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Chapter 1: Villa Paraiso

The Dominican Republic hit us like walking into an oven someone had filled with flowers.

Burlington’s departure gate had been forty-two degrees and sleeting. Three hours later, the cabin door opened in Punta Cana and the air wrapped itself around my body like a warm, wet towel — heavy with salt and jasmine and the dense tropical sweetness of things growing too fast to contain.

Sofia was the first one off the plane. Always first. She stood on the jet bridge with her hands on her nineteen-week bump and inhaled the Caribbean air like she was tasting a recipe.

“Nathan.” She turned to me, dark curls already frizzing in the humidity, glossed lips pulling into a grin that crinkled the corners of her warm brown eyes. “This is perfect. I can smell the ocean and the — is that plantain? Someone nearby is frying plantain. I love this country already.”

“You love every country that fries things,” Astrid said from behind me, adjusting her blonde braid over one shoulder.

“I love every country that fries things well.”

Catherine had arranged a driver — a quiet man in a pressed guayabera who took one look at six pregnant women emerging from the terminal and simply began loading luggage without asking questions. Margarethe’s nine olive leather cases required the entire back section of the van and part of the overhead rack. The Countess supervised from beneath a cream sun hat, directing placement with hand gestures that suggested generations of aristocratic moving experience.

“The monogrammed cases stay upright,” she instructed. “The brass fittings scratch if they—”

“He speaks Spanish, not German,” Sofia said, and then proceeded to direct the luggage arrangement herself in rapid Spanish that made the driver smile for the first time.

The drive to the villa took forty minutes along a coastal road that hugged limestone cliffs above water so blue it looked artificial. I sat in the front passenger seat because my knees didn’t fit anywhere else, and watched the scenery slide past while my family arranged itself behind me.

Sofia had the middle row with Catherine. The two of them sat with their bumps almost touching — nineteen weeks each, visible and undeniable in the thin fabrics they’d changed into during the layover. Sofia wore a flowing sundress in burnt orange that caught every curve — her massive G-cups straining the neckline, the round swell of her pregnant belly pressing against the fabric, wide hips spreading into the seat. Catherine was in tasteful white linen, her own bump showing through the drape, and I noticed her hand drifting to her breast at one point — adjusting, pressing. Her milk had come in a few weeks ago and the plane’s pressurized cabin hadn’t been kind to her supply. The linen blouse showed a faint dark circle where she’d leaked through her nursing pad.

Sofia noticed too. Their eyes met with a new understanding — not the territorial fire of earlier months, but something deeper. A sisterhood of milk and pregnancy that had bonded them closer than competition ever could have.

Behind them, Linda sat between Astrid and Yuki with her briefcase on her lap, reviewing documents even in the Dominican Republic. Newly pregnant at four weeks, nothing showing on her slim figure yet, but there was a softness to her that hadn’t existed before. Her silver-streaked black hair was still pulled into its severe bun, but she’d unbuttoned the top button of her travel blouse, and through the gap I caught a flash of black lace. Linda’s armor, slightly loosened.

Margarethe occupied the back row alone, because the Countess required personal space the way other people required oxygen. She sat with impeccable posture in her cream Chanel traveling suit, pearls at her throat, eyes scanning the tropical landscape through designer sunglasses with the evaluative gaze of a woman accustomed to acquiring properties.

Astrid had her face to the window, ice-blue eyes wide, taking in the palm trees and the ocean with Scandinavian appreciation for warmth. Her athletic frame showed the first hints of pregnancy at thirteen weeks — a subtle curve below the waistband of her shorts, a slight fullness to her normally flat stomach. Her natural C-cups seemed heavier in her sports bra, and she kept shifting, one hand pressing absently against her breast.

“The heat is going to be an adjustment,” she said to no one in particular.

“You’re Swedish,” Sofia replied. “Everything above sixty degrees is an adjustment.”

“Precisely. I want to state for the record that I packed three bikinis and zero sweaters, and this feels like a personal achievement.”

Yuki — Dr. Tanaka — sat with her pregnancy journal open on her knee, making notes. Four weeks pregnant, just confirmed, and the journal had replaced the clipboard she’d carried like a shield when she first arrived at the inn. Her glossy black bob swung as the van took a curve. She was writing hydration reminders, prenatal supplement adjustments for tropical climates, warnings about certain local fish.

“Nobody eat mahi-mahi,” she announced. “Mercury levels in Caribbean species are—”

“Yuki,” Catherine said gently. “We’re on vacation.”

“Pregnant women don’t take vacations from mercury exposure.”

Catherine caught my eye in the rearview mirror and smiled. Her gray-green eyes were soft. No makeup. Her freckles — the ones only I saw, the ones she’d hidden behind CEO armor for decades — scattered across her nose in the afternoon light filtering through the van windows. She looked beautiful. She looked pregnant. Every wall she’d ever built was rubble now, and the view from the wreckage suited her.



The villa appeared around a final curve like something from a travel magazine that only rich people received.

White stucco walls. Terracotta tile roofing. Bougainvillea cascading over every surface in violent pinks and purples. A main house with open-air living spaces visible through arched doorways. Two guest cottages flanking the property. And behind it all, visible through the central archway like a painting hung in the most expensive frame imaginable — the Caribbean Sea, turquoise and endless, stretching to a horizon line that looked drawn with a ruler.

“Jesus,” I said.

Catherine stepped out of the van and surveyed the property — corporate real estate across four continents had trained her eye. She nodded once. “It’s acceptable. Main house for shared living. Guest cottages for overflow and private time. Master suite faces east — morning light.” She’d mapped the compound in thirty seconds. The woman had acquired buildings for a living.

“Acceptable?” Sofia was already heading for the main house, her sundress swaying with each step, bare feet on warm stone — she’d kicked off her sandals the moment she saw the kitchen through the archway. “Catherine, this is paradise.”

“The owner is a former client,” Catherine said. “I cashed in two of three favors. The property is ours for the week — full staff, private beach, no other guests on the compound.”

Margarethe stepped out last, adjusted her sunglasses, and assessed the villa with the air of someone who’d summered in places like this since birth. She disappeared into the master wing and returned forty seconds later. “The sheets are only six hundred thread count,” she announced, as though reporting a structural deficiency. Then, quietly, to me: “The rest is actually quite lovely. Don’t tell Catherine I said so.”

The villa staff — a cook, a housekeeper, and a groundskeeper — stood in a line near the entrance, professional smiles in place. They’d been told to expect a large party. They had not, based on their expressions, been told to expect six pregnant women in various stages of showing, one man, and enough luggage to furnish a small embassy.

Astrid vanished for ten minutes and returned having located, inspected, and claimed a spa room off the ground floor. “Steam shower, massage table, and a view of the garden,” she reported. “I’m keeping it.”

Linda took command immediately. She had a room chart on her phone within seconds. “Master suite for Nathan.” She looked at me with dark eyes that held fifteen years of managing complicated logistics and four weeks of carrying my child. “The rest of us will rotate.”

“Rotate?” Sofia’s voice carried from inside the kitchen, where she’d already opened the refrigerator and was evaluating the contents with professional skepticism. “I’m sleeping with him tonight, Linda. I claimed first night at the departure gate.”

“You claimed first night during the pregnancy announcement. That was four months ago.”

“Claims don’t expire.”

Catherine raised a hand. “We’ll discuss the rotation like adults. Later. Right now—” she gestured at the pool, visible through a set of French doors, “—I want to see this pool.”



The infinity pool overlooked the Caribbean from a cliff-top terrace that made you feel like you could swim to the horizon and fall off the edge of the world.

Within thirty minutes, six pregnant women had changed into swimwear, and I understood — fully, viscerally, in a way I hadn’t until that moment — what I’d built.

Sofia emerged first. Of course she did. A dark red one-piece that fought a losing battle against every curve on her body. Her massive G-cups strained the top, the fabric compressing them into a shelf of cleavage that started below her collarbone and didn’t quit. Her nipples pressed against the wet fabric — visible, hard, perpetually present. The suit stretched over her nineteen-week bump, the round swell of it catching the tropical light, her skin glowing caramel in the afternoon sun. Below the bump, the suit cut high on her wide hips, showcasing thick thighs that jiggled slightly as she walked to the pool’s edge. She turned to adjust her lounge chair, and her round, plump ass stretched the suit’s back panel into a topographic map of curves. Gold hoop earrings glinted. The thin gold chain she always wore disappeared between her breasts. She stood at the edge of the infinity pool with one hand on her belly and looked out at the ocean like a fertility goddess surveying her domain.

I stared. My cock thickened in my swim trunks. Months of watching Sofia move and she still hit me like a physical event.

Catherine came out in a white bikini that probably cost more than my first truck. At nineteen weeks, her bump was visible and beautiful — rounder, lower than Sofia’s, framed by the bikini’s minimal fabric. Her model-long legs seemed to go on forever, toned calves and smooth thighs catching the sun. Small firm B-cups sat high in the bikini top, and I noticed the subtle darkening of her nipples through the thin white fabric, the faint outline of areolae that had changed color with pregnancy. No makeup. Freckles scattered across her nose and shoulders like brown sugar. She looked like someone who’d paid a surgeon to implant effortless beauty, except everything about Catherine was real — earned through genetics and maintained through Pilates and the stubborn refusal to age without putting up a fight.

Astrid appeared in a pale blue bikini that showcased exactly why her massage clients had struggled to maintain professional thoughts. At thirteen weeks, her athletic frame was just beginning to change — a small visible bump below her navel, her natural C-cups slightly fuller, sitting perfectly on her dancer’s build. Endless legs, toned and pale cream, stretched from the deck chair to somewhere near the pool’s far edge. Those legs. Every time. The thigh gap visible even when she stood with her feet together. She stretched — because Astrid stretched the way other people breathed — and her tunic rose to reveal her flat stomach transitioning into the subtle swell of early pregnancy. She caught me looking and bit her lower lip. Direct eye contact. No games. Swedish pragmatism about desire.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked.

“Shut up.”

She smiled. Stretched deeper. Her bikini top shifted. I looked away before I embarrassed myself more than the swim trunks were already handling.

Linda appeared in a black one-piece that clung to every curve her pencil skirts usually hid. I’d seen Linda in professional attire for months. Seeing her in a swimsuit was like discovering a secret room in a house you’d lived in for years. The suit revealed long, toned legs she’d kept under modest skirts, a surprisingly round ass that pencil-skirt tailoring had only hinted at, and the slim yoga-toned elegance that made her look a decade younger than forty-five. At four weeks pregnant, nothing showed yet — but the glow was there. Something in her skin, in the softness of her dark eyes, in the way she held herself without the usual rigid control. Her silver-streaked black hair was still in its bun. She hadn’t reached the hair-down stage of the trip yet.

But she would.

Margarethe emerged in a designer swimsuit that she’d probably had custom-made in Milan. Cream and gold, structured where structure was needed, revealing where revelation served its purpose. Her statuesque five-eleven frame looked devastating in it — impossibly long legs, slim but womanly figure, small firm B-cups that sat perfectly, the long graceful neck that made pearls look like they’d been invented specifically for her. She walked to the pool’s edge with imperial posture — trained since childhood to enter rooms like she owned them, which, historically, she usually did.

“Adequate,” she said, surveying the pool. Then she sat on a lounger, arranged herself with imperial precision, and closed her eyes behind her designer sunglasses.

Yuki came out last in a simple navy one-piece, her willowy frame moving with the quiet grace that years of hospital corridors had instilled. At four weeks pregnant, she was unchanged physically — slim, precise, her asymmetrical black bob tucked behind one ear. But the pregnancy journal was in her hand instead of a clipboard, and when she sat on the lounger beside Astrid, she set the journal aside and actually leaned back. For Yuki, this was the equivalent of a radical act of surrender.



I stood on the pool deck in swim trunks and a worn henley with the sleeves rolled up and looked at the scene around me.

Six pregnant women around an infinity pool. The Caribbean Sea behind them. Tropical sun warming brown skin, pale skin, bronze skin. Bumps in various stages — Sofia and Catherine’s obvious rounds, Astrid’s subtle curve, three flat stomachs that held futures too new to show. Breasts heavy and changing — G-cups, B-cups, C-cups, A-cups, all shifting with the hormones of pregnancy, some leaking, some tender, all his.

Mine.

All of them mine.

The primal satisfaction of it hit me low in the gut. Not sexual, exactly — though that was there too, always there, the constant hum of desire that came with being surrounded by gorgeous women who carried my children. This was something deeper. Ancestral. The lizard-brain awareness that six women bore my offspring, and here they were, safe, sun-warmed, arranged around a tropical pool like the most beautiful, improbable, impossible family portrait ever painted.

I pulled off the henley. The sun hit my chest and shoulders, warming skin that Vermont winter had kept pale. I felt their eyes. Not all of them looked — Margarethe’s sunglasses might have been closed, might not have been — but enough of them tracked the movement. Sofia’s gaze traveling down my chest, lingering on the visible forearm veins as I tossed the shirt on a chair. Catherine’s quick assessment, the slight shift of her thighs. Astrid’s unashamed stare.

“You should fix something,” Sofia called from her lounger. “You look good fixing things. Fix the — I don’t know. Something.”

“Sofia, we’ve been here thirty minutes.”

“And the kitchen faucet drips. I already checked. Go fix it.”

I went to fix the faucet. Sofia watched me walk away, and I heard her say to Catherine, in a stage whisper: “Look at that ass. Look at it. You’re welcome.”

“You didn’t create his ass, Sofia.”

“I’m pregnant with his baby. That’s close enough.”

I tightened the faucet’s washer with a wrench from the toolkit I’d packed — because I always packed a toolkit, even for tropical commitment ceremonies — and when I came back, still shirtless, forearm veins standing out from the work, Sofia actually licked her glossed lips.

The sun dropped lower. The pool caught golden light. Six pregnant women in swimwear against a Caribbean sunset. I sat on the edge of the deck, feet in warm water, and let the moment settle.

Below the pool deck, the stone steps led down to a private beach. The sand was white, the water calm, and the cove was empty except for a single figure.

A woman walking along the waterline.

Tall — five-ten at least. Bronze skin catching the last of the sunset light in a way that made her look gilded. She moved with a deliberate grace that went beyond natural confidence into something practiced, perfected, professional. Each step placed precisely, hips swaying with a rhythm that seemed calibrated by decades of attention. A gold bikini caught the dying light. Dark hair fell to her mid-back in natural waves, the tips sun-bleached. Long, toned legs carried her along the sand with the effortless stride of someone who’d been watched for a living.

She reached the base of the stone steps and stopped. Looked up at the villa compound, at the pool, at the cluster of women. At me.

Green eyes against bronze skin. A smile that engaged her entire face — practiced, gorgeous, and somehow just slightly off. Twenty years of smiling professionally, and she was trying to remember what a real one felt like.

She held my gaze for three seconds. Then she turned and walked back along the beach, the gold bikini catching the last rays of sunlight, her body a silhouette against the water.

Catherine appeared beside me. She’d watched the whole thing.

“That woman tracked our booking,” she said. Not a question.

“What?”

“Nobody ends up at an adjacent resort watching a villa full of pregnant women by accident.” Catherine’s CEO instincts were sharper than any security system. “She found out we’d be here. She arranged to be nearby. She’s from the waitlist.”

“You can tell all that from watching her walk on a beach?”

Catherine gave me a look that said she’d built a Fortune 500 company by reading people in less time than it took most of them to introduce themselves.

“I can tell all that from the fact that she looked at you like she was here for you, not the scenery.”


Chapter 2: Milk and Sunlight

The morning heat hit the villa by eight.

Not the gradual warming of a Vermont summer — this was tropical, insistent, heat that turned cotton shirts transparent and made every surface warm to the touch. The pool glittered under a sky so blue it looked retouched. Palm fronds hung motionless in the windless air. The ocean below the terrace was flat as glass, turquoise fading to navy at the horizon line.

I was in the kitchen, fixing the faucet properly this time — the washer I’d replaced yesterday was the wrong gauge, and the drip had returned overnight with the persistence of a debt collector. Sofia had left me coffee and a plate of sliced mango while she went to negotiate with the villa’s cook about kitchen territory. The negotiation involved rapid Spanish, animated gestures, and what I suspected was a bribe involving her green smoothie recipe.

Through the kitchen’s open archway, I could see the pool terrace. Astrid was doing yoga on a mat she’d unrolled near the infinity edge, her pale cream skin already pink from the sun, her thirteen-week bump just visible when her bikini top rode up during a downward dog. Her endless legs — toned, pale, the thigh gap catching light — stretched into positions that made my wrench slip. Twice.

Margarethe occupied a shaded lounger under a parasol the groundskeeper had positioned at precisely the angle she’d requested, reading something on her phone with the concentration of a woman managing a European estate from across the Atlantic. She wore a wide-brimmed hat and cream linen. She looked like she’d invented shade.

Linda was somewhere inside — I could hear her voice, clipped and efficient, on a call with Mrs. Dawson about the boiler. Four weeks pregnant and two thousand miles from Vermont, and she was still running the inn by remote control.

Yuki had commandeered a corner of the terrace as a mobile prenatal station, her pregnancy journal open, a small case of vitamins and supplements arranged with the precision of surgical instruments. She’d already cornered Astrid about folic acid timing and was now making notes about hydration levels in tropical climates. The journal had replaced the clipboard, but the compulsion was identical. Some armor you didn’t shed — you just changed its shape.

I tightened the faucet’s new washer. Tested it. No drip.

Sofia’s voice floated in from the pool terrace. “Nathan. Papi. I need you.”

The way she said need had nothing to do with plumbing.



She’d found a daybed tucked beneath a shade canopy on the far side of the pool — a wide, cushioned platform with sheer curtains that billowed in the faint ocean breeze. Private without being hidden. Shaded but warm. Furniture designed for exactly the activities that were about to happen on it.

Sofia lay on her side in a dark green bikini that fought every curve and lost. Her nineteen-week bump pressed against the cushion, round and firm and catching filtered sunlight through the canopy’s fabric. Her massive G-cup breasts spilled over the bikini top — the fabric strained to contain them, compressed them into a shelf of deep cleavage that started at her collarbone and didn’t end so much as overflow. Her nipples were visible through the wet fabric, dark and hard, the perpetual state that pregnancy had intensified from her already-responsive baseline. The gold chain at her neck disappeared between her breasts like a river diving into a canyon.

She’d been sweating. The tropical heat had put a sheen on her caramel skin — her cleavage gleamed, her shoulders glistened, and a bead of perspiration traced a line down from her throat, over her collarbone, between those gravity-defying breasts, across the swell of her belly. She looked like she’d been carved from wet bronze, every curve glistening, the swell of her belly catching the filtered light like something sacred.

“The heat accelerates letdown,” she said, her husky voice pitched low. “My breasts need expressing. Now. I’ve been leaking for an hour.”

I looked at the bikini top. She was right — twin dark spots were spreading through the green fabric, warm milk seeping through despite the padding she’d tried to use. Her breasts looked swollen, heavy, straining against the suit with an urgency that went beyond fashion failure into genuine physical need.

“Take off the suit,” I said.

“Such romance, papi.”

But she reached behind and unclipped the top. Her G-cups sprang free — massive, full, the skin taut with milk production, her dark nipples already beading with thin white droplets that caught the filtered sunlight like liquid pearls. They bounced once, settling against her chest with the heavy sway of breasts that had grown even larger with pregnancy and lactation. Each one was bigger than my hand could cover, the areolae darkened to deep brown, the nipples fat and ready.

I lay beside her on the daybed, the sheer curtains giving us a gauzy privacy that made everything feel like a dream — the ocean visible through the fabric, the pool glittering, the tropical garden surrounding us in bougainvillea and frangipani.

“Come here,” she whispered.

I cupped her right breast. It was hot — not just from the tropical heat but from the milk inside, the fullness, the biological urgency of a body producing nourishment on a schedule that didn’t care about vacations. I brought my mouth to her nipple and drew on it.

The first pull released a spray of warm milk across my tongue. Thin, sweet, slightly different from the last time — her diet at the villa included more tropical fruit, and I could taste it. Mango and something floral, mixed with the warm, alive sweetness that was uniquely Sofia’s milk. She shuddered against me, her hand coming up to cradle my head, fingers threading through my hair.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “God, that’s — I was so full, Nathan. So full.”

I nursed from her while my free hand slid down over the swell of her pregnant belly. The baby moved under my palm — a flutter, a nudge, the impossible sensation of a life I’d put inside her pressing against my fingers. Sofia gasped. The milk flowed faster, triggered by the oxytocin of my mouth on her breast and the baby’s movement and the heat and the ocean air carrying salt through the curtains.

“More,” she said. “The other one.”

I switched. Her left breast was even more engorged — the nipple dark and swollen, milk already streaming down the underside of her breast in a thin white line that tracked across her round belly. I took the nipple in my mouth and pulled hard. She arched, her thick thighs pressing together, her wide hips rolling against the cushion.

“Fuck,” she whispered. “It’s — when you do that, I feel it everywhere. All the way down.”

The lactation triggered her arousal the way it always did — the biological overlap of nursing and orgasm that made Sofia’s body a closed circuit of pleasure. Her hand dropped to the waistband of her bikini bottom. She tugged it down over her hips, over those thick thighs, kicking it free with an impatience that was pure Sofia.

I freed myself from my swim trunks. She turned onto her side, one leg lifted, and I slid into her from behind while still nursing from the breast she pressed toward my mouth. The angle was perfect — her pregnant belly supported by the daybed cushion, my cock buried deep, my mouth on her swollen breast drawing warm milk with every pulse.

“Deeper,” she gasped. “Nathan — deeper. Fill me up, papi. I know I’m already — I know there’s already a baby, but I don’t care. I want to feel you. I want to feel all of you.”

I drove into her harder. She was soaking wet — the tropical heat and the lactation arousal had her dripping before I’d touched her. Her pussy clenched around me with the urgency of a woman who’d spent the entire morning leaking milk and needing release. My hand gripped her hip — that wide, grabbable hip — and pulled her back against each thrust.

Milk sprayed across the daybed cushion when I released her nipple to bite her neck. She cried out — not quietly, not in the contained way the inn’s thin walls demanded, but open and raw, her voice carrying across the pool terrace into the tropical air. Let the villa staff hear. Let the groundskeeper hear. Let the ocean hear.

“There — right there — don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—”

I reached around to cup her free breast, squeezing it, and milk flowed over my fingers in warm streams. Both breasts leaking, both releasing, the biological urgency of letdown syncing with the building orgasm. Sofia’s body was a machine designed for this — for nursing, for breeding, for the dual function of nourishing and being claimed.

She came first. Her walls clamped around me like a fist, her whole body shuddering, milk spraying from both nipples in a letdown triggered by the climax. She screamed into the pillow — a sound that was half orgasm, half relief, the sweet agony of a body that had been too full finally being emptied.

I followed. Deep inside her, the breeding instinct firing despite the pregnancy already achieved. My cum joined the wetness between her thighs. I held her hip and pulsed into her, load after load, while she clenched and milked me with those powerful internal muscles and whimpered my name against the damp cushion.

We lay there. Tangled, wet — milk and sweat and cum and salt air. The sheer curtains billowed. The ocean sparkled through the fabric. Sofia’s breathing slowed against my chest, her pregnant belly rising and falling under my palm, the baby fluttering again as if commenting on the disturbance.

“I needed that,” she murmured. “The heat makes everything worse. The milk, the hormones, the—” She pressed her ass back against me. “Everything.”



“Excuse me.”

Catherine’s voice. Controlled, precise, and carrying the sharp edge of a woman who’d found something she wanted and was deciding how to take it.

She stood at the gap in the sheer curtains. White bikini, nineteen-week bump visible, her B-cups straining the bikini top in a way they hadn’t yesterday. Her nipples were visibly hard through the thin white fabric, and below each one, a dark wet circle was spreading. She’d been leaking. Her new supply — established over the last few weeks, still thin and inconsistent — had been triggered by the heat and, I suspected, by what she’d just watched.

“My milk came in properly this morning,” she said. Her voice was steady, but her hands were trembling slightly. “The heat. The — stimulation of watching. I’m—” She pressed a hand to her left breast and winced. “I need relief.”

Sofia lifted her head from the pillow. Her dark eyes found Catherine’s — a look that acknowledged something neither said aloud, the territorial flicker that had defined their relationship since the beginning fighting with the newer bond of shared lactation and shared pregnancy and shared Nathan.

The territory won. Briefly.

“I just got him,” Sofia said.

“And now we share him,” Catherine replied. Not asking. Stating.

The bond won.

Sofia shifted forward on the daybed, making room. An invitation that cost her something — the possessive chef sharing her kitchen for the first time without a fight. Catherine’s gray-green eyes widened slightly. She recognized the gesture for what it was.

She joined us on the daybed.

I sat up, propped against the cushions, while Catherine settled beside me. She reached behind and unclipped her bikini top with fingers that trembled. Her B-cups were smaller than Sofia’s — firm, elegant, the breasts of a woman who’d maintained her body with Pilates and restraint. But pregnancy had changed them. The nipples were darker, larger, and as the bikini top fell away, a bead of milk appeared on each tip. Her supply was thin, new, the pale bluish-white of early colostrum transitioning to mature milk.

“I don’t know how to—” she started.

“Stop talking,” Sofia said, not unkindly. She took Catherine’s hand and placed it on her own massive, still-leaking breast. “Feel. This is what full production feels like. Your body will catch up. It just needs—” She looked at me. “It needs him.”

I cupped Catherine’s left breast. Smaller in my hand, firmer, the skin warm and flushed from the tropical heat. Her freckles scattered across her chest — brown sugar on cream, the secret map that only I saw barefaced. I lowered my mouth to her nipple and pulled gently.

The first draw produced a thin trickle. Not the spray of Sofia’s established flow — a careful, tentative release, her body learning to let down for someone other than a pump. Catherine inhaled sharply. Her eyes fluttered closed.

“Oh,” she breathed. “That’s—”

“I know,” Sofia said, watching. Her hand was on her own breast, squeezing gently, a thin stream of milk running down her fingers. “I know what it is.”

I nursed from Catherine while Sofia watched. The taste was different — thinner, lighter, less sweet than Sofia’s mature milk. But it was warm and alive and Catherine’s body responded to my mouth with a visible tremor that started in her chest and ran down through her belly to her thighs. Her hand gripped the daybed cushion. Her hips shifted.

“More,” she whispered. “Please.”

I switched to her right breast. The supply was slightly better on this side — the letdown came faster, the milk flowing in thin pulses that matched her heartbeat. Catherine’s eyes opened and found Sofia’s. Something in her gaze had shifted. The CEO had left the building. In her place: a pregnant woman with leaking breasts and a need she couldn’t delegate to an assistant.

“Your turn,” I told Sofia.

I pulled Sofia closer. She straddled me, her massive breasts hanging heavy, milk dripping from both nipples onto my chest. I guided myself into her — still wet from before, still warm, still gripping. She sank down with a groan that was more relief than ecstasy. Familiar. Deep. Home.

While Sofia rode me slowly — her pregnant belly pressing against mine, her wide hips rolling with the deliberate rhythm she used when she wanted to last — I turned my head to Catherine’s breast. She shifted closer on the daybed, offering herself. I nursed from her smaller breast while buried inside Sofia, the two women flanking me, milk and skin and the Caribbean heat turning the daybed into something primal.

Sofia’s hands found Catherine’s shoulder. Not pushing away. Steadying. Supporting.

“He likes both at once,” Sofia said, her voice thick with arousal. “Give him your other one.”

Catherine pressed her right breast to my mouth. I alternated — a pull from Catherine’s thin supply, then turning to bury my face in Sofia’s massive, overflowing G-cup. The contrast was obscene and beautiful. Sofia’s heavy, established milk flowing warm and sweet. Catherine’s newer, thinner supply requiring patience and coaxing. Two pregnant women feeding me while I fucked one of them in the open tropical air.

Sofia’s pace increased. Her thick thighs gripped my hips. Her massive breasts bounced against my face, milk spraying across my chest, across Catherine’s arm, across the white cushion. Catherine watched with parted lips, one hand on her own breast, the other on Sofia’s hip — and that touch was new. That touch was alliance.

“Together,” Sofia panted. “Catherine — give him yours. I want him to taste both of us when he comes.”

Catherine pressed her breast to my mouth. I pulled. Thin, sweet milk. Then Sofia’s nipple replaced it — heavy, warm, the letdown triggering another spray. Back and forth. Two women. Two different tastes. Two different needs being met by the same mouth, the same man, the same moment.

I came inside Sofia with Catherine’s milk on my tongue. The orgasm ripped through me — deep, primal, the breeding instinct firing like a cannon even though the job was already done. Sofia followed me over the edge, her walls clenching, milking every drop, her cry splitting the tropical air. Milk erupted from both her nipples in a letdown triggered by the climax, spraying across my chest and Catherine’s hand in warm, sweet streams.

Catherine watched the whole thing. Her breathing was ragged. Her breasts leaked freely now, the visual stimulation and the oxytocin of being nursed triggering a letdown of her own. Thin milk ran down her belly, over her nineteen-week bump, catching in the fold where baby met bikini bottom.

“Your turn,” I said.

Sofia dismounted — graceful despite the bump, despite the mess of milk and cum and sweat — and settled onto the cushion beside us. My cum dripped from between her thick thighs. She didn’t clean up. She watched.

Catherine climbed on top. Her longer legs straddled me easily, her B-cups hanging just above my face, both nipples dripping. She was soaked — her bikini bottom had darkened, and when she peeled it aside, her arousal was visible, glistening on her inner thighs. She sank down onto me.

“God,” she breathed. Her gray-green eyes were wet. Not crying — just full. Like the rest of her. “Nathan.”

