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Chapter 1

Iwoke up with the weight of two bodies anchoring me to the world. Madison was curled against my chest, one smooth thigh draped over my hip, breathing deep and slow. Cleo was behind me, her arm banded around my waist. Her fingers splayed across my abs, as if checking to make sure I hadn’t slipped away during the night. The sheets around us were a mess, slick with the residue of too many rounds to count, and the faint smell of salt and sweat and musk, baked in by the sun coming through the big glass wall that faced the Pacific.

Madison woke first. She always did. She liked to have a minute to herself before letting me go for the day. She nuzzled her nose against my neck, her lips brushing the stubble there. “You’re already hard,” she whispered, with a lazy smile. “God, I love mornings here.”

“That’s because you never sleep anymore,” Cleo said, her voice muffled by the pillow and half full of sleep. She squirmed closer, pressing her chest flush against my back and digging her knees into the backs of my thighs. “You literally stole him for six hours last night.”

“That’s called cardio, babe,” Madison said. She reached behind me and found Cleo’s hand, brought it forward and sandwiched it between both of hers, so the three of us were woven together. “You’re not exactly starving.”

“I’d be fine if you didn’t hog him every time he comes,” Cleo said, feigning grumpiness but smiling into my shoulder. In the last week, she’d gone from being unsure if she was even allowed in my bed to acting like she’d always been there, which, by now, felt true.

I rolled onto my back, bringing both of them with me, and they settled on either side like they’d planned it. Madison propped herself up on one elbow, her long golden hair falling in a veil across my chest. Cleo looped her leg over mine and put her head on my shoulder, her arm still clutching my waist.

“I can do both of you,” I said. “You don’t have to fight.”

“Hmm,” Madison said, running a finger down the centerline of my chest to my navel, “last time you tried that, someone almost broke the headboard.”

Cleo made a pleased sound, then turned her face up to mine, her eyes soft and a little smug. “If you’re a fertility god, you should be able to handle two girls at once.” She gave my bicep a playful squeeze. “Are your powers getting weak?”

“Not even close,” I said, and kissed her.

Madison was the first to break off, stretching her arms above her head, arching her back so that her bare chest lifted against the light. She pawed around for her phone on the nightstand. “What are you going to do with all the money,” she asked, all business for a second, then turned to me. “Your clinic is minting money, stud. We’re going to have to start laundering it.”

Cleo laughed next to me. “We’re not doing crime, Mads.”

“Of course not,” Madison said. “But it’s so much. Like… what do we even do with it?”

“Build the empire,” Cleo said, in a mock-serious voice.

“Build the empire,” I agreed. It sounded right because that’s exactly what we were doing. I didn’t want to be selfish and think of it as all me. The women, Alexis, Helen, Cleo and Madison were all there for me as well, helping me run the clinic.

Cleo turned her head toward mine and kissed my cheek, then slipped out of bed, naked and unashamed, and padded to the bathroom to pee.

Madison watched her go, then rolled over on top of me, pinning me down with her legs on either side of my hips. “You’re loving this,” she said, quietly, the amusement in her voice hiding a little awe, a little disbelief at how fast her world had changed. “Admit it. You love being the center of a harem.”

“I love you,” I said, and she grinned, then bent and kissed me deeply, hot and hungry.

She kissed me one more time, then rolled off and started checking her notifications, sifting through the emails and DMs stacking up like cordwood.

Cleo came back and crawled into bed, tucking herself under my arm and pulling the covers up to her chin with a satisfied sigh. “I heard there’s a whole tray of cinnamon rolls downstairs,” she said, eyes closed, already thinking about breakfast. “I vote we eat all of them before my mother tries to ration carbs again.”

“Agreed,” I said.

Madison’s thumb paused on her screen. She glanced up at me, her expression shifting from the lazy morning haze into something a little more focused. “Oh, hey. I almost forgot. My mother coming over tonight for dinner. I told you about it last week.”

I smiled. “Yeah, I remember. I’ve been looking forward to meeting her.”

“God, she’s been asking about you nonstop,” Madison said, setting her phone down on her stomach. “She’s excited. Like, embarrassingly excited. She’s been asking me what you like to eat, what kind of wine you drink, if you’re allergic to anything. I had to tell her to calm down.”

“How’s she been doing?” I asked, propping myself up on one elbow so I could see her better. “You said she’s been having a rough time.”

Madison’s face softened. She pulled the sheet up over her chest and tucked it under her arms, a small gesture that told me she was thinking about something that wasn’t easy. “It’s been hard for her, Alex. The bills, the rent, the whole thing. She’s been working double shifts at the accounting firm and it’s still barely enough.” She paused, then gave a small shrug. “It’s been a little better since I moved out, though. One less mouth to feed, one less utility bill. She doesn’t have to worry about me anymore.”

I reached over and brushed a strand of hair behind her ear. “Tell her she doesn’t have to worry about any of that anymore. Not if I can help it.”

“I know,” Madison said, and her voice went a little thick. She blinked fast, then smiled. “I just… she’s proud, you know? She won’t take money from me. I’ve tried.”

“Then we’ll make sure she eats well tonight,” I said. “I’ll remind Alexis to put something special together. Something that makes her feel like a guest, not a charity case.”

Cleo, who had been quiet and listening, lifted her head from my shoulder. “She makes really good braised short ribs, with the red wine sauce. And the chocolate torte for dessert.”

Madison’s eyes went wide. “My mom is going to lose her mind. She loves meat, but can’t afford it.”

I laughed. “Then it’s settled. Short ribs, torte and good wine. Your mom’s going to have a nice night.”

Madison leaned over and kissed me, slow and sweet, nothing like the hungry one from before. This one was grateful. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright. “Thank you,” she said quietly.

“Don’t thank me yet,” I said. “We still have to survive your mom’s interrogation.”

This was how it was now: we woke up together, all three, sometimes four or five if Helen or Alexis wanted to and then we drifted out into the mansion like a school of fish, always drawn back to each other by some invisible current. There was nothing forced in it. Cleo had slotted herself into the routine. She’d stopped checking herself in the mirror every time she passed by, stopped apologizing for the things she wanted, stopped trying not to act like a girlfriend. Now, if she wanted to sit in my lap in front of a client, she did it, and if she wanted to sleep with her head on my chest all night, she did that too. It was as natural as breathing.

Our days had taken on a rhythm: I bred clients, sometimes as many as twelve a day, and in the gaps I ate, trained, or just went for walks along the beach and let my mind drift. The clinic was doing well: the world’s most beautiful, desperate women coming here for a chance at life, each one knowing that what we offered wasn’t just sperm, but something primal and pure, a direct line to the oldest kind of magic.

Today was no different. By ten, Alexis had already briefed me on the day’s slate. First up: the wife of an A-list actor, tall and pale and a bit nervous. She arrived in sunglasses and sweats, her assistant trailing two steps behind with a monogrammed bag. I took her to the love room, and spent the first twenty minutes just talking. I learned her husband was barely home, that she’d miscarried twice, that she wanted a baby more than anything but feared she would never love it enough. By the time I touched her, the laughter was gone. Her eyes widened as I made her wet just by touching her. When I finished, she admitted that she’d never been loved like that in her life.

Second was a hedge fund manager’s daughter, twenty-three, already on her fourth round of IVF. She wore designer everything and had the casual cruelty of someone who’d never heard no. She didn’t want conversation. She wanted to be bred, then left alone to scroll her phone while the swimmers did their job. I gave her what she wanted, and when she left, she pressed a tip into my hand, wrapped in a note that said, “Thank you for being the only man I’ve ever respected.”

It wasn’t necessary, but I found it cute.

Third was a retired Olympic gymnast, compact and sinewy, with the gaze of someone who’d spent her whole life turning pain into discipline. She asked if I could lift her. I said yes. She wanted it rough, so I gave it to her, holding her legs up like a Y as I had my way with her on the edge of the bed. After, she asked if I’d do it again when she ovulated. I told her to come back anytime.

This was a typical day for me, welcoming multiple women desperate for a child.

By late afternoon the last client had gone and the mansion had gone quiet. I’d showered, pulled on a pair of shorts and nothing else, and taken a glass of water out to the terrace. The sun was still well above the water but the heat had softened at the edges and the ocean was that flat, hammered-gold color it only got in the last few hours before sunset.

Madison was stretched out on the lounger to my left in a white bikini that didn’t leave much to the imagination, her phone balanced on her flat stomach, sunglasses pushed up into her hair. She’d been quiet for twenty minutes, which for Madison meant she was either reading something that actually held her attention or she was half asleep. I didn’t ask which.

I was just lifting the glass when my phone buzzed on the table beside me. The name on the screen stopped me for a second. Sophia Laurent.

I hadn’t spoken to her since last time. I hoped she was doing well. I always felt a bit excited whenever past clients would reach out to me, perhaps thanking me again or giving me gifts.

I picked it up. “Hey, Sophia.”

“Alexander … I hope I’m not interrupting anything scandalous.”

“Just the terrace and a drink,” I said. “Nothing scandalous yet.”

She laughed. “Give it an hour.”

Madison’s sunglasses turned in my direction. She mouthed the name with raised eyebrows, and I nodded. She smiled and went back to her phone.

“How are you feeling?” I asked.

“I feel incredible. I feel like I’ve been walking around for the last month in a body that finally makes sense.” Her voice softened. “The doctor confirmed everything last week. Everything is perfect, she says. Completely healthy. Textbook, was the word she used.”

“I’m glad,” I said, and I meant it simply.

“I wanted to call you sooner but I kept waiting until I had something real to tell you. And now I do.” She paused again. “I don’t know how to thank you, Alexander. I’ve been trying to think of the right words for weeks and I still don’t have them. You gave me the thing I’d given up on. I want you to know I haven’t forgotten that.”

“You don’t owe me anything,” I said.

“I know I don’t. That’s not why I’m saying it.” A beat. “How is Madison, by the way? Is she well?”

I glanced over. Madison was watching me now, openly curious. “She’s right here, actually. Listening.”

Sophia’s laugh came back, warmer this time. “Of course she is. Tell her I said hello and that I still think about our nights rather fondly.”

I looked at Madison. “Sophia says she thinks about our nights fondly.”

Madison pressed her lips together, trying not to smile too wide. “Tell her the feeling is very mutual,” she said.

I relayed it. Sophia made a pleased sound. “Good. Good.” Then she shifted, and I heard her moving, the soft sound of fabric, like she’d settled into a chair somewhere. “I actually wanted to ask your advice about something. It’s a little embarrassing.”

“Go ahead.”

“I can’t find clothes that fit,” she said. “I know that sounds absurd. I know how it sounds coming from someone in my position. But I’ve been working with the same two designers for years and neither of them does maternity work, and the things I’ve been finding off the rack are…” She trailed off. “They make me feel like a decorative couch. Nothing fits my shape anymore and I want to look like myself, just bigger, not like I’ve been draped in something from a catalogue.”

“What about custom work?”

“That’s the problem. The people I trust don’t do it. And the people who do it, I don’t trust with my measurements right now, not given everything. I need discretion as much as I need talent.” She paused. “I have a friend as well, a businesswoman, very polished. She’s been looking for someone who can do something fresh and youthful for her. Not the usual names. She’s tired of the usual names. She asked if I knew anyone.”

I looked out at the ocean. Something had clicked into place while she was talking, and I turned it over once to make sure it was solid before I said anything.

“My girlfriend studies fashion design,” I said. “Cleo … the girl who spilled water on you.”

“How can I forget her?” Sophia said, and her voice had changed, sharpened with interest. “How old is she?”

“Nineteen.”

“Does she have a portfolio? Any sketches, mockups? Anything I could look at?”

“I can get you something,” I said. “Give me a day.”

“I’d love that.” The warmth in her voice had moved into something closer to genuine excitement. “If she’s half as impressive as the people around you, Alexander, I suspect I’m going to be very happy.”

We talked for another few minutes, easy and meandering, the conversation finding its own pace. She asked about the clinic without asking about the clinic, the way people did when they were curious but polite. I told her things were going well. She said she’d been sleeping better than she had in years. She said the nausea was manageable and the tiredness was real but that she didn’t mind it, that it felt like part of being alive, a kind of reminder that this wasn’t a dream.

We hung up with a promise that I’d send Cleo’s work that night. I set the phone down and took a long pull from the water, feeling the afterglow of it all.

Madison was looking at me over the top of her sunglasses. “She sounds happy.”

“She’s pregnant. She’s glowing.”

Madison nodded, then set her phone aside and sat up, pulling her knees to her chest.

“You want to show Cleo’s stuff to her?”

I shrugged. “Why not? She’s brilliant. Someone will notice eventually, might as well let it be someone who’ll actually appreciate it.”

“She’ll die if you tell her.”

“I know.”

Cleo came out onto the terrace a few minutes later, wearing one of the dresses I’d bought her last week.

She came over, took one look at Madison’s face, then at mine.

“What’s up?” she asked, instantly suspicious.

“Sit,” I said, patting the chair beside me.

She did, folding her legs underneath herself. She made a show of checking my face, as if expecting some kind of disciplinary conversation.

“I just got off the phone with Sophia Laurent,” I told her. “She’s looking for a designer who can make custom maternity pieces. I told her you’re in school for fashion. She wants to see your work.”

Cleo’s face went blank for a second. “You told her about me?”

“She remembered you,” I said. “The water spill. She thought it was funny.”

Cleo groaned, covering her face with both hands. “No. No, no, no.”

“She’s being serious,” I said gently. “She’s not making fun of you. She wants to see what you can do.”

Cleo peeked out from between her fingers. “Oh my god. She’s, like, actually… this is not a bit?”

“Not a bit.”

She sat there, processing, her hands still up like she was bracing for a slap.

Then, “It was like meeting a unicorn.”

“She’s also genuinely nice,” Madison said. “Sophia liked you.”

Cleo let her hands fall. She looked down at her lap, then at me, almost shy. “What should I send?”

“Whatever you want,” I said. “Your best stuff. I’ll help you scan it in or take pictures.”

She was quiet for a second, then she nodded, biting her lower lip.

“Okay. I’ll get it ready.”

* * *

After dinner, she brought her laptop to my room and showed me a digital mockup of the designs she’d been working on during her spare time.

Some were classic, some ultra-modern. A couple were so sexy I felt my imagination run wild just looking at them.

She scrolled through each, explaining the inspirations, the textiles and why she’d chosen the lines or the colors.

Most of it went over my head since I knew nothing about design, but I could see the work and the intelligence in every sketch. Cleo was talented, that’s for certain.

She watched me watching her, nervous for the first time since the night at the beach. “You think it’s dumb.”

I shook my head. “I think it’s incredible. You have actual taste. You should be showing these to people.”

She closed the laptop and hugged it to her chest. “Okay. Can you help me write the email? I want it to sound professional … and not a clumsy water-spilling girl.”

We drafted the message together, attaching the PDF and a link to her Instagram. I could feel her shaking with adrenaline as she hovered her finger over the trackpad.

“Go on,” I said.

She did. The email sent. She let out a high, nervous laugh and then buried her face in my shoulder, clutching the laptop to her chest.

“I’m going to throw up,” she said.

“Don’t do it on the laptop.”

She hit me, gently, then curled up on my lap.

“You really think she’ll like it?”

“She’ll love it,” I said, and kissed the top of her head.

We sat there and cuddled for a bit, talking about various topics till my phone rang again. Sophia’s name flashed across the screen, and Cleo nearly jumped off my lap in excitement. “Answer it, answer it!” she whispered urgently.

I swiped to accept the call. “Sophia?”

“Alexander! These designs are absolutely incredible,” she said, her voice warm with genuine enthusiasm. “I’ve just spent the last thirty minutes going through every single one. Cleo’s work is… it’s exactly what I’ve been looking for. The maternity line with the draping at the waist? The cocktail dress with the hidden support? I want them all.”

“Do you want to talk to her?” I asked and looked at Cleo, who blushed hard but nodded anyway.

