
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Glow That Hooks

Mark Grayson wasn’t your average clinic grunt. At 32, he’d carved out a weird little niche for himself working the front desk and assisting at St. Mary’s Pregnancy Clinic, a squat, beige building tucked between a vape shop and a laundromat in a nowhere strip mall. The gig wasn’t glamorous—filing charts, scheduling ultrasounds, wiping down exam tables—but it fed something in him that nothing else could touch. Mark had a thing for pregnant women. Not just a passing interest, not some casual “oh, that’s kinda hot” flicker. No, it was a full-on, balls-deep obsession that had rooted itself in his skull years ago and never let go.

He couldn’t pinpoint when it started, exactly. Maybe it was that summer he was 19, working a shitty retail job, when a woman waddled into the store, belly swollen under a tight tank top, nipples poking through the fabric like they were begging for air. Her skin had this sheen, this fucking glow, and her tits were heavy, veiny, ready to burst. She’d asked him where the baby formula was, and he’d damn near tripped over his own dick getting her there, voice cracking like a teenager. That image stuck with him—burned into his brain like a brand. From then on, he was hooked.

Mark wasn’t a creep about it, at least not outwardly. He didn’t leer or drool in public. He’d trained himself to keep it locked down, to play the part of the polite, dependable clinic guy. Six years at St. Mary’s had polished that mask to a shine. He was good at his job—great, even. The nurses liked him because he didn’t bitch about the grunt work, and the patients liked him because he listened, nodded, cracked a dry joke here and there to ease the tension. “You’re a natural with the moms,” Nurse Carla had told him once, clapping his shoulder. She had no fucking idea how right she was.

The clinic was a revolving door of bellies. Some women came in barely showing, just a faint curve under their shirts. Others rolled up in their third trimester, wincing as they hauled their bloated frames onto the exam table, thighs thick and hips wide from the weight of it all. Mark cataloged every detail like a junkie chasing a fix: the way their shirts stretched tight over the mound, the dark line of the linea nigra snaking down their skin, the way their breathing hitched when they moved too fast. He’d hand them a gown, keep his face neutral, and say, “Take your time,” while his pulse hammered in his throat.

It wasn’t just the look of it. It was the whole damn package—the raw, primal realness of it. These women were carrying life, their bodies stretched and warped to make room for something new. It was messy, brutal, and fucking beautiful. Mark had jerked off to the thought more times than he could count, imagining the heat of their skin, the weight of their tits, the slickness between their legs swollen from hormones. He didn’t care if it was weird. It was his thing, and he owned it in the dark corners of his head.

His life outside the clinic was sparse. He lived alone in a one-bedroom apartment five minutes from work, a place that smelled like stale coffee and gym socks. No girlfriend, no wife—relationships never stuck. Women his age wanted drinks and Netflix, not a guy who’d rather talk about stretch marks and lactation than football. He didn’t give a shit. The clinic was his world, and the women who came through it were his fuel.

Mark’s days followed a rhythm. Clock in at 7:45, brew the shitty break-room coffee, check the schedule. Mornings were light—mostly first-timers getting blood draws or piss tests. Afternoons got busier: ultrasounds, stress tests, the occasional emergency when some chick’s water broke early. He’d shuffle paperwork, prep rooms, and ferry patients back and forth, all while soaking in the sights. A woman named Tara came in every Tuesday at 2:00, 28 weeks along, her belly round and tight as a drum. She’d bitch about her swollen ankles, and he’d nod, eyes flicking to the way her jeans hugged her ass, thickened by the pregnancy. Another regular, Lisa, was 35 weeks, her tits so full they strained her bra straps. She’d laugh and say, “I’m a goddamn cow,” and he’d smirk, thinking, Yeah, and I’d milk you dry.

He kept it professional, always. Never crossed a line, never let his hands linger. But fuck, the fantasies ran wild. He’d picture bending Tara over the exam table, her belly pressing into the edge as he fucked her slow and deep, her moans muffled by the crinkle of the paper sheet. Or Lisa, straddling him in the supply closet, those massive tits bouncing as she rode him, milk leaking down her chest. It was a constant reel in his head, and he lived for it.

The clinic staff was small—two doctors, three nurses, and him. Dr. Patel was a wiry guy in his 50s, all business, barely looked up from his charts. Dr. Nguyen was younger, sharper, caught Mark staring once and gave him a look that said, I see you, asshole. The nurses—Carla, Jen, and Maria—were a mix of jaded and chatty, too busy to notice his quiet fixation. They trusted him to handle the grunt work, and he did. He liked the chaos of it, the way it kept him close to the action.

Mark hadn’t always been at St. Mary’s. Before this, he’d bounced around—hardware store, gas station, a stint at a warehouse. Nothing stuck until he saw the clinic ad on some job board: “Admin Assistant, Medical Experience Preferred.” He had no medical experience, but he bullshitted his way through the interview, talking up his “organizational skills” and “customer service background.” They hired him on the spot, probably desperate. He’d been there ever since, clawing his way from part-time to full-time, learning the ropes, memorizing the lingo. Now he could rattle off terms like “fundal height” and “Braxton Hicks” like he’d gone to med school.

His kink wasn’t a secret to everyone. His old buddy Jake knew—caught Mark scrolling some pregnancy porn site back in college and laughed his ass off. “Dude, you’re fucked up,” Jake had said, but he didn’t judge. Jake was long gone now, moved to Texas or some shit, and Mark didn’t talk about it with anyone else. It was his private vice, and the clinic was his playground.

The women who came in were a mixed bag. Some were young, scared shitless—18, 19, knocked up by accident. Others were older, planned it, glowing in that smug way rich moms do. Mark didn’t care about their stories unless it showed on their bodies. A 22-year-old named Kayla had come in last week, 24 weeks, her belly popping out of a cropped hoodie. She’d bitched about her boyfriend ditching her, and he’d nodded, eyes locked on the stretch marks peeking above her waistband. He’d handed her a water bottle, watched her chug it, her throat working, and thought about how her pussy must look now—swollen, wet, ready.

He wasn’t proud of it, but he wasn’t ashamed either. It was just who he was. The clinic gave him access, kept him close to the source. He’d built a routine around it: work, home, jerk off, sleep, repeat. Sometimes he’d hit the gym, keep himself lean—not ripped, just solid. He didn’t need to be a stud; the women didn’t care what he looked like. They just needed him to be there, steady, holding the clipboard.

Lately, though, the clinic had been busier than usual. Word got around—St. Mary’s was cheap, took shitty insurance, didn’t ask too many questions. The waiting room was starting to overflow, chairs creaking under the weight of all those bellies. Mark didn’t mind the extra work—more bodies meant more to see, more to fuel the fire. But it was stretching him thin. The nurses were snappier, the doctors buried in charts. He’d catch himself rushing, missing details—the way a patient’s hips swayed, the flush on her cheeks. It pissed him off. He didn’t want to miss a fucking thing.

Take yesterday: a woman named Danielle, 31 weeks, came in for a checkup. She was a stunner—dark hair, full lips, belly so round it looked fake. Her shirt rode up when she sat, exposing a sliver of taut skin, and Mark had to clench his jaw to keep from staring too long. She’d complained about back pain, shifting in the chair, and he’d handed her a pillow, voice steady, while his dick twitched in his scrubs. He’d wanted to linger, ask her dumb questions just to hear her talk, but the phone rang—another patient, another crisis. He’d had to move on, and it gnawed at him.