I gripped her hips — slim, the bones closer to the surface than Sofia’s padded curves — and guided her down. She rode me slower than Sofia, more deliberate, the CEO even in surrender wanting to control the pace. I let her. For now. My mouth found her nipple and nursed while she moved above me, her pregnant belly pressing against mine, her milk flowing thin and warm.

“She tastes different,” Sofia observed from beside us, her hand on her own belly, her voice dreamy and possessive. “My milk is sweeter. Hers is — sharper. Cleaner.”

“Sofia,” Catherine gasped.

“It’s a compliment. Clean is good. Clean is Catherine.”

I pulled harder on Catherine’s nipple. The supply responded — more than before, the body learning that this mouth meant release, meant pleasure, meant safety. Catherine’s hips rolled faster. Her freckles flushed pink across her chest and shoulders. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in.

“Fuck — Nathan — I’m—”

“Come for me,” I said against her breast. “Let go.”

She came with a sound I’d never heard from her — not the controlled, private orgasm of the inn, not the tear-streaked release of our early sessions. A raw, open, tropical sound that carried across the pool and the terrace and probably the ocean. Her milk let down with the orgasm, thin streams running across my face, into my mouth, down my chin. Her walls gripped me so tight it hurt — the good kind of hurt, the kind that pulls your own climax out of you before you’re ready.

I finished inside her. The second time that morning. My cum filling the second woman in twenty minutes, joining the warmth and wetness of a body already carrying my child. Catherine collapsed against my chest, her breasts pressing flat between us, milk still seeping.

Sofia’s hand found Catherine’s hip. Not staking territory. Sharing it.

The three of us lay on the daybed. Wet, warm, spent. The sheer curtains billowed. Caribbean sunlight filtered through the fabric, turning everything gold. Two pregnant bellies. Two pairs of leaking breasts. One man between them, tasting both, claiming both, held by both.



From across the pool, Astrid’s voice carried clear as a bell.

“Tanaka.”

I looked up. Astrid sat on her lounger, one hand pressed against her own breast through her bikini top. Her ice-blue eyes held something between curiosity and recognition. Her thirteen-week bump gleamed in the sun.

“Is it too early?” she asked. “For the — the tenderness. The fullness. Is it too early for what I think it is?”

Yuki looked up from her pregnancy journal. Her dark eyes assessed Astrid with the clinical focus that still surfaced when medical questions arose. She studied the way Astrid’s hand pressed against her breast, the slight grimace, the subtle swelling visible even through the bikini fabric.

“No,” Yuki said. Her voice carried across the pool, quiet and certain. “It’s not too early at all.”


Chapter 3: The Walk

She came up the stone steps at ten in the morning like she was walking a runway that happened to be made of limestone.

I was on the pool deck, shirtless, installing a shade sail over the seating area because Margarethe had declared the morning sun “hostile to complexion” and Catherine had diplomatically suggested that additional shade would benefit all the pregnant women. The truth was somewhere between — the Countess wanted comfort and Catherine wanted to manage her into feeling valued. I wanted to fix something. Everyone got what they needed.

I had the ratchet strap in my hands when I heard the footsteps. Not the soft pad of the household’s bare feet or the crisp click of Margarethe’s sandals. Something deliberate. Measured. The sound of a woman who’d learned to make even walking an event.

She appeared at the top of the stairs like a photograph developing in real time.

Feet first — strappy gold sandals on bronzed feet, toenails painted a dark berry that caught the sun. Then legs. Christ, those legs. Endless, toned, deep bronze since birth, not a spray tan in sight. Each calf defined by years of runway walking, each thigh smooth and glistening with whatever oil she’d applied that morning. The legs went on and on, climbing from the stone steps into the gold bikini that waited at their summit like a reward for anyone patient enough to follow them up.

The bikini was minimal. A gold triangle top fought a battle against natural E-cup breasts — heavy, full, breasts that made you recalibrate your understanding of what “natural” could mean on a lean frame. They didn’t sit like Sofia’s, heavy and bouncing. They didn’t sit like Catherine’s, firm and elegant. They sat like a supermodel’s — defying gravity with an authority that suggested a lifetime of knowing exactly how they looked and exactly what they did to people. Dark nipples pressed against the gold fabric. The outline of her areolae was visible — large, dark, almost aggressive in their visibility, as if her body had never learned to hide anything because nobody had ever asked it to.

Above the bikini top, a narrow waist. Below it, a full round ass that filled the bikini bottom with the confident excess of Brazilian genetics — not Dani’s prominent thickness but something rounder, higher, sculpted by heritage rather than defiance.

Her waist was impossibly narrow. Her stomach was flat with the slight softness of forty rather than twenty — a softness that made her look more real, more present, more like a woman instead of a photograph. A thin gold chain sat at her throat, and a pair of gold hoops caught the light in her earlobes.

Then the face. Green eyes — feline, heavy-lidded — in bronze skin, the combination so striking it looked engineered. High cheekbones. Full lips, naturally dark pink, no filler needed. A smile that engaged every muscle in her face with practiced efficiency — ten thousand photographs had trained it.

But something about that smile was off. Just slightly. The way a professional musician plays a piece they know by heart — technically perfect, emotionally somewhere else. She was performing warmth. I’d spent months with women who’d performed versions of themselves before I saw the truth. I recognized the mask.

Her thick dark hair fell to her mid-back in natural waves, sun-bleached at the tips. She moved like she was still on a runway — hips swaying, shoulders back, chin slightly elevated. Every step placed with the precision of someone who’d been paid to walk in front of cameras since she was eighteen.

She scanned the pool deck. Found Catherine first.

Smart.

“Good morning.” Her voice carried a Portuguese accent that she’d mostly smoothed into international English — an accent that spoke three languages and defaulted to whichever one served the current audience best. “I hope I’m not intruding. I’m staying at the resort next door, and I noticed your beautiful compound from the beach. I couldn’t help—”

“You’re Camila Ferreira,” Catherine said.

The practiced smile flickered. Just for a second. The supermodel mask recalibrating for someone who’d done their homework.

“You recognize me?” The question was wrapped in the performance of pleased surprise, but underneath it I heard something sharper — assessment. Who is this woman? How much does she know?

“Sports Illustrated, 2010, 2011, and 2013. Victoria’s Secret runway, 2008 through 2015. The Versace campaign from—” Catherine paused, recalibrated. Gave her CEO smile. “My assistant had a poster. You were famous.”

“Were.” Camila’s smile shifted — genuine for a flash, like a coin catching the light before falling back to its manufactured side. “The industry’s kindness has a shelf life.”

She extended a hand to Catherine. Woman-to-woman. Acknowledging hierarchy without being told the structure. Half a lifetime navigating rooms full of power had taught her exactly who to approach first.

Catherine shook her hand. Gray-green eyes assessed green. Former CEO meeting former supermodel. Two women who’d built empires from their respective assets, both now in bikinis on a tropical pool deck, both aware that the game being played had nothing to do with coincidence.

“What a happy coincidence,” Catherine said. Her voice was as smooth as milk. “All these expectant mothers in one place. We must seem quite the spectacle from the beach.”

“Spectacular, actually.” Camila’s eyes drifted across the pool deck — taking in Sofia on a lounger, one hand on her bump, dark eyes watchful. Astrid stretching. Linda reading. Margarethe ignoring everything behind her sunglasses. Yuki making notes. Six pregnant women in various stages, arranged around a paradise pool like a fertility symposium had gone on holiday.

Camila’s gaze lingered on the bumps. On each swollen belly. Something shifted behind those green eyes — something the professional smile couldn’t quite contain. Hunger, maybe. Or envy. Not the kind directed at another woman’s beauty — a supermodel had no reason for that. This was the envy of a woman looking at what she didn’t have and wondering if the window to get it had already closed.

“I’m Camila,” she said. “I’m on vacation.” The word vacation came out with the forced casualness of a lie that knew it was a lie. “I’d love to join you for coffee, if you’re welcoming visitors.”

Catherine looked at me.

I’d been watching from the shade sail installation, ratchet strap still in my hands, forearm veins standing out from the work. Shirtless, sun-warmed, the sweat of manual labor glistening on my chest. Camila’s eyes found me.

Here was the moment. I’d seen it before — the first look, the first assessment, the instant where a new woman measured me against whatever expectations she’d brought. Catherine had been cold and calculating. The twins had been competitive and curious. The Countess had been imperial. Tanaka had been clinical. Dani had been hostile. Viv had been afraid.

Camila was… professional.

She looked at me the way she’d look at a new photographer — evaluating, appraising, determining how to work with the material. Her green eyes traveled the same path every woman’s had — my calloused hands on the ratchet, the veins in my forearms, up to my shoulders, my chest, down my stomach to where my swim trunks sat low on my hips. The assessment was thorough, practiced, and about as spontaneous as a tax return.

She smiled at me. The full deployment — the smile that had sold magazines, launched campaigns, made men buy products they didn’t need because the woman in the advertisement seemed to be smiling specifically at them.

“You must be the lucky man,” she said, and her fingers landed on my forearm — light, casual, the touch of a woman who’d learned that physical contact opened doors faster than conversation. Her thumb grazed the vein that stood out from the ratchet work. Practiced. Precise. Waiting for the flinch, the softening, the involuntary lean-in that touch like that had produced in men for twenty years.

I didn’t flinch.

“Nathan.” I tightened the ratchet strap. The shade sail snapped taut. “You want coffee, the kitchen’s through the arch.”

I went back to work.



Sofia brought the coffee, because Sofia controlled the kitchen and therefore controlled who received sustenance within its sphere of influence. She set a tray on the poolside table — three cups, the good espresso she’d negotiated away from the villa’s cook, sliced fruit arranged with the attention to detail that made Sofia’s food beautiful even when it was just a snack.

Camila sat across from Catherine in the shade of the new sail. I’d finished the installation and moved on to a hinge that was squeaking on the garden gate — because I’d noticed it during the walk from the kitchen, and a squeaking hinge was a squeaking hinge whether you were in Vermont or the Caribbean.

I could hear them from the garden gate. The conversation was a chess match conducted in the polite vocabulary of women who understood power dynamics.

“Your resort must be lovely,” Catherine said. “Which one?”

“Casa del Mar. It’s four miles down the coast.” Camila lifted her espresso. Her fingers were long, elegant, the nails short and natural — not the manicured claws of her modeling days. That detail registered. She’d left the cameras behind but not the performance. “I came for the quiet. I didn’t expect to find—” she gestured at the pool deck, the pregnant women, the compound, “—all of this.”

“And yet here you are. Walking four miles along the beach to introduce yourself to strangers.”

Camila’s smile tightened. Almost imperceptibly. She’d spent her entire career controlling her face, and Catherine had found the one expression she couldn’t quite hold.

“I was curious,” Camila said.

“You were more than curious.” Catherine set down her espresso. Her CEO voice — the one that had closed billion-dollar deals, the one that made boardrooms go quiet — surfaced just beneath the pleasant vacation tone. “You found out about this compound. You arranged to be at the adjacent resort. You’ve been watching from the beach for at least two days. I noticed you yesterday at sunset.”

Silence. The pool filter hummed. A bird called from the garden.

Camila set down her cup. The practiced smile dissolved. What replaced it wasn’t hostile or defensive — it was tired. The particular tiredness of a woman who’d been performing for so long that dropping the act felt like setting down a weight she’d forgotten she was carrying.

“I tracked your booking,” Camila said. Her accent thickened slightly, the Portuguese creeping through where the international polish cracked. “Through connections. The villa owner’s assistant knows someone who knows someone. The whisper network — you know about the whisper network.”

“I helped build it,” Catherine said. Not bragging. Stating fact.

“I know who Nathan Brooks is. I know about Willow Creek Inn. I know about the waitlist.” Camila’s green eyes were steady now — no performance, no calculation. Raw. “I’m on it. I’ve been on it for six months. I couldn’t wait any longer.”

Sofia appeared in the archway, barefoot, a kitchen towel over one shoulder, her massive breasts straining her sundress, her pregnant belly preceding her into the conversation. She’d been listening.

“Nobody jumps the line,” Sofia said. Not hostile — territorial. The chef protecting her kitchen, the first pregnant woman protecting her family.

Camila looked at Sofia. Looked at the bump, the breasts, the glow of a woman nineteen weeks into carrying a child she’d wanted desperately. Something in Camila’s expression fractured.

“I’m forty years old,” she said. The words came out flat, stripped of performance. “I’ve been trying to get pregnant for longer than I want to talk about. Clinics, specialists, procedures — none of it worked.” She looked at the pool, at the pregnant women, at the bumps catching tropical light. “My doctor says natural conception gives me the best chance. The real thing, not a catheter in a sterile room.”

She paused. A bird called from the garden canopy.

“I’m running out of time. And the man who everyone whispers about is here. In this villa. Three miles from my hotel. With six pregnant women who prove he can do what no clinic has been able to do for me.”

Catherine watched her for a long time. CEO assessment — the cold calculus of a woman who’d evaluated proposals for a living and knew the difference between a pitch and a prayer.

“I see,” Catherine said.



I was in the garden, oiling the gate hinge, when Camila found me. She’d changed — or rather, she hadn’t changed, she’d just walked away from Catherine’s table and come to find me in the garden, still in the gold bikini, still bronze and glistening, still moving with the runway walk that she probably couldn’t turn off if she tried.

She stood three feet from me. Those green eyes studied my hands — calloused, oil-smeared, wrapped around a pair of pliers that had traveled two thousand miles in my toolkit because you never knew when a hinge needed attention.

“You didn’t react,” she said.

“To what?”

“To me.” She said it simply. Not with offense or hurt — with genuine curiosity. “I walked onto your pool deck in a bikini and you went back to installing a shade sail. That hasn’t happened in twenty years.”

I set down the pliers. Looked at her properly.

She was, objectively, one of the most beautiful women I’d ever seen. The green eyes alone could’ve sold me a used car with a blown transmission. The legs. The breasts — Jesus, those breasts, natural E-cups that looked impossible on her lean frame, heavy and full, the dark nipples still pressing through the gold fabric like they wanted out. The waist, the hips, the ass, the hair, the skin. Every single element calibrated by genetics and maintained by profession to produce maximum visual impact.

“You’re stunning,” I said. “I’m not blind.”

“But you’re not—”

“Awestruck?” I wiped my hands on a rag. “I’ve got six pregnant women on that pool deck, Camila. I made them pregnant. I watched their bodies change. I’ve tasted their milk and held their bellies and felt their babies kick. Beautiful women stopped being something I gape at about four months ago. They’re something I take care of.”

She stared at me. The camera-ready smile was gone. In its place — something I hadn’t seen on her face. Uncertainty. Genuine, unscripted uncertainty. The supermodel who’d controlled every room she’d entered since her first booking, unable to control this one.

“I watched you from the beach yesterday,” she said quietly. “I watched you watching them. The pregnant women. You looked at each one like she was the only person in the world. And then you looked at the next one the same way. I’ve never seen a man look at women like that.”

“Like what?”

“Like they matter.”

The gate hinge was fixed. It swung silent and smooth. I tested it twice because I liked things that worked properly.

“Come to dinner,” I said. “Sofia’s cooking. She won’t poison you — probably. Catherine will want to talk terms. Linda will need your paperwork. And I’ll need your medical records before anything else happens.”

“That’s not how men usually respond when I show up in a bikini.”

“Most men haven’t spent the morning nursing from two women and fixing a shade sail. The bar has moved.”

She stared at me for another long moment. The green eyes working through something — surprise, recalibration, the first flicker of interest that wasn’t professional. Not the “how do I use this man” calculation she’d walked up those stairs with. Something newer. Realer.

Then she laughed. Not the practiced laugh she deployed at industry events. An actual laugh — short, surprised, breaking through her composure the way a wave breaks through a sand wall. Her whole face changed. The professional mask dissolved for three full seconds and what was underneath was younger, warmer, and utterly uncertain.

“Dinner,” she said. “I’ll bring wine. The kind nobody here can drink.”

She turned and walked back toward the stone steps. I watched her go — the practiced walk, the swaying hips, the gold bikini flashing in the sun, those endless bronze legs descending the limestone stairs toward the beach.

But something about the walk had changed. Just slightly. A fraction less performance. A degree less calibration.

She’d come up those stairs wearing a twenty-year mask. She wasn’t taking all of it back down.

From the pool deck, Catherine’s voice carried: “Well?”

“She’s from the waitlist,” I called back.

“I know. I told you that yesterday. What are you going to do about it?”

I looked at the oiled gate hinge. Silent. Functional. Repaired.

“I’m going to talk to Linda about her medical records.”

“Nathan.”

“And then I’m going to figure out if a shade sail needs anchoring bolts or if the ratchet straps will hold in a tropical storm.”

Catherine appeared at the garden gate, one hand on her bump, gray-green eyes sharp. Freckles in the sunlight. The woman who’d run a Fortune 500 company giving me the look that said she’d already made a decision and was waiting for me to arrive at the same conclusion.

“She’s scared,” Catherine said. “Underneath all of that” — she gestured vaguely toward the beach, toward the retreating figure of a supermodel in a gold bikini — “she’s terrified she waited too long.”

I picked up my toolkit. “I know.”

“So you’ll help her.” She’d already decided for both of us.


Chapter 4: Quiet Authority

Linda found the study within an hour of arriving at the villa. Of course she did.

Every house has a room where decisions get made — the room with the desk, the ledger, the locked drawer. At Willow Creek, it was the study where Margot had managed the inn’s books and where I’d first discovered what the business actually was. At the villa, it was a small room off the master suite: mahogany desk, bookshelves filled with hardcovers nobody had read, shuttered windows that filtered the ocean into stripes of blue light across the floor.

Linda had installed herself there by the second afternoon. Her briefcase sat open on the desk. A notepad — she still preferred paper for critical logistics, despite owning a phone that could manage a Fortune 500 — had been filled with ceremony notes, villa schedules, rotation plans, and a dietary chart Yuki had asked her to enforce. The ink was her usual precise blue. The handwriting was the same sharp cursive she’d used since her first day at the inn, managing secrets and complicated women.

But something was different.

I found her there on the evening of the third day, after dinner had wound down and the household had scattered to their various corners of the villa. Sofia and Catherine were on the pool terrace, their newly bonded lactation partnership expressed through shared loungers and quiet conversation. Astrid was in the spa room, stretching. Margarethe was reviewing ceremony costs on her phone — the Countess insisted on covering everything and would not be argued with, having deployed the words “wedding gift from the House of Eichenwald” with the finality of a royal decree. Yuki was in the kitchen, making a prenatal supplement schedule that involved color-coded charts.

Linda was in the study. Door open. Lamplight warm against the shuttered windows.

I knocked on the frame.

She looked up. Dark brown eyes — almost black, assessing, knowing. The eyes that had seen everything in fifteen years at the inn. But tonight they held something I hadn’t seen in them before. Not the controlled reserve of the woman who’d managed from behind walls. Not even the raw vulnerability of the woman who’d surrendered in the inn’s study during her first real consultation.

Tonight Linda’s eyes were open. Just… open. No guards. No assessment. No fifteen-year buffer between what she felt and what she showed.

“Come in,” she said.

She stood. The shuttered light painted stripes across her body, and I saw what she was wearing — a silk robe in deep burgundy. Not the crisp professional attire she wore like armor. Not even the black lace lingerie she’d chosen for her first real consultation. A silk robe she’d packed specifically for this trip, for this room, for this moment.

The robe was thin. Caribbean-appropriate. It clung to her body in ways that her pencil skirts and blouses never had. I looked at her — really looked, the way I’d learned to look at these women, bottom to top, the once-over that Nathan Brooks had perfected over months of appreciating extraordinary bodies.

Her feet were bare on the cool tile floor — slender, elegant, toenails unpainted because Linda didn’t waste time on ornamentation she considered frivolous. Up to her calves — toned calves built by miles of inn corridors every day for all those years. Then her legs — long, smooth, hidden under modest skirts since the day I met her, now revealed by the short robe. They were better than I’d imagined. Yoga-toned, lean, the kind of legs that looked incredible wrapped around someone. Higher — her hips, the surprisingly round ass that pencil skirts had only hinted at, the curve of it pressing against the silk. Then her waist, narrow and elegant, the robe’s sash tied loosely enough that the fabric gaped. Above that — small, firm B-cups pressing against the silk, her nipples hard and visible through the thin fabric. At four weeks pregnant, her breasts hadn’t changed yet, but the nipples seemed more sensitive, more present, standing out against the burgundy like they wanted to announce something.

And her face. Silver-streaked black hair, still in its bun — the last piece of armor she hadn’t shed. Dark eyes luminous in the lamplight. Lips bare, slightly parted. The severe, controlled face of the woman who had run the inn since before I knew it existed, now wearing an expression I’d only seen twice before: the night she’d finally surrendered in the study, and the morning after, when she’d looked at me with the naked honesty of someone who’d waited too long for too much and couldn’t bear to lose it now.

“Nathan,” she said. Her voice was quiet. Precise. Minimal words, as always — but the precision tonight wasn’t defensive. It was deliberate. She was choosing each word because they mattered, not because she was rationing them.

“Linda.”

“I need you.”

Three words. No clinical distance. No managing. No scheduling or logistics or the buffer she’d maintained between herself and her own desires for a decade and a half.

Just: I need you.

I closed the study door.



She came to me. That was the first thing that was different.

In every previous encounter, I’d come to Linda — pursued, pushed, broken through her walls with force or patience or the simple persistence of a man who knew that the woman behind the control was desperate to let go. But tonight, in the villa study with the ocean hissing through the shutters and the lamplight turning everything gold, Linda crossed the room to me.

She put her hands on my chest. Her palms were warm — the heat of the tropics or the heat of her own body, I couldn’t tell. Her fingers spread across my pectoral muscles, feeling my heartbeat through the cotton of my shirt.

“I waited fifteen years,” she said, her dark eyes steady on mine. “To participate. To stop watching. To choose.”

“I know.”

“I’m pregnant.” Her voice caught on the word — not with fear or uncertainty, but with the weight of it. All those years watching other women conceive. Running the business, managing the consultants, scheduling the appointments, and never once lying down on the table herself. Until four weeks ago.

“I know that too.”

“I’ve never—” She stopped. Reconsidered. Started again with the precision of a woman who edited her own sentences before they left her mouth. “In the inn, you took me. Both times. You pushed through my walls and I let you, because that’s what I needed — to be taken. To have the choice made for me, so I could surrender without admitting I’d wanted to all along.”

She looked up at me. The lamplight caught the silver strands in her hair, turning them to filament.

“Tonight I don’t want to be taken. I want to choose.”

The air in the study shifted. I felt it — the recalibration of a dynamic that had been set since the beginning. Linda beneath. Linda surrendering. Linda’s walls breaking under the force of my attention.

This was Linda on top. Linda choosing the pace. Linda running the room the way she’d run every room since she first started at the inn, except this time the room was a bed and the operation she was managing was her own pleasure.

“Then choose,” I said.



She kissed me first. That was new too.

Not the desperate, wall-breaking kiss of her surrender scenes. A deliberate, slow, consuming kiss that started with her hands on my face and ended with my shirt on the floor. Her mouth was warm and tasted like the jasmine tea she drank every evening — the taste of the inn itself, transported two thousand miles to a Caribbean study. She kissed me like she’d been planning it. Like she’d made a schedule for this kiss and was executing it with the same precision she brought to guest logistics and laundry rotations.

My hands found the sash of her robe. I started to untie it.

She caught my wrist. Firm. Not refusing — directing.

“Not yet,” she whispered against my mouth. “I’m controlling this tonight.”

She untied the sash herself. Slowly. Each tug deliberate. The silk parted over her body in stages — first the flat plane of her stomach, a sliver of porcelain skin. Then wider, revealing the curve of her waist, the faint lines of her hips, the edge of black lace. Lace — because of course Linda wore black lace beneath her silk robe, the secret beneath the professional exterior, the weapon she chose for moments she’d planned.

The robe fell to her elbows. Her B-cups gleamed in the lamplight — small, firm, the dark nipples standing out against her pale skin. At forty-five, they sat beautifully — age and gravity had been kind, or yoga had been effective, or both. The faint flush that was her arousal marker began at her collarbones and crept upward, pink spreading across porcelain like watercolor on rice paper.

She let the robe drop to the floor.

Black lace. A thong that hugged her surprisingly round ass and a bralette that she unclipped with one hand, letting it fall. She stood in front of me in nothing but the thong, her body painted in stripes of blue and gold from the shuttered windows, and the composed expression of someone who had made her decision and would not be diverted.

“Come here,” she said.

She lay back on the daybed that occupied one corner of the study — a reading lounge, probably, meant for afternoon naps and literary contemplation, about to be repurposed. She settled against the cushion, her dark hair stark against the pale fabric, and looked up at me with those bottomless eyes.

She looked at my body the way she looked at spreadsheets — with total focus, calculating variables, determining the optimal approach. Her dark eyes traveled from my face to my chest to the obvious bulge in my shorts. She reached up and pulled them down efficiently, the way she solved every logistical problem – no wasted motion, no hesitation.

My cock stood up. Hard, thick, straining toward her. Linda looked at it with an expression I can only describe as satisfaction — the quiet, controlled satisfaction of a woman confirming that the resource she’d allocated was performing to specification. Her tongue touched her lower lip — barely, briefly, the involuntary response of a woman who’d spent fifteen years watching and was now finally allowed to want.

She opened her thighs. Drew me down by the shoulders until my weight settled over her — the familiar position, the one from our first time, from every time. Missionary. The default. Linda underneath. Safe territory.

I entered her slowly. She was soaking — hours of anticipation had turned her body into an invitation. Her pussy spread around me, wet and hot, the slick heat of her engulfing me inch by inch as I pressed deeper. She was tight — tighter than our previous times, or maybe it was the angle on this narrow daybed, the way her slim hips tilted up to receive me. Her dark eyes locked on mine, her back arching as I filled her, her small B-cups pressing against my chest, the hard points of her nipples dragging across my skin. Her legs wrapped around me, heels hooking behind my thighs, pulling me the last inch until I bottomed out against her cervix and she made a sound — quiet, broken, a sound fifteen years in the making.

“Yes,” she breathed. The word cracked. Every year of waiting compressed into three letters.

I stroked into her slowly. Deep. Each withdrawal left her pussy clinging to me, reluctant to release, her walls gripping the length of my shaft as I pulled back and then drove forward again. The wet sound of our connection filled the study — obscene and intimate, the slick evidence of her arousal audible with each stroke. The way she needed it at first — the way she’d always needed it, the familiar dynamic of Nathan on top, Linda letting go, the structure she understood. Her hands gripped my back, nails pressing half-moons into my shoulder blades. Her breathing quickened. Her hips rose to meet each thrust, the controlled woman matching my rhythm with precision even as her body fought to break free of the schedule.

Then something shifted.

Her palms flattened against my chest. She pushed. Not hard — firm. Deliberate. The way she closed a meeting when the agenda was complete.

“On your back,” she said.

I rolled. She followed — fluid, decisive, her thighs swinging over my hips without losing the connection. I stayed inside her through the transition, her walls gripping me as she rose above me and settled her weight onto my lap.

She looked down at me. The lamplight caught the silver strands in her hair. Something in her eyes had changed — the surrender was gone. What replaced it was authority.

The cowgirl position was new for Linda. In every previous encounter, she’d been beneath me — missionary, bent over the study desk, taken from behind. She’d always been the one who surrendered, the one who let go, the one who gave up control because she couldn’t hold it anymore.

Tonight she took it.

She settled her weight onto me fully. Slowly. Deliberately. Finding the depth she wanted, the angle she controlled. Her dark eyes locked on mine, tears building at the edges but not falling. Not crying — full. The way a cup fills to the very brim and holds there by surface tension alone.

“God,” she breathed. Her voice cracked on the word — the first fracture in the composure she’d maintained all night. Not a loss of control. A controlled release. The difference between a dam breaking and a dam opening its gates.

I filled her completely. She sat on me — her full weight, her thighs pressing against my hips, my cock buried deep in the tight warmth of her – all those years of waiting distilled into this single connection, four weeks of pregnancy already changing what the connection meant. Her hands pressed flat against my chest. Her silver-streaked hair gleamed in its severe bun.

She rode me.

Slowly. Deliberately. Each rise lifting her until only the head of my cock remained inside her — her pussy gripping the ridge, refusing to release it entirely — before she sank back down, taking me to the root in one smooth motion that seated me against her cervix and drew a quiet, involuntary moan from her throat. Each angle a calculation, each grinding motion at the bottom of each stroke a choice about where she wanted the pressure and how much and for how long. She circled her hips when she reached bottom — a slow, deliberate rotation that pressed my cock against every wall inside her, the friction drawing slick heat between us, her wetness coating me and dripping down to where our bodies joined. This was Linda having sex the way Linda did everything — with absolute precision and total awareness.

But it was also Linda crying.

The tears came without drama — no sobbing, no breaking, just silent tracks down her porcelain cheeks that caught the lamplight. She didn’t wipe them away. She didn’t acknowledge them. She just kept riding me, slowly, deliberately, tears running down her face while her pussy milked my cock with meticulous rhythm and her body moved with the controlled grace she’d perfected years of managing herself out of existence.

“Linda,” I said.

“Don’t.” She pressed a finger to my lips. “Don’t say anything sweet. Don’t say anything perfect. Just — let me have this.”

I let her have it.

She rode me for what felt like forever. The ocean through the shutters. The lamplight shifting as the evening deepened. Her body moving above me in a rhythm that was entirely hers — not the frantic pace of a woman losing control, but the measured tempo of a woman who had found control and was choosing, deliberately, consciously, with years of repression and four weeks of pregnancy and a lifetime of watching without participating, to use that control for pleasure instead of protection.