“Is she there?”

“Sitting on top of … right next to me, I mean.”

I put the call on speaker. Her eyes went wide, her hand flying to her mouth. “Seriously?” she asked, her voice barely audible.

“Cleo, is that you?” Sophia asked. “Darling, these are magnificent. The craftsmanship, the attention to detail… I haven’t seen anything this fresh in years.”

Cleo’s face flushed with pleasure. “Thank you,” she said. “I’ve always loved design. And I’ve been working on that collection for months.”

“I can tell. Listen, I’d love for you both to come to my estate in Beverly Hills. I want to discuss these designs in person, and I’d like to commission several pieces. Would that be possible? Perhaps this weekend?”

I looked at Cleo, whose eyes had grown even wider. She was nodding vigorously, unable to speak.

“We’d love to,” I said. “Just tell us when.”

“Wonderful. I’ll have my assistant send over the details. I might have a friend over as well, a businesswoman.”

“That’s fine!” Cleo blurted.

“And Cleo? Bring your sketchbook. I have some ideas I’d love to explore with you.”

After we hung up, Cleo let out a squeal and threw her arms around my neck.

“I can’t believe it! I’m going to Sophia Laurent’s house!” She pulled back, her face glowing. “I wanted to come so badly when you went with Madison. I was so jealous. Now I get my chance!”

I laughed, enjoying her excitement. “See? Good things come to those who wait.”

She kissed me hard, then bounced off me, already planning what to wear. “I need to tell Mom and Helen! And Madison!”

She dashed out of the room, her laptop forgotten on my bed. I picked it up and set it on my nightstand, smiling to myself. It was nice to see Cleo so happy about something that was entirely her own accomplishment.

* * *

When Alexis heard the news, she was incredibly proud of her daughter. She insisted on making a special dinner to celebrate. Madison’s mother was also coming over that evening, making it feel even more like an occasion, and by the time the sun began to set, the kitchen was filled with the rich aroma of her braised short rib, with the red wine sauce. And the chocolate torte for dessert.

“Let’s eat outside,” Helen suggested, glancing at the perfect evening sky. “It’s too beautiful to stay inside.”

We all agreed and began carrying dishes out to the terrace. The table was set with candles and fresh flowers, the ocean providing a spectacular backdrop as the sun dipped toward the horizon.

“Mom should be here any minute,” Madison said, checking her watch. “She texted that she was leaving work early to make sure she wasn’t late.”

“Your mother works as an accountant, right?” Alexis asked, arranging a platter of bread on the table.

“Yes,” Madison confirmed. “She’s been at the same firm for six years. She’s actually really nervous about meeting everyone.”

I smiled at that. “Why would she be nervous?”

Madison gave me a knowing look. “Because I’ve been telling her all about you. And the clinic. And the mansion. I think she’s half expecting to find a cult or something.”

We all laughed, but I could tell Madison was genuinely excited for her mother to meet everyone. There was a warmth in her eyes I hadn’t seen before when talking about family.

The intercom buzzed from inside the house. Madison’s face lit up immediately. “Oh! That must be my mom. She’s been dying to meet you.”

She hurried inside while the rest of us took our seats. A few moments later, Madison returned, leading a woman who looked like an older version of herself.

“Everyone, this is my mom, Laura,” Madison said proudly.

Laura was beautiful in a mature, refined way. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was styled in waves that framed a face with Madison’s same striking features, though more subdued. She wore a navy dress that accentuated her figure without being revealing, and modest heels that added a few inches to her height.

“Thank you so much for having me,” Laura said, her voice warm but slightly nervous. “This place is even more beautiful than Madison described.”

Her eyes took in the high ceilings, the art on the walls, and the spectacular ocean view visible through the open terrace doors. I could see her processing the luxury of the estate, her expression a mix of appreciation and slight overwhelm.

“Please, join us,” Alexis said, gesturing to an empty chair. “We’re so glad you could make it.”

Madison began the introductions. “Mom, this is Alexis.”

Laura extended her hand. “It’s lovely to meet you. Madison has told me so much about how kind you’ve been to her.”

“All true,” Alexis said with a warm smile. “She’s been wonderful company.”

“And this is Helen,” Madison continued, “she helps run the clinic.”

Helen stood and shook Laura’s hand. “Welcome. Madison is a breath of fresh air around here.”

Laura smiled, her shoulders relaxing slightly. “That’s my girl. Always making an impression.”

“And this is Cleo, Alexander’s girlfriend.”

Cleo stood and gave a small wave. “Hi! Madison talks about you all the time.”

“It’s wonderful to meet you, Cleo,” Laura said, her smile genuine. “Madison mentioned you’re studying fashion design?”

“Just starting, but yes! I actually just got some exciting news about that, but I’ll let Madison tell you later.”

Madison beamed at her mother, then turned to me. “And Mom, this is my boyfriend, Alexander.”

I thought it was sweet of her to just introduce me as boyfriend, and not fertility God and a multimillionaire breeder, so I stood and extended my hand. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Laura.”

The moment our hands touched, I felt it … the familiar pull of my power responding to her. Laura’s cheeks flushed slightly, her breath catching for just a moment as our eyes met. She seemed momentarily flustered, her grip tightening on my hand before she quickly released it.

“Please, have a seat,” I said, gesturing to the chair beside mine. “We’re just about to start dinner.”

Laura took her seat, her eyes still taking in the surroundings. “This mansion is absolutely stunning. The view of the ocean is breathtaking.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “We’re quite lucky to call it home.”

Alexis began passing around the platter of braised short ribs. “I hope you’re hungry, Laura. Madison mentioned you enjoy meat.”

“Oh my,” Laura said, inhaling deeply. “This smells incredible. It’s been so long since I’ve had a proper home-cooked meal.”

As we served ourselves, Madison asked, “So, Mom, how are things at the accounting firm? Still dealing with that difficult client?”

Laura sighed, accepting a glass of wine from Helen. “The same old stress. Quarter-end close is always a nightmare, and this year has been particularly challenging with the new tax regulations.”

“I don’t know how you handle all those numbers,” Cleo said, cutting into her short rib. “I’d go cross-eyed after five minutes.”

“It takes a certain mindset,” Laura admitted, taking a small sip of wine. “But I’ve been doing it for so long that it’s second nature now.”

I noticed Laura’s eyes drifting toward me occasionally, her gaze lingering a moment too long before she quickly looked away. When our eyes met directly, a slight flush colored her cheeks.

“So, Madison,” Laura said, turning to her daughter, “how are you settling in here? Is everything going well?”

“Better than well,” Madison replied, beaming. “It’s been amazing. I’ve kinda put the modelling on hold, and I’ve been helping with the clinic instead.”

Laura’s expression softened. “I’m so proud of you, honey, following your heart.”

Madison grinned mischievously and leaned toward her mother. “Speaking of happy… you should have seen your face when you walked into the living room earlier. You looked like you’d just stepped into a five-star resort and didn’t know whether to bow or run away.”

Laura let out a surprised laugh, her cheeks turning pink. “Can you blame me? I thought you were exaggerating when you described this place. I wasn’t expecting… all of this.” She gestured vaguely at the luxurious terrace, the ocean view, and the elegant table setting.

Cleo giggled. “Wait until you see the love room.”

“Don’t scare her off on her first night,” Alexis said warmly, but she was smiling.

Laura shook her head, still smiling. “I’m trying very hard to act normal, but I keep expecting a butler to appear with champagne and a contract that says I have to sell my soul to live here.”

We all laughed.

“Mom! It’s not like that … yet,” Madison said, giving me a wink.

“Yet?” Laura raised an eyebrow at her daughter, then looked at me with playful suspicion. “Alexander, should I be worried about what kind of operation you’re running here?”

I grinned. “Only the kind where beautiful women get whatever they want.”

Laura’s cheeks flushed deeper. She quickly took a sip of wine to hide it, but the corner of her mouth twitched upward. “I’m starting to understand why my daughter fell for you.”

Madison leaned over and hugged her mom’s arm. “See? Told you it was life-changing. You’re never going to want to leave.”

The conversation flowed easily as we enjoyed the meal. I noticed Laura relaxing more with each passing minute, her initial nervousness fading as she engaged with everyone.

“So, Laura,” Helen said, “Madison mentioned you’ve been at your firm for six years. That’s quite impressive.”

“Thank you,” Laura replied. “It hasn’t always been easy as a single mother, but I’ve been fortunate to have supportive colleagues.” She glanced at Madison with obvious pride. “And my daughter has been my greatest motivation.”

I observed how Laura’s eyes would occasionally meet mine across the table, how she seemed to lean slightly toward me when I spoke, as if drawn by an invisible force. My powers were clearly affecting her, though she was fighting to maintain her composure. Although I didn’t do it on purpose … at least not yet, but I admitted to myself that having her in bed together with Madison sounded tempting and forbidden as hell, and it was a fantasy that I couldn’t suppress.

After we finished the main course, Alexis brought out the chocolate torte. “I hope everyone saved room for dessert.”

“This looks amazing,” Laura said, accepting a slice. “Madison was right about your cooking, Alexis.”

As we enjoyed dessert, the conversation shifted to local events, favorite restaurants, and plans for the upcoming weekend. I found myself watching Laura more closely, fascinated by the subtle ways my presence seemed to affect her.

When we had finished dessert, Madison suggested we move outside to enjoy the evening air. We gathered on the terrace, where comfortable seating faced the ocean. The sky had darkened, revealing a canopy of stars above the gently rolling waves.

“This is so peaceful,” Laura said, settling into a chair beside me. “I can see why Madison loves it here.”

I nodded, appreciating the way the moonlight caught in her blonde hair. “It’s our sanctuary.”

After a comfortable silence, Laura turned to me, her expression curious but cautious. “Alexander, Madison has told me about your… business. I have to admit, it sounds almost too good to be true. Is it really what she described?”

I met her gaze directly. “Yes, it is. I help women who are struggling with fertility issues conceive. My success rate is outstanding.”

“One hundred percent,” Madison added proudly from her seat nearby.

Laura’s eyes widened. “That’s remarkable. How is that even possible?”

I considered how much to share. “It’s something I inherited, a gift, you might say. I can’t fully explain it, but the results speak for themselves.”

“I see,” Laura said softly, her eyes searching mine. “And the women who come to you… they’re all successful? They all conceive?”

“Every single one,” I confirmed. “Some of them have been trying for years with no success until they came here.”

Laura’s expression grew thoughtful. “That’s… incredible. Truly incredible.” She paused, then added, “And you enjoy what you do?”

“Very much,” I said honestly. “Helping women achieve something they’ve desperately wanted, it’s rewarding in ways I never expected.”

I noticed her shifting slightly in her seat, her posture becoming more open as she listened. The attraction between us was palpable, though neither of us acknowledged it directly.

As the evening progressed, I found myself drawn to Laura’s intelligence and warmth. There was something about her that reminded me of Madison, the same spark, the same underlying strength, but tempered with the wisdom of experience. She talked a lot to Alexis, Helen and Cleo as well, making sure to get to know each and every one of us. She shared some personal stories. She had also modeled in her early twenties, but realized it wasn’t sustainable, so she used her savings to put herself through college, but it seemed like there was some regret, or maybe I was just overthinking it.

I also told her some high school memories of her daughter, which were all deep and truthful compliments, and when she fully learned why I loved Madison, she shed a tear, which Madison quickly dried for her.

Then Laura glanced at her watch and her expression shifted. “Oh my, I didn’t realize how late it’s gotten. I should probably head out soon.”

Alexis set down her glass. “You don’t have to rush off. The evening’s just getting started.”

“Unfortunately, I really should,” Laura said, her tone genuinely regretful. “I have an early morning at the office tomorrow. Quarter-end reports won’t wait, I’m afraid.”

“But you’ve only been here a few hours,” Helen said, rising from her chair. “This was just a quick visit. You’ll have to come back soon for a proper weekend.”

Laura smiled warmly. “I’d love that. This has been wonderful.”

“Promise?” Helen asked, extending her hand.

Laura took it, their fingers intertwining. “I promise.”

We all moved inside as Laura gathered her purse and light jacket. She said her goodbyes to Alexis, Helen, and Cleo, thanking them for the wonderful dinner and hospitality.

“I’ll walk you to the door,” Madison said, slipping her arm through her mother’s.

“I’ll join you,” I added, following them down the hallway.

When we reached the front entrance, Laura turned to me, her eyes meeting mine with gratitude. “Thank you again for having me, Alexander. This was lovely.”

Before I could respond, she stepped forward and embraced me. I felt the warmth of her body against mine, the soft curves pressing into me through her dress. My hands settled naturally at her waist, and I felt her shiver slightly at my touch.

“Thank you for being so kind to Madison,” she whispered against my ear, her breath warm. “I’ve never seen her this happy.”

I held her a moment longer than necessary, savoring the forbidden sensation. “She makes it easy,” I replied softly.

When we separated, Laura turned to Madison, pulling her into a warm, motherly hug. “I’m so proud of you, sweetheart. You’ve found something special here.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Madison replied, her voice thick with emotion. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

Laura nodded, gave us both one last smile, and then walked to her car, a modest sedan that looked out of place in our driveway. She waved once more before getting in and driving down the long driveway.

Madison watched until the taillights disappeared, then turned to me with a questioning look. “So, what did you think of my mom?”

“She made a great first impression,” I said, sliding my arm around Madison’s waist. “But it was way too short. I barely got to know her.”

Madison smiled up at me, her eyes sparkling. “Don’t worry, there’ll be plenty more visits. I promise.” She rose on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to mine, the kiss warm and lingering.

When we broke apart, she sighed. “I think she’s feeling a bit lonely since I moved out. Her place must seem so empty now.”

“All mothers would think that,” I said, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “But I get the feeling there’s more to it. She seemed… interested in what we do here.”

Madison raised an eyebrow. “Interested how?”

I grinned. “Let’s just say I think your mother might be more open-minded than you realize.”


Chapter 2

Iwoke the next morning with the weight of two bodies anchoring me to the world. Madison was curled against my chest, her golden hair splayed across my pillow. Cleo was behind me, her arm draped possessively across my waist, her breathing deep and even. The sheets were tangled around us.

Madison stirred first, her eyes fluttering open. She smiled when she saw I was awake, then leaned up to kiss me. “Morning,” she whispered.

“Morning,” I replied, my voice still rough with sleep.

Cleo mumbled something incoherent and tightened her grip on me. “Five more minutes,” she groaned.

I chuckled, running my hand along her arm. “We have to get up. We’re meeting Sophia today, remember?”

That got her attention. Cleo’s eyes snapped open, and she sat up abruptly, the sheet falling away from her naked body. “Oh my god! What time is it?”

“Relax,” I said, sitting up as well. “We have plenty of time.”

Madison stretched languidly beside me. “I’m going to miss you two today. Say hi to Sophia for me, will you?”

“Of course,” I said, leaning over to kiss her. “You could come with us if you want.”

She shook her head. “No, this is Cleo’s big moment. I don’t want to steal any of her thunder.”

Cleo was already out of bed, rushing to the bathroom. “I need to shower! And figure out what to wear! And do my hair!”

Madison and I exchanged amused glances. “She’s excited,” Madison observed.

“Just a bit,” I agreed.

* * *

After breakfast, I helped Cleo load her portfolio and sketchbook into my Lamborghini. She was dressed in a chic black dress that hugged her curves, her hair styled in soft waves. She looked professional yet effortlessly beautiful.

“You look amazing,” I told her as I held the car door open.

She beamed at me, but I could see the nervousness in her eyes. “Do you really think she’ll like my designs?”

“I know she will,” I assured her. “Sophia wouldn’t have invited us if she wasn’t serious.”

As we pulled out of the driveway, I glanced at Cleo. She was fidgeting with her sketchbook, flipping through pages and then closing it again. She checked her reflection in the mirror, biting her lip, then adjusted her dress for what must have been the tenth time.

