home to roost.” Patricia’s voice softened for a moment. “She wants this, Logan. I’ve talked to her. She’s ready.”

“What about Dani?”

“The trooper captain? She’s technically assigned to escort you. Whether she’s an ally or a liability is still undetermined.”

I thought about Dani in the backseat of her cruiser. The campaign hat between her teeth. The trembling finger pointed at me in the dark.

“She’ll be there,” I said. “Whether she wants to be or not.”

“Fine. Assemble at town hall this evening. We prep tonight. Leave tomorrow morning. Hearing is day after at nine AM.”

She hung up.

I lay back in bed. Stared at the ceiling. The plume pulsed in my veins, a warm current that was always there now, background noise in the symphony of my body’s new normal.

The statehouse. The governor’s domain. A building I’d never set foot in, up in the capital, where the air was clean of pheromones and the women hadn’t spent months learning to choose.

The plume had never left Brookvale. Not once. Every woman I’d been with, every encounter, every council meeting and restaurant fuck and porch blowjob, had taken place within the permanent cloud that saturated this town. Outside Brookvale, I was just a twenty-year-old with an unusual genetic mutation and a reputation that preceded me.

But inside my radius, even without the permanent cloud, the plume worked. Fifty feet. That’s what the original hospital reading had been. Fifty feet of concentrated pheromone, concentrated enough to hit new women like a wall and made veterans of Brookvale smile knowingly.

I was about to walk into the state capitol with a fifty-foot bubble of pure lust.

The implications made my head spin.

The evening prep session convened at seven in the living room of my house, which had become the unofficial war room for every crisis since the day I’d moved in.

Patricia arrived first, naturally, with a briefcase that contained more documents than most law firms produced in a month. She set up at the kitchen table with color-coded folders, a legal pad, and the coiled intensity of someone who processed anxiety through organization.

Keisha came next, in her police captain’s uniform, badge polished, pregnant belly straining the shirt at fourteen weeks. She brought crime statistics, community safety reports, and a thermos of decaf that she shared with no one.

Sister Maria arrived with her rosary and a Bible and serene, having found God in a pheromone cloud and seeing no contradiction. Her fourteen-week bump was visible beneath a modest blue dress.

Diane came last. She’d changed out of the Chanel armor. Tonight she wore a simple cream blouse and navy slacks, pearls still on, auburn hair down. She carried a leather portfolio that I recognized, the same one she’d brought to her first interview in my office, except now the portfolio was full of her husband’s secrets instead of surveillance equipment.

“Hank is panicking,” Diane said, settling onto the couch and crossing her long legs. “He’s called every committee member individually. He’s offering political favors in exchange for hostile questions. He’s prepared a list of ‘victims’ to parade before the cameras.”

“Victims of what?” Keisha asked.

“Of Logan’s ‘pheromone coercion.’ He’s found three women from neighboring towns who visited Brookvale and later claimed they were ‘overwhelmed’ by the experience.” Diane’s expression was dry. “One of them tried to come back four times. She was only ‘overwhelmed’ after her husband found out.”

“Can they testify credibly?” Patricia asked, pen moving.

“Caldwell’s lawyers prepped them. But their stories don’t hold up under cross-examination because nothing actually happened to them. They visited Brookvale. They felt the plume. They left. Nobody touched them without consent.”

“What about the committee composition?” I asked.

Patricia opened a folder. “Joint Committee on Public Health and Safety. Eleven members. Five Republicans, four Democrats, two Independents. The chair is Senator Alice Price, sixty-two, moderate Republican, up for reelection next year. She’s the swing vote.”

“What’s her angle?”

“Pragmatist. She doesn’t care about culture wars. She cares about public health data, economic impact, and whether something creates a liability for the state.” Patricia pushed her glasses up. “If we give her data that shows Brookvale is safe, healthy, and economically productive, she’ll vote our way. If Caldwell gives her emotional testimony from ‘victims,’ she’ll listen but she won’t be swayed.”

“So our strategy is data.”

“Our strategy is data presented by credible witnesses who happen to be demonstrably happy, healthy, and successful.” Patricia looked at the assembled group. “Keisha presents crime statistics. Maria presents community health testimony. Diane presents the insider perspective. And I present the legal framework.”

“What about me?” I asked.

“You sit there and look like a responsible mayor who runs a thriving town.” She paused. “And the plume does the rest.”

Diane spoke up. “About the plume. The statehouse has never been exposed. When Logan walks in, the staff will be affected. The committee members. The gallery. The press.”

“The plume radius outside Brookvale is limited,” I said. “Fifty feet at most. It won’t blanket the building.”

“Fifty feet at the witness table,” Patricia noted, “covers the entire committee dais, the gallery’s front rows, and the press section.” She wrote something on her legal pad. “We need to be prepared for… reactions.”

“Reactions like what happened with the council meeting?” Keisha asked.

“More intense. These women haven’t been exposed before. They don’t have the familiarity. It’s going to hit them like it hit every woman in Brookvale on Day One.”

The room went quiet. Everyone thinking about what Day One had looked like. The chaos. The intensity. The sudden, overwhelming realization that the air itself had changed.

“We’ll need to be careful,” Maria said softly. “Not everyone reacts with joy. Some women feel fear. Confusion. We should be ready to offer reassurance.”

“Maria’s right,” I said. “This isn’t Brookvale. We don’t have six months of normalization working for us. We walk in, the plume hits, and we have to trust that the people in that room can handle it.”

Diane reached over and put her hand on my knee. “They’ll handle it the same way I did. The same way every woman does. They’ll resist. They’ll question. And then they’ll choose.”

The prep continued for two hours. Patricia drilled everyone on likely questions. Keisha rehearsed her statistics. Maria practiced her testimony. Diane mapped the statehouse layout, pointing out security checkpoints, press holding areas, and the bathroom on the second floor where committee members went to make private phone calls.

“One more thing,” Patricia said as the session wound down. “Brooke.”

The governor’s daughter was in the guest room upstairs. She’d been there since the afternoon, having decided that going back to the capital was not in her plans. She’d spent the afternoon at Dana’s, eating tacos and texting her sorority sisters and generally behaving like a nineteen-year-old on vacation rather than a political liability.

“What about her?” I asked.

“She can’t come to the hearing. If the governor’s daughter shows up in Logan’s delegation, it looks like we’ve kidnapped her. Or worse, that the plume has some kind of compulsive effect on minors.”

“She’s nineteen.”

“She’s the governor’s daughter. Optics matter.”

“Then she stays in Brookvale.”

“Agreed.” Patricia closed her briefcase. “Everyone get some sleep. We leave at five AM. Long drive north.”

The team dispersed. Keisha to her cruiser. Maria to the ministry. Patricia to her car, already on the phone with someone about precedent cases.

Diane lingered.

“Stay tonight,” I said.

“I shouldn’t. Hank expects a report.”

“Give him a report in the morning. From the road.”

She hesitated. The finishing-school polish flickered. Southern propriety warred with the woman underneath it.

Then she set down her portfolio, kicked off her flats, and walked to the couch.

“Teach me about the statehouse strategy,” she said, settling onto my lap. Her hands found my shoulders. Her pearls swung forward. “I learn best through demonstration.”

I pulled her blouse free from her slacks. Unbuttoned it slowly. She shrugged out of it. Cream lace bra, same style as before, her auburn hair falling over bare shoulders. She was beautiful in the way that old paintings were beautiful, warm tones and soft light and the gravity of fifty-one years and the certainty of knowing exactly what she wanted.

“The committee meets in the Palmer Chamber,” she said as I unhooked her bra. Her breasts settled free, natural D-cups, nipples already stiff. “High ceilings. Good acoustics. The witness table is fifteen feet from the dais.”

“Fifteen feet.” I cupped her right breast. Thumbed the nipple. She inhaled.

“The gallery seats two hundred. Press section on the left. Public on the right.” Her voice was steady but her breathing wasn’t. “The C-SPAN cameras are fixed on the witness table and the committee chairs.”

“So whatever happens at the witness table is on camera.”

“Everything.” She reached for my belt. “The chair recognition system runs through Senator Price. She controls who speaks and for how long.”

“How long do we have?”

“Four hours.” She freed my cock. Wrapped her hand around it. The pearls swung against my stomach. “Hank will try to dominate the first two hours with his witnesses. Price will give us the final two.”

I slid my hand up her thigh. Her slacks were expensive fabric that slid like water beneath my fingers. I found the waistband, tugged down. She lifted her hips. The slacks pooled at her ankles. Her panties were ivory silk, damp, the sort a governor’s wife bought at stores that didn’t have price tags.

“When does the governor usually arrive?” I asked, pulling the panties aside.

“He’ll be in his private gallery box.” Her voice caught as my fingers found her. “Overlooking the chamber. He watches from above.”

“He’ll watch his wife testify.”

“He’ll watch his wife do whatever she chooses to do.” She positioned herself over me. “And he won’t be able to stop it.”

She lowered herself onto my cock.

Diane took me with the unhurried confidence of a woman who’d spent three days learning how she liked it. Deep, steady strokes that used her long legs for leverage. Her hands braced on my shoulders. Her pearls bounced against her collarbones. Her auburn hair swayed like a curtain.

“The Agricultural Committee chair,” she said, voice thinning, “is Sarah Kimball. She’s been sleeping with the minority whip for two years. If Hank pushes too hard, Kimball will pivot.”

“That’s useful.”

“I’ve been useful for twenty-three years.” She ground down, taking me to the hilt. “Nobody noticed.”

“I notice.”

She smiled. The real smile. The one that cracked through the Southern Belle armor like sunlight through stained glass.

I gripped her hips and fucked up into her. The couch protested. Diane’s control frayed, her drawl returning in fragments as her body overrode her brain.

“The press room,” she panted, “is through the east corridor. If we need to hold an impromptu conference… oh God… the podium is available by reservation but… but the governor has standing priority… yes, right there…”

“Diane.”

“Yes?”

“Stop briefing me.”

She laughed. The laugh turned into a moan. The moan turned into a gasp. I reached up and wrapped the pearl strand around my fist once, gently, using it as a leash to pull her mouth to mine. She kissed me like she was arguing a case she intended to win.

The governor’s wife rode me on my couch while feeding me intelligence about the building where I was going to face her husband. Her pussy was tight and wet and experienced now, three days of practice making her confident, and she rode me with rhythmic authority, confident and fluid, every movement deliberate. The wet sound of her sliding up and down my cock filled the room, slick and obscene, and she was getting wetter by the minute, her arousal running down my shaft and soaking into the couch cushions.

“I want you to come inside me,” she whispered against my lips. “I want to walk into that statehouse tomorrow with your cum still inside me. I want to feel it leak down my thighs in the car and know what’s waiting underneath that pencil skirt.”

“That can be arranged.”

“I want Hank to stand five feet from me and not know that his wife is dripping with another man’s seed while she smiles behind his podium.” She clenched her pussy around me and rolled her hips, milking my cock with intentional pulses. “I want to shake his hand and still taste your cum on my lips from the morning.”

I grabbed her ass with both hands, fingers sinking into soft flesh, and drove up into her so hard her teeth clacked together. She keened. Her head fell back. The pearls caught the lamplight. Her breasts bounced, natural and full, nipples dark and stiff with arousal, the tips dragging across my chest with each thrust.

“I want him to watch me introduce you to the committee,” she panted, her pussy tightening around me with each word, getting closer, I could feel it in the way her rhythm turned frantic, “and I want him to know, in his bones, that every word I say about you is true. Because it is. Because you see me. Because you fucking see me.”

She came. Hard. The orgasm crashed through her like a wave against a seawall, explosive and absolute, and her pussy milked me with fierce contractions that pulled my own climax out of me with irresistible force. I came inside her, deep, pumping thick ropes of cum into the governor’s wife while she shuddered and moaned and her pussy wrung every last drop from my cock. She clutched the pearls at her throat like a rosary, and I felt her clench once more, a final greedy pulse, and a warm trickle of cum spilled from where we were joined and ran down my balls.

We lay tangled on the couch for a long time after. Diane’s head on my chest. My cum cooling between her thighs. The plume humming in the quiet house.

“Tomorrow we drive to the capital,” she murmured.

“Tomorrow we drive to the capital.”

“And nothing will be the same after.”

“No.”

She lifted her head. Looked at me with amber eyes that held twenty-three years of endurance and three days of liberation.

“Good,” she said.

She stayed the night. Slept in the guest room, because Brooke was already asleep in the other guest room and the irony of mother and daughter under the same roof, both freshly fucked by the same man, was something that could be examined later.

Earlier that evening, before Diane arrived, Brooke had found me in the upstairs hallway. She was still sore from her first time at Dana’s. Didn’t care.

“Again,” she said. No preamble. She pulled me into the guest room, pushed me onto the bed, and climbed on top before I could argue. She’d stripped out of her panties somewhere between the hallway and the mattress, and her bare, slick pussy pressed against my cock through my slacks, the heat of her soaking through the fabric.

She freed me with impatient hands and sank down in one smooth motion, taking me to the root. She was sore from Dana’s office, I could see the wince, but the wince turned to a groan as her body adjusted around me, and then she was riding with the focused determination of an athlete drilling a new serve. Her tennis-toned thighs gripped my hips, muscles flexing as she rose and dropped, rose and dropped, finding a rhythm that hit her clit against my pelvis on every downstroke. Pearl studs gleamed through the half-open door. Her tight pussy gripped me like she was afraid I’d slip away, each stroke pulling a wet sound from where we were joined.

She came the first time with a sharp gasp, eyes squeezed shut, nails digging into my chest. The second time came ninety seconds later when I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her, hard, and she screamed into the crook of her own elbow. I filled her again, my cock pulsing deep inside her, and she ground down on me through the last spurts, greedy, working her hips in circles until she’d milked every drop. She collapsed against my chest, panting, my cum already leaking from where I was still buried inside her.

“Sienna called me,” she said afterward, scrolling through her phone. “Your redhead influencer. She said, ‘Welcome to the club, princess.’”

“How’d she get your number?”

“She didn’t say. But she told me I should film more and that my lighting was bad.” Brooke grinned. “I think she’s jealous.”

“Sienna’s always jealous.”

“Good. I like competition.” She kissed my jaw and kicked me out of her room.

My alarm went off at four thirty.

I showered. Dressed. Mayor’s suit. Clean shirt. The plume clung to me like cologne.

At five AM sharp, the motorcade assembled on my front lawn. Two SUVs. One police cruiser. One state trooper vehicle.

Patricia in the lead car with legal files.

Keisha in the police cruiser, badge glinting.

Maria in the second SUV, rosary in hand.

Diane in the passenger seat of my vehicle, pearls on, auburn hair up in the chignon, every inch the governor’s wife again.

And Captain Dani Reeves, standing beside her trooper cruiser with her jaw clenched and her campaign hat squared and a look in her eyes that said she was reporting for duty even though she wasn’t sure whose side she was on anymore.

“The governor assigned Captain Reeves to escort you,” Patricia had told me last night. “Officially, she’s monitoring your compliance. Unofficially, he wants her to gather evidence during the trip.”

Dani caught my eye across the lawn. Something passed between us. Not words. Not even acknowledgment. Just the charged silence of two people who shared a secret that neither of them had named.

She got in her cruiser.

We pulled out of Brookvale at 5:12 AM.

The highway stretched north like a question mark. Three and a half hours between us and the state capital, between Brookvale’s permanent plume and a statehouse full of women who’d never breathed my air.

Diane reached across the console and took my hand.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Ready.”

The convoy hit the highway. Behind us, Brookvale shrank in the mirror. Ahead, the state capital waited.


Chapter 13: Highway Submission

Forty minutes outside the state capital, Captain Dani Reeves’ voice crackled over the radio.

“Motorcade, this is escort lead. Pulling to shoulder for routine inspection. All vehicles slow to stop.”

Patricia, in the lead SUV, looked at me through the rearview connection on our linked phones. Her expression said: This isn’t routine.

I knew.

The convoy slowed. Dani’s trooper cruiser pulled onto the wide gravel shoulder of the highway. The other vehicles followed: Patricia’s SUV, my vehicle with Diane in the passenger seat, and the second SUV carrying Keisha and Maria.

The highway was a four-lane divided stretch through farmland. Flat. Open. Not another car in sight. Corn on one side. Soybeans on the other. A sky that went on forever, pale blue and cloudless.

Dani’s cruiser door opened.

She walked toward us along the shoulder. Campaign hat squared. Uniform pressed to razor creases. Duty belt cinched, weapon holstered, cuffs in their pouch. She moved with controlled precision, every step measured, every angle straight, and right now she was walking a straight line to my vehicle.

Diane’s hand was still in mine. She squeezed.

“This is it,” Diane murmured. “She’s been fighting it for days.”

“I know.”

“Be gentle with her. She’s not like me. She doesn’t know how to let go.”

I squeezed back. Then I let go, because Dani was at my window.

She leaned down. Her face was locked down. Not the way Diane locked hers behind Southern grace, or the way Patricia hid behind professionalism. Dani’s discipline was military. Forged in boot camp, where emotions were vulnerabilities and vulnerabilities got people killed.

“Mayor Hart. Step out of the vehicle.”

I opened the door. Stepped onto the shoulder.

Dani stood facing me. Five-eight in her boots. Muscular. Her buzz-cut left her face completely exposed, every tension and every twitch visible. Her jaw was working, the muscles flexing rhythmically, and her hands were fists at her sides.

“Walk with me,” she said.

We walked. Past the convoy. Past the shoulder. Into the space between her cruiser and the cornfield, where the other vehicles couldn’t see us and the only witness was a red-tailed hawk circling in the thermals above the soybeans.

Dani stopped. Turned to face me.

The discipline fractured.

Not all at once. In stages. First her hands unclenched. Then her shoulders dropped. Then her jaw unlocked. And then her eyes, those dark brown soldier’s eyes that had been assessing threats since the moment she’d arrived in Brookvale, those eyes went wide and wet and raw.

“I can’t do this,” she said.

“Can’t do what?”

“My job. Your escort. Any of this.” Her voice was low and fierce and breaking. “I have spent eight days in your town watching women who are happier than any women I’ve ever met. I have filed reports that say nothing is wrong because nothing is wrong. I have sat in my cruiser and watched you cook and fuck and govern and not once, not a single time, has anything you’ve done been illegal or coercive or wrong.”

She took a breath.

“And I have spent every one of those eight nights in my hotel room or my cruiser or my shower fighting the fact that I want you so badly I can’t think straight.”

The admission hit the air like a round leaving a chamber. Hard and fast and irreversible.

Dani’s hands were shaking. Not the little tremor from the alley. Full shaking. The kind that came from holding something back for so long that the muscles failed.

“I was supposed to arrest you,” she said. “Those were my orders. Find evidence. Build a case. Cuff you and bring you in. That’s what Caldwell wants.”

“And what do you want?”

The question hung in the farmland air. Corn rustled. The hawk cried somewhere above us.

Dani looked at her cruiser. Looked at the highway. Looked at the flat, empty landscape that stretched in every direction, miles of nothing, no witnesses, no cameras, no duty belt and no badge and no chain of command.

She looked at me.

“Get in the car,” she said, nodding toward my SUV.

Not a request. An order. A captain’s order, tactical decision made, engagement committed.

I walked to my SUV. Got in the backseat.

The SUV was more spacious than a cruiser. Leather seats. Tinted windows. Diane’s perfume still lingered from the drive. Outside, the corn swayed. Inside, the plume filled the enclosed space like pressure building before a storm.

Dani opened the rear door on the opposite side. Climbed in beside me.

The space was private. Tinted windows blocked the view from the convoy. Our knees touched. Her uniform rustled.

She adjusted her campaign hat. Pulled the brim lower. The hat was regulation. Mandatory whenever a trooper was in public. She wasn’t taking it off.

“I’m keeping everything on,” she said. The words came out clipped, controlled, as if she was setting the terms of engagement before the battle. “The shirt stays on. The badge stays on. The hat stays on. The belt stays.”

“Okay.”

“This is a one-time event. A lapse. It will not be repeated. It will not appear in any report. It does not constitute a relationship or an arrangement or any form of ongoing…”

“Dani.”

She stopped.

“Get over here.”

The soldier surrendered. What was underneath was a woman. Not a captain. Not a trooper. Not a soldier or an investigator or a cog in the governor’s machine. A woman who’d been fighting her own body for eight days and had finally, on a gravel shoulder in the middle of farmland, lost the fight.

She swung one muscular leg over my lap and straddled me.

She was heavy. Solid. Pure muscle. Her thighs gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, two-fifty deadlift strength, unapologetic. Her hands found my shoulders and her face was inches from mine, breathing hard, dark brown eyes locked on sea-green.

“I hate this,” she whispered.

“No you don’t.”

“I hate that I don’t hate this.”

Her mouth found mine.

Dani Reeves kissed like she fought: direct, aggressive, no wasted motion. Her tongue pushed past my lips. Her hands gripped my collar. She pulled me toward her with a strength that would have been intimidating from anyone who wasn’t currently grinding her uniform-clad crotch against the bulge in my slacks.

I kissed her back. Hard. My hands went to her duty belt, the thick leather strap with its weapon holster and cuff pouch and radio clip. I unbuckled just enough to slide my hand beneath, finding the waistband of her navy uniform pants, the regulation button, the zipper.

“Don’t take them off,” she said against my mouth.

I didn’t take them off. I unzipped them. Pushed my hand inside. Found standard-issue cotton briefs, soaked through, the wetness hot against my fingers. Dani’s hips bucked when I touched her.

She reached between us. Found my belt. My zipper. Freed my cock with the efficient motions of someone who’d been trained to field-strip a weapon and was applying the same skillset to a very different situation.

Her hand wrapped around my shaft. Firm. Strong. A grip calibrated by years of handling equipment and firearms, adjusted now for a different kind of tool. She stroked once. Twice.

“Condom?” she asked.

“No.”

“Good.” Her eyes held mine. “If I’m doing this, I’m doing it right.”

She rose up on her knees, pulled her uniform pants and briefs down just far enough, just enough to expose herself, and positioned me at her entrance.

She was tight. Impossibly, breathtakingly tight. The kind of tight that came from a body maintained with military discipline and sexual deprivation. She hadn’t been with anyone in over a year. She admitted that much afterward. Too busy. Too controlled. Too committed to the career that had become her entire identity.

Dani sank down onto me.

The sound she made was the rawest sound I’d heard from her. A low, guttural moan that started in her chest and ended in her throat, part relief and part fury and part something that didn’t have a name, the sound of a dam breaking after eight days of structural failure.

“Oh God,” she breathed. “Oh fuck.”

Her hands found the headrest behind me. She gripped it with both fists, knuckles white, and started to move. The campaign hat shadowed her face. Her badge caught the light through the tinted window, flashing silver with each thrust. The duty belt, still half-buckled around her waist, clinked, metal on metal, a rhythm that matched the rhythm of her body.

She was a force. Raw strength translated into movement. Her hips drove down with a power that pinned me to the seat, and when she rose up, her muscular thighs flexed with a definition that was visible even through the fabric of her uniform pants bunched around her thighs. Her small, perky A-cups pressed against the gray regulation shirt, nipples visibly hard through the fabric and the undershirt beneath.

“This is dereliction of duty,” she panted. “This is… this is a violation of… of every code I…”

“Stop thinking.”

“I can’t stop thinking. That’s the problem. I think during everything. I think during PT. I think during marksmanship. I think during… oh Jesus… during every single thing I do because control is all I have and you’re… you’re…”

“Dani.”

She looked at me. Wild. Defenseless. The soldier stripped bare.

“Let go.”

Something broke in her eyes. The last wall. The final fortification. The thing she’d been defending since boot camp, since the academy, since the moment she’d decided that discipline was more important than desire.

She let go.

Dani Reeves fucked me with total abandon, the war over, the surrender indistinguishable from victory. Her hips slammed down. The SUV rocked on its suspension. The badge clattered against my chest. She grabbed my hair with one hand and my collar with the other and rode me with a ferocity that would have been terrifying if it hadn’t been so goddamn beautiful.

I grabbed her hips. Met her thrust for thrust. The backseat was tight despite the SUV’s size, the angle was awkward, my knees were jammed against the front seat, and none of it mattered because Dani’s pussy was a clenched fist of wet heat and her face was inches from mine and her eyes were open and vulnerable and everything she’d been hiding was right there on the surface.

“My orders were to cuff you,” she said between thrusts.

“You mentioned that.”

“I’m saying it again because I want to remember what I was supposed to be doing while I’m… while I’m…”

Her orgasm hit her mid-sentence. It slammed into her body like a wall she’d run into at full speed, stopping her cold, every muscle seizing at once. Her mouth opened but no sound came out. Her eyes went wide. Her hands crushed the headrest. And her pussy contracted around me with a force that matched her grip, rhythmic, powerful, the orgasm of a body that had been coiled so tight for so long that the release was almost violent.

She gasped. Then she screamed. Short, sharp, the bark of a drill instructor giving a command that happened to be pure ecstasy. Her whole body shook. The SUV shook with her.

I held her through it. Let the contractions milk me. Felt the raw, unfiltered need that eight days of resistance had compressed into a single detonation.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped when the first wave passed. “Don’t you dare stop.”

I kept the pace. Gripped her hips and thrust up into her, using the seat and the angle and my own strength to drive into her until her gasps became one continuous moan. Her campaign hat slipped forward, the brim dropping over her eyes. She left it. Her badge clinked against my chest through both our shirts, cold metal on warm skin.

“Again,” she demanded. “Make me come again. That’s an order.”

I grabbed the back of her neck. Pulled her face to mine. Kissed her while I fucked her, swallowing her moans, tasting her discipline dissolve. My other hand found the cuffs on her duty belt. I unsnapped the pouch. Drew out the handcuffs.

She felt the metal against her hip and her eyes flared.

“What are you…”

I clicked one cuff around her wrist. She let me. I looped the chain through the headrest post and clicked the other cuff around her other wrist. Her hands were pinned behind the headrest, arms stretched, body exposed.

“That’s my gear,” she breathed.

“Property of the state of Pennsylvania.”

“You’re… that’s…” She pulled against the cuffs. They held. “Oh God.”

With her hands restrained, her body changed. The control she’d been maintaining even through the orgasm, the last shred of military bearing, evaporated. Her hips moved on instinct now, grinding down on me with desperate, ungoverned strokes. Her uniform shirt pulled taut across her chest, nipples straining. Her abs flexed and released as she rocked, the definition visible through the gray fabric.

I reached under her shirt. Pushed up the undershirt. Found her breasts. Small. Firm. Barely a handful, but responsive. Her nipples were tight and hard and when I pinched them she made a sound that was nothing like anything a trooper captain should make in uniform.

I fucked her harder. The SUV rocked violently enough that the suspension creaked. Dani pulled against the cuffs and arched her back and her second orgasm hit her like a mortar round, demolishing whatever the first one had left standing. She came screaming, actually screaming, in the backseat of my SUV on the shoulder of a highway forty minutes outside the state capital, handcuffed with her own cuffs to her own headrest.

I came with her. Deep. The release was intense, pulled from me by the contractions of a body that was built like a weapon and fucked like a revelation. I emptied into her while she shuddered and gasped and her badge caught the sunlight and her campaign hat had slipped down over her eyes like a visor she’d given up adjusting.