Her walls gripped me with each downstroke. Tight — tighter than I remembered, or maybe it was the angle, the depth, the way cowgirl let her set the depth and pressure with a precision that missionary couldn’t match. Her B-cups moved with each stroke — subtle, firm, the nipples tracing small arcs in the air. The flush had spread from her collarbones to her cheeks, visible even in the warm light.

She increased the pace. Just slightly. Her breathing changed — the controlled rhythm giving way to something ragged. Her hands pressed harder against my chest. Her dark eyes, still locked on mine, began to lose their composure. The edges softening. The walls — the last walls, the ones she’d kept up even during surrender — beginning to open.

“Nathan,” she whispered. And the way she said my name was different from every previous time. Not the gasped, broken version from our first encounter. Not the controlled professional version from daily interaction. This was a new pronunciation entirely — my name spoken with choice behind it, with want behind it, with the full authority of all those years of watching and waiting and wondering if she’d left it too long.

I gripped her hips. Not taking over — supporting. Matching her rhythm from beneath, adding depth without changing her pace. My hands on the curve of her ass, feeling it flex with each rise and fall, the surprisingly round ass that pencil skirts had always hidden finally in my hands, moving under my palms, working above me.

“There,” she gasped. “Right — there—”

The orgasm built visibly. Linda’s composure didn’t shatter — it dissolved. Layer by layer, like the silk robe falling from her shoulders, each piece of armor sliding away. Her jaw unclenched. Her eyes widened. Her fingers curled against my chest, nails pressing in. The tears flowed faster but her expression shifted from something held to something released.

She came with her hands on my chest, trembling.

Not the screaming, wall-breaking orgasm of our first time. Not the desperate surrender of the fertility window. A quiet devastation — her body shuddering above me, her walls clenching in rhythmic pulses that squeezed my cock in slow, powerful waves, her breath catching in her throat, her eyes finally closing as the tears ran freely down her face. She pressed down, taking me as deep as her body would allow — I felt the head of my cock press against her cervix, felt her grind against it — and she held there, her hips circling in a slow, deliberate motion that extended the orgasm into something that seemed to last minutes. Her pussy fluttered around me in contractions so precise they felt orchestrated, each one milking my shaft from base to tip, drawing on me with the same efficiency Linda brought to everything she touched.

I followed her. Couldn’t help it — her walls milking me with each contraction, the wet heat of her flooding my senses, the sight of Linda crying silently above me with her hair still in its bun and her black lace pushed aside and her porcelain skin flushed pink from collarbone to hairline. I came inside her. Deep. My cock pulsed, thick ropes of cum filling her in waves that matched the rhythm of her contracting walls. The breeding instinct fired even though the job was done — the body that had waited longer than she’d admit already carrying my child, the cum flooding her regardless because biology doesn’t check the paperwork. I felt myself empty into her, spurt after spurt, each one accompanied by the tight squeeze of her pussy refusing to waste a drop.

She felt me pulse inside her. Her eyes opened. Dark, luminous, wet. Her walls gave one final, deliberate clench — a conscious contraction, a decision — sealing me inside, holding my cum deep where it belonged.

She didn’t dismount.

She stayed on top of me, my cock softening inside her, my cum pooling warm and thick between us, her hands on my chest, her tears drying in the tropical air. She stayed perfectly still, with focused patience — all that waiting meant she could hold this position for fifteen more minutes just to feel my seed settle into the body she’d denied for so long.

“My vows,” she said finally.

“What about them?”

“They’ll be three words.” Her voice was quiet. Exact. The minimal-word precision that was Linda distilled to its essence. “You’ll have to wait for the ceremony to hear them.”

I tucked a strand of her silver-streaked hair behind her ear. She let me. This was another thing that was new — Linda letting me touch her after, letting me perform tenderness without flinching from it.

“Write me good vows, Nathan.” She leaned down and kissed me. Soft. Deliberate. The kind of kiss that only patience like hers could build. “I waited fifteen years for them.”



She stood at the study window afterward. The robe was back on, the sash tied with the precise knot she used for everything. The shutters were open now, the Caribbean night pouring in — salt air, frangipani, the distant sound of waves on the private beach.

Her hand rested on her flat stomach. Four weeks. Nothing visible yet. But her palm lay there with the protective tenderness of a woman who’d spent year after year watching other women touch their bellies the same way and wondering if she’d ever know what it felt like.

Now she knew.

I watched her from the daybed. My cum was still inside her. My ring would be on her finger in two days. She looked at peace. First time I’d seen that on her.

“Linda.”

She turned.

“Three words,” I said.

The corner of her mouth twitched. Not quite a smile — Linda didn’t give full smiles easily. But the twitch said everything.

“You’ll have to wait.”


Chapter 5: Green Eyes

Camila brought her medical file to the guest cottage like a woman presenting a business proposal she knew would be rejected.

The cottage sat at the edge of the villa compound, separated from the main house by a garden path lined with hibiscus and bird of paradise. It was small — bedroom, bathroom, a sitting area with rattan furniture and shuttered windows that framed the ocean. Private enough for conversations that needed walls.

She sat on the edge of the settee in a white linen dress that made her bronze skin look like burnished metal. No bikini today. No gold jewelry. No camera-ready deployment. Just a white dress, bare feet on the tile floor, her thick dark hair loose around her shoulders, and a manila folder that contained ten years of fertility documentation.

“Hostile uterine lining,” she said, opening the folder. “Diagnosed at thirty-eight. My endometrium doesn’t thicken sufficiently for implantation. I froze twelve viable eggs at thirty — my doctor recommended it, and I was smart enough to listen.” She laid out pages — lab results, ultrasound images, a letter from a specialist in Sao Paulo. Her hands were steady but her voice had the rehearsed quality of words repeated to too many doctors in too many offices. “Four IVF attempts. Four failures. Each time the embryo transfers but fails to implant. The lining rejects it.”

I sat across from her. The file was thorough — medical records going back a decade, genetic screening results, hormone panels, comprehensive documentation that Linda would have reviewed and approved. I could practically hear Linda’s voice in my head: The paperwork is in order.

“Your specialist recommended natural conception,” I said.

“Dr. Almeida in Sao Paulo.” She tapped a particular page. “Her theory — and it’s backed by emerging research — is that natural conception produces a hormonal cascade that clinical procedures can’t replicate. The oxytocin, the endorphins, the full sexual response. My uterus responds better to the real thing than to a catheter in a sterile room.” She looked up. “In her words: my body needs to want the pregnancy, not just receive it. And wanting requires — presence. Arousal. The whole experience.”

“How many attempts does she recommend?”

“Sustained. Multiple sessions over a fertile window. Maximizing every variable — timing, position, depth, orgasm.” She said the last word without flinching, but the faintest flush crept along her collarbones. The first genuine physical response I’d seen from her – half her life spent controlling every aspect of how her body was perceived, and the flush slipped through anyway.

“When’s your window?”

“Today. Tomorrow. The next day.” She closed the folder. “I tracked my cycle to coincide with this trip. I’m not here by accident, Nathan. Nothing about this is accidental.”

I studied her. In the cottage light, without the bikini and the runway walk and the smile she wore like a uniform, Camila Ferreira looked different. Still stunning — stunning that didn’t turn off, that lives in the bone structure and the eye color and the proportions that made cameras love her for half a lifetime. But the stunning was quieter now. More fragile. The green eyes against bronze skin weren’t performing. They were waiting.

“Tell me something,” I said. “Without the medical file. Without the research. Without the strategy.”

She looked at me. Uncertain. This wasn’t a question she’d prepared for.

“Why do you want a baby?”

The silence lasted long enough that I heard waves breaking on the beach below. A bird called outside. The ceiling fan turned slowly overhead, stirring warm air.

“Because I’ve spent twenty years being looked at,” she said. Her voice was different — lower, rougher, the Portuguese accent surfacing like a current through still water. “Two decades of people wanting my body for what it looks like. Photographers, designers, men, women, everyone. I was a surface. A beautiful, profitable, internationally recognized surface. And I was very, very good at being one.”

She stood. Walked to the window. The white linen dress caught the ocean light and turned translucent at the edges, the silhouette of her body visible through the fabric — the long legs, the narrow waist, the E-cups that had launched a hundred campaigns.

“I want a baby because a baby doesn’t care what I look like. A baby needs me for what I am. Not what I represent. Not what I sell. What I actually am, underneath all of—” She gestured at herself. At the body. At the surface. “This.”

She turned to face me. The professional mask was gone. What remained was a forty-year-old woman standing in white linen with bare feet and ten years of fertility documentation and the particular terror of someone who’d spent their entire adult life being wanted and was now confronting the possibility that the one thing she actually wanted might be beyond her reach.

“I watched you from the beach,” she said. “Yesterday morning. With Sofia and Catherine. The — the nursing.”

She’d seen the poolside daybed scene. She’d watched from the beach below.

“I watched you hold them. Touch them. Put your mouth on them. And what I noticed — what I couldn’t stop noticing — was that you weren’t looking at their breasts. You were looking at their bellies. You were looking at what you’d put inside them. You looked at those women like they were — miraculous. Not because they were beautiful, which they are. Because they were carrying your children.”

Her voice broke on the last word. Just slightly. A hairline fracture in the facade of a woman who’d been holding it together for so long that the holding had become its own kind of prison.

“I want someone to look at me like that,” she whispered. “Just once. Not because I’m in a bikini. Because I’m carrying something that matters.”



I stood up.

She watched me cross the room to her. I saw the recalibration happen in real time — the supermodel’s instincts kicking in, her body straightening, her chin lifting, the practiced angles reasserting themselves. Shoulders back. Chest out. Hip cocked. The pose she’d defaulted to since her first campaign whenever a man approached.

Her fingers found the straps of her white linen dress. She slid one off her shoulder with the slow, calibrated ease of a woman who’d done this in front of cameras since she was eighteen — the curated undress, the calculated reveal, the studied deployment of a body she’d been paid millions to display. Her chin tilted down. Her heavy-lidded eyes looked up through her lashes. She reached for the second strap.

I put my hand on her shoulder. Over the strap. Stopping it.

“Stop performing.”

She flinched. Not from the touch — from being seen.

“I don’t—”

“You just told me you want someone to see past the surface. So let me. But you have to stop arranging the surface first.”

Her shoulders dropped. The manufactured posture dissolved. Without it, she was still five-ten, still bronze, still built like the international beauty she’d been. But the architecture of it was different — looser, heavier, more human. Her spine curved where it had been rigid. Her hips settled where they’d been tilted. Her massive E-cups hung heavier without the calculated projection that pushed them forward.

She looked smaller. Realer. Terrified.

I kissed her.

She froze. For one second — maybe two — the woman who’d been kissed by men on four continents didn’t know what to do. Because this wasn’t a kiss for a camera. Wasn’t a kiss designed to sell perfume or magazine subscriptions. It was a carpenter from Vermont kissing a scared woman in a white dress because she’d told him the truth and the truth deserved contact.

Then she kissed me back.

Her mouth opened against mine and the careful distance collapsed. She kissed me like she was starving — not the calculated hunger she’d learned to perform for cameras, but the real, desperate, messy hunger of someone who hadn’t been truly kissed in years. Her hands gripped my shirt. Her body pressed against mine. Those E-cups flattened against my chest through the linen, the warmth of them, the weight. Her hips pressed into me and she felt my cock hardening against her thigh and made a sound — a small, surprised sound, as though she’d forgotten what genuine male arousal felt like when it was directed at her and not at what she represented.

“Nathan—”

“Lie down.”

I didn’t carry her. Didn’t sweep her off her feet. I put my hands on her hips and walked her backward to the bed while she kissed me with increasing desperation, the white dress riding up her bronze thighs, her bare feet on the cool tile, the manila folder forgotten on the settee.

She lay back. Her dark hair spread across the white pillows like a photograph — which it was, in a way, except no photographer had arranged it and no stylist had adjusted the light and no one was watching except me.

I pulled the dress up and over her head. She helped — lifting her hips, raising her arms, the automated motion of someone undressed for cameras a thousand times. But when the dress cleared her head and I dropped it on the floor, her hands came to her chest reflexively. Not covering — protecting. Millions had seen this body, but baring it for one person turned out to be harder than baring it for all of them.

She wore nothing underneath. No bra for the E-cups, which was brave and insane and made the reveal all the more devastating. They settled against her chest — heavy, natural, each one larger than Sofia’s hands could cover, the dark nipples large and prominent against bronze skin. They moved when she breathed. They swayed when she shifted. Her entire career spent as the centerpiece of every photograph, and here they were without the lighting, without the retouching, without the support of a designer bikini. Real. Imperfect in the way real things are imperfect — a slight asymmetry that no camera had ever been allowed to capture. More beautiful for it.

Below them, her stomach — flat with the forty-year-old softness she’d mentioned, a subtle curve that her modeling days hadn’t had, a softness that made her look lived-in rather than manufactured. A thin line of fine dark hair below her navel. Her bikini line was neat but not aggressive — not the total waxing of her modeling years. She’d stopped performing for cameras, but she was still performing for herself. Or had been. Until now.

Her hips — full, round, the Brazilian genetics that had made her bikini career. Her legs — endless, bronzed, slightly parted on the white sheets. Faint stretch marks on her inner thighs from adolescent growth spurts — marks she’d never hidden, marks that no retoucher had ever been asked to erase because no camera had ever gotten that close. The contrast of her dark skin against white cotton was extraordinary. Caribbean light through the shutters painting stripes of gold across her body.

I took my time looking. Not the quick, efficient assessment she was used to from men who wanted to skip to the end. A slow, deliberate appreciation of every part of her, the way I’d learned to look at the women in my life — seeing the body and the person inside it simultaneously.

“You’re staring,” she whispered.

“Yes.”

“Nobody stares like that. They glance. They want. They take. Nobody just — looks.”

“I’m looking.”

The flush that had started at her collarbones spread. Down across her chest, over the tops of her breasts, up her neck to her cheeks. Deeper than the one in the sitting room – a body finally letting the response it had started earlier finish.

I undressed. Her green eyes tracked every motion — my shirt over my head, her gaze lingering on my forearms, the veins, the carpenter’s calluses. Down to my shorts, which I stepped out of, and then my cock — hard, thick, standing up between us. Her eyes widened slightly. Not the exaggerated reaction of a woman performing surprise, but the genuine widening of pupils that said her body was responding before her mind could curate the response.

I knelt between her legs. Pushed her thighs apart — she let me, those long bronze legs falling open, the muscles in her inner thighs trembling. I kissed her knee. Her thigh. The soft skin of her inner leg where the bronze darkened to something richer. I could smell her — the monoi oil she used on her skin, the tropical heat, and underneath it, the sharp, real, unmanufactured scent of arousal.

I put my mouth on her.

She arched off the bed. Her hands flew to my hair — gripping, pulling, not the controlled placement she’d learned for camera angles but the desperate clawing of someone who’d forgotten what a mouth felt like and was being reminded violently.

“Oh—” The sound had nothing rehearsed in it. Raw. Ugly-beautiful in the way that real sounds are. “Oh god. Oh god, that’s—”

I licked her slowly. She tasted clean and warm, with a faint salt from the Caribbean air that had been on her skin all day. Her clit was swollen, responsive, jumping under my tongue with each pass. I pressed two fingers inside her — tight, soaking wet, her walls clenching around me with the urgency of a body that had been denied for too long.

She came in under two minutes. Fast, hard, unexpected — even to her. Her thighs clamped around my head. Her hips bucked against my mouth. She cried out — not the controlled, attractive moan she’d learned to perform for lovers, but a short, shocked shout that sounded like surprise more than ecstasy.

She lay gasping. Her E-cups heaved with each breath, the nipples dark and hard, her bronze skin glistening with the perspiration that was her arousal marker — the Caribbean heat and her body’s response combining into a full-body shine that caught the shuttered light.

“That—” She blinked at the ceiling. “I didn’t know I was going to—”

“Come?”

“That fast.” She laughed. The real laugh I’d heard once before in the garden. Surprised. Unscripted. “I haven’t — in years, with someone else, it’s been—” She stopped. Her eyes found mine. “I forgot what it felt like. When it’s real.”

I moved up her body. Kissed her belly — the soft, forty-year-old belly that she’d been taught to hide and hate and exercise away. She flinched when my mouth touched it.

“Don’t—”

“You told me you wanted someone to look at you like you mattered. This matters.” I kissed the curve of her stomach again. “The supermodel stuff is beautiful. This is real.”

Her hands touched my face. Trembling. The composure that had carried her through all those years of industry and three continents of men was gone. Underneath it all was just a woman. Forty years old. On white sheets. A carpenter’s mouth on her belly and tears she wasn’t performing in those feline eyes.

I positioned myself between her legs. She wrapped those runway legs around my waist — tight, strong, the legs that had walked a thousand runways gripping me with a need that had nothing to do with cameras.

I pushed inside her.

She was tight. Wet. Hot. Her walls gripped me with a desperate clench that spoke to years of drought and weeks of watching pregnant women from the beach and one overwhelmed orgasm that had primed her body for more. I sank deep — all the way — and she grabbed my shoulders and dug her nails in and made a sound that wasn’t a moan or a scream but something between them. A sound that said more and finally and don’t stop without using any of those words.

“Deeper,” she gasped. “Please — as deep as you can. My doctor said depth matters for implantation. I need—”

“Stop quoting your doctor.”

She almost laughed. Almost. But then I thrust hard and the laugh became a gasp and her head fell back against the pillow and her thick dark hair spread across the white cotton and her E-cups bounced with the impact — heavy, natural, the dark nipples tracing arcs in the filtered light.

I fucked her slowly at first. Each stroke deep, deliberate, filling her completely. Her bronze legs locked around my waist, heels pressing into my lower back, pulling me in. Her eyes found mine and held — the camera-ready eye contact of the runway dissolved into helpless eye contact – she couldn’t look away because what she was feeling was too much and she needed an anchor.

I took one of her E-cups in my hand. Heavy — heavier than I expected, the weight of a natural breast that large on a lean frame. The dark nipple hardened further under my thumb. I squeezed, and she arched into my hand, pressing her breast against my palm, wanting more contact, more pressure, more of the thing she’d spent her whole career displaying and no one had touched with real attention.

“Your tits,” I said. “They’re incredible.”

“They’re—” She started to deflect. A career’s worth of industry training: don’t acknowledge the compliment, redirect, stay in control.

“They’re mine right now,” I finished. “And they’re incredible.”

Her breath caught. Something in the possessiveness of that statement hit her in a place the compliment alone couldn’t reach. Not you’re beautiful — she’d heard that from every man she’d ever met. Mine. She hadn’t heard that. Not from someone who meant it.

I increased the pace. Her body responded — her hips meeting each thrust, her walls clenching in rhythmic pulses, her breathing going ragged. The perspiration on her skin gleamed — her collarbones gleaming, the valley between her E-cups glistening, her stomach shining. She looked like she’d been oiled, but it was all her — all heat, all arousal, all genuine biological response from a body that had been denied and was now receiving with desperate gratitude.

I bent down and took her nipple in my mouth. Sucked hard. She cried out — her hand flying to the back of my head, holding me there, pressing her breast against my face. The dark nipple filled my mouth, the areola wide and textured, the taste of salt and monoi oil and the warm skin of someone who’d spent half a lifetime as a surface and was now, for the first time, being explored.

“Nathan — I’m going to—”

“Come.”

She did. And this one was different from the first.

The first had been surprise — fast, shocked, a body remembering what it could do. This one was real. Deep. Her whole body seized — her legs locked around me, her back arched off the bed, her E-cups pressing against my chest, her walls clenching in waves that pulled me deeper. She came with her eyes wide open, staring at me, her green eyes filling with tears that spilled down her temples into her dark hair.

Not performing tears. Real tears. The kind that come when something you’d given up on becomes possible again.

I came inside her. Deep, the way her doctor recommended and the way my body demanded. I held her hips — those full, round Brazilian hips — and buried myself to the root and let go. My cum pulsed into her in thick spurts, each one accompanied by her walls clenching around me, milking, drawing, the biological cooperation of a body that wanted this even if its lining had been fighting it.

She felt me fill her. Her legs tightened, pulling me deeper. Her hands gripped my back. She held me inside with the desperate strength of a woman who’d watched cum be deposited by catheter into her uterus four times and had it fail each time and was now receiving it the way nature intended and refusing to waste a single drop.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Just — stay inside me. Don’t pull out yet.”

I stayed. My cock softening inside her, my cum warm between us, her body trembling with the aftershocks. The ceiling fan turned overhead. The ocean whispered through the shutters. Caribbean light painted us in gold stripes on white sheets.

She stared at the ceiling.

No post-sex posing. No deliberate pillow arrangement. No strategic positioning of limbs for an imaginary camera. Just a woman lying still, breathing hard, my cum inside her, her hand on her own belly, staring at the ceiling fan and trying to process what had just happened.

“I forgot,” she said finally.

“What?”

“What it’s supposed to feel like. I’ve had sex. I’ve had a lot of sex. With beautiful men in beautiful places.” She turned her head on the pillow. Those green eyes — wet, raw, stripped of every curated layer. “None of it felt like that. None of it made me — none of them saw me.”

“I see you.”

“I know.” She reached up and touched my face. Her fingers — long, elegant, the fingers that had gripped countless products for countless photographs — trembled against my jaw. “That’s the terrifying part.”



She was still in the cottage shower when I left. I could hear the water running, could see through the cracked bathroom door the steam rising, the silhouette of her body behind frosted glass — those long legs, that narrow waist, those massive breasts in profile.

She wasn’t washing off the sex. She was standing under the water with her hands flat on the tile, staring at nothing, processing the fact that a carpenter from Vermont had just seen through a lifetime of professional armor in a single afternoon.


Chapter 6: Four Hundred

She appeared at the villa gate like warmth given a body.

Just after midday, the day before the ceremony. The household was scattered across the compound in various states of preparation and relaxation — Sofia in the kitchen, creating something that involved five local spices and a running argument with the villa’s cook about the proper temperature for caramelizing plantains. Catherine at the terrace table, finalizing ceremony logistics on her phone. Linda reviewing the timeline she’d typed, printed, and laminated, because Linda laminated things. Astrid in the spa room, her body oiled and stretched into a position that demonstrated why the word flexibility appeared in every conversation about her. Margarethe on the phone with her estate manager in Austria, speaking German at a volume that suggested the estate manager was underperforming. Yuki taking blood pressure readings from anyone who sat still long enough.

I was at the garden terrace, building a small wooden arch that would frame the ceremony tomorrow. Catherine had suggested bougainvillea woven through the frame. The villa’s groundskeeper had provided wire and clippers. I’d been working for two hours, shirtless in the heat, my forearms vein-mapped and dirt-smeared, sawdust on my jeans from cutting the uprights to height with a borrowed handsaw.

The gate was wrought iron, heavy, heavy enough that the latch announced visitors. The metallic clunk made me look up.

A woman stood in the gateway. Not tall — five-six, maybe. But present. Present enough to fill a doorway without trying. One hand rested on the wrought-iron latch — strong fingers, short practical nails, a grip that looked like it knew how to hold on to things that mattered.

Her skin was the next thing I noticed. Rich dark brown with warm undertones that gleamed in the Caribbean afternoon light, turned it into something you wanted to touch. Smooth, well-maintained, glowing with the warm sheen of shea butter that I could smell from fifteen feet away — a warm, earthy sweetness that carried on the tropical breeze.

She wore linen shorts that stopped mid-thigh, revealing strong legs — not long, not model-proportioned, but powerful. Thick thighs, muscular calves, legs built by twelve-hour shifts and miles of hospital corridors. Her hips were wide — genuinely wide, the kind that drew attention not through display but through architecture. The linen shorts hung from them like curtains on a broad window, the fabric draping over a round, full ass that was proportional to those hips and visible even from the front as she stood slightly turned in the gateway.

Her waist was small, cinched between those wide hips and a chest that carried natural C-cups under a cotton sundress top. Not large — not Sofia’s abundance or Camila’s E-cup drama — but responsive-looking, the nipples visible through the thin cotton in the warm air, dark against the lighter fabric. The sundress was practical. No calculation. She dressed for comfort, not cameras.

Above the sundress, her neck was graceful, her collarbones pronounced. Gold hoop earrings — they looked permanent, looked like she’d been born in them — glinted in the sun. A thin gold chain with a small pendant sat at the base of her throat. Her hair was cropped close to her head — barely an inch, natural, deliberate. The short hair emphasized her face in a way that longer hair on other women sometimes obscured: high cheekbones, a generous mouth with full lips that wore balm instead of lipstick, and eyes.

Warm brown eyes with gold flecks that caught the afternoon light like coins at the bottom of a clear stream.

Kind eyes. Not the assessing eyes of a CEO or the evaluating eyes of an aristocrat or the performing eyes of a supermodel. Kind eyes. The eyes of a woman who’d spent her career holding other people’s babies and never once made it about herself.

She smiled. It reached her eyes. Genuine from the first second.

“Hello,” she said. Her accent was a blend — Jamaican warmth smoothed by London education, the vowels rounder than British, the consonants softer than Caribbean. “I’m terribly sorry to intrude. I’m Joy. Joy Okafor-Reid. I’m a midwife — I’m at the conference four miles down the coast. The staff at my resort mentioned that there were, um—” She gestured at the villa compound, at the pregnant women visible through the archway, at the general abundance of fertility on display. “Quite a number of expectant mothers in one place. My professional curiosity got the better of my manners.”

She extended her hand.

I took it.

Her grip was strong. Not crushing — strong in the way that a tool built for precision is strong. Her palm was warm — radiantly warm, warmer than the tropical air, as though her body ran at a higher temperature than other people’s. And her skin was smooth, the fingers capable, the nails cut short and practical.

These were hands that had caught hundreds of babies.

The handshake lingered a beat longer than professional. Her steady brown eyes held mine, and something passed between us that neither of us named — a recognition, maybe. A spark. The quiet electricity of two people meeting who were going to matter to each other, even if they didn’t know it yet.

“Nathan,” I said. “Come in. Someone will probably offer you food within thirty seconds.”

“I heard there was a pregnant compound,” she said, stepping through the gate with the comfortable stride of someone used to entering rooms full of vulnerable people – warmth got you further than authority, and she knew it. “I couldn’t resist.”



Sofia, true to prediction, had food in Joy’s hands within twenty seconds.

A plate of sliced mango with chile-lime salt, fresh from the kitchen. Joy accepted it with both palms, cupping the plate, her fingers wrapping around the edges. A woman who held things carefully because she’d spent her career holding the most important things in the world.

“You’re a midwife?” Sofia asked. She stood in the kitchen archway, one hand on her nineteen-week bump, her sundress straining against her G-cups, barefoot on the warm tile. Her dark eyes assessed Joy the way they assessed every woman who entered Nathan’s orbit — territorial evaluation followed by either acceptance or declaration of war.

“Twelve years in London. NHS, then private practice. Over four hundred deliveries.”

Sofia’s territorial evaluation shifted. Something in that number bypassed the competitive instinct and hit the maternal one. Four hundred deliveries meant she wasn’t a threat. She was a resource.

“Feel this,” Sofia said, and took Joy’s hand.

Sofia never let strangers touch her belly. Not Camila, who’d been at the villa for three days. Not the villa staff. Not even Margarethe until the third week at the inn. But she took Joy’s hand and placed it on the swell of her nineteen-week bump with the trust that competence earns from competence.

Joy’s fingers spread across Sofia’s belly. Warm, certain, finding the contour with the practiced ease of someone who’d palpated thousands of pregnant stomachs. She pressed gently — feeling for position, for movement, for the subtle geography of a baby growing.

“Active,” Joy said. She smiled — that genuine, eye-reaching smile. “Your baby moves a lot.”

“He does.” Sofia’s eyes were wet. Pregnancy hormones, probably. Or the relief of being touched by hands that knew what they were doing. “He. I decided it’s a he. Nathan thinks it might be a girl. But I know.”

“Mothers usually know,” Joy said. Her hand stayed on Sofia’s belly. The baby kicked — I could see the ripple under Sofia’s skin from where I stood — and Joy’s face softened into something that was older than professional satisfaction. Something that looked like longing.

Sofia saw it too. Her dark eyes sharpened with the perceptive intuition that made her the emotional barometer of the household. She placed her hand over Joy’s.

“Come sit with us,” Sofia said. Not an invitation. A decision.



Within an hour, Joy had integrated into the household with the seamless warmth of water finding its level.

Astrid found her on the terrace and immediately asked about breast tenderness. “Thirteen weeks. They’ve been sore for a week. The nipples are — different. More sensitive. Is that normal?”

Joy touched Astrid’s shoulders — a gesture so natural it seemed involuntary, the midwife’s instinct to comfort through contact. “Completely normal. Your body’s preparing for production. You might notice some colostrum in the next few weeks — clear or slightly yellow. Don’t worry about it. Your milk will come in properly later.”

“Astrid’s been very concerned,” Margarethe observed from her lounger, not looking up from her phone. “She asked Tanaka three times.”

“I asked Tanaka about the medical timeline,” Astrid corrected. “I’m asking Joy about how it feels. There’s a difference.”

“Is there?”

Astrid’s ice-blue eyes narrowed at the Countess, but Joy intervened with a light touch on Astrid’s arm — redirecting, soothing, the diplomatic touch of years spent managing anxious patients and their families.

“The tenderness means your body is working,” Joy said. “It’s a good sign.”

Yuki appeared from the kitchen carrying her pregnancy journal. She’d been listening — of course she had. Dr. Tanaka heard all medical conversations within a fifty-foot radius the way a submarine detects sonar.