“You’re going to be fine,” I said, reaching over to squeeze her hand.

“I know, I know,” she sighed. “I’m just so nervous. What if I say something stupid? Or spill something again?”

I laughed. “You won’t. And even if you do, Sophia will find it endearing.”

Cleo took a deep breath, then another. “So, who’s this businesswoman she mentioned?”

“I have no idea,” I said. “Sophia didn’t mention any names. But if she’s vouching for them, they’re probably worth meeting.”

Cleo nodded, then fell quiet for a moment, staring out the window as we merged onto the highway. The morning sun was bright, and the traffic was already starting to build. I could feel the questions stacking up behind her teeth.

“So,” she said, and I knew from the tone that she’d been working up to something. “When you went to her mansion by yourself with Madison… how was it really?”

I glanced over. She was trying to look casual, flipping through her sketchbook again, but her cheeks had gone pink.

“Already forgot?” I teased her, knowing she’d asked me about it before.

She rolled her eyes. “Obviously, refresh my memory. That’s why I asked.”

“The estate is luxurious,” I said, and then I went on and told her more, how the estate looked both on the inside and out.

Cleo was watching me now, her sketchbook forgotten. She asked about the breeding part, and I told her, giving her a very explicit version.

Cleo made a small sound, almost a whimper, and pressed her thighs together. I could see the flush spreading down her neck, disappearing under the collar of her dress.

“God,” she said. “That’s… I’m so turned on right now and I’m also terrified.”

“Don’t be terrified.”

“How can I not be? She’s Sophia Laurent. I’ve been watching her movies since I was twelve. And I’m just… me. I’m the girl who spilled water on her.”

“She already loves you,” I said. “From your designs. And she’s not going to bite you. She’s the sweetest person. She made Madison feel like a queen the entire time we were there. She’ll do the same for you.”

Cleo nodded, but I could see the doubt still flickering behind her eyes. She took a deep breath, held it, let it out slowly. Then another. Her chest rose and fell under the black fabric, and I watched the nervous energy settle in her shoulders.

“Okay,” she said. “Okay, okay, okay. I can do this. I’m a professional. I have a portfolio. I’m not going to spill anything.”

“You’re going to be amazing.”

She turned to look at me, and the fear in her eyes had been replaced by humor. “Tell me one more thing,” she said. “What’s her favorite position?”

I laughed. “Cleo.”

“What? I’m doing research. For the designs. The lines have to accommodate movement.”

“You’re unbelievable.”

“Tell me.”

I shook my head, grinning. “I can’t remember if she had any favorites. It seemed like she loved threesomes.”

Cleo nodded slowly, filing that away. “Good to know,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice even though she was trying to sound serious. “For the designs.”

We drove in comfortable silence for a while after that, the city thickening around us as we wound up into the hills. I knew these roads now. I’d driven them with Madison in the passenger seat, both of us still buzzing from whatever round we’d just finished, the windows down and the warm air rushing in. It felt different with Cleo beside me. Not better or worse. Just different. Like coming home by a different door.

The gates appeared around the bend, exactly as I remembered them: massive wrought iron, flanked by tall hedges, with a discreet intercom panel set into the stone pillar. I slowed the Lamborghini and rolled down the window.

“Alexander and Cleo,” I said into the speaker.

The gates swung open without a word.

Cleo’s hand found my knee as we rolled through. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “This is really happening.”

The driveway was long and winding. The mansion came into view gradually, exactly as I remembered and I felt a strange warmth in my chest at being back. The pool glinted off to the left, and beyond it the valley spread out in a haze of smog and sunlight, the city a distant glitter.

I parked and killed the engine. Cleo didn’t move for a moment. She was staring up at the house with her mouth slightly open, her sketchbook clutched to her chest.

“Come on,” I said gently. “She doesn’t bite.”

“I know, I know.” She unbuckled her seatbelt and smoothed her dress down. “How do I look?”

“Perfect.”

The front door opened before we reached it. Sophia stepped out in a flowing cream dress that accentuated her natural glow. Though she was only a few weeks pregnant, there was an undeniable aura about her, a subtle fullness to her face and a brightness in her eyes that hadn’t been there before.

“Alexander!” she called out, her smile warm and genuine. “And Cleo! I’m so glad you both could make it.”

She stepped forward and embraced me first, her body warm against mine. Then she turned to Cleo, who stood frozen, her sketchbook clutched to her chest like a shield.

“Hello again,” Sophia said softly, extending her hand. “It’s lovely to see you under less aquatic circumstances.”

Cleo’s face flushed crimson. “I’m so sorry about that. I still can’t believe I—”

Sophia laughed. “Please, it was the most entertaining part of that day. I’ve been to hundreds of boring industry parties, but I’ve never had a beautiful girl pour water down my dress before. It was refreshing, literally.”

Cleo laughed nervously, relief washing over her features. “I’m glad you can laugh about it now.”

“I’m glad you’re here,” Sophia said, linking her arm through Cleo’s. “Your designs are extraordinary. Truly, I’ve been showing them to everyone.”

“You have?” Cleo’s voice squeaked with surprise.

“Of course! Talent like yours deserves to be celebrated.” Sophia turned to me. “My friend is here as well. She’s waiting on the balcony.”

I followed them through the grand entrance hall toward the back of the mansion.

The balcony was expansive, with sweeping views of the city below. A woman stood at the railing, her back to us, dark hair falling in waves down her back. She wore a simple but impeccably tailored dress that hugged her toned figure.

“Darling,” Sophia called, “they’re here.”

The woman turned, and I felt a jolt of recognition, not that I knew her, but that I should have known her. She was stunning, with high cheekbones, full lips, and eyes that held a knowing intelligence. Her olive skin glowed in the afternoon light, and when she smiled, her whole face transformed.

“Alexander, Cleo, this is my dear friend Isabelle,” Sophia said. “Isabelle, this is Alexander and his girlfriend Cleo.”

“Enchantée,” Isabelle said, her French accent wrapping around the word like silk. She extended her hand to me first, her grip firm but her skin soft. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

“The pleasure is mine,” I replied, feeling an immediate pull toward her, not just physical attraction, though that was certainly present, but something deeper, a recognition of kindred ambition.

Isabelle then turned to Cleo, who had gone completely still, her mouth slightly open.

“You’re Isabelle Bellefesse,” Cleo whispered, her voice filled with awe. “Oh my god, you’re Isabelle Bellefesse! The Isabelle Bellefesse!”

Isabelle’s eyes crinkled with amusement. “I believe I am, yes.”

Cleo dropped her sketchbook onto a nearby table with a thud. “I use your foundation every single day! The Radiant Glow formula? And the Midnight Rose lipstick? It’s the only one that actually stays on through dinner!” She stepped closer, her embarrassment forgotten in her excitement. “How did you get started? I mean, from influencer to a billion-dollar empire? Do you test all the products yourself? What’s your favorite product you’ve ever made?”

Isabelle laughed, the sound warm and genuine. “One question at a time, chérie. But yes, I test everything myself. My favorite? That’s like asking a mother to choose her favorite child.” She winked. “Though I’m particularly fond of our new serum collection.”

Sophia watched the exchange with a knowing smile. “I knew they’d get along,” she said to me quietly.

“Your designs are remarkable,” Isabelle said to Cleo, gesturing to the sketchbook. “Sophia showed me. You have a true gift for understanding the female form.”

Cleo beamed, her initial nervousness completely evaporated. “Thank you! That means so much coming from you.”

“Shall we sit?” Sophia suggested, gesturing to the comfortable seating area. “I’ve had some refreshments prepared.”

As we settled into the plush chairs, Isabelle turned to me. “Sophia has told me about your unique abilities, Alexander. Your clinic is quite remarkable.”

I glanced at Sophia, who nodded encouragingly. “I know,” I said. “The results speak for themselves.”

“One hundred percent success rate,” Sophia added, her hand moving unconsciously to her still-flat stomach. “After years of disappointment, Alexander gave me exactly what I needed.”

Isabelle’s gaze was direct, assessing. “Sophia has told me everything about those nights and what it meant for her.”

I felt a flush of heat. “I’m glad I could help.”

“Your business model fascinates me,” Isabelle continued, crossing her legs elegantly. “Such a specialized service, yet with universal appeal. It reminds me of my own beginnings.”

“So how did you build your empire?” Cleo chimed in eagerly, leaning forward. “I’ve read all the interviews, but I want to hear it from you.”

Isabelle smiled, clearly pleased by Cleo’s excitement. “It started with a blog, of course. I was just sharing my thoughts on beauty products, what worked, what didn’t. But I was honest, brutally so. People responded to that authenticity.”

She took a sip of her sparkling water. “Then I began creating my own formulas in my kitchen. Small batches at first, testing them on friends. When I launched my first product, a lip tint, it sold out in hours.”

“Smart,” I observed, genuinely interested. “You built a community before you built a company.”

“Exactly.” Isabelle’s eyes lit up. “The products came second. First, I created trust. When people believe in you, they’ll believe in what you create.”

As she spoke about her journey, the challenges of scaling production, the importance of maintaining quality, the delicate balance between exclusivity and accessibility, I found myself captivated not just by her beauty but by her business acumen. She had taken something as simple as makeup and transformed it into a luxury experience, a lifestyle brand that women around the world coveted.

And I began to see possibilities for my own gift.

“What you’ve done with your brand,” I said thoughtfully, “creating that sense of exclusivity while maintaining mass appeal, it’s impressive.”

Isabelle nodded. “The key is making people feel special while still allowing them access. It’s a delicate balance.”

“Like your fertility clinic,” Sophia added. “It’s exclusive, but the results are universal.”

Then Isabelle studied me for a long moment. “And I may have a proposition for you.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Oh?”

She set her glass down, her expression turning serious. “I need an heir, Alexander. Someone to take over my empire one day. I’ve built this from nothing, and I won’t see it handed to just anyone.” She glanced at Sophia. “Sophia has told me everything about your sexual abilities. About your exceptional genetics.”

Sophia nodded encouragingly. “Isabelle has been searching for the right father for years. She’s extremely selective.”

“I want a child with intelligence, strength and beauty,” Isabelle continued. “Someone who can carry on what I’ve built. And I believe you might be that man.”

“Alexander is perfect for this,” Cleo chimed in without hesitation, her eyes bright with excitement. “He’s amazing in so many ways … always has been.”

I smiled at her words, and Isabelle laughed. “You’re lucky to have such a handsome boyfriend, Cleo. And such a supportive one.”

“It’s no problem at all,” I said, feeling the familiar pull of my power responding to her. “I’d be happy to help. We could schedule it as soon as you’re ready.”

Isabelle’s lips curved into a smile. “I have an… office kink, if you will. I find the idea of being bred in my corporate headquarters rather appealing.” Her eyes held mine, bold and unapologetic. “Would that be acceptable to you? I have a penthouse on top of the building. Very private, very exclusive and very kinky.”

The image formed instantly in my mind: Isabelle spread across her executive desk, papers scattering as I claimed her, her French accent growing thicker with pleasure.

“That would be acceptable,” I said. “I suppose Sophia has told you about the breeding packages and so on?”

“Given me every detail,” Isabelle said with a wink.

“I’d be happy to book an appointment with you,” I said, feeling that familiar surge of power as Isabelle’s eyes darkened with desire. “I’ll let Alexis and Helen know. They manage my schedule.”

Isabelle leaned forward, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I’m willing to pay more to be moved up in the queue. Name your price.”

I smiled, shaking my head. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll make sure you get priority.”

Her face lit up with genuine pleasure. “Merci, Alexander. That means a great deal.”

Sophia clapped her hands together. “Now, Cleo, I’m dying to see more of your designs in person. Would you mind showing us?”

Isabelle turned her attention to Cleo, who immediately stiffened, her confidence evaporating. “Oh! Yes, of course.” She reached for her sketchbook, her hands trembling slightly. As she opened it, one of the pages slipped out and fluttered to the ground.

“I’m so sorry,” she stammered, bending down to retrieve it. “I’m usually not this clumsy.”

“Don’t apologize,” Sophia said warmly. “I was the same way when I was your age.”

Cleo nodded, taking a deep breath before laying the sketchbook on the table between us. “So, these are some initial concepts I’ve been working on for maternity wear that’s still sexy and sophisticated.”

She flipped through the pages, her voice growing stronger as she explained her vision. “I wanted to create pieces that celebrate the changing body rather than hide it. Like this wrap dress with the empire waist, it accentuates the bust and flows beautifully over the belly.”

Isabelle leaned in, studying the designs with genuine interest. “The cut here is brilliant,” she said, pointing to a pencil skirt design with strategic pleating. “It accommodates growth while maintaining the silhouette.”

“And this evening gown,” Sophia added, her finger tracing the outline of a flowing, goddess-style dress. “It’s stunning. I could see myself wearing this to the premiere next month.”

Cleo’s face flushed with pleasure. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely,” Sophia confirmed. “You have an incredible eye for lines and proportion.”

Isabelle nodded in agreement. “Your understanding of how fabric moves with the body is exceptional for someone so young.” She looked up at Cleo with a serious expression. “Have you considered that you might not need to go back to college?”

Cleo blinked in surprise. “What do you mean?”

“College can teach technique,” Isabelle explained, “but it can’t teach vision. You already have that in abundance. With your talent, you could be working directly with designers.”

“Are you serious?” Cleo’s voice was barely above a whisper.

“Completely,” Sophia chimed in. “I’ve worked with the best designers in the world, and I’m telling you, your work is on par with many of them.”

Isabelle flipped to another page. “I have contacts throughout the fashion industry who are always looking for fresh perspectives. Young, creative minds like yours are in high demand.”

“I… I don’t know what to say,” Cleo stammered, her eyes glistening with emotion.

“Say you’ll consider it,” Isabelle replied with a smile. “I’d be happy to make introductions when you’re ready.”

As the afternoon progressed, Cleo became more animated, her initial nervousness completely melting away as she discussed her designs with two women who clearly appreciated her talent.

By the time we were preparing to leave, she was floating with excitement, and I couldn’t have been prouder of her.

“Thank you both so much for your time and encouragement,” she said, carefully packing away her sketches.

“Our pleasure,” Sophia replied, giving Cleo a warm hug. “I’ll be in touch about commissioning those pieces.”

As we moved toward the door, Sophia pulled me aside. “I’ve missed you,” she whispered, her lips finding mine in a deep, passionate kiss that left us both breathless.

“I’ve missed you too,” I admitted, feeling that familiar pull toward her as I reminisced over our breeding day.

“Say hi to Madison.”

“I will,” I said and then she pulled away.

Isabelle watched us with interest, then stepped forward. “May I?” she asked, gesturing toward me.

I nodded, and she pressed her lips to mine. She rose onto her toes, one hand sliding up my chest while the other cupped the nape of my neck. When her lips met mine, they were plush, warm and incredibly soft for her age. Her lips parted, and I tasted the faint sweetness of sparkling water and the subtle hint of her lip gloss, a delicate berry flavor. Her breath was warm and sweet against my mouth, coming in soft, excited little puffs as she pressed closer.

Her tongue slipped forward, smooth and wet as it glided along mine in slow, sensual strokes. They slid together lazily, curling and teasing, the slick friction sending heat straight down my spine. Every time our tongues brushed, she let out a tiny, breathy sigh that vibrated against my lips. Her body melted into mine, her full breasts pressing warmly against my chest as the kiss deepened, growing wetter and more passionate.

When we finally parted, both of us were breathing harder. A thin string of saliva briefly connected our lips before breaking. Then she handed me her business card.

“Call me when you have a date for our appointment,” she said, her voice husky. Then she paused, her cheeks flushing pink. “Is this… part of your powers? This horny feeling?”

Sophia giggled. “Yes, that’s all him.”

Isabelle’s eyes widened. “May I… touch you?” she asked, her gaze dropping to my crotch.

“Go ahead,” I replied.