We stayed connected for a long time. Breathing. The SUV was fogged with body heat. The radio squawked. Outside, the corn swayed in the breeze.

Dani looked down at me. The soldier was gone. What was left was simpler. Softer. Someone who’d just discovered that letting go didn’t mean losing.

“Uncuff me,” she said. Quietly.

I reached behind the headrest and released both cuffs. She brought her hands forward, rubbed her wrists. Red marks from the metal. She looked at them with an expression that might have been embarrassment or might have been something else entirely.

She climbed off me. Pulled her pants up. Buttoned. Zipped. Buckled the duty belt. Straightened the uniform shirt. Pushed the campaign hat back up from her eyes and squared the brim.

Every movement precise. Military. Reassembling the discipline piece by piece.

Except the uniform didn’t fit the same way anymore. The posture was right. The angles were correct. But something behind her eyes had shifted, and what I saw there was unguarded.

Dani opened the SUV door. Stepped onto the gravel. Stood beside the vehicle and took three deep breaths. Adjusted her badge.

Then she walked back to her cruiser, opened the door, and sat in the driver’s seat. She picked up the radio mic.

“Escort lead to motorcade. Inspection complete. Resume convoy.”

Her voice was steady, controlled, as if the last hour had never happened.

She started the engine. Pulled the cruiser off the shoulder. The convoy fell in behind her.

The radio crackled once more. Dani’s voice: “Motorcade, be advised. Estimated arrival at the capitol: forty-five minutes. Minor delay due to road conditions.”

Road conditions. That was the official explanation. That was what would go in the report. Road conditions delayed the motorcade by twenty minutes on the morning of the legislative hearing.

Not: the trooper captain handcuffed herself to the headrest and fucked the subject of her investigation in the backseat of his SUV.

Road conditions.

In the passenger seat of my vehicle, Diane was smiling. She’d known. She’d seen Dani walk past my car, seen me follow, and she’d known.

“Road conditions?” Diane murmured.

“Road conditions.”

She laced her fingers through mine. Her pearl necklace caught the sun through the windshield.

“Welcome to the team, Captain Reeves,” she said to no one in particular.

The convoy rolled north. The state capital rose on the horizon, a dome of white marble against the pale sky.

I checked my reflection in the visor mirror. Clean suit. Mayor’s tie. Sea-green eyes.

In the lead cruiser, Dani Reeves drove with both hands on the wheel and my cum between her thighs and her campaign hat at regulation angle.


Chapter 14: Statehouse Arrival

The state capitol dome appeared through the windshield at 5:47 PM, white marble catching the last of the afternoon sun like a crown on a hill. Manicured grounds. Flagpoles. Architecture designed to make visitors feel small.

I didn’t feel small.

The motorcade pulled through the security gate. Dani’s cruiser led, lights flashing, her radio voice steady and professional as she coordinated with statehouse security. Whatever had happened in the backseat forty-five minutes ago had been filed away in whatever compartment she kept things that didn’t belong in reports. Her posture was perfect. Her voice was regulation. Her cruiser still smelled like sex and she hadn’t rolled the windows down.

The welcome reception was at six. A formality. The Joint Committee chair had arranged it as a “meet and greet” before tomorrow’s hearing, a political event where nobody said anything meaningful but everyone sized up the opposition over canapés and sparkling water.

The statehouse lobby was marble and brass and soaring ceilings built to echo. Our delegation walked in and the echo was the first thing I noticed. The second thing was the staff.

The plume hit the statehouse the moment I walked through the doors.

Fifty feet. That was my radius outside Brookvale’s permanent cloud. Fifty feet of concentrated OR7D4 pheromone, invisible, scentless to me but unmistakable to every woman within range. In Brookvale, the permanent saturation meant the effect was baseline, ambient, the water the fish swam in. Here, in a building that had never been exposed, the plume was fresh.

And fresh was intense.

The security guard at the metal detector, a woman in her forties with a state ID badge and a bored expression, handed back my wallet and then paused. Her nostrils flared. Not consciously. The way a body responds to a stimulus before the brain can intervene. She blinked twice and her posture shifted, a subtle straightening, a half-step closer.

“Welcome to the statehouse, Mayor Hart.” Her voice had a quality it hadn’t had five seconds ago. Warmth.

“Thank you.”

I moved past. The plume moved with me. Through the lobby. Down the corridor. Into the reception hall.

The Palmer Room was a high-ceilinged space with crystal chandeliers, oil portraits of former governors on the walls, and a long table of hors d’oeuvres that nobody was eating because the room was full of political staffers and committee members who were too busy measuring each other to eat.

Forty people. Maybe fifty. Most of them women. The statehouse staffing demographics skewed female, the secretaries and clerks and legislative aides who did the actual work while the elected officials took the credit.

The plume spread through the room like ink in water.

I watched it happen. The shift. A staffer in a charcoal blazer stopped mid-sentence and touched her collarbone. A committee aide set down her phone and stared at nothing. A woman I didn’t recognize, dark-haired, fifties, power suit, inhaled deeply and held the breath for three beats too long.

Nobody knew what it was. Not yet. They just felt it. The warmth. The pull. The awareness of their own bodies that most people suppressed under fluorescent lights and conference schedules.

Patricia leaned in. “The radius is expanding.”

“How can you tell?”

“The woman by the punch bowl. She’s sixty feet away and she just adjusted her bra strap.”

Patricia was getting good at this.

Our delegation fanned out. Keisha introduced herself to the statehouse security chief, badge-to-badge, professional courtesies. Maria found a quiet corner and began praying, which in a statehouse reception room attracted sidelong glances that suggested the other attendees weren’t used to nuns, or ex-nuns, at cocktail hours. Patricia worked the room with the ruthless efficiency of a campaign manager, shaking hands, distributing business cards, and leaving a trail of condensation-beaded lenses in her wake.

Diane was the last to enter.

She’d changed in the SUV. The travel clothes were gone. In their place: a cream silk blouse with a plunging neckline, a navy pencil skirt that ended just above the knee, and the pearls. Always the pearls. Her auburn hair was up in the chignon, flawless, every pin in place. She’d reapplied lipstick. A subtle shade. Nothing like Victoria’s combat-red. Just enough color to make her lips look bitten.

She walked into the Palmer Room and the energy changed.

Not because of the plume. Because of recognition. Half the people in this room knew Diane Caldwell. She’d attended a hundred receptions exactly like this one, standing dutifully behind her husband, smiling at the appropriate moments, shaking hands with mechanical precision, twenty-three years of practice guiding every handshake.

But tonight she wasn’t standing behind anyone.

“Ladies and gentlemen.” Diane’s voice carried. South Carolina finishing school had trained her to project without shouting, and the Palmer Room’s acoustics did the rest. “Thank you for hosting this welcome reception for Brookvale’s delegation. I’d like to introduce you to Mayor Logan Hart.”

She turned to me. I was standing ten feet behind the podium they’d set up for welcome remarks. The podium was heavy oak, the kind with a built-in microphone and a state seal on the front. It looked like it weighed more than I did.

I walked to the podium. Diane stepped to the side.

“Mayor Hart has led Brookvale through an extraordinary period of growth and community development,” Diane continued, now standing beside the podium, one hand resting on the oak surface. “I’ve spent the past week in his town, and I can tell you firsthand that the governance model he’s built is unlike anything I’ve seen in two decades of political life.”

She was warming up. The drawl was back, polished and deliberate, every syllable placed to work the room. The committee members were watching. The staffers were watching. The press pool, three reporters with recorders and skeptical expressions, were watching.

I moved behind her.

Diane felt me approach. She didn’t turn. Didn’t pause. Her speech continued without a break, without a hitch, without any visible reaction to the fact that the mayor of Brookvale had just positioned himself directly behind the governor’s wife at a podium in the state capitol.

“The economic data is compelling,” she said. “Tourism has tripled. Violent crime has dropped by more than half. Community satisfaction metrics are at record levels.”

I lifted the back of her pencil skirt. Slowly. The fabric slid up her thighs, past the tops of her sheer stockings, past the garter clips she’d chosen for exactly this occasion, to the scrap of ivory silk beneath.

The Brookvale delegation didn’t react. Patricia adjusted her glasses. Keisha stood at parade rest. Maria fingered her rosary.

The statehouse staffers reacted.

A gasp. Not loud. Just a collective intake of breath from the nearest cluster of aides, who were close enough to see what was happening and far enough that the plume hadn’t fully hit them yet. One of them, a woman in her thirties with a government ID lanyard, put her hand over her mouth. Another, older, set down her wine glass with a trembling hand.

Diane continued. “Mayor Hart represents a new model of civic engagement. One that prioritizes community well-being above…”

I pulled her panties to the side and slid into her from behind. She was drenched, the silk scrap of her underwear soaked through, and my cock parted her slick folds and buried itself to the hilt in one smooth thrust. The heat of her gripped me instantly, her pussy clenching in surprise, then relaxing, then clenching again as her body remembered exactly how I felt inside her.

“Above,” Diane said, her voice catching for exactly one syllable before she recovered, the microphone picking up the wet sound of my first thrust as ambient noise, “above partisan politics and outdated moral frameworks.”

The plume detonated. Not literally. But the concentrated burst of pheromone that my body released during sex, the spike that Rowan had documented back in the first week, hit the Palmer Room like a shockwave. I felt it leave me, felt the warm pulse radiate outward, and watched the room respond.

Pupils dilated. Cheeks flushed. A woman near the hors d’oeuvres table pressed her thighs together and gripped the table’s edge. The three reporters stopped writing and stared. A legislative aide set down her champagne glass with a shaking hand.

Diane’s self-control was surgical. She’d been trained for this in a way that most women hadn’t, trained by two decades of smiling through political events she hated, trained by the Brookvale women who’d shown her the art of speaking mid-fuck, trained by her own determination to show the world that she was more than Hank Caldwell’s prop. Her pussy was already rippling around me, small involuntary contractions that told me she was close to the edge from the moment I entered her, adrenaline and defiance combining with three years of starvation into a cocktail that had her body primed for detonation.

“The federal cooperation study,” she said, voice steady except for the slight breathiness that deepened with each thrust, “has confirmed that women in Brookvale choose freely. Every survey. Every interview. Every data point says the same thing: the plume amplifies desire. It does not manufacture it.”

I gripped her hip. Pushed deeper, burying every inch, and she was so wet the thrust produced a sound that the nearest staffers could hear. Her fingers whitened on the podium. A bead of her arousal ran down the inside of her stocking.

“I personally can attest to the quality of Mayor Hart’s leadership.” A bead of sweat appeared at her temple. “His dedication to his constituents is… thorough.”

Someone in the audience laughed. Not cruelly. In surprise. In recognition. A laugh that escaped before the brain could decide whether it was appropriate.

Diane turned her head slightly, looking back at me over her shoulder. The chignon held. The pearls bounced against her collarbones with each thrust, catching the chandelier light. Her eyes were bright, burning with something that was half defiance and half joy.

“Brookvale,” she said into the microphone, “has shown me what a community looks like when its leaders genuinely… invest… in its people.”

I picked up the pace. The podium shifted on the marble floor. The microphone caught the sound of skin against skin, subtle but unmistakable. The Brookvale delegation stood calmly. The statehouse staff stood in various states of shock.

One staffer, the thirtyish woman with the lanyard, wasn’t shocked anymore. She was flushed. Her hand had dropped from her mouth to her lap. She was pressing her thighs together and watching with an expression that had traveled past surprise and arrived at naked fascination.

“In conclusion,” Diane said, and her voice cracked on the word because I hit a spot that I knew from three nights of practice made her lose her train of thought, “in conclusion, I encourage every member of the Joint Committee to approach tomorrow’s hearing with open minds and a commitment to evidence-based policy.”

She came.

The orgasm rolled through her body in a wave that she contained with the discipline of two decades of public performance. Her knees buckled for a fraction of a second. Her hands gripped the podium hard enough to leave half-moon nail marks in the oak. Her face flushed from her cleavage to her hairline. The pearls trembled against her throat. Her pussy clamped down on me in spasms so tight I had to grit my teeth, her body milking my cock in desperate rhythmic pulses while her face stayed composed and her lips kept moving.

She did not stop speaking.

“Thank you for your time and your hospitality. I look forward to tomorrow’s proceedings.”

I drove deep one last time and came inside the governor’s wife at the podium. She felt it, the hot rush filling her, and her eyelids fluttered, the only visible sign. My cum flooded her in thick pulses, and she bore down on me, taking it all, her body greedy even as her voice delivered closing pleasantries into a live microphone.

I pulled out. A warm trickle immediately began its journey down her thigh beneath the pencil skirt. I tucked myself away and stepped back. Diane smoothed her skirt over the evidence. Adjusted the microphone. Dabbed her temple with a finger.

The room was silent.

Then Patricia started clapping. Keisha joined. Maria clasped her hands and nodded. Dani, standing by the door in full uniform, brought her hands together three times, the minimum required to constitute applause.

The statehouse staffers followed. Slowly at first. Then with genuine enthusiasm. Because whatever they’d just witnessed, however shocking, however unprecedented, the speech had been good. The data had been sound. And the woman who delivered it had done so with more poise and conviction than any political spouse they’d ever seen.

The fact that she’d been fucked from behind while she said it was either horrifying or inspiring, depending on your perspective.

Most of the women in the room were leaning toward inspired.

Diane stepped away from the podium and crossed the room to me. She was walking carefully, the way a woman walks when she’s full and satisfied and doesn’t want to ruin the carpets. Her lipstick was perfect. Her chignon was perfect. The only evidence was the slight wobble in her stride and the wet gleam on her inner thigh that her pencil skirt almost concealed.

“How was that?” she murmured, taking my arm.

“Standing ovation.”

She smiled. The real one. “Wait until tomorrow.”

Across the Palmer Room, the plume continued to spread. Fifty feet had become sixty. Maybe seventy. The pheromone was adapting to the new space, establishing itself in air that had never carried it before.

I could feel it growing. Not just spreading. Growing. Like a plant that had been kept in a pot and finally found soil.

My phone buzzed. Patricia, texting from twelve feet away because Patricia communicated by text even when she was in shouting distance.

“Plume radius expanding. Multiple staff showing effect. Recommend we establish boundary protocols before tomorrow.”

I typed back: “Let it grow.”

A pause. Then: “Understood.”

We mingled. Diane worked the room like she’d been born to it, which she had. She introduced me to committee aides, legislative staff, and the three reporters, who asked questions that I answered with data and charm while Diane stood at my elbow radiating the satisfied glow of a woman who’d just delivered a speech that would be discussed in every break room in the building by morning.

Senator Price, the committee chair, found us by the punch bowl. She was sixty-two. Silver-haired. Sharp-eyed. The kind of woman who’d survived thirty years in politics by being smarter than everyone in the room and never letting them see it.

“Mayor Hart.” Her handshake was firm. “That was an… unconventional introduction.”

“Brookvale is an unconventional town.”

“So I’m gathering.” She looked at Diane. At me. At the space between us that was thick with the plume. “Tomorrow’s hearing begins at nine. I expect substantive testimony, not spectacle.”

“You’ll get both, Senator.”

She almost smiled. “I look forward to it.”

She walked away. The plume followed her for five steps, then she was beyond the radius and her stride normalized.

I looked out the tall windows of the Palmer Room. The statehouse grounds stretched below, manicured lawns and flagpoles and the distant dome of the governor’s mansion, lit up against the darkening sky.

Somewhere in that mansion, Hank Caldwell was watching staffers’ phone footage shared on social media. His wife, at a podium, introducing the enemy. His wife, composed and professional and obviously, undeniably, fucked.

His honey trap had become a press conference.

And tomorrow, the hearing would bring the plume into the state’s most sacred political chamber.

The Palmer Room emptied slowly. Staffers lingered. Some made excuses to stand near me, breathing deep, not quite understanding why they didn’t want to leave. Others fled to the bathrooms, where Diane later reported the stall locks clicked rapidly and certain sounds echoed off the tile.

The plume was working.


Chapter 15: AG’s Office

The summons arrived at my hotel room at eight AM. Hand-delivered by a statehouse aide who knocked twice, slid an envelope under the door, and retreated without waiting for acknowledgment.

Embossed state letterhead. Gold seal. Stationery designed to remind you who was in charge.

“Mayor Hart: Please report to the Office of the Attorney General, Room 412, at 10:00 AM for a pre-hearing deposition regarding the ongoing investigation into pheromone-related activities in Brookvale Township. This meeting is mandatory. Signed, AG Harper Langley.”

Mandatory. Underlined.

I showed it to Patricia over breakfast. She read it twice, adjusted her glasses, and said: “She can’t compel a pre-hearing deposition. This has no legal weight.”

“I know.”

“If you go, anything you say could be used in the investigation.”

“I know.”

“You’re going anyway.”

“Harper Langley has been resisting for ten days. She flew to Brookvale, conducted eight interviews, reviewed hundreds of pages of testimony, and found zero evidence of coercion.” I set down my coffee. “She’s not summoning me for a deposition. She’s summoning me because she’s ready to stop fighting.”

Patricia studied me over her glasses. Her wedding ring caught the hotel room light. Behind her, through the suite’s connecting door, I could hear Keisha on the phone with the Brookvale station, coordinating remote operations while her captain’s uniform hung pressed on the closet door.

“And if you’re wrong?” Patricia asked.

“Then I’ll get a very educational legal proceeding out of it.”

She didn’t smile. But the corner of her lip twitched.

The AG’s office was on the fourth floor of the statehouse’s east wing. The corridor was all dark wood and brass fixtures, dark-wood-and-brass gravitas designed to make visitors feel like they were approaching a throne room.

Room 412 had a heavy oak door with a frosted glass panel. ATTORNEY GENERAL HARPER LANGLEY was stenciled in gold. Below it, smaller: OFFICE OF THE CHIEF LAW ENFORCEMENT OFFICER OF THE STATE.

I knocked.

“Enter.”

Harper’s voice through the door was precise and controlled. Rehearsed. Every syllable placed.

I entered.

The office was large. Larger than mine in Brookvale. Mahogany desk, polished to mirror-sheen, with precisely arranged stacks of legal briefs and a brass nameplate. Floor-to-ceiling bookshelves filled with law texts. A window behind the desk overlooking the statehouse grounds. And in the center of it all, standing behind her desk like a general behind a fortification, was AG Harper Langley.

She’d dressed for war. Charcoal power suit, jacket buttoned to the collar. Cream blouse visible at the neck. Reading glasses perched on her nose. Her close-cropped natural hair was impeccable. Her posture was rigid. Everything about her screamed authority and control.

But the office was inside my radius.

The plume filled the space the moment I closed the door. I felt it settle into the room, into the ventilation system, into the leather of the chairs and the grain of the mahogany desk. The air changed. Not visibly. Not audibly. Just a shift in temperature and tension that both of us recognized.

“Mayor Hart. Sit.”

I sat in the chair across from her desk. Leather. Comfortable. A supplicant’s chair.

Harper sat. Opened a folder. Her pen was poised. Everything was in order. Everything was controlled.

“This deposition concerns the state’s investigation into potential pheromone-induced coercion within Brookvale Township,” she began. Her voice was steady, rehearsed. “I’m going to ask you a series of questions about the nature, scope, and impact of the pheromone phenomenon. Your answers will be recorded and may be entered into the legislative record.”

“Go ahead.”

“First question. Are you aware of the chemical composition of the OR7D4 pheromone your body produces?”

“Yes. Prof. Rowan at Brookvale Community College has conducted extensive GC-MS analysis. The compound has been shared with the federal Health cooperation team.”

Harper wrote. Her handwriting was small and precise.

“Second question. Have you ever engaged in sexual contact with a woman who did not provide explicit verbal consent?”

“Never.”

“Third question. Are you aware of any mechanism by which the pheromone could override a woman’s cognitive function or volitional capacity?”

“The federal study confirms it can’t. It enhances attraction without overriding will.”

Harper’s pen paused. She looked up, and behind the professional facade I could see what I’d been waiting to see. The case she’d built against herself was falling apart. Ten days of evidence, all pointing to the same verdict, and the prosecutor in her couldn’t ignore it any longer.

“Fourth question,” she said. Her voice was still steady, but the steadiness cost her something. I could see the effort in the set of her jaw, the tightness of her shoulders, the way her free hand, the one not holding the pen, gripped the edge of her desk.

“Have you ever observed the pheromone affecting a woman against her will?”

“Against her will? No. Against her plans? Frequently.”

Harper’s eyes narrowed. “Elaborate.”

“Women who come to Brookvale with agendas. Investigation. Journalism. Political opposition. They plan to resist. They expect to be unaffected. And then they discover that the plume doesn’t manufacture probable cause. It reveals evidence that was already there. The resistance isn’t against me, Counselor. It’s against the verdict they don’t want to accept.”

The room was silent except for the tick of a clock on the bookshelf and the hum of the building’s ventilation system, which was carrying the plume to every corner of the office.

Harper set down her pen. She adjusted the glasses once, a nervous gesture, and behind the lenses her face was shifting, the professional veneer thinning, the prosecutor dissolving into the woman behind the law degree.

“Off the record,” she said.

“Off the record.”

“I am the Attorney General of this state. I have prosecuted three federal corruption cases. I have a conviction rate of ninety-seven percent. I am disciplined, principled, and I do not compromise my professional integrity.”

“Agreed.”

“I have also spent the past ten days conducting an investigation that has produced zero evidence of wrongdoing. Zero. In three decades of prosecution, I have never investigated a case with zero evidence. There is always something. A financial irregularity. A testimony discrepancy. A witness who hesitates.”

She stood. Walked around the desk. Not toward me. Toward the window. She looked out at the statehouse grounds, hands clasped behind her back, and for a moment she looked like a soldier watching a battlefield she’d already lost.

“There’s nothing,” she said. “Every woman I’ve interviewed is credible, articulate, and demonstrably happy. Every piece of data confirms consent. Every metric suggests positive community impact.” She turned to face me. “As a prosecutor, I am compelled by the evidence to conclude that there is no case.”

“Then why am I here?”

The question hung. Harper looked at me across the length of her office. The plume coiled between us. Her resistance, the ironclad self-control that had carried her through Stanford Law and federal court and the governor’s appointment, was holding by its last threads.

“You’re here,” she said quietly, “because I needed to understand something. Not as an attorney. Not as an investigator.” She paused. Swallowed. “As a woman.”

She removed her jacket. Folded it over her chair with the precision of expensive tailoring deserved. Beneath it, the cream blouse was tucked into a charcoal pencil skirt. She was lean and athletic, the build of a distance runner, C-cups pressing against the silk, her dark skin warm against the cream fabric.

“Let me be clear,” she said, and her voice had the quality of a closing argument, each word chosen for maximum impact. “I don’t believe in your phenomenon. I don’t believe in pheromone magic. I believe in evidence and in law.”

She unbuttoned the jacket’s single remaining anchor, the top button of her blouse. Then the second. The third.

“But the evidence tells me that what happens in your presence is not coercion. It is choice.”

She was unbuttoning. Methodically. The blouse parted to reveal a black lace bra against dark skin, lingerie worn under a power suit by someone who wanted to feel something she couldn’t show.

“And I am choosing.”

She said the word with the weight of someone whose entire career was built on free will and was now staking her personal integrity on it.

“Consider this,” she said, standing in front of me in her pencil skirt and open blouse and black lace bra and nothing else between her composure and my hands, “investigative methodology. I need to understand the phenomenon firsthand in order to render an informed legal opinion.”

“That’s a creative legal argument.”

“I’m a creative lawyer.”

She bent over her own desk.

The gesture was deliberate. Calculated. She placed her palms flat on the mahogany, arched her back, and looked over her shoulder at me through reading glasses clouded with her quickened breath.

“This stays between us,” she said.

I stood.

Harper Langley was five-ten in her heels, which she kept on. She was muscular in the lean way of a runner, not the dense way of Dani, and her body was coiled, everything held tight, every muscle, every thought, every impulse locked behind a wall of professional discipline.

I stepped behind her. Put my hands on her hips. She inhaled sharply at the contact, the first touch of a man she’d been fantasizing about for ten days and fighting every waking second.

“This is highly irregular,” she whispered. But she didn’t move away.

I slid my hands up her sides. Over the lace of the bra. Her breasts were firm, filling my palms, nipples already stiff through the fabric. She made a sound that she would have denied under oath, a low, involuntary moan that the mahogany desk absorbed.

I unhooked the bra. Let it fall. Her breasts hung free, C-cups, natural, dark nipples contrasting against the cream blouse that still hung from her shoulders. She looked back at me again, and her expression was the most honest thing I’d ever seen from a prosecutor: raw want barely contained by the vocabulary of a law degree.

I hiked her pencil skirt. The fabric was tight, expensive, and resisted. I bunched it around her waist. Her panties were black, matching the bra, damp at the center. I pulled them down her long legs and she stepped out of them, one heel at a time.

Her ass was tight. Runner’s ass. The kind built by miles rather than squats, lean and firm and perfectly proportioned to her frame. Her pussy was shaved smooth, glistening, the physical evidence of an arousal she’d been denying since the moment she’d stepped off the state jet in Brookvale.

I ran my fingers through her slit. She pressed her forehead to the desk and made a sound that was halfway between a legal objection and a prayer.

“This is… highly irregular.”

“Sustained.” I pushed two fingers inside her. She clenched around them like a gavel. “What’s your next objection?”

“Conflict of… conflict of interest.” Her voice broke as I curled my fingers. Her hips bucked against the desk. A legal brief slid to the floor. “The investigating officer cannot… engage in… oh God.”

“Noted, Counselor.”

“There is no record. I said off the… off the…”

I withdrew my fingers. Freed my cock. Pressed the head against her entrance.

“Counselor,” I said. “Any final objections?”

Harper Langley, Attorney General, chief law enforcement officer of the state, Stanford Law, three federal convictions, ninety-seven percent success rate, looked over her shoulder at me through those lenses slightly askew, eyes wide and dark and undone behind the glasses, and said:

“No objections. Proceed.”

I pushed into her.

She was tight. Not virgin-tight, but the tightness of long deprivation, possibly decades of it. Her husband was kind and patient and completely inadequate, she’d implied as much in her hotel room notes, and the result was a pussy that gripped me with desperate gratitude, every inch of her clenching like she was afraid I’d pull out before she got what she needed.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh. That’s… that’s…”

“Evidence?”

“Shut up and fuck me.”

I obliged.

The Attorney General’s desk held us both, the mahogany creaking under the weight of two bodies and a decade of deprivation. Her heels kept her at the perfect height. Her hands spread across legal briefs that were now receiving a different kind of brief entirely. Her reading glasses fogged with every panting breath, the lenses steaming and clearing in rhythm with my thrusts.

She was vocal. Not the controlled, dignified sounds I’d expected from a woman of her composure. Harper Langley was loud. She moaned legal terminology as her body’s vocabulary failed and her professional training filled the gap.

“This is… sustained… objection overruled… oh fuck… motion to… motion to…”

I grabbed her hip with one hand and the back of her neck with the other. Held her down. Fucked her deep and steady, long strokes calibrated to a runner’s body, rhythmic and relentless.

“Motion to what?”