“Joy Okafor-Reid,” Yuki said. “King’s College London midwifery program?”

Joy’s eyes widened. “You know it?”

“I lectured there. Two years ago. Hormonal cascade during natural conception versus IVF — the data supported holistic approaches.” Yuki sat down across from Joy, her journal open, her pen already moving. “Your published outcomes on skin-to-skin contact immediately postpartum were cited in our latest protocol revision.”

Joy stared at her. “You read my paper?”

“I read everything relevant to my field.” Yuki’s lips twitched — the ghost of a smile from someone who rationed her expressions like they cost money. “Your sample size was excellent.”

Two medical professionals, sitting across from each other on a tropical terrace, recognizing kindred souls. Yuki — the fertility specialist who’d helped hundreds of women conceive and never prioritized herself. Joy — the midwife who’d delivered hundreds of babies and never had one of her own.

They looked at each other with the understanding of women who’d given their expertise to everyone else and kept none for themselves.

“How many have you delivered?” Yuki asked.

“Four hundred and twelve deliveries.” Joy’s voice was steady. Her hands were in her lap — still, for once. “Every single one of them someone else’s child.”

Yuki set her pen down. The journal closed — a rare gesture from someone who documented everything.

“I’ve helped hundreds of women conceive,” Yuki said. Her voice was quiet, precise, stripped of clinical distance. “Guided them through every stage. Celebrated their positive results. And I never once prioritized myself.” She looked at Joy across the table. “We’re the same. Two professionals who spent our careers giving everyone else the thing we wanted most.”

Joy met her eyes. Neither of them spoke for a long moment. Then Joy nodded — slow, certain, the nod of a woman recognizing her own reflection in an unexpected mirror.

The terrace went quiet.



Dinner was on the main terrace, the long table set with the villa’s good china and candles that guttered in the evening breeze. Sofia had cooked — Caribbean-influenced, using local ingredients with her signature flair. Jerk-spiced chicken with mango salsa. Rice with coconut milk and pigeon peas. Fried plantains sweet enough to be dessert. A salad of local greens with her vinaigrette. Fresh bread she’d somehow convinced the villa’s cook to bake in exchange for the green smoothie recipe.

Joy sat at the table with us. Not a guest at the inn — she didn’t know about the business, the waitlist, the fertility service. She thought she’d stumbled into a villa full of pregnant women with one man, which was unusual but not, in her professional experience, impossible. Blended families. Polygamous arrangements. She’d seen variations.

What she hadn’t seen was this: six pregnant women, ranging from four to nineteen weeks, all carrying children by the same man, all living together, all wearing expressions that ranged from possessive to content to quietly radiant.

“So,” Joy said, after the chicken had been praised and the wine — for her, the only non-pregnant guest — had been poured, “you’re all — together? With Nathan?”

Catherine handled the explanation. She had the CEO’s gift for framing unconventional situations in language that made them sound inevitable rather than impossible. She explained the inn. The fertility service. The household. The ceremony tomorrow.

Joy listened with her fingers wrapped around her wine glass — not drinking, just holding. The midwife’s instinct: always touching something, always connected to the room through her hands.

“And you’re all pregnant,” Joy said.

“All six of us,” Sofia confirmed, one hand on her bump. “I was first.” The competitive edge in her voice was worn smooth by pregnancy hormones and months of sharing, but still present. Still Sofia.

“And the ceremony is tomorrow.”

“Sunset,” Catherine said. “On the garden terrace.”

Joy looked at me. Those warm brown eyes catching the candlelight. “You must be—” She paused, searching for the word, discarding several options. “Remarkable.”

“He fixes things,” Astrid said drily.

“Among other skills,” Margarethe added, without inflection.

Joy laughed. Not polite, not performative — a warm sound that started in her chest and invited everyone to join. Several of them did.



After dinner, the household dispersed to their evening routines. Catherine to the terrace with her ceremony notes. Sofia to the kitchen for her nightly tea. Astrid to her stretches. Margarethe to her phone calls. Linda to her laminated schedule. Yuki to her journal.

Joy and I sat on the terrace steps, looking at the ocean. The night was warm. Stars scattered across a sky that Vermont’s light pollution would never have allowed. The candles from dinner still flickered on the empty table behind us.

She sat close to me. Not touching — but close. The shea butter scent of her skin carried on the evening breeze.

“You want to know my story,” she said. She’d already read the conversation coming, the way she probably read labor — the signs, the progression, the inevitability.

“If you want to tell it.”

She was quiet for a moment. The ocean filled the silence.

“I was born in Kingston. Moved to London when I was ten. My mother was a nurse — she worked night shifts at St. Thomas’ for twenty years. I grew up in hospitals. I grew up around women having babies.” Her voice was steady, warm, the accent softening as she went deeper into memory. “I knew I wanted to be a midwife before I knew what the word meant. I just knew I wanted to be the person who catches them. The person whose hands are the first human contact a new life ever has.”

She looked down at her hands. Open on her knees, palms up. Strong, practical, the nails short.

“Every single one. In twelve years. I’ve caught them all. I’ve held them before their mothers have. I’ve felt them breathe for the first time against my fingers. I’ve cleaned them and counted their toes and placed them on their mothers’ chests and watched — every single time — watched the mother’s face change when she feels that weight.”

Her voice caught. Not breaking — catching. Like a gear shifting.

“I know what it looks like. I know what it sounds like. I know what it feels like in my hands. And I’ve never felt it in my belly.”

She looked at me. Gold flecks catching starlight.

“Not from lack of wanting. From lack of — time. Priority. Whatever you call it when you spend your entire adult life giving the most important part of yourself to other people and somehow never getting around to yourself. I had partners. Good ones, some of them. But I was always the caretaker. Always the strong one. Always the one with the warm hands and the steady voice and the answer to every question at three in the morning. And every partner I’ve had needed that from me more than they could give it back.”

She folded her hands together. The first time I’d seen them still since she arrived.

“I’m thirty-five. I know the statistics — I live in the statistics. I know what happens to fertility after thirty-five. I’ve counseled women about it. I’ve held their hands while they cried about it. And now—” She smiled, and for the first time it reached all the way. Sad at the edges, but real. “Now I’m the one sitting in the waiting room, except I can’t bring myself to walk in.”

“You walked into this villa.”

“I did.” She looked at me. Appraising. Not the way Camila had appraised me — not calculating her approach, measuring her angle of seduction. Joy looked at me the way she probably looked at a laboring woman — assessing readiness, determining capacity, deciding if this person could handle what was about to happen.

“The staff at my resort mentioned the compound,” she said. “The pregnant women. One man. I came because I’m a midwife and the idea of six expectant mothers in a single villa was professionally irresistible. But that’s not really why I came.”

“Why did you come?”

She turned her palm up. Extended her hand toward me. Not reaching — offering. The way she’d offer her hand to a woman in labor, the gesture that said take this, hold on, I’m here.

“Because I watched those women through the gate before I knocked. I watched Sofia’s hand on her belly. I watched Astrid press her own breast and wonder about her body changing. I watched Catherine fold a onesie she’d bought and set it on a chair like it was made of glass.” Joy’s voice dropped. “And I watched you. Building the arch. Sawdust on your jeans. Forearms flexed. Working. Building something for them. And every time one of them passed by, you looked at her like she was carrying the most important thing in the world. Because she was.”

Her hand was still extended. Palm up. Open.

“I want to be on the other side of my own hands for once,” she said. “I want to feel what those women feel. Not professionally. Not as a midwife assessing cervical dilation and coaching breathing and catching the baby at the other end. As the person whose body does the work. The person who gets to feel it from the inside.”

I took her hand.

Her grip was strong. Her palm burned against mine — hotter than the Caribbean night, hotter than any hand I’d held. These were capable hands. Steady hands that trembled now for reasons that had nothing to do with skill.

She squeezed once. Then released.

“I should go,” she said. “My conference has sessions tomorrow morning. And you have a ceremony.” She stood, straightening her sundress, her wide hips lit by the candlelight, her strong thighs flexing as she rose. “But I’ll be back, Nathan. After the ceremony. When your family has had their moment.”

She walked down the terrace steps and onto the garden path. I watched her go — her practical stride, nothing performed, nothing calculated. Her strong legs carrying her with the grounded confidence of a woman who knew where she was going even when she wasn’t sure what she’d find.

At the garden gate, she paused. Looked back.

“Four hundred and twelve,” she said. “Not one of them mine.”


Chapter 7: Between Things

The taxi came up the gravel drive at two in the afternoon, the day before the ceremony.

I was on the garden terrace, finishing the arch. The bougainvillea Catherine had requested was woven through the frame — violent pinks and deep purples cascading over the wood I’d cut and joined yesterday. The groundskeeper had helped with the wire, but the structure was mine. Mortise and tenon joints at the corners, because even for a temporary arch in the Dominican Republic, Nathan Brooks didn’t use screws when joinery would hold.

Sofia was in the kitchen, filling the villa with the scent of something involving garlic and coconut and a heated argument in Spanish about the proper way to deglaze a pan. Catherine sat at the terrace table with a tablet, running through the ceremony timeline for what had to be the fifteenth revision. Linda stood behind her, making corrections in blue ink on the laminated printout, because apparently lamination wasn’t enough — annotations were required. Astrid had commandeered the infinity pool for her morning yoga and was currently in a position that involved one leg behind her head and the other extended straight, her thirteen-week bump catching the light, her C-cups pressed together by the contortion in a way that made the villa’s groundskeeper drop his clippers.

Margarethe was on the phone with a florist in the nearest town, ordering additional arrangements for the ceremony in German-accented Spanish that somehow conveyed both imperial authority and a willingness to pay whatever it cost. Yuki had set up a prenatal hydration station near the pool — labeled bottles, supplement schedules, a handwritten sign that read DRINK WATER in three languages.

Normal morning. My normal, impossible, six-pregnant-women morning.

The taxi crunched gravel. A compact sedan, dusty from the coastal road, pulling to a stop near the villa gate. The driver got out first, walked around to the trunk. Removed a single carry-on bag — small, practical, not the seventeen-piece luggage set of an aristocrat or the designer collection of a CEO.

The rear door opened.

Bare feet touched the gravel first. Brown, slim, the nails unpainted. She’d taken her shoes off in the cab. Then legs — smooth, toned, the deep brown skin that carried her heritage in every line. The sundress came next — white cotton, thin, catching the breeze as she unfolded from the backseat. It clung to her in the tropical heat, the fabric translucent at the edges where the sun hit it, the silhouette of her body visible through the white cotton.

Priya Sharma stood in the gravel drive and looked at the villa compound like a woman arriving at a destination she’d been navigating toward for months.

She was different.

The last time I’d seen Priya — really seen her, in person — she’d been in the linen closet at Willow Creek, aggressive and surprised by her own aggression, the corporate armor half-discarded but not yet abandoned. The woman who’d dragged me into that closet had been a work in progress. A caterpillar mid-metamorphosis, damp wings unfolding, not yet sure if they’d carry her.

This woman was finished.

Her hair was the first tell. Long, thick, jet black — loose around her shoulders in waves that the Caribbean humidity had amplified into something wild and untamed. No severe ponytail. No structured corporate blow-dry. It moved when she moved, catching the wind, falling across her face and being pushed back with fingers that didn’t check a phone or clutch a report.

Her eyes were the second. Deep brown, almost black, framed by long lashes — but the careful guardedness that had defined them at the inn was gone. Months of looking in the mirror and deciding, piece by piece, who she actually was. Not the role assigned by Stanford and MIT and a board of directors who’d never once asked what she wanted. Someone else. Someone real.

Her nose ring caught the sunlight. Small, silver, the one she’d gotten in college and hidden for a decade of corporate advancement. Visible now. Chosen.

And her body.

Christ.

The sundress was thin enough to be a suggestion rather than a garment. Through it, I could see the outline of her — petite, five-two, the proportions that had always surprised me. The tiny waist. The modest hips. And above them, the D-cups that looked like they belonged to a completely different woman’s body — full, round, heavy enough to sway when she walked, their weight pulling the thin cotton into deep shadows of cleavage. No structured blazer hiding them. No corporate armor compressing them into professional invisibility. They moved when she moved, and in the white sundress they moved a lot.

She had darker nipples — visible through the white cotton, two points of contrast that said she wasn’t wearing a bra and didn’t care who knew it. Six months ago, she’d double-layered. Now she let her body exist without apology.

She paid the driver. Picked up her carry-on. Walked toward the villa gate with a steady stride. CEO position resigned. Plane to the Caribbean boarded. No looking back.

Sofia saw her first.

“Priya!” Sofia appeared in the kitchen archway, barefoot, a wooden spoon trailing garlic-scented steam. She crossed the terrace with the urgency of a woman who expressed affection through food. “You need to eat. You look thin. Caribbean thin, not Vermont thin. Come — I have plantains.”

Priya laughed. Not the careful, measured laugh from the inn, when she’d clutched paperwork and genetic screening results like a life preserver. A real laugh that came from her belly and reached her eyes and said she was exactly where she wanted to be.

“I missed your food, Sofia.”

“Everyone misses my food. It’s my second-best quality.” Sofia hugged her — carefully, the nineteen-week bump between them — and then held her at arm’s length, assessing. Sofia’s eyes traveled the same path mine had. The loose hair. The nose ring. The braless D-cups under white cotton. The transformation.

“Look at you,” Sofia breathed. “Papi, look at her.”

Astrid appeared poolside, dripping, a towel around her shoulders. She gave Priya a pragmatic nod. “You look different.”

“I feel different.”

“Good different?”

Priya considered this. “Terrifying different. In the best way.”

Linda emerged from the main house. She stood in the doorway, briefcase under one arm, her dark eyes evaluating Priya with fifteen years of housekeeper assessment. The raised eyebrow — Linda’s highest form of acknowledgment — rose slowly.

“You resigned,” Linda said. The way she said it made clear she already knew.

“Three months ago.”

“And you came here.”

“Catherine invited me.”

Catherine appeared on the terrace, tablet in hand. She crossed to Priya and embraced her — a genuine embrace, the CEO’s stiffness replaced by the warmth of a nineteen-week-pregnant woman who understood what it meant to offer another woman a place at a table she’d helped build.

“I told you she’d come,” Catherine said over her shoulder to me.

“You told me she’d probably come.”

“I never use the word ‘probably’ when I’m certain.” She turned back to Priya. “You’re in the guest cottage. Second one. There’s fresh towels and a prenatal vitamin kit that Yuki assembled for you despite you not being pregnant yet.”

“Yet,” Priya said.

And then she walked toward me.



She crossed the terrace with the walk of a woman who knew exactly where she was going and had been planning the route since the moment she’d booked her flight. Each step deliberate. Her white sundress swayed with the motion, the hem brushing her thighs, the fabric shifting over her breasts with each stride.

She stopped in front of me. Close. Close enough that I could smell her — not the structured corporate perfume she’d worn at the inn, but something warmer. Coconut oil and her own skin, heated by the Caribbean sun.

She put both hands on my chest.

Palm flat against my pectoral muscles, fingers spread, the warmth of her touch carrying through my cotton shirt. Her dark eyes looked up at mine. Steady. No trace of the analytical hesitation from our greenhouse kiss, from the careful, scheduled approach to sexuality that had defined her first stay. No clipboard. No paperwork. No structured plan.

“I resigned,” she said. Her voice was lower than I remembered. Steadier. The corporate precision stripped away, replaced by something direct and unadorned. “I’m between things. And I’m ovulating in forty-eight hours.”

I looked at her hands on my chest. At the silver stud in her nose. At the loose dark hair falling across her shoulders. At the breasts pressed against my chest through thin cotton, her nipples hard against the fabric, her breath quickening as she waited for me to respond.

Gone was the greenhouse walk. The slow conversation before she could admit she wanted to be touched. Gone.

I kissed her.

In front of the entire household. On the terrace, beside the ceremony arch I’d built, with bougainvillea framing us and the Caribbean Sea behind us and six pregnant women watching. I kissed Priya Sharma with both hands in her wild hair, pulling her against me, her petite body pressing into mine, her D-cups flattening against my chest, her hands gripping my shirt, her mouth opening under mine with a hunger that tasted like months of anticipation and weekly text messages and the slow, deliberate dismantling of every barrier she’d ever built between herself and the thing she wanted.

Nobody objected.

Sofia made an approving sound from the kitchen archway. Astrid nodded and went back to stretching. Linda’s eyebrow returned to its resting position. Catherine smiled and made a note on her tablet — probably adjusting the dinner seating arrangement. Margarethe observed from behind her sunglasses with the detached interest of royalty watching court proceedings. Yuki looked up from her hydration station, assessed the clinical implications, and returned to her vitamin schedule.

Priya pulled back. Her eyes were bright. Her lips were swollen from the kiss. The clinical remove that had defined her was completely absent.

“Hi,” she said.

“Hi.”

“I’ve been thinking about doing that since the linen closet.”

“That was months ago.”

“I’m aware. I counted the days.” She smiled. The smile of someone who used to count quarterly projections and now tracked the days until she could put her hands on a carpenter’s chest. “Different currency now. Better returns.”



That evening, in the guest cottage, we didn’t go all the way.

This was Priya’s decision, made with the strategic precision she’d carried from the boardroom into her new life. “Forty-eight hours until my fertile window opens. Every drop stays where it belongs. I’m not wasting a single—” She caught herself. Laughed at the phrasing. “Old habits. I just optimized you like a resource allocation.”

“That might be the most Priya thing you’ve ever said.”

“I know. I’m working on it.”

The cottage was small — the same one Camila had used, though Camila had checked out that morning, returning to her resort with the promise of another session during her window. The bedroom was simple: white sheets, rattan headboard, shuttered windows admitting stripes of Caribbean sunset.

Priya sat on the bed. She pulled the sundress over her head in one motion — no hesitation, no self-consciousness, no gradual armor removal. One movement and she was in nothing but white cotton panties, her body exposed in the golden light.

I’d seen Priya before, in the shadows of the inn. But the Caribbean light was different — warm, amber, flooding the small room through the shuttered windows and painting her deep brown skin in tones of gold and bronze. Her body was different too. Not the tense, held body of the corporate executive. This body had been let go. The shoulders were lower. The stomach softer — not from weight gain but from the release of the constant tension that had kept her frame rigid for a decade.

And her breasts. D-cups on a petite frame, the proportions that had surprised me the first time and now, in full tropical light, were simply spectacular. Full, round, heavy enough to sway when she shifted position, the dark brown nipples large and responsive, hardening as the warm air hit them. They sat on her chest with the particular beauty of natural proportions that defied expectation — breasts that belonged to a woman eight inches taller, mounted on a body that was compact, efficient, and now buzzing with intent.

She caught me looking.

“Last time, I would have crossed my arms,” she said. “Covered myself. Asked if you were staring.”

“And now?”

“Now I want you to stare. I want you to look at me the way you look at them — Sofia, Catherine, the others. Like what you see matters.”

“It matters.”

“I know.” She reached for me. Pulled my shirt over my head. Her hands — smaller than any other woman’s in the household, precise, the hands that had once built pitch decks and reorganized org charts — traced the contours of my chest, my stomach, the veins in my forearms. She followed the path of a vein from my wrist to the inside of my elbow with one fingertip, her gaze tracking the line with the intensity she’d once reserved for data analysis.

“I’ve been imagining these hands,” she whispered. “For months. Every time you texted about fixing something at the inn — the boiler, the porch, the greenhouse — I imagined your hands. The calluses. The veins.”

She pulled me down onto the bed.

Her mouth found mine. The kiss was hungrier than the one on the terrace — private now, unconstrained, the full force of months of wanting concentrated into the press of her lips and the stroke of her tongue. Her body arched against mine, those D-cups pressing against my chest, her nipples hard points of heat through my skin.

I traced down her body with my mouth. Kissed her jaw. Her neck — the dark skin warm under my lips, tasting of coconut oil and salt. Her collarbone, where the perspiration of the tropical afternoon had pooled in the hollow. Down to her breasts.

I cupped her left D-cup. Heavy in my hand, the skin smooth and warm, the dark nipple swelling under my thumb. On her small frame, my hand couldn’t cover the full breast — the overflow pressed between my fingers, the roundness spilling over my palm. I lowered my mouth to her nipple and drew on it.

She arched off the bed. “Nathan—”

I sucked harder. Her dark nipple filled my mouth, the texture of her areola grainy and sensitive, her breast yielding under the pressure. Her hand came to the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair, holding me against her.

“Both,” she breathed. “Please — both.”

I switched to the right breast. Same weight, same warmth, the nipple just as responsive. She whimpered — a sound I remembered from the inn, from the first time, when surprise had been half the pleasure. But this whimper was different. Not surprised. Expectant. She knew what her body could do now, and she was asking it to do it again.

I worked both breasts. Alternating. Squeezing. Sucking each nipple until she writhed beneath me, her petite body twisting on the white sheets, her dark skin catching the amber light, perspiration beginning to glow on her collarbones and between her breasts.

My hand slid down her stomach. Over the gentle curve below her navel. To the waistband of her white cotton panties, which were already dark at the center, wet through. I pressed my palm against her through the fabric. She was soaking. Wet enough to seep through cotton and coat my palm on contact.

“For months,” she gasped. “Every time you texted. Every time I imagined this. I was wet for months, Nathan.”

I slid the panties aside. Her pussy was slick, swollen, the lips parted with arousal. I ran two fingers along her slit — slow, deliberate — and she bucked against my hand.

“More — please—”

I pushed two fingers inside her. Tight. Tight in a way that spoke to months of wanting and insufficient satisfaction. Her walls gripped my fingers with desperate urgency, clenching, pulling, the internal muscles working with an intensity that made my cock ache against the mattress.

I curled my fingers against her front wall. Found the spot. Her eyes flew wide.

“Oh god. Oh — Nathan, that’s—”

I worked her. Slow at first, then faster, the heel of my palm grinding against her clit while my fingers pressed and curled inside her. She panted, her breasts heaving with each breath, perspiration tracking down her brown skin in gleaming lines.

Her hand found my cock through my shorts. Gripped. Hard. Months of thinking about this specific action, and she’d finally been given permission to execute.

“Off,” she said. “Take these off.”

I stripped the shorts. My cock stood thick and hard between us. Priya looked at it — not with the analytical assessment of our first encounter, not with the nervous calculation of a woman approaching a variable. She looked at it with hunger. Pure, uncomplicated, physical hunger.

She took me in her mouth.

The confidence was the thing. At the inn, she’d been careful — exploratory, analytical, treating oral sex like a research project. Now she took me deep with the assurance of months of fantasizing — every angle rehearsed in her imagination. Her small hand gripped the base. Her eyes looked up at me while her full lips stretched around my shaft. Her tongue worked the underside — flat, firm, knowing.

“Jesus, Priya—”

She took me deeper. Those deep brown irises held mine — steady, deliberate, the analytical precision she’d been born with now applied to making me lose my mind instead of making quarterly numbers. She gagged slightly and didn’t stop. Took me deeper still, her nose pressing against my pelvis, her hand squeezing the base, her throat working around the head.

I gripped her wild hair. Thick, jet black, filling my fist. She moaned around my cock — the vibration traveling through the shaft, up my spine.

She pulled off. Gasping. Lips swollen. A string of saliva connecting her mouth to my cock.

“I want to do that for an hour,” she said. “But if I do, you’ll finish, and every drop belongs inside me in forty-six hours.”

She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. The gesture was crude and perfect and absolutely nothing the corporate Priya would have done.

I pulled her up. Laid her back. Moved down her body, kissing the trail of perspiration between her breasts, over her stomach, to the juncture of her thighs.

“I can return the favor without the scheduling conflict,” I said against her inner thigh.

I put my mouth on her.

She tasted like salt and arousal and hours of wanting. Her clit was swollen, jutting from its hood, and I sucked it between my lips. She cried out — her hands flying to my head, her thighs clamping around my ears, her hips bucking against my face.

I ate her with the thoroughness of a man who had forty-six hours to wait and wanted her thinking about nothing else for every one of them. Long, flat licks from her entrance to her clit. The tip of my tongue circling. Two fingers inside her, working the spot while my mouth covered her clit and pulled. She writhed, moaned, her petite body twisting on the sheets, her tits swaying with each movement, her dark skin glistening.

She came on my face. Hard. Her walls clenched around my fingers in rhythmic spasms, her clit pulsing against my tongue, her whole body arching off the bed with a sound that started as my name and ended as something primal and wordless. Her thighs shook. Her hands clutched the sheets. Her breasts heaved with ragged breathing.

I didn’t stop. Kept my mouth on her through the aftershocks, kept licking, kept pressing, until the orgasm crested again — a second wave, unexpected, pulling a gasp from her that sounded genuinely surprised.

“Nathan — I can’t — it’s too—”

A third wave. She screamed into the pillow. Her whole body shuddered, then went limp.

I crawled up beside her. She was panting. Sweat-slicked, trembling, her wild black hair spread across the white pillow in the amber light.

“Last time,” she said, when she could speak, “you gave me one orgasm and I thought I was going to pass out.”

“And now?”

“Now give me a minute and I’ll take your cock in my mouth again and make you regret having a forty-eight-hour rule.”

I laughed. She rolled toward me, pressed those magnificent tits against my side, and traced a line down my stomach with one finger.

“I resigned three months ago,” she said quietly. “Told the board I was pursuing personal projects. Packed my apartment. Sold my car. I’ve been living out of a suitcase for eight weeks.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere. Nowhere. I traveled. Tried to figure out who I am when I’m not optimizing something.” Her finger circled my navel. “Turns out I’m the woman who pinned you against a wall at Willow Creek. That’s who I am. That woman. Except she doesn’t have a corporate job to go back to.”

“What does she have?”

Priya propped herself up on one elbow. Her D-cups hung heavy, the dark nipples inches from my chest. Her dark eyes were steady. Clear. The eyes of someone who’d made the biggest decision of her life and wasn’t questioning it.

“She has forty-six hours until she’s ovulating. And she has a man who fills women up and makes them glow.” She put her hand on my chest. Over my heart. “And she’s not leaving this island without your baby inside her.”

She kissed me. Slow. Deep. The taste of herself on my lips. Then she pulled back and settled against my shoulder, her body fitting against mine like a key sliding into a lock it was cut for.

“Forty-six hours,” she murmured. “I’m counting them the way I used to count everything.”

Her hand slid down my chest. Wrapped around my cock. Squeezed once. Then released.

“Old habit,” she whispered. “New purpose.”

I lay in the darkening cottage, Priya’s warm body pressed against mine, her hand resting possessively on my hip, her breathing slowing toward sleep. Through the shuttered windows, the Caribbean night settled over the compound.

Priya murmured something against my shoulder. Already half asleep. Her hand tightened on my hip.

“Mine,” she breathed.

I didn’t correct her.


Chapter 8: What We Are

The sun began its descent at six-seventeen.

I know the exact time because Linda had it written on the laminated ceremony schedule, highlighted in yellow, annotated in blue ink: Sunset begins 6:17 PM. Optimal lighting at 6:22. Ceremony must commence by 6:15 to allow golden hour framing. Below this, in smaller handwriting: Helena was right about sunset timing. Morning ceremonies feel like appointments.

The garden terrace had been transformed.

The arch I’d built stood at the terrace’s edge, framing the Caribbean Sea behind it like a window into something infinite. Bougainvillea cascaded over the wood in violent pinks and purples, the flowers thicker than I’d planned because Margarethe’s florist had delivered three times the original order and the Countess had declared it “adequate, finally.” The groundskeeper had trimmed the hedges into clean lines. Candles in hurricane glass sat along the terrace walls — dozens of them, unlit yet, waiting for the golden hour to turn them into something sacred.

Chairs were arranged in a circle. Not rows.

Helena’s suggestion from the planning sessions at the inn, relayed through Catherine: Rows imply an audience. Circles imply a family. The chairs faced inward, toward each other, toward the arch, toward the center of what we were becoming.

I stood under the arch in a white linen shirt with the sleeves rolled to my forearms. Because I always rolled the sleeves. The first competence cue this household had ever registered — forearm veins while fixing a boiler — and now it was tradition. Worn linen pants, bare feet on warm stone. No suit. No tie. This wasn’t a wedding in any way a courthouse would recognize. It was something else. Something that didn’t have a legal name and didn’t need one.

The rings sat on a small table beside the arch. Seven bands from the Eichenwald collection, each resting on a cushion of cream velvet that Margarethe had produced from her luggage with the casual authority of someone who traveled with ceremony supplies the way other people traveled with toothbrushes.

Seven rings. One for me. Six for them.

Each ring had a history. Margarethe had typed the provenance on small cards in her precise German-educated handwriting and translated them into English:

For Sofia — a gold band, 1847, worn by Baroness Adelheid, who defied her father to marry a Spanish vintner.

For Catherine — a platinum band with a single small diamond, 1923, worn by Countess Ilse, who left her title to run a publishing house.

For Linda — a simple silver band, 1791, the oldest, worn by Margarethe von Eichenwald the First, who managed the family estate alone for forty years after her husband’s death.

For Astrid — a rose gold band, 1912, worn by Freya Eichenwald, a physician who studied in Stockholm when women weren’t permitted to practice.

For Margarethe herself — a white gold band, 1889, worn by her great-grandmother, who bore six children and outlived two husbands.

For Yuki — a gold band with a tiny sapphire, 1956, the most recent, worn by a woman who funded the first fertility clinic in Munich.

For Nathan — a plain gold band. No provenance. New. The beginning of whatever comes next.

I looked at the rings and thought about a letter. A letter from a dead aunt who’d written: Embrace what you’re capable of becoming.

I was about to find out what that meant.