Her hand tentatively reached out, her eyes growing wider as she felt my size through my pants. “Mon Dieu,” she whispered. “Sophia wasn’t exaggerating.” She looked up at me with undisguised desire. “I can’t wait for you to fuck me.”

Neither could I.

* * *

The drive back to the mansion was filled with Cleo’s excited chatter about the meeting, the designs Sophia and Isabelle had praised, and the possibilities that had opened up for her.

“They really liked my work, Alex,” she said, bouncing in her seat. “Actually, real industry professionals thought my designs were good enough to commission. Can you believe it?”

“I can,” I replied with a smile. “Your talent is obvious to anyone with eyes.”

She continued to talk rapidly about the specific pieces they’d admired, the suggestions they’d made, and the connections Isabelle had promised to help her make. But as the initial excitement began to settle, I noticed her growing quieter, more contemplative.

“Everything okay?” I asked, glancing over at her.

Cleo nodded, but her expression had grown serious. “I’ve been thinking about something for a while now,” she said slowly. “Even before today’s meeting.”

“What’s that?”

She took a deep breath. “I’ve been seriously considering dropping out of college.”

I kept my eyes on the road, giving her space to continue.

“I just… I don’t enjoy it anymore,” she admitted. “The constant partying, the fake friends who only care about appearances, the heavy drinking culture. I feel so disconnected from it all.”

I nodded, understanding exactly what she meant. College had never been my path either.

“I want to fully commit to this new life with you,” she continued, her voice growing more passionate. “I love the luxurious, adventurous world we’re building. I want to contribute meaningfully, through fashion design for clients, helping brand the fertility empire, being by your side every day instead of being away at school.”

She paused, her expression clouding with worry. “But I’m scared about how Mom will react. She’s always pushed education so hard, especially for me. She sacrificed so much to make sure I could go to college.”

I reached over and squeezed her hand. “Alexis wants what’s best for you, Cleo. And if this is what makes you happy, she’ll support it.”

“Do you really think so?”

“I know so,” I assured her. “She’s already seen how much you’ve grown since coming here, how confident you’ve become. And after today’s meeting, how could she doubt your talent and potential?”

Cleo smiled, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. “I hope you’re right.”

“I know I’m right,” I said, glancing at her. “You’ve been happier here than I’ve ever seen you.”

Cleo reached over and placed her hand on top of mine as I drove. Her touch was warm and intimate.

“Alex,” she said softly, “I love you. You make me feel so safe and so wanted. Being part of your world, it’s like I’ve finally found where I belong.”

I squeezed her hand, feeling a rush of emotion. “You’ve always belonged, Cleo. You’ve always been my favorite person.”

She smiled, her eyes glistening. “I want to stay, Alex. I want to help build this empire with you. My designs, my creativity… I want to put it all into what we’re creating here.”

“I want that too,” I admitted. “You have so much talent, and I’ve been thinking about how you could really help brand the clinic. Create a line of clothing that reflects the luxury, the intimacy of what we offer.”

Cleo’s eyes lit up. “That’s exactly what I was thinking! We could create something elegant yet sensual, something that makes women feel beautiful and sexy.”

She leaned closer, her hand moving from mine to rest on my thigh. “I’m so excited about this,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “About us.”

I placed my hand over hers, feeling the warmth of her skin. “Me too. I never imagined we’d be here, but it feels right.”

Cleo’s fingers traced small circles on my thigh, the gesture intimate and promising. “I’ve been thinking about that night at the beach,” she said softly. “About how perfect it felt.”

“Me too,” I admitted, my voice growing husky.

I could feel the pull of my powers responding to her proximity, to the intimacy of the moment. We kissed and then I had to turn my attention back to the road.

* * *

“We’re home,” I said as the mansion came into view. Reluctantly, I removed my hand from hers, needing to focus on the driveway.

As we pulled up to the entrance, I could see Alexis waiting in the main living room through the large windows. She smiled and waved when she spotted us.

“Ready to tell Alexis about Isabelle?” I asked Cleo as we got out of the car.

“Ready as I’ll ever be,” she replied with a nervous smile.

We walked inside together, and Alexis greeted us warmly.

“How did the meeting go?” she asked, giving us both quick hugs.

“It went really well,” I said. “Sophia’s friend Isabelle wants the romantic package.”

Alexis raised an eyebrow. “Full name?”

“Isabelle Bellefesse,” Cleo supplied, unable to keep the excitement from her voice.

Alexis’s eyes widened. “The Isabelle Bellefesse? The makeup billionaire?”

Cleo nodded vigorously. “Yes! Can you believe it? She’s going to be a client!”

“That’s great news,” Alexis said, clearly impressed. “When do you want to schedule her?”

I shrugged. “Whenever works. I told her you and Helen would handle all the details.”

Alexis nodded. “We’ll take care of everything, the scheduling, paperwork, all of it. You don’t need to worry about any of that.”

“Sophia loved my designs,” Cleo added, her face glowing with pride. “She wants to commission several pieces for her pregnancy. I was so nervous during the presentation, but they were both so supportive.”

Alexis’s expression softened as she looked at Cleo. “That’s wonderful, sweetheart. I’m so proud of you.” She gave me a knowing smile. “And a new high-profile client is excellent news for the clinic.”

“Definitely,” I agreed.

As we settled at the table, I couldn’t help but think about what Cleo had said in the car. About staying, about building something together. The idea filled me with excitement and anticipation. This was just the beginning.


Chapter 3

Iwoke to gray morning light and the sound of the ocean.

Cleo was pressed against my chest, her arm wrapped around my waist, her knees tucked up against mine. Her hair was spread across my shoulder and the pillow beneath us, and the room smelled like her, like sleep and warmth and the faint trace of the perfume she’d worn to Sophia’s. I lay still for a moment, listening to her breathe, and let the quiet settle around me. Yesterday, we visited Sophia and Isabelle. Madison wanted a night to herself, so she slept in one of the guest rooms.

Cleo wasn’t fully asleep. I could tell by the way her fingers moved, small restless contractions against my ribs, like she was holding on to something she wasn’t sure she could keep. Her breathing was too shallow, too uneven for deep sleep. She’d been lying there, thinking, probably for a while.

I ran my hand slowly up and down her arm. “Morning,” I said quietly.

She didn’t say anything for a moment. Then she pressed her face harder into my chest.

“Morning,” she finally said back, her voice small and muffled.

I kissed the top of her head and she shifted, pulling herself closer.

“You’ve been awake,” I said.

“A little while,” she admitted.

“What’s going on?”

She was quiet again. Her thumb traced a slow line across my ribs. Outside, the waves were low and steady, rolling in and pulling back, the same flow they kept all night whether anyone was listening or not.

“I keep thinking about Mom,” she said.

I waited.

“About the college thing.” She shifted, lifting her chin so I could see her face. Her eyes were soft but there was something tight behind them, a worry she’d been carrying around since before she’d even said the words out loud in the car. “I’ve been lying here going through it over and over. What I’m going to say. How she’s going to look at me.”

“Tell me what you’re afraid of,” I said.

She let out a slow breath. “You know, she paid for all of it. Tuition, housing, books, the whole thing. She worked extra shifts so I wouldn’t have to take out loans. She’s always been so proud that I was going to finish, that I was going to have a degree and a real career and not have to struggle the way she did.” Cleo’s voice had gone tight at the edges. “And now I want to just… not go back.”

“I know,” I said. I knew what Alexis had done for her, or for us.

“She’s going to think I wasted everything she gave me.”

“She’s not going to think that.”

“You don’t know that.” She pushed up slightly, propping herself on one elbow. “She’s going to look at me and see four years of her life, all those extra hours, all that money, and she’s going to wonder what the point was. And I don’t know how to explain to her that I’m not throwing it away. That I’m not just being stupid or impulsive or distracted by all of this.” She gestured vaguely at the room, the mansion, everything it represented.

I sat up a little and looked at her directly. Her hair was tangled and her eyes were bare and honest in the morning light.

“Cleo,” I said. “Think about what happened yesterday.”

She looked at me.

“Sophia Laurent commissioned your work. Isabelle Bellefesse told you that you have vision that can’t be taught. Those aren’t small things. Those are the kinds of things people spend four years in school hoping might eventually happen to them, and they happened to you in one afternoon. Also, Mom knows you’re in love with me now. It’s a big difference.”

She bit her lip. “I know.”

“You’re not throwing your future away,” I said. “You’re choosing a better one. One where you actually get to do what you love, every day, here with us, building something more valuable. A degree is a piece of paper that tells people you might be capable of something. What Sophia and Isabelle said to you yesterday tells them you already are.”

She looked down at her hands for a moment. “I just don’t want her to feel like her sacrifices were wasted.”

“They weren’t. They got you here. They made you the person who walked into that meeting yesterday and blew two of the most discerning women in the world completely away.” I reached out and tilted her chin up. “Nothing she gave you was wasted, Cleo. Not a single thing.”

Her eyes had gone glassy. She blinked a few times, pressing her lips together.

“Will you come with me?” she asked. “When I talk to her.”

“Of course.”

“You’re not just saying that?”

“I’ll be right there,” I said. “The whole time.”

She exhaled, and I felt some of the tension she’d been holding all morning finally release. She leaned in and kissed me, the kind of kiss that wasn’t asking for anything except to be close. Then she laid her head back on my chest and I held her for a few more minutes while the light grew stronger against the glass.

* * *

When we’d fully woken up, showered and dressed, we found Alexis in the kitchen.

She was at the counter with her coffee, still in her robe, reading something on her phone. She looked up when we came in and smiled, the warm, reflexive smile she gave whenever she saw us both together.

Then she looked at Cleo’s face and the smile shifted into something more attentive. “Morning,” she said carefully. “You two want tea?”

“Please,” Cleo said.

Alexis poured two cups, and we settled at the kitchen table, the three of us, the morning light coming in flat and warm through the windows. Cleo wrapped both hands around her cup and stared into it for a moment. I sat beside her, close enough that our arms were touching.

“Mom,” Cleo said. “I need to talk to you about something.”

Alexis set her own cup down. She looked at me once, reading the room, then back at her daughter. “Okay.”

Cleo took a breath. “I’m not going back to college after the summer.”

The kitchen was quiet. Alexis didn’t react immediately. She just looked at Cleo with that steady, patient gaze she had, the one that never gave anything away before she was ready.

“Tell me why,” Alexis said.

Cleo nodded, like she’d been waiting for permission to say the rest. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while. Not just since coming here. I’ve been unhappy there for a long time and I kept telling myself it would get better or that I just needed to push through. But it’s not getting better.” She looked up from her mug. “The people there, the whole social thing, the drinking, the parties, none of it means anything to me. I’ve been going through the motions and I’ve hated every week of it.”

Alexis was still listening, her expression unreadable but not closed.

“I want to stay here,” Cleo continued, her voice steadier now that she’d started. “I want to be part of what we’re building. I want to pursue the work that Sophia and Isabelle actually want from me.” She paused. “I know what you gave up to pay for school. I know every hour of it. And I’m not saying none of that mattered. It did. It got me here and it made me who I am. But finishing a degree I don’t want, in a place that makes me miserable, just to have a piece of paper, that’s not the future you worked for me to have. You worked for me to be happy and to be free. And this is where I’m happy.”

Alexis looked at her for a long moment. Then she looked at me. “You knew about this?” she asked.

“She told me in the car yesterday,” I said. “I told her she should talk to you. And I told her I’d be here when she did.”

Alexis looked at me for a moment longer, then back at Cleo. Something in her expression had already begun to settle, a quiet resolution working its way through whatever conflict she’d been holding.

“I’m not surprised,” she said finally.

Cleo blinked. “You’re not?”

“No.” Alexis picked up her cup and turned it slowly in her hands. “I’ve watched you since you came back from the summer. The way you move through this house, the way you talk about your work and the way you look at Alexander.” She said that last part gently, without judgment, her eyes soft. “You’re not the same girl.”

Cleo’s throat moved. She didn’t say anything.

“Sophia Laurent wants your designs,” Alexis continued, her voice steady. “Isabelle Bellefesse told you that you have vision that can’t be taught. Do you have any idea how many people spend their entire lives chasing a moment like that and never get it?” She shook her head. “I paid for that education because I wanted you to have options. I wanted doors open to you. But those doors are already open. They opened yesterday afternoon in Beverly Hills, and I’d be a fool to tell you to walk back through the one I built when there are better ones right in front of you.”

Cleo made a sound that was halfway between a laugh and a sob. She pressed the back of her hand to her mouth.

“Come here,” Alexis said.

Cleo set her cup down and moved around the table. Alexis stood and folded her into a hug, both arms wrapped tight around her daughter’s shoulders, her chin resting against Cleo’s hair. Cleo gripped the back of her robe and held on.

“I’m proud of you,” Alexis said quietly, and I heard the weight she put behind it, all the years of early mornings and extra shifts just so she could raise us. “I am so proud of you. Not because of Sophia or Isabelle or any of that. Because you knew what you wanted and you were honest with me about it even when you were terrified. That takes more guts than finishing a degree you hate.”

Cleo pulled back just enough to look at her. Her eyes were wet. “I didn’t want to waste everything you gave me.”

“You didn’t waste a single thing.” Alexis cupped her face in both hands, the way she’d done when we were small. “Your happiness matters more than any piece of paper. It always has. That was always the point.”

Cleo laughed, wiping her eyes with the sleeve of her sweater. “Okay. Now I really feel like an idiot for lying awake half the night.”

“You’re my daughter,” Alexis said, smoothing her hair back. “You were always going to lie awake half the night. It’s hereditary.”

I sat back and let the moment breathe. There was nothing for me to add. Some things didn’t need a third voice.

Cleo came back around to her chair and dropped into it, still wiping at the corners of her eyes but smiling now. She reached over and grabbed my hand under the table and squeezed it once.

“Okay,” she said, taking a long breath. “Okay. I’m going to work on some design today. I want to put together a proper concept brief for the clinic branding. Something I can actually show you both and get feedback on.”

“I’d love to see it,” Alexis said, settling back into her chair with her coffee. She glanced at me then. “Speaking of today.” She gave me a look I recognized. “You have six clients coming in this afternoon. First one arrives at two.”

“All booked?”

“All confirmed. Helen briefed them yesterday.” She picked up her phone and checked something. “She’ll walk you through it before they arrive.”

“I’ll be ready,” I said.

Cleo was already pulling her sketchbook from the bag she’d left on the kitchen chair the night before, flipping to a clean page with the focused look she got when something had clicked into place inside her head. The weight was gone from her shoulders. She looked lighter than she had in weeks.

* * *

The six women came and went through the afternoon the way they always did, one after another. I gave each of them my full attention. I didn’t rush. I never did. I kissed, loved and undressed them, one by one. I used my fertility powers, making them wet and excited. By now, I’d lost count of how many women I’d bred, but it felt equally as good every time they said, “Oh my god,” when they saw my cock and the moan that followed when I pushed it inside.

By the time the last one left, the sun had dropped low over the water and the house had gone quiet. I showered, pulled on a clean shirt, and found Cleo in my room.

She was sitting cross-legged on the bed with her sketchbook in her lap, but she wasn’t drawing. She’d set the pencil down and was staring out at the darkening ocean through the glass wall. She turned when she heard me come in, and her face did the thing it had started doing recently, opening up all at once like she wasn’t bothering to compose it first.

“How were they?” she asked.

“Good,” I said, dropping onto the bed beside her. “All good.”

She closed the sketchbook and set it aside, then shifted and curled into me, her head finding my shoulder. I put my arm around her and she pulled my hand into her lap, holding it in both of hers.

“I feel like I can breathe,” she said. “I didn’t realize how much I was bracing for that conversation until it was over.”

“I told you she’d be okay.”

“You did.” She tilted her head back to look at me. “You were right. Again. I hate that.”

I laughed quietly. She pressed closer.

“I’m happy,” she said. “I want you to know that.” She paused. “I want to be here. I want to build this with you. I want to be part of it for real, not just the girl staying in the guest room.”