That was the thing: the clinic was his fix, but it was slipping out of his grip. Too many women, too little time. He could feel it building—something was gonna give. He didn’t know what, didn’t know how, but the pressure was there, simmering under the surface. For now, he kept his head down, kept working, kept watching. The glow was still there, every day, pulling him in. He’d ride it as long as he could.


Chapter 2: The Breaking Point

The next day started like any other—Mark clocked in at 7:45, the air in St. Mary’s thick with the tang of antiseptic and burnt coffee. The waiting room was already half-full, a handful of women slouched in chairs, bellies bulging, flipping through dog-eared magazines or scrolling their phones. He slid behind the front desk, fired up the ancient computer, and started sorting the day’s charts. Routine shit. His head was still buzzing from yesterday—Danielle’s exposed skin, that fleeting glimpse of her stretch-marked belly—but he shoved it down, focusing on the grind. The glow was out there, waiting for him.

By 10:00, the place was humming. Dr. Patel was barking orders, Nurse Jen was juggling three patients at once, and Mark was hauling ass—checking in newbies, prepping rooms, dodging the occasional waddling mom-to-be in the hallway. He was mid-stride, carrying a stack of gowns to Exam Room 3, when she walked in. Her name was Vanessa, according to the chart he’d pull later—29 years old, 32 weeks pregnant, first visit to St. Mary’s. But right then, she was just a fucking vision.

She strutted through the door like she owned it, hips swaying heavy under a black maternity dress that clung to every curve. Her belly was massive, a perfect dome stretching the fabric, and her tits—Jesus Christ, her tits—were spilling out of the low neckline, pale and veiny, nipples faintly visible through the thin material. Her hair was a wild mess of dark curls, and her lips were painted red, bold as hell. She didn’t look nervous or tired like most of the women who came in. She looked hungry.

Mark froze for half a second, stack of gowns clutched to his chest, before he caught himself and nodded her toward the desk. “Name?” he asked, voice steady, though his pulse was already kicking up.

“Vanessa Ruiz,” she said, leaning on the counter, her belly pressing against the edge. Her voice was low, smoky, like she’d just rolled out of bed after a long night. She didn’t break eye contact, her brown eyes drilling into him, and fuck if it didn’t make his dick twitch. “I’m here for a checkup. New patient.”

He typed her name into the system, fingers moving on autopilot, while his brain cataloged her: the way her dress rode up her thick thighs, the faint sheen of sweat on her cleavage, the subtle rock of her hips as she shifted her weight. “Got you,” he said, sliding her a clipboard with the intake form. “Fill this out. We’ll call you back soon.”

She took the clipboard, her fingers brushing his—deliberate, slow—and smirked. “Thanks, handsome.” The word hit him like a jab, and she turned, waddling to a chair, ass bouncing under the dress. He watched her sit, cross her legs as best she could with that belly, and start scribbling on the form, throwing him a glance over her shoulder that said she knew he was looking.

Mark shook it off, or tried to. Flirty patients weren’t new—hormones made some of them bold—but this felt different. He busied himself with the next task, hauling a cart of supplies to the back, but his head was locked on her. Twenty minutes later, Jen called her name, and Vanessa heaved herself up, shooting him another look as she disappeared down the hall. He exhaled, hard, and adjusted his scrubs. Focus, asshole.

She was in Exam Room 2 with Dr. Nguyen for maybe 15 minutes—routine shit, blood pressure, heartbeat check—before Jen poked her head out. “Mark, need you to grab the portable ultrasound. Nguyen wants a quick scan.” He nodded, grabbed the machine from the storage closet, and wheeled it in, keeping his eyes on the task. Vanessa was on the table, dress hiked up to her ribs, belly exposed, glistening with gel. Dr. Nguyen was muttering about fluid levels, Jen was adjusting the monitor, and Mark plugged in the machine, trying not to stare at the dark stretch marks snaking across Vanessa’s skin.

“Looks good,” Nguyen said, wiping her hands. “You’re all set, Ms. Ruiz. Follow up in two weeks.” She and Jen filed out, leaving Mark to clean up—standard procedure. He grabbed a wad of paper towels, ready to wipe down the table, when Vanessa sat up, slow, and swung her legs over the side.

“You’re good at this,” she said, voice dripping like honey. She didn’t move to leave, just sat there, belly out, thighs parted slightly under the dress. “Running around, keeping everything together. Bet you see a lot of crazy shit here.”

He smirked, tossing the towels in the bin. “Yeah, you could say that. Keeps me busy.”

“I’ll bet.” She slid off the table, landing closer to him than she needed to, her belly brushing his arm. He froze, breath catching, as she tilted her head, lips curling. “You like it, don’t you? Being around all these big, pregnant girls. I can tell.”

His throat went dry. “I’m just doing my job,” he said, but it came out weaker than he meant, and she laughed—low, dirty, like she’d caught him.

“Sure you are.” She stepped closer, her tits grazing his chest, and before he could process it, her hand shot out, grabbing his cock through his scrubs. Hard. He jolted, a grunt escaping him, as she squeezed, fingers curling around his shaft. He was half-hard already from just looking at her, and now he was stiffening fast, the heat of her palm searing through the fabric.

“Fuck,” he rasped, brain short-circuiting. She didn’t let go, just rubbed him slow, thumb tracing the head through the cotton, and his hips bucked involuntarily.

“I need something,” she whispered, lips inches from his, breath hot. “I’m so fucking horny, all the time, and this—” she squeezed his cock again, “—this is what I want. Eat me out, right now. Make me squirt. I know you want to.”

His mind blanked, then roared back to life. Every fantasy he’d ever had was slamming into reality, and he didn’t hesitate. “Lock the door,” he growled, voice rough, already shoving the ultrasound cart aside. She grinned, waddled over, and clicked the lock, then turned, hiking her dress up to her hips. No panties—just a glistening, swollen pussy, lips fat and pink, clit peeking out from the hood. Her thighs were thick, slick with sweat, and that belly loomed above it all, a fucking monument.

Mark dropped to his knees, hands gripping her hips, and yanked her closer. She leaned back against the exam table, spreading her legs wider, and he dove in. His tongue hit her clit first, flicking hard, and she moaned—loud, shameless, fingers digging into his hair. She tasted sharp, musky, dripping wet already, and he groaned into her, lapping at her folds, sucking the swollen lips into his mouth. Her pussy was hot, pulsing, the hormones making it plump and sensitive, and he worked it like a starving man.

“Fuck, yes,” she hissed, grinding against his face, her belly pressing down on his forehead. He slid a hand up, cupping it, feeling the taut skin, the heat radiating off her, while his tongue plunged inside her, fucking her deep. She was tight despite the pregnancy, walls clenching around him, and he curled his tongue, hitting that spot that made her gasp. Her juices coated his chin, dripping down his neck, and he didn’t care—kept going, sucking her clit hard, then soft, teasing it with the tip of his tongue.

Her moans turned to whines, desperate, hips bucking. “More—fuck, make me come, make me squirt—” He doubled down, sliding two fingers into her, thick and rough, pumping fast while his mouth stayed on her clit. Her pussy gripped him, slick and greedy, and he crooked his fingers, rubbing her G-spot hard. She shuddered, a low “oh shit” spilling out, and he felt it building—the tension, the wet heat.