They came to the terrace individually. This was Catherine’s design — each woman entering alone, taking her place in the circle, each arrival its own moment.

Sofia first.

She appeared through the main house archway in a flowing maternity dress the color of ripe papaya — deep coral that made her caramel skin glow. The dress skimmed her body in waves of chiffon, catching the early golden light, draping over her nineteen-week bump like a curtain being drawn back to reveal a masterpiece. Tropical flowers were threaded through her dark curls — frangipani and bird of paradise, white and orange against the black. Her gold chain glinted between her breasts, which strained the gathered neckline of the dress into deep shadows.

She was barefoot. Of course she was. Sofia was always barefoot.

She walked to the circle with the deliberate sway she brought to everything — hips rolling, the dress flowing, her hands cradling her bump. She sat in her chair, arranged her dress, and looked at me with those warm brown eyes that crinkled when she smiled. She was trying not to cry. She was already failing.

Catherine next.

White linen. Simple, elegant, the simplicity that cost a fortune to achieve. A wrap dress that draped over her nineteen-week bump and left her arms bare, freckles scattered across her shoulders in the golden light. No makeup. The freckles across her nose — the ones she’d hidden behind CEO armor for decades, the ones only I saw — were on full display. She’d chosen to show them. To everyone. Today, the freckles were public.

Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders — not the salon-perfect blowout, but the natural, slightly wild version that emerged when Catherine stopped managing her appearance. She wore flat sandals. The Louboutin queen had chosen bare feet and flat sandals for the most important moment of her new life.

She sat beside Sofia. Their hands found each other. Fingers interlacing. Two women who’d spent months navigating competition and territory, holding hands in a circle of chairs as the sun painted the ocean gold.

Linda.

Deep red silk. The color of the robe she’d worn in the study. The color of surrender. Fifteen years in white blouses and black pencil skirts, and tonight she’d chosen the most vivid thing she owned.

The dress was simple — a column of silk that skimmed her yoga-toned body, showing the long legs she’d hidden for years, the surprisingly round ass that was visible in profile, the small firm B-cups that sat high on her chest. The silk caught every contour. There was nowhere to hide in that dress, and Linda — who’d hidden for a decade and a half — wasn’t hiding.

Her silver-streaked black hair was down.

Down. Loose. Cascading to her mid-back in a fall of silver and black that caught the light like liquid metal. The severe bun was gone. In all the time I’d known her, Linda had let her hair down twice — once during sex, once now. She’d chosen to make this the second time.

She walked to her chair with the controlled grace she’d always had, but softer. Her dark eyes found mine. Luminous. Full. She didn’t smile — Linda didn’t give smiles easily — but the corner of her mouth twitched, and that twitch said more than a thousand smiles from a thousand other women.

She sat. Hands folded in her lap. Perfectly still. The silver strands in her loose hair gleaming in the candlelight that someone — Margarethe’s groundskeeper, probably — had begun to light.

Astrid.

Pale blue. A sundress the color of her eyes, the color of Scandinavian sky, the color of ice warming in sunlight. It showed her athletic frame in profile — the long limbs, the dancer’s build, the C-cups that had grown slightly with pregnancy, the thirteen-week bump that was now undeniably visible, a small round curve beneath the pale fabric.

Her white-blonde hair was in a French braid over one shoulder, tiny blue flowers woven through it — someone had braided flowers into her hair, and my money was on Sofia. She wore strappy sandals, the kind that drew attention to her endless legs, which they did, because Astrid’s legs drew attention the way the sun drew plants.

She walked to her chair with an easy, unhurried stride. Competition about entrances had never been her game. She sat, crossed her legs — those impossible legs — and gave me a look that was pure Swedish directness: I’m here. I love you. Let’s get on with it.

Margarethe.

Cream Chanel. Because of course. Even for a ceremony on a Caribbean terrace, the Countess wore Chanel with the natural authority of a woman whose great-grandmother’s portrait hung in a castle. But this wasn’t the full imperial armor — no pearls, no Louboutins, no chignon held by antique silver pins. The dress was softer than her usual structured elegance. Her silver-blonde hair was in a loose twist rather than the severe updo. Her feet were in simple cream flats.

And her eyes.

Her ice-blue eyes, usually imperious and assessing, were soft. Vulnerable in a way I’d only seen during sex, when her composure cracked and the German came out and the woman beneath the title surfaced gasping. But here she was, walking to a circle of chairs in flats instead of Louboutins, her eyes already glassy with emotion she was going to fight and lose.

She sat with perfect posture. Crossed her ankles. Placed her hands on her lap with studied composure – the kind that braces for its own collapse and wants to start from a position of dignity.

Yuki.

Sage green. A simple wrap dress in a color that made her porcelain skin glow warm. Her asymmetrical black bob was tucked behind one ear, the way she wore it when she was concentrating, and she was concentrating — on not crying, on not shaking, on being present rather than clinical.

She carried her pregnancy journal. Not tucked under her arm like a clipboard — cradled against her chest like something precious. The journal she’d started at the inn, the one that had replaced the clinical armor of her early days, was pressed against her heart.

She sat. Set the journal on her lap. Folded her hands over it. Her dark eyes met mine with quiet intensity – a career spent studying fertility from the outside, and now, at thirty-three, living it from the inside.



Six women in a circle. Six pregnant women in flowing dresses with the Caribbean sunset painting the sky behind them in shades of gold and coral and deep violet. Candles flickering in hurricane glass. The ocean a constant whisper below the terrace. Bougainvillea cascading over an arch built by a carpenter from Vermont who’d never imagined this moment existed until a dead aunt’s letter dared him to try.

One empty chair.

It sat between Margarethe and Yuki — a simple wooden chair, no cushion, nothing decorative. On its seat, a single rose from the villa’s garden. White, just beginning to open. And beside it, a folded piece of cream stationery.

Helena Crawford’s chair. Helena Crawford’s rose. And the closing line of Helena Crawford’s letter, handwritten in ink that had traveled from a bedroom at Willow Creek to a garden terrace in the Dominican Republic.

Helena was here. And she wasn’t.

In the front row — the circle’s inner edge — Priya Sharma sat in a chair that Catherine had placed specifically. Not in the circle. Not yet family. But close. Present. Witnessing.

She wore a dark blue sundress, her dark hair loose around her shoulders, the silver stud in her nose visible above her trembling lips. Her eyes were already wet. She’d been crying since Sofia entered.

On a tablet propped on a small table beside the arch, two faces glowed.

Victoria Crawford, in her living room, seventeen weeks pregnant, her hand on her visible bump, tears streaming down her face before anyone had spoken a single word. Her auburn hair loose, her green eyes bright with emotion she wasn’t even attempting to control.

Isabelle Crawford beside her, arm around her sister’s shoulder, jaw set with rigid determination. She’d decided she would not cry. She was going to lose that battle within thirty seconds.

“Can you hear us?” Victoria called, her voice tinny through the tablet speaker.

“We hear you,” Catherine said.

“Good. I’m going to cry through the whole thing. Just — just let me.”

“We wouldn’t expect anything else,” Sofia said, and her own voice cracked on the last word.



Catherine stood.

She didn’t go to the arch. She stood where she was, in the circle, among the women she’d helped gather and organize and coordinate. She stood the way she’d stood in boardrooms — poised, authoritative, certain. But the authority tonight wasn’t corporate. It was familial. She’d arrived at the inn terrified and brittle and wearing designer armor against vulnerability. She’d burned all of it down and built something real in the ashes.

“We are not a marriage,” she said. Her voice carried across the terrace, clear and steady. “What we’re doing tonight has no legal name. No courthouse. No certificate. No institutional recognition of any kind.” She paused. Her gray-green eyes swept the circle. “And that’s exactly why it matters.”

She took a breath. The ocean filled the silence.

“We are a family built by choice. Not by law, not by obligation, not by accident. Every woman in this circle chose to be here. Every pregnancy in this circle was wanted. Every bond was earned.” Her hand rested on her bump. “We chose a man who fixes things. Who listens. Who shows up with a toolkit and a willingness to do the work — all of the work. We chose each other, which was harder. We chose to share, which was hardest of all.”

She looked at me. Those gray-green eyes, bare of makeup, freckles scattered across her nose. Fifty thousand dollars for a fertility consultation. She’d gotten a life she never imagined.

“Today we make it official. Not legally. Better than legally. Honestly.”

She sat down.



Sofia stood first. Because Sofia was always first.

She walked to me at the arch, her bare feet soundless on the warm stone, her maternity dress flowing around her bump. She took both my hands. Her palms were warm — kitchen-warm, always, the hands that fed and nurtured and claimed.

“Nathan.” Her voice was thick. She was crying. She’d been crying since she entered. She’d cry through the whole thing and her makeup would run and she wouldn’t care because Sofia had never cared about appearances when feelings were at stake.

“I don’t have fancy words,” she said. “Linda has her three words and Catherine has her prepared speech and the Countess probably has something in German. I don’t have any of that. I have food. I have my kitchen. I have these—” She gestured at her massive, heavy breasts straining the coral dress. “And I have this.” She placed my hand on her bump.

The baby kicked. Right against my palm. A flutter, a nudge, the impossibly present reminder of what we’d made in a kitchen at three in the morning four and a half months ago.

“You’re the first man who ever looked at me and saw more than tits and hips,” Sofia said. Her eyes were streaming, her voice breaking, the husky Latina accent thickening with every word. “You saw Sofia. You saw what I could feed people and how I could love them and you didn’t look at my body like it was a problem to be managed. You looked at it like it was a gift.”

She squeezed my hands. Her lips — glossed, always glossed — trembled.

“I’m giving you the first baby. I’m giving you my kitchen and my body and my milk and every recipe I’ll ever make and the goddamn green smoothies you pretend you don’t like.” She half-laughed through her tears. “I’m giving you all of it. Because you gave me the only thing I ever wanted. Someone who stays.”

I brought her hands to my mouth. Kissed her knuckles. Tasted salt and the faint oil of whatever she’d been cooking before the ceremony.

“Sofia.” My voice held. Barely. “You taught me what hunger means. Not just for food — for life. For presence. For the thing that happens when someone cooks for you at three in the morning because they can’t sleep and neither can you. You were the first to show me what this could be. You were the first to carry my child. You were the first to feed me from your own body.” I swallowed. “You’re first. You’re always first. And the smoothies are growing on me.”

She laughed. Then sobbed. Then kissed me the way she did everything – full force, full contact — her mouth hot, her tears wetting my cheeks, her pregnant belly pressing between us, the baby kicking against my stomach like a tiny punctuation mark.

She stepped back. Wiped her face. Took her seat.

On the tablet, Victoria was openly weeping. Isabelle’s jaw was tighter.



Catherine walked to me.

Her stride was different from Sofia’s — measured, precise, thirty years of entering rooms as a weapon. But the precision tonight was tender rather than tactical. Each step deliberate not because she was performing but because she was savoring.

She took my hands. Her fingers were slim, cool despite the heat. The freckles on her wrists were visible in the golden light.

“Nathan.” Her voice was the boardroom voice — steady, controlled, authoritative. But underneath it, a tremor. Barely there. You had to know where to listen. “I came to your inn to buy a pregnancy. I brought a contract and a checkbook and the expectation that this would be a transaction. In. Out. Efficient.”

She almost smiled. “I was wrong about everything.”

A breath. The candles flickered.

“You saw my freckles.” Her voice dropped. “Nobody sees my freckles. I’ve spent decades hiding them under foundation and concealer and the belief that a CEO doesn’t have imperfections. You saw them the first night. You touched them. You told me they were beautiful. And I — someone who’s run boardrooms and built companies and stared down hostile takeover bids — I cried. Because nobody had ever looked at what I was hiding and called it beautiful.”

She squeezed my hands. Her eyes were wet. The freckles across her nose were illuminated by the golden hour, brown sugar on cream, the secret that wasn’t a secret anymore.

“I’m giving you my walls. All of them. The ones I built to survive corporate America and a failed marriage and a miscarriage and the particular loneliness of having everything except someone who stays past breakfast. I’m tearing them all down. Here. Now. In front of everyone.” She looked at the circle. At the women. At the sunset. “I don’t need them anymore. Because you built me something better than walls.”

“What?”

“A home.”

I held her face in both hands. Thumbs on her cheekbones. Freckles under my fingers.

“Catherine. You came as a client and stayed as a partner. You organized this family when it was chaos. You saw what we were becoming before any of us did. You sold your company. You moved your life. You sit at that table every night with women who should be your competition and you’ve made them your sisters.” I kissed her forehead. “You’re not the CEO who bought a pregnancy. You’re the woman who built a family. And the freckles were always the best part.”

She kissed me. Controlled even in this — a precise, deliberate kiss that said everything her words had organized but couldn’t quite capture. Then she stepped back, pressed her palm to her bump, and returned to her seat.

Sofia took her hand immediately. Their fingers laced.



Linda stood.

The terrace went quiet in a way it hadn’t for anyone else. Not silent — the ocean still whispered, the candles still flickered, the tropical night still breathed. But the human sounds ceased. Even Sofia stopped sniffling. Even Victoria on the tablet held her breath.

Because Linda didn’t stand for this. Linda stood for logistics reviews and schedule adjustments and controlled communications delivered without emotion or unnecessary words. Linda standing at a ceremony, in a red silk dress, with her hair down, was an event the household had never witnessed and might never witness again.

She walked to me. The red silk moved against her body with each step — her long legs luminous in the candlelight, her slim figure elegant and unguarded, the silver and black hair flowing behind her like a river.

She took my hands.

Her palms were cool. Steady. Hands that had managed years of schedules and secrets. Three consultants before me. Never once participated.

She looked up at me. Dark eyes luminous. The severe face soft in a way I’d seen only in private, only in the study, only when every wall had fallen and the woman beneath the control stood trembling and open.

“I chose you,” she said.

Three words. The three words she’d promised. The three words she’d whispered in the cottage that they’d be.

The silence after them was absolute.

Then she squeezed my hands once, turned, and walked back to her seat. She sat. Folded her hands. Looked straight ahead.

The silence held for three more seconds.

Then my voice broke.

Not shattered. Not sobbed. Broke — the way a violin string breaks when tuned one degree too sharp. A clean, clear fracture in the composure I’d maintained through Sofia’s passionate tears and Catherine’s articulate surrender.

Because Linda’s three words landed harder than any speech in the world. Because this woman had watched. For years. Had managed the schedules and maintained the rooms and kept the secrets and vetted the clients and watched — watched three men before me do the work she’d wanted done to her and for her and with her. And she’d never participated. Never asked. Never allowed herself the vulnerability of wanting.

Until four weeks ago. Until a study desk. Until a fertility window she’d tracked on an app she thought nobody knew about. Until she’d conceived at forty-five, after a decade and a half of watching other women carry what she wanted.

Three words. All those years compressed into three syllables.

I walked to her chair. Knelt in front of her. Took her hands.

“Linda.” My voice was rough. “You watched. You saw everything — every consultant, every client, every woman who lay down on that table and received what you’d spent your whole life helping to arrange. You managed the schedule. You kept the secrets. You made it all work. And you waited.”

Her eyes glistened. She didn’t blink. Didn’t look away.

“You were the hardest won. You were the most patient. You were the one who knew everything about this place before I arrived and still chose to give me a chance to earn what everyone else had been given.” I squeezed her hands. “You chose me. Three words. Fifteen years. And those three words are the most important ones anyone will say tonight.”

A single tear ran down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it. She nodded — once, barely — and the corner of her mouth twitched.

The twitch that said everything.

I returned to the arch.



Astrid stood with the brisk efficiency of a woman arriving at a morning appointment. She walked to me, took my hands, and looked me in the eye with the unblinking directness that was her signature.

“I’m Swedish,” she said. “We’re not good at this.”

Scattered laughter. Even Linda’s mouth twitched again.

“I don’t have fifteen years of waiting or a Fortune 500 company I gave up or a kitchen that I rule with absolute power. I have a massage table and good hands and the ability to put my ankles behind my head, which—” She glanced at the household. “Has been relevant.”

More laughter. Sofia was laughing through tears, which was messy and exactly Sofia.

Astrid turned back to me. Her ice-blue eyes softened — the shift from Scandinavian directness to something warmer, the pools of warmth that emerged when Astrid let herself feel instead of performing pragmatism.

“You’re a good man, Nathan. Not a perfect man — you leave towels on the bathroom floor and you forgot to replace the boiler filter last month and you still can’t pronounce ‘massage’ without making it sound like a furniture store.” She smiled. The real one. “But you’re a good man. You listen. You fix things. You show up. And when I told you I was at peak fertility with maximum efficiency, you didn’t laugh. You showed up for that too.”

She squeezed my hands. Her long fingers were strong — the fingers that worked knots and tension and years of stored grief out of other people’s muscles.

“I’m having your baby.” She touched her thirteen-week bump with one hand. “And I’m happy about it. In a Swedish way. Which means I won’t cry, I won’t make a scene, and I will make you breakfast afterward. Always.”

I pulled her close. Those endless legs pressed against mine, her athletic frame fitting against me with the precision of someone who understood bodies the way musicians understood instruments.

“Astrid. You hold this family together without drama, without competition, without needing to be first or loudest or most visible. You’re the steady one. The one who mediates between Sofia’s fire and Linda’s ice and makes everyone feel like the household works. You make it work.” I kissed her cheek. “And you can pronounce ‘massage’ for both of us.”

She bit her lower lip. Her tell. The one that meant she was feeling more than she was showing.

“Good vows,” she said quietly. “Seven out of ten. The pronunciation joke was a nice touch.”

“Seven?”

“I’ll give you the other three tonight.”



Margarethe stood. The Countess moved to the arch with state-room posture, and even in cream flats instead of Louboutins, even with tears threatening her composure, she moved like centuries of aristocratic breeding had hardwired grace into her spinal column.

She took my hands. Her fingers were elegant, cool, trembling.

“I came to your inn with a three-page requirements document,” she said. Her accent — Austrian finishing school over something older, more German, more guttural — was thicker than usual. Emotion made the English crack and the German seep through. “I demanded to be addressed as ‘Your Grace.’ I expected deference. I expected a service. I expected to acquire an heir the way my family has acquired everything for six hundred years — through command and control and the absolute certainty that what I wanted would be provided.”

She paused. The candlelight caught her silver-blonde hair, turning it to spun platinum.

“You set my requirements document aside.” Her voice wavered. “You told me that wasn’t how it worked. You pulled the pins from my hair. You called me Margarethe. Not ‘Your Grace.’ Not ‘Countess.’ Margarethe.” She took a breath that shuddered. “Nobody had called me by my name in twenty years.”

Her composure cracked. Not shattered — cracked, the way fine porcelain cracks, along lines so thin they’re almost invisible, but the crack changes the vessel entirely. Her eyes filled. The ice-blue went liquid.

“I came for an heir,” she said. Her English fractured. German surfaced: “Ich habe eine Familie gefunden.” She caught herself. Translated. “I found a family. Something more valuable than — than a title. Than an estate. Than six hundred years of—”

She couldn’t finish. The German overwhelmed the English entirely. She pressed her lips together — those thin, aristocratic lips that parted with surprise during sex and pressed tight when she fought for control — and a tear ran down her porcelain cheek.

I held her. The Countess von Eichenwald, four weeks pregnant with a carpenter’s child, crying silently against my chest while the Caribbean sunset turned the sky behind us into something that even six hundred years of accumulated Eichenwald art couldn’t match.

“Margarethe.” I spoke into her hair, the silver-blonde strands soft against my mouth. “You walked into the inn expecting to command and you found the one thing your title couldn’t buy. You came from a castle and discovered that a failing inn in Vermont was more of a home than any palace. You brought us rings from women who chose unconventional paths.” I held her tighter. “You’re one of them now. You’re the newest chapter in the collection.”

She stepped back. Wiped her cheek with one finger. Straightened her spine. The aristocratic composure reassembled itself — partially, imperfectly, beautifully cracked.

“That was adequate,” she said. Her voice wobbled.

“High praise.”

“Don’t let it go to your head.”



Yuki stood last.

She walked to me with her pregnancy journal against her chest, held the way a bride holds a bouquet. Her sage green dress moved in the evening breeze. Her asymmetrical bob caught candlelight. Her eyes were enormous.

She stopped at the arch. Set the journal on the table beside the rings. Opened it.

“I’d like to read,” she said. “If that’s acceptable.”

She looked at the page. Took a breath. Began.

“Day one. Arrived at Willow Creek Inn. Subject presents as healthy male, twenty-eight, carpenter, previously unassessed for donor viability. Initial examination scheduled for tomorrow morning. Requesting full bloodwork, hormone panel, and specimen analysis. Professional assessment only.”

She turned the page.

“Day three. Subject — Nathan — demonstrates above-average bilateral symmetry, healthy musculature, and genetically favorable traits. Sperm analysis: exceptional. Noting: his hands are unusually capable. This is not medically relevant. Noting anyway.”

A ripple of laughter through the circle. Yuki didn’t look up. Her cheeks were pink.

“Day seven. Examination of subject included direct physical contact for the first time. His pulse elevated during assessment, which is normal. My pulse elevated as well, which is — not part of the protocol.” She paused. Swallowed. “Dropped my pen twice during measurements. This has never happened in twelve years of clinical practice.”

She turned several pages.

“Day twelve. My fertility window opened this morning. I presented Nathan with my ovulation data at precisely seven-fourteen AM. He took my clipboard. He set it aside. He kissed me.” Her voice caught. “I have no clinical framework for what happened next. My notes for this session are incomplete. The clipboard was on the floor. I was — elsewhere.”

She turned to the last pages. Her voice had changed — lower, rawer, the clinical precision giving way to something unstructured and real.

“Week three at the inn. I am pregnant. I am four weeks and three days. The HCG levels confirm viable implantation. I’ve measured my own hormone panels every day. They’re perfect.” She looked up from the journal. Met my eyes. “But that’s not what I want to write about.”

She closed the journal. Held it against her chest.

“I’ve helped hundreds of women get pregnant. I knew the science. The hormones. The optimal positions and timing and cervical angles. I thought I understood.” Her eyes, usually analytical and precise, were luminous. “I didn’t understand anything.”

She set the journal down.

“Love isn’t a hormone. It correlates with oxytocin and vasopressin and cortisol regulation, but it isn’t those things. I know because I measured all of them and they didn’t explain what happened when you took my clipboard and looked at me like I was a patient who’d been waiting too long to be seen.”

One tear. Tracking down her porcelain cheek.

“I was the doctor. I was always the doctor. And you made me the patient. And being the patient — being the one who receives, who opens, who trusts someone else’s hands—” She pressed the journal against her heart. “It’s better than the data suggested.”

I took her hands. Her surgeon’s hands. Precise, graceful, trembling.

“Yuki. You came with a clipboard and left with a journal. You came with data and found something data can’t measure. You’re the smartest woman I’ve ever met, and the bravest, because it takes more courage to stop analyzing and start feeling than it does to walk into any operating room.” I kissed her hands — both of them, the palms, the knuckles. “The clipboard is gone. The journal is better. And you’re going to be an extraordinary mother, because you’ll understand the science and the mystery simultaneously.”

She smiled. The rare, full smile that reached her eyes and transformed her entire face from analytical to radiant.

“Your heart rate elevated during those vows,” she said.

“I know.”

“Mine too.” She touched her belly. “All three of ours.”



The rings.

Margarethe stood. The Countess moved to the table with the measured steps of a woman about to perform a ceremony her ancestors would have recognized, even if the context would have given them collective apoplexy.

She lifted the first ring.

“The women of the Eichenwald collection chose unconventional paths,” she said. Her voice had steadied. The imperial register was back, but softened — authority in service of love rather than command. “They defied fathers. Left titles. Ran estates alone. Practiced medicine when women were forbidden. Bore children they chose, on terms they chose, with partners they chose.”

She placed each ring with a brief history. Sofia received Baroness Adelheid’s gold band, kissing it before it went on. Catherine received Countess Ilse’s platinum and diamond, her eyes shining. Linda received the oldest ring — 1791, simple silver — and held it against her chest before offering her hand. Astrid received Freya’s rose gold with a pragmatic nod and a Swedish “tack.” Margarethe placed her own ring on her own finger — the white gold of her great-grandmother — with the quiet gravity of a woman joining her own lineage. Yuki received the sapphire ring and stared at it on her hand like she was analyzing a data point that defied every model she’d ever built.

“Nathan.” Margarethe held the last ring. Plain gold. New. “This ring has no history. It begins tonight.”

She placed it on my hand. A simple gold band on the ring finger of a carpenter from Vermont who’d inherited a failing inn and ended up standing under an arch in the Dominican Republic with six pregnant women wearing antique rings from a German aristocratic collection.

The ring was warm from the Caribbean air. It fit.



Helena’s moment.

Catherine stood. She walked to the empty chair. Picked up the folded cream stationery. The rose lay undisturbed on the seat — white, opening, catching the last of the golden light.

Catherine unfolded the letter. She didn’t read all of it. She read the closing line — the one Helena had written before leaving Willow Creek, before sunrise, before anyone could stop her or ask her to stay.

“‘Give them a beautiful ceremony.’”

The words fell into the circle like a stone into still water. Ripples of silence spreading outward.

Sofia broke first. A sob — raw, hormonal, the sound of a pregnant woman grieving and celebrating simultaneously. She pressed both hands to her mouth. Tears ran between her fingers.

“She helped build this,” Sofia said, her voice muffled behind her hands. “She designed it. The sunset timing. The circle. The flowers.” She dropped her hands. Looked at the empty chair. “She’s here.”

Linda stood perfectly still. Her dark eyes were fixed on the empty chair. No tears. But her hand — her left hand, the one with the 1791 silver band — trembled.

Margarethe bowed her head. The aristocratic composure that had cracked during her vows fractured further. A tear landed on her cream Chanel.

Astrid reached over and took Margarethe’s hand. Squeezed once. Scandinavian solidarity.

Yuki pressed her journal against her chest and closed her eyes.

The empty chair sat in the golden light. The rose. The letter. The absence.

From the tablet, Isabelle’s voice — rough, fighting for control: “She was right about the sunset.” Her jaw was tight. Her eyes were suspiciously bright. Beside her, Victoria had given up on composure entirely and was crying freely, one hand on her seventeen-week bump, the other gripping her sister’s arm.

“You owe us a real ceremony when Victoria can fly,” Isabelle said. Her voice cracked on the last word. She cleared her throat. Tried again. “Send photos. All of them.”

“Just send them,” Victoria managed. “Every single one.”

The household cheered. Wet, imperfect, beautiful cheering from six pregnant women and one man in a circle of chairs with rings from a German collection and candles flickering and the Caribbean ocean turning dark beneath a sky that was shifting from gold to violet.



The sun dropped below the horizon.

The sky went purple. Then deep blue. Then the first stars appeared — sharp, brilliant, stars that Vermont light pollution would never allow.

Six women wearing rings. One man wearing a gold band. One empty chair with a rose.

In the front row, Priya Sharma wiped her eyes. Her dark hair framed a face stripped of every defense. She sat forward in her chair, hands gripping the armrests, breathing like she’d been running.

She put her hand on her stomach. Empty. For now.

She looked at me across the candlelit terrace, her dark eyes steady and certain and full of something that had taken months of resignation and travel and self-discovery to find.

She mouthed two words.

Twenty hours.


Chapter 9: First Night

Dinner was chaos and perfection in equal measure.

Sofia had commandeered the villa kitchen for the last time this trip, and she’d produced something that made the villa’s cook stand in the archway with his arms folded, watching with the resigned admiration of a professional recognizing a superior. Caribbean seafood — grilled snapper with Sofia’s chimichurri, conch fritters with a mango-habanero sauce that made Astrid’s eyes water and Margarethe pronounce “extraordinary” without being prompted, coconut rice, fried plantains glistening with caramelized sugar, a salad of local greens with her signature vinaigrette. Fresh bread. Three kinds of fruit arranged like still-life paintings. And for dessert, a rum cake she’d been hiding in the back of the refrigerator for two days.

The terrace table glowed with candles. The ceremony’s hurricane glass had been redistributed along the long table, and in the golden candlelight, the household looked like a Renaissance painting reimagined for the modern world — six pregnant women in their ceremony dresses, one man in a white linen shirt, plates of food, glasses of sparkling cider, and on every female hand at the table, an antique ring catching the flickering light.

Priya had the only champagne. Catherine had insisted.

“You’re the only non-pregnant woman at this table,” Catherine said, pouring. “Someone should enjoy the Veuve Clicquot I had shipped.”

“For now,” Priya said, lifting her glass. “I’m non-pregnant for now.”

Toasts circled the table. Sofia toasted “to the man who couldn’t fix a boiler but fixed everything else.” Catherine toasted “to unconventional families.” Linda raised her cider and said nothing — just raised it, her dark eyes catching candlelight, the silver ring on her hand a quiet signal — and that silence was a toast in itself. Astrid toasted “to adequate hydration in tropical climates” and made Margarethe nearly spit her cider. Margarethe toasted “to the women who chose unconventional paths” and touched her ring. Yuki toasted “to statistically improbable outcomes” and added, under her breath, “and the man who produces them.”

Priya toasted last. She stood. Her dark blue sundress caught the candlelight. Her eyes were still red from the ceremony.

“To the family I’m joining,” she said. Simple. Direct. The old Priya would have given a presentation.

The table cheered.

Dancing happened after dessert, because Sofia insisted and what Sofia wanted on a night when she’d cooked a six-course dinner for eight people while nineteen weeks pregnant, Sofia received.

The villa’s sound system played through outdoor speakers — something slow, Latin, music that existed for the sole purpose of bodies moving against each other. I danced with each woman individually while the others watched from the terrace with their cider and Priya’s champagne.