“Motion to… continue… don’t stop… motion to continue indefinitely…”

Her first orgasm caught her off guard. It ambushed her the way a good cross-examination ambushes a witness, coming from an angle she hadn’t anticipated. She stiffened. Her hands clawed the desk. A stack of legal briefs crashed to the floor. She bit her own forearm to muffle the scream and it didn’t work, the sound escaping around her teeth in a garbled legal citation that might have been the Fourteenth Amendment but could have been anything.

Her pussy clamped down on me with rhythmic force, a decade of tension finally, violently, unwinding. I felt every contraction. Felt her body pulse around me with a need that went beyond physical into something structural, something foundational, every suppressed impulse releasing at once.

I didn’t let up. I fucked her through the orgasm and out the other side. She was sobbing now, sobs of release rather than pain, her face pressed to the mahogany.

“Again,” she gasped. “I need… I need to verify… the data…”

“Data requires multiple samples.”

“Multiple samples. Yes. Standard methodology.”

I reached beneath her and found her clit. Swollen. Throbbing. I circled it while I fucked her, the dual stimulation making her body buck against the desk with enough force to shove it three inches across the hardwood floor.

“Logan,” she said, and it was the first time she’d used my first name, and the way she said it had the quality of a verdict being delivered. “Logan, I’m going to come again and I need you to come inside me when I do.”

“Why?”

“Because I need the data.” She looked back at me. Her eyes were glazed. Every wall she’d built was rubble. But somewhere underneath the ruin, a prosecutorial mind was still working. “And because I want to walk into that hearing tomorrow with your cum still inside me. I want to sit at the witness table and know that the AG of this state chose you. Voluntarily. Enthusiastically. With full knowledge and informed consent.”

I grabbed her hips with both hands. She braced against the desk. I drove into her with the full force of a body that had been bred to do exactly this, and Harper Langley came for the second time with a scream that the oak door and frosted glass panel did absolutely nothing to contain.

Her orgasm triggered mine. I came deep, flooding the Attorney General with everything I had, and she pressed back against me and took it all, her pussy milking every drop, thorough, relentless, leaving nothing on the table.

We stayed locked together for a long moment. Her breathing was ragged. The desk had moved a foot from its original position. Legal briefs littered the floor like snow.

Harper straightened. Slowly. She pushed her reading glasses up her nose, wiped the fog from the lenses with her thumb. Buttoned her blouse, hands shaking. Found her bra on the floor. Clipped it. Smoothed her skirt.

She picked up a document from the remaining stack on her desk. A form. She signed it with a pen that trembled slightly, then set it in front of me.

“Cooperation agreement,” she said. Her voice was hoarse. “The state drops all investigation into pheromone coercion in Brookvale. In exchange, Brookvale continues to cooperate with the federal Health study and provides annual community satisfaction data.”

I read it. It was thorough. It was fair. It was exactly the kind of document a Stanford lawyer would draft at three AM while masturbating to testimony recordings and pretending she wasn’t.

I signed it.

Harper took the form, filed it in a folder, and placed the folder in her desk drawer. She locked the drawer.

“For the record,” she said, straightening her glasses one final time, “I still think you’re dangerous.”

“I know.”

“And I fully intend to monitor you.”

“I’d expect nothing less.”

She extended her hand. I shook it. Her grip was firm. All business. Exactly the handshake of an Attorney General concluding official proceedings.

Except her panties were still on the floor.

I picked them up. Held them out.

Harper looked at them. Looked at me. Then she took them, folded them neatly, and placed them in her blazer pocket with a steadiness that would have been convincing if her hands hadn’t been shaking.

“Tomorrow’s hearing,” she said. “I’ll be in the gallery. Not as investigator. As observer.”

“And after the hearing?”

She looked at me over her reading glasses. The frames were slightly askew. She didn’t fix them.

“After the hearing, we’ll see.”

I left the AG’s office. The door closed behind me with a quiet click. In the hallway, a statehouse aide was leaning against the wall, flushed, pretending to read a memo.

The plume was growing. I could feel it in the air, in the building’s bones, in the subtle shift of every woman I passed in the corridor.

Seventy feet now. Maybe eighty.

Growing.

My phone buzzed.

Brooke: “I’m setting up for tonight. Hotel room 718. Instagram Live at 9 PM. 30k followers and counting. Be there.”

I pocketed the phone and headed for the hotel.


Chapter 16: Governor’s Daughter Goes Live

Room 718 of the Capital Grand Hotel was a corner suite with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the statehouse dome. A room the state reserved for visiting dignitaries, which technically included the Brookvale delegation, though I suspected the hospitality office hadn’t anticipated what the dignitary in question would be doing on camera in approximately thirty minutes.

Brooke had arrived at the capital that afternoon, driving the white BMW from Brookvale against Patricia’s explicit instructions to stay put. She’d texted Patricia a single word – “No” – and driven the full highway stretch with a weekend bag and the recklessness of a nineteen-year-old who’d lost her virginity two days ago and was ready to tell the world about it.

Not those words. Not that explicit. But close.

She’d texted me the plan during the afternoon. Short, direct texts from a pre-law student who’d mapped this out the way she’d map a legal argument.

“Instagram Live. 9 PM. 30k followers. Mostly sorority sisters and campus kids but some political accounts follow me because Dad. I say nothing about you directly. I let them figure it out. Plausible deniability until the moment it isn’t.”

I’d texted back: “Are you sure about this?”

“I’ve never been more sure about anything.”

That was the thing about Brooke Caldwell. She wasn’t impulsive. She was strategic. The tennis player in her understood angles. The pre-law student understood evidence. And the governor’s daughter understood, with crystal clarity, that the most devastating weapon against a man who controlled narratives was a narrative he couldn’t control.

I arrived at 8:45. Knocked twice.

She opened the door in a hotel bathrobe. White cotton. Plush. Her hair was down, blonde and still slightly damp from the shower. The pearl studs were in. She wore them always, the way her mother wore the necklace, a constant, a signature, a thread connecting two women who were on the same side of a war their husband and father didn’t know he’d already lost.

“Come in,” she said. Nervous. Excited. A nineteen-year-old about to cross a line she’d never come back from.

The hotel room was set up with the meticulous care of someone who’d spent years studying social media composition. Her phone sat on a small tripod on the desk, angled to capture the bed from the waist up. Ring light plugged in, providing the warm glow that made phone cameras look professional. A second phone on the nightstand, open to Instagram, showing her follower count ticking upward as word spread that Brooke Caldwell was about to go live from the state capital.

28,000 followers. 29,000. Climbing.

“I’ve been teasing it all day,” she said, checking the setup. “Cryptic stories. Location tagged but no context. My sorority sisters are going insane. Two political bloggers have already reposted.”

“And your father?”

“His social media team monitors my public accounts. They’ll see it in real time.” She looked at me. The nervousness sharpened into something harder. “Good.”

I studied her. “Why are you doing this, Brooke?”

She sat on the edge of the bed. The robe parted slightly, showing a knee, a strip of tanned thigh. She pulled it closed, then stopped, then let it part again. The internal negotiation between the girl she’d been raised to be and the woman she was becoming played out in real time across her body.

“Because my father sent my mother to seduce you,” she said. “Because he treats women like chess pieces. Mom’s the queen. I’m a pawn. His interns are disposable. He’s been cheating on her since before I was born and she knows and she stays because that’s what Southern women do.” The words came fast. Practiced. She’d been composing this monologue in her head for days. “I’m done being a pawn. I’m done smiling behind podiums. I’m done pretending that the way my family works is normal.”

She stood. Dropped the robe.

Beneath it she wore a simple white cotton bralette and matching briefs. Nothing designer. Nothing seductive. Just clean, simple, the undergarments of a college freshman who hadn’t learned to weaponize lingerie yet and didn’t need to.

Her body was what it had been at Dana’s: tennis-toned, lean, B-cups that sat high on her chest, nipples pressing through the cotton, pearl studs in her ears. She was beautiful in the uncomplicated way that nineteen was beautiful: everything firm, everything new, everything radiating the energy of a body that had just discovered what it was for.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Ready.”

She picked up her phone. Opened Instagram. Hit the Live button.

The screen filled with comments immediately. Hearts floating upward. Names cascading.

“BrookeLynn2007: OMG she’s live” “KappaKatieXo: What is she wearing lol” “PoliSciDaily: Governor’s daughter live from state capital”

Brooke sat on the edge of the bed. Angled the camera. Smiled.

“Hey everyone. So. I’m in the state capital. Some of you have been asking about my Brookvale trip last weekend. Well.” She paused. Bit her lip. The pearl studs caught the ring light. “I met someone.”

The comments exploded. Thousands of hearts. Dozens of messages per second.

“You might know him. He’s been in the news a lot lately.” She tilted the camera slightly. “He’s the mayor of a town that my father is trying to shut down. And I think you should meet him.”

She pointed the camera at me.

I stood at the foot of the bed. Suit jacket off. Shirtsleeves rolled to my forearms. I gave a small wave. Casual. A mayor’s wave to constituents, except these constituents were thirty thousand Instagram followers and climbing.

The comments detonated.

“OMFG THATS THE PHEROMONE GUY” “BROOKE NO” “BROOKE YES” “Her dad is gonna SCREAM”

Brooke turned the camera back to herself. “His name is Logan Hart. He’s the mayor of Brookvale. Everything you’ve heard about his town is true. Everything my father has said about it is a lie.”

She reached behind her. Unclasped the bralette. Let it fall.

Her breasts, small and perfect, B-cups with pink nipples that were already stiff from the plume and the adrenaline, filled the frame. The pearls bright at her ears. The ring light made her skin glow.

“What you’re about to see,” she said, voice steady, the pre-law training holding, “is what happens in Brookvale. What happens when a woman is free to choose. No coercion. No drugs. No manipulation. Just choice.”

She turned to me. Extended her hand.

I took it.

What followed was the most-watched Instagram Live in the platform’s history, or at least it would be until the servers caught up with the traffic. The viewer count climbed: 30k. 40k. 50k. 60k, and still rising, as people shared the link and retweeted the screenshots and the algorithm pushed the stream to the top of every feed.

I kissed her. She kissed back. Her hands found my shirt, tugged it free, started on buttons. She was a natural performer, not in the way Sienna was, where performance was the point, but in the way a tennis player performed, executing moves she’d studied and practiced with focus and grace.

The camera captured everything from the shoulders up, technically safe for the platform’s content guidelines, technically deniable.

I trailed my mouth down her neck. Over her collarbone. Over the pearl stud at her ear that pressed cold against my lip. Down to her breast. I took her nipple in my mouth and she arched against me with a gasp that thirty thousand people heard in real time.

“SororityBethany: OMG OMG OMG” “FoxNewsIntern: Somebody call the governor” “PlumeWatch2026: This is HAPPENING”

I pulled her cotton briefs down. She kicked them off. The camera was positioned to show her face and her chest, nothing below the waist visible, but the sounds were unmistakable. The wet sound of my fingers finding her. The gasp when I spread her. The unmistakable cadence of a woman’s breathing when someone is going down on her.

Brooke gripped the hotel sheets. Her face was flushed, lips parted, eyes half-closed, tiny points of light glinting at her earlobes. The camera captured everything: the pleasure, the want, the conscious, voluntary, enthusiastic choice of a nineteen-year-old woman showing the world what her father was trying to criminalize.

I brought her to the edge with my tongue. Held her there. She whimpered, hips rolling, fighting the urge to scream.

“Don’t hold back,” I said, loud enough for the microphone.

“The governor’s daughter, everyone.” She said it into the camera. Her voice was shaking. Her smile was fierce. “This is what freedom sounds like.”

I made her come.

The orgasm was visible. Her back arched off the bed. Her hands fisted the sheets. Her mouth opened and the sound that came out, half moan, half laugh, half something primal and triumphant, hit sixty thousand pairs of earbuds simultaneously.

The comment section went nuclear.

“I’M SCREAMING” “Her father is going to have a STROKE” “THIS IS THE MOST POWERFUL THING I’VE EVER SEEN” “Someone archive this before IG takes it down”

She turned over. Got on her hands and knees. Positioned herself facing the front camera, pearl studs visible in the frame, her face flushed and certain.

“Watch,” she said to the camera. To the sixty thousand people. To her father.

I pushed into her from behind. The second time, easier than the first, her body remembering and welcoming. She gasped and her expression was broadcast to a growing audience.

Pleasure. Certainty. Defiance.

She looked directly into the camera while I fucked her doggy-style, pearl studs catching the ring light, her face showing everything she wanted the world to see.

“My father cheats on my mother. He sends her to seduce strangers. He treats her like a prop and me like a mascot and every woman who works for him like furniture.” Her voice hitched as I thrust. “And he’s trying to destroy a town full of women who are freer and happier than any women in his mansion have ever been.”

She touched the pearl stud in her right ear. A small gesture. A deliberate one.

“Mom. If you’re watching.” She gasped as I hit deep. “I understand now. I understand everything.”

Diane was watching. I knew she was. Somewhere in the hotel, in her own room, with her own pearls, the governor’s wife was watching her daughter choose freedom on a screen, and the circle was closing.

I fucked Brooke with the camera rolling and the numbers climbing, the intensity amplified by knowing the whole world was watching. She was tight from her first time two days ago, her pussy still learning the shape of me, but responsive, every nerve ending alive, her body adjusting to the stretch with small moans that the microphone broadcast to a growing audience. Her hips pushed back to meet each thrust with the athletic coordination of a girl who’d trained her body for movements under pressure, her back arching, her shoulder blades flexing beneath smooth, tanned skin.

The wet slap of my cock driving into her was audible. Unmistakable. The sound of a nineteen-year-old’s soaked pussy taking a man to the hilt, over and over, and the comments section was scrolling too fast to read.

“Harder,” she said. Not to the camera. To me. The word was raw and personal and it cut through the performance to the real thing underneath.

I gripped her hips hard enough to leave fingerprints in her tanned skin. Drove deep. The bed rocked. The headboard tapped the wall. The camera caught her face contorting with each thrust, mouth dropping open, eyes glazing, pearl studs swinging, pleasure building, building, building toward the crest. I could feel her pussy tightening with each stroke, the telltale grip that meant she was close, her walls fluttering around my shaft, her breathing turning to sharp, rhythmic cries.

“Oh God. Oh God. Logan.”

She said my name. On camera. To sixty-five thousand people. The governor’s daughter, saying the name of the man her father was trying to destroy, her voice breaking on the second syllable as I bottomed out.

“Come inside me,” she whispered. Audible. Intentional. “I want everyone to see what consent looks like.”

I buried myself to the hilt. She arched her back, pressing her ass against my pelvis, taking every inch, her pussy stretched tight around the base of my cock. I came inside her with a groan that the microphone captured, the first pulse making her gasp, the second making her shudder, and she came with me, her orgasm hitting at the same moment, her pussy clamping down in rhythmic waves that milked every rope of cum from me. She stared into the camera while it happened, face flushed, mouth open, pearl studs bright, letting the world see exactly what it looked like when a woman chose, when a body accepted and demanded and took what it wanted without apology.

She held the camera steady through the aftershocks. Smiled. Breathless. Glowing.

“The governor’s daughter, everyone.” She reached down, out of frame, and when her hand came back up there was a glistening streak on her fingers. She held them to the light, just barely in frame, unmistakable. “Vote Hart.”

She ended the stream.

The phone’s screen went dark. The ring light hummed. Outside the hotel windows, the statehouse dome glowed white against the night sky.

Brooke lay on the bed, panting, smiling. The pearl studs bright against her earlobes. She looked at me, satisfied and fierce, already mapping out the aftermath.

“How many viewers?”

I checked the phone. The archived numbers were still loading. Instagram’s servers were struggling with the traffic.

“Sixty-seven thousand live peak. The clip will be everywhere by morning.”

“Five million views by morning,” she corrected. “I know how the algorithm works. Political content with sexual content from a public figure’s family member? That’s not just viral. That’s infrastructure.”

She was right. She was nineteen and she was right.

My phone buzzed. Patricia.

“Governor’s social media team is going apoplectic. They’re demanding Instagram take down the stream. Instagram is reviewing but the archive is already downloaded and reposted on twelve platforms.”

Another buzz. Diane.

“I watched. I’m proud of her. And I’m crying. She’s so brave.”

Another buzz. Sienna, from Brookvale.

“HOLY SHIT the governor’s daughter just out-influenced me. I’m not even mad. I’m impressed. Tell her I want a collab.”

Brooke scrolled through her own phone. The notifications were a waterfall. Followers climbing: 40k. 50k. 60k. Her sorority sisters were texting in all caps. Political commentators were sharing clips. The hashtag #GovernorsDaughter was trending.

And somewhere, in the governor’s mansion or his campaign office or whatever bunker he’d retreated to, Hank Caldwell was watching his daughter fuck his enemy on a screen. Diane texted me later that his chief of staff heard the laptop hit the wall from two rooms away. Second one in a month. The narrative had slipped beyond his control.

Every move Caldwell had made had backfired. And the damage was accelerating.

Brooke set down her phone. Looked at me.

“Tomorrow’s the hearing,” she said.

“Tomorrow’s the hearing.”

“I can’t be there. Patricia said the optics are wrong.”

“She’s right.”

“But I’ll be watching.” She touched her pearl stud. “And so will everyone else.”

She kissed me. Quick. Fierce. The kiss of a girl who’d just done something that couldn’t be undone and was already planning what came next.

“Goodnight, Mayor Hart.”

“Goodnight, Brooke.”

I left room 718. The hotel corridor was quiet. The plume hung in the air, thickening in this building, settling deeper with each hour. A woman at the elevator pressed the button and glanced at me and her hand went to her collarbone.


Chapter 17: Press Conference Panic

Governor Hank Caldwell stood behind the podium in the statehouse press briefing room at nine AM with the expression of a man who’d been awake since three and had spent the intervening hours watching his world disintegrate one viral clip at a time.

I wasn’t in the room. Not yet. I watched the press conference on the hotel suite’s television with Patricia beside me, legal pad open, glasses on, dissecting the governor’s performance with clinical precision, twenty years of analyzing political communications at work.

Caldwell wore a navy suit, power-red tie, American flag pin. Presidential-primary armor. His silver hair was immaculate. His jaw was set. He gripped the podium with both hands, knuckles white, and addressed the cameras with the rehearsed cadence of a man who believed that if he spoke authoritatively enough, reality would rearrange itself to match.

“My fellow citizens.” He cleared his throat. “I come before you today to address a crisis. Not a political crisis. Not a partisan debate. A crisis of decency. Of morality. Of the fundamental values that define our state.”

Patricia made a note. “Opening with values. He’s playing to the base.”

“My family has been victimized,” Caldwell continued. His voice cracked on “victimized,” and whether the crack was genuine or rehearsed was a question for debate. “My wife, who went to Brookvale on a legitimate fact-finding mission, has been… compromised. My daughter, a nineteen-year-old college student, was lured to that town under false pretenses and subjected to an experience that no parent should have to witness.”

“False pretenses,” Patricia repeated. “Brooke drove there herself in her own car.”

“I have seen the footage.” Caldwell’s jaw worked. “I have seen things that no husband, no father, should ever see. And I am telling you today that what is happening in Brookvale, and what is now happening in our own capital, is not freedom. It is not choice. It is the systematic exploitation of women through a chemical weapon disguised as a biological phenomenon.”

The reporters in the room were restless. I could see it on the television. They shifted in their seats. They exchanged glances. Three phones were out, probably fact-checking in real time, because that was what reporters did in 2026 and Caldwell hadn’t caught up.

“I am calling on the state legislature to convene an emergency session to address the pheromone threat. I am calling on law enforcement to investigate the exploitation of my family. And I am calling on every citizen of this state to stand against the normalization of behavior that degrades our values and threatens our children.”

He paused. Composed himself. Presidential.

“I will now take questions.”

The first hand belonged to a woman in the second row. Thirties. Dark hair. Press badge from the state’s largest newspaper.

“Governor, your wife Diane Caldwell delivered a speech at last night’s welcome reception in which she praised Mayor Hart’s governance model. She appeared to be acting voluntarily and enthusiastically. Can you comment on her endorsement?”

Caldwell’s jaw tightened. “My wife is under the influence of a chemical agent that impairs judgment. Her statements do not represent her true feelings.”

“She stated on the record that her participation was voluntary.”

“As I said. Impaired judgment.”

“Governor, the AG’s investigation has been ongoing for ten days and has produced, quote, ‘zero evidence of coercion.’ AG Langley signed a cooperation agreement yesterday dropping all charges. Are you disputing your own Attorney General?”

Caldwell’s face reddened. “The AG’s findings are under review. I have concerns about the integrity of the investigation given the… proximity of the investigator to the subject.”

Translation: he suspected Harper had been turned. He was right, but he didn’t have evidence. Not yet.

“Governor, your daughter’s Instagram Live last night has been viewed over five million times. In it, she explicitly states that her participation was consensual and criticizes your administration’s treatment of women. How do you respond?”

Caldwell gripped the podium. “My daughter is nineteen years old. She is impressionable. She was targeted by a man who uses a biological weapon to exploit vulnerable women. I will not stand by while my family is destroyed.”

The reporter followed up: “Your daughter also stated that you’ve been cheating on your wife for years. Can you address those allegations?”

The room went silent. Caldwell’s face went from red to white.

“That is a private family matter and has no bearing on…”

“Governor, several of your former interns have posted corroborating statements on social media this morning. Three of them describe inappropriate relationships during their time in your office.”

The press conference was falling apart. I could see it happening in real time, the careful script Caldwell had prepared dissolving under the weight of facts he couldn’t spin.

Patricia was smiling. Not smugly. With the quiet satisfaction of someone who’d seeded those corroborating statements through Diane’s network of contacts twelve hours ago.

“The governor’s former scheduler just posted on Twitter,” Patricia said, reading her phone. “With receipts. Hotel room charges on the state expense account. Text messages. Screenshots of an NDA she was pressured to sign.”

The press conference continued to deteriorate. Caldwell deflected. Stammered. Pivoted to talking points that the reporters dismantled with follow-up questions that were sharper than any cross-examination Harper Langley had ever conducted.

“Governor, if the pheromone overrides consent as you claim, why has the federal Health study, conducted over five months with rigorous methodology, concluded the opposite?”

“Governor, Brookvale’s crime stats have improved dramatically under Mayor Hart. Can you explain how a ‘chemical weapon’ improves public safety?”

“Governor, your trooper unit has been in Brookvale for eight days and has filed zero incident reports. What does that suggest about the nature of the supposed threat?”

Caldwell gripped the podium. “I will take a brief recess before continuing. We will reconvene in thirty minutes for follow-up questions.”

He stepped away from the podium. His chief of staff hustled him through the side door. The press room buzzed with conversation and the rapid clicking of keyboards.

Patricia muted the TV. “He’s rattled. And he just made a mistake. A recess means a second round of questions he can’t prepare for.”

“It also means thirty minutes.”

“What are you thinking?”

“That I should give the press corps a firsthand demonstration before round two.”

Patricia looked at me over her glasses. “You’re going to the press room.”

“Jenny Yates has been texting. Pulitzer finalist. She wants an interview.”

“Jenny Yates,” Patricia repeated. “Thirty-one. Sharp. She’s been following the Brookvale story for weeks.” She paused. “Take the interview. Give her everything. If she writes the story, it’ll be the definitive account.”

The phone buzzed. Diane.

“Hank just called me. Screaming. He knows about last night’s speech. He’s threatening to file for divorce and full custody of Brooke.”

I texted back: “Brooke is nineteen. There’s no custody. And the divorce might be the best thing that ever happened to you.”

A long pause. Then: “You’re right. I’ll see you at the hearing.”

Another text. Brooke.

“5.2 million views. Trending number one nationally. My sorority just voted to endorse you for governor. I told them you’re not running for governor. They said ‘yet.’ Also my Instagram hit 80k followers.”

The statehouse press room was a basement-level space with bad lighting, institutional carpet, and rows of folding tables where reporters set up laptops and pretended to be comfortable. During the recess, most of the press corps had scattered to file copy, and the room was nearly empty.

Jenny Yates sat at a corner table with a recorder and a notebook and the alert posture of someone who knew she was sitting on the biggest story of the year.

She was thirty-one. Brown hair in a practical ponytail. Minimal makeup. A button-down shirt and khakis, the journalist’s uniform. She was pretty in an understated way, someone who downplayed her appearance professionally and probably turned heads when she wasn’t working.

She was also inside my radius.

The plume was everywhere in the statehouse now. It had been growing since last night, spreading through the ventilation, saturating the marble and the brass and the carpet. Jenny had been breathing it since she’d arrived this morning. Eight hours of exposure. Not Brookvale-level saturation, but enough to make the air between us hum.

“Mayor Hart. Thank you for meeting me.”

“Jenny. Happy to talk.”

She clicked her recorder. “On the record?”

“On the record.”

The interview was professional. She asked about the plume, the governance model, the consent framework, the economic data. I answered everything. Transparent. Thorough. The way Patricia had coached me.

Jenny took notes. Her handwriting was fast and legible. Her questions were precise, well-researched, reflecting weeks of background study. She’d read the federal reports. She’d read Rowan’s published analysis. She’d talked to residents.

Twenty minutes in, she paused. Set down her pen. Looked at me with an expression that had shifted from professional curiosity to something more personal.

“Off the record for a moment.”

“Off the record.”

“I’ve been covering politics for nine years. I’ve seen corruption. I’ve seen abuse. I’ve seen men with power destroy women who threaten that power.” She touched the pen but didn’t pick it up. “I’ve never seen a story like this. Women who are demonstrably happier. A community that measurably functions better. Zero evidence of coercion. And a political establishment trying to destroy it because it makes them uncomfortable.”

“That’s what happens when the status quo gets challenged.”

“That’s what I thought.” She was quiet for a moment. “I need to tell you something before we continue. For full disclosure.”

“Go ahead.”

“I’ve been in this building for eight hours. I’ve been breathing whatever it is you put into the air. And I’m affected.” She said it clinically, the way a journalist discloses a conflict of interest. “I want you to know that because I need you to understand that my coverage will be impartial regardless of my personal response to the pheromone.”

“I appreciate the transparency.”

“I appreciate that you appreciate the transparency.” The ghost of a smile. “Now. Before the hearing starts. Would you like to provide a demonstration of the phenomenon for the press?”

Her voice was steady. Her hands were not.

“What kind of demonstration?”

Jenny uncrossed her legs. The motion was deliberate. She was a journalist. She observed. She documented. And right now she was observing her own body’s response with professional detachment, nine years of covering other people’s stories meeting the sudden possibility of having one of her own.

“The kind that lets me write a first-person account with the authority of direct experience.” She met my eyes. “Fully disclosed. Fully attributed. Published with my byline.”

I studied her. “You want to write about sleeping with me.”

“I want to write about the pheromone’s effect on an informed, consenting adult who entered the situation with full knowledge and journalistic intent.” She picked up the pen. Clicked it twice. “The most credible reporting comes from direct observation. And every other reporter in this building is going to write about Brookvale from the outside. I want to write about it from the inside.”

“Most reporters would call that a conflict of interest.”

“Most reporters haven’t covered a story like this.”

I stood. Walked around the table. Jenny tracked me with her eyes, the journalist’s instinct to observe meeting the woman’s instinct to want, and the combination made her pupils blow wide.