He pulled back for a second, spitting on her clit, then dove back in, tongue lashing, fingers slamming. Her legs shook, belly quivering, and then it hit—she screamed, a raw, guttural sound, and liquid gushed over his hand, his face, soaking the floor. She squirted hard, pussy convulsing, and he kept going, riding it out, licking her through the aftershocks until she was panting, trembling, yanking his hair to pull him off.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” she gasped, chest heaving, dress still bunched up. He stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, cock throbbing painfully in his scrubs. She grinned, lazy and sated, reaching for him again, but he stepped back, heart pounding.

“Gotta clean this up,” he muttered, voice hoarse, grabbing towels. She laughed, tugging her dress down, and unlocked the door.

“See you around, handsome,” she said, waddling out, leaving him with a soaked floor and a raging hard-on. He leaned against the table, breathing hard, the taste of her still on his tongue. The clinic buzzed on outside, oblivious, but something had shifted. He’d crossed a line, and fuck if it didn’t feel good.


Chapter 3: The Throat That Takes

The next morning hit Mark like a freight train. He’d barely slept, his head still spinning from Vanessa—her taste, her squirt, the way she’d grabbed his cock like it was hers to command. He’d jerked off twice when he got home, once in the shower, once sprawled on his couch, replaying every second of it. The clinic felt different now, like the walls themselves knew what he’d done. He clocked in at 7:45, same as always, but his hands shook slightly as he poured the coffee, his dick half-hard just from the memory.

The day started slow—paperwork, a couple of routine check-ins, nothing to write home about. He kept his head down, avoiding Nurse Jen’s eyes when she asked him to restock Exam Room 2. Stepping back in there was a gut punch—the faint scent of Vanessa’s pussy still lingered, or maybe he was imagining it. He wiped the table down again, scrubbed the floor harder than necessary, trying to shake the itch crawling under his skin. He was hooked now, deeper than ever, and the glow of every pregnant belly in the waiting room was a fucking siren call.

By noon, the place was picking up. The schedule was packed—ultrasounds, glucose tests, a late-term chick complaining about contractions. Mark was in the zone, shuttling patients, cracking his usual dry one-liners to keep things light. He was mid-conversation with Dr. Patel about some insurance bullshit when the front door swung open, and she walked in. Her name was Brittany, he’d learn later—26, 34 weeks along, a transfer from some overbooked clinic downtown. Right then, though, she was a goddamn bombshell in a too-tight gray tank top and leggings that hugged her thickened thighs like a second skin.

Brittany was blonde, hair pulled back in a messy bun, strands sticking to her neck from the heat outside. Her belly was enormous, low and heavy, pushing the tank top up to reveal a strip of pale, stretched skin crisscrossed with faint red marks. Her tits were obscene—full, round, spilling over the top of her bra, the outline of her nipples pressing through the fabric. She waddled up to the desk, one hand on her lower back, the other resting on her belly, and fixed him with a stare that was all business.

“Hey,” she said, voice clipped, a little breathless. “Brittany Cole. I called yesterday. Need a checkup.”

Mark nodded, pulling up the system. “Yeah, I see you. Fill this out, we’ll get you back soon.” He handed her the clipboard, same routine, but her fingers lingered on his when she took it, her nails painted chipped pink. She didn’t smile, just held his gaze a beat too long before turning to sit. He watched her go, ass jiggling in those leggings, and adjusted himself under the desk. Another one. Fuck.

She filled out the form fast, handed it back without a word, and plopped into a chair, legs spread wide to accommodate her belly. He caught her glancing at him a few times while he worked, her lips twitching like she was chewing on a thought. Thirty minutes later, Nurse Carla called her back to Exam Room 1, and Mark didn’t see her again for a while. He busied himself with the usual—restocking gauze, answering the phone, pretending he wasn’t still tasting Vanessa on his tongue.

It was pushing 2:00 when Carla flagged him down. “Brittany Cole’s done with Patel. Needs a quick vitals check before she goes—can you handle it? I’m swamped.” Mark nodded, grabbing the blood pressure cuff and pulse ox, and headed to Room 1. He knocked once, stepped in, and there she was, perched on the exam table, tank top riding up, belly out, legs dangling. She looked up, and that twitch of her lips turned into a full smirk.

“Hey, stud,” she said, voice dropping low. “You’re the one I wanted.”

He raised an eyebrow, keeping it cool. “Just here for vitals. Arm out.” She extended her arm, but her eyes stayed locked on his, sharp and unblinking. He wrapped the cuff around her bicep, fingers brushing her skin—soft, warm, a little sweaty—and started the machine. Her pulse was steady, blood pressure fine, but she shifted closer as he worked, her knee bumping his thigh.

“You like this job, huh?” she said, casual but pointed. “All these big-bellied girls around. Bet it gets you going.”

He smirked, pulling the cuff off. “It’s a living.” He wasn’t biting yet, but his dick was waking up, straining against his scrubs. She was fishing, same as Vanessa, and he could feel the hook sinking in.

Brittany slid off the table, slow, her belly brushing his hip as she stood too close. “I’ve been so fucking horny lately,” she said, matter-of-fact, like she was talking about the weather. “This pregnancy shit—it’s like my pussy’s on fire all the time. But I need something specific today.” She paused, licked her lips, and dropped the bomb. “I need cum. Yours. Right now.”

Mark’s brain stalled, then kicked into overdrive. “Here?” he rasped, glancing at the door. It wasn’t locked—anyone could walk in. She didn’t flinch, just stepped closer, her tits pressing into his chest, belly nudging his groin.

“Yeah, here,” she said, and before he could say another word, she dropped to her knees—awkward with that belly, but determined—and yanked his scrubs down. His cock sprang free, hard as steel, precum already beading at the tip. She didn’t hesitate, wrapping her hand around the base and swallowing him whole.

“Fuck,” he grunted, hands slamming against the table for balance. Her mouth was hot, wet, and relentless—lips stretched tight around his shaft, tongue swirling over the head, sucking him down like she was starving for it. She gagged slightly, her throat constricting, but didn’t stop, bobbing her head fast, sloppy, spit dripping down her chin. Her belly pressed against his shins, rocking with her movements, and the sight—those tits bouncing, that swollen stomach—nearly made him blow right then.

She pulled off for a second, gasping, stroking him with a slick hand. “Give it to me,” she demanded, voice rough. “I need it—cum in my mouth, fucking drown me.” Then she dove back in, deeper, nose brushing his pubes, throat working him like a goddamn pro. He could feel her moaning around him, the vibrations shooting up his spine, and his balls tightened, heavy and aching.

He grabbed her head, fingers tangling in her bun, and fucked her mouth—short, hard thrusts, chasing the edge. She took it, eyes watering, drool pooling on the floor, her free hand rubbing her belly like it was part of the deal. “Shit—gonna cum,” he growled, and she hummed, urging him on, sucking harder. His hips stuttered, and then he erupted—thick ropes of cum blasting down her throat, hot and bitter, spilling out the corners of her mouth as she gulped it down.

She didn’t stop, milking him dry, tongue lapping at the slit until he was twitching, oversensitive, shoving her off with a groan. She sat back on her heels, wiping her lips with the back of her hand, cum streaking her chin. “Fuck, that’s good,” she muttered, swallowing hard, then grinned up at him. “Just what I needed.”