Sofia first. Her body against mine, her bump between us, her massive breasts pressing against my chest, her hips swaying with the music in a rhythm that predated language. She smelled like the kitchen — garlic and coconut and warmth. Always warmth. Sofia’s default setting.

Catherine next. Taller, leaner, her long legs moving with ballroom grace learned at corporate functions and now applied to something real. She rested her head on my shoulder. Her freckles were invisible in the dark.

Linda. Stiff at first — dancing was not on any schedule she’d ever created — then slowly softening as I held her. Her silver-streaked hair brushed my chin. Her body, slim and elegant in the red silk, relaxed against mine by increments.

Astrid. Athletic, flexible, turning the dance into something that demonstrated hip mobility and core strength. She bit her lower lip and made eye contact and said, “This is basically a standing massage.”

Margarethe. Imperial even while slow-dancing, her posture perfect, her hand on my shoulder light and precise. But her eyes were soft, and when the music swelled, she rested her forehead against my chest and whispered something in German I didn’t catch.

Yuki. Uncertain, clinical about the footwork, gradually finding the rhythm. She held her pregnancy journal in one hand and my shoulder in the other, and when I took the journal and set it on a chair, she laughed — actually laughed — and danced with both hands for the first time.



The household dispersed after midnight. Gradually, the way a party ends — not a hard stop but a slow dissolve. Linda retired first, because Linda maintained a schedule even on ceremony nights. Astrid followed, stretching on her way to her room, her endless legs catching the moonlight. Margarethe excused herself with a formal goodnight that included a curtsy she immediately regretted. Yuki was writing in her journal before she reached the stairs. Priya walked to the guest cottage with a backwards glance over her shoulder and a smile that promised everything she was saving for forty hours from now.

Sofia and Catherine remained.

They sat on the terrace in the aftermath of the celebration — empty plates, guttering candles, the rings on their hands visible in the last light. Two nineteen-week-pregnant women with their bumps resting under ceremony dresses and their breasts aching with the aching fullness that came from hours of not nursing.

Sofia touched her right breast through the coral fabric. Winced. “I needed to express two hours ago.”

Catherine pressed her own hand to her chest. “The ceremony was beautiful. My supply didn’t care. I’ve been leaking since the vows.”

They looked at each other. Then at me.

An understanding settled between the three of us without a word being spoken. A recognition that had been building since the poolside daybed, since the first time Catherine had joined Sofia and me in the tropics, since the moment Sofia had made room and Catherine had accepted the invitation and two women who’d been rivals had discovered they were partners.

“First night,” Sofia said. Her eyes were dark in the candlelight. “Our first night as — whatever we are. Whatever this is.”

“A family,” Catherine said.

“Then family rules.” Sofia stood. Her maternity dress flowed around her as she extended one hand to Catherine and the other to me. “Family shares. Family takes care of each other. Family comes to bed.”



The master suite was the largest room in the villa — white walls, dark wood furniture, a king-size bed with white cotton sheets, and a set of French doors that opened onto a private balcony overlooking the Caribbean. The doors were open. The night air carried salt and frangipani and the constant whisper of waves.

Sofia was first to the bed. She pulled the ceremony dress over her head with impatient efficiency – her breasts had been demanding attention for hours. The coral fabric came away to reveal skin — caramel, glowing, the bump round and prominent at nineteen weeks, her massive G-cups heavy and full, the nipples already beading with milk. No bra. Sofia hadn’t worn a bra since the first trimester, and the ceremonial dress had been built to accommodate that.

She stood by the bed in nothing but her panties — a dark green thong that disappeared between the round cheeks of her prominent ass. Her gold chain glinted between her breasts. The small rose tattoo on her shoulder blade was visible in the moonlight.

“Help,” she said simply, pressing both hands against her swollen breasts. The milk was visible now — thin white lines tracking from her dark nipples down the curves of her G-cups, gleaming in the moonlight. “I’m so full it hurts.”

Catherine undressed beside her. The white linen wrap came apart with a single tug of the sash, revealing her body in stages — the slim waist, the nineteen-week bump, the B-cups that had changed so much in recent weeks. Her breasts were smaller than Sofia’s by several magnitudes but rounder, firmer, the nipples darker than before pregnancy, and when the linen fell away, a bead of milk appeared on each tip. Her newer supply, still establishing, responding to the same need that had Sofia’s more mature production in overdrive.

Catherine wore cream silk panties. La Perla. Some habits died harder than others.

The two of them stood by the bed in the moonlight — two pregnant women, two bodies carrying my children, two pairs of breasts aching with milk and need. The contrast was devastating. Sofia’s lush abundance — G-cups, wide hips, thick thighs, the plush softness of a body designed for nourishment. Catherine’s elegant restraint — B-cups, long legs, slim lines, the refined architecture of a body designed for boardrooms and now repurposed for motherhood.

Different in every way except the bumps. Except the milk. Except the rings on their fingers.

I pulled my shirt over my head. Their eyes tracked the movement — Sofia’s dropping to my stomach, my hips, the bulge growing in my linen pants. Catherine’s gaze more measured, more deliberate, traveling the same path but cataloging it with the precision she’d once applied to corporate acquisitions.

“Both of you,” I said. “On the bed.”

Sofia smiled. The territorial fire that used to flare when she shared me had been replaced by something hotter — a cooperative hunger that said she wasn’t competing anymore, she was collaborating. She climbed onto the bed, lying on her side to accommodate her bump, her G-cups settling against the white sheets, milk already staining the cotton in dark spots.

Catherine followed. She lay on the other side, facing Sofia, their bumps nearly touching. Mirror images in reverse — one lush, one lean, one caramel, one cream with freckles. Their eyes met across the white sheets.

“Hi,” Sofia said.

“Hi,” Catherine replied.

A beat. The ocean whispered.

Sofia reached across the gap and placed her hand on Catherine’s bump. Catherine’s breath caught. Then she placed her hand on Sofia’s. Two pregnant women touching each other’s bellies, feeling each other’s babies, the rings from the Eichenwald collection catching moonlight.

“We made these,” Sofia whispered. “Together.”

“You mean Nathan—”

“I know what I mean.” Sofia’s dark eyes glinted. “We made this family together. All of us. These babies exist because we chose to share a man instead of fighting over one. We made these.”

I knelt on the bed between them. Two pregnant bodies turned toward me. Four breasts — two massive, two compact — all leaking, all needing, all mine.

I started with Sofia. Because she was first, because she was fullest, because the desperate sound she made when I lowered my mouth to her nipple was the sound of a woman in genuine physical need.

Her milk hit my tongue in a warm spray — sweet, familiar, the established flow of a body that had been producing for weeks. I pulled hard and the letdown came in earnest, her breast releasing in rhythmic pulses that matched her heartbeat. She shuddered against me, her hand on the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair.

“God,” she breathed. “Finally. Nathan — I needed that, papi. I needed you.”

I nursed from her while my hand found Catherine. She’d shifted closer, her body pressing against my back, her own breasts against my shoulder blade. I could feel the dampness — her milk soaking through where her nipples pressed against my skin.

“Your turn,” I said, releasing Sofia’s nipple. A thin stream of milk arced from the freed breast, silvered by the moonlight.

I turned to Catherine. Her B-cups were flushed — the freckles across her chest scattered among the pink of arousal, her nipples dark and swollen with the newer supply. I cupped her breast — smaller in my hand than Sofia’s, firmer, the skin warm and tight with production. I drew her nipple into my mouth.

Her milk was different. Thinner, lighter, less sweet — but stronger than the poolside daybed, her supply deepening by the day. The warmth of it flooded my mouth and Catherine’s back arched, a shudder rolling through her that pulled a sound from somewhere beneath the CEO and the composure and the walls she’d promised to tear down. Her gray-green eyes fluttered closed.

“It’s different when you do it,” she whispered. “The pump is — clinical. You’re—”

“Hungry,” Sofia offered from behind me.

“Yes.” Catherine’s voice caught. “That.”

I alternated. A pull from Sofia’s heavy, overflowing G-cup — warm, established, the thick sweetness of mature milk. Then a pull from Catherine’s firmer B-cup — thinner, newer, requiring more patience, more coaxing. Two different tastes. Two different bodies. The same need.

Sofia pressed herself against my side. Her hand slid down my stomach, over the waistband of my pants, finding my cock. She gripped me through the linen.

“He’s hard,” she announced to Catherine, as if Catherine couldn’t see the obvious.

“I noticed,” Catherine said drily. Even mid-nursing, the CEO’s observation skills didn’t take a night off.

Sofia freed me from my pants. My cock stood thick and straining, the head already slick. She wrapped her hand around the shaft — her grip warm, firm, possessive.

“Who first?” Sofia asked. But she was already moving — rising to her knees, swinging one thick thigh over my hips. She’d asked the question. She’d already decided the answer.

“Sofia—”

“I’m first. I’m always first.” She sank onto me.

Wet. Soaking. The warmth of her enveloping me in one slow, deliberate motion, her G-cups swaying above me as she descended, milk dripping from both nipples onto my chest. She took all of me — deep, complete, her pussy gripping me with the familiar, powerful clench of a woman who knew exactly how I fit inside her and used that knowledge to devastating effect.

She groaned. The sound was raw — not performance, not the calculated vocalizations of a woman trying to impress. This was Sofia’s real sound. The one that came from her belly. The one that said she’d been wanting this for hours, through the ceremony and the dinner and the dancing, and now she had it and the relief was almost violent.

She rode me. Slow at first — her wide hips rolling, her bump catching the moonlight as she moved, her massive breasts bouncing with each motion. Milk streaked down from both nipples in thin white lines — crossing her belly, dripping onto my chest, the warm sweetness running along my skin.

Catherine watched. She lay beside us, one hand on her own breast, thin milk seeping between her fingers. Her gray-green eyes were dark with arousal. The freckles across her chest were flushed pink.

“Touch her,” I told Catherine. My voice came out rough. Sofia’s pussy was gripping me in rhythmic pulses, each downstroke pulling a sound from both of us.

Catherine hesitated. Then she reached out and placed her hand on Sofia’s hip. Not pushing. Not directing. Supporting. Steadying. The same gesture Sofia had made toward her on the poolside daybed — the transition from rival to partner expressed through the simple act of putting a hand where it was needed.

Sofia looked down at Catherine’s hand on her hip. Her dark eyes shone in the moonlight.

“Higher,” Sofia said.

Catherine’s hand traveled up. Over the curve of Sofia’s waist. To the underside of her massive left breast, heavy and dripping, the weight of it resting on Catherine’s palm.

“Hold it for him,” Sofia breathed. “Hold my breast for his mouth.”

Catherine cupped Sofia’s G-cup and guided the dark, leaking nipple toward my mouth. I took it. Pulled. Milk flooded across my tongue — warm, sweet, the established flow of a mother’s body doing what it was designed to do. Sofia shuddered above me, her walls clenching, her ride faltering for a moment as the oxytocin of nursing and the pleasure of being filled collided.

“Now — give him yours,” Sofia gasped. “I want him to taste both. Like before. Both of us.”

Catherine shifted. She pressed her own breast toward my mouth — the B-cup, the newer supply, the pale freckled breast with its darker nipple. I released Sofia’s and drew Catherine’s in. Thinner milk. Lighter. The contrast registered on my tongue like two different wines from the same vineyard.

I was inside Sofia, tasting Catherine. The dual sensation — two pregnant women feeding me, one riding my cock, the other offering her breast — was something beyond category. Something primal and specific and impossible to describe to anyone who hadn’t been exactly here, exactly now.

Sofia’s pace increased. Her hips rolled harder. Her G-cups bounced wildly — the one Catherine wasn’t holding swaying in heavy arcs, milk spraying with each impact. The wet sounds of our bodies connecting filled the room, mixing with the ocean through the open doors.

“Nathan—” Sofia’s voice was breaking. “I’m close — papi, I’m—”

I gripped her hip with one hand. Thrust up into her — hard, deep, meeting her downstroke with force. Catherine held Sofia’s breast steady while my mouth worked her own, the dual nursing creating a circuit of pleasure and nourishment and connection that was more intimate than anything the three of us had shared before.

Sofia came.

She came with a scream that carried out the open French doors and across the Caribbean — a sound that was half orgasm, half relief, half some third thing that existed only in the space between a mother’s pleasure and a mother’s purpose. Her walls clamped around me in spasming waves. Her milk let down in a full-body response, both nipples spraying — one against Catherine’s palm, the other in a thin arc across my chest. She ground down against me, taking me as deep as her body would allow, and shook.

I came inside her. The breeding instinct fired despite the pregnancy already achieved, despite the nineteen-week bump between us, despite the biological impossibility of what the instinct demanded. My cock pulsed, cum filling her in thick spurts while her walls milked me with practiced, desperate strength.

Sofia collapsed forward. Her G-cups pressed against my chest, warm and wet, milk smearing between us. Her breath came in ragged sobs.

“God,” she whispered. “That was — I felt — everything. All at once.”

I held her. My cum warm inside her. Her milk warm between us. The ring on her finger pressing into my shoulder.

After a moment, she rolled to the side. Slowly, carefully, her bump following the motion. She settled on the sheets beside me, spent, leaking, glowing.

“Your turn,” she said to Catherine. And reached out to touch Catherine’s hand.



Catherine climbed on top of me with the deliberate grace she brought to everything. Where Sofia had mounted with possessive urgency, Catherine straddled with intention. Each motion calculated. Each adjustment precise.

She was wet — visibly, her arousal glistening on her inner thighs, the cream La Perla long since abandoned on the floor. Watching Sofia ride me, hearing Sofia scream, feeling Sofia’s breast in her hand — it had done what hours of anticipation had started.

She reached down. Positioned me at her entrance. Her gray-green eyes locked on mine.

“My vows were about walls coming down,” she said. Her voice was steady. Barely. “This is what it looks like.”

She sank onto me.

Catherine was different from Sofia. Tighter — the lean muscles of her body translating to an internal grip that was less powerful but more precise. She knew angles. She knew pace. The CEO managing the most important merger of her evening.

She rode me slowly. Deliberately. Her B-cups, smaller than Sofia’s by magnitudes but beautiful in their own architecture, moved with each stroke — firm, the darker nipples still leaking, thin streams of milk tracking down her stomach and collecting on her bump.

Sofia, beside us, propped herself on one elbow. Her hand drifted to Catherine’s back. Not directing. Supporting. Her palm flat between Catherine’s shoulder blades, feeling the muscles work, feeling the rhythm.

“You look beautiful,” Sofia said quietly. Not competitive. Not possessive. Genuine.

Catherine’s composure cracked. Her eyes filled. The woman who’d maintained control through boardrooms and hostile takeovers and the most emotionally loaded ceremony of her life couldn’t maintain it through Sofia Vega calling her beautiful.

“Don’t—” Catherine whispered. “Don’t make me—”

“Too late.” Sofia’s hand moved up to the back of Catherine’s neck. Gently. “Let go. I’ve got you.”

Catherine let go.

Her pace changed. The controlled, deliberate ride became something rawer. Her hips rolled with increasing urgency, the precision dissolving into need. Her B-cups bounced, milk streaming, the thin supply responding to the oxytocin flooding her system. She braced her hands on my chest — nails pressing in, the manicured hands that had signed billion-dollar deals gripping a carpenter’s pectorals with whitening knuckles.

I guided her hips. Thrust upward to meet her. She gasped — the gasp that came from deep inside Catherine, from the place below the CEO and the walls and the carefully maintained exterior. The gasp that said she was feeling something her entire previous life hadn’t prepared her for.

I pulled her down. Brought her breast to my mouth. Her left B-cup, the one that produced more — the supply coming in faster now, the body learning that this mouth meant release and pleasure and home. I nursed while she rode me, the thin sweet milk flowing across my tongue, her body shaking above me with each pull.

“Nathan — I can’t — it’s too much—”

“You can.”

I flipped her. Rolled us both in one motion, careful of her bump, settling her beneath me on the white sheets. Catherine’s gray-green eyes flew wide — the surprise of surrender, the CEO pinned under a carpenter’s weight. Her long legs wrapped around me. Her freckled chest heaved, both nipples leaking thin streams down her ribs.

Sofia moved without being asked. She shifted closer, rising on one elbow, and pressed her heavy, dripping G-cup toward my mouth. The dark nipple glistened with milk.

“Taste me while you’re inside her,” Sofia whispered. “Both of us. Together.”

I lowered my mouth to Sofia’s breast and thrust into Catherine simultaneously. The dual sensation — Sofia’s thick, sweet milk flooding my tongue while Catherine’s tight walls gripped me from below — collapsed every boundary between pleasure and purpose. Catherine moaned beneath me, her hips tilting to take me deeper. Sofia’s hand found the back of my head, holding me against her breast, her milk flowing in warm pulses that matched my thrusts.

“Come for me, Catherine. Let it go.”

She came with the sound I’d heard at the ceremony — raw, open, tropical. Her walls gripped me in pulsing contractions. Her milk let down with the orgasm, thin streams spraying from both nipples. Her back arched off the sheets, freckles flushing crimson across her chest and neck, her eyes squeezing shut as the orgasm tore through her like a wave through glass.

I followed her. Deep inside her, the second woman in twenty minutes, my cum joining the wetness and warmth of a body already carrying my child. I gripped her slim hips and pulsed into her, each spurt accompanied by her walls clenching, drawing, keeping. Sofia’s milk still warm on my lips.

She collapsed against the sheets. Her B-cups pressed flat between us, milk still seeping, the warm dampness mixing with sweat and the Caribbean air.

Sofia’s hand was still on Catherine’s arm. Steady. Present.



Afterward, the three of us lay tangled in white sheets.

The French doors were open. The ocean breathed below the balcony — a rhythmic hush that matched our slowing heartbeats. Salt air drifted through, cooling the sweat on our skin, carrying the last of the frangipani scent from the garden.

Sofia on my right. Her G-cups heavy against my arm, her bump pressing into my side, her caramel skin glistening in the moonlight. Her hand on my chest, the gold ring — Baroness Adelheid’s, 1847 — catching a stray beam of light.

Catherine on my left. Her B-cups against my shoulder, her own bump a different shape, a different angle, but the same impossibility. Her freckles invisible in the dark. Her breathing slowing.

Two pregnant women. Two kinds of milk drying on my skin. Two different tastes still on my tongue. The ceremony’s rings on their fingers, pressing into my body where their hands rested.

Sofia’s hand moved from my chest. Slowly, deliberately, it crossed the space between them and found Catherine’s hip. Not the territorial grab of earlier months. Not the possessive claim of a woman marking territory.

Something else.

Sofia’s hand rested on Catherine’s hip. Protective. Possessive in a new way — the possessiveness of someone who’d learned that the thing she was protecting included the person beside her. That the family they’d built didn’t require borders.

Catherine’s hand covered Sofia’s. Fingers lacing together over my stomach.

“First night,” Sofia murmured. Her voice was dreamy, thick with exhaustion and satisfaction. “First night as — us.”

“As us,” Catherine agreed.

The ocean. The rings. The milk-stained sheets. Two hands clasped across my body.

“Sofia,” Catherine said quietly.

“Mm.”

“Your rum cake was exceptional.”

A pause. Then Sofia’s laugh — soft, surprised, genuine. Complimented on the thing she cared about most, by the woman whose opinion had come to matter as much as any.

“I know,” Sofia said. “I used extra vanilla.”


Chapter 10: Healing Hands

Joy found me on the beach at dawn.

The morning after the ceremony. The household was still sleeping — deep, post-celebration sleep born from emotional exhaustion and too many toasts with sparkling cider. Through the open French doors of the master suite, I’d heard Sofia’s even breathing and Catherine’s softer exhale when I’d untangled myself from the sheets and slipped out, pulling on shorts and nothing else.

The beach was empty. First light turned the Caribbean from black to dark blue to the beginning of turquoise, the transformation happening in real time as the sun climbed behind the villa. The sand was cool under my bare feet. The water lapped the shore with the regularity of a heartbeat.

She was sitting on the stone steps that led down from the pool deck. Not standing, not approaching — sitting. Feet bare, linen shorts, a cotton tank top that was loose on her shoulders and tight across her C-cups. No calculation in her positioning. No seduction architecture. Just a woman sitting on stone steps at dawn, watching the water change color.

Her close-cropped natural hair caught the first light. Her gold hoops glinted. The shea butter scent of her skin reached me before her voice did — warm, earthy, the olfactory equivalent of a handshake.

“Good morning,” she said. Not startled. She’d seen me coming. Those eyes — gold-flecked brown — tracked movement the way a midwife tracked contractions. Always watching. Always assessing. Always ready.

“You’re here early.”

“I’m here on time.” She smiled — the full version, the one that engaged her whole face. “My conference ended yesterday. I was supposed to fly back to London this morning.” She held up her phone, the screen showing a cancelled flight notification. “I didn’t.”

I sat beside her on the step. Our shoulders were six inches apart. I could feel the warmth radiating from her body — that particular warmth that ran hotter than normal, hands that healed through touch, a physical presence that seemed to operate at a higher frequency.

“I checked my cycle app last night,” she said. No preamble. No small talk. Twelve years in delivery rooms had burned away hesitation — seconds mattered there, and the habit stuck. “I’m fertile. Today. Tomorrow. The day after.”

She looked at me. Those steady eyes clear in the early light.

“I’ve delivered four hundred and twelve babies,” she said. “I’ve held them before their mothers have. I’ve felt them take their first breath in my hands. I know the exact weight of a newborn — six pounds, seven pounds, nine pounds — the way a chef knows the weight of flour. I can tell if a baby is healthy by the sound of its cry. I can estimate gestational age by touch.”

She paused. The ocean filled the silence.

“And I’ve never felt any of it from the inside. Not the quickening. Not the kick. Not the weight of another life in my body. Not the contraction. Not the pushing. Not the moment when your own baby is placed on your chest and you feel, for the first time, the weight you’ve been carrying for nine months from the outside instead of from within.”

Her hands were in her lap. I noticed that they were still — the first time since she’d arrived at the villa that her hands weren’t touching something, weren’t in motion, weren’t reaching for contact. They were folded together, fingers interlaced, holding themselves.

“I know exactly what my body needs,” she said. “I’ve told hundreds of couples what positions optimize cervical contact. I’ve coached breathing through conception and labor and delivery. I’ve held hands through contractions that made women scream and orgasms that made women cry and the impossible overlap of pain and pleasure that is the human reproductive experience.”

She unfolded her hands. Extended one toward me. Palm up. That steady, capable palm.

“I’m ready for my turn.”

I took her hand.

Her grip was strong. Her palm radiated heat — warmer than the morning sun that was just beginning to touch the sand. I felt the strength in her fingers, the capability, the twelve years of catching lives embedded in the muscle memory. These hands had done the most important work in the world. Now they were trembling.

“Are you sure?” I asked. Not because I doubted her. Because every woman who’d come to me deserved the question.

“Nathan.” Her brown eyes held mine with an intensity that wasn’t urgent or desperate but certain. Deeply, profoundly certain. “I have never been more sure of anything in my professional or personal life. And I’ve been professionally sure of some very important things.”

I squeezed her hand once. Stood. Pulled her to her feet.

She was shorter than me by six inches. Her head came to my chest. Looking up at me, those steady eyes lit by the dawn, her close-cropped hair emphasizing the grace of her neck, the full lips that wore no makeup.

“Your cottage,” I said.

She nodded. “My cottage.”



The guest cottage glowed with morning light. The shutters were half-open, casting diagonal stripes of gold across the bed, across the rattan furniture, across Joy’s body as she led me through the door and closed it behind us.

She didn’t perform. That was the first thing I registered. Every other first time in a private room had involved some kind of performance — Catherine’s CEO armor, Camila’s professional seduction, the Countess’s imperial demands, Priya’s analytical hesitation. Even Sofia, who was the least performative woman alive, had performed kitchen-queen territorial confidence.

Joy just breathed.

She stood at the foot of the bed and pulled the cotton tank top over her head. No dramatic reveal. No calculated timing. A woman removing a shirt because it was between her and what she wanted.

Her breasts were natural C-cups — not the massive abundance of Sofia or the dramatic proportions of Camila, but perfectly sized for her body, full and rounded, sitting on her chest with the simple beauty of proportion. The nipples were dark — darker than her rich brown skin, large and responsive, hardening in the warm air as the morning light painted them in gold. She wasn’t wearing a bra. She hadn’t been wearing one since she’d arrived at the villa — her cotton sundresses were loose enough that it didn’t matter, but now, bare, her breasts moved when she moved. Swayed when she breathed. Real. Unmediated.

She slid the linen shorts down her hips. Those wide hips — genuinely wide, the architecture of a body built for exactly what she was here to do. The shorts dropped to the floor and she stepped out of them, wearing simple cotton underwear in pale blue.

I looked at her. Bottom to top, the way I’d learned.

Her feet — bare, strong, the feet of a woman who stood for twelve-hour shifts. Her calves, muscled from miles of hospital corridors. Her thick thighs — powerful, substantial, thighs that gripped and held and didn’t let go. Her wide hips, the linen shorts’ departure revealing their full scope — wide enough to be the first thing you noticed, wide enough to change the geometry of a room, wide enough that the word “birthing hips” hung in the air between us with the ironic weight of a professional joke that had become personal. Her ass — round, full, proportional to those hips, visible in profile as she stood slightly turned.

Her waist, small between those hips and her chest. Her C-cups in the morning light, the dark nipples prominent. Her collarbones, pronounced and graceful. The thin gold chain at her throat. Her close-cropped hair emphasizing the structure of her face — high cheekbones, full lips, brown eyes that turned every light source in the room into something precious.

Her skin. Rich dark brown, smooth, maintained with shea butter that I could smell from three feet away. In the Caribbean morning light, her skin didn’t glow — it radiated. The warm undertones caught the gold of the sunrise and amplified it, turning her body into a source of light rather than a surface that reflected it.

She was beautiful. Not the manufactured beauty of Camila or the aristocratic elegance of Margarethe or the athletic precision of Astrid. Beautiful the way a hearth fire is beautiful — warm, essential, the kind of beauty you orient toward without thinking.

“You’re staring,” she said. Not self-conscious. Amused.

“I’m looking.”

“What do you see?”

“A midwife who’s delivered hundreds of babies and is about to add one more.”

She smiled. The real one. Then she took off the pale blue underwear and stood naked in the morning light.

Her pussy was a darker shade of brown than her thighs, the hair trimmed short and natural. Her labia were full, visible between her thick thighs. She was already wet — the glistening evidence of arousal visible on her inner thighs, her body responding to the situation with the efficiency of a reproductive system that had been waiting thirty-five years for this moment.

She sat on the bed. Scooted back against the pillows. Extended her hand.

“Come here,” she said.

I pulled off my shorts. She watched — those steady eyes traveling my body with the same steady directness she’d used for everything since she’d arrived. When my cock emerged — hard, thick, the head already slick — she nodded. Not a clinical assessment like Yuki’s initial measurement. An appreciative acknowledgment. Good. This will work.

I knelt on the bed. She reached for me — both hands finding my shoulders, pulling me forward, her warmth enveloping me before I’d touched her. Her palms spread across my chest. Strong. Steady. The hands that had caught hundreds of lives pressing against my heartbeat.

“Lie back,” she said.

I lay back. She climbed over me — straddling, her wide hips settling across mine, her thick thighs gripping my sides. The weight of her was grounded, solid, present. Not heavy — anchored. Her whole life spent being the steady one, the strong one, the one whose body held others up. She wore that strength the way other women wore perfume.

She placed both hands on my chest. Her palms flat, fingers spread. She found my heartbeat and pressed into it.

“Your heart rate is elevated,” she murmured. “That’s good. Elevated heart rate indicates genuine arousal, not performance.” Her thumbs traced my collarbones. “Your breathing is deepening. Also good.”

“Are you going to narrate the whole thing?” I asked.

She laughed. Short, real, startled from her. “Old habit. Let me — let me try something else.”

She leaned down and kissed me.

Her mouth was unhurried. Everything about Joy was warm — her lips, her tongue, the hands on my chest, the thighs against my hips. She kissed me slowly, deliberately, with the full focus she brought to everything. Attention. Presence. Completely here for every moment that mattered.

Her C-cups pressed against my chest. Full, pressing against me, the dark nipples hard points of contact. She shifted above me — rocking slightly, her wet heat sliding along the length of my cock without taking me in. Deliberate. She was positioning.

“Tilt your hips,” she whispered against my mouth. “Just — slightly up. Yes. Like that.”

She reached between us. Took my cock in her hand — that strong, sure hand. Positioned me at her entrance. I felt her heat, her wetness, the slick readiness of her body.

“Your body knows,” she said. Her gaze held mine. “Let it.”

She sank down onto me.

Slowly. So slowly. Her wide hips descended in a controlled motion, her thick thighs flexing, taking me inch by inch with the measured pace of someone who understood the body’s mechanics and was choosing to experience them at a speed that allowed every sensation to register. I watched my cock disappear into her — the contrast of our skin, her rich dark brown parting around me, her pussy stretching to accommodate my thickness with a slick, wet heat that radiated through my entire body. Her wetness coated my shaft as she descended, glistening in the Caribbean morning light.

She was tight. Wet. Hot. Her walls gripped me with a heat that matched her hands — that particular, radiating warmth that seemed to be Joy’s essential temperature. The sensation was unlike anyone else — not the powerful clench of Sofia or the precise grip of Catherine or the athletic engagement of Astrid. Joy’s body surrounded me with warmth. It was the defining quality. Everything about being inside her was warm — her pussy enveloped me like her palms had, with the same radiating, healing heat, except this heat was everywhere, every nerve ending wrapped in the impossible temperature of a body that ran hot and gave without reservation.