“You’ve never been just that,” I said.

“I know. But now I want to stop pretending I might leave.” She looked up at me again, her eyes clear and steady. “I love you. I’m staying. That’s it.”

I kissed her. She made a small sound against my mouth and pressed into it, her fingers tightening around mine. I pulled her closer with my other hand, palming the curve of her backside through the fabric of her shorts, and she laughed against my lips.

I held her like that for a moment, my hand warm against the familiar shape of her, and I thought about the two of us growing up in a house with thinner walls and a yard that needed mowing. Cleo at fifteen stealing my hoodie and refusing to give it back. Cleo at seventeen dragging me to a terrible movie just so she didn’t have to go alone. All those years of knowing her better than anyone, the way she laughed too loud at her own jokes and cried at commercials and got fiercely, unreasonably competitive at games. I’d loved her through all of it without ever knowing it would eventually become this, something fuller and deeper and more true than anything I’d expected.

“Good,” I said against her mouth. “Because I’m not letting you go anywhere.”

She smiled, tucking her face against my throat. We stayed like that for a while, the room going darker around us as the last of the light left the water.

* * *

After dinner, Helen found me on the terrace and told me she and Alexis wanted to sit down before the night got away from them. I followed her inside to the study, where Alexis was already settled on the small sofa with a legal pad in her lap and a glass of water on the table beside her. Helen took the chair across from her. I sat between them.

“Isabelle,” Helen said, without preamble.

“You called her today?”

“This afternoon, while you were with the second client.” Helen crossed her legs and set her own notepad on her knee. “The Romantic Package is confirmed. She wants to start the day after tomorrow.”

I leaned back. “That’s fast.”

“She’s decisive,” Helen said, with a tone that suggested she approved of this quality. “And she has a specific setup in mind. She doesn’t want to come here.”

“She mentioned that at Sophia’s estate,” I said. “The penthouse office.”

Helen nodded. “Her corporate headquarters, top floor. She has a private suite attached to her main office, with a bedroom, a lounge, and a full bath. She uses it when she’s working late or traveling for business. She said it’s entirely self-contained and completely private.”

Alexis was writing something on her legal pad, her reading glasses pushed up into her hair. She looked up. “She wants four days. Thursday through Saturday overnight, with the final morning on Sunday before you come home.”

“That’s long,” I said. It wasn’t unusual by any means, but it always stroked my ego when they wanted me for longer.

“It’s the full Romantic,” Helen said. “Dinners together each evening, private time during the day and love sessions every night. She was very clear about the structure. She wants it to feel like a real experience, not a business transaction.”

“Of course,” I said, knowing that was a common wish from many women by now.

“The payment came through this afternoon,” Alexis added, setting the pen down.

I looked at her. “Already?”

“She doesn’t hesitate when she wants something,” Helen said, and I heard a note of quiet admiration in it. “She also made a specific request for privacy. No staff involvement beyond the two of us handling the logistics here. No documentation beyond what’s legally necessary. She wants absolute discretion.”

“That’s standard,” I said.

“She was more emphatic about it than most,” Alexis said. “Just like Sophia, she has a public profile to protect. A pregnancy from a private arrangement, even one as legitimate as ours, could create complications for her brand if it came out the wrong way.” She paused. “I told her that discretion is something we take seriously. She seemed satisfied with Sophia’s results.”

Helen flipped to the next page of her notes. “We’ve already cleared your schedule for those four days. The clients we had booked for Thursday and Friday have been moved to the following week. I called each of them personally and offered a small courtesy discount for the inconvenience. No one pushed back.”

“You didn’t have to do that,” I said.

“We wanted to,” Alexis said simply. “This is a significant client. It warrants the full focus.”

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on my knees. “Did she mention anything else?”

Helen set her notepad aside and considered the question. “Her profile is straightforward in some ways. She’s not coming to us because she’s struggled with fertility. She’s coming because she wants the best possible genetics for her child. She’s built a billion-dollar company from nothing and she intends to pass it on. She wants a child with intelligence, physical strength, and the kind of constitution that holds up under pressure. She’s been researching this for over a month. Sophia’s results were the final piece of evidence she needed.”

“She’s selective,” Alexis said.

“Extremely,” Helen agreed.

I nodded. “She told me as much at Sophia’s. She said she’d been searching for the right person for years.”

“There’s one more thing,” Alexis said, and her tone shifted slightly, the way it did when she was about to tell me something she’d been holding back until the right moment. She set the legal pad down entirely and looked at me directly. “Isabelle has a very specific psychological dynamic that tends to show up in her personal life. From what Sophia shared with me, and from what I picked up in our brief call with her this afternoon, she has a strong employer-employee fantasy. A boss dynamic.”

I looked at her. “Meaning what exactly?”

“Meaning she’s most comfortable, most aroused, in a context where she’s the one with authority. The executive. The one who gives instructions and expects them to be followed.” Alexis held my gaze. “She’ll almost certainly want some kind of roleplay built into the experience. She may frame it as though you’re working for her, at least in the beginning. It’s how she gets comfortable.”

Helen added, “It fits her profile. She’s spent twenty years being the most powerful person in every room she walks into. That kind of control becomes identity. In her personal life, she may want to inhabit it even more fully before she can let her guard down.”

I sat with that for a moment. The image of Isabelle at Sophia’s balcony came back to me: the directness in her eyes, the way she’d handled everything on her own terms, the way she’d reached out and touched me without asking twice. There was nothing fragile about her. But underneath all that control, I could already sense the shape of what she needed.

“So she wants to be the boss,” I said.

“At first,” Alexis said. “Until she doesn’t.”

I smiled slowly. “I can work with that.”

“I know you can,” Alexis said, and there was warmth in it, not just confidence in my abilities, but something more personal, the quiet pride she’d started showing more freely in the last few weeks. “Just don’t disappoint her.”

“I won’t,” I said.

Helen closed her notepad. “We’ll have a full brief ready for you by tomorrow evening. Isabelle’s assistant is sending over the building access details and a schedule outline for each day. We’ll go through it together before you leave Thursday morning.”

Alexis stood and collected her things, pausing to squeeze my shoulder as she passed. “Get some rest tonight,” she said. “Tomorrow’s light. Use it.”

She and Helen drifted out together, already talking quietly between themselves about something logistical, the two of them slipping back into the easy working rhythm they’d developed over the past weeks. I stayed in the study a few minutes longer, turning the shape of Thursday over in my mind.

Four days. Isabelle’s world, Isabelle’s terms, at least to start. I was already looking forward to it.

* * *

Later that evening, I found Madison on the terrace. She was stretched out on the longer of the two loungers with her bare feet up on the armrest, a glass of white wine balanced on her stomach, looking out at the water. The lights from the house reached just far enough to catch the gold in her hair and the line of her shoulder. She turned her head when she heard the door.

“How was the meeting?” she asked.

“Productive,” I said, dropping into the chair beside her. “Isabelle’s confirmed. Day after tomorrow.”

“Four days?”

“Four days.”

Madison made a low, impressed sound. She lifted the wine glass and took a slow sip, then rested it back on her stomach. “Four days alone with you.”

I chuckled. “You can have me whenever you want.”

She pressed her lips to my cheek. “I know.”

Then she was quiet for a moment as if she were thinking about something else entirely.

“My mom called me twice today,” she said finally, her voice carrying a small, private amusement.

“What did she want?”

“You.” She glanced over at me, her mouth pulling into a grin she was only half trying to suppress. “She wanted to know what you eat for breakfast. Whether you prefer coffee or tea. If you work out every morning or just most mornings.” She paused. “She asked me what cologne you wear.”

I laughed. “She asked about my cologne?”

“She said she wanted to send a thank you gift and needed to know your preferences.” Madison tilted her head. “She was lying. She just wanted an excuse to ask about you.”

“How many times did she bring you up in the same conversation?”

“Zero,” Madison said. “It was a forty-minute call entirely about you.”

I grinned. “I’m flattered.”

“You should be.” She swirled the wine. “I think she’s in love with you, honestly. Or at least the idea of you. She keeps using words like remarkable and substantial.” She looked at me with raised eyebrows. “I’m choosing not to think too hard about what substantial means.”

“Probably my personality,” I said.

“Absolutely your personality.” She smiled, and then it softened into something quieter. She looked back at the water.

I watched her for a moment. There was something she wasn’t quite saying, sitting just behind the easy humor. “How is she actually doing? Beyond the cologne questions.”

Madison was quiet for a moment. The wine glass stilled on her stomach. “Struggling, I think. She’d never say it, not to me, not to anyone. She’s stubborn about that stuff. Has been my whole life.” She picked at the edge of the label on the glass with her thumbnail. “But I know the signs. She’s been picking up extra work, canceling small things she used to enjoy, the gym membership, the wine subscription she had for years. Little things. The kind you cut when the margins get tight.”

“She’s welcome here,” I said. “Any time. If she needs help, if she just needs a place to breathe for a while, the door’s open.”

Madison looked at me then, and for a moment, the easy humor was completely gone, and what was underneath it was something much more honest. “Thank you,” she said quietly. “I’ll keep that in mind.”

She reached over and found my hand in the dark and held it, her thumb moving slowly across my knuckles. We sat like that until the wine was gone and the lights inside the mansion had started going off one by one.


Chapter 4

Thursday morning arrived bright and clean, the kind of light that came off the ocean and made everything look slightly more serious than it was.

I showered, standing under the hot water longer than necessary, letting the heat work into my shoulders. When I stepped out and wrapped a towel around my waist, I found that Maya had already been in. She was like that, quiet and efficient and always one step ahead. My clothes were laid out on the bench at the foot of the bed, pressed to a sharpness that made the fabric look almost architectural. Dark charcoal trousers with a clean break at the hem. A white dress shirt, the good one, with the subtle texture in the weave. A pair of black Oxford shoes buffed to a low, serious shine. No tie. The top button open. She’d thought about it, I could tell, the balance between polished and approachable, between power and ease.

I dressed without overthinking it. The shirt settled across my shoulders and I buttoned it from the bottom up, watching myself in the mirror without vanity, just checking. I looked like someone who had somewhere important to be, which I did.

I was carrying my jacket through the main hall when Cleo appeared from the direction of the kitchen, barefoot, her hair loose, still holding a piece of toast. She looked me up and down with exaggerated appreciation.

“Okay,” she said. “Isabelle is going to die.”

“That’s the goal,” I said.

“You leaving already?”

“Yup … she wanted me there early.”

“Oh, wait.” She grabbed my arm. “Can you ask her if she has some new makeup to spare?”

I looked at her.

“Just casually,” she said, waving the toast. “You don’t have to make it a whole thing. Just, I don’t know, mention my name in a positive context while she’s in a very good mood.” She gave me a pointed look. “Which, based on your track record, should be fairly early in the evening.”

I laughed. “I’ll ask.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.” I leaned down and kissed her forehead. She grabbed the front of my shirt briefly, then let go, smoothing the fabric back down with both palms.

“Don’t wrinkle it,” she said.

“You just wrinkled it.”

“I fixed it. There’s a difference.” She stepped back and looked me over again, something warm and proprietary in her expression. “Okay. Go be a Greek fertility god.”

Madison was in the kitchen doorway with her tea, an oversized shirt, her hair loose. She raised the cup at me. “Go knock her up,” she said simply.

I kissed her once, quick and clean.

Alexis was near the entrance, and she straightened my collar without being asked. “You ready to go?”

I nodded. “Ready to love a beautiful woman.”

She kissed my forehead proudly. “That’s my boy.”

“Helen’s already spoken with Isabelle’s assistant this morning. Everything is in order.” She held my gaze for a moment. “Be present with her. She’s not coming to you for a transaction.”

“I know,” I said.

She nodded and stepped back. Helen appeared from the study doorway and gave me a slow, approving look. “You look the part,” she said. “Now go play it.”

* * *

The Lamborghini ate up the miles between the coast and the city in the way it always did, the engine low beneath me, the skyline building itself up against the blue as I came off the freeway and into the grid of downtown. Isabelle’s corporate headquarters were on a clean, wide avenue in the financial district, the kind of street where every building competed quietly with the next for the most serious facade. Hers won.

It was a twenty-story tower of pale stone and dark glass, French in its proportions in a way that was easy to miss until you looked directly at it. The windows were taller than they needed to be. The stonework at the entry had a carved quality. The signage was small and confident, the brand name in a typeface that didn’t need to shout. It looked exactly like what it was: the physical address of someone who had earned every square foot of it.

I pulled into the underground garage and found the reserved space that Isabelle’s assistant had flagged in the confirmation message. I killed the engine and sat for a moment in the quiet, letting the transition happen, the coast behind me and the city around me and the next four days ahead.

I hopped out. A woman was waiting at the elevator bank. She was tall, with dark hair pulled back in a sleek knot, and she was wearing a fitted blazer. She smiled when she saw me, and the smile was professional but not entirely.

“Mr. Alexander,” she said. “I’m Celeste. Ms. Bellefesse’s executive assistant. I’ll take you up.”

“Thank you,” I said.

She swiped a card at the elevator panel and the doors opened immediately. Inside, she pressed the button for the top floor without looking at it. She stood with her hands clasped in front of her, facing forward, but I noticed her glance at me twice in the mirrored wall of the elevator before she caught herself and looked away. The third time she didn’t look away quite as quickly.

The elevator opened directly into a private anteroom. The floor was pale limestone. The walls were paneled in a warm white with applied molding in a classical French style, clean and unadorned but intentional. A single large painting hung on the far wall, a contemporary piece in muted gold and ivory that I didn’t recognize but that felt expensive in the way only original work did.

Celeste led me through a set of double doors and into the suite itself, and I took it in without rushing.

The main room was enormous. Big windows on three sides opened the space to the city in every direction, the skyline spread out below in a way that made the room feel suspended above it. The light was extraordinary, the kind that came from being high enough that nothing blocked it. The furniture was French in its bones but modern in its execution: a long sofa in pale linen, a pair of deep armchairs in a soft ivory boucle, a low table in aged brass and marble. The bookshelves were built into the walls and filled not decoratively but actually used, spines broken and pages marked. A writing desk near the window was clear except for a single lamp and a leather notebook.

Beyond the main room, through an arched opening, I could see the lounge, smaller and more intimate, with a bar cart, two club chairs facing each other, and a low table set with a crystal decanter and two glasses. Beyond that, a hallway led to what I assumed was the bedroom and bathroom.

Celeste excused herself quietly, telling me that Ms. Bellefesse would be with me shortly, and then she was gone, the double doors closing behind her without a sound.

I moved to the windows and looked out. The city stretched in every direction, flat and enormous, the streets below reduced to thin lines and the buildings across the avenue made small by the height. From up here you could see the logic of it all, the grid, the clusters of density and the way the freeways carved through everything like seams. I understood, standing there, why someone would choose to work at this altitude. It made you feel powerful.

I heard her footsteps before I saw her. Then she came through the arched opening from the hallway, and I turned. She was wearing a cream silk blouse tucked into wide-leg trousers in a deep caramel, the fabric moving with her as she crossed the room. Her dark hair fell in waves past her shoulders, catching the window light as she moved. She was tall, nearly as tall as I’d remembered from Sophia’s balcony.

She smiled when she saw me, and the smile reached her eyes immediately. “Alexander,” she said, and even my name sounded different in her mouth, the accent rounding the vowels, giving it a warmth that the English version didn’t quite have. She crossed to me and took both my hands briefly in hers, squeezing once before releasing them. “Thank you for coming. I know it is a bit of a drive from the coast.”

“Worth every mile,” I said, and I meant it plainly.

Her eyes moved over me once. “You look even better than I remembered,” she said. “And I remembered quite well.”

“So do you.”

Chuckling, she gestured toward the lounge. “Come. I had Celeste set something out. I thought we’d eat here this evening rather than go out. More private.”