Mark yanked his scrubs up, chest heaving, head spinning. “Jesus Christ,” he said, voice wrecked. She stood, slow, adjusting her tank top, that belly still looming like a trophy. “You’re welcome,” she said, smirking, and grabbed her purse. “See you next time, stud.”

She waddled out, leaving him staring at the door, cock still throbbing, the taste of her desperation lingering in the air. Two days, two women, and he was in deep—deeper than he’d ever planned. The clinic wasn’t just his playground anymore. It was a fucking trap, and he was loving every second of it.


Chapter 4: The Backdoor Beggar

Mark woke up the next day with his head buzzing and his dick sore. Brittany’s blowjob had left him raw—physically and mentally. He’d stumbled home after his shift, cum-stained scrubs balled up in his hamper, and crashed hard, dreaming of swollen bellies and wet mouths. The clinic was spiraling into something he couldn’t control, and he didn’t give a fuck. Vanessa’s squirt, Brittany’s throat—each one cranked his kink tighter, and he was riding the edge of something dangerous. He showered, scrubbed the lingering scent of spit and pussy off his skin, and headed back to St. Mary’s, half-dreading, half-craving what might hit him next.

The morning was chaos from the jump. A pipe burst in the bathroom, flooding the hall with shitty brown water, and Mark spent the first hour mopping it up, cursing under his breath while Nurse Maria yelled at the landlord over the phone. The waiting room was packed—every chair taken, pregnant women fanning themselves with old parenting mags, bellies glistening with sweat in the stuffy heat. He barely had time to think, let alone linger on the glow, but it was there, everywhere, taunting him. By noon, the pipe was fixed, the floor was dry, and he was back at the desk, chugging cold coffee, trying to shake the fog.

That’s when she walked in—Elena Martinez, 27, 33 weeks pregnant, according to the chart he’d pull later. She was a fucking knockout, even by his standards. Short, maybe 5’2”, with a body that screamed fertility—wide hips, thick thighs, and a belly so round it looked like it might pop. Her skin was a warm olive, slick with a thin sheen of sweat, and her black hair was tied back tight, showing off a neck he wanted to bite. She wore a red sundress, stretched to the limit over her curves, the hem riding up to expose legs that begged to be spread. Her tits were heavy, braless, swaying slightly as she moved, nipples dark shadows under the fabric. She didn’t waddle like most—she strutted, confident, like she knew every eye was on her.

“Elena Martinez,” she said, planting herself at the desk, one hand on her hip, the other rubbing her belly. Her voice was husky, accented, rolling over him like smoke. “I’m here for a checkup. New patient.”

Mark nodded, tapping her name into the system, keeping his face neutral while his pulse kicked up. “Got it. Fill this out, we’ll call you back.” He slid her the clipboard, and she took it, nails brushing his knuckles—another deliberate touch. She smirked, just a flicker, and turned to sit, ass jiggling under the dress. He watched her settle into a chair, legs parted wide, dress creeping higher, and adjusted himself under the desk. Three days in a row now—three women with that look in their eyes. He wasn’t dumb. Something was up, and his dick was too hard to care.

She scribbled on the form, glancing at him every few seconds, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. He busied himself with charts, pretending not to notice, but his head was already spinning. Nurse Carla called her back to Exam Room 3 around 1:30, and he didn’t see her for a while—just kept grinding through the day, restocking, answering phones, dodging Dr. Nguyen’s sharp glares. The pipe mess had thrown everything off, and he was running on fumes, but the itch was there, gnawing at him.

It was pushing 3:00 when Carla flagged him down again. “Martinez needs a quick weight check before she heads out. Scales are in Room 3—can you do it? I’m buried.” Mark grabbed the chart and headed over, knocking once before stepping in. Elena was on the exam table, dress hiked up to her thighs, belly bare, one hand resting on it like a fucking queen. She looked up, and that smirk was back, wider now, predatory.

“Hey, big guy,” she said, sliding off the table, slow and deliberate, her belly brushing the edge. “You’re everywhere today, huh?”

“Just doing my job,” he said, nodding to the scale in the corner. “Step up, let’s get your weight.” She moved past him, too close, her hip grazing his groin, and stepped onto the scale. He adjusted the sliders—165 pounds, no surprise with that belly—and jotted it down, trying to keep his eyes off the way her dress clung to her ass.

She stepped off, turning to face him, and didn’t back up. “You like this, don’t you?” she said, voice dropping low. “Being around us. All these big, pregnant bodies. I saw you looking.”

He smirked, meeting her gaze. “I see a lot of people. Part of the gig.” It was his standard dodge, but she wasn’t buying it. She stepped closer, tits pressing into his chest, belly nudging his cock through his scrubs, and he felt it stiffen instantly.

“Don’t bullshit me,” she whispered, breath hot on his neck. “I know what you want. And I need something too.” She paused, licked her lips, and went for it. “I need you to fuck my ass. Hard. Right now. I’m begging you—please, I can’t take it anymore.”

Mark’s brain blanked, then roared. “Here?” he rasped, glancing at the door—unlocked, like always. She nodded, eyes wild, already reaching for his waistband.

“Yeah, here,” she said, yanking his scrubs down. His cock sprang free, rock-hard, precum dripping, and she groaned at the sight, turning around and bending over the table. She hiked her dress up, no panties—just a bare, plump ass, cheeks spread slightly, her puckered hole winking at him. Her pussy was visible too, swollen and wet, but she pointed at her ass. “This. I need it here.”

He didn’t think—just acted. “Fuck it,” he muttered, spitting into his hand and rubbing it over his cock, slicking the head. She braced herself, hands gripping the table, belly pressed into the edge, and he lined up, pressing the tip against her tight ring. She hissed, pushing back, and he thrust—slow at first, then harder, popping past the resistance. She moaned, loud and raw, her ass clenching around him as he sank in, inch by inch, until his balls slapped her thighs.

“Goddamn,” he growled, gripping her hips, feeling the heat of her skin, the weight of her belly swaying beneath her. She was tight—fucking tight—and he pulled back, then slammed in again, setting a brutal pace. Her ass jiggled with each thrust, her moans turning to cries, and he didn’t care who heard. The table creaked, paper sheet crinkling, and he fucked her harder, watching her hole stretch around him, pink and slick.

“Yes—fuck, yes!” she gasped, one hand sliding down to rub her clit, the other clawing the table. “Harder—make me feel it!” He obliged, pounding her, his cock throbbing, sweat dripping down his back. Her belly rocked, tits bouncing under the dress, and he reached around, grabbing one, squeezing hard. The nipple was stiff, leaking a drop of milk through the fabric, and he groaned, slamming deeper.

Her ass gripped him like a vise, hot and pulsing, and he felt her tense, her whole body shaking. “I’m gonna—fuck—” she choked out, and then she came, a gush of wet spilling from her pussy, soaking the floor, her ass spasming around his cock. He lost it—thrust twice more, then buried himself deep, unloading thick spurts of cum into her, growling as he filled her up.

She slumped forward, panting, and he pulled out, cum dripping from her gaping hole, streaking down her thigh. He stepped back, yanking his scrubs up, chest heaving. She straightened, slow, tugging her dress down, and turned to him, grinning, flushed. “Fuck, that was good,” she said, voice wrecked. “Thanks, big guy.”