I put my hand on the back of her chair. Leaned down. Close enough that the plume concentrated between us like static before lightning.

“On the record or off?” I asked.

“On.” Her breath caught. “Everything on the record.”

I kissed her.

She kissed back with nine years of covering other people’s stories channeled into the decision to finally have one of her own. Her hand came up to my jaw. Her notebook fell off the table. The recorder kept running.

I pulled her to her feet. She was shorter than I expected, five-five in flats, but she carried herself with the authority of someone used to getting answers in rooms full of people who didn’t want to give them. Her body was compact, curves hidden under the practical button-down, and when I slipped the first button she inhaled sharply.

“I want you to know,” she murmured, “I want this. No coercion. No chemical override. Just a woman making a choice.”

“Noted.”

I unbuttoned her shirt. Beneath it, a simple navy bra. B-cups. Her nipples were visibly hard through the fabric. I unhooked the bra and her breasts were lovely, natural, breasts she’d never thought about professionally, now discovering that someone else’s attention on them felt like a revelation.

I lifted her onto the press room table. Notebooks scattered. A laptop slid. The recorder, still running, sat three feet away, capturing every sound.

“I should be taking notes,” she said as I pulled her khakis down. “This is… oh.”

She stopped talking because my fingers found her. Wet through simple cotton panties. I pulled them aside and stroked her, slow, deliberate, while she gripped the table edge and stared at the ceiling.

“Oh God,” she managed. “I had a whole list of questions and I can’t remember a single one.”

“Good.”

“That’s not… that’s not how interviews are supposed to…”

She trailed off into a moan when I pushed two fingers inside her. She was tight, responsive, her body arching off the table with each stroke. I worked her clit with my thumb, finding the rhythm that made her breathing go ragged.

“Oh God.” She grabbed my wrist. Not to stop me. To hold me in place. “Oh God, that’s… I understand now. I understand what they…”

She came on my hand. Sharp. Sudden. The orgasm caught her mid-sentence and she bit down on her own knuckle and shuddered, her pussy clenching around my fingers while the recorder captured the gasp and the moan and the wet sound of a woman’s body responding to something it had been waiting for without knowing it.

I freed myself. She looked at my cock with wide eyes already composing the headline.

“May I?” she asked. Journalist to the core. Asking permission to receive.

“Yes.”

I pushed into her. She was tight and wet and warm, her pussy clenching the moment I entered, and the sound she made when I bottomed out, a throaty, disbelieving “oh” that carried the weight of eight hours of professional restraint dissolving in a single thrust, was the most genuine thing I’d heard from a reporter in my life.

The press room table held us both while her recorder documented every thrust, every moan, every gasped observation. I withdrew until just the head parted her swollen lips, then drove back in, slow, making her feel the full length. Her back arched off the table. Her B-cups bounced with each stroke, nipples pink and stiff, and the sight of a journalist spread open on her own press table was something I filed away as uniquely intoxicating.

She was vocal. Not performative, like Brooke for the camera. Genuine. The sounds of a woman discovering, in real time, what all her sources had been trying to tell her. Each thrust drew a new variation from her, a moan, a whimper, a breathless profanity that her editors would never have approved.

“Oh God. Yes. Harder.” She grabbed the edge of the table, knuckles white. “I’ve been in this building eight hours trying to stay professional and you just…”

“Just what?”

“Just… fuck… ruined me for conference rooms…” Her pussy tightened around me. “Fuck. You feel… I understand now why the data…”

I grabbed her hips and drove deep. She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my lower back, pulling me in with surprising strength. Her practical ponytail came undone and her hair fell across the table and the recorder and the scattered notebooks. I reached between us, found her clit, and pressed. She came a second time with a sound that started as a gasp and ended as a raw cry that no byline would ever capture, her pussy gripping me in pulses that matched her heartbeat, her whole body trembling beneath me.

I came inside her while her orgasm still held me in its grip. The release was intense, pulled from me by a body that was as committed to the experience as it was to the story. She felt each pulse of cum filling her and her legs tightened around me, holding me deep, and Jenny took every drop with a shudder and a gasp that the recorder captured in crystalline digital clarity.

We lay tangled on the press table for a moment. Her hand found the recorder. She clicked stop.

“That,” she said, “is going to be the most-read article of my career.”

“Better than the pension fraud piece?”

“Considerably.” She found her bra. Her shirt. Buttoned up with hands that were shaking but steady enough to get the buttons in the right holes. “The recess ends in twelve minutes. I need to be back in my seat.”

She was already back in journalist mode. The flush still on her cheeks, my cum still between her thighs, but the analytical mind was running.

She picked up her recorder. Her notebook. Smoothed her hair back into the ponytail.

“Thank you, Mayor Hart. For the interview.”

“Full disclosure?”

“Full disclosure.” She smiled. Walked out.

I straightened the table. Picked up the scattered notebooks. Then I found a seat in the back corner of the press room, where I could watch the reconvened press conference on the monitor.

The governor returned to the podium looking worse than when he’d left. His chief of staff stood by the side door with a phone pressed to his ear, face gray.

“The governor will now take additional questions,” the press secretary announced.

Jenny Yates raised her hand. First one up. Her ponytail was slightly less neat than it had been thirty minutes ago. Her cheeks were still flushed. Nobody noticed.

“Governor Caldwell,” she said. Her voice was clear and steady. “During the recess, I had the opportunity to speak at length with Mayor Hart about the Brookvale governance model. Your wife, Diane Caldwell, has publicly endorsed Mayor Hart’s leadership and delivered what she called an ‘enthusiastic endorsement’ of his community development approach. Can you comment on your wife’s public support for the man you’ve called a threat to public safety?”

Caldwell’s face went white. Then red. His mouth opened. Closed.

“My wife’s statements are the result of chemical manipulation. I’ve already addressed this.”

“Governor, your wife gave her endorsement at a public event with forty witnesses. She appeared composed, articulate, and voluntary. Several committee members have described her remarks as, quote, ‘the most substantive policy statement they’d heard all week.’ Is it your position that all of these observers were also chemically manipulated?”

Caldwell had no answer. His hands gripped the podium. The cameras rolled.

Jenny pressed. “And can you comment on whether your wife’s ‘enthusiastic endorsement,’ as she’s described it, reflects a pattern in your marriage where women in your orbit have been making independent choices that conflict with your political interests?”

The press room erupted. Shouted follow-ups from every corner. Caldwell’s chief of staff was waving from the side door, mouthing something frantic.

Caldwell leaned into the microphone. “The emergency legislative session will convene this afternoon. The people of this state will have their voice.”

He left the podium. The cameras lingered on the empty seal.

On the split-screen, the networks ran Diane’s speech from last night beside the governor’s retreating back. The contrast was lethal.

My phone buzzed. Patricia.

“Emergency session confirmed. Two PM. Palmer Chamber. We’re up.”

Another buzz. Dani.

Just two words: “I’m ready.”

I adjusted my tie. Left the press room.


Chapter 18: Harem at the Hearing

The Palmer Chamber was designed to intimidate.

Tiered seating for two hundred in the gallery. A raised dais where eleven committee members sat behind a curved walnut bench, nameplates and microphones arranged with the precision of a tribunal. A witness table, single chair, single microphone, positioned below the dais so that anyone seated there had to look up at their interrogators.

A courtroom dressed as a conference room. The architecture of power.

The C-SPAN cameras were already rolling when I arrived. Three fixed positions: one on the dais, one on the witness table, one wide-shot from the gallery balcony. A fourth camera, handheld, roamed the press section where two dozen journalists jockeyed for angles.

Jenny Yates was in the press gallery. Third row. Laptop open, fingers poised. Her piece had gone live twenty minutes ago. I knew because Patricia had texted me the headline with three exclamation marks, which was the most emotional punctuation Patricia Chen had ever used.

“FIRST PERSON: I Slept with the Pheromone Mayor. Here’s What Happened. By Jenny Yates.”

It was already the most-read article on the paper’s website. Comments in the thousands. Shares climbing. The timing was surgical. Patricia had suggested noon publication for maximum saturation before the two PM hearing, and Jenny had delivered.

The gallery was packed. Every seat filled. Standing room along the back wall, three deep. The audience was a mix of press, political staffers, advocacy groups, and citizens who’d lined up since the emergency session was announced. More women than men. The women looked flushed. The men looked nervous.

The plume had been growing since I’d entered the statehouse yesterday evening. It was no longer fifty feet. It was no longer eighty. Somewhere in the last eighteen hours, the radius had expanded to fill the entire statehouse, and the Palmer Chamber was deep in the building’s heart.

Every woman in this room had been breathing my pheromones for hours.

The committee chair, State Senator Alice Price, gaveled the session to order. She was sixty-two, silver hair in a bob, tortoiseshell glasses, sharp-eyed, smarter and meaner than everyone around her after thirty years in state politics. She was also, I noticed, gripping her gavel with white knuckles.

“This emergency session of the Joint Committee on Public Health and Safety is called to order,” she announced. Her voice was steady. Practiced. “The purpose of today’s hearing is to evaluate the public health implications of the OR7D4 pheromone phenomenon originating in Brookvale Township and to determine appropriate state response.”

She looked directly at me. I sat at the defense table, behind the witness stand, with Patricia to my left and Diane to my right. Keisha sat behind us in the gallery’s front row, uniform pressed, badge gleaming, baby bump at sixteen weeks pressing against her navy shirt. Maria sat beside Keisha, hands folded over her own fourteen-week belly, rosary threaded through her fingers.

Dani was absent. Not yet.

“The committee will hear testimony from representatives of Brookvale Township,” Senator Price continued. “We will then hear from state officials regarding the ongoing investigation. Each witness will have ten minutes for prepared remarks, followed by committee questioning.”

She adjusted her tortoiseshell glasses. Her eyes kept drifting to me and then jerking away, the involuntary response of a woman fighting an impulse she didn’t want to name in a room full of cameras.

“The committee calls its first witness. Patricia Chen, legal counsel for Brookvale Township.”

Patricia stood. Gathered her files. Adjusted her glasses. The familiar ritual. She walked to the witness table with calm confidence, each step measured, the same stride she’d used in courtrooms and campaign offices and every room where the stakes were real.

She sat. Arranged her papers. Placed a water glass to her left and a tablet with her data to her right. The C-SPAN camera zoomed to her face. She looked composed. Prepared. Every committee member in the room relaxed slightly, recognizing a witness who would make their jobs easier.

Except that I was walking to the witness table too.

Senator Price frowned. “Mayor Hart, you are not called as a witness at this time.”

“I’m not testifying, Senator. I’m standing behind my counsel.”

The committee exchanged glances. Patricia opened her folder and began.

“Thank you, Senator Price. Members of the committee. I appear today as legal counsel for Brookvale Township to present data on the community impact of the OR7D4 pheromone phenomenon.”

She clicked her tablet. The room’s display screens lit up with her first slide: a bar graph showing Brookvale’s economic indicators.

“Since the pheromone became permanent approximately twenty weeks ago, Brookvale has experienced a three-hundred-twelve percent increase in tourism revenue. A one-hundred-eighty-seven percent increase in new business registrations. A sixty percent decrease in crime. A forty-seven percent decrease in domestic disturbance calls. And a community satisfaction rating of ninety-eight-point-six percent, verified by independent survey.”

The numbers landed. I watched committee members absorb them. Two nodded. Three wrote notes. Senator Price’s expression didn’t change.

I stepped behind Patricia’s chair.

Her poise held. She knew I was there, the awareness of my proximity a physical constant in her life now, like gravity or the weight of her wedding ring.

I placed my hands on her shoulders. She inhaled. The microphone caught it, barely. Then she continued.

“If you’ll direct your attention to Exhibit C, the consent framework.” She clicked to the next slide. A dense document summarizing the federal Health study’s findings on pheromone effects and voluntary participation. “The federal study, conducted over five months with rigorous double-blind methodology, concludes that the OR7D4 compound amplifies desire without clouding judgment or overriding free will.”

I leaned down. Slid my hands from her shoulders to her waist. She was wearing the pencil skirt, the one that rode up when she sat. I hiked it higher.

Patricia’s voice held steady.

“The voluntary participation rate among Brookvale residents is ninety-nine-point-seven percent. Of the zero-point-three percent who reported initial hesitation, one hundred percent subsequently reported positive outcomes and continued voluntary participation.”

I pulled her panties to the side. The motion was hidden by the witness table, but the gallery could see my position behind her. They could see my hands. They could guess.

Senator Price’s eyes widened.

I pushed into Patricia from behind.

She was wet. She’d been wet since we left the hotel. She was always wet before a hearing, the combination of adrenaline and arousal that made Patricia Chen the most effective political operative I’d ever met. Her pussy gripped me with familiar tightness, trained by campaign desks and debate prep tables and every flat surface in Brookvale’s municipal offices.

“Voluntary participation rates,” she continued, clicking to the next slide, “are consistent with the framework established in Section Four of the federal cooperation agreement.”

Her lenses misted over. She pushed them up her nose with one finger. The camera caught the gesture. The C-SPAN audience saw the Attorney General’s signed cooperation agreement on the screen, and below the screen, Patricia Chen delivering legal analysis while her body accommodated Logan Hart with the same practiced efficiency she brought to everything.

“The consent framework validates…” She inhaled sharply as I thrust. “…validates voluntary participation through a three-tier verification system.”

A committee member leaned forward. Senator Davis, second from the left. Male. Sixties. “Ms. Chen. Are you… is the witness being…”

“I’m presenting testimony, Senator.” Patricia’s voice was crystal. “The three-tier system includes initial verbal consent, ongoing affirmative signals, and post-encounter satisfaction surveys. If you’ll review Exhibit D…”

She clicked. A chart appeared. She pointed at data points with her laser pointer while I took her from behind at the witness table, on live television, in front of ten legislators and two hundred spectators and however many million Americans had tuned in because their feeds were full of Brooke Caldwell and Jenny Yates and the most surreal political spectacle in American history.

Her wedding ring caught the light every time she gestured. Silver band. Visible. A choice she’d made months ago, to keep the ring on, to let it glint on camera, to let the world see that the woman defending Brookvale’s pheromone policy was a married woman who chose Logan Hart with her ring finger in full view.

“Economic impact analysis.” She clicked again. Voice steady. Hips adjusting to my rhythm without conscious effort, the way a skilled driver adjusts to road conditions. “Tax revenue in Brookvale increased by two hundred forty percent in the first quarter post-pheromone. Property values rose thirty-one percent. Unemployment dropped to one-point-four percent, the lowest in the state.”

Senator Price’s gavel trembled in her hand. She watched. The entire committee watched. The C-SPAN cameras recorded. The gallery held its collective breath.

I grabbed Patricia’s hips. Drove deep. She braced her hands on the table and the microphone picked up the slight impact, a soft thud of palms on wood, and her breath caught for one beat before she recovered.

“The fiscal impact section…” She swallowed. Pushed her glasses up again. Condensation beaded on her lenses now, heat from her breath and the heat between us. “…demonstrates that the pheromone phenomenon has generated measurable, documentable economic benefit at every metric level.”

Her first orgasm hit during the fiscal impact section.

I felt it build. The tightening of her thighs. The rhythm of her breathing changing, shifting from the controlled cadence of a legal presentation to the involuntary acceleration of a body approaching climax. She gripped the table edge. Her pen rolled off the table and clattered to the marble floor.

“The return on investment for the state’s cooperation agreement,” she said, and her voice cracked, just slightly, the fracture visible on the C-SPAN close-up, “is projected at… at…”

She came.

Her pussy clenched around me in waves. Her back arched. Her fingers dug into the walnut table. The orgasm rolled through her with the focused intensity of someone who channeled everything through competence, and this was the most competent thing she’d ever done.

“…at four hundred percent within twenty-four months,” she finished. Her voice was hoarse. Her glasses were crooked. Her wedding ring gleamed.

The gallery was silent.

Then someone in the back row started clapping. Then two more. Then ten. Then the entire gallery erupted, not in ovation, not in celebration, but in stunned, uncertain applause from people who’d witnessed something they’d never seen before and didn’t have a category for.

Senator Price struck her gavel. “Order. Order.”

The applause died. Patricia straightened her glasses. Smoothed her skirt. Her data was still on the screen. The numbers hadn’t changed. The evidence hadn’t changed.

“I’d like to conclude,” she said, voice recovered, “by noting that the Brookvale consent framework has been reviewed by three independent ethics boards and has received approval from the federal Office for Human Research Protections. The data speaks for itself. Brookvale is a safer, happier, more prosperous community than it was twenty weeks ago. And every woman in that community, including this one, participates by choice.”

She picked up her pen from where it had fallen. Set it on her folder. Looked up at the committee.

“I’m available for questions.”

I pulled out. Tucked myself back together. Stepped away from the witness table. The motion was smooth, practiced. The gallery tracked me with hundreds of eyes.

The committee questions were subdued. Three senators asked about methodology. One asked about long-term health implications. Patricia answered each with data, citations, and a voice so steady she might have been reading from a script. She’d just demonstrated, on live television, that the pheromone didn’t impair cognitive function. Her own performance was the best evidence she had.

Senator Price called the next witness.

“The committee calls Captain Keisha Williams, Brookvale Township Police.”

Keisha rose from the gallery. Full uniform. Badge. Pregnant belly at sixteen weeks, round and proud, straining the navy fabric of her captain’s shirt. She walked to the witness table with squared shoulders and steady eyes, someone whose career had been spent in rooms designed to make her feel small, and she had never once accommodated them.

She sat. Adjusted the microphone. Placed her hands flat on the table, the posture of authority, and looked up at the committee with brown eyes that had stared down corrupt captains and corrupt governors and wasn’t about to blink for a subcommittee.

“Captain Williams.” Senator Price studied her. The badge. The belly. “You are the senior law enforcement officer of Brookvale Township.”

“I am.”

“And you are… visibly pregnant.”

“I am sixteen weeks pregnant.” Keisha held her ground. “The father is Mayor Hart. I am carrying this child by choice, and I am serving as police captain with full duty capacity. My department’s performance metrics are available in Exhibit F.”

She’d brought her own data. Of course she had. Patricia had taught her well.

“Brookvale’s crime statistics since the pheromone became permanent.” Keisha clicked to her slide. A line graph. Steep downward trajectory. “Property crime: down forty-three percent. Domestic violence calls: down seventy-eight percent. That is not a typo. Seventy-eight percent reduction in domestic violence. Overall crime: down sixty percent across all categories.”

The numbers hit differently from a police captain. Patricia’s economic data was compelling. Keisha’s safety data was visceral.

“DUI arrests: down fifty-one percent. Drug offenses: down thirty-nine percent. The only metric that has increased is public indecency citations, which we have reclassified under the municipal free-use ordinance passed unanimously by the town council.”

A committee member, Senator Torres, leaned into her microphone. “You’re telling us that a town where women are having sex in public has become safer?”

“I’m telling you that a town where women are happy, financially stable, and in consensual relationships has become dramatically safer.” Keisha’s voice was steel wrapped in velvet. “The pheromone isn’t the cause, Senator. It’s the catalyst. Happy communities are safe communities. The data is not ambiguous.”

Senator Torres sat back.

Keisha continued. “I’ve attached my department’s internal reports, the federal cooperation team’s public safety assessment, and comparative data from six similarly sized townships without pheromone presence. Brookvale outperforms every one of them on every metric.”

She delivered her testimony for the full ten minutes. No penetration. No demonstration. Just a pregnant police captain in a pressed uniform, delivering irrefutable public safety data with the authority of someone who’d earned every piece of metal on that uniform and every pound in that belly.

It hit like a closing argument nobody could rebut.

After Keisha’s testimony, Senator Price called a thirty-minute recess. The committee huddled. The gallery buzzed. Patricia was already on the phone with Diane, coordinating the next phase.

“How’s the vote looking?” I asked.

Patricia covered the phone. “Five-five. Three reliably for us. Three reliably against. Four swing votes. Price is the wild card. She hasn’t tipped her hand.”

“She will.”

“You sound confident.”

“I’ve been watching her grip that gavel for ninety minutes. She’s been in the plume since yesterday. She’s fighting, but she’s losing.”

Patricia studied me over her glasses. “You want to convert the committee chair during a live hearing.”

“I don’t need to convert her. I need her to see what Dani’s about to do. That’ll convert itself.”

The recess ended. The gallery refilled. Senator Price gaveled the committee back to order.

“Given the complexity of today’s testimony and the committee’s current division, this hearing is adjourned until nine AM tomorrow morning. The committee will reconvene for additional witness testimony.”

The gavel fell. The gallery erupted in murmurs. Reporters filed dispatches about the 5-5 deadlock.

Back at the hotel, I texted Dani.

“Tomorrow morning. When they call your name, walk in and do what you told me you’d do.”

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

“Copy.”

Patricia raised an eyebrow. “She said copy?”

“She’s a trooper. That’s how they say yes.”

That night, the plume continued saturating the statehouse. Twelve more hours of exposure. Twelve more hours for the building and everyone in it to absorb what Brookvale had already absorbed over months. By morning, not a corner of the Palmer Chamber would be untouched.

I slept three hours. Patricia slept less. Diane was on the phone with media contacts until midnight. The plume didn’t sleep at all.


Chapter 19: Trooper Testimony

The Palmer Chamber was fuller the second morning. Every seat taken. Standing room packed. The C-SPAN cameras had repositioned overnight, the operators having learned from yesterday that the witness table was where the story happened.

Senator Price gaveled the committee to order at nine AM sharp. She looked like she hadn’t slept. Her tortoiseshell glasses couldn’t hide the circles under her eyes or the tension in her jaw.

“This hearing will resume with additional testimony. Is there a final witness for the Brookvale delegation?”

I stood. “Senator Price. The delegation would like to call Captain Dani Reeves, State Police.”

The room went quiet. Dani Reeves was a state employee. A trooper assigned by the governor himself. Calling her as a defense witness was a political grenade with the pin already pulled.

Senator Price looked at me. At the committee. At the cameras.

“The committee will hear from Captain Reeves.”

The chamber doors opened.

Dani walked in. Full state trooper dress uniform. Gray shirt pressed to razor edges. Navy pants with the gold stripe. Campaign hat tucked under her arm. Badge polished to mirror-shine. Her brunette buzz-cut was immaculate. Her jaw was set. Her muscular build filled the uniform with authority.

She walked to the witness table. Set her hat on the table beside the microphone. Sat with the stillness of someone who’d made a decision and was done second-guessing it.

Her hands were folded, fingers interlaced, the way troopers were trained to sit during briefings. Her badge caught the overhead lights. Her posture was regulation.

Everything about her was regulation.

Except her eyes.

“Captain Reeves,” Senator Price said. “Please describe your observations during your twelve-day deployment in Brookvale.”

Dani picked up the prepared statement she’d brought. Three typed pages. She set them down without reading.

“I’m going to speak from experience rather than from notes, Senator. With the committee’s permission.”

Price glanced at the other committee members. No objections. “Proceed.”

Dani looked directly into the C-SPAN camera. Not at the committee. Not at the gallery. Into the lens, the way troopers looked into dashcam during traffic stops, aware that the recording would outlive the moment.

“I was assigned to Brookvale on Day Six of the governor’s response to the pheromone phenomenon. My orders were to observe, document, and prepare for potential arrest of Mayor Logan Hart on charges ranging from public indecency to chemical assault.”

She paused. Let the words settle.

“I arrived with six troopers and a direct line to the governor’s office. I set up a monitoring station at the Brookvale town hall. I interviewed residents, business owners, medical professionals, and community leaders. I reviewed security footage, medical records, and the federal Health study data.”

Another pause. Longer this time.

“In twelve days of observation, my unit filed zero incident reports. Zero. Not because we were negligent. Not because we were compromised. Because there were no incidents. Brookvale Township, under the permanent influence of the OR7D4 pheromone, is the safest, most orderly community I have ever observed in eleven years of law enforcement.”

Senator Davis leaned forward. “Zero reports. In a town where sexual activity occurs in public spaces.”

“In a town where consensual sexual activity occurs in designated public spaces, yes, Senator. Zero assaults. Zero complaints. Zero instances of coerced or non-consensual contact. I verified this personally. Every woman I interviewed described her participation as voluntary, enthusiastic, and beneficial to her well-being.”

“And you found this… credible?”

Dani’s jaw tightened. “I found it factual. I’m a state police captain, Senator, not an opinion columnist. I report what the evidence shows. The evidence shows a community that functions.”

The gallery murmured. Senator Price tapped her gavel once. Light. A reminder.

Dani continued. “During my deployment, I also observed the pheromone’s effect outside of Brookvale. Specifically, here. In the state capital. The OR7D4 compound has been active in this building since Mayor Hart’s arrival yesterday evening. The radius has been expanding. Every woman in this chamber has been exposed.”

Now the gallery wasn’t murmuring. It was silent. Two hundred people realizing, all at once, that something they’d been feeling for hours had a name.

“I want to address that directly,” Dani said. “Because the governor has characterized the pheromone as a ‘chemical weapon’ and a tool of coercion. And I am standing before you as a woman who has been exposed, who has experienced its effects firsthand, and who is here to tell you that it is neither.”

She stood up.

The motion was deliberate. Controlled. She pushed back her chair, rose to her full height, and stood behind the witness table with the bearing of a woman about to deliver the most consequential testimony of her career.

“With the committee’s permission,” she said, “I would like to provide a practical demonstration of the pheromone’s effects on cognitive function and duty performance.”

Senator Price stared at her. “A demonstration.”

“Yes, Senator. The committee has heard data. Statistics. Testimony from Brookvale residents. I’d like to show you, in real time, that the pheromone enhances desire without impairing function.”

The chamber was electric. I could feel the tension like static, the two hundred people in the gallery leaning forward, the committee members exchanging glances, the C-SPAN camera operators adjusting angles because they sensed something was about to happen that would be replayed for years.

Senator Price looked at the committee. “Does anyone object to the witness’s… demonstration?”

Three senators started to speak. Senator Torres cut them off. “I want to see it.”

Price’s lips thinned. She looked at Dani. At me. At the cameras.

“Proceed, Captain Reeves.”

Dani turned to me. “Mayor Hart. If you would.”

I stood. Walked to the witness table. The twenty feet between my seat and hers felt like a runway. Every eye in the chamber tracked me.

Dani met my gaze. Held it. Her brown eyes were steady, focused, and underneath the trooper discipline there was something I’d first seen through the rear window of her cruiser in a dark alley: want. The want she’d fought for twelve days and was done fighting.

“For the record,” she said into the microphone, her voice carrying to every speaker in the chamber and every C-SPAN feed in the country, “I am Captain Dani Reeves, State Police, badge number four-seven-two-nine. I am acting of my own volition. I have not been coerced, drugged, or compelled. I am a law enforcement professional with eleven years of service, and what you are about to witness is my choice.”

She removed her campaign hat from the table. Put it on her head.

The hat on. Her signature. She’d told me in the cruiser. The hat stays on.

She reached for her duty belt. Unbuckled it. Set it on the table beside her statement, the chin strap casting a line across her jaw. The belt carried her holster, her cuffs, her radio. She arranged each item with precision, the ritual of a trooper securing her equipment before entering a controlled scenario.

Then she undid the top button of her gray uniform shirt.

The chamber held its breath.