She took all of me. Settled. Her full weight on my hips, my cock buried to the root, the head pressing against the deepest part of her, her wide hips spread across mine, her thick thighs gripping. The wetness between us was audible — a soft, slick sound as she adjusted, her body accommodating me, her walls pulsing once around my length as if taking my measure. She placed both hands on my chest again.

“There,” she breathed. Her eyes fluttered. The composure she’d maintained — the professional warmth, the midwife’s calm — wavered. Her pussy clenched involuntarily, a reflexive squeeze that gripped my cock from base to tip. “That’s — oh. That’s deeper than I—”

“How does it feel?”

She opened her eyes. Those gold flecks caught the morning light and blazed.

“Like the beginning of something,” she whispered. Her hips shifted — barely, a micro-adjustment — and the movement sent a tremor through both of us, her slick walls dragging along my shaft. “Like catching a baby. That same — the same feeling of holding something incredible. Except I’m the one being held.”

She began to move.

Not riding — the word was wrong for what Joy did. She moved the way she worked: with her whole body, with intuitive attention to angle and pressure and rhythm. Her hands stayed on my chest, reading my responses through my heartbeat and my breathing. Her hips rolled in deep, grinding circles that kept me buried fully inside her while changing the angle of pressure with each rotation.

“Your heart rate just spiked,” she murmured. Smiled. “Good.”

She tilted her pelvis forward. The angle shifted — my cock pressing against her front wall, the depth changing from full to focused. She gasped. Her fingers curled against my chest.

“There,” she breathed. “That’s — optimal cervical contact. But that’s not why it feels —” She stopped. Laughed at herself. “I’m narrating again.”

“Keep going,” I said. “Tell me.”

She moved faster. The grinding circles became rolling thrusts, her hips rising and falling with increasing urgency. Her C-cups bounced — not the dramatic sway of Sofia’s G-cups but a firm, responsive movement that drew my hands. I cupped both breasts. She arched into my palms, pressing herself against my hands, and the sound she made was pure need.

“Your hands,” she gasped. “Nathan — your hands are rough. The calluses. I can feel every ridge. Every line.” She pressed my hands harder against her breasts. “More. Squeeze.”

I squeezed. Her dark nipples hardened further, jutting between my fingers. She moaned — a sound that surprised her, breaking through the professional composure like a wave through a seawall.

I sat up. Her legs wrapped around me, ankles crossing behind my back, her thick thighs gripping. Those hips cradled mine. Her hands moved to my back — pressing, finding the muscles, the spine, the spots where tension lived.

She was doing what she always did. Healing. Touching. Finding the places that needed contact and providing it. But this time, the touch was for her too. Her fingers dug into my lower back, pulling me deeper. Her palms spread across my shoulder blades, strong and trembling.

I thrust up into her. Deep. Filling her completely, the head of my cock hitting the spot her professional expertise had positioned perfectly. Her hands spasmed against my back, nails biting into the muscle.

“Harder,” she said. The composure was cracking. The calm, professional exterior splitting open to reveal what was underneath — twelve years of giving her touch to everyone else. Never once receiving it back. “Please — harder. Fill me. I need to feel it.” Her voice dropped, raw and stripped. “I need to feel you so deep that my body knows this is real.”

I gripped her hips — those wide, strong hips, built for bearing weight and carrying life — and drove into her. The angle was perfect — her body tilted by instinct and training, her pelvis positioned for maximum depth, her walls gripping me with the wet, warm clench of a body that wanted this the way lungs wanted air. Each thrust drew a wet, urgent sound from where we joined, her arousal dripping between us, coating my shaft, slicking her inner thighs. Her C-cups pressed against my chest with each impact, the dark nipples dragging across my skin, her breasts bouncing between our bodies in a rhythm that matched the driving pace.

She coached her own breathing. I heard it — the rhythmic, deliberate pattern she’d used to guide hundreds of mothers through labor, now turned inward. Guiding herself through something equally primal. Inhale through the nose. Exhale through the mouth. The cadence quickening as the orgasm built, her breathing fracturing, the coached pattern dissolving into ragged gasps as her body overrode her training.

“I’m close,” she whispered. Her eyes were wide. “I can feel it — the same cascade I’ve watched in patients. The oxytocin. The vasopressin. The hormonal surge that I’ve monitored and measured and documented and never —”

She stopped. Pressed her forehead against mine. Her breath was hot on my face.

“I’ve never felt it,” she said. “I’ve watched it. I’ve helped it happen. I’ve held hands through it and coached breathing through it and told women that what they’re feeling is normal and beautiful and the most powerful thing their body can do. And I’ve never —”

I cupped her face with both hands. Callused palms against smooth, warm cheeks. Her gold hoops pressed against my fingers.

“Feel it,” I said.

She came.

Not the explosive, screaming orgasm of Sofia or the controlled implosion of Catherine. Joy came the way she did everything — fully, warmly, completely. Her walls clenched around me in rhythmic contractions that matched the breathing she’d been coaching — deliberate, powerful, each squeeze milking my cock in a deep, rolling grip that pulled me further inside her. The body executing with precision what the mind had been narrating for years. Her whole body shuddered in my arms — her thick thighs locking, her wide hips grinding against mine, her pussy flooding with a fresh wave of wetness that ran hot between us. Her strong legs locked around me. Her hands gripped my back with the same fierce strength she used to catch slippery, screaming newborns.

She made a sound. Not a scream or a moan or a word. A breath. A long, shaking, bottomless breath that released something she’d been holding for years. Her walls kept pulsing through it — wave after wave of contractions that milked my shaft with the urgency of a body claiming what it had been denied. Strong for everyone else, always. And now — finally — letting someone else be strong for her.

I came inside her. Deep. Her body’s position — tilted, cradled, the cervical contact she’d engineered with professional expertise — received everything. My cock pulsed, cum flooding her in thick, heavy spurts that I felt from the base of my spine. The first jet hit deep — against her cervix, where her expertise said it needed to go — and her walls clenched in response, drawing the next spurt from me before I was ready, her pussy pulling my seed into her with the same assured grip her hands used to guide life into the world. I held her hips and let go. Spurt after spurt, each one deposited deep, each one received by the rhythmic squeeze of her body refusing to let a single drop escape. Every instinct — breeding, possession, the primal drive to fill a woman who wanted to be filled — fired simultaneously.

Her strong legs tightened. Her hands pressed my lower back, holding me inside, keeping me buried to the root. The midwife’s hold — the grip that catches a baby and doesn’t let go. I felt my cum pooling warm inside her, felt her walls working to keep it exactly where it belonged.

“Stay,” she whispered. Her breath was still shaking. “Just — stay inside me. Don’t move. My body knows what to do.” She pressed her forehead against mine. “I’ve just never let it.”

We stayed.

Connected. Her warmth surrounding me. My cum inside her. Her hands on my back. My hands on her hips. Her body cradling me. Her thick thighs around me. Two people holding each other in a guest cottage in the Caribbean while the sun rose through the shutters and painted the room in gold.

Her breathing steadied. Her heartbeat, which I could feel through our pressed chests, slowed from the racing tempo of orgasm to something calmer. Deeper.

She pulled back enough to look at me. Those warm brown eyes were wet. Not crying — full. The way Linda had been full in the study. The way Catherine had been full the first time. Something received that she’d spent too long giving away.

“I’ve counted four hundred and twelve heartbeats,” she said. Her voice was steady and warm and only slightly cracking at the edges. “That many first breaths. That many first cries.” She touched my face. Her hand against my jaw. “That was my first.”

She didn’t mean orgasm. She’d had orgasms. She meant the first time she’d let someone else hold her while she experienced something she’d only ever witnessed. The first time the midwife was the patient. The first time the hands that caught lives were the ones being held.



She dressed slowly. Not the urgency of a woman in a hurry or the careful reconstruction of a woman reassembling armor. Just — slowly. The cotton tank top. The linen shorts. The way she smoothed the fabric over her hips with a practical motion that was also, somehow, the first touch of self-tenderness I’d seen from her.

She touched her own belly. Low. Where the evidence, if it was going to happen, would eventually make itself known.

“Four hundred and thirteen,” she said quietly.

I pulled on my shorts. Stood.

“When do you fly back to London?”

“Tomorrow. The conference provided the return ticket. I still have patients in the NHS system who expect me back by Wednesday.” She sat on the edge of the bed. Her hands were in her lap, folded, the way they’d been on the terrace steps when she told me about all those babies and none of them hers.

But there was something different about the way she held them now. Looser. Less like a person containing themselves and more like a person resting.

“If it worked,” she said, looking up at me, “you’ll hear from me.”

“And if it didn’t?”

She smiled. The genuine, whole-face, eye-reaching smile that was Joy’s default and Joy’s gift.

“You’ll hear from me anyway.” She stood. Extended her hand.

I took her hand. Her grip was strong. Her palm still carried that familiar heat. The handshake that had started everything — at the villa gate, two days ago, the radiating heat and the beat of extra contact.

This time, the handshake became something else. She stepped forward and put her arms around me. Not a hug the way Americans hug — formal, air-kissing, maintaining distance. A real embrace. Full-body contact, communicating through touch the way she always did, except now the message was specific: gratitude, connection, the shared understanding of two people who’d given each other exactly what was needed at exactly the right moment.

“Thank you,” she said against my chest. “For seeing the midwife and the woman. Not just one or the other.”

She pulled back. Straightened her tank top. Smoothed a hand over her close-cropped hair.

“I’ll come say goodbye properly before I leave,” she said. “Tomorrow morning. I want to feel Sofia’s baby kick one more time.” She walked to the cottage door. Opened it. The Caribbean morning flooded in — blue sky, salt air, the sound of birds waking in the garden.

She paused in the doorway. Turned back.

“Twelve years of catching lives,” she said. “About time I made one of my own.”

Her hand brushed the door frame on her way out.


Chapter 11: Thunder

The storm gave twelve hours of warning.

Weather alerts started pinging phones at breakfast. The villa’s cook looked at the sky and told Sofia in Spanish that they should bring in the terrace furniture. The groundskeeper began securing loose items around the compound with the practiced efficiency of a man who’d lived through Caribbean storms before.

By noon, the sky had gone from blue to bruised — massive clouds building on the horizon, clouds that looked assembled by a special effects department. Purple-black at the center, gray at the edges, moving toward the coast with the deliberate purpose of something alive and hungry.

The household went into weather mode. Linda — of course — produced a laminated storm preparation checklist she’d downloaded from the Dominican Republic emergency services website and had translated into English, German, and Swedish. Sofia secured the kitchen, wrapping everything perishable in the walk-in cooler and muttering about atmospheric pressure ruining meringue. Astrid did her yoga indoors. Margarethe commandeered the most protected interior room and arranged herself on a chaise with a cashmere throw and a phone charger, declaring that she would be “weathering this with appropriate resources.” Yuki checked blood pressure readings on everyone and added a new note to her pregnancy journal about the effects of barometric pressure drops on expectant mothers.

Catherine organized the shuttering of windows. I helped the groundskeeper bolt the storm shutters into place across the main house, the work taking most of the afternoon — heavy wooden panels, iron brackets, hardware that spoke to regular storms and the respect this coastline had for weather.

By sunset, the first bands hit.

Rain came sideways. Not the gentle, building rain of Vermont — this was Caribbean rain, warm and violent, the drops so heavy they bounced off stone surfaces like tiny grenades. The wind followed, bending the palm trees into forty-five-degree angles, ripping bougainvillea blossoms from the ceremony arch and scattering them across the terrace in wet pink debris.

The power went at seven-thirty.

A flicker. A hum of the generator kicking in. Then the generator coughed, died, and the villa went dark. Emergency candles came out — the villa kept them in every room, fat cream pillar candles in hurricane glass, clearly a regular necessity. The household lit them with matches and lighters and, in Margarethe’s case, with a monogrammed Cartier lighter she produced from her handbag without comment.

The villa took on a different quality in candlelight and storm. The white walls turned amber. The arched doorways became caverns. The ocean, visible during the day through every window, was now an invisible force — heard but not seen, roaring beneath the thunder like a second storm beneath the first.

Dinner was cold — Sofia’s prepared platters of Caribbean salads, sliced fruit, and the leftover rum cake eaten by candlelight while the storm hammered the shuttered windows. Lightning turned the gaps between shutters into strobe lights — white-blue flashes that captured the household in frozen tableaux. Six pregnant women. One man. Candlelight and thunder.

Priya ate quietly. She sat at the end of the table in a loose cotton sundress — pale yellow, thin, clinging to her in the humidity. Her dark hair was wild in the storm’s atmospheric charge, crackling with static when she pushed it back from her face. She touched her nose ring absently.

She didn’t speak much. She ate. She watched me across the table with dark eyes that were doing mathematics behind the warm surface. Not the financial mathematics of her former life. Biological mathematics. The kind you can’t put in a spreadsheet but can feel in your pulse.

She caught my eye between lightning flashes.

She held the contact for three seconds. Her hand moved to her stomach. Flat. Empty. Waiting.

Her countdown had reached zero.



The knock came at eleven.

I was in the master suite alone — Sofia and Catherine had taken a room together, their newly bonded partnership extending to storm-weather sleeping arrangements. The French doors to the balcony were shuttered and bolted. The room was hot — no air conditioning without power, the tropical humidity trapped by closed windows, candles throwing unsteady light across the white walls and white sheets.

The knock was urgent. Three sharp raps. Then a fourth.

I opened the door.

Priya stood in the hallway. Soaking wet.

She’d run from the guest cottage — across the courtyard, through the garden, in the full force of the storm. Her pale yellow sundress was plastered to her body like a second skin, transparent, hiding nothing. Her D-cups — those impossible, oversized breasts on her small frame — were visible through the soaked cotton in explicit detail. Dark nipples hard and prominent, areolae visible, the full round weight of each breast outlined by clinging fabric. The dress clung to her flat stomach, her modest hips, her thighs. Water ran down her brown skin in streams, dripping from her loose dark hair, pooling on the tile beneath her bare feet.

She was breathing hard. Not from the run — from the decision.

“Forty-six hours ago,” she said, “I made you a promise about every drop. Remember?”

Lightning cracked. The room went white. In the flash, every detail was stark — the water on her skin, the visibility of her body through the dress, the eyes that burned with something I’d first seen at Willow Creek and was now seeing fully realized in a tropical storm.

“I’m here to collect.”

She didn’t wait for me to respond. She pushed past me into the room, pressed both hands flat against my chest, and shoved me backward. I hit the bed. Sat. She followed me down — straddling me before I’d adjusted, her soaking dress dragging across my bare chest, the warm rain-water of her body soaking into my shorts.

“Priya—”

“Don’t talk.” She gripped my jaw. Her small hand, surprisingly strong. Her dark eyes locked on mine from six inches away, pupils blown wide in the candlelight. “I’ve been counting hours for two days. I’ve been watching you with Sofia and Catherine and Joy and I’ve been counting hours. I’ve been lying in that cottage listening to the storm and touching myself and counting hours. The counting is done.”

She kissed me. Hard. Not the controlled, deliberate kiss of the cottage — a consuming, desperate kiss that tasted like rain and urgency and months of wanting. Her tongue in my mouth. Her hands in my hair. Her wet body pressed against mine, the soaked dress smearing rain-water across my chest and stomach.

I gripped her waist. Pulled the sundress up and over her head in one motion. She helped — arms up, the fabric peeling away from her wet skin with a sucking sound. The dress hit the floor in a wet heap.

She wore nothing underneath.

Nothing. No bra for those breasts, no underwear. She’d run through a tropical storm naked under a sundress because she’d been counting hours and the hours were done and underwear was an inefficiency she’d eliminated from the equation.

Those breasts. Jesus Christ. D-cups on a five-two frame, heavy with the specific fullness that months of self-care and the absence of corporate stress had given them. They were larger than I remembered — fuller, rounder, sitting on her small ribcage like something from a fantasy. The dark brown nipples were hard and prominent, large against her deep skin, the areolae textured and responsive. Water dripped from the undersides of each breast, catching the candlelight as it tracked down her flat stomach.

Her body was magnificent in storm and firelight. Dark brown skin glistening with rain, the warm undertones catching candlelight and turning her into something between a woman and a vision. Her waist — tiny, narrow, the waist of a petite woman — made her hips and her breasts look even more dramatic in contrast. She was built like a contradiction. The small body of a corporate workaholic carrying the curves of someone twice her size. And now, straddling me, wet and naked and wild-eyed, the contradiction was the most beautiful thing in the room.

“Take off your shorts,” she said. Not asked. Commanded. The linen-closet predator, fully evolved. Once upon a time she’d needed a greenhouse walk before she could consider being touched. Now she was naked on a carpenter in a thunderstorm, giving orders.

I stripped my shorts. My cock stood up between us — hard, thick, aching from two days of her proximity and the visual assault of her running into my room soaked and wearing nothing.

She looked down at it. Then at me. Then she reached down, wrapped her small hand around the shaft, and positioned me at her entrance.

“Every drop,” she said. “Mine.”

She sank down.

Fast. Not the slow, deliberate descent of Linda’s cowgirl or the measured positioning of Joy. Priya drove herself down onto me like she was running out of time — which she believed she was, because the ovulation window waited for nobody, not even someone who’d built her life around optimizing variables.

She was wet. Not just from the rain — from two days of anticipation, two days of touching herself in the cottage and imagining this, two days of watching me with other women and calculating the hours until it was her turn. Her pussy engulfed me in slick, burning heat, her walls gripping with a desperate tightness that said finally the way her mouth had said collect.

“Fuck,” she gasped. Her eyes went wide. Her hands slammed down on my chest. “You’re — god, you’re deep. You’re so deep.”

Thunder cracked. The room lit white. In the flash, she was frozen above me — wet hair, wet breasts, wet skin, eyes enormous, mouth open, her small body impaled on mine with the full weight of her commitment.

She rode me.

Not the careful, analytical riding of our early encounters. This was desperate, rhythmic, almost violent — her hips pistoning up and down, her tits bouncing wildly with each stroke, rain-water flying from her hair with the motion. The wet sounds of our connection filled the room — the slick impact of her dropping onto me, the grinding of her pelvis against mine at the bottom of each stroke, the obscene evidence of her arousal coating my cock and dripping onto the sheets.

“Fill me up,” she gasped. Lightning strobed. Thunder answered. “I didn’t resign from a company and fly to the Caribbean to leave empty. Breed me, Nathan. Put a baby in me.”

The dirty talk landed like a fist. Not the surprised, self-shocking words from our first time at the inn — back when hearing herself say “breed me” had startled her as much as it had aroused me. This Priya chose the words. Deployed them. Knew exactly what they did to me and used that knowledge with the same precision she’d once applied to quarterly projections.

I gripped her hips. Small hips — my hands nearly spanning her waist, my fingers wrapping around the bones that sat so narrow between those dramatic breasts and the round curve of her ass. I pulled her down hard, driving up to meet her.

She screamed. The storm took the sound — thunder swallowing it, rain hammering the shutters, the Caribbean night absorbing the noise of a woman being fucked the way she’d fantasized about for months.

“Harder,” she gasped. “Nathan — harder. I want to feel you in my throat.”

I flipped her.

She went willingly — her small body easy to move, her wet skin sliding on the damp sheets. I put her on her hands and knees. Those D-cups hung beneath her, swaying, heavy, the dark nipples brushing the sheet as she arched her back. Her ass — small but round, the compact ass of a petite woman — pushed back toward me. Her pussy was glistening, swollen, visibly stretched from taking me.

I gripped her hips from behind. Positioned myself. Drove in.

The angle was deeper. She shrieked into the pillow, her hands fisting the sheets, her back arching, her breasts swinging with the impact. I fucked her with the force the storm demanded — each thrust timed to the thunder, each stroke driving deep enough that she felt it in her chest. Her walls clenched around me with each retreat, refusing to let go, her body fighting to keep me inside where the cum belonged.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. Her wild hair stuck to her back, to the sheets, to her face. She turned her head to look at me over her shoulder — dark eyes blazing in candlelight. “Don’t you dare stop. I came all the way from Silicon Valley for this. Every — drop — stays — inside—”

Each word punctuated by a thrust. Each thrust punctuated by thunder. The storm peaked outside — the wind screaming, the rain a solid wall of water, lightning turning the room into a strobe. Inside, the candles threw wild shadows across her dark skin, across the arch of her back, across the heavy swing of her breasts.

She came. Hard.

Her walls clamped around me in spasming waves, her whole body seizing, her face burying in the pillow to muffle the scream that the storm wouldn’t fully absorb. I felt every contraction — rhythmic, powerful, the internal muscles working with a strength that pulled at my cock like hands demanding.

I didn’t stop. She’d told me not to, and the storm hadn’t stopped, and her body was still gripping me, still demanding, still wet and hot and wanting.

I thrust through her orgasm. Felt it transition from peak to plateau to the beginning of something else — a second build, starting from the height of the first. Her moans changed pitch. Higher. More desperate.

“Again,” she gasped. “I’m — again — Nathan—”

The second orgasm hit before the first had fully receded. She screamed — actually screamed, the sound ripped from her chest, her body convulsing on the bed, her breasts pressed flat against the mattress as she collapsed forward. Her pussy clenched in rapid, arrhythmic spasms that dragged my own climax out of me like a confession under torture.

I came inside her.

Deep. Buried to the root, my hands gripping her hips, my cock pulsing in thick, heavy spurts that I felt all the way from the base of my spine. The cum flooded her — not a polite amount, not a trickle. A full, heavy, primal load that I’d been building for two days because some part of my body had known this moment was coming and had been preparing.

She felt it. Every spurt. Her hands clawed the sheets. Her walls clenched rhythmically, milking me with the deliberate internal strength of a body that understood the mission and was executing it. Her back arched. She pushed back against me, taking me even deeper, her hips pressing into mine.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes. Don’t pull out. Stay. Stay inside me. Let it — let it do what it’s supposed to do.”

I stayed. My cock pulsing the last drops into her. Her body trembling beneath me. The storm raging outside, the rain a continuous roar, the lightning less frequent now, the thunder rolling away.

She collapsed onto the sheets. I followed her down, still inside her, my chest against her back, my mouth on her shoulder. Her dark skin was hot and slick with rain and sweat and the raw sheen that comes from being fucked through a thunderstorm.

She lay still for thirty seconds. Then she spoke.

“Again.”

I pulled back. “Priya—”

She rolled onto her back. Her D-cups settled against her chest, heavy, the nipples dark and swollen. She looked up at me — wild hair, wet skin, a gaze that held zero calculation and one hundred percent animal intention. She lifted her hips. The white of my cum was visible between her thighs, already beginning to leak from her pussy.

She reached down and pressed her fingers against herself. Holding it in.

“I am not wasting a single drop,” she said. Her voice was rough from screaming. “I want more. I want every chance. I didn’t leave my company for nothing.”

She spread her legs. Her pussy was swollen, pink and dark, the evidence of my cum visible inside her. She kept her fingers pressed against herself while she pulled me down with her other hand.

“Missionary,” she said. “Hips elevated. Maximum depth. Optimal cervical contact.” She caught herself. Laughed. “Sorry. Old Priya leaked through.”

“Old Priya is welcome,” I said.

“Old Priya wants a spreadsheet. New Priya wants your cock back inside her.”

I obliged.

The second time was different. Slower. The storm’s peak had passed, and the frantic energy of the first round had burned off the immediate desperation. Priya lay beneath me with her legs wrapped around my waist, her heels pressing into my lower back, pulling me deeper with each stroke.

I took my time. Each thrust slow and complete — withdrawing almost entirely, then pushing back in until I bottomed out against her cervix and she gasped. Her breasts bounced gently with each impact, the motion hypnotic in the candlelight. I lowered my mouth to one dark nipple and sucked. She arched into me.

“Breed me,” she whispered. The words were softer now. Less desperate, more determined. “I want to carry your baby. I want to be part of what they have — Sofia and Catherine and Linda and all of them. I want the bump and the glow and the — the everything.” Her eyes were wet. “I left everything for this. Give it to me.”

I increased the pace. Her moans came steadily — rhythmic, building, each one slightly louder than the last. Her hands gripped my shoulders. Her legs tightened around me. The storm outside had settled into a steady downpour, the thunder distant now, the worst passed.

“Tell me what you want,” I said, thrusting deep. “Say it.”

She laughed — breathless, gasping. “I want—” A thrust cut her off. She moaned. “I want you to — to stop being gentle and — and fuck me like you mean it—”

I thrust harder. She cried out.

“More.”

Her eyes blazed up at me. “Harder. Don’t stop until I can’t walk.”

I didn’t stop.

The third orgasm built slowly — a deep, rolling wave that started low in her body and climbed. Her breathing changed, the way Joy would have recognized as transition-phase breathing. Her walls began a steady, rhythmic clenching that pulled at me with each stroke. Her tits heaved with quickening breaths, the dark nipples tracing arcs in the candlelight.

She came with my name on her lips and her legs locked around me like a vise. The orgasm was long — not explosive but sustained, her whole body trembling for what felt like a full minute, her walls milking me in slow, powerful contractions that pulled my own climax from somewhere I didn’t know existed.

I came inside her for the second time. Slower. Deeper. The spurts measured and complete, each one deposited with the full depth my body could achieve while her legs held me prisoner and her hands gripped my face and her eyes stared into mine with an expression that was beyond lust, beyond love, beyond any category I knew how to name.

She held me inside. Her legs didn’t release. Her hands stayed on my face.

“Again,” she said.

“Priya, I—”

“Again.” Not desperate. Certain. “The storm isn’t over. My window isn’t closed. And I have nowhere to be tomorrow except here.”



Four times.

Four times before the storm broke. Each round she got more demanding, more vocal, more present. The analytical distance that had once defined Priya Sharma — the careful, calculated remove she’d maintained behind a spreadsheet for a decade — was completely, irrevocably, finally gone.

The third time, she rode me. Her D-cups bouncing in the storm-light, her small body slamming down onto mine with an intensity that made the bed frame protest. She discovered a depth of dirty talk I hadn’t heard from anyone: “This is mine now. This cock is mine. You’re going to fill me up until I’m carrying twins.” Dark humor and genuine desperation braided together until neither of us could tell where the joke ended and the prayer began.

The fourth time was slow. The storm breaking outside. Rain easing from downpour to patter. The thunder far away, over the ocean, rolling toward some other shore. She lay beneath me, legs open, breasts pressed flat between us, her brown eyes holding mine while I moved inside her with the slow, complete thoroughness of a man who’d been asked to do his most important work and was doing it with every ounce of skill he possessed.

She didn’t speak during the last one. Just looked at me. Her hand on my face. Her body receiving me. Her walls gripping with each stroke. When I came inside her for the fourth time — the load thinner, my body wrung but still responsive, still obedient to the primal command — she closed her eyes and breathed and placed both hands on her own stomach.

Four loads. Every drop retained, held inside by gravity and Priya’s relentless internal muscles and the simple refusal to let biology win. She hadn’t resigned from tech for nothing.



The storm passed.

The rain stopped at two in the morning. The silence after hours of hammering water was sudden and absolute — the world reset, washed clean, the air carrying the clean freshness that follows violent weather.

Through the shutters, stars emerged. Not the gradual appearance of lights through thinning clouds, but a sudden unveiling — the storm ripping away to reveal a sky so dense with stars it looked dusted.

I lay in the tangled sheets. Priya was curled against me, her small body fitted into the curve of mine, her D-cups pressed against my side, her wild hair spread across my chest. My cum was inside her — four loads, held by biology and determination. Her hand rested on her own belly.

Empty. For now.

She wasn’t asleep. Her breathing was too even, too deliberate. The breathing of a woman who was lying still and concentrating very hard on something happening inside her body. Something she couldn’t control or optimize or put on a timeline.

“It worked,” she said.

Not a question. A declaration. Six months ago, she would have qualified it with probability percentages and confidence intervals. Now she just said it. Believed it.

“How do you know?” I asked.

She didn’t answer for a long time. The stars brightened through the shutters. The ocean returned to its normal voice — the steady, rhythmic whisper that the storm had drowned.

“I don’t know,” she said finally. “That’s the point. I don’t know. I can’t measure it. I can’t run analytics on it. I can’t produce a confidence interval or a probability matrix.” She turned her head on my chest. Her eyes caught the starlight through the shutters. “I just know.”

She pressed her hand against her stomach. Flat. Waiting. Hopeful.

“Old Priya would have demanded a blood test in forty-eight hours,” she said. “New Priya is going to lie here with your cum inside her and trust.”

Her breathing deepened. Sleep pulling her under. Her hand still pressed to her belly, fingers spread.

“This time it worked,” she whispered. And then she was asleep.


Chapter 12: Rings and Waves

Dawn in the spa room. The day after the storm.

The villa’s spa was a small room off the ground floor — a massage table, oil cabinet, dim lighting, a space designed for one purpose and converted by Astrid into exactly that purpose within thirty minutes of arriving at the villa. She’d organized the oils by viscosity, the towels by size, and the ambient lighting by optimal relaxation wavelength, because Astrid approached massage the way Sofia approached cooking — with professional obsession and personal dominion.

I found her there at five-thirty in the morning. The spa room door was open. She was stretching on the massage table — a position that involved one leg extended straight behind her, the other folded beneath her body, her torso flat against the padded surface, her arms reaching forward. Flexibility that made chiropractors weep and normal people call the hospital.

She wore a pale blue sports bra and tiny boy shorts. Her white-blonde braid hung over one shoulder. Her thirteen-week bump was visible in profile — a small, undeniable curve beneath the bra, the first concrete evidence of pregnancy on her athletic frame. Her C-cups, slightly fuller than their pre-pregnancy state, strained the sports bra in a way they hadn’t a month ago.