She grabbed her purse, waddled to the door, and left without another word, leaving him staring at the mess—cum and pussy juice on the floor, the table askew. He grabbed towels, wiped it down fast, heart still hammering. Three days, three women, each one bolder, dirtier. The clinic was a powder keg, and he was the match.


Chapter 5: The Reckoning

Mark didn’t sleep worth a damn that night. After Elena left Exam Room 3 with his cum leaking down her leg, he’d cleaned up the mess—wiped the floor, straightened the table, tossed the soaked towels in the biohazard bin—and stumbled through the rest of his shift on autopilot. The clinic buzzed around him, oblivious, while his head spun like a fucking top. He clocked out at 5:00, drove home in silence, and collapsed onto his couch, still in his scrubs, the faint smell of sweat and ass clinging to him. His dick was chafed, his balls ached, and his brain wouldn’t shut off. Three days. Three women. What the fuck was happening?

He cracked a beer, chugged half of it in one go, and stared at the ceiling, replaying it all. Vanessa—grabbing his cock, begging him to eat her out, squirting all over the floor. Brittany—dropping to her knees, sucking him dry, swallowing his load like it was her last meal. Elena—bending over, demanding he fuck her ass, taking every inch until she came so hard she soaked the room. Each one bolder, hornier, zero hesitation. It wasn’t normal. He’d worked at St. Mary’s for six years, seen hundreds of pregnant women, and yeah, some flirted, some got a little wild with the hormones, but this? This was next-level shit.

He rubbed his face, rough stubble scraping his palms, and tried to piece it together. Was it him? Had he put out some vibe, some signal that said, Hey, I’m a freak who gets off on this, come fuck me? He’d always kept it locked down—professional, polite, never crossing lines. Sure, he stared too long sometimes, let his eyes linger on a swollen belly or a pair of heavy tits, but he wasn’t obvious about it. Dr. Nguyen had caught him once, maybe, but the nurses never said shit. He was good at his job, dependable, invisible. Until now.

Maybe it was the clinic itself. St. Mary’s wasn’t exactly a high-end joint—cheap rates, shitty insurance accepted, a revolving door of patients who couldn’t afford better. Lately, it’d been busier than ever, the waiting room overflowing with bellies, the staff stretched thin. Could be the chaos was drawing out the weirdos, the desperate ones who saw him as an easy mark. But that didn’t explain the timing—three days in a row, three women walking in like they’d scripted it, zeroing in on him with laser focus. It felt coordinated, almost, but that was crazy. Right?

He finished the beer, crushed the can, and grabbed another, pacing his cramped living room. His apartment was a dump—peeling paint, mismatched furniture, a TV that hadn’t worked in months. It matched his life: bare-bones, functional, built around the clinic. He didn’t have friends anymore, not really—Jake was long gone, and he didn’t bother with coworkers outside work. No girlfriend, no family checking in. Just him and his kink, festering in the dark, fed by the endless parade of pregnant bodies at St. Mary’s. He’d always thought he had it under control, kept it to fantasies, late-night jerk-off sessions with the blinds shut. But now it was real, spilling over, and he couldn’t stop it.

He dropped onto the couch again, beer sweating in his hand, and let his mind drift back. Vanessa had started it—those bold eyes, that grip on his dick, the way she’d spread her legs and begged. He could still taste her, sharp and wet, feel the heat of her pussy on his tongue. Then Brittany, blunt as a hammer, downing his cum like it was medicine, her throat working him until he saw stars. And Elena—Jesus, Elena—her ass so tight it nearly broke him, her cries echoing in his skull. Each one had pushed him further, cracked him open, and he’d jumped in headfirst every time. No hesitation, no questions, just raw, animal need.

Was he losing it? Six years of bottling this shit up, and now it was exploding in his face. He’d always known his kink was fucked up—not illegal, not hurting anyone, but weird enough to keep it hidden. Pregnant women turned him on in a way nothing else did—their bodies, the glow, the primal weight of it all. He’d built his life around it, taken this job to be close to it, but he’d never expected this. They were coming to him now, seeking him out, and it was too perfect, too convenient. His dick loved it—still half-hard just thinking about it—but his head was screaming trap.

He took a long pull from the beer, the cold bite grounding him. Maybe it was the hormones. Pregnancy fucked with women—made them horny, needy, reckless. He’d read about it, heard the nurses joke about “third-trimester nymphos” over lunch. Could be these three were just outliers, hitting their peak at the wrong time, and he was the lucky bastard in their path. But that didn’t explain the specificity—Vanessa wanting his tongue, Brittany craving his cum, Elena begging for her ass. It was like they knew him, knew what he’d give, and that was impossible. He’d never told a soul, not since Jake, and Jake was a thousand miles away.

He leaned back, closing his eyes, and let the images flood him. Vanessa’s swollen pussy, dripping as he licked her clean. Brittany’s lips stretched around his cock, cum spilling down her chin. Elena’s hole gripping him, cum leaking out when he finished. His hand drifted to his lap, rubbing himself through his scrubs, already stiffening again. He couldn’t help it—it was too good, too raw. He unzipped, pulled himself out, and stroked slow, picturing their bellies, their tits, the way they’d taken him. He came fast, a weak spurt onto his shirt, and cursed, tossing the empty beer can across the room.

“Fuck,” he muttered, wiping his hand on his pants. He was in deep—too deep to climb out. Part of him wanted to quit, walk away, get a job at some hardware store where the only curves were on power tools. But he knew he wouldn’t. The clinic was his fix, his lifeline, and now it was feeding him more than he’d ever dreamed. He’d crossed lines—big ones—and there was no going back. The guilt was there, flickering, but the thrill drowned it out. He liked it. Loved it, even. The risk, the filth, the way they begged. He was a sick fuck, and they were proving it.

What if it kept going? Three days, three women—what was tomorrow? Another patient, another demand? His dick twitched at the thought, but his stomach churned. He couldn’t keep this up forever—someone would catch him. Nguyen already suspected something, and the nurses weren’t blind. The rooms weren’t soundproof, the doors weren’t always locked. He’d been lucky so far, but luck ran out. If he got fired, or worse, arrested, what then? No job, no glow, just a rap sheet and a ruined life. He’d be jerking off to memories in a jail cell.

He stood, pacing again, beer forgotten. Maybe he could control it—set boundaries, say no next time. But who was he kidding? Vanessa had grabbed him, Brittany had dropped, Elena had bent over, and he’d dove in every time, no questions, no brakes. He didn’t have the willpower. They owned him now, these women, their bodies, their needs. He was a slave to it, and the clinic was the altar.

He stopped, staring at his reflection in the dark TV screen—disheveled hair, stubbled jaw, eyes sunken from lack of sleep. He didn’t recognize himself anymore. Six years at St. Mary’s, and he’d been a ghost, drifting through, feeding his kink in silence. Now he was a fucking lightning rod, and the storm was rolling in. Was it a fluke? A streak? Or something bigger, some cosmic joke aimed at breaking him? He didn’t know, and that scared him most. He wasn’t in charge anymore—the glow was.