She didn’t unbutton all the way. Three buttons. Just enough to show her collarbone, the chain of her dog tags, the sports bra beneath. Her chest was small, A-cups, barely there under the regulation fabric, but her body was sculpted for impact. A muscular build earned through a decade of training. Defined shoulders. Arms that could pin a suspect or grip a headrest with equal force.

She hiked her uniform pants down to her thighs. Regulation navy with the gold stripe. She wore black compression shorts beneath, standard trooper undergarment, and she pushed those down too. She braced against the witness table.

“As you can see,” she said, voice calm, “full cognitive function maintained. I am aware of my surroundings. I am aware of the cameras. I am aware of the committee.”

She looked over her shoulder at me. Badge still pinned.

“Demonstrate.”

I stepped behind her. The witness table was the perfect height. Designed for seated testimony, it hit her at the waist when she braced against it, bending forward just enough as she looked back at me.

I freed myself. The C-SPAN camera from the gallery caught the angle, my position behind her, the uniform still mostly on, the badge still gleaming. Her muscular thighs were taut, the trooper’s body built for force and endurance.

I pushed into her.

Dani’s eyes closed for one second. One. Then they opened, focused, and she looked directly at Senator Price. Held the committee chair’s gaze. Didn’t look away.

“As I was saying.” Her voice was steady. Controlled. The effort cost her, but the control held. “Full cognitive function. Steady. Controlled.”

I thrust. She braced. Her badge clinked against the walnut edge with each thrust. The witness table barely moved. Dani was strong enough to absorb most of the impact without shifting the heavy walnut furniture. Her eyes never left Price’s.

“The pheromone creates heightened arousal.” She spoke into the microphone, every word deliberate. “Increased desire. Increased sensitivity. The subject’s judgment remains intact.”

I grabbed her hip with one hand. Drove deeper. She made a sound. Low. Controlled. Eleven years of mastering herself under fire and in chase, and this was just one more scenario.

“The subject retains full capacity for complex thought.” She paused for a thrust. Absorbed it. Continued. “I am currently able to recite my badge number, the Miranda warning, and the first ten amendments to the Constitution.”

Senator Torres, who had been gripping the edge of the dais with both hands, managed: “Go ahead.”

“Badge number four-seven-two-nine. You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law.” She gasped. Caught herself. The brim slipped slightly on her head and she adjusted it with one hand, fingers precise. “You have the right to an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney, one will be provided for you.”

I fucked her harder. The slap of skin against the regulation fabric of her pants, bunched around her thighs, was audible on the microphone. The gallery was frozen. Two hundred statues staring at a state trooper getting fucked at the witness table during a live C-SPAN broadcast.

“First Amendment,” Dani said, gritting her teeth as I bottomed out. “Freedom of speech, press, assembly, religion, petition.” She exhaled hard. “Second Amendment. Right to bear arms.” Another thrust. “Third Amendment. No quartering of soldiers.”

She was doing it. Reciting constitutional amendments while being fucked on live television, her uniform on, her badge on, her body rocking against the witness table with each thrust while her voice held steady and her mind remained clear.

“Fourth Amendment.” Her voice cracked. Just slightly. The first crack. “Protection against unreasonable search and… and seizure.” She swallowed. “Fifth Amendment. Due process. Self-incrimination.”

I reached around her. Found her clit. She’d been holding back, keeping the demonstration clinical, professional, a controlled experiment. But my fingers on her clit broke through the trooper discipline and she groaned, low and raw, twelve days of denial breaking apart in a single guttural exhale.

“Sixth… Sixth Amendment.” Her voice was shaking now. “Right to… to speedy trial. By jury. Counsel.” She pressed her forehead to the table. “Seventh. Civil… civil suits. Eighth. No cruel… no cruel and…”

She came.

The orgasm was violent. Her entire body seized, every trained muscle firing at once, and the witness table lurched three inches across the marble floor. Her hands clawed the walnut surface. Her campaign hat fell off and rolled to the edge of the table and she caught it, reflexively, the trooper instinct to secure equipment overriding everything, even orgasm.

She came around me with a scream that the microphone broadcast to every C-SPAN feed and every device in the country that was tuned to what was, without question, the most-watched legislative hearing in American history.

Her pussy clenched in waves, tight, muscular, the rhythmic contractions of a body that trained for endurance and had plenty of it. I held her hips and thrust through the orgasm, feeling every contraction grip and release, and she took it, trembling, teeth gritted, one hand holding the hat against the table.

I finished deep inside her. Dani’s contractions pulled the orgasm from me, her body clenching with the same disciplined force she brought to everything else. She pressed back against me and took every drop, seeing the assignment through to completion.

We held there for a long moment. The chamber was silent. The C-SPAN cameras recorded. The gallery stared.

Dani straightened.

She pulled up her compression shorts. Her pants. Buckled them with steady hands. Rebuttoned her shirt. Retrieved the hat from the table and set it back in place. Adjusted the chin strap.

She picked up her duty belt. Holster. Cuffs. Radio. Reattached each item with the practiced efficiency of someone who’d done it ten thousand times. Every piece of equipment in its place.

She sat down at the witness table. Adjusted the microphone.

“Eighth Amendment,” she said. Her voice was hoarse but steady. “No cruel or unusual punishment. Ninth Amendment. Rights retained by the people. Tenth Amendment. Powers reserved to the states.”

She looked at the committee. Eleven faces. Various stages of shock, arousal, and awe.

“Full cognitive function maintained throughout. No impairment of duty performance. No loss of awareness, memory, or mental acuity.” She straightened her badge. “The OR7D4 pheromone enhances desire. It does not impair judgment. I am living proof. And so is every woman in Brookvale who goes to work, raises her children, runs her business, and serves her community while choosing to participate in a phenomenon that has made her life measurably better.”

She placed her hands flat on the table. Looked at Senator Price.

“That concludes my testimony.”

The silence lasted six seconds. I counted.

Then the gallery erupted. Not in applause. In chaos. Reporters shouting questions. Spectators turning to each other in disbelief. Camera operators repositioning. The noise level hit a wall and stayed there.

Senator Price struck her gavel. Once. Twice. Three times.

“Order. ORDER.”

The chamber settled. Barely.

Price looked at the committee. At Dani. At me. Her tortoiseshell glasses reflected the overhead lights and behind them, her eyes held the strained look of someone whose worldview had just been dismantled by a trooper in uniform.

“The committee will now vote on the motion to proceed with regulatory action against Brookvale Township.” Her voice was flat. Careful. “All in favor.”

Four hands rose. Senator Davis. Senator McCormick. Senator Howard. Senator Bradshaw. The governor’s reliable allies.

“All opposed.”

Seven hands. Torres. Williams. Park. Foster. Gutierrez. Yamamoto. And Price.

Senator Alice Price, committee chair, silver bob, tortoiseshell glasses, thirty years in state politics, voted against the governor.

“The motion fails, seven to four. All charges and regulatory proceedings against Brookvale Township are dismissed.”

The gavel fell. Final.

The gallery exploded again. This time, the applause was real. Reporters were already filing. Photographers’ flashes popped. Jenny Yates typed furiously in the press section.

Dani stood. Put her hat on. Walked past me.

“Copy that,” she said, so quietly that only I heard.

Patricia was at my side in seconds. Glasses askew. Wedding ring bright. “Seven to four. Better than projected.”

“Price flipped.”

“Price watched a state trooper recite the Bill of Rights while being fucked at the witness table. Anyone would flip.”

Keisha appeared behind us, hand on her pregnant belly, badge bright against her shirt. “Governor’s office just released a statement. He’s invoking emergency executive powers.”

The celebration died.

“Emergency powers,” Patricia repeated. She pulled out her phone. Read the statement. Her face went still.

“He’s ordering your arrest. Effective immediately. State police directed to take you into custody.”

I looked at Dani. She’d heard. She was standing by the chamber doors, duty belt in place, and her jaw was set because she’d just been ordered to arrest the man she’d fucked on live television three minutes ago.

“That order,” Dani said, “is going to have a very short shelf life.”

My phone buzzed. Harper.

“I’m on it. Filing emergency injunction now. Constitutional overreach. Fourteenth Amendment. Give me thirty minutes.”

Thirty minutes. The governor had thirty minutes of power left.

The question was what he’d do with them.


Chapter 20: Emergency Powers

The governor’s emergency order hit every phone in the statehouse at 4:17 PM.

I read it on the screen of my phone while standing in the Palmer Chamber’s anteroom, surrounded by my delegation and the chaos that erupts when a political leader does something reckless on live television.

EXECUTIVE ORDER 2026-47. EMERGENCY POWERS INVOCATION. THE GOVERNOR OF THE STATE, PURSUANT TO SECTION 7.4 OF THE EMERGENCY MANAGEMENT ACT, HEREBY ORDERS THE IMMEDIATE DETENTION OF LOGAN HART, MAYOR OF BROOKVALE TOWNSHIP, FOR PUBLIC SAFETY EVALUATION PENDING CRIMINAL CHARGES RELATED TO CHEMICAL DISTRIBUTION, PUBLIC INDECENCY, AND CONSPIRACY TO UNDERMINE STATE AUTHORITY.

“Chemical distribution,” Patricia read over my shoulder. “He’s treating your sweat glands like a drug lab.”

“He’s desperate,” Diane said. She’d been watching from the gallery during the hearing. Now she stood beside me, pearls resting in her cleavage, auburn hair still perfect, calm as granite while Hank panicked. Thirty years with a man who threw tantrums had taught her to stand still while the furniture flew. “Hank doesn’t invoke emergency powers. He doesn’t have the temperament for it. Someone in his office pushed this through before he could think it through.”

“His chief of staff resigned this morning,” Keisha said. “Who’s left?”

“Nobody competent.” Diane pulled out her phone. “Which means nobody to tell him this is suicide.”

My phone buzzed. Harper.

“Filing now. Emergency injunction. Judge Rodriguez on the Fourth Circuit owes me a favor. I need you to stay in the statehouse until the injunction is processed. If you leave the building, state police can detain you under the executive order.”

I texted back: “How long?”

“Thirty minutes. Maybe forty. Rodriguez is fast but thorough.”

I pocketed the phone and addressed the delegation. “We stay in the building. Harper’s filing an injunction. Forty minutes.”

“And if troopers show up before the injunction clears?” Keisha’s hand rested on her belt, the habit of a police captain, even though she wasn’t carrying in the statehouse.

“Then Captain Reeves handles it.” I looked at Dani, who stood by the chamber doors in her full dress uniform, campaign hat on, the woman who’d just been ordered to arrest me by the same governor she’d been ordered to protect. “Dani?”

She adjusted her badge. “No state trooper in this building is going to arrest you. Not after what they just watched.”

“You’re sure?”

“I know my troopers. Half of them were in that gallery. The other half are watching on their phones. The governor’s order will be received, logged, and conveniently delayed until the injunction clears.”

She was right. The troopers in the statehouse corridors were professional, crisp, regulation. They were also women. Every one assigned to the detail was female. And every one of them had been breathing the plume for over twenty-four hours.

I retreated to the anteroom. Patricia was already on the phone with three media outlets simultaneously, providing legal context for the executive order. Keisha coordinated with the Brookvale station on a secure line. Maria sat in a corner, hands folded over her belly, praying.

Diane sat across from me. She crossed her legs, adjusted her pearls, and said: “While we’re waiting, I have something for you.”

She reached into her bag. A leather portfolio. Monogrammed. The same one she’d carried into Brookvale on the fact-finding mission two weeks ago.

“I still have the keys to Hank’s private files,” she said. She opened the portfolio and fanned a stack of documents across the table. “Everything is digital, of course, but he also kept hard copies in his study safe. Old-fashioned paranoia. I had the combination.”

I picked up the first document. A bank statement. Offshore account. Deposits totaling eight hundred thousand dollars from a shell company registered in the Caymans.

“Embezzlement?”

“And then some.” Diane pointed to a second stack. “Developer kickbacks. Three construction firms paid Hank a total of four hundred thousand over six years for favorable zoning decisions. This one is the contract for the Route 9 bypass that was approved over environmental objections. The environmental impact report was suppressed.”

“Suppressed how?”

“The EPA regional office flagged it. Hank’s chief of staff called the regional director and threatened a funding review. The report was buried.” She picked up another document. “This is the original, unredacted report. Groundwater contamination near the proposed route. Fifty-seven homes affected. The bypass was built anyway.”

I set the documents down. “This is enough for federal charges.”

“This is enough for prison.” Diane’s voice was quiet. Not triumphant. Sad. Thirty years married to a man who’d used their home to hide crimes, and now she was handing the evidence to the man who’d replaced him in every way that mattered. “I loved him once. Before the affairs. Before the power changed him. But he made his choices.”

She pushed the stack toward me. “And I’m making mine.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve been sure since the day he sent me to Brookvale to seduce you and I realized it was the first time in years he’d thought about what I could do with my body.” She touched her pearls. “He just didn’t expect me to use it for myself.”

I looked at the documents. Bank records, contracts, suppressed reports, text messages, donor communications. A comprehensive file of corruption compiled by someone with access to every corner of her husband’s life who’d been paying attention the whole time.

“How do you want to do this?” I asked.

“I’ve already done it.” She checked her phone. “I emailed the complete digital file to every journalist in the statehouse press corps twelve minutes ago. Jenny Yates, AP, Reuters, CNN, Fox, MSNBC, the state paper, the capital bureau chief. All of them.”

Patricia, who’d been on the phone, stopped mid-sentence. Looked at Diane. Took off her glasses and cleaned them, which was the Patricia Chen equivalent of a standing ovation.

“You released the files before telling us.”

“I released the files during the hearing.” Diane’s smile was thin. “While Dani was reciting the Bill of Rights. I thought the timing was appropriate.”

My phone started buzzing. Not one notification. A cascade. Text after text after text, from numbers I recognized and numbers I didn’t. Journalists requesting comment. Political operatives requesting background. Two state senators requesting meetings.

And one text from Harper: “Injunction granted. Emergency order nullified. Judge Rodriguez cited First and Fourteenth Amendment violations. You’re free.”

Followed immediately by: “Also I just saw the corruption files. Holy shit, Logan. This changes everything.”

Followed by: “Come to my office. Now.”

Patricia and I exchanged a look. Her glasses were back on. Her wedding ring caught the fluorescent light. She nodded once.

I left the anteroom and walked through the statehouse corridors toward the east wing. The plume was everywhere now. Not growing, exactly, but settled, permanent, the way it had settled into Brookvale months ago. It had soaked into the marble and the brass and the ventilation systems and it wasn’t leaving.

Harper’s office door was closed. I knocked.

“It’s open.”

I entered. She was behind her desk. Reading glasses on. Charcoal suit jacket draped over her chair. Her cream blouse was untucked, the top three buttons undone, and her legal briefs were scattered across the desk in the scattered pattern of someone who’d been doing three things at once for the past hour.

“The injunction is filed and granted,” she said, not looking up. “Rodriguez was eloquent. He called the emergency order ‘a transparently retaliatory abuse of executive power inconsistent with constitutional governance.’ That’s judge-speak for ‘your governor is an idiot.’”

“And the corruption files?”

Now she looked up. Her eyes were sharp, focused, carrying the fire of a prosecutor who’d just been handed the case of a lifetime.

“Eight hundred thousand in offshore accounts. Four hundred thousand in developer kickbacks. A suppressed environmental report affecting fifty-seven homes. Donor fraud. Obstruction of a federal agency.” She set down her pen. “This is federal indictment territory. Not state. Federal.”

“Can you refer it?”

“I’ve already drafted the referral letter. It goes to the US Attorney’s office tomorrow morning.” She stood. Walked around the desk. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor. “But that’s not why you’re here.”

“Why am I here?”

Harper stopped in front of me. Close. The plume concentrated between us. Her dark skin glowed under the office lights. Her glasses reflected my face.

“You’re here because I just blocked an unconstitutional arrest order and saved your freedom, and I find that I’m extremely aroused by my own competence right now.”

She said it like a closing argument. Clinical, precise, and absolutely certain.

“And because I want to celebrate that competence.” She reached for my belt. Unbuckled it with deft, practiced fingers. “While I finish the referral letter.”

She pulled me free. Stroked me once, twice, her grip firm, her long fingers wrapping around my shaft with the authority she brought to everything. Then she turned, hiked her skirt, and bent over her desk.

“The referral letter is on my screen,” she said, voice steady. “I have approximately twelve paragraphs to finalize. I intend to finalize them.”

I pushed into her from behind. She was already soaking, drenched, the arousal that an afternoon of testimony, motions, and outmaneuvering a governor had built pooling between her thighs until her pussy was a slick, clenching furnace that swallowed my cock to the hilt on the first stroke. The sound it made was obscene, wet and eager, and Harper pressed her palms flat on the desk and exhaled through her nose.

She gripped the edge of the desk. Started typing. Her fingers found the keys with the same precision they found case citations.

“To the Honorable United States Attorney,” she read aloud as she typed, her voice hitching as I thrust, her pussy gripping me on each withdrawal as if trying to keep me inside. “Pursuant to my authority as Attorney General, I hereby refer the following matters for federal criminal investigation.”

I grabbed her hip. Drove deep. She gasped, caught herself, and kept typing, her ass pushing back to meet me.

“The evidence detailed in the attached exhibits… indicates a pattern of… of financial misconduct…” Her fingers paused on the keyboard as I hit the spot that made her back arch, her pussy clenching hard around the head of my cock. “…financial misconduct by Governor Henry Caldwell… Fourteenth Amendment, due process, equal protection… including but not limited to…”

I reached around. Found her clit, swollen and slippery, protruding from its hood. Circled it with two fingers. She stopped typing. Her forehead dropped to the desk. Her pussy spasmed around me.

“Including but not limited to,” she repeated, voice strangled, her hips rocking, trying to fuck herself on my cock and ride my fingers at the same time. “Oh God. Embezzlement of state funds. Obstruction of… of federal environmental review.”

Her orgasm built fast. The adrenaline, the victory, the power of having just single-handedly blocked an unconstitutional executive order, all of it channeled into the pressure between her thighs. I felt her tighten around me, her muscular runner’s body coiling.

“Developer kickbacks,” she gasped. “Donor fraud. Intimidation of… of…”

She came with a shudder that rocked the desk. Her hands slammed the keyboard, typing a garbled string of consonants into the referral letter. Her pussy clenched around me in hard, rhythmic pulses, and she pressed her face to the desk and moaned into the mahogany with a sound that was half legal citation and half surrender.

I fucked her through it. The desk shook. Papers scattered. Her reading glasses slid to the edge and she grabbed them reflexively, pressing them to her face with one hand while the other braced against the monitor.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “I still have eight paragraphs.”

I kept going. The Attorney General’s desk shook beneath us while she drafted a federal criminal referral against the governor, heat hazing her lenses between sentences, her moans mixing with legal terminology, her body accepting each thrust while her mind worked through the subsections and citations that would destroy Hank Caldwell’s career.

She came twice more before she finished. Once during the section on environmental suppression (“groundwater contamination affecting… affecting… OH… fifty-seven residential properties”) and once during the conclusion (“the severity of these offenses warrants immediate… immediate… God yes… federal attention”).

I came inside her as she typed the final sentence. She pressed back against me, grinding her ass into my pelvis, and her pussy milked each thick pulse with greedy, rhythmic contractions. Her fingers hit the period key as my orgasm flooded her, filling the AG’s pussy with warm cum that she clenched around, keeping it inside, thorough in all things.

The referral letter was complete.

Harper straightened. Pushed her glasses up her nose. Read the document on screen, scrolling through twelve paragraphs of devastating legal prose, and corrected the one section where the orgasm had produced a line of random characters.

“Clean draft,” she said. “I’ll have my clerk format and send it in the morning.”

She saved the file. Closed the laptop. Turned to face me.

“I should note,” she said, pushing her glasses up, “that was the most efficient legal drafting of my career.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Don’t be smug. It’s unbecoming in a mayor.” But the corner of her mouth twitched. “The corruption files are nuclear. Between Diane’s evidence and my referral, Caldwell is looking at federal charges, state impeachment, and the end of his political career. By tomorrow morning, every news outlet in the country will have the story.”

“And the emergency order?”

“Dead. The injunction killed it. Rodriguez’s ruling will be published by morning, establishing precedent that executive orders targeting the pheromone phenomenon are subject to heightened constitutional scrutiny.” She picked up her panties from the floor. Stepped into them with practiced calm. She kept spare underwear in her desk for exactly this kind of afternoon. “Caldwell has no legal mechanism left to come after you.”

“He still has the governor’s mansion.”

“Not for long.” Harper straightened her skirt. Buttoned her blouse. “The lieutenant governor’s office has been making inquiries about impeachment proceedings all afternoon. If Diane’s files are half as damning as they look, the legislature will have articles on the floor by end of week.”

She extended her hand. Professional. The handshake of two officials concluding business.

I shook it. Her grip was firm. Her long fingers pressed against my palm with the same authority they’d brought to everything today.

“Tomorrow,” she said. “The story breaks. The files go public. The referral goes to the US Attorney. And Governor Hank Caldwell learns what happens when you send your wife to seduce a man and she decides to destroy you instead.”

She picked up her blazer. Shrugged it on. Buttoned it. The transformation was complete. AG Harper Langley, crisp and polished, not a hair out of place, glasses catching the light, the physical evidence of our encounter hidden beneath the armor of a $2,000 suit and a poker face that would hold up in any courtroom in the country.

“Goodnight, Mayor Hart.”

“Goodnight, AG Langley.”

I left the office. The hallway was empty. The statehouse was quieting, staffers heading home, everything that had happened settling into the building’s bones along with the plume.

My phone buzzed. Diane.

“The files are on every channel. CNN is leading with the offshore accounts. Fox is leading with the environmental suppression. MSNBC is running a split screen of Dani’s testimony and the bank records. Hank hasn’t made a statement.”

Another buzz. Patricia.

“Impeachment articles being drafted tonight. Lieutenant Governor Dubois is cooperating. This is moving faster than anyone expected.”

Another buzz. Brooke.

“Dad called me crying. Actually crying. I almost felt bad. Then I remembered he sent Mom to seduce a stranger and I stopped feeling bad. See you tomorrow?”

Another buzz. Dani.

“My troopers never received the arrest order. Network delay. Funny how that works.”

I slid the phone into my pocket and walked back to the hotel. The capital night was cool. Every streetlight between the statehouse and the hotel seemed brighter than it had a week ago, as if the city itself was running hotter.


Chapter 21: Governor’s Fall

By nine AM the next morning, every news channel in the country was running the same story from different angles, and every angle ended with the same conclusion: Governor Hank Caldwell was finished.

CNN led with the offshore accounts. Eight hundred thousand dollars in a Cayman Islands shell company, deposits traced to state contracts awarded to three construction firms that had donated to Caldwell’s campaigns. The anchor used words like “systematic” and “brazen” and showed bank records that Diane had photographed on her phone in the governor’s study while Caldwell slept.

Fox led with the environmental suppression. Groundwater contamination near the Route 9 bypass, fifty-seven homes affected, the EPA report buried after Caldwell’s chief of staff made a phone call. A family with three kids under ten stood on their front lawn while a reporter explained that the water they’d been drinking for four years was contaminated and the governor had known.

MSNBC ran a split screen. On the left: Dani’s testimony, the moment she’d put her campaign hat on and bent over the witness table. On the right: Caldwell’s bank records, scrolling like credits at the end of a movie nobody wanted to star in. The chyron read: TROOPER’S TESTIMONY / GOVERNOR’S CORRUPTION: THE DOUBLE EXPOSURE.

The morning papers were worse. Jenny Yates’s first-person account had been shared two million times overnight. Her byline had become the definitive voice of the story, and the story she’d written was surgical: factual, intimate, personal. She described the pheromone’s effect with the precision of a Pulitzer finalist and the honesty of someone who’d experienced it firsthand.

Patricia compiled media clips on her tablet while eating toast in the hotel suite. She’d been awake since five, fielding calls, coordinating with Diane and Harper, and managing the narrative with the efficiency she brought to everything. She’d never had material this good.

“Impeachment articles filed at seven thirty,” she said, adjusting her glasses. “The lieutenant governor’s office co-sponsored. Twenty-three state representatives signed on by eight. They need thirty-five for a floor vote. At this rate, they’ll have fifty by noon.”

“That fast?”

“Caldwell has no allies left. His chief of staff resigned yesterday. His AG flipped. His trooper captain testified against him on live TV. His wife released his financial records. His daughter livestreamed herself with you to five million people.” Patricia sipped her coffee. “He’s a governor with no staff, no law enforcement, no legal counsel, no family, and no public support. The impeachment is a formality. The real question is whether he resigns before they vote.”

The hotel phone rang. Diane.

“I just got off the phone with Hank’s lawyer. He’s exploring resignation terms. He wants to negotiate immunity from state prosecution in exchange for stepping down.”

“What did Harper say?”

“Harper said she can’t offer immunity on federal charges. Those are the US Attorney’s jurisdiction now. But she’s willing to recommend leniency on state matters if he resigns by midnight.”

The pieces were falling into place with the speed of a political collapse that had been building for decades and needed only a final push to become an avalanche.

At ten AM, a caravan arrived from Brookvale.

I heard it before I saw it. The rumble of a convoy that included Dana’s restaurant van, Coach Riley’s pickup, and Marcy’s suburban, all pulling into the Capital Grand Hotel’s parking structure with the determination of people who’d driven three hours because they weren’t about to miss this.

Marcy emerged first. She was wearing her best floral wrap dress, the one perpetually one snap from catastrophe, and her chestnut curls bounced as she spotted me in the lobby.

“Where the hell is the party?” she boomed. “I drove three hours with my daughter and a cooler full of tacos and I’m not leaving until somebody gets bred.”

Kayla appeared behind her, silky mocha hair in a ponytail, pink bow, crop hoodie, gum popping. She waved. “Hi, Logan. Mom’s been watching C-SPAN for the first time in her life and she won’t shut up about the trooper.”

Dana Cruz materialized with trays of food. She’d cooked the entire drive, somehow, or had prep-cooked last night. The hotel lobby filled with the smell of cumin, cilantro, and fryer oil. “Nobody celebrates a political victory on an empty stomach,” she announced, her espresso waves gleaming, gold hoop earrings swinging.

Coach Riley followed, in compression shorts and a crop top despite the formal setting, auburn undercut ponytail sharp. “I came for the stamina victory lap. Who’s first?”

The Brookvale delegation merged with the capital delegation in the hotel’s conference room, which Patricia had commandeered for exactly this purpose. The reunion was loud, warm, and physical.

Lena and Skye had come too. Lena, twenty-two weeks pregnant, her Pilates-sleek frame swelling with the life inside her, honey-blonde hair swinging as she hugged me. “We watched everything,” she said, pressing her belly against me. “The whole town watched. The whole town is proud.”

Skye, equally pregnant, her inky-brown pixie shag growing out now, sketched the reunion on a pocket pad while simultaneously filming on her phone. “My art documentary is going to be incredible,” she said. “Political history as performance art.”

April Vega hovered at the edge of the group, twenty-two weeks pregnant, soft C-cups straining her powder-pink dress, chestnut ponytail loose, bambi-brown eyes glowing. She was still shy in groups. Still the waitress who blushed when people applauded. But she pressed her belly to my hip and whispered, “I’m so glad you’re safe.”