The bar cart had been supplemented with a small side table, and on it were two covered dishes, a basket of bread, and a bottle of Burgundy already opened and breathing. She poured without asking, handing me a glass and taking her own to one of the club chairs. She sat with the ease of someone entirely at home, crossing one long leg over the other, her wine resting on the armrest.

I settled into the chair across from her. Between us the city burned through the windows, orange and gold in the late afternoon.

“Sophia told me you have been busy,” she said.

“The clinic keeps its own schedule,” I said. “I try to keep up.”

She tilted her head, studying me over the rim of her glass. “She also tells me you are not at all what she expected when she first heard about you. But you gave her a surprise she’d never forget.”

“Is that what convinced you?” I asked.

“Partly.” She swirled her wine slowly. “Mostly it was the result. Sophia has been trying for years. Years of specialists and protocols and disappointment. Then she spends four days with you and her doctor uses the word textbook.” She looked at me steadily. “That is not a coincidence. That is not good luck. That is something specific to you.”

“It is,” I said simply.

She nodded, accepting that without needing more. I appreciated that about her already, the way she didn’t require things to be explained at length once she’d decided she understood them.

“Tell me about the empire,” I said. “Not the version in the press. The real one.”

Something shifted in her expression, a small, pleased surprise, as if she hadn’t expected that question first. She settled deeper into the chair.

“It started with honesty,” she said. “I was twenty-four, living in a studio in the sixth arrondissement, writing a blog that maybe three hundred people read. I was reviewing products. Lipsticks, serums, foundations. And I was honest in a way that the industry was not used to. I would say this one is overpriced and does nothing. I would say this one is extraordinary and they do not advertise with anyone so no one talks about it.” She smiled at the memory. “I made enemies very quickly.”

“And friends,” I said.

“And readers. Which became customers. Which became a community.” She turned the glass in her hand. “When I launched my first product, a lip tint in four shades, I made it in small batches in a rented kitchen. I sold out in six hours. Not because of advertising. Because people trusted me.”

“You built the distribution before the product,” I said.

She pointed at me. “Exactly. The product is easy. Trust is the hard part. Trust takes years.” She paused. “What I have built, the manufacturing, the retail partnerships, the brand architecture, it took me fifteen years to make it look effortless. And now it runs. Now it generates money faster than I can deploy it intelligently.” She looked at me directly. “And I have no one to leave it to.”

The room was quiet for a moment. She said it without self-pity, the way she probably said most things she’d already accepted.

“That’s why you’re here,” I said.

“Yes.” She reached forward and lifted the covers from the dishes, revealing a simple, beautiful meal. Roasted chicken, something with butter and herbs, and a grain dish with roasted vegetables. She handed me a plate. “But not only why,” she added, and her tone changed slightly, becoming more direct in a different way, a warmer direction. “Sophia was very thorough in her description of your four days together. Very thorough.”

I smiled. “She’s generous with her praise.”

“She is not generous with anything,” Isabelle said, with a small, dry laugh. “That is what made it convincing.” She took a bite, chewed, considered. “She said you made her feel genuinely desired. Not serviced but desired.” She looked at me across the table. “Do you understand the difference?”

“Yes,” I said.

“I believe you do.” She picked up her wine. “I have had men who were technically accomplished. Who knew the mechanics. Who could perform indefinitely.” She said it without embarrassment, the way she might describe a product that had failed testing. “But there is a difference between a man who is doing a thing and a man who wants you. Who looks at you like you are exactly what he was thinking about.” She paused. “I have not had the second kind in a very long time.”

“How long?” I asked.

She thought about it seriously, which I liked. She didn’t deflect. “I was twenty-nine,” she said. “A photographer. Completely impractical man. No money, no ambition, no plan. But he looked at me like I was the only interesting thing in any room we walked into.” She smiled, but it was a little sad at the edges. “I was still a bit wild then. Still the kind of woman who would do things she’d think about for years afterward.” She looked at me. “I have been sensible for a very long time, Alexander. I am very tired of being sensible.”

I let that sit between us for a moment, the way it deserved to.

“And the pregnancy,” I said. “You want both things. Not one or the other.”

“I want everything,” she said simply. “I want a child with exceptional genetics, with intelligence and physical strength and the constitution to carry something as heavy as what I’ve built. And I want to feel like a woman again. Not a CEO, not a brand … a woman who is wanted and taken and completely out of her own head for a few days.” She looked at me with those green-hazel eyes, steady and unapologetic. “Is that too much to ask?”

“Not even slightly,” I said.

She smiled, and this time there was nothing sad in it.

We ate and talked for another hour, the conversation moving the way good conversation did when two people were genuinely interested in each other, finding its own pace and doubling back and opening new doors without forcing anything. She asked about the clinic, about how it had started, and I told her the honest version, how I’d inherited it after my father’s death. She asked about Madison and Cleo and I told her about both of them, and she listened in the way she had, fully present, her eyes on mine without checking her phone once.

The dishes were mostly cleared and the wine was down to the last inch in each glass when I set mine down and looked at her directly. It was time to get down to business.

“So,” I said. “Tell me what you want. Not the pregnancy part. We’ve covered that. Tell me what you actually want these four days to look like.”

She didn’t answer immediately. She turned her glass slowly on the armrest. The city had gone fully dark behind her now, the skyline lit up in orange and white and the occasional pulse of red from a tower light far out on the horizon.

“You are asking what I am into,” she said.

“I am.”

She looked at me for a long moment, and I could see her deciding something, weighing the distance between what she was used to keeping private and what she’d actually come here for. Then she set the glass down and folded her hands in her lap with the composed precision of someone who ran board meetings.

“I want you to be my boss,” she said.

I held her gaze. “Say more.”

“I want you to be the young executive. New to the company. Brought in above me, given full authority over everything, including me.” Her voice stayed level but something underneath it had shifted, a warmth working its way into the edges. “I want to be the one who has to answer you. Who can’t say no to you. Who tries to stay professional and can’t.” She paused. “I want to be taken in my own office by a man who has complete power over me.”

I sat with that for a moment. It was somewhat similar to what Alexis and Helen had told me. Then I said, honestly, “I expected the opposite.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“I thought you’d want to be in charge,” I said. “You’re the most powerful person in every room you walk into. I figured you’d want to stay that way.”

The corner of her mouth lifted. “That is exactly why I don’t.” She leaned forward slightly, her elbows on her knees, and the composure she’d been wearing all evening shifted into something more direct and more playful at once. “Alexander, I have been the boss for fifteen years. I give instructions to hundreds of employees. I walk into rooms and everyone adjusts. I have not been told what to do by anyone in so long I have almost forgotten what it feels like.”

She looked at me with those steady green-hazel eyes. “I am very tired of being in charge.”

“So you want to be the clumsy employee,” I said.

She laughed. “The very clumsy one. The one who cannot keep her hands to herself in the presence of the devastatingly attractive new superior who has been given authority over her entire department.” She tilted her head. “The one who gets bent over her own desk for it.”

“I can do that,” I said.

“I suspected you could.” She stood, smoothing the front of her trousers with both hands, and nodded toward the hallway that led to the back of the suite. “Come. I have something for you.”

I followed her through the arched opening and down a short hall. She pushed open a door on the left and reached inside to turn on a light. It was a dressing room, long and narrow, fitted with built-in wardrobes on both sides. She moved to the far end and slid open one of the panels, revealing a small selection of men’s clothing hanging in a neat row.

“I had these brought in this afternoon,” she said, stepping back. “Celeste took your measurements from the information your clinic provided.”

I looked at the rack. A dark navy suit, the cut slightly more corporate than what I’d worn in, with a faint chalk stripe that caught the light. A fresh white shirt, this one more formal, with a spread collar. A tie in a deep burgundy silk. Black cap-toe shoes on the shelf below, polished to a mirror.

“Change,” she said simply. And then, with a small smile, “I’ll be waiting.”

She pulled the door closed behind her and I heard her footsteps moving away down the hall.

I dressed deliberately, taking my time the way the clothes deserved. The suit fit well, almost too well, which meant she’d been thinking about this more carefully than she’d let on. The chalk stripe gave the jacket a weight and formality that my own clothes hadn’t had, something more architectural, more authoritative. I did the tie in a half Windsor at the mirror on the back of the door, adjusted the collar, and looked at myself for a moment.

I looked like someone who ran things. I buttoned the jacket and stepped out into the hall.

The door to her office was ajar at the far end, a warm rectangle of light spilling through the gap. I could hear the faint sound of her moving around inside. I pushed the door open and stepped in, and the room stopped me for a second.

It was enormous. Larger than the lounge and the sitting room combined, the full width of the building’s corner, with big windows on two sides that turned the entire city into wallpaper. The desk was positioned near the center of the room, facing the windows, a massive slab of pale stone on a steel base, clean and uncluttered except for a laptop, a lamp and a small vase of white flowers. The bookshelves along the interior wall were full and serious. A long conference table ran along the opposite side, eight chairs, a projector screen folded up into the ceiling above it.

Isabelle was standing behind the desk. She had changed. The cream blouse and caramel trousers were gone. She was wearing a fitted charcoal pencil skirt that hit just above the knee, a white silk blouse tucked into the waistband, and a pair of dark heels that added two inches to her already considerable height. Her hair was up now, swept into a low, loose arrangement at the back of her head with a few strands escaping at the temples. She had glasses on, thin-framed and rectangular, and she was looking down at the laptop as if she’d been working. She didn’t look up when I came in.

I understood immediately. I closed the door behind me. Not loudly but just firmly enough that she heard it.

She still didn’t look up. “You must be the new consultant,” she said, her accent flattening slightly, becoming more businesslike. She tapped something on the keyboard. “I was told you’d be coming. I wasn’t told it would be this late.”

“It’s exactly when I said I’d be here,” I replied. I moved into the room, not to the chair across the desk, not where a subordinate would sit, but around the side of it, toward the windows, and I stood there looking out at the city for a moment before I turned back to her.

She was watching me now, over the top of the glasses. The laptop had been forgotten.

“You’ve been given full oversight of this division,” I said. “You were briefed on that.”

“I was,” she said carefully. “I simply wasn’t expecting someone so…” She stopped herself.

“So what?” I asked.

She looked back at the screen. “Young,” she said.

I walked to the desk and set both hands flat on the surface, leaning forward until the distance between us was something she would have to consciously decide to ignore. She kept her eyes on the laptop for exactly three more seconds before she looked up at me.

“Young isn’t the word you were going to use,” I said.

Her breath came out slightly unsteady. It was subtle, but I caught it. “I don’t know what you mean.”

“I think you do.” I straightened up and moved around to her side of the desk. She turned in her chair to track me, and I could see the pulse in her throat. “I’ve been given full authority here, Isabelle. That means everything in this office reports to me. Including you.”

She stood, which put her nearly at my height in the heels, and lifted her chin. “I’ve been running this company for fifteen years,” she said. “I don’t answer to anyone.”

“You do now,” I said.

The air in the room tightened. She held my gaze and I could see the performance of resistance in it, the thing she’d asked for, the game she needed to play before she could let herself fall. I let the silence sit between us, not filling it, not rushing, until her chin dropped a fraction of an inch and her shoulders followed.

“I’m still working,” she said, and her voice had lost its edge. It was quieter. “I have a report to finish.”

“It can wait,” I said.

“It can’t.”

I reached past her and closed the laptop. She watched my hand do it and didn’t move. “It can wait,” I said.

She didn’t reach for the laptop. She didn’t argue. She just stood there with her hands at her sides and her eyes on mine, and the room felt like it had contracted around us, the city outside reduced to irrelevance, all that glass and light and skyline meaning nothing compared to the two feet of air between us.

I reached up and took the glasses off her face. She let me. I set them on the desk behind her without looking away from her eyes.

“Turn around,” I said.

She turned. I could see the nape of her neck, the fine strands that had escaped the arrangement, the pale curve where her neck met her shoulder. I reached up and found the pin that was holding everything in place and drew it out slowly. Her hair fell in dark waves, settling against her back, and she exhaled.

I put my hands on her shoulders and felt the tension in them, the held-together quality of a woman who’d been carrying the weight of her own authority for so long she’d forgotten it was optional. I ran my thumbs along the ridge of her shoulders, and she dropped half an inch.

“The blouse,” I said quietly.

Her hands went to the buttons without being told twice. She worked them from the top down, her fingers steady but not entirely, and when she’d finished she let the silk fall from her shoulders and dropped it onto the desk. Underneath she was wearing an expensive ivory bra, and her skin in the warm office light was extraordinary.

I unclasped the bra myself, drawing the straps down her arms, and she let it go without reaching for it. I turned her back to face me.

She was tall and proud and trying very hard not to show me how her breathing had changed. Her breasts were full, round C/D cups with a gentle, natural teardrop shape that gave them a soft, womanly bounce. They sat high on her chest, firm yet plush, the kind of breasts that looked incredible both in elegant clothing and completely bare. Her areolas were medium-sized, a rich rosy-pink, slightly puffy and beautifully textured, framing thick, sensitive nipples that had already tightened into stiff peaks.

A faint trace of blue veins showed beneath the pale skin near the top, adding to their ripe, fertile beauty.

I looked at her the way she’d said she wanted to be looked at, the way she’d described, like she was the only interesting thing in the room. Because she was.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, and I didn’t dress it up or soften it. I said it the way I’d say something plainly true.

Something moved through her face. Not vanity, not performance. Something older and quieter than either of those things, a woman hearing a thing she’d stopped expecting to hear and not quite knowing what to do with it.

I put my hands on her waist and walked her back one step until she felt the edge of the desk against the backs of her thighs, and then I bent and put my mouth against her neck. She made a sound that was barely audible, a small controlled exhale that she was working to keep smaller than it wanted to be. I kissed the line of her neck from the jaw down to the hollow of her collarbone, taking my time, not rushing toward anything. I felt her pulse under my lips, quick and unsteady.

Then I moved lower and took one nipple into my mouth and she stopped trying to stay quiet. Her hand came up and found the back of my head without her meaning it to.

“Oh,” she said softly. And then, more quietly still, “Oh, mon Dieu.”

I gave the other one the same attention and felt her grip tighten in my hair. Her hips had shifted forward against me without her directing them to. I lifted my head and looked at her, and her eyes were half closed and her mouth was open, and she looked nothing at all like the woman who’d been sitting behind that desk with her laptop and her glasses.

I reached for the waistband of the pencil skirt and found the zip at the back and drew it down. The skirt fell and she stepped out of it automatically, and then she was standing in front of me in nothing but the heels and a pair of ivory underwear that matched the bra I’d already removed.

I put my hand flat against her lower stomach and let my power move through my palm, the warm current of it flowing outward the way it always did when I touched a woman I wanted. I felt her body respond immediately, the flush that started in her chest and moved downward, the way her thighs pressed together. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of the underwear and drew it down and she stepped free of it, and then there was nothing between her and the office air.

She was neatly trimmed and her skin was flushed, and I could already see what my touch had done, the evidence of it catching the light as it moved slowly down her inner thigh. She looked down and then looked at me, her expression startled in a way that was entirely unperformed.

“What did you do,” she said. It wasn’t quite a question. “I mean, Sophia told me, but I wouldn’t imagine it to be this powerful.”

“Nothing you didn’t want,” I said.

She swallowed. “I am soaking,” she said, as if confirming something she couldn’t entirely account for. “I have never been this wet from being touched once.”

“It gets better,” I said.

Her eyes darkened. “Show me.”

I ran two fingers through the slick heat of her, and she grabbed the edge of the desk behind her with both hands. Her hips rocked forward into my hand and she pressed her lips together, her head dropping back. I worked her slowly, watching her face, the way her jaw tightened and then released, the way her chest moved. She was responsive in the way that some women were when they’d been holding themselves closed for a very long time and something had finally found the door.

“Alexander,” she said, and the accent was thick around my name.

“Sir,” I said.

A pause. Her eyes opened and found mine. Something moved through them, recognition and heat and the small, private thrill of the thing she’d asked for arriving exactly as she’d imagined.