Those legs. Endless, pale, toned from a lifetime of discipline, lit by the first light through the spa’s single high window. The thigh gap visible even in this extreme position. Calves defined. Ankles delicate. The ankle bracelet she always wore glinting at dawn.

She heard me and didn’t change position. Just turned her head on the table, ice-blue eyes finding mine with the direct, no-games clarity that was her signature.

“Good morning,” she said. “You’re early.”

“Storm kept me up.”

“Priya kept you up. Different thing.” Her lip quirked. “I could hear you from the main house. The walls here are thinner than the inn’s.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be. It sounded effective.” She shifted position — rising from the stretch into a seated position on the table’s edge, her endless legs swinging. “My turn.”

No preamble. No emotional buildup. Astrid didn’t perform vulnerability or calculate seduction. She stated what she wanted with the Swedish directness that had defined her since day one.

She pulled off the sports bra. Her C-cups sat perfectly — firm despite the early-pregnancy fullness, the nipples pink and sensitive, standing out in the cool morning air. She reached for me. Pulled my shirt off. Her hands — strong, skilled, the hands that found knots nobody knew they had — ran down my chest, my stomach, tracing the veins in my forearms with appreciative efficiency.

“The ceremony was beautiful,” she said, pulling me toward the table. “I’d rate the vows a seven out of ten. I reserved the remaining three points for this.”

“I thought it was seven.”

“I reconsidered overnight. Inflation.”

She lay back on the massage table. Those legs spread — wide, impossibly wide, the flexibility she’d demonstrated in our first encounter at the inn deployed now for a different purpose. She could do the splits on this table without effort, and for a moment I thought she might. Instead she wrapped those legs around me and pulled.

I fucked her on the massage table the way Astrid demanded everything — with precision, efficiency, and the focused application of skill. She directed the positions with the clinical confidence of a woman who’d spent a decade studying bodies.

Cowgirl first. She swung one endless leg over me and sank down — no teasing, no gradual descent, just Astrid taking what she wanted in one smooth motion. My cock slid into her and the wet heat gripped me immediately, her pussy tight and slick, the athletic muscles of her pelvic floor engaging around my shaft with a controlled squeeze that made my vision blur. She rode me with a stamina that made every other woman’s pace look gentle — her athletic frame rising and falling in a rhythm she could sustain for an hour, her thighs flexing with each upstroke, those impossible legs braced against the table. Her bump caught the light with each rise and fall, the small curve of thirteen weeks moving between us. Her C-cups bounced — firm, responsive, the pink nipples tracing arcs as she moved, the slightly fuller pregnancy weight giving them a sway they hadn’t had before. I gripped her narrow waist and watched her ride — ice-blue eyes locked on mine, her pale cream skin flushing pink from her chest to her throat, her pussy leaving a slick trail of wetness on my shaft with every withdrawal that gleamed in the dawn light.

“You’re staring at my breasts,” she observed, mid-ride. Not an objection. Data.

“They’re bigger.”

“Thirteen weeks of hormonal changes. The sensitivity has increased by approximately—” She gasped as I thrust up hard, cutting off the statistic. Her eyes widened. Her lip caught between her teeth. “Do that again.”

I did. She ground down against me, her clit pressing against my pelvis, and made a sound that was entirely un-clinical.

She shifted without warning — dismounting, turning, repositioning herself in a split that put one leg along the table’s length and the other off the side, her flexibility opening her wide, her pussy exposed and glistening with our combined arousal. I entered her from behind at an angle that was only possible because Astrid’s hip flexibility existed somewhere between athletic and supernatural. The position drove me deep — deeper than cowgirl had allowed — and she braced her palms flat against the massage table’s padded surface and arched her back, her small round ass pushing against me, presenting herself with the pragmatic shamelessness that was pure Astrid.

“Harder,” she said. “There. Yes.” Each word delivered like a diagnostic. I gripped her hips and drove into her, each thrust bottoming out, the wet slap of our bodies echoing off the spa room’s tile walls. Her C-cups swung beneath her with each impact, the pink nipples brushing the table’s surface. Her pussy clenched with every stroke — athletic, deliberate, the internal muscles working my cock the way her hands worked a massage, finding every ridge, every sensitive point, applying pressure with expert precision.

She came with the same directness she brought to everything: a visible shudder that rippled through her athletic frame, a sharp inhalation, her walls clenching in powerful rhythmic contractions — once, twice, three times, four — each one gripping me tighter than the last, her pussy squeezing my cock with the focused strength of years of kegel discipline. Her thighs trembled. Her back arched deeper. Her ice-blue eyes squeezed shut. Then: “Done.”

She turned her head. Bit her lower lip. The tell. The one that meant she was feeling more than she was showing.

“Now fill me up. I know I’m already pregnant. I don’t care. My body wants it.”

I came inside her. My cock pulsed, cum flooding her in thick spurts while she held that impossible split, her pussy walls accepting each jet with workmanlike efficiency — clenching in time with my release, drawing every drop deeper, the kegel strength she’d developed through years of yoga and professional body awareness milking me with controlled precision. I felt her squeeze deliberately as the last pulse left me — a final, conscious contraction that stripped the last drops from my shaft and sealed them inside.

She held the position for a moment longer. Let me soften inside her. Then she dismounted with the grace of a gymnast, my cum already beginning to leak down her inner thigh — a single white trail against her pale skin that she acknowledged with a glance and didn’t bother to wipe.

Afterward, she sat on the table’s edge. Perfectly composed. Barely flushed.

“Now I need breakfast,” she said. “And more folic acid. Tanaka’s been on my case.”

She pulled on her sports bra. Braided her hair. Walked out of the spa room barefoot, her stride easy and unhurried. She’d had exactly what she wanted. Next item on the morning agenda.

Seven out of ten. Plus the remaining three.

Ten.



The beach at sunrise. Same morning.

Margarethe was barefoot in the sand.

I had to look twice, because the image didn’t compute. The Countess von Eichenwald, who’d arrived at the inn with seventeen pieces of matched luggage and demands for eight-hundred-thread-count Egyptian cotton, was standing at the edge of the Caribbean with sand between her toes and nothing on her feet.

No Chanel. No Louboutins. No pearls. No chignon held by antique silver pins. She wore a simple linen shift dress — cream, loose, the kind of garment she would have rejected as “resort casual” in her previous life. Her silver-blonde hair was loose, falling to her shoulders in soft waves, undone from the twist she’d worn at the ceremony and never restored to its imperial architecture.

She looked — I searched for the word — human. Stripped of every trapping that made her the Countess and left with what was underneath: a forty-six-year-old pregnant woman with good cheekbones and ice-blue eyes that had softened to the color of the Caribbean sky at dawn.

She heard me approach on the sand. Didn’t turn.

“The sand is warm,” she said. Her accent was thicker in the morning — the Austrian polish softer, the German roots more audible. “In Austria, sand is a construction material. Here, it’s — generous.”

“Are you philosophizing about sand?”

“I’m experiencing sand.” She looked at me. Those softened blue eyes. “I’ve been to beaches on four continents. I’ve always worn shoes. I am forty-six years old and I have never felt warm sand between my toes.”

I stood beside her. The water lapped our feet — warm, gentle, the storm’s violence reduced to a quiet apology. The sun was climbing behind the villa, turning the western water gold.

She took my hand. Her fingers were elegant, cool despite the warmth, the white gold Eichenwald ring warm against my palm.

“I would like to be taken on this beach,” she said. “Without — anything. Without the title. Without the requirements document. Without German, without formality, without any of the — the apparatus.” She looked down at her bare feet in the sand. “Just Margarethe.”

I laid the beach blanket that I’d brought — because I’d seen her leave the villa and followed, and I’d learned months ago that when one of these women went somewhere alone and quiet, they were usually waiting for me to find them.

She lay on the blanket. The linen dress rode up to her thighs — those impossibly long legs, statuesque even in repose, pale skin bright in the dawn against the dark blanket. I pulled the dress higher. She helped, lifting her hips — those narrow, aristocratic hips — and I removed it entirely. She lay naked on a beach blanket at dawn, the most expensive woman I’d ever touched wearing nothing but a German ring and the four-week pregnancy that showed only in the softness of her eyes.

Her B-cups sat firm and elegant on her chest — small, perfectly shaped, the nipples pale pink, tightening in the morning air. Her long body was a study in aristocratic architecture — slim waist, narrow hips, those legs that went on until they met the ocean. The porcelain skin that had flushed so spectacularly during our rougher encounters was bare and luminous in the dawn, and I could see the faint blue tracery of veins beneath the surface of her breasts, the delicate map of a body more vulnerable than it had ever been allowed to appear.

I kissed her. Slow. The surf touched our ankles — warm water on warm skin. Salt air mixed with the faint jasmine of whatever lotion she’d applied. My hand traced down her body — between her small breasts, over the flat plane of her stomach, lower. She parted those endless legs for me without prompting, her knees falling open on the blanket, and I found her already wet — her pussy slick and warm, the arousal visible against her pale inner thighs, glistening in the dawn’s first gold.

I stroked her with two fingers before entering. She deserved the tenderness she’d asked for — the woman underneath the title, the woman without apparatus. She gasped when my fingers parted her, her hips lifting from the blanket, her pale pink clit swollen and responsive to each pass of my thumb. Her hand found my wrist — not to stop me but to hold on, her elegant fingers wrapping around my forearm, gripping the veins she’d always watched.

I entered her slowly. She was tight — aristocratically tight, her walls gripping me with a refined intensity that drew me in by increments rather than force. She wrapped those impossibly long legs around me — the legs that had walked castle corridors and Louboutin runways and were now bare in Caribbean sand, gripping a carpenter from Vermont while the ocean whispered against the shore. Her heels crossed behind my lower back, and with quiet strength she pulled me deeper, seating me fully inside her. The warmth of the sand beneath the blanket radiated upward. The warmth of her body radiated from within. I felt her everywhere — her slick, tight walls enveloping my cock, her slim legs locked around me, the salt air on her skin mixing with the jasmine scent.

I thrust into her slowly. Deliberately. Each stroke drawing almost entirely out of her — her pussy clinging, reluctant — before pushing back in to the root. The wet sounds of our coupling mixed with the surf, indistinguishable, the same ancient rhythm. Her B-cups barely moved with each thrust, firm enough that the motion expressed itself instead in the tightening of her nipples, in the way her back arched, in the flush that crept from her collarbones to her throat.

She whispered in German. Not the formal vocabulary that crumbled during rough sex — those words I’d heard before, the imperial dignity collapsing into desperate moaning. These were different words. Soft. Intimate. German meant for lovers who’d known each other for decades, not months. Words she’d never said to anyone because the people in her life had never been close enough to hear them. Her accent thickened as I moved inside her, the Austrian polish falling away to reveal the older, more vulnerable sounds beneath.

I didn’t understand them. I didn’t ask. I kept my pace slow — drawing out each thrust, letting her feel the full length of me with each withdrawal and return. My hand found her breast — small, warm, the pale nipple hardening under my calloused thumb. She pressed into my palm and whispered something that sounded like a prayer or a confession, her ice-blue eyes locked on the sky.

She came quietly. A tremor that began in her thighs and traveled inward. A held breath that released as a shudder. Her ice-blue eyes wide and wet, staring at the sky above my shoulder while the first full light of dawn turned everything gold. Her walls clenched around me in delicate pulses — refined, like everything about Margarethe, even orgasm expressing itself with restraint and beauty. But I felt the strength beneath the restraint — each contraction gripping my cock with aristocratic precision, each pulse drawing me deeper, her body pulling my seed toward the four-week-old pregnancy that was the beginning of a dynasty built on sand and warmth instead of stone and duty.

I came inside her. On a beach. At dawn. My cock pulsed in slow, deep spurts — matching the rhythm of her contractions, matching the rhythm of the waves, filling the Countess who’d once demanded “Your Grace” and was now lying in the sand with tears on her cheeks and bare feet and my cum warm inside her and the sound of waves replacing six hundred years of ceremonial silence. She held me with those long legs, her heels pressed against my back, keeping me buried deep while the last pulses left me and her body accepted everything with the quiet certainty of a woman who had finally learned to receive.

She didn’t reassemble. Didn’t try to reconstruct the imperial composure. She lay on the blanket and looked at the sky and let the tears dry on her face in the warm air.

“Adequate,” she said.

She sat up. Sand in her silver-blonde hair. Sand on her elbows. The most disheveled she’d been in forty-six years of curated existence.

“I need coffee,” she said. “And someone needs to brush the sand out of my hair. I refuse to do it myself.”

I brushed the sand out of her hair. She sat still, eyes closed, while I worked through the silver-blonde strands with my fingers, grains of white sand falling onto the blanket like tiny aristocratic casualties.

She closed her eyes and let me work, and for once the Countess didn’t feel the need to rate the performance.



The villa study. Late morning.

Yuki sat at the mahogany desk with her pregnancy journal open. She’d been writing when I found her — the door ajar, the shutters half-open, the post-storm light streaming in at angles that caught the dust motes and made them look like glitter in suspension.

She looked up. Her asymmetrical black bob was tucked behind one ear. Her dark eyes were steady behind the reading glasses she didn’t actually need — the comfort object that had replaced the clipboard.

“I was hoping you’d come,” she said. She touched the open journal. “I’ve been writing. I want to read you something.”

“The ceremony entries?”

“Earlier. Before those.” She smoothed the page. “These are the entries I didn’t read at the ceremony. The ones that were too — raw. Too honest. The ones I wrote when I didn’t know anyone would ever hear them.”

She began to read.

“‘Day four at the inn. I measured Nathan’s resting heart rate through palpation during what was supposed to be a routine clinical assessment. It was sixty-two beats per minute. Normal. Healthy. There is no medical reason why knowing his resting heart rate should have made my own accelerate to ninety-four. I checked. Twice.’”

She turned the page.

“‘Day nine. I woke up before him. Studied his face for seven minutes. Noted: bilateral symmetry is even more pronounced in sleep. His jaw relaxes. The scar on his thumb is from a table saw — he told me but I already knew from the tissue pattern. I touched it. He didn’t wake up. I touched it again. I have conducted thousands of physical examinations. This was not an examination. This was something I don’t have a clinical term for. I looked it up later. The closest word is tenderness.’”

She turned several pages. Her voice was changing — losing the clinical cadence, softening into something unstructured and real.

“‘Week two. I am pregnant. The HCG levels confirm it. I’ve confirmed pregnancies for hundreds of patients and delivered the news with professional warmth and genuine happiness. Hearing my own results was different. I cried. In the bathroom. For eleven minutes. I timed it.’”

She looked up at me. Smiled. The rare, full smile.

“‘I timed my own crying. I am hopeless.’”

I moved behind the desk. She kept reading.

“‘Week four. I am at a villa in the Dominican Republic with the man who took my clipboard and gave me a journal instead. I am going to exchange vows with him in two days. The woman who planned her career with thirty-year projections and five-year goals and quarterly reviews is exchanging vows with a carpenter in a ceremony that has no legal standing and no institutional recognition and no predictive model for success.’”

I placed my hands on her shoulders. She leaned back into my touch, her head tilting, her neck exposed. She kept reading, her voice rougher now.

“‘The probability of this arrangement sustaining itself long-term is statistically — I can’t finish this sentence. I don’t want to. The data is irrelevant. The data has always been irrelevant. I just didn’t know it until he kissed me and the clipboard fell and the sound it made on the floor was the sound of everything I thought I knew hitting the ground and breaking.’”

I bent down and kissed her neck. She shivered. Kept reading.

“‘I love him. That’s the entry. That’s the whole entry. Three words, like Linda’s vows, except Linda’s three words were better and I’ll never tell her I thought so. I love him. It doesn’t correlate with any measurable variable. It doesn’t predict outcomes. It doesn’t produce replicable results. I love him. Insufficient data. Conclusion unsupported. I love him anyway.’”

Her voice broke on the last word. The journal sat open on the desk, her precise handwriting visible — the early entries in clinical blue ink, the later entries in a looser, more emotional script that looked like a different person’s writing. Because it was.

I turned her chair. She stood. I kissed her — her mouth warm, the taste of the tea she’d been drinking. She kissed me back with particular intensity — her own transformation read aloud, and now she was living the next page.

I turned her back toward the desk. She braced her hands on the wood — those elegant surgeon’s hands, spread on either side of the open journal. I lifted the sage green dress she’d worn to breakfast — up over her thighs, over her hips, bunching at her waist. Simple white cotton underneath — practical, clinical, Yuki even in her choice of underwear. I pulled them down her slim legs and she stepped out of them, standing bent over the desk in the bunched dress, her small, neat ass exposed, her pussy visible between her thighs — a delicate pink against her porcelain skin, already glistening.

She was wet. Soaking. The reading had done it — her own words, the vulnerability of hearing her transformation spoken aloud, the exposure of feelings she’d hidden in clinical language and was now stripping bare. Her arousal shone on her inner thighs, catching the post-storm light through the shutters. The woman who measured everything had produced evidence of desire that required no instrument to assess.

I ran my hand up her inner thigh. She trembled — the willowy frame vibrating under my touch, her graceful back arching. My fingers found her slit, parted her gently, and she was drenched — hot and slick, her pussy lips swollen, her clit jutting from its hood. I stroked her twice and she made a sound against the desk that was nothing like data.

I entered her from behind. She gasped — her hands sliding forward on the wood, the journal shifting under her palms, her A-cup breasts pressing against the desk’s surface through the bunched dress. I sank into her slowly — tight, remarkably tight, her narrow frame gripping me with a focused intensity that squeezed a groan from my chest. She pushed back against me, her willowy frame surprisingly strong, her slim hips meeting each stroke. The wet sound of my cock sliding into her filled the study, and her elegant fingers curled against the desk’s edge, her surgical precision abandoned entirely.

“Read,” I said. “Keep reading.”

She looked down at the journal. Found the next entry. Her voice came out broken, each word fractured by the rhythm of my thrusts.

“‘Week five — god — week five. The ceremony — ahh — the ceremony is tomorrow. I wrote my vows in — in clinical language. Then I — then I rewrote them. Then I —’” She gasped. I’d hit a spot that made her push up on her toes. “‘Then I rewrote them again. In — in plain English. Without — without terminology. Without — oh god, Nathan — without the armor. Without any—’”

Her voice dissolved. The words trailed into silence as the orgasm built — her hands gripping the desk edges, her knuckles white, her head dropping between her shoulders. The journal slid toward the desk’s edge. She caught it with one hand — even now, even mid-orgasm, she protected the journal — and held it while her other hand gripped the wood and her body shook.

She came with her words trailing into nothing. The silence after the entries was louder than any sound she’d made. Her walls clenched around me in precise, rhythmic contractions — the body that processed everything analytically even experiencing orgasm with measurable periodicity. Each contraction squeezed my cock in a tight, pulsing grip, her pussy milking me in waves that she would later describe as “involuntary myometric spasms” but that felt, right now, like desperation. Her slim body shook against the desk, her knuckles white where they gripped the wood, her hips pressing back against me to keep me deep while her pussy worked through the aftershocks.

I came inside her. My cock throbbed and released, thick spurts of cum flooding her tight, narrow channel while she pressed back against me, accepting everything, her slim body trembling against the desk. I felt each pulse distinctly — the first heavy jet, then another, then another — her walls clenching in response to each one, her body drawing my seed deeper with the same instinct she’d studied and documented in hundreds of patients but had never experienced from this side of the clipboard. The journal sat open beneath her, the words she’d written visible, the clinical handwriting and the emotional handwriting side by side on the same page. The clipboard was gone. The journal was better. She’d said so at the ceremony. The evidence was in her hands and between her legs — my cum warm inside her, her pussy still pulsing around my softening cock — and in the tears that hit the desk like data points that defied every model she’d ever built.

Afterward, she straightened the journal. Smoothed the pages she’d creased. Took off her reading glasses and set them beside the ink.

“I should note,” she said, her voice still unsteady, “that sexual intercourse while reading personal journal entries produces an oxytocin spike approximately forty percent higher than baseline sexual activity.”

“Did you just clinically evaluate the sex we had?”

“Force of habit.” She turned. Kissed me. Soft. Real. “It was wonderful. That’s the non-clinical assessment. It was wonderful and I love you and I’m going to write about it in this journal and nobody is ever going to read that entry except me.”



Goodbyes.

Camila left in the late morning. A car from her resort, idling at the villa gate, her luggage already loaded. She stood on the gravel drive in a simple sundress — no gold bikini, no runway walk, no professional deployment. Just a woman in a dress with bare feet and a manila folder of medical records under her arm.

She hugged me. Real. Full-body. The way Joy had taught the household to hug — with contact and warmth and the full commitment of someone who’d stopped performing.

“If it worked,” she said, pulling back, “I owe you more than money.” Her green eyes were clear. The professional mask hadn’t returned. What had replaced it was younger and less certain and infinitely more real. “If it didn’t, I’ll be back. I know where you live.”

“You tracked a villa booking across two continents. I’d expect nothing less.”

She smiled. Not the camera smile. The one that had surfaced in the garden on her second day, surprised and genuine and completely unscripted. “Thank you for seeing the woman. Not the swimsuit.”

She got in the car. The window lowered. She waved once — a simple gesture, no performance — and the car pulled away down the coastal road.

Joy left an hour later.

She walked from her resort to the villa to say goodbye in person, because Joy did everything in person, because touch was her language and you couldn’t touch someone through a phone. She wore her conference clothes — a linen blazer over a cotton dress, professional and practical, the gold hoops the only ornament.

She went to Sofia first. Placed both warm hands on Sofia’s bump and held them there for a full thirty seconds, feeling the baby move. Sofia — who’d spent the entire trip defending her belly from casual touch — stood perfectly still and let Joy’s hands do their work.

“Active and healthy,” Joy said. “You’re going to have a big one. Eight pounds at least.”

“He’s going to be perfect,” Sofia said. “And he’s going to eat well.”

Joy hugged Astrid. Asked about her breast tenderness one more time. Checked in with Margarethe about prenatal vitamins. Exchanged journal notes with Yuki — two medical professionals whose handwriting had become therapy.

Then she came to me.

The handshake started professional. Warm palm. Strong grip. Trained boundaries, maintained through a whole career. The same firm, clinical distance she brought to every professional interaction.

The handshake became an embrace. She stepped in and put her arms around me and held on. Her cheek against my chest. Her warmth — the same impossible heat she carried in her palms, her whole body running a degree above everyone else — transferring through every point of contact.

“Four hundred and thirteen,” she said against my chest. “I’ll let you know.”

She pulled back. Her gold-flecked eyes were bright but not wet. Joy wasn’t a crier. Joy was a doer.

“You have six pregnant women approaching various stages of third trimester within the next few months,” she said. “You’re going to need prenatal support. I know midwives on three continents.” She squeezed my hands. “Call me. For professional reasons or — otherwise.”

She left the villa gate with her practical stride. Her wide hips swayed with each step as she walked down the road toward her resort and the flight that would carry her back to London and four hundred and thirteen deliveries that were about to become context for the one that mattered most.

She didn’t look back. But the smile she’d worn when she left was still on her face when she disappeared around the bend in the road.



The final dinner.

The terrace, cleaned of storm debris. The ceremony arch still standing — bougainvillea tattered but holding. Candles relit. The long table set with the villa’s good china. Sofia’s final Caribbean feast: jerk shrimp, coconut ceviche, rice and beans, and a tres leches cake she’d been hiding behind the rum cake.

Seven women at the table. Nathan at the head.

Seven. Not six. The mathematics had changed.

Priya sat in the chair beside Catherine. Not a guest chair. Not a visiting friend’s chair. She sat in the household arrangement — part of the circle, not observing from outside it. She wore the dark blue dress from the ceremony, her dark hair loose, the silver stud in her nose a quiet declaration.

She waited until the shrimp had been praised and the ceviche had been declared “adequate” by Margarethe (which everyone now understood meant “extraordinary”) and Sofia’s tres leches had produced genuine silence from a table of women who rarely stopped talking.

Then she stood.

“I have an announcement,” she said.

The table went quiet.

“I’m not going back to Silicon Valley.” She said it simply. No presentation slides. No strategic framing. No probability analysis. “I resigned three months ago. I sold my apartment. I have no job, no home, and no plan beyond what I’m about to say.”

She looked at me. Then at the circle of women.

“I want to join this family. Permanently. I want to live at the inn. I want to be part of what you’ve built.” She paused. “I know I’m not pregnant yet — maybe. Hopefully. But I want to be here regardless. I’ve been texting Linda about operational improvements for three months. I have an MBA from MIT and a decade of executive experience and I can optimize your waitlist processing and guest logistics by approximately forty percent.”

She caught herself. Smiled. “And I can learn to cook. If Sofia will teach me.”

Silence. The candles flickered.

Catherine spoke first. The CEO’s timing — knowing when a proposal needed a second, knowing when silence meant the room was waiting for someone to say yes.

“It’s about time,” Catherine said.

Sofia nodded. Not the competitive assessment of earlier months — genuine approval. Priya had complimented every meal. Priya had eaten seconds. Priya had asked about the chimichurri recipe. In Sofia’s calculus, these things mattered more than MBAs.

“Welcome to the kitchen,” Sofia said. “You start with the smoothies. Nobody else will make them.”

Astrid raised her cider. “Pragmatic decision. The inn needs the help.”

Margarethe inclined her head — the aristocratic nod that was her highest form of acceptance.

Yuki smiled. “The data supports this decision. Emotionally and logistically.”

Linda looked at Priya for a long moment. Those dark eyes assessing — years of evaluating every person who entered the inn’s orbit. Then Linda’s eyebrow rose. The slight, barely-there rise that said I see you. You pass.

Linda reached to her left and slid a chair aside. Making room.

“I’ll send you the operational files,” Linda said. “Read them before you arrive.”

Priya sat down. In the household. At the table. The seventh woman in a family that had started with three staff, one man, and a dead aunt’s letter.



Packing for Vermont.

The household moved through the villa with the organized chaos of a family preparing to travel. Sofia wrapped leftover tres leches in foil. Catherine coordinated airport logistics on her phone. Linda produced a departure checklist. Astrid rolled yoga mats. Margarethe supervised luggage arrangement. Yuki ensured prenatal vitamins were distributed for the flight.

Seven women. Seven carry-ons plus Margarethe’s nine olive leather cases. Two cars to Burlington Airport — Nathan’s truck, which he’d left at the airport, and Catherine’s SUV.

I watched them from the main house archway. Seven women moving through tropical light, rings from the Eichenwald collection catching the sun on their hands. Bumps in various stages — Sofia and Catherine’s twenty-week rounds, Astrid’s fourteen-week curve, three flat stomachs that carried futures too new to show and one that carried hope too fresh to confirm.

My family. The word fit now.

Priya appeared beside me. Her carry-on over one shoulder. Her sundress wrinkled from packing. Her nose ring glinting.

“You’re staring at them,” she said.

“I’m looking.”

“You’re staring. There’s a difference.”

“What’s the difference?”

“Looking is observation. Staring is ownership.” She nudged me with her shoulder. “You own them, Nathan. All of us. Not like property — like gravity. We orbit around you because the mass is there and the pull is real and fighting it is harder than surrendering to it.”

“That might be the most romantic physics metaphor anyone has ever used on me.”

“I have an MBA. Physics metaphors are my love language.” She kissed my cheek. “Ready to go home?”

Home. The inn. Vermont. The creaky old house with the temperamental boiler and the porch board that needed replacing again and the kitchen that Sofia would reclaim within thirty seconds of walking through the door.

“Ready,” I said.



The airport was the usual chaos. Seven pregnant women plus luggage plus Margarethe’s demands for priority boarding (“I am carrying the heir to the Eichenwald estate, this child requires proper legroom”) plus Sofia’s attempts to bring a whole avocado through security (the pit triggered the scanner, again) plus Yuki’s insistence on hydration schedules for the flight.

We were waiting at the gate — the seven of them spread across a section of plastic chairs like a prenatal ward had gone on vacation — when my phone buzzed.

Unknown number. Portland area code.

I opened the message.

A photo. A pregnancy test. Two pink lines. Clear, unmistakable, leaving no room for ambiguity or interpretation.

No text. Just the photo.

I stared at the screen. Two pink lines from Portland, Oregon. Portland, where a tattooed goth girl with an asymmetric undercut and a big round ass owned a tattoo shop and had walked out of the inn with a handshake and the words “Thanks for the genetic material.”

Three seconds passed. Then a second message.

A single emoji. A middle finger.

Dani Kovacs.

The woman who’d called the inn “a sperm bank with doilies” and refused to look back when she left. Who’d smirked more than she smiled. Whose sarcasm was armor and whose smart mouth went quiet only when I shifted angle and the sentence died. Who’d said she didn’t want sentiment, didn’t want attachment, didn’t want anything except genetics and autonomy.

She was pregnant. With my child. And she’d announced it with a pregnancy test photo and a middle finger emoji, because she was still Dani, even when biology turned her into something she hadn’t planned for.

I showed the phone to Catherine.

She looked at the photo. Looked at the emoji. Looked at me. The CEO assessment took approximately two seconds.

“You’re going to need a bigger inn,” she said.

The gate agent called boarding. Seven pregnant women stood, gathered their carry-ons, adjusted their bumps, and moved toward the jet bridge. Rings caught the fluorescent airport light — gold, platinum, silver, rose gold, white gold, sapphire-set. The Eichenwald collection, dispersed across seven fingers, traveling from the Caribbean back to Vermont.

I looked at the phone one more time. Two pink lines. A middle finger.

I pocketed the phone and joined my family at the gate.


Thank you for reading!
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