The conference room became a staging area for celebration. Dana laid out food. Coach Riley cleared furniture. Patricia ran logistics. And the harem, new and established, mixed together with the natural gravity of women who shared a man and had discovered they also shared a purpose.

Diane and Victoria found each other. Old money and new money. Pearls and platinum blonde. They shook hands formally, then Victoria pulled Diane into a hug that her fake F-cups made structurally complicated. “Honey,” Victoria said, red lipstick perfect, “you leaked those files like a professional. I thought I knew how to destroy a politician. You’re in a different league.”

“Thirty years of marriage,” Diane said. “You learn where the bodies are buried.”

Brooke arrived at ten thirty. White BMW. Tennis skirt. Pearl studs. She’d driven from the hotel with her phone recording the whole way, narrating the route for her followers.

Sienna, who’d arrived on a separate flight from Brookvale, found Brooke at the breakfast spread. The trashy influencer and the preppy princess sized each other up. Sienna’s bright red hair, piercings, tattoo sleeve against Brooke’s natural blonde, pearl studs, tennis whites.

“So you’re the governor’s daughter,” Sienna said, popping a grape.

“And you’re the mayor’s daughter.” Brooke held her gaze. “Former mayor.”

“Your livestream was impressive. Sixty-seven thousand viewers?”

“Your OnlyFans is impressive. Two hundred thousand subscribers.”

They stared at each other for three beats. Then Sienna grinned. “Want to collab?”

“God, yes.”

The celebration was building. The energy in the room was a cocktail of political triumph, physical desire, and the plume, which had followed me from the statehouse and filled the hotel with the same permanent presence it had established in every building I’d spent more than a day in.

Harper arrived at eleven. Charcoal suit, reading glasses, the Attorney General making a social appearance for the first time anyone could remember. She shook hands with Patricia, exchanged a nod with Keisha, and then found a corner where she could observe the gathering with the analytical distance she maintained in all social settings.

Until Coach Riley challenged her to an arm-wrestling match and Harper discovered she couldn’t resist a competitive invitation.

Riley won. Harper demanded a rematch. The rematch turned into a grappling demonstration that Dani joined, and suddenly three muscular women were tangled on the conference room floor while the rest of the harem cheered.

I watched it all from the center of the room. The two worlds mixing. Brookvale’s established harem, the women who’d been with me since the beginning or nearly so, integrating with the capital’s new additions. Lena’s maternal warmth drawing out Diane’s Southern reserve. Skye and Brooke discovering a shared interest in visual storytelling. Maria’s quiet spirituality complementing Harper’s intellectual intensity.

And through it all, the undercurrent. The hum. The plume turning a group of strangers into something that felt, impossibly, like family.

At noon, I locked the conference room doors.

“It’s time to celebrate properly,” I said.

Nobody disagreed.

Marcy was first. She’d been waiting since she arrived and she didn’t believe in subtlety. She unsnapped her wrap dress, which had been threatening to fail all morning, and her full-figure XXL hourglass frame emerged like a revelation. G-cup breasts dominated the room. She pulled my face into her cleavage and laughed, the belly-laugh of a woman who treated sex like a buffet and always went back for seconds.

Marcy dragged me to the back of the conference room before anyone could argue. She dropped onto the nearest couch, spread her thick thighs wide, and pulled me into the valley of her G-cup breasts while simultaneously guiding my cock inside her with a hand that had clearly done this a thousand times. She was soaking, her pussy enveloping me in soft, wet heat, the sheer volume of her body pressing against me from every direction. I sank into Marcy the way you sink into a featherbed, surrounded, swallowed, consumed. She wrapped her legs around me and her arms around me and her tits around my face and fucked me with the enthusiasm of a woman who believed sex was a spectator sport and she was the main event.

“Get it, Mom!” Kayla cheered from a nearby chair, DD-cups pressing against her crop hoodie, gum popping.

Marcy’s pussy was a velvet glove, wide and generous and impossibly slick, and she used her substantial hips to drive me deep, deeper, until I bottomed out against her cervix and she let out a belly laugh of pure satisfaction. She came with a shout that rattled the silverware, her whole body shaking beneath me, pussy clenching in big, rolling waves. “CHAMP!” She slapped my ass with a hand that could crack a walnut, and I emptied into her while she held me tight against her massive chest.

Kayla took her place on the couch next. She was softer than her mother, plumper, her cafe con leche skin smooth under my hands, waist bead chain glinting. She bent over the couch arm, presenting her thick ass, and looked back at me with hazel-gold eyes full of mischief. I sank into her pussy and it was tighter than Marcy’s, younger, gripping me with eager contractions. She pushed back into each thrust, her DD-cups swaying beneath her, her moans sweet and breathy. She came fast, her pussy fluttering around my cock in quick, desperate pulses, gasping while Marcy photographed from three angles.

Dana shoved them both aside. “My food, my rules,” she declared. She hiked her tank top, exposing E-cup breasts that glistened from the kitchen heat she’d been standing over for hours, dark nipples pointing down, heavy and pendulous and mouth-watering. She climbed onto the conference table the same way she ran a kitchen during rush hour, barking orders, grabbing what she needed, making it work. She bent over the serving station and I slid into her from behind, her thick hips and dancer’s thighs absorbing each thrust, while she organized the remaining taco trays with both hands, never once breaking her plating rhythm. Her pussy was hot and slippery, the familiarity of it like coming home to a favorite meal.

Coach Riley challenged me to a timed event. “Ninety seconds. Best time wins bragging rights.” She stripped to her sports bra and compression shorts, stretched like she was preparing for a sprint, and braced against the wall. I pinned her against the wall, her shredded arms gripping a door frame, her tight shelf booty flexing with each impact. She came in seventy-three seconds. “Personal best,” she panted, and gave me a fist bump.

Dani and Riley found each other on the hotel gym mats that someone had dragged into the conference room. Riley studied Dani’s frame with the appraising eye of a coach. “You’ve got the build for a stamina hold. Let me show you.” She demonstrated the position, hips locked, core braced, arms gripping the mat for leverage. Dani copied it with trooper precision. “Good,” Riley said. “Now hold it when he hits deep.”

The training turned into competitive wrestling that turned into Riley pinning Dani face-down and beckoning me over. I took Dani from behind while Riley held her wrists. The trooper and the trainer tangled on the mats, both muscular, both competitive, both gasping as I alternated between them.

Dani came with her campaign hat still on. Riley timed it on her stopwatch.

The pregnant women gathered on the room’s couches. Keisha, sixteen weeks, sat with her badge on the coffee table and her hand on her belly. Maria, fourteen weeks, knelt beside her, rosary in hand, leading a quiet prayer of thanksgiving that became breathy when I approached.

Rosa appeared. She’d been in the back of the Brookvale caravan, quiet as always, her long black braid over one shoulder, brown eyes downcast until I lifted her chin. She whispered in Spanish, crossing herself, and then opened her mouth for me. I stood before the three of them, Keisha, Maria, Rosa, while they took turns with their mouths, the cop, the ex-nun, the former maid, kneeling together in a bilingual prayer that involved tongue and devotion in equal measure.

Victoria gave a speech. Not from a podium. From the conference table, standing in her heels, fake F-cup tits bouncing as she gestured. “Today marks the end of corrupt political leadership and the beginning of something better,” she declared, red lipstick flawless. “And I would like to personally thank Mayor Hart for…”

I pulled her off the table. Her designer dress ripped at the side seam. She gasped, then laughed, then moaned as I bent her over the nearest chair. “For exactly that,” she finished, breathless.

Patricia and Diane ended up side by side, the campaign managers, new world and old. Patricia’s lenses clouded while I bent her over her tablet. Diane’s pearls swung while she rode me on the couch, Southern drawl thickening with each thrust. They exchanged notes between rounds. Literally. Patricia handed Diane a legal pad with talking points for tomorrow’s press availability.

Lena and Skye found me together. They always did. Twenty-two weeks pregnant, bellies round and glowing, they positioned themselves on either side of me on the conference room’s largest couch. No mutual contact. The rule held. But they moved in sync, the mother-daughter rhythm that had been the foundation of everything since that first morning in the kitchen. Lena rode me while Skye kissed my neck. Skye rode me while Lena fed me from her lactating breasts, warm milk that tasted like coconut and vanilla and home.

I came inside Lena. She pressed her belly to mine and whispered: “We’ve been watching you conquer a state. Come home soon.”

Skye sketched the scene while my cum dripped down her mother’s thigh.

April, shy as ever, waited until last. She approached with her hands clasped over her pregnant belly, bambi eyes wide, the familiar flush creeping up her neck. “Is there room for me?”

There was always room for April.

I laid her on the couch, careful of her belly, and kissed the tears from her cheeks because April always cried a little before sex, not from sadness but from the overwhelming tenderness of being wanted. I moved inside her, slow and deep, while the room hummed around us, and she came with a sound that was so quiet the recorder on Patricia’s tablet barely caught it.

The celebration lasted three hours. By the time it ended, the conference room looked like a battlefield and smelled like a memory no one in it would ever forget.

At four PM, Patricia’s phone buzzed with a news alert.

She read it. Put her glasses on. Read it again.

“Governor Hank Caldwell has been served with articles of impeachment,” she announced to the room. “Fifty-one state representatives signed. The vote is scheduled for tomorrow. His lawyer has informed the lieutenant governor’s office that the governor is considering resignation.”

The news ticker showed footage of the process server approaching Caldwell’s campaign office. Through the glass door, I could see the governor sitting alone at a folding table with a Styrofoam container of Chinese takeout, his tie loosened, his silver hair uncombed. The process server handed him the papers. Caldwell looked at them and didn’t move.

The room erupted. Cheers. Applause. Marcy’s voice above them all: “HA! That’s what he gets!”

Diane was quiet. She stood by the window, looking out at the statehouse dome, pearls catching the afternoon light. I walked to her.

“You okay?”

She nodded. Slowly. “Thirty years. Thirty years of marriage, two children, a life I built around a man who never deserved it.” She touched the pearls at her throat. “I should feel sad. I think a part of me does. But mostly I feel…” She searched for the word.

“Free?”

She looked at me. The smile that crossed her face was the most genuine expression I’d ever seen from her, three decades of practiced restraint falling away in a single word.

“Free.”

My phone buzzed. Diane’s phone buzzed. Patricia’s phone buzzed. Every phone in the room buzzed simultaneously.

Breaking news alert: GOVERNOR CALDWELL TO RESIGN. Sources confirm resignation letter being drafted. Effective midnight. Lieutenant Governor Claire Dubois to assume office.

Diane looked at the notification. Looked at me.

“He still has the mansion keys,” she said. “But I have mine too.”

The governor’s mansion was just across the statehouse grounds. Twelve minutes by foot. Six by car.

And the night was young.


Chapter 22: Mansion Claim

The governor’s mansion sat on three acres of manicured grounds at the end of a tree-lined drive. White columns. Georgian architecture. A building designed to say “power lives here” to anyone approaching from any direction.

Diane parked in the circular drive. Cut the engine. Sat for a moment with her hands on the wheel, looking up at the building she’d lived in for six years.

“I moved in when Brooke was thirteen,” she said. “I hung the curtains in the upstairs bedrooms. I planted the garden. I hosted two hundred events in the ballroom.” She pulled the keys from the ignition. Jingled them. “He moved his mistress into a condo three blocks away and thought I didn’t know.”

“You knew.”

“Southern women always know. We just don’t say.” She opened the car door. “Until now.”

The mansion was empty. Caldwell’s security detail had been reassigned. The governor himself, according to Patricia’s sources, was in his campaign office on the other side of the capital, meeting with his lawyer about resignation terms. He wouldn’t be home tonight. He might never be home again.

Diane unlocked the front door. The foyer smelled like furniture polish and something institutional, the institutional scent of a building maintained by staff rather than loved by residents. Crystal chandelier overhead. Marble floors. A sweeping staircase to the second floor.

Brooke arrived three minutes later. White BMW. Tennis skirt. Pearl studs.

She stood in the foyer and looked around with the eyes of a girl who’d grown up here and was seeing it for the first time as something other than a prison decorated as a palace.

“Where first?” she asked.

“Your father’s bedroom,” Diane said.

Harper pulled up next. State car. Charcoal suit. She paused at the door, glasses catching the porch light, and looked at me with an expression that combined legal skepticism with raw desire in a ratio that only a Stanford-educated AG could achieve.

“I assume there’s no warrant for this entry.”

“The lady of the house invited us,” I said.

“The lady of the house is about to become the ex-wife of a man facing federal charges.” Harper adjusted her glasses. “I’m here as a witness. And a participant.”

Dani arrived last. Cruiser. Full uniform. Campaign hat.

She stood in the foyer like she was securing a crime scene, which, given Caldwell’s corruption, wasn’t far from the truth. She scanned the rooms. Checked sight lines. Then she took off her campaign hat, ran a hand over her buzz-cut, and said: “Clear.”

Four women. Four rooms. One night.

Diane led me upstairs first.

The master suite was at the end of the second-floor hallway. Double doors. Crown molding. An antique four-poster bed that looked like it belonged in a museum, a bed that generations of political families had slept in and argued in and conspired in.

Diane stood at the foot of the bed. Her auburn hair was down. The pearls rested in the hollow of her throat, catching the bedroom’s amber lamplight. She’d changed out of the Chanel suit and into something simpler: a cream silk nightgown that stopped at mid-thigh, what a Southern woman wore when she wanted to feel beautiful and a governor’s wife wore when she wanted to feel nothing at all.

“He hasn’t slept in this room in two years,” she said. “He moved to the guest suite. Said the mattress was better.”

“Was it?”

“The mattress in the guest suite is identical. I know because I ordered them both.” She sat on the edge of the four-poster. The mattress sighed under her. “He just didn’t want to be near me.”

I sat beside her. Close enough for the plume to wrap around us both, which it did, but this wasn’t about the plume. This was about thirty years of waiting for someone to choose her in the bed she’d made.

“Diane.”

She looked at me. Amber eyes. Auburn lashes. Beautiful at twenty and striking at fifty-one, beauty that deepened with time rather than fading, because the bones were real and the grace was earned.

“I want you to breed me in this bed,” she said. Her voice was steady. Her drawl was thick. “I want to lie on these sheets and feel you inside me and know that every inch of this mattress, every thread of these sheets, every molecule of air in this room, belongs to you now.”

I pulled the silk nightgown over her head.

Diane’s body was natural. No surgery. No enhancements. What you saw was what three decades of careful maintenance and good genetics had produced. Natural D-cups, full and heavy, dark nipples that stiffened in the cool air. Slim waist. Long legs that she’d kept toned through tennis and walking and careful habits she’d never dropped, even when the man she’d kept them for stopped noticing.

She lay back on the bed. The pearls pooled in the hollow of her throat. Her auburn hair fanned across the pillow, rich and warm against the cream sheets.

I undressed. She watched me with hungry patience. Three years of starvation had taught her to take her time at the first real meal.

I climbed over her. Kissed her. Her mouth tasted like champagne and something darker, the bittersweet tang of revenge served at the perfect temperature. Her hands found my shoulders, my back, my ass, pulling me down onto her with a need that was quiet and enormous.

I entered her slowly. She was wet, open, ready, and when I bottomed out she closed her eyes and made a sound that had nothing to do with pleasure and everything to do with justice.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh, God. In his bed.”

“In his bed.”

“While he’s in a campaign office negotiating the terms of his surrender.”

I thrust. She arched. The four-poster creaked, the antique wood protesting an intensity it hadn’t experienced in decades.

“He sent me to destroy you,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around me. “And instead you destroyed him. In his own bed. With his own wife.”

I grabbed the headboard with one hand and her hip with the other and fucked her deep, missionary, the way she wanted it, face-to-face so she could look at me and know that the man on top of her had won everything her husband had lost.

Diane started restrained. She moaned but held back, gasped but swallowed the sound. Thirty years of training herself to be quiet because the man in her bed never made it worth the noise. But thrust by thrust, she was relearning that volume was allowed. By the fifth minute, her moans echoed off the crown molding. By the tenth, she’d stopped caring who heard.

“Harder,” she said, and her drawl made the word sound like honey dripping off a knife. “Take this room. Take this bed. Take everything he never deserved.”

I gave her harder. The bed rocked against the wall. The headboard cracked plaster. The pearls bounced against her collarbone with each impact, a metronome of revenge.

She came the first time with her hands twisted in the sheets and her back arched off the mattress and a sound that was somewhere between a moan and a declaration of independence. Her pussy clenched around me with the rhythmic force of a body that had been denied for three years and was making up for every missed night.

The rhythm held. She pulled me closer, wanting more. I took Diane Caldwell in the governor’s bed for thirty minutes, changing positions twice, taking her from behind while she gripped the antique headboard, then pulling her onto my lap while she rode me and her pearls swung between her bouncing breasts.

When I came inside her, she held me there. Arms around my neck. Legs locked around my waist. Her forehead pressed to mine.

“That bed has never been used properly,” she said. “Not once. Not in thirty years.”

“It has now.”

She kissed me. Soft. A choice made, and peace with the wreckage.

I left her in the master suite, curled on cream sheets that were stained with sweat and sex and the evidence of a marriage’s end.

Brooke’s room was down the hall. Second door on the left. A brass nameplate that read “Brooke” in a child’s engraved font, installed when she was twelve and never updated.

The room was unchanged. A teenager’s room preserved in amber. Tennis trophies on a shelf. A sorority pennant pinned to the wall. A white canopy bed with a lavender duvet. Photos of Brooke and her high school friends in silver frames.

Brooke sat on the canopy bed in a tennis skirt and a polo shirt with the collar popped. Pearl studs. Her blonde hair was in a ponytail. She looked like a college brochure and she was sitting in the room where she’d spent her childhood dreaming about a future that her father had tried to map out for her and that she’d just torn into confetti.

“I had my first boyfriend in this room when I was seventeen,” she said. “He tried to go all the way. Gave up after three minutes and fell asleep.”

“That’s a crime.”

“It was a disappointment. Like everything else in this house.” She pulled the polo over her head. Simple white bralette beneath. She unhooked it. B-cups, pink-nippled, firm. “I want to replace that memory.”

I pulled her skirt down. White cotton panties. She stepped out of them. Her body was the tennis player’s body I remembered from Dana’s office, lean and toned, every muscle defined from years of competitive sport.

“Film it,” she said. She pointed to her phone on the nightstand. “For my followers. Fifty thousand new ones since the livestream. They should see what happens when a governor’s daughter takes her room back.”

I set the phone on the nightstand, camera angled toward the bed. The red recording light blinked on. The live viewer count started climbing immediately.

I kissed her. Started at her mouth and worked down. Her neck. Her collarbone. The pearl stud in her left ear, cold against my lip. Her breasts, each nipple in turn, her back arching, her hands in my hair.

Lower. Her stomach, flat and tight from tennis. Her hip bones, sharp under smooth skin. The crease where her thigh met her pelvis.

I spread her thighs and buried my face between them. She was wet, shaved smooth, the taste of a nineteen-year-old who’d been aroused since she walked into her childhood home with the man her father hated.

I ate her out on her canopy bed while her sorority pennant watched from the wall and her tennis trophies gleamed on the shelf and the phone recorded everything for an audience that was growing by the second.

Brooke gripped the headboard of her childhood bed and came on my tongue with a cry that echoed off walls that had heard her laughing, crying, sleeping, dreaming, and never once heard her feeling like this.

“Now,” she gasped. “Now.”

She flipped onto her stomach. Pushed up on her hands and knees. Looked back at me over her shoulder, blonde ponytail swinging, pearl studs bright against her flushed skin.

“Like this,” she said. “I want the camera to see everything.”

I gripped her hips and pushed inside. She was tighter than Diane, tighter than anyone except April, and she gasped at the angle, deeper this way, her fingers clawing the lavender duvet.

I took the governor’s daughter doggy-style in her childhood bedroom while the phone recorded and the sorority pennant swayed from the bed’s vibration. Her tennis-toned body rocked with each thrust, strong and flexible, and her moans built from whispered to spoken to shouted.

“In my room,” she breathed. “In MY room, Dad. In the bed where I prayed to God to make you stop cheating on Mom.” She dropped to her elbows. Arched her back. “And God sent you instead.”

I drove deep. She cried out. Her hands fisted the pillow. The canopy bed shook, the white frame rattling against the wall, and somewhere in the silver frames on her dresser, photos of childhood innocence looked on while the woman she’d become claimed her own space.

I emptied into her. Deep. She pressed back against me and took it, every drop, and when the orgasm faded she collapsed onto the lavender duvet with her hand on her stomach and her pearl studs gleaming in the lamplight.

“That’s better,” she whispered. “That’s so much better.”

She picked up the phone. Ended the stream. Checked the viewer count. Smiled.

“Eighty-two thousand,” she said. “In MY childhood room, streaming to the world. How’s that for family values, Dad.”

Harper was in the governor’s study.

Of course she was. The room was floor-to-ceiling books, mahogany desk, leather chairs. The room where Caldwell had planned the honey trap. The room where he’d signed the executive orders. The room where power had lived for six years and corrupted everything it touched.

Harper stood behind the desk. She’d removed her jacket. The cream blouse was untucked. Reading glasses on. She was examining Caldwell’s personal files, the ones Diane had left behind, with the forensic interest of a prosecutor at a crime scene.

“He kept everything,” she said, not looking up. “Correspondence with the construction firms. Text messages with the mistress. Even the phone records from the call to the EPA regional director.”

“Evidence for the referral?”

“Evidence for a career-ending prosecution.” She finally looked at me. Over the frames. “And I find that examining this evidence has put me in a particular mood.”

“What mood?”

“The mood where I want to be fucked on a corrupt governor’s desk by the man who destroyed him.”

She bent over the desk. Hiked her skirt. The glasses stayed on. She looked over her shoulder at me with an expression that said she’d spent her whole life on the right side of desks and was discovering the erotic possibilities of the wrong side.

Caldwell’s desk held us both. The mahogany creaked as I drove into her, her long fingers gripping the leather blotter, her runner’s body rocking forward with each thrust. She moaned legal terminology while I fucked her, her pussy gripping my cock with the same intensity she brought to cross-examination, condensation beading on her frames from her own ragged breath, her dark skin gleaming in the study’s lamplight.

“This desk,” she gasped. “He sat behind this desk and signed the order to arrest you. And now I’m… oh God… bent over it, and you’re inside me.” I grabbed her hair, short as it was, enough to tilt her head back, and she groaned. “And I’m going to come on his legal pad.”

She did. She came on his legal pad. Hard. Her hand knocked over a pen holder. Her glasses slipped to the tip of her nose. She screamed a citation from a corruption statute, her pussy clenching around me in fierce, rhythmic waves, each contraction powerful enough that I felt it in my spine. Her body shook, lean muscles trembling, and the force of her orgasm pulled me deeper into her, her pussy milking my cock with the relentless thoroughness of an intellect that channeled every emotion into achievement and had just achieved something spectacular.

I spilled into her with a groan, buried deep in the AG’s tight pussy, my cum flooding her in thick pulses while she pressed back against me, her ass grinding into my pelvis, wringing every last drop. She braced against the desk and took it and when the orgasm passed she straightened her glasses and checked that she hadn’t disturbed the evidence files.

“Still intact,” she said, cum dripping down the inside of her thigh onto the mahogany chair leg. “The prosecution continues.”

Dani was in the hallway that led to the trooper barracks.

The governor’s mansion had a small wing near the service entrance where security personnel rotated during assignments. A narrow hallway with institutional lighting and utilitarian decor, the opposite of the mansion’s public grandeur.

Dani leaned against the wall in full uniform. Campaign hat on. Arms crossed. Badge catching the hallway’s fluorescent light.

“You saved the barracks for last,” she said.

“I wanted to do this right.”

“Right meaning with my back against a wall and my hat on?”

“Right meaning with an audience of zero and no cameras.”

She looked at me. The competitive edge softened. Underneath the trooper discipline, underneath the CrossFit muscle and the starched discipline, was someone who’d been alone in a uniform for eleven years. No one had ever chosen to fuck her last because she mattered, not because she was leftover.

“Get over here,” she said.

I closed the distance. Pinned her against the wall. She wrapped her legs around me, muscular thighs gripping my hips, arms around my neck. I pushed into her and she bit her lip.

The hallway was quiet. No cameras. No audience. No C-SPAN or Instagram or press corps. Just a trooper and a mayor in a hallway that smelled like industrial cleaner and sweat and desire that had been building since a dark alley outside Brookvale.

I pinned Dani against the wall and drove into her. Her uniform stayed on, gray shirt bunched, navy pants around her muscular thighs. Her badge scratched paint off the wall with each thrust, leaving silver marks in the institutional beige. Her pussy was slick and swollen, clenching around me with fierce heat, and she was strong enough to hold herself up with just her abs and arms, her CrossFit body suspending itself on the wall while I hammered into her.

“I was supposed to arrest you,” she panted, the same words she’d said in the cruiser, the same words that had become their own kind of foreplay. “I had handcuffs and a warrant and a direct order from the governor of this state.”

“And instead?”

She tightened her legs. Pulled me deeper until I was buried to the root, my cock pressing against her cervix, and her jaw clenched at the pressure. “Instead I’m getting fucked in his hallway by the man who replaced him.” Her pussy squeezed me on the word “replaced” like punctuation.

Her hat fell off. She caught it with one hand and jammed it back in place with the reflexive precision of eleven years in uniform.

I grabbed her ass with both hands. Muscular. Dense. An ass built by four-hundred-pound squats that could take a pounding against a cinder-block wall without flinching. I spread her cheeks and used the grip to pull her onto me harder, slamming her into the wall with each thrust, the wet slap of our bodies echoing down the empty corridor.

“Harder,” she said. “Trooper hard.”

I gave her trooper hard. The wall cracked behind her. Literally cracked, a hairline fracture in the plaster from the force of a woman braced against it and a man driving into her with everything he had. Her pussy was drenched, her arousal running down both our thighs, and the sounds were filthy, wet, the kind of sounds that would get you court-martialed in any other context.

She came with her legs locked around me and her badge still pinned and a scream that echoed down the empty hallway like a siren, her pussy clamping down on me so hard I couldn’t thrust, could only grind into her while her contractions wrung me.

I buried myself to the hilt and let go, pumping into the trooper with grunts that matched her gasps, filling her with everything I had left after a night of claiming every room in the mansion. She held me there, pressed against the wall, breathing hard, her forehead against mine, and for a moment the trooper dropped away and there was just Dani, warm and trembling and full of my cum.

“I’m staying,” she said. “When this is over. When you go back to Brookvale. I’m transferring.”

“To Brookvale?”

“To wherever you are.” She fixed her hat. Straightened her badge. “Someone has to keep you out of trouble.”

“Is that what you’re doing?”

She smiled. The first real smile I’d seen from her. Wide and unguarded and completely at odds with the pressed uniform and the polished badge.

“No,” she said. “But it looks good on the transfer paperwork.”

I left the barracks hallway. The mansion was quiet. In the master suite, Diane slept in cream sheets. In the childhood bedroom, Brooke reviewed her recording. In the study, Harper organized evidence files with post-orgasmic precision.

My phone buzzed. Diane, from the bedroom.