“Sir,” she repeated, and the word in her mouth, shaped by that French accent, was one of the better things I’d heard in some time.

I withdrew my hand and she made an involuntary sound of protest. I stepped back and looked at her, standing there in nothing but the heels against the backdrop of the city, and let the moment be what it was.

“Undress me,” I said.

She straightened off the desk and came toward me, and her hands went to my jacket first, pushing it off my shoulders with a deliberateness that told me she’d been thinking about this since Sophia’s balcony. She folded it over the chair beside the desk, which I found charming, the tidiness of it, the habit. Then the tie, drawn loose from the knot and pulled free. The shirt buttons from the top, her fingers working steadily, and when she spread the shirt open and put her hands flat against my chest, her breath came out uneven.

“Mon Dieu,” she said quietly, almost to herself.

I let her look. She ran her palms over my chest and down my stomach, her touch exploratory and unhurried, and I watched her face while she did it. She pushed the shirt off and set it with the jacket, and then she knelt.

She undid my belt then the clasp then the zip. She drew the trousers down and I stepped free, and then she looked up at me from her knees and her expression changed completely.

She was staring. There was no other word for it. Her eyes had gone wide and her lips had parted and she stayed very still for a long moment the way people did when they were recalibrating something they thought they’d already understood.

“Sophia,” she said slowly, “was not exaggerating.”

“She rarely does,” I said.

Isabelle reached up and wrapped her hand around me and the sound she made was low and involuntary and entirely honest. Her grip tightened slightly, testing, measuring, and she exhaled through her nose.

“I want this inside me,” she said, looking up at me. “Right now. Please, Sir.”

I drew her to her feet by her hand and turned her toward the desk. She went without resistance, her heels clicking twice on the stone floor, and then she was standing at the edge of the desk facing the windows and the city spread out below us and I was behind her.

I put my hand between her shoulder blades and pressed forward gently and she bent, her palms flat on the stone surface, her hair falling forward over her shoulders.

“Tell me what you want,” I said.

“I want you to breed me,” she said, without a pause, without embarrassment. “I want you to fill me up and give me your child. That is what I am here for. That is what I want.”

I rubbed my cock along her wet slit, coating it in her fresh honey. Then I found her hole, and I pressed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, and she made a sound that started low and climbed as I pushed deeper and stretched her, her fingers spreading against the stone. When I was fully seated she dropped her head and held very still for a moment, breathing.

“Oh,” she said. “Oh, you are deep.”

“All right?” I asked.

“More than all right,” she said. “You’re just so fucking thick.”

I didn’t stop. I set a flow that was deliberate and thorough, and she pushed back against me with every stroke, her heels shifting on the floor. The city burned below us through the glass, indifferent and enormous, and in the office there was only the sound of her breathing and the low sound she made each time I drove into her, deeper each time, and the occasional word in French that I didn’t need to translate.

“Harder,” she said. “Please. Harder.”

I gave her harder. She cried out once and then laughed at herself, the laugh dissolving immediately back into a moan. Her whole body was moving with me now, the arch of her back deepening, her hips tilting to take me deeper still, and I could feel her getting closer, the way her breath had started breaking up into short, clipped sounds.

“Breed me,” she said, and her voice had lost everything professional, everything composed. It was raw and direct and entirely real. “Fill me up. Give me what I came here for. Please, I want to feel you come inside me.”

I gripped her hips tighter and drove into her with long, powerful strokes, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the quiet office. Her breasts swayed and bounced beneath her with every thrust, the rosy-pink nipples dragging against the cool stone desktop. She pushed back against me desperately, her ass rippling with each impact, her knuckles white as she gripped the edge of the desk.

“Harder,” she gasped, her French accent thickening with lust. “Fuck your dirty CEO harder.”

I gave her what she begged for, pounding into her soaked pussy with deep, punishing thrusts. The city lights sparkled far below us through the floor-to-ceiling glass, indifferent to the sight of the powerful billionaire bent over her own executive desk getting railed by a much younger man. Isabelle’s moans grew louder, more broken, her body trembling as she neared the edge.

I spanked her ass hard, the sharp sound cracking through the room. “Bad bosses get punished,” I growled, spanking her again.

“Yes!” she cried out, her voice cracking. “Punish me. I’ve been such a greedy bitch… fuck me like I deserve it!”

I gripped her wide hips tighter and slammed into her with deep strokes. Her soaked pussy lips clung greedily to my thick cock with every thrust, the plump outer folds stretching obscenely around my shaft before sucking back in as I withdrew. Each time I pulled back, her inner lips dragged along my length, glistening and puffy, reluctant to let me go. The wet, filthy sound of her pussy sucking on my cock filled the quiet office, a constant, obscene schlick-schlick-schlick that mixed with the sharp slap of my hips against her ass.

She was dripping. Her arousal coated my balls and ran in slick rivulets down her inner thighs, the sweet, musky scent of her soaked pussy thick in the air. It was heady and feminine, warm and addictive, the kind of smell that made my cock throb even harder inside her.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I growled, spanking her ass again, watching the pink bloom across her skin.

Isabelle moaned loudly, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust. “Yes, Sir… I’m dripping for you… only for you…”

She shattered. There was no other word for it. Her whole body locked up, her back arching off the desk, her heels leaving the floor entirely, and she came with a sound that started as something controlled and finished as something she had no authority over whatsoever. Her pussy clenched around me in long waves, each one tighter than the last, her thighs trembling against my hips, her fingers scrabbling at the stone surface for purchase she couldn’t find. She called out in French, something I didn’t catch, and then just my name, and then nothing, just the sound of her breathing coming apart completely.

I held her through it, deep and still, letting her feel every inch of me while her body worked through what it needed to work through. She pressed her face down against the cool stone and made a low, exhausted sound.

“Merde,” she breathed. “Merde, merde, merde.”

I pulled back slowly and she made a protesting noise without lifting her head. I turned the executive chair out from behind the desk and sat down in it, and then I reached forward and drew her up by her hips and brought her around to face me.

She looked at me, flushed and wrecked and genuinely beautiful in the way women were when every careful layer had been stripped away. Her hair was messy and tangled. Her lips were swollen. She looked younger by ten years.

“Come here,” I said.

She swung one long leg over and straddled me, sinking down onto my cock with a slow exhale that told me she was feeling every millimeter. From orgasm to back to my cock. Her hands went to my shoulders and she held herself there for a moment, adjusting, her head dropping forward until her forehead nearly touched mine.

“You are enormous,” she said conversationally, as if remarking on the weather.

I put my hands on her hips and started to move her and she picked up the rhythm. She moved with control at first, then less of it, her breath coming in short pulls, her hips grinding down harder each time. I watched her face while she did it, the way her mouth opened and her brows pulled together, the way she was already climbing again even though she’d just come apart minutes ago.

“You feel different than any man I’ve had,” she said against my jaw. “Something in your energy. It’s like heat.”

“That’s what it’s supposed to feel like,” I said.

She laughed. “It’s extraordinary.”

I stood, bringing her with me, her legs wrapping around me automatically, and I put her on her back on the desk. Papers slid and scattered, several falling to the floor in a slow cascade that neither of us paid any attention to. She spread beneath me and looked up, her hair fanned across the stone, her chest heaving, and I settled between her thighs and drove back into her.

She arched up immediately. Her hands found my forearms and gripped hard. I fucked her like that, unhurried and thorough, watching the city through the glass behind her head, watching her face cycle through everything she’d been holding back for however many years she’d been sensible. More papers drifted to the floor. The small vase of white flowers shifted and tipped and neither of us caught it. She laughed once, breathlessly, at the sound it made, and then the laugh dissolved into something else entirely.

“Please,” she said, and it wasn’t performing anymore, it was just her. “Please, I want to feel you come inside me. Give me everything.”

I felt the pressure build from the base of my spine outward, the gathering heat that my power amplified into something physical and almost blinding, and I drove into her once, twice a third time and then I came.

It hit me like a wave breaking. I groaned into the side of her neck and released into her in long, deep pulses, each one full and deliberate, and I felt her body receive my fresh, divine cum, felt her hips tilt up to take more of it, her inner walls fluttering around me in a second orgasm she hadn’t announced, just experienced, her nails dragging down my arms as it moved through her.

I stayed buried inside her until the last pulse finished. Then I lifted my head and looked at her. She was glowing. That was the only word. Her skin had that quality it sometimes took on, the warm, satisfied luminosity that I’d noticed before with other women, but more pronounced on her, maybe because she’d been running on empty for so long. Her eyes were soft and heavy and entirely at peace.

“Mon Dieu,” she said softly. “You came so much.”

“That’s normal for me,” I said.

She raised an eyebrow. “That is not normal for anyone.”

I withdrew slowly and she looked down, and her expression changed. She sat up carefully on the edge of the desk and looked at what was running down her inner thigh, and she touched it with two fingers, examining it in the warm lamplight with the same focused attention she probably gave to product formulations. It was thick, noticeably thicker than anything she’d encountered before, rich and opaque.

“This is,” she said, and paused, looking for the word. “This looks divine.”

“It is,” I said.

She looked up at me.

“I mean that literally,” I said. “What you’re looking at is not what you’d find from another man. It’s concentrated. Dense with everything it needs to be. One encounter with what I’ve just given you is worth more than a dozen rounds of clinical intervention.”

She looked back down at her fingers, then back at me. Something moved across her face that was not quite belief and not quite wonder but somewhere between the two.

“You’re telling me this will work,” she said.

“I’m telling you it’s already working,” I said.

She was quiet for a moment. Then she smiled, and it was a smile I hadn’t seen from her yet, the smile of a woman who had spent fifteen years building an empire and was only now allowing herself to want something she couldn’t build herself.

She looked radiant. She looked, already, like someone who was carrying a secret the rest of the world didn’t know yet.

“I need to freshen up,” she said. She found her heels on the floor and stepped into them without looking while cum and honey trickled down the insides of her legs. “Give me twenty minutes.”

She padded toward the hallway door and paused in the frame, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Help yourself to the wine,” she said. “There’s another bottle on the cart.”

Then she was gone. I collected myself slowly, finding my clothes and dressing slowly. I hung the suit jacket over the back of the chair. I picked up the overturned vase, which had rolled to the edge of the desk and stopped there, and set it back upright. The flowers were unharmed. I gathered the scattered papers from the floor without looking at them and set them in an approximate pile on the corner of the desk.

Then I poured a glass of wine and stood at the window and looked at the city for twenty minutes, thinking of the sex. It wasn’t what I’d expected. Not in a bad way. I loved surprises. I was down for more roleplay and also more positions. One thing was for sure, she’s still very attractive even in her forties.

She came back, and she came through the door of the penthouse suite. I turned from the window and had to take a moment.

She’d changed into a dress that was the color of warm sand, silk, loose through the body but cut to suggest rather than conceal. It fell to just below the knee and the neckline was low enough to be interesting without being declarative. Her hair was down, dried and arranged into dark waves that moved when she walked. Her makeup was fresh but minimal, just enough to put the structure of her face into relief, and whatever fragrance she’d chosen was warm and musky, the kind of scent that made you want to lean closer. She was wearing heels again, lower ones this time, and she moved with the ease of a woman who had rested slightly and remembered herself.

She looked extraordinary. “You were gone longer than twenty minutes,” I said.

“I was gone exactly as long as I needed to be,” she said, and smiled at me with the composure fully restored. “Need to make myself attractive for you.”

I smiled. If she only knew about my ability to summon an erection. The penthouse was a floor above the office suite, accessible by a private elevator that required her key card. It was smaller than the office and entirely residential, designed for living rather than working. The kitchen was open to the main room, and her chef, a quiet woman she introduced only as Lauren, was already plating the last course at the island. She nodded at me without ceremony and set two plates on the dining table near the window, which was set with linen and candles and looked out at the same city from a slightly different angle.

Lauren disappeared into the kitchen and we sat.

She poured the wine herself and leaned back in her chair with the glass and looked at me across the candlelight with an expression that was openly appreciative.

“I want to say something,” she said.

“Say it.”

“I submitted in my own office,” she said, “to a man who walked in two hours after I met him properly for the first time.” She tilted her head. “I bent over my own desk. I called you Sir.” She paused. “I have not called anyone Sir since I was a child addressing a professor.”

“And?” I said.

“And it was the best sex I have had in years,” she said simply. “Possibly ever. The aura you carry, the energy of it, I could feel it before you even touched me. When you put your hand on my stomach I thought I might come from that alone.” She picked up her fork. “You are not a normal man.”

“No,” I agreed.

“I should be embarrassed,” she said. “I am not even slightly embarrassed. That is how good it was.”

I smiled. “You looked incredible bent over that desk.”

She laughed, a real one. “I looked like a woman who had completely lost her mind.”

“Same thing,” I said.

“The boss kink,” she said, shaking her head slightly, still smiling. “I have had this fantasy for years and never once found a man who could execute it properly. Most men, when a woman like me asks them to take authority, they freeze. They become apologetic. They ask if she is comfortable every thirty seconds.” She took a bite and chewed thoughtfully. “You just did it. You walked in and you were the boss.”

“It wasn’t difficult,” I said. “You made it easy.”

“I made it easy by being desperate for it,” she said, with a dry self-awareness that I liked enormously. “Do not flatter me.” She pointed her fork at me. “But yes. You were very good.”

We ate in silence for a moment. Outside, the city had settled into its late-evening flow, the traffic below thin, the lights static and the ocean somewhere to the west invisible but present in the quality of the air.

“Tell me the rest of it,” I said. “The empire. The version you didn’t give me downstairs.”

She looked at me. “I gave you a fairly honest version downstairs.”

“You gave me the origin story,” I said. “The blog and the lip tint and the rented kitchen. That’s the version you give journalists.”

Something moved through her eyes, a recognition and a small concession. She set her fork down and rested her arms on the table

“The honest version,” she said again, and this time she meant it. She reached for her wine and held it without drinking. “The honest version is that I almost lost everything twice. Once at thirty-one, when a distributor I had trusted completely walked away with three years of my formulation work and sold it to a competitor. And once at thirty-eight, when I had a chance to sell the whole company for a number that would have meant I never worked again.” She paused. “I almost took it.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“Because the man who made the offer,” she said, “was also the man I was sleeping with at the time. And I realized, the morning I was supposed to sign, that I couldn’t tell which one I was accepting.” She looked at the candle. “The offer or the man. They had become the same thing in my mind and I couldn’t separate them cleanly enough to trust my own judgment.” She took a sip of wine. “So I walked away from both.”

“The right call,” I said.

“The lonely call,” she said. “The right call and the lonely call are often the same call.” She set the glass down. “After that I made a decision. I would not let anything I built become entangled with anyone I was involved with. The company was mine. My relationships, what few I had, would exist separately.” She looked at me. “What that meant in practice was that the men I met socially, at my level, at the level of the business, were all potential conflicts. Competitors or partners or investors or journalists. There was always a reason to be careful.”

“So you stopped being anything but careful,” I said.

“Yes,” she agreed. “And the men below my level, the ones without the complications, I had decided they wouldn’t interest me. That I needed intellectual equals. That I needed someone who understood what I had built.” She made a small, dry sound. “Very logical. Very stupid.”

“Because the intellectual equals all came with conflicts.”

“And the men who didn’t come with conflicts,” she said, “I had already written off.” She shook her head slowly. “Fifteen years of that. You build and you optimize and you protect everything you’ve created and you wake up one morning in a penthouse in the middle of a city of four million people and you have not been genuinely touched by anyone in so long you’ve started to wonder if that part of you has simply closed.” She looked at me across the candlelight with those green-hazel eyes, entirely unguarded. “And then Sophia calls you and tells you about a young man on the California coast who made her feel more alive in four days than she had in a decade, and you think, well. Perhaps I have been optimizing the wrong things.”

I looked at her. “Forty-two, right?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t look it.”

“I know,” she said, plainly. “I have good genetics and I work at it and I have access to very good products.” She smiled. “Occupational advantage.” Then the smile faded slightly into something more honest. “But forty-two is also the age at which you stop being able to pretend that the loneliness is temporary. That it is a phase. That the right person is simply delayed.” She looked out the window. “At forty-two you understand that the life you have is the life you built, and if something is missing from it, you built it missing.”

The room was quiet for a moment, and the kitchen was dark behind her and there was only the candlelight and the city and the two of us.

“I wish,” she said, and stopped. She turned the glass in her fingers. “I wish I had allowed myself more of this. More evenings like this one. More men like you, younger, uncomplicated by the politics of my world, who could look at me without calculating what I was worth.” She looked at me directly. “Tonight, in that office, I was not a CEO. I was not a brand. I was not a strategic asset. I was just a woman who wanted to be bent over a desk by a beautiful man.” The corner of her mouth lifted. “It has been a very long time since I was just a woman.”

“You should have more evenings like this one,” I said.

“I intend to,” she said. “Starting with the remaining three days.” She picked up her fork again and there was something lighter in the way she held herself, as if she’d set something down that she’d been carrying through dinner. “Now. Tell me about your plans.”

“Which ones?”

“The large ones,” she said. “The clinic is a beginning. What comes after?”

I leaned back in my chair and thought about how to say it plainly. “I want to build something larger. The clinic as it exists now serves a small number of clients at very high depth. But what I can do, the results I produce, there’s no reason it should be limited to a single property in Southern California.”

“More locations,” she said.

“Eventually. But not a chain. Not a franchise. Something more controlled than that.” I turned the wine glass slowly. “The value of what I offer is entirely dependent on exclusivity and discretion. The moment it becomes accessible, the moment there are twenty locations and a website with pricing tiers, it becomes a service.” I shook my head. “It can’t be that.”

She pointed at me. “Say that again.”

“Which part?”

“The part about what happens when it becomes accessible.” Her eyes were bright. “Say it the way you just said it.”

“The value is in the scarcity,” I said. “What I provide works. It works in a way that nothing else does. The moment I make it easy to find, I’ve destroyed the thing that makes it worth finding.”

She sat back and looked at me with an expression I hadn’t seen from her yet, something between professional admiration and genuine delight. “You understand positioning,” she said. “Intuitively. Do you know how rare that is?”

“I’m learning,” I said.

“No,” she said firmly. “You already know it. Most people, when they have a product that works, their first instinct is volume. Reach as many people as possible. Scale and grow.” She shook her head. “That is the instinct that destroys luxury. That is how you turn something irreplaceable into something ordinary.” She leaned forward. “What you have is not a fertility service. What you have is an experience that cannot be replicated, that produces results that no clinical alternative can match, and that carries an inherent mystique because no one can fully explain why it works.” She looked at me steadily. “Do you understand what that is worth?”

“Tell me,” I said.

“It is worth whatever you decide it is worth,” she said, “provided you never let anyone talk you down from that number.” She picked up her wine. “When I launched my first serum, my production cost was forty dollars per unit. My advisor told me to price it at eighty. Reasonable margin, he said. Accessible price point, he said.” She smiled. “I priced it at three hundred and twenty.”

“Four times his number,” I said.

“And it sold out in forty-eight hours,” she said. “Because at eighty dollars it was a skincare product. At three hundred and twenty it was something that worked so well it could justify three hundred and twenty dollars.” She set the glass down. “Price is information. When you price high, you are telling the client that what you have is genuinely different. That it is not interchangeable with other options. That the result is worth what you are asking.” She looked at me. “You are offering certainty. That is a completely different category. Price it accordingly.”

I thought about that. She wasn’t wrong, and she was saying it with the authority of someone who had made the decision herself and watched it work. We’d already raised prices before, but I guessed it was time to do so again. “The discretion piece is the harder problem,” I said. “The clients who need what I offer, the ones who can afford it at the price it deserves, they’re exactly the people who cannot have their names attached to an unconventional fertility service.”

She nodded slowly. “Which is where the marketing problem becomes interesting.” She was quiet for a moment, turning something over. “You cannot advertise. You cannot have a public-facing brand in the traditional sense. What you need is a referral architecture so exclusive that being referred is itself a signal of status.” She tilted her head. “Sophia told you about me. That referral carried weight because Sophia is not someone who recommends things casually. You understand what I’m describing.”

“The product markets itself through the people who’ve used it,” I said.

“Through the right people,” she said. “Carefully selected. Women who move in circles where results speak and discretion is absolute.” She paused, and something shifted in her expression, a consideration becoming a decision. “I have those circles. My clients, my brand partners, the women in my network who I have spent twenty years building trust with. They are exactly the profile you need.” She looked at me directly. “I could introduce you. Not publicly, never publicly. But in the way that actually works, a word at the right dinner, a conversation after a product event, a private recommendation from someone whose judgment they trust completely.” She leaned forward slightly. “I could be very useful to you.”

The candlelight moved between us. Outside the city hummed its late-night frequency, low and indifferent.

“Why would you do that?” I asked.

She considered the question seriously, which I appreciated. “Because I believe in things that work,” she said. “I have spent my career identifying products and experiences that actually do what they claim and putting my credibility behind them. What you do works. I have the evidence of it sitting between my legs at this very moment.” She said it without embarrassment, the same tone she’d used to describe product formulations. “And because,” she added, more quietly, “I find that I am interested in watching what you build. I would like to have a reason to be involved in it.”

I held her gaze. “That could be arranged,” I said.

She smiled. “Good.” She reached for her wine and then set it back down without drinking and looked at me with a different quality entirely, the business conversation folding itself away as neatly as she’d folded my jacket over the office chair. “I also have a more immediate interest,” she said.

“Tell me.”

“I am already thinking about round two,” she said, and she held my gaze without any pretense. “I have been thinking about it since you finished inside me. Which, given that I was barely able to walk to the elevator, says something about what you did to me.” A pause. “Did you enjoy it? The office dynamic.”

“Very much,” I said.

“The domination specifically,” she said. “You took to it naturally. Some men perform it. You simply did it.” She tilted her head. “Did it come naturally or did you have to think about it?”

“It came naturally,” I said. “You made it easy to want.”

She looked pleased in a way she didn’t try to hide. “Good. Because I have been thinking about a variation.” She lifted her wine and looked at me over the rim. “A reversal.”

I waited.

“I want you to be the bad employee,” she said. Her accent wrapped around the word bad in a way that made it sound like something worth being. “Not the powerful consultant this time. The one who has been causing problems. Showing up late. Making errors. Flirting with the wrong people.” She set her glass down and looked at me with the focused directness of a woman presenting a proposal she’d already fully developed. “You’ve been warned twice. You’re coming to my office to be fired. I will sit behind that desk and I will tell you that you’re finished, that I have every reason to let you go, and you will have to convince me otherwise.” The corner of her mouth curved. “You will beg me to keep you.”

“And what changes my mind?” I said, already knowing where this was going and finding that I liked the destination considerably.

“I keep you,” she said, “under conditions.” She set her elbows on the table and laced her fingers together. “First you get on your knees and you show me what that mouth can do. And if I decide you’re worth keeping after that, you earn the rest of your employment the hard way.” Her voice had dropped a register, the French accent thickening around the edges of every word. “You only keep your job if you’re good at it … all of it.”

I looked at her across the candlelight. The city was quiet behind the glass and the candles had burned down an inch and she was watching me with those green-hazel eyes that had gone dark and direct, the composed CEO entirely gone and something far more honest sitting in her chair.

“I like it,” I said.

“I thought you might.”

“I like that you’ve already worked out the whole scenario.”

“I have been thinking about it since approximately the moment I saw you at Sophia’s mansion,” she said, without a trace of embarrassment. “I had the outline by the time I got to the elevator.”

I laughed. “How soon?” I asked.

She tilted her head. “How soon can you be a very bad employee?”

I pushed my chair back from the table and stood, and I looked at her with an expression I didn’t have to manufacture. “I’ve been late three times this week,” I said. “I spilled something on the Henderson file. I told the marketing director her strategy was wrong in front of her entire team.”

Isabelle blinked. Then she straightened in her chair and the composure came back over her like a garment she’d only set aside for a moment, the glasses gone but everything else returning, the posture, the authority and the controlled set of her jaw. She put both hands flat on the table and looked up at me with the particular expression of a woman who had been managing difficult personnel for fifteen years.

“Close the door behind you,” she said. Her voice had shifted into something crisp and formal, the accent flattened back toward the boardroom version. “I’ll see you in my office in two minutes.”

She rose, smoothed the front of her dress, and walked past me toward the hallway without looking back. I heard the click of her heels on the floor and then the close of the office door at the end of the hall.

I stood at the dining table for a moment, letting the scene set itself properly in my head. The scattered papers I’d stacked on the corner of the desk. The righted vase. The chair I’d sat in while she straddled me. I was going back into all of that as a completely different person than the one who’d walked out.

I ran a hand through my hair to disorder it slightly. I untucked the dress shirt two inches on one side. I rolled one sleeve up and left the other down. I left my jacket on the dining chair.

Then I walked down the hall and knocked twice on the office door.

A pause. Then, “Come in.”

She was behind the desk. She’d found the glasses from wherever they’d ended up and put them back on. She had a folder open in front of her and a pen in her hand and she did not look up when I came through the door.

“Close it,” she said.

I closed it. I moved into the room with the specific energy of someone who had been called into an office and already knew it wasn’t going to be good, hands loose at my sides, chin slightly down, but not all the way down because I was playing someone who hadn’t entirely given up on himself yet.

She let me stand there for a long moment, still not looking up, still writing something in the folder. The pen moved slowly and deliberately and I understood that was part of it, the making someone wait, the reminder of who controlled the room.

Finally, she set the pen down and looked up over the glasses.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat in the chair across the desk, the client chair, the subordinate position, and I watched her close the folder and set it to the side.

“You know why you’re here,” she said.

“I have some idea,” I said.

“Three late arrivals in one week. The Henderson report had coffee on page four, which meant it had to be reprinted before the client meeting. And what you said to Marianne in front of her team.” She folded her hands on the desk and looked at me with the measured, unhurried expression of a woman who had made this decision already and was going through the form of it. “I have documented all of it. HR has been informed. I have every justification I need.”

“Ms. Bellefesse,” I started.

“I am not finished,” she said.

I stopped.

She held my gaze for a moment, and behind the authority of it I could see the heat she was containing, the effort it took to keep the performance clean. She was good at this. Fifteen years of running rooms had given her a genuine command presence and she was deploying all of it now, not performing authority but actually exercising it, which was a different thing entirely and far more interesting to be on the other side of.

“I should let you go,” she said. “The professional decision is clear.”

“But?” I said.

Her eyes sharpened. “I did not say but.”

“You were going to.”

She looked at me for a long moment. The pen was still on the desk and her hands were still folded and the city burned quietly through the glass behind her and the room was very still.

“You’re good at your actual work,” she said finally, and the admission seemed to cost her something. “When you show up. When you apply yourself. The results you produce are not something I can easily replace.” She picked up the pen and set it down again. “That is the only reason we are having this conversation instead of security escorting you out.”

I leaned forward slightly in the chair. “Tell me what I need to do,” I said. “To keep the job. Whatever it takes.”

Something moved in her eyes. She took her glasses off slowly and set them on the folder, and she looked at me with the full weight of those green-hazel eyes and let the silence stretch.

“Whatever it takes,” she repeated.

“Yes.”

She stood. She came around the side of the desk the way I had earlier, and she stood in front of me with her arms crossed and her chin up and looked down at me sitting in the chair, and the power geometry of it was entirely reversed from what it had been an hour ago and we both felt that reversal completely.

“Then get on your knees,” she said quietly. “And show me why I should keep you.”

I held her gaze for exactly the right amount of time, the beat of resistance that the scene needed, and then I slid out of the chair and onto my knees on the pale stone floor. She looked down at me and something in her face broke open slightly, a sharp exhale she didn’t fully suppress, the composure cracking at the edges.

I put my hands on the backs of her calves and ran them slowly upward, finding the hem of the dress and pushing it up her thighs as I went. She kept her arms crossed and her chin up and watched me do it, and I could see the pulse in her throat from here, quick and unsteady.

The dress gathered at her waist and I found that she’d shed the underwear somewhere between the dining table and the office, which told me she’d been thinking about this very specifically when she walked away from me.

I looked up at her. “No underwear,” I said.

“I didn’t see the point,” she said, and her voice had lost its edge, the accent thickening back toward the version I’d heard when she was bent over the desk.

I pressed my mouth to her inner thigh and felt her legs shift apart automatically, her hand coming down from her crossed arms to find the back of my head. I worked upward slowly, taking my time, and when I finally put my mouth against her pink flesh she made a sound that was low and involuntary and entirely unperformed.

She was already soaked. The combination of what my power did to a woman’s body and the rounds of arousal she’d been running on since the office scene had left her slick and swollen and exquisitely sensitive, and when I found her clit with my tongue she tightened her grip in my hair and her hips rolled forward.

“Ma chérie,” she breathed. “Yes. Right there.”

I worked her with my mouth the way I’d learned to, reading the sounds she made and the way her hips moved, adjusting, giving her more of what made her breath come apart and less of what made her try to control it. I spread her pussy with my fingers, so I could reach deeper with my tongue. I pressed my tongue flat against her, and swiped up to her clit. She was vocal in French when she lost focus, short clipped words that dissolved into sounds that didn’t need translation, and her thighs trembled against my shoulders and her grip in my hair went tight enough to sting.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Please. Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t stop. I slid two fingers inside her while my mouth stayed on her clit and felt her inner walls clench immediately, her body pulling my fingers deeper, and she cried out once, sharp and genuine, her whole torso bending forward over my head. I curled my fingers and stroked the place that made her say my name, and then stopped correcting herself and say Sir, and then stop saying words altogether and just grip the back of my head with both hands and shake.

She came hard and long, her thighs locking against my shoulders, her voice breaking on a high note that echoed off the stone floor and the glass windows. I worked her through every pulse of it, gentling when she gentled, following her body down from the peak until she was breathing in long, ragged pulls and her grip in my hair had loosened to something more like holding than gripping.

I lifted my head. She was looking down at me with an expression that had nothing left to perform, just a flushed, wrecked, radiant woman standing in her own office with her dress around her waist and her chest heaving.

“Do I keep my job?” I said.

She laughed, breathless and real. “That depends,” she said. “On what comes next.”

I stood, and she didn’t step back, so we were close enough that she had to tilt her head up slightly to hold my eyes. I reached past her and cleared the center of the desk with one sweep of my arm, papers and the leather notebook and the small lamp all shifting to the edges, and I picked her up and set her on the stone surface and she wrapped her legs around me immediately, her heels pressing into the backs of my thighs.

“You’re still employed,” she said against my jaw, “as long as you don’t disappoint me.”

“I won’t disappoint you,” I said.

I reached between us and freed my hard cock. She grinned. “You never seem to run out of energy.”

“I’m a hard worker,” I told her.

“Show it to me.”

I pushed into her in one long, controlled stroke and watched her head fall back against nothing, her spine curving, her hands finding the edges of the desk behind her hips for purchase. She was wet, the heat of her wrapping around me like something deliberate, and I felt my power move outward through the contact the way it always did, that warm current that I still didn’t fully understand but had stopped trying to analyze in moments like this one.

“Oh,” she said, and it came out fractured. “Oh, you’re so deep.”

“That a problem?” I said.

“Don’t you dare stop,” she said.

I didn’t stop. I set a pace that was unhurried and thorough and watched her face cycle through everything she’d been holding back since she’d walked away from the dining table without her underwear and pretended she hadn’t. Her legs tightened around me. Her heels dug in. I gripped her hips and pulled her into each stroke and the stone desk didn’t move an inch beneath her, solid and cold against her thighs, and she was neither of those things.

“Tell me why I should keep you,” she said, and her voice was doing its best to stay in the scene, the accent