Tomorrow was Friday. Another shift, another chance. He could call in sick, dodge it, buy time to think. But he wouldn’t. He’d go in, clock in, face it. The pull was too strong, the need too deep. He’d built this life, this trap, and now it was springing shut. He grabbed a third beer, popped it open, and sank back onto the couch, letting the buzz take the edge off. Whatever came next, he’d deal with it—or it’d deal with him. For now, he drank, and waited, and wondered how much further he could fall.


Chapter 6: The Seed Seeker

Mark dragged himself into St. Mary’s on Friday morning, head pounding from the beers and the lack of sleep. He’d spent the night wrestling with his reflection, his dick, and a gnawing sense of doom, but here he was—7:45 sharp, clocking in like nothing had changed. The clinic smelled the same: antiseptic, sweat, and desperation, a cocktail that used to comfort him but now felt like a noose tightening. His scrubs hung loose on his frame—he hadn’t eaten much since Elena’s ass-fucking—and his eyes were bloodshot, but he plastered on the mask: polite, efficient Mark, the guy who kept shit running. Inside, he was a live wire, waiting for the spark.

The day started rough. A first-timer puked in the waiting room five minutes after he got there, splattering the carpet with yellow bile, and he spent twenty minutes scrubbing it out while Nurse Jen bitched about staffing shortages. The schedule was a mess—back-to-back appointments, two no-shows, and a late delivery of supplies that left them scrambling. He barely had time to piss, let alone think, but the glow was everywhere: bellies stretching shirts, hips swaying, tits straining bras. It was his fuel, his curse, and it kept him moving even as his head screamed to run.

By 11:00, the chaos leveled out. He was at the desk, sorting charts, when the door swung open, and she walked in. Her name was Ashley Thompson—30, 35 weeks pregnant, a last-minute transfer from some fancy uptown clinic that dropped her insurance. She was a mess in the best way: blonde hair tangled in a loose braid, freckles dusting her flushed cheeks, and a body that hit every button he had. Her belly was massive, low and tight, bulging under a faded blue T-shirt that didn’t quite cover the bottom curve. Her leggings were stretched thin, clinging to thick thighs and an ass widened by the pregnancy. Her tits were huge, bra straps digging into her shoulders, nipples poking through like they were pissed off. She looked tired, pissed, and desperate—all at once.

“Ashley Thompson,” she said, voice sharp, dropping her purse on the counter with a thud. “I called yesterday. Need a checkup, pronto.”

Mark nodded, pulling up her file. “Yeah, you’re in. Fill this out, we’ll get you back soon.” He slid her the clipboard, and she snatched it, her fingers brushing his—clammy, tense. She didn’t smile, just glared at him like he’d personally fucked up her day, then turned to sit, plopping into a chair with a grunt. Her legs spread wide, belly resting on her thighs, and he caught a glimpse of the dark stretch marks snaking up her exposed skin before she tugged the shirt down. His dick twitched, but he shoved it down, focusing on the screen. Day four. He knew the pattern now.

She scribbled on the form fast, pen scratching hard enough to tear the paper, and handed it back ten minutes later, still scowling. “How long?” she snapped, rubbing her belly like it was a burden.

“Few minutes,” he said, keeping it neutral. “We’re busy today.” She huffed, waddled back to her seat, and he watched her go, ass bouncing, leggings riding low. The waiting room was thinning out—lunchtime lull—and he busied himself with the phone, dodging her occasional glares. Nurse Maria called her back to Exam Room 2 at 11:45, and he didn’t see her for a while, just kept grinding through the day, restocking, wiping down counters, pretending his pulse wasn’t racing.

It was 12:30 when Maria flagged him down. “Thompson’s done with Nguyen. Needs a quick blood pressure check before she goes—can you handle it? I’m on break.” Mark grabbed the cuff and headed over, knocking once before stepping in. Ashley was on the exam table, shirt hiked up to her ribs, belly bare and glistening with sweat. She looked up, and her scowl softened into something else—something hungry.

“About time,” she said, sliding off the table, slow, her belly swaying. “You’re the one I’ve been watching.”

He raised an eyebrow, keeping it cool. “Just here for your BP. Arm out.” She extended her arm, but her eyes locked on his, sharp and unblinking, and she stepped closer as he wrapped the cuff around her bicep. Her skin was hot, soft, and he felt her knee brush his thigh—deliberate, testing.

“You like this shit, don’t you?” she said, voice low, cutting through the hum of the machine. “All these pregnant chicks. I can see it in your face.”

He smirked, pulling the cuff off—120/80, normal. “It’s a job.” His standard line, but it sounded weak now, and she laughed—short, bitter.

“Bullshit,” she said, stepping into his space, her belly pressing against his groin, tits grazing his chest. “I know a freak when I see one. And I need something—bad.” She paused, licked her lips, and dropped it. “My husband won’t fuck me. Says it’s weird now that I’m this big. I’m dying here—fucking dying—and I need cum in my pussy. Yours. Right now. Please.”

Mark’s brain shorted out, then snapped back. “Here?” he rasped, glancing at the door—unlocked, always unlocked. She nodded, eyes wild, already tugging her leggings down. They caught on her thighs, but her pussy was bare—no panties, just swollen, pink lips, glistening wet, clit peeking out from the hood.

“Yeah, here,” she said, turning and bending over the table, bracing her hands on the edge. Her belly hung low, nearly touching the surface, and her ass spread, pussy dripping, begging. “Fuck me—fill me up. I need it.”

He didn’t think—just moved. “Fuck it,” he growled, shoving his scrubs down. His cock sprang free, hard and leaking, and he stepped up, spitting into his hand to slick himself. She moaned at the sound, pushing back, and he lined up, rubbing the head against her folds—hot, slick, pulsing. He thrust in, one hard push, burying himself balls-deep, and she gasped, loud and raw, walls clenching around him.

“Shit—yes,” she hissed, rocking back, taking him deeper. He gripped her hips, fingers digging into her soft flesh, and fucked her—fast, brutal, no warmup. Her pussy was tight despite the pregnancy, wet and greedy, sucking him in with every thrust. Her belly swayed, tits bouncing under the shirt, and he reached around, grabbing one, squeezing hard. The nipple was stiff, leaking through the fabric, and he groaned, slamming harder.

“Fuck me—cum in me!” she begged, voice breaking, one hand sliding down to rub her clit. He pounded her, cock throbbing, sweat dripping down his neck. Her pussy gripped him, hot and slick, and he felt her tense, her moans turning to cries. “I need it—please—fill my pussy!” He thrust deeper, watching her ass jiggle, her belly rock, and she came—hard, a gush of wet soaking his thighs, her walls spasming around him.

He lost it—three more thrusts, then buried himself, unloading thick spurts of cum into her, growling as he pumped her full. She shuddered, panting, taking every drop, and he pulled out slow, cum dripping from her swollen lips, streaking down her leggings. She straightened, slow, tugging her clothes up, and turned to him, flushed, grinning faintly.

“Fuck, thank you,” she said, voice wrecked. “That’s what I needed.” She grabbed her purse, waddled to the door, and left without another word, leaving him staring at the mess—cum and pussy juice on the floor, the table skewed. He grabbed towels, wiped it down fast, chest heaving. Four days, four women, each one a deeper dive into the abyss. He was fucked—royally fucked—and he couldn’t stop.