“His security chief just texted me. Hank is at the campaign office watching the news coverage. He’s crying. Actually crying. They said he hasn’t stopped since the corruption files aired.”

I set the phone down. Didn’t reply. There was nothing to say about a man weeping in a folding chair while his wife lay in his bed with another man’s cum still warm inside her.

My phone buzzed again. Patricia.

“It’s done. Caldwell signed the resignation letter. Effective midnight. Lieutenant Governor Dubois assumes office in the morning.”

I looked at the time. 11:47 PM.

I pocketed the phone and walked through the mansion’s grand foyer. The crystal chandelier caught the light from the porch. Through the windows, the statehouse dome glowed white against the night sky.

Midnight struck. Somewhere in a campaign office across the capital, a governor became a private citizen.


Chapter 23: Breeding Circle

The governor’s mansion ballroom had been designed for inaugural galas, charity fundraisers, and stiff political receptions where powerful people pretended to like each other over cocktails and canapes.

It had not been designed for what was about to happen.

The ballroom occupied the entire ground floor of the mansion’s east wing. Crystal chandelier, twenty feet across, hanging from a vaulted ceiling painted with scenes of the state’s founding. Marble floors polished to mirror-shine. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the formal garden. A raised platform at the far end where orchestras once played.

At 11 PM, the room held seventeen women and me.

The Brookvale caravan had arrived at the mansion gates at ten. Diane had called ahead, cleared security, left instructions. By the time I descended from the hallways where the scent of four women still clung to the walls, the ballroom was full.

Full of my harem. All of them. Every woman who’d chosen me since the day I collapsed on a burger shift and woke up in a hospital bed with two nurses fighting for a taste.

Patricia had organized the logistics, because Patricia organized everything. She’d arranged transport, coordinated timing, and probably drafted a flowchart. The woman compiled spreadsheets during orgasm. Of course she could coordinate a breeding circle at a governor’s mansion with seventy-two hours’ notice.

The ballroom was divided by the natural architecture. On the east side, near the garden windows: Diane and Harper. Diane in her cream silk nightgown, pearls resting in her collarbone, auburn hair loose. Harper in her unbuttoned cream blouse and charcoal skirt, glasses perched, the AG who’d dropped an investigation and filed an injunction in the same day.

On the west side, near the orchestra platform: Brooke and Dani. Brooke in her tennis skirt and pearl studs, blonde ponytail, the governor’s daughter who’d told five million people what freedom looked like. Dani in her trooper uniform, campaign hat under her arm, the officer who’d recited the Bill of Rights while being fucked on live television.

Mother and daughter on opposite sides. Fifty feet apart. Aware of each other. No contact. The same rule that had applied to Lena and Skye, to Victoria and Sienna. The boundary that the harem honored because consent meant all consent, including the consent to not be part of something you hadn’t chosen.

Between them, in the center of the ballroom where prismatic light scattered across the marble floor, the rest of my harem formed a circle.

Not a formation. Not a line. A circle. A geometry of worship.

Lena stood at twelve o’clock. Twenty-two weeks pregnant. Her Pilates-sleek frame had softened into the lushness of pregnancy, her belly round and proud, her high-C cups heavy with milk that beaded on her nipples in the ballroom’s warmth. Honey-blonde hair swinging. She looked like a fertility goddess carved from golden stone.

Skye stood at five o’clock, opposite her mother across the circle, maintaining the distance. Twenty-two weeks pregnant. Her petite frame showed the pregnancy more dramatically, her B-cups swollen to a full C, her small belly impossibly round on her tiny body. Inky-brown pixie shag grown into a shag bob. She held a sketchpad, because she was always holding a sketchpad.

April at eight o’clock. Twenty-two weeks. Soft C-cups straining a sundress that had replaced the too-small diner uniform. Chestnut ponytail loose. Bambi-brown eyes glowing with the warmth of someone who’d been shy her whole life and had found, in pregnancy and in this family, a confidence she’d never imagined.

Maria at six o’clock. Fourteen weeks. The swell of her belly was just beginning to show beneath a simple cotton dress. Rosary in her hand. Her silky black hair fell to her waist. She was praying. Always praying. But the prayers had evolved from guilt to gratitude, from Spanish pleas for forgiveness to bilingual hymns of thanksgiving, and tonight she prayed for all of them.

Keisha at four o’clock. Sixteen weeks. Full police captain uniform, badge catching the overhead light, pregnant belly pressing against her navy shirt. She stood like she’d been told she couldn’t have it all and had decided that “all” wasn’t enough.

Rosa at two o’clock. Sister Maria’s cousin. Eight weeks. The pregnancy barely showed on her natural hourglass frame, her E-cups and wide hips hiding the earliest signs. Long black braid. Downcast eyes that rose when I approached. She crossed herself and whispered a prayer that Maria echoed from across the circle.

Victoria at one o’clock. Eight weeks. Platinum blonde hair, red lipstick, fake F-cups straining a silk camisole that her surgeon probably hadn’t designed for pregnancy. She stood with the posture of a trophy wife who was becoming something more.

Sienna at seven o’clock, opposite her mother across the circle, the same boundary honored. Eight weeks. Bright red hair, crop top, tattoo sleeve visible, piercings catching the overhead light. She had her phone out, streaming to her two hundred thousand OnlyFans subscribers. “You’re watching the Breeding Circle,” she narrated. “Governor’s ballroom. The real deal.”

Patricia at three o’clock. Eight weeks. Glasses. Pencil skirt. Wedding ring. She held a tablet with tonight’s data collection spreadsheet open. Even now. Even here.

The circle was complete. Nine women at various stages of pregnancy, carrying my children, arranged in the crystal-lit center of a governor’s ballroom while four more women waited on the perimeter.

I stood in the center.

The plume filled the room. Not the growing, expanding radius I’d been tracking since we arrived at the capital. Something denser. Something that had settled into the mansion’s walls overnight and concentrated in this ballroom, drawn by the mass of bodies and desire and the chemistry of eighteen women who wanted the same thing at the same time.

“Diane first,” I said.

She walked to the center of the ballroom. Pearls catching light with each step. She stood before me, touched my face, and said: “I want your child. I want the evidence of what you are growing inside the body of the woman he threw away.”

I laid her on the marble floor. The circle parted around us like a living frame. I slid the silk nightgown up her thighs. She was bare beneath. Natural D-cups rising and falling with her breath, dark nipples stiff, her body a map of fifty-one years of life and beauty and neglect that I was about to rewrite.

I entered her slowly. She closed her eyes. The pearls pooled in the hollow of her throat. The chandelier swayed above us, barely, just enough to shift the light across her face. Her pussy welcomed me with liquid heat, opening around my cock inch by inch, her inner walls gripping me with the gentle desperation of a body that had been empty for too long.

“Fill me,” she whispered. “Let him see the news tomorrow and know that his wife carries another man’s child.”

I took Diane Caldwell in the center of the circle while nine pregnant women watched and four more waited. She was warm and open and her body welcomed me with three years of loneliness dissolving in each stroke. I held her thighs open and fucked her with deliberate, missionary tenderness, watching her face, watching the composure crack, watching the elegant mask melt into raw need. Her D-cups rolled with each thrust, the pearls sliding between them. Her drawl thickened as the pleasure built, words dissolving into vowels, vowels dissolving into moans that bounced off the vaulted ceiling.

She came with her back arched off the marble, pearls scattering light, Southern moans echoing off the vaulted ceiling and returning to her like applause. Her pussy clenched around me in deep, rolling contractions, milking my cock with a rhythm that was ancient and primal. I came inside her. Deep. Holding myself buried to the hilt while I pulsed and filled her, each spurt a deliberate act of creation. The orgasm was solemn, intentional, sex that was about legacy rather than release. I stayed inside her until the last pulse faded, until I felt my cum settle warm inside the governor’s wife.

Diane lay on the marble. Touched her belly. Smiled.

“Next.”

Harper walked forward. Reading glasses on. She’d removed her skirt entirely, standing in the cream blouse and black panties and heels, the AG of the state presenting herself for breeding with the same deliberate confidence she’d brought to every prosecution.

“Let me be clear,” she said, pulling the panties down. “I am requesting this. Voluntarily. Enthusiastically.”

“Noted, Counselor.”

She lay on the marble beside Diane. I positioned myself between her legs. Her dark skin glowed against the white marble floor. Her glasses caught the light.

I pushed into her. She was slick and swollen, the arousal of an hour of watching and waiting coating my cock the instant I entered. She gripped my shoulders and whispered legal terminology that dissolved into moans that dissolved into sounds that had no words, just the raw acoustics of a body receiving what it needed. Her pussy was tight and muscular, a runner’s body gripping me with lean strength, and each thrust drew a new sound from her as her composure crumbled.

“Due process,” she gasped, glasses fogging. “Equal protection. The right to… to…”

“To what?”

“To be bred by the man who is going to run this state.”

I drove deep, pinning her hips to the marble, grinding my cock against her cervix. Her legs locked around me, strong calves pressing into my lower back, pulling me in. I fucked the Attorney General on the governor’s ballroom floor with long, deep strokes, her dark skin gleaming in the chandelier light, her lace bra pushed above her breasts, dark nipples catching the prismatic light each time her body rocked. She came with her glasses askew and her hands clawing the marble and a sound that the ballroom’s acoustics amplified into something cathedral, her pussy seizing around me in waves that felt like a verdict being delivered.

I released deep inside her. Thick, heavy pulses, filling the AG while her pussy milked each one with prosecutorial thoroughness. She pressed her hips up, taking every drop, and when the last pulse faded and my cock softened inside her, her hand found Diane’s hand beside her. Two women, bred side by side on the governor’s ballroom floor, both leaking my cum onto the marble.

Brooke came from the west side. Pearl studs. Tennis skirt pushed up. She lay on the marble on the other side of the ballroom from her mother, maintaining the distance, and opened herself with the fearless certainty of a nineteen-year-old who’d decided who she was and didn’t need anyone’s permission.

“Make it count,” she said.

I entered her. She was still tight from two days ago, her body learning, adjusting, and the sound she made when I filled her was the sound of something settling into place. The ballroom floor held us both, the governor’s daughter beneath me while her mother lay fifty feet away with my cum still warm inside her, and neither of them looked at the other because the boundary was respected, always respected, even in the center of everything.

Brooke came with her pearl studs bright against her flushed skin and her blonde hair spread across the marble and her hands on my chest and a whisper that was meant for me alone: “My father tried to control every woman in his life. He failed.”

I filled her. She smiled up at the vaulted ceiling.

Dani was last of the four.

She walked to the center of the ballroom in full uniform. Campaign hat on. Badge pinned. She didn’t remove any of it. She undid her pants, pushed them to her thighs, braced her hands on the marble floor, and assumed the position with the discipline of a trooper executing a procedure.

“Breed me,” she said. “That’s an order.”

I pushed into her from behind. She was tight, brutally tight, her muscular pussy clenching around me like a fist, every CrossFit muscle engaged, her body treating my cock like a challenge to be met with maximum force. I gripped her narrow hips, my thumbs pressing into the dimples above her ass, and drove in until my balls pressed against her clit.

The trooper and I found our rhythm in the center of the circle. Hard. Fast. No tenderness. Dani didn’t want tenderness. She wanted to be fucked the way she trained, with intensity and purpose. Her badge clinked against the marble with each thrust, the metal scraping the polished floor. The pregnant circle watched, nine women carrying my children, and Dani’s moans were clipped, controlled at first, then ragged, then animal, her discipline falling away stroke by stroke.

She came with a shout that bounced off the ballroom ceiling and echoed through the vaulted space above us, her pussy clamping down on me with a force that matched her deadlift grip, every contraction a demand. I drove deep and came with my cock buried to the hilt in the trooper, flooding her with everything I had left, and she took it with a grunt of satisfaction and pressed her forehead to the cold marble and breathed.

Four women. Four fresh creampies on the governor’s ballroom floor.

The pregnant circle closed around us. Not for sex. For worship.

Lena knelt beside me. Her twenty-two-week belly pressed against my thigh. She raised her breast and squeezed, and warm milk arced from her nipple to my mouth. I drank. Coconut and vanilla and the sweetness that had been there since that first morning in the kitchen.

“Rest,” she said. “We’re here.”

Skye appeared on my other side. Opposite her mother. She pressed her own swollen breast to my cheek and I drank from her too, the milk sweeter, thinner, the early production of a first-time mother whose body was learning to nourish.

April knelt at my feet. Hands on her belly. Tears on her cheeks. She pressed her lips to my knee and whispered thank you, the way she always whispered thank you, because April had been a shy waitress who dropped straws on purpose and she still couldn’t believe this was her life.

Maria and Keisha held hands across the circle. Keisha’s badge and Maria’s rosary catching the same warm light. They prayed together, the ex-nun and the police captain, in English and Spanish, a prayer that was half gratitude and half promise.

Rosa knelt beside Maria, her cousin. Their hands found each other. Two Latina women, both formerly devout, both carrying Logan’s children, both praying in Spanish with the fervent whisper of women who’d found a new kind of faith.

Victoria stood at the edge of the circle, one hand on her barely-showing belly, red lipstick still perfect, and announced to no one in particular: “I’m going to need a bigger dress.” Then she joined the chant that Rosa and Maria had started, her voice carrying the rhythm, adding English to the Spanish, the circle’s murmur rising and falling like a tide.

Sienna lowered her phone for a moment. She mouthed the words, her lips moving without sound, and then she picked the phone back up and filmed everything. Her two hundred thousand subscribers watched a breeding circle in a governor’s ballroom at midnight, crystal light scattering across marble, pregnant women glowing, four freshly-bred women lying on marble, and a man in the center being fed milk by two mothers while the world changed shape around him.

Patricia sat in a chair she’d pulled to the edge of the circle. She compiled data on her tablet, but her lips moved with the chant too, the spreadsheet forgotten for a moment as she joined the low, collective hum. She adjusted her glasses. Her wedding ring caught the light.

At 11:58 PM, Patricia’s phone buzzed. She read the alert. Looked up.

“Governor Caldwell has signed his resignation. Effective midnight.”

The ballroom fell silent.

Midnight struck. The mansion’s grandfather clock in the foyer chimed twelve times, each chime echoing through the marble hallways to the ballroom where eighteen women and one man listened.

With the twelfth chime, Hank Caldwell ceased to be governor.

The ballroom erupted. Not in cheers. In something quieter. Something like a collective exhale. Diane pressed her hand to her mouth. Brooke closed her eyes. Harper removed her glasses and polished them on her blouse, which was the AG equivalent of weeping.

Dani stood, adjusted her campaign hat, and said: “The governor’s mansion is now unoccupied.”

“It’s not unoccupied,” Diane said. She looked around the ballroom. At the women. At the light falling across marble floors that held the evidence of a new beginning. “It’s full.”

The crystal chandelier swayed one more time, catching the light, scattering it across every face in the room.

Nobody moved to leave.


Chapter 24: New Governor

Lieutenant Governor Claire Dubois was sworn in at nine AM on the steps of the statehouse, in a navy dress and sensible heels, with a Bible and a promise and the expression of someone who’d been preparing for this moment her entire career and had expected it to arrive through election, not through scandal.

I watched the ceremony on the hotel suite’s television with Diane beside me. She wore her pearls and a cream blouse and composed despite having spent the night in her husband’s former mansion with his replacement’s cum drying on her thighs. She didn’t cry. She didn’t celebrate. She watched the new governor take the oath and nodded once, the Southern lady’s minimal acknowledgment that the world had changed.

“I’ve known Claire for twelve years,” Diane said. “She was Hank’s running mate because she polled well with suburban women. She’s competent, pragmatic, and smarter than he ever gave her credit for.”

“Is she an ally?”

“She’s a politician. She’ll be whatever she needs to be.” Diane straightened a pearl at her throat. “But she requested a private meeting with you at ten. That’s not something a hostile governor does.”

The meeting was scheduled in the governor’s office. Not the mansion. The statehouse office. The formal one, with the state flag and the portraits and the heavy desk where governors had signed legislation for two centuries.

I arrived at 9:55. The plume preceded me through the statehouse corridors. It had been growing since Monday evening, saturating the building, soaking into the marble and the ventilation and the institutional carpet. Every woman I passed in the hallway felt it. The security guard at the elevator. The aide carrying file folders. The stenographer waiting outside the governor’s office with a shorthand pad and a flush that spread from her collarbone to her ears.

Patricia walked with me. Glasses on. Tablet in hand. Wedding ring visible.

“Claire Dubois,” she said, briefing me with her usual efficiency, having researched every political figure in the state. “Forty-eight. Brunette. Former prosecutor in the eastern district. Served six years as lieutenant governor. Divorced, two adult sons. Known for three things: competence, pragmatism, and the ability to read a room faster than anyone in state politics.”

“That’s useful.”

“That’s dangerous. She’ll have made up her mind about you before you say a word. Whatever you do in that office, make it count.”

The governor’s office door was open. An aide gestured me in. Patricia stayed in the anteroom, which was her preference, close enough to consult, far enough to give me room.

The office was large. Stately. A room designed to communicate that its occupant was in charge and everyone else was a guest. Dark wood paneling. State seal on the carpet. The desk, a massive walnut piece that had served twelve governors, dominated the back wall. Behind it, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the statehouse grounds.

Claire Dubois stood behind the desk. She didn’t sit. She stood, hands clasped behind her back, studying me as I entered the way a prosecutor studies a witness before the first question.

She was forty-eight. Brunette. Chin-length bob, practical, styled but not fussed over. Medium build. Not tall, not short. She wore a charcoal blazer over a white blouse, an outfit that said “I am serious” in every language politics spoke. Her face was sharp. High cheekbones. Smart eyes. No jewelry except a simple watch. She looked like someone who’d spent her entire life being underestimated by men and had used every second of it to outmaneuver them.

“Mayor Hart.” Her voice was measured. Neither warm nor cold. Neutral the way politicians achieved neutral, every option preserved by the absence of emotional commitment.

“Governor Dubois.”

“Please. Sit.”

I sat in the chair across from the desk. The supplicant’s chair. The same one I’d sat in when Harper summoned me. Leather. Comfortable. Designed for people who were about to be told something.

Claire didn’t sit. She walked around the desk. Not to the window. Not to the bookshelf. She walked to the front of the desk, leaned against it, and folded her arms.

Close to me. Eight feet. Inside the plume’s concentrated radius.

“I’ve read every file,” she said. “Diane’s corruption evidence. Harper’s cooperation agreement. The federal Health study. Captain Williams’s crime statistics. Captain Reeves’s testimony.” She studied me, adding up a sum, not yet decided whether the total was worth the investment. “I’ve watched every clip. Victoria O’Brien’s budget presentations. The restaurant live streams. The sorority girl’s Instagram. The trooper at the witness table.”

“And?”

“And I know exactly what you are.”

She said it the way a prosecutor says “I know what happened.” Not a question. Not an accusation. A statement of fact, delivered with the confidence of six years spent learning how to read power. She’d just read all of mine in a single morning.

“You’re a twenty-year-old man with a genetic anomaly that makes you the most effective political weapon in American history,” she said. “And the outcomes from Brookvale are better than anything my office has produced in six years of trying.”

She uncrossed her arms. Placed her hands on the desk behind her.

“I’m a pragmatist, Mayor Hart. I don’t have moral opinions about pheromones. I have policy opinions about outcomes.”

“So what are you proposing?”

She looked at me. The plume coiled between us. I watched her process it. The awareness arriving as warmth and heightened attention and the electricity of a body recognizing a stimulus it had never encountered before.

She didn’t fight it. Claire Dubois was too smart to fight something she’d already decided she wanted.

“I’m proposing a partnership,” she said. “State resources for Brookvale. Funding for the pheromone research zone. Legislative protection for the free-use framework. In exchange, you cooperate with the federal study, maintain the consent protocols, and expand the economic model to other municipalities when the data supports it.”

“That’s the policy proposal.”

“That’s the policy proposal.”

“And the personal one?”

She smiled. The first smile. Small. Precise. She’d been waiting for me to ask.

“I’ve read every file,” she repeated. “Watched every clip.” She hiked her skirt. Charcoal fabric sliding up toned thighs. She sat on the edge of the desk, legs uncrossed, and looked at me with the expression of a brand-new governor about to discover that power had a texture she’d never imagined.

“I know exactly what you are,” she said. “Now show me.”

I stood.

Claire Dubois was not like the other women. She wasn’t nervous like April or defiant like Brooke or desperate like Diane or disciplined like Harper. She was something none of them had been: completely, crystallinely clear-eyed about what she wanted and why.

She wanted to understand. The way a prosecutor wants to understand a case. From the inside.

I stepped between her legs. She placed her hands on my shoulders. Her touch was deliberate. Analytical. The touch of a woman cataloguing sensations for future reference.

I kissed her. She kissed back. Not with passion but with attention, the focused attention of someone who was learning.

Then the plume hit her. Not gradually, the way it had hit Diane over days or Harper over a week. The concentrated radius, days strong now, saturated the space between us and Claire inhaled sharply and her analytical control cracked straight down the middle.

“Oh,” she said. “Oh. That’s… I see.”

“What do you see?”

“Everything everyone described. It’s not coercion. It’s…” She swallowed. Her hands tightened on my shoulders. “It’s like standing next to a bonfire when you’ve been cold your entire life.”

I unbuttoned her blazer. Slid it off her shoulders. She helped, shrugging it free with practiced efficiency, the same motion she’d performed in a thousand professional settings. Beneath the blazer, the white blouse was tucked into the charcoal skirt. She was leaner than I expected. Athletic in a runner’s way, like Harper, but softer. A body that exercised for health rather than for competition.

I unbuttoned the blouse. She watched my hands. Each button revealing more. A simple white bra, cotton, practical. She unhooked it herself, efficient. Her breasts were medium, B-cups that suited her frame, natural, with nipples that had already stiffened.

“Data collection,” she murmured. “Consider this executive research.”

I pulled her to the edge of the desk. She leaned back on her hands, the governor’s desk supporting her weight, and I knelt. Pulled her panties down. Simple cotton. Matching the bra. She stepped out of them and I pressed my mouth to her.

Claire Dubois tasted like coffee and ambition and six years in a man’s shadow. She was about to discover what the light felt like.

I ate her out on the governor’s desk. She gripped the walnut edge, the same desk where twelve governors had signed legislation, and her self-possession dissolved in increments. First the analytical observations stopped. Then the professional vocabulary failed. Then the gubernatorial posture collapsed and she was just a woman with her legs over a man’s shoulders, back arched, head thrown back, mouth open.

She came on my tongue with a sound that the office’s soundproofing barely contained. Her thighs clamped around my head. Her hips bucked against my mouth. She tasted sharp and clean and her orgasm was precise, efficient even in pleasure, sharp and sudden and controlled.

“Now,” she said, breathless. “While I can still think straight.”

I stood. Freed myself. She looked at my cock with the clinical interest of a woman evaluating a piece of legislation, and then the clinical interest dissolved into something far less analytical.

I pushed into her. She was wet from the orgasm, slick and swollen, and she took me with a gasp that echoed off the portraits of former governors. Her pussy gripped me immediately, tight, the involuntary clench of a body overwhelmed by fullness it hadn’t felt in too long. I sank to the hilt and held, letting her adjust, and the sound she made was halfway between a policy brief and a prayer.

“God,” she breathed. “Now I understand the budget numbers.”

The governor’s desk creaked beneath us both. Her heels dug into my lower back, sharp little anchors of urgency. Her hands gripped the desk edge. I withdrew and thrust back in, long and deep, and her entire body jolted. The state seal carpet muffled the sounds that the desk’s rocking produced. She was tight and responsive and her body moved with the efficiency of everything she did, hips matching my rhythm, breathing synchronized, every motion purposeful, her pussy squeezing me on each stroke like she was trying to wring a confession from my cock.

“The cabinet meeting,” she gasped between thrusts. “Starts in… thirty minutes.”

“Then we’d better be efficient.”

“I’m always efficient.” She pulled me closer. Deeper. Wrapped her legs tighter. Her breath caught as I changed the angle and my cock dragged along her front wall. “But right now I’m also… oh God… extremely… motivated…”

I picked up the pace. Fucked the new governor properly, the desk shaking, her body sliding on the polished walnut, and I reached between us, found her clit still swollen from the first orgasm, and pressed my thumb against it. She bucked beneath me.

She came a second time. This one was bigger. Her body arched off the desk, legs shaking around my waist, her professional veneer shattered completely. She screamed with the abandon of six years of repressed impulse finally, spectacularly, unpacked, her pussy seizing around me in violent contractions that pulled me so deep I could feel her cervix against my tip.

I emptied into her. Thick, heavy pulses that filled the governor of the state while she pressed her hips to mine and took everything, her pussy milking each spurt with rhythmic, greedy clenches. When the orgasm passed she lay on the desk for ten seconds, breathing hard, staring at the ceiling, my cum pooling warm inside her.

Then she sat up. Smoothed her hair. Found her bra. Her blouse. Buttoned up. Checked the watch. Twelve minutes until the cabinet meeting.

“That,” she said, “was the most informative briefing I’ve ever received.”

“Happy to provide follow-up analysis.”

“You’ll provide it during the cabinet meeting.” She straightened her blazer. Checked her reflection in the window glass. Adjusted her collar. “I want the cabinet to see how Brookvale’s model works. In practice.”

The cabinet meeting convened at eleven AM in the governor’s conference room, adjacent to the office. Long table. Fourteen seats. Name placards. Water pitchers and legal pads at each place setting.

The cabinet filed in. Department heads, mostly. Secretary of Health. Secretary of Education. Secretary of Commerce. Secretary of Public Safety. Twelve people plus Claire and the state secretary of staff, who took minutes.

Most were women. The state government’s demographics skewed female at the cabinet level, a trend that had accelerated under Caldwell because he preferred women he could control in positions he could micromanage.

They couldn’t be controlled now. The plume had been in the building since Monday. Every one of them had been breathing it for days.

Claire sat at the head of the table. Posture perfect. Voice steady. The new governor, six hours into her term, running her first cabinet meeting with the competence that had gotten her the job.

I stood behind her chair.

“Good morning,” Claire said. “Thank you for accommodating the schedule change. We have a full agenda. Secretary Harris, let’s start with the public health briefing.”

The Secretary of Health, a woman in her fifties with silver-streaked hair and wire-rimmed glasses, opened her folder and began presenting data on statewide health metrics. Hospitalization rates. Insurance costs. Mental health service utilization.

I placed my hands on Claire’s shoulders. Her composure was absolute. She listened to the briefing with her full attention, asked a clarifying question about mental health funding allocation, and made a note on her legal pad.

I slid my hands lower. She shifted in her chair. Barely perceptible. The cabinet members noticed nothing.

Under the table, I hiked her skirt. She was still wet from twenty minutes ago. I had expected her to put her panties back on. She hadn’t.

I pushed into her from behind as she sat in the governor’s chair at the head of the cabinet table. She was still slippery with my cum from twenty minutes ago, and I slid in with zero resistance, my cock parting her swollen folds and sinking deep into warmth that was already familiar. The mix of her arousal and my earlier load made the entry obscenely slick, and she pressed her lips together to trap the moan.

Claire’s eyes widened for one beat. One. Her pussy clenched around me, an involuntary spasm of recognition. Then she was back.

“Thank you, Secretary Harris. Let’s move to education funding. Secretary Whitfield?”

The Secretary of Education, a Black woman in her forties with reading glasses that reminded me of Harper’s, launched into a presentation about school budgets and teacher retention.

Claire listened. Nodded. Took notes. Her penmanship was steady. Her voice, when she asked about the retention numbers in rural districts, was clear and professional.

I thrust. She absorbed the motion. Her body adjusted, the way bodies did in Brookvale, the way women learned to accommodate the rhythm without interrupting their work. The free-use skill that Brookvale had developed into an art form was spreading, right now, to the state level.

“The retention crisis in the eastern counties,” Claire said, making a note, “requires a targeted incentive package.” She paused. Drew a breath that was slightly longer than professional necessity required. “I’d like a proposal on my desk by Friday.”

“Yes, Governor.”

I reached around and found her clit. She pressed her pen harder against the legal pad. A small indent appeared in the paper. No other sign.

“Commerce report. Secretary Alvarez.”

The Commerce Secretary began speaking about tourism revenue, small business grants, and the economic impact of the Brookvale phenomenon on surrounding counties. The irony was not lost on anyone that the governor was learning about Brookvale’s economic impact while Brookvale’s mayor was inside her.

“The tourism spillover effect,” Secretary Alvarez noted, “has generated approximately twelve million dollars in the three-county region surrounding Brookvale since the pheromone became permanent.”

“That figure aligns with the data Brookvale’s counsel presented at yesterday’s hearing,” Claire said. Her voice hitched on “hearing.” She covered it with a sip of water. “I’d like Commerce to develop a framework for regional economic cooperation that formalizes the benefit-sharing model.”

“Yes, Governor.”

Cabinet members took notes. Adjusted their agendas. Filed reports. The meeting was professional, efficient, productive. A proper cabinet meeting, the sort Caldwell had never run because he was too busy embezzling funds and managing affairs to actually govern.

The difference was that this cabinet meeting featured the governor being fucked at the head of the table by the mayor of Brookvale, and nobody was stopping her from doing her job.

Claire came during the Public Safety report. The Secretary was describing state trooper deployment numbers and Dani’s name came up, and the mention of the trooper who’d testified on C-SPAN combined with the pressure of my thumb on her clit and the thrust that hit the right angle at the right moment, and Claire orgasmed in the governor’s chair at the head of the cabinet table.

She held her pen. She kept her eyes on Secretary Morrison. Her pussy clamped down on me in fierce, rhythmic pulses, each one wringing my cock, her inner walls milking me with an intensity that bordered on desperate. She pressed her lips together and the sound that escaped was a soft exhalation that could have been anything, agreement or consideration or the release of a breath she’d been holding. Under the table, her free hand gripped her own thigh hard enough to leave nail marks.

Nobody noticed. Or if they noticed, nobody said anything. The plume was doing its work. Three days of saturation had shifted the building’s baseline. What would have been shocking on Monday was, by Thursday, ambient.

I finished inside her during the final agenda item, my cock buried deep in the governor’s pussy while she reviewed an executive order. The orgasm hit me in slow, heavy pulses, each one flooding her with fresh warmth, and I felt her bear down on me, her body accepting every rope of cum with a subtle grinding motion that she disguised as adjusting her seat. She pressed her hips down into the chair and took it all, and signed the executive order that Secretary Harris placed before her, and her signature was steady, the same precise penmanship she’d used on every document that morning, while my cum settled inside her alongside the load from twenty minutes ago.

The executive order designated Brookvale Township as a “Pheromone Research Cooperation Zone” with state funding. It established a framework for continued federal cooperation, community consent protocols, and economic impact monitoring. It was the policy architecture that Patricia had been building for weeks, codified into law with the stroke of a governor’s pen.

Claire signed it. Capped the pen. Looked up at her cabinet.

“Thank you all. That concludes today’s meeting. Department reports are due by close of business Monday.”

The cabinet rose. Filed out. Professional. Efficient. The kind of people who governed a state and adjusted to new circumstances because that’s what competent people did.

When the room was empty, Claire stood. Smoothed her skirt. Turned to me.

“The plume,” she said. “It’s permanent in this building now.”

“Yes.”

“Even when you leave.”

“I don’t know. It was permanent in Brookvale after twenty-one weeks of presence. It’s been here less than a week.”

“I can feel it.” She touched the edge of the conference table. “In the walls. In the air. It’s not going away.”

She was right. I could feel it too. The plume had settled into the statehouse the way it had settled into Brookvale’s streets and buildings. Not growing. Not shrinking. Just present. Permanent. A new constant in the architecture of state power.

“This changes things,” Claire said. “If the plume persists here without your presence, it means it can spread. It means Brookvale isn’t the only possible site.”

“That’s what the federal study is tracking.”

“That’s what the federal study should be accelerating.” She picked up a phone. Direct line to the Secretary of Health. “Harris. I want the federal cooperation team expanded. Additional researchers. Broader geographic study. I want to understand the persistence mechanisms by end of month.”

She hung up. Looked at me.

“You should go back to Brookvale,” she said. “Your town needs its mayor. And I need to govern a state that just discovered it has a permanent pheromone presence in its capitol building.”

“Will you be all right?”

She gave me the look. The prosecutor’s look. The one that said she’d been all right since law school and didn’t need a twenty-year-old to check.

“I’ll be more than all right.” She straightened her blazer. “I’ll be effective.”

I left the governor’s office. The hallway was quiet. The plume hung in the air, invisible and undeniable, the texture of a new world settling into the old one.

Patricia was waiting in the anteroom. Glasses on. Tablet in hand.

“The motorcade is ready,” she said. “Brookvale delegation departs in an hour. Diane and Brooke are staying at the capital for now. Diane has legal proceedings related to the divorce. Brooke has finals.”

“And Harper?”

“Harper is in her office. She said to tell you that the federal referral was sent to the US Attorney this morning. She’s making noises about driving down to Brookvale sooner rather than later. I think she wants to see the town for herself.”

“And Dani?”

Patricia twisted her wedding ring. “Dani filed her transfer paperwork forty minutes ago. She’s escorting the motorcade home. To Brookvale.”

I smiled.

“Let’s go home.”


Chapter 25: National Attention

The Brookvale town limits sign appeared through the windshield at 4:17 PM, green and white, unremarkable, a sign that every small town in America had and nobody ever noticed.

Except that this sign had been modified. Someone, probably Sienna with her phone in one hand and a can of spray paint in the other, had added a line beneath “Population 15,000” that read: SATISFACTION RATE 98.6%.

Dani’s cruiser led the motorcade through the town limits. The moment we crossed, the plume hit. Not the growing, concentrating radius I’d been managing in the capital. The permanent, saturating, town-wide presence that had been Brookvale’s reality for twenty-one weeks. It washed over the motorcade like a warm bath and I felt my shoulders drop for the first time in days.

Home.

The streets were different from what I’d left. Not physically. The bungalow rows were the same, the maples the same, the mailbox clusters the same. But there were more people. Tourists, identifiable by their cameras and their wide eyes and the unmistakable posture of people trying to look like they belonged somewhere they obviously didn’t. They lined Main Street three deep, snapping photos of the QuickBite Grill and Dana’s restaurant and the townhouse where everything had started.

And there were buses. Three tourist buses parked on Main Street, which was two more than the town’s parking infrastructure could support. A fourth was trying to parallel park, badly.

Patricia’s phone buzzed the moment we entered cell range. She’d been on calls since we left the capital, coordinating the homecoming with the same precision she brought to everything.

“Town hall is set up,” she reported. “Full harem. Full celebration. Dana catered. Sienna’s been streaming prep footage for three hours and her subscriber count just hit two hundred and twelve thousand.”

“Sienna’s monetizing the homecoming.”

“Sienna monetizes everything. It’s actually generating significant revenue for the town’s tourism fund.” Patricia adjusted her glasses. “I’ve started tracking it as an economic indicator.”

The motorcade pulled up to town hall. The parking lot was full. The overflow had filled the surrounding streets. A crowd was gathered on the steps, residents and tourists and media mixed together in the chaos of a small town that had become the most famous municipality in America.

I stepped out of the SUV. The crowd noise hit me. Cheers. Applause. Camera shutters. A woman I didn’t recognize shouting “VOTE HART” despite the fact that I’d already won every election I’d run in.

Dani stepped out of her cruiser. Full trooper uniform. Campaign hat. She surveyed the crowd with professional assessment, then nodded. “Secure.”

Keisha emerged from the second SUV, police captain uniform pressed, sixteen-week belly round and proud beneath the navy fabric. She took position beside Dani. Two women in two uniforms. Local and state. Their combined authority forming a security perimeter that was more symbolic than necessary because Brookvale was the safest town in America.

I walked up the steps. Through the doors. Into the town hall that I’d signed my first permit in four weeks ago while Sandra rode me at the desk.

The main hall was transformed.

Dana had outdone herself. The long tables that normally held municipal agendas and public comment forms were laden with food. Tacos, empanadas, grilled corn, rice and beans, three kinds of salsa, a tower of churros. The smell was cumin and cilantro and fryer oil, Dana’s version of aromatherapy, love expressed in calories.

Banners hung from the ceiling. Not the political kind. Handmade. Skye’s work, clearly, watercolor and charcoal mixed with spray paint. One read WELCOME HOME MAYOR. Another featured a stylized portrait of me that was either flattering or obscene depending on the angle.

And the harem was there. All of them. Every woman who’d chosen me, arranged not by plan but by the natural geography of how they moved through the world.

Lena stood at the kitchen station that someone had set up near the back wall. Twenty-two weeks pregnant, belly enormous, honey-blonde hair pinned up, wearing an apron and nothing else. She was flipping pancakes. Because of course she was. The first thing she’d done the morning after my plume awakened was flip pancakes, and the tradition had survived every escalation since.

She saw me. Smiled. Flipped a pancake onto a plate.

“Hungry?” she asked. Milk beaded on her nipple and dripped onto the griddle. It sizzled.

“Starving.”

I crossed the room to her. Took the plate. Ate a pancake that tasted like butter and maple and the warmth of the woman who’d been the first to say yes. Then I put the plate down and kissed her, hard, and she pressed her pregnant belly against me and whispered: “Welcome home.”

Victoria O’Brien was at the podium. She’d taken to podiums the way some women took to yoga, a daily practice that centered her and gave her purpose. She stood in a fitted cream dress that her F-cups strained against, red lipstick fresh, platinum hair immaculate. She was giving a speech.

“Ladies and gentlemen and members of the press, I would like to formally welcome Mayor Hart back to Brookvale after his historic visit to the state capital, where he achieved…”

I walked up behind the podium.

Victoria didn’t pause. She never paused anymore.

“…achieved the dismissal of all state regulatory charges, the resignation of a corrupt governor, and the establishment of state-funded cooperation for our community’s pheromone research program.”

I lifted her dress. No panties. She’d stopped wearing them months ago and hadn’t gone back.

I slid into her. She was soaking, her pussy practically gushing, the slick heat engulfing my cock the moment I pushed past her entrance. She was always wet at podiums now. Something about the microphone and the audience and the authority of public speaking combined with the plume to make Victoria O’Brien perpetually ready for exactly this. Her pussy gripped me with the familiar squeeze of surgically-tightened walls, and I sank to the base in one stroke.

Her fake tits bounced with each thrust, the unnatural jiggle of implants that defied gravity and drew every eye in the room. The audience, a mix of harem and press and tourists, watched with varying degrees of shock and familiarity. The Brookvale residents didn’t blink. The tourists’ jaws dropped. The press took notes.

“The economic impact of Mayor Hart’s capital visit,” Victoria continued, voice steady, gesturing at nobody in particular while her pussy squelched wetly around my cock with each stroke, “is projected to exceed twenty million dollars in direct and indirect revenue for the tri-county region.”

She orgasmed during the infrastructure section. Her back arched, pressing those rock-hard F-cups against the podium’s edge, nipples dragging across the lacquered wood. Her red lipstick smeared on the microphone as her mouth dropped open. Her pussy seized around me, rhythmic contractions milking my shaft while she gripped the podium and let the wave pass through her. She recovered in two seconds and continued: “Water treatment facility upgrades remain on schedule.”

I drove deep and spilled into her, thick pulses of cum flooding the trophy wife while she delivered fiscal projections without missing a beat. She clenched once, taking the last of it, then smoothed her dress over my cum trickling down her thighs. Returned to the speech. Not a word missed.

The celebration spiraled from there.

Sienna set up in a corner with ring lights and her phone. Bright red hair, crop top, piercings catching every flash of light, tattoo sleeve visible. She’d positioned herself for maximum camera angle and was livestreaming to her two hundred thousand subscribers with practiced ease, her sex-and-media empire running on autopilot.

“Welcome to the Homecoming Stream, everyone. Two hundred K of you watching. The mayor is home. Brookvale is thriving. And yes, that IS the trooper from C-SPAN.”

She panned to Dani, who was standing guard by the door in full uniform. Dani looked at the camera. Looked at Sienna. Adjusted her badge.

“She’s shy,” Sienna told her audience. “Give it an hour.”

Coach Riley organized what she called a “victory lap relay.” She stripped to her sports bra and compression shorts, stretched, and announced: “Me, Dana, Marcy, Kayla. Fifteen minutes each. Who’s timing?”

Skye held up her phone. “I’m timing and filming.”

“For the art documentary?”

“For the art documentary. And posterity.”

Riley went first. She braced against the wall, shredded arms flexed, shelf booty presented like a challenge, compression shorts yanked to her thighs. I took her standing, driving into her from behind, her tight athletic pussy gripping me with the same ferocity she brought to deadlifts. She pushed back into each thrust, her abs visible as they clenched, and she counted the strokes like reps. She came in eight minutes, her pussy convulsing in quick, sharp spasms, shattering her personal record from the hotel, and celebrated with a victory lap around the room that was literal, she actually jogged a lap, compression shorts damp, fist in the air, my cum dripping down her inner thigh as she ran.

Dana was next. She set down her serving tongs, wiped her hands on her apron, and bent over the taco table with practiced ease. I slid into her from behind and her pussy welcomed me like an old friend, hot and slippery and generously wide, her thick hips cushioning each impact. Her E-cup breasts pressed against the stainless serving trays, gold hoop earrings swinging with each thrust. She continued plating food, never once breaking rhythm, and she came with a sound that she would have described as “searing” if she’d been reviewing a dish, her pussy clenching around me while she ladled guacamole with a steady hand. I filled her and she went back to plating without missing an order, my cum joining the mess on her apron.

Marcy didn’t wait for her turn. She intercepted me between Dana and Kayla, her floral wrap dress finally giving up the structural battle it had been fighting since dawn, snapping open to reveal a full-figure body that was pure abundance. Her G-cup breasts engulfed me with smothering warmth, and she pulled me into her on the nearest chair, sinking down onto my cock with a wet, satisfied moan, her pussy enveloping me in pillowy heat. She rode me with the bouncing enthusiasm of a woman who believed more was always more. “CHAMP!” she bellowed when she came, her whole body shaking, pussy squeezing me in big rolling waves, slapping the table hard enough to make the churro tower wobble.

Kayla followed her mother. Softer, sweeter, her DD-cups pressing against the formica of a table she’d claimed, mocha hair in its pink bow, waist bead chain jingling against the table edge as I took her from behind. Her pussy was tighter than her mother’s, eager and fluttering, and she pushed her round ass back to meet each thrust. She came fast, the way she always came fast when her mother was watching, with a breathy little “oh!” and her pussy milking me in rapid pulses. She kissed me with a mouth that tasted like gum and honey.

April took notes on the celebration for the town newsletter. She sat at a small desk in the corner with a notepad and a pen, her twenty-two-week belly resting against the desk’s edge, chestnut ponytail over her shoulder. Her handwriting was careful, precise.

“Mayor Hart returned to Brookvale at approximately 4:17 PM to enthusiastic reception,” she wrote.

I stood behind her. Slid my hand under the desk. Found her.

She kept writing.

“The homecoming celebration, catered by Dana Cruz of QuickBite Grill, featured remarks by Victoria O’Brien and was attended by…”

Her pen wavered as my fingers found the right spot.

“…attended by approximately one hundred and fifty residents and visitors…”

Her breath caught. The pen trembled. A drop of ink smudged the notepad.

“…including members of the national press corps…”

She came on my hand with a soft gasp that nobody in the room heard except me. Her pen stopped. Her eyes closed. Then she opened them, dipped the pen, and continued: “The celebration was described by attendees as ‘historic’ and ‘unprecedented.’”

The pen stopped again. She looked up at me with bambi-brown eyes.

“Can you add ‘and very thorough’?”

I kissed her forehead. “It’s your newsletter.”

Rosa and Maria found each other near the back of the hall. Two cousins, two Latinas, both carrying my children, both formerly devout, both navigating a faith that had been transformed rather than abandoned.

They led a bilingual prayer of thanksgiving. Rosa’s long black braid over one shoulder, Maria’s waist-length hair cascading free. They held hands and prayed in Spanish, and the prayer was beautiful, a hybrid of Catholic tradition and something new, something that acknowledged divine grace in all its forms.

When the prayer ended, they both knelt before me. Side by side. Rosa whispered: “Bendito seas.” Blessed be. Maria echoed it. Their mouths found me together, Rosa’s full lips wrapping around the head while Maria’s tongue traced the underside, two cousins sharing devotion with the reverence of women who’d replaced one form of worship with another and found the new one more honest. They took turns, passing my cock between their mouths like communion, Rosa swallowing deep while Maria lapped at my balls, then switching, Maria taking me to the back of her throat while Rosa’s tongue circled the tip. Their dark eyes looked up at me from beneath long lashes, identical expressions of devoted worship, and when I came they both pressed their faces close, mouths open, and caught it on their tongues and lips, warm ropes of cum painting both of their faces while they whispered prayers of gratitude in Spanish.

Patricia compiled poll data at a corner table. Glasses perched on her nose. Tablet open. Wedding ring catching the light. She’d pulled up national sentiment surveys about the Brookvale phenomenon. The numbers were remarkable.

“Sixty-three percent national approval,” she reported. “Among women aged eighteen to sixty-five, approval is seventy-eight percent. Among men in the same demographic, fifty-one percent.”

“Men approve?”

“The economic data resonates. Happy wives, lower crime, booming economy.” She pushed her glasses up her nose. “Also, the C-SPAN footage of Dani’s testimony has been viewed forty-seven million times. Men are… interested.”

Keisha and Dani stood guard by the main entrance. Matching uniforms. Local and state. Police captain and trooper captain. They’d found a rhythm already, a partnership of two women who understood authority and had chosen to direct it toward the same purpose.

Keisha’s badge caught the light above her pregnant belly. Dani stood at attention beside her, uniform crisp. They looked like a recruitment poster for a law enforcement agency that didn’t exist yet but probably should.

They broke formation simultaneously. Some unspoken signal. They walked toward me from opposite sides of the hall, converging, two uniforms in stereo. Keisha unzipped her navy shirt. Dani unbuckled her duty belt.

“Official security escort,” Keisha said.

“Protective detail,” Dani added.

They took me to the back room, the mayor’s private office, and they took turns. Keisha first, on the desk, badge on, belly proud, her uniform shirt unzipped just enough to show the swell of her sixteen-week belly and the deep mahogany skin beneath. Her muscular thighs spread wide on the desk’s edge and I pushed into her, her pussy tight and wet, the pregnancy making her impossibly sensitive. She gripped the edge of the desk, badge rattling, and came with a groan that was half police captain and half woman undone, her body shaking beneath me while I pumped her full.

Then Dani, against the wall, hat on, campaign brim casting a shadow across her flushed face. She wrapped her muscular legs around me and I drove into her, her tight pussy gripping me with athlete’s force, her A-cups pressing hard against my chest through the gray regulation shirt. She bit my shoulder through the fabric and came with a stifled scream, her whole body clenching around me, every CrossFit muscle firing.

Then both of them at once, positioned on opposite sides of me on the office couch, their mouths working in tandem. Keisha’s full lips and Dani’s fierce ones, both on my cock, tongues meeting along the shaft, taking turns swallowing me deep while the other licked and sucked my balls. Two women in two uniforms serving the same man, badges clinking together when they shifted positions.

Dani came hard when I bent her over the arm of the couch and drove into her, hat staying on by sheer force of will. Keisha came with her badge pressing into my chest when she straddled me for the second round, grinding her swollen clit against me until she shattered. They high-fived over my body, which was the most surreal and somehow the most appropriate gesture of the entire celebration.

Diane had driven down from the capital that morning, postponing her divorce proceedings by a day because she refused to miss this. Pearls. Cream blouse. Working the room with the practiced grace of a political wife. Thirty years of small talk at events, and this was the first where she could be herself. She charmed the press. She chatted with residents. She found Lena at the pancake station and they talked for twenty minutes about motherhood and milk production and the challenges of being the oldest women in a harem that kept getting younger.

Brooke was on the other side of the hall, having hitched a ride with her mother despite finals starting Monday. Streaming Instagram stories. Pearl studs. Tennis skirt. She’d gained a hundred thousand followers since the capital and she was curating her brand with the focus of a pre-law student who’d discovered that influence was a more interesting form of power than litigation.

Harper had surprised everyone by driving down from the capital. She stood in a corner near the windows, reading glasses on, charcoal suit exchanged for a simpler blazer and slacks. She held a glass of water and observed the celebration with analytical distance, pretending to take notes on a legal pad that was mostly blank.

“The federal referral has been received by the US Attorney’s office,” she told me when I approached. “Preliminary review is favorable. I’ll be back for the formal cooperation signing next month.” She adjusted her glasses. “I just wanted to see what this looked like. Brookvale. In person.”

She looked around the room. At the women. At the food and the laughter and the easy physicality of a community that had learned to live with the plume.

“It looks like something that works,” she said quietly.

Prof. Rowan monitored plume readings from a tablet near the window, half-moon lab glasses reflecting the screen, her chestnut French twist coming unpinned as she leaned forward over atmospheric data. She’d been running continuous samples since the motorcade crossed town limits and the numbers were, in her words, “unprecedented.”

The federal cooperation team, two researchers and a data analyst, observed the celebration from a corner table. They’d been in Brookvale for months and had stopped being surprised by anything. They took notes. Collected atmospheric samples. Documented consent protocols in action.

One of the researchers, a woman in her thirties with a lab coat she hadn’t bothered to take off, approached me during a gap in the celebration.

“Mayor Hart. We’ve detected something interesting. The plume’s presence in the state capital is persistent. Our sensors show the compound has been stable at the statehouse for twelve hours since your departure.”

“It’s not fading?”

“It’s not fading. If anything, it’s stabilizing. The same pattern we observed in Brookvale at week three. The compound appears to reach a threshold of saturation and then self-maintains.”

She showed me a graph on her tablet. Two lines. One for Brookvale, twenty-one weeks of stable, permanent pheromone presence. One for the state capital, three days of exposure followed by a plateau that matched Brookvale’s saturation level.

“The implication,” she said, adjusting her lab coat in a way that was probably unconscious and definitely related to the plume, “is that the pheromone can establish permanent presence in locations where you’ve spent sufficient time. The threshold appears to be approximately seventy-two hours.”

“So anywhere I spend three days…”

“Becomes like Brookvale. Permanently.”

She let the implication hang. I let it hang too. The researcher’s pupils were dilated and her hand on the tablet was trembling slightly and she was a scientist who was very good at staying objective and was about to lose that particular battle.

“Thank you for the data,” I said.

“We’re requesting an expanded study,” she said. “Broader geographic scope. Additional research sites. If the seventy-two-hour threshold holds, we need to map the potential expansion pattern before it maps itself.”

“Talk to Patricia. She’ll coordinate with Governor Dubois’s office.”

“Thank you for the… phenomenon.” She clutched her tablet to her chest and retreated to her corner table, where she would probably write the most important research finding of her career while fighting the urge to climb over the table.

Tourist buses idled on Main Street. Three deep. More arriving. The town’s single hotel was booked solid. Dana’s restaurant had a two-hour wait. The QuickBite Grill had hired four new servers. Brookvale was booming.

The celebration wound down at dusk. Not because the energy faded. Because some things were better savored slowly. The tourists returned to their buses. The press filed their stories. The researchers packed their instruments.

The harem stayed.

They gathered in the town hall’s main room as the evening light slanted through the windows, golden, warm. Eighteen women and me. Lena and Skye on one couch, bellies pressed to opposite armrests, maintaining their distance. Victoria and Sienna on opposite sides of the room, the same rule, always the same rule. Dana cleaning up, because Dana always cleaned up, muttering about wasted salsa. April in her corner, finishing the newsletter. Patricia on her tablet. Keisha and Dani by the door. Maria and Rosa praying. Marcy and Kayla sharing a chair that Marcy’s frame made structurally challenging. Coach Riley doing cool-down stretches in the center of the floor. Prof. Rowan in her corner, lab glasses reflecting her tablet screen, still collecting data.

And Diane, in Brookvale for the first time, pearls catching the evening light, looking at the town that had changed everything and deciding, I could see it happening, that this was where she wanted to be.

My phone buzzed.

I pulled it out. A number I didn’t recognize. 202 area code. Washington, D.C.

“Mayor Hart – I’ve been watching everything. The hearing. The trooper. The governor. All of it. My husband is the White House Chief of Staff. He wants to arrange a formal briefing. I want to visit Brookvale. When can we talk? – Margaret Hollis.”

I showed the phone to Patricia. She looked at it. Removed her glasses. Cleaned them slowly. Put them back on.

“Margaret Hollis,” she said. “The White House Chief of Staff’s wife.”

The phone sat in my hand. A message from Washington. The capital of the country reaching out to the mayor of a town with fifteen thousand people and a permanent pheromone cloud and a satisfaction rate of ninety-eight point six percent.

I looked around the room. At the women. At the town through the windows, tourist buses departing, Main Street humming, Dani’s cruiser parked out front with its state insignia and its Brookvale parking permit.

The plume was in this building. In this town. In the state capital, three hours away, soaking into marble and spreading through ventilation and settling into permanence without me.

I killed the screen and walked to the window. The television on the wall was muted, but the chyrons scrolled across every channel. CNN: THE BROOKVALE PHENOMENON: WHAT HAPPENS WHEN A PHEROMONE GOES NATIONAL. Fox: GOVERNOR RESIGNS AMID CORRUPTION SCANDAL; TROOPER TESTIMONY GOES VIRAL. MSNBC: PLUME CONFIRMED PERSISTENT AT STATE CAPITAL; SCIENTISTS RACE TO UNDERSTAND.

Outside, pregnant women walked to Dana’s for dinner. Tourists snapped photos of the townhouse where it all started. Dani waved from her cruiser, campaign hat catching the last of the light.

The sun set over Brookvale. The streetlights came on. The plume hung in the air, invisible, permanent, the texture of a world that was still becoming.

Washington could wait.

Right now, Lena was flipping pancakes. And I was home.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this book, here’s how to get more:

	Leave a review — Even a quick star rating helps other readers find this book.

	Visit my website — Character galleries, sample chapters, and bonus content.

	Follow on Amazon — Get notified when new books drop. No spam, just releases.



More books from Cole Cross are waiting.

Thanks for being here.

Cole Cross
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