Chapter 7: The Glow Unleashed

Mark woke up Saturday morning with his cock stiff as a board and his head throbbing like someone had taken a bat to it. The week had been a goddamn whirlwind—four days, four women, each one ripping through his carefully built walls like they were tissue paper. Vanessa’s squirt, Brittany’s throat, Elena’s ass, Ashley’s pussy—it was a reel playing on loop, burned into his skull, and he couldn’t shake it. He’d called in sick that morning, first time in six years at St. Mary’s, needing space to breathe, to think, to figure out what the fuck he’d let himself become. But his dick didn’t care about logic—it pulsed under the sheets, demanding more, and his brain was too fried to argue. He rolled out of bed, stumbled to the kitchen, and chugged a glass of tepid tap water, staring at his reflection in the grimy sink—unshaven, eyes sunken, a man teetering on the edge.

The clinic texted him at 10:00: Emergency shift needed. Double pay. Please come in. He stood there, phone in hand, palms slick with sweat, knowing he should delete it, block the number, walk away. But the pull was a steel cable yanking him back—the glow of those bellies, the heat of their bodies, the raw, filthy need he’d tasted all week. He texted back On my way, threw on his wrinkled scrubs, and drove over, heart slamming against his ribs, cock already half-hard in anticipation. Day five. Whatever was waiting, he’d take it full-on, no brakes, no regrets.

St. Mary’s was a fucking zoo when he pulled up at noon. The parking lot was packed, cars spilling onto the street, and the waiting room was a sea of swollen bellies—women slouched in chairs, fanning themselves with tattered parenting magazines, groaning as they shifted their weight. The air was thick, humid with sweat and hormones, and the AC was barely keeping up, leaving a sticky haze over everything. Nurse Carla looked like she’d aged ten years overnight, barking at patients to move faster, while Dr. Patel muttered about budget cuts and Dr. Nguyen shot Mark a look that could’ve peeled paint—sharp, knowing, suspicious. He didn’t flinch, just slid behind the desk, fired up the ancient computer, and started sorting charts, letting the chaos crash over him like a wave. The glow was everywhere—tight shirts stretched over round mounds, hips widened by pregnancy, tits spilling out of bras—and it hit him like a drug, lighting up his nerves, keeping him sharp.

The morning had been a shitshow—puke on the carpet, a screaming toddler, a late supply delivery—and it didn’t let up. By 1:00, he was running on fumes, shuttling patients, wiping down tables, dodging Nguyen’s glares. He was mid-stride, hauling a stack of gowns to Exam Room 4, when the door swung open at 2:00, and they walked in—four of them, together, like a fucking hit squad sent to finish him off. Vanessa, Brittany, Elena, Ashley—all back, bellies ripe and heavy, dressed to kill in clothes that hugged every curve, every bulge, every goddamn inch of their pregnant frames.

Vanessa led the pack, 32 weeks, strutting in that black maternity dress that clung to her like a second skin. The fabric stretched tight over her massive belly, the hem riding high on her thick thighs, and her tits—Jesus, her tits—spilled out of the low neckline, pale and veiny, nipples faintly visible, hard as bullets. Brittany followed, 34 weeks, in her gray tank top, the straps digging into her shoulders from the weight of her chest. Her belly pushed the shirt up, exposing a sliver of taut, stretch-marked skin, and her leggings sagged under her widened ass, the outline of her pussy lips just visible. Elena, 33 weeks, rocked her red sundress, the material plastered to her curves—hips flared, belly a perfect dome, ass popping out the back like a goddamn invitation. Ashley, 35 weeks, brought up the rear, her faded blue T-shirt barely containing her gut, the bottom curve peeking out, dark linea nigra snaking down. Her leggings were stretched thin, clinging to thighs thickened by the pregnancy, and her tits swayed heavy, braless, nipples poking through like they were begging for attention.

They didn’t sit, didn’t grab clipboards—just marched straight to the desk, a wall of flesh and heat, and stopped, eyes locked on him, smirking like they’d rehearsed this. Vanessa leaned on the counter, her belly pressing into the edge, voice dropping low and smoky. “Mark. We need you. Right fucking now.”

He froze, clipboard clutched to his chest, pulse hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. “What’s this?” he rasped, glancing around—Carla was in the back yelling at someone, the waiting room half-empty, a few patients too zoned out to notice. Brittany stepped up beside Vanessa, rubbing her belly slow, her grin sharp and dirty.

“We talked,” she said, voice rough, like she’d been gargling gravel. “After you fucked us—each one of us. Figured out you’re the guy, the one who gets it, who gets us. We’re all horny as hell, Mark, and you’re the fucking cure.”

Elena nodded, hips cocked, one hand resting on her ass like she was showing it off. “You’ve been good—damn good. Tongue, cock, fingers—you’ve got it all. But we’re not done. We want more. All of us, together, right here.”

Ashley crossed her arms under her tits, pushing them up until they strained the shirt, her freckled cheeks flushed. “My husband still won’t fuck me—thinks it’s gross now that I’m this big. These girls say you’re the best they’ve ever had, and I’m not missing out. Let’s end this week right—give us everything.”

Mark’s brain shorted out, a white-hot buzz drowning his thoughts, then snapped back online, screaming yes. Four of them—his kink laid out like a buffet, his darkest fantasy crashing into reality. “Here?” he croaked, voice cracking, eyes darting to the hall—open, exposed, anyone could walk by. Vanessa laughed, low and filthy, straightening up.

“Big exam room—Room 5,” she said, already turning. “It’s empty. Lock the door. We’ve got all the time we need.” She led the way, hips swaying, and the others followed—Brittany’s tits bouncing, Elena’s ass jiggling, Ashley’s belly rocking. He stood there, chest heaving, half a second from bolting, then dropped the clipboard with a clatter, grabbed the key from the drawer, and trailed them, cock throbbing painfully in his scrubs. The waiting room didn’t blink—too busy sweating and complaining—and he slipped into Room 5 behind them, locking the door with a heavy click that sealed his fate.

The room was bigger than the others—two exam tables, a wide counter, a sink in the corner, sterile white walls that wouldn’t stay clean for long. They didn’t hesitate, didn’t speak—just moved, stripping and positioning themselves like they’d choreographed it. Vanessa yanked her dress up over her head, tossing it aside, her 32-week belly glistening with sweat, pussy swollen and bare, lips fat and pink. She climbed onto the first table, slow and deliberate, spreading her legs wide, feet on the stirrups, clit peeking out, already dripping. Brittany tugged her tank top off, massive tits spilling free, milk beading at the dark, stiff nipples, and straddled a chair she dragged from the corner, thighs parted, pussy glistening through the thin leggings she didn’t bother removing. Elena hiked her sundress to her waist, bent over the counter, ass out, cheeks spread, her tight hole winking at him, pussy wet below it. Ashley peeled her leggings down to her ankles, kicked them off, and leaned against the wall, shirt hiked up, belly swaying low, pussy exposed—swollen, slick, begging.

They looked at him, eyes wild, hands roaming their bodies—Vanessa rubbing her clit, Brittany squeezing her leaking tits, Elena smacking her ass, Ashley stroking her belly. Vanessa growled, voice thick, “Get to fucking work, Mark. We’re waiting.”

He didn’t think—just dove in, a man possessed. Started with Vanessa, dropping to his knees between her thighs, burying his face in her pussy. She moaned, loud and shameless, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer. He licked her hard, tongue flat against her clit, sucking it into his mouth, tasting the sharp, musky heat of her. She was soaked, dripping down his chin, and he groaned into her, hands gripping her thick thighs, spreading her wider. Her belly loomed above him, taut and warm, and he pressed his forehead against it, feeling the heat radiate as he plunged his tongue inside her, fucking her deep, curling it to hit that spot that made her gasp.

Brittany slid off the chair, waddling over, and grabbed his right hand, shoving it to her tit—soft, heavy, leaking milk over his fingers. “Squeeze me,” she hissed, voice desperate, and he did, hard, rolling the nipple between his thumb and finger, milk spurting out, warm and sticky. She whined, high and needy, one hand yanking her leggings down further, rubbing her own clit, pussy lips glistening as she worked herself. He kneaded her tit, feeling the weight, the give, milk dripping down his wrist, and his cock twitched, straining against his scrubs.

Elena shuffled closer, grabbed his left hand, and guided it to her ass, pressing his fingers against her tight, puckered hole. “Fuck me there—now,” she demanded, voice raw, pushing back against him. He didn’t hesitate—spit on his fingers, slicked them up, and pushed two in, rough and deep, feeling her clench around him, hot and tight. She moaned, low and guttural, ass jiggling as he pumped, her pussy dripping onto the floor below, a slick puddle forming. He twisted his fingers, stretching her, and she rocked back, taking more, her cries echoing off the walls.

Ashley stepped up, slow and heavy, her belly brushing his shoulder as she reached down, yanking his scrubs and boxers to his knees in one rough pull. His cock sprang free—rock-hard, veins bulging, precum slicking the head—and she wrapped her hand around it, stroking slow and firm, her grip tight. “Cum in me after,” she whispered, voice trembling with need, her other hand rubbing her pussy, fingers slipping between the swollen lips. “Fill me up—every drop.” Her strokes sped up, slick with his precum, and he groaned, hips bucking into her hand, the pressure building fast.

He was a fucking octopus now—tongue buried in Vanessa’s pussy, lapping at her clit, sucking her folds; right hand milking Brittany’s tit, milk streaming down his arm; left hand pumping Elena’s ass, fingers deep, stretching her hole; Ashley jerking his cock, her thumb teasing the slit. Vanessa came first, a violent shudder ripping through her, her pussy clenching as she squirted—hot, wet, gushing over his face, soaking his shirt. He didn’t stop, licked her through it, drinking her down, growling into her flesh as she panted, “Fuck—yes—keep going.”

Brittany was next, her tit leaking harder as he pinched the nipple, milk spurting across the room, hitting the table. She rubbed her clit faster, moaning loud, and came, a wet squelch from her pussy as she soaked her leggings, thighs trembling. “Shit—Mark—fuck,” she gasped, slumping back into the chair, still squeezing her own tit, milk dripping to the floor. Elena’s ass spasmed around his fingers, her hole gripping tight as he added a third, pumping hard—she screamed, a raw, primal sound, and her pussy gushed, liquid splashing his arm, the counter, the tiles. Ashley’s hand faltered on his cock as she rubbed herself off, coming with a choked cry, her pussy dripping onto his shin, her grip tightening as she rode it out.

“Fuck—now,” Vanessa panted, sliding off the table, legs shaky but eyes burning. “All of us—together—don’t stop.” They moved fast, repositioning, a sweaty, desperate scramble. Brittany lay back on the second table, ripping her leggings off completely, legs spread wide, pussy open and glistening, milk still leaking from her tits. Elena stayed bent over the counter, ass up, hole stretched and slick, pussy dripping below. Ashley climbed onto the first table, thighs wide, belly swaying, pussy swollen and wet, fingers still teasing herself. Vanessa stood, legs apart, guiding him like a fucking general—grabbing his shirt, yanking it off, leaving him bare from the waist up.

He stepped to Brittany first, cock in hand, and slammed into her throat—deep, hard, no warning. She gagged, eyes watering, but took it, lips stretching around him, tongue swirling, sucking like she was starving. He fucked her mouth, fast and rough, balls slapping her chin, her moans muffled as milk dripped down her chest. Pulled out, dripping spit, and moved to Elena, lining up with her ass—spit on his cock, rubbed it slick, and thrust in, burying himself to the hilt. She howled, ass clenching, and he pounded her, hard and deep, her cheeks jiggling, pussy leaking with every thrust.

Shifted to Ashley next, stepping between her thighs, sinking into her pussy—hot, tight, soaking wet. She gasped, hands gripping his shoulders, and he fucked her deep, her belly rocking, tits bouncing under the shirt. “Cum in me—please,” she begged, voice breaking, and he thrust harder, feeling her walls pulse. Vanessa grabbed his head, shoved it back to her pussy, straddling his face as he stood—her clit against his tongue, her juices dripping down his neck. He sucked her hard, tongue lashing, tasting her heat, her need.

He cycled through them—cock in Brittany’s throat, gagging her, spit pooling; back to Elena’s ass, stretching her wide, cum from earlier leaking out; into Ashley’s pussy, pumping deep, her cries filling the room; tongue on Vanessa’s clit, sucking her dry as she ground against him. They came again—Brittany choking on his cock, drool and milk mixing; Elena squirting from her pussy, ass spasming; Ashley gushing over his thighs, pussy clenching; Vanessa soaking his face, thighs trembling. He kept going, relentless, sweat pouring down his back, cock throbbing, balls aching.

“Fuck—where?” he growled, voice wrecked, pulling out of Ashley, precum dripping. Vanessa grinned, wild, stepping back.

“Every fucking hole,” she said, voice raw. “All of us—mark us.”

He lost it—shoved into Brittany’s mouth again, fucked her throat three thrusts, and came, thick spurts blasting down her gullet, spilling out the corners as she swallowed hard. Yanked free, staggered to Elena, slammed into her ass, unloading more—hot, deep, filling her until it oozed out around his cock. Stumbled to Ashley, buried himself in her pussy, pumping the rest—thick ropes, flooding her, her walls milking him dry as she screamed. Vanessa dropped to her knees, grabbed his spent cock, and sucked the last drops, licking him clean as he groaned, oversensitive, twitching.

They collapsed—panting, sweating, a tangle of flesh and fluids. The room was a war zone—cum streaked on the tables, milk splattered on the floor, pussy juice pooling in puddles, the air thick with sex and sweat. He stood there, chest heaving, scrubs around his ankles, cock limp and dripping, staring at them: Vanessa licking her lips, Brittany cradling her tits, Elena rubbing her ass, Ashley stroking her belly, cum leaking down her thighs. His kink, his glow, fucked raw and laid bare in a six-hour marathon that broke him wide open.

“Thanks,” Vanessa said, tugging her dress down, voice hoarse. “You’re ours now—don’t forget it.” They dressed, slow and sloppy—Brittany wiping milk off her chest, Elena adjusting her dress over her leaking ass, Ashley pulling her leggings up, cum staining the fabric. They waddled out, one by one, leaving him alone with the wreckage—towels soaked, bleach fumes stinging his nose as he scrubbed, hands shaking, legs weak. He locked the door behind them, sank to the floor, back against the wall, and laughed—hoarse, shattered, triumphant. The clinic was his kingdom, his hell, his everything, and he’d fucked it to the hilt, drowning in the glow he’d chased for years. No going back now—just him, the mess, and the memory of the kinkiest, dirtiest end he could’ve dreamed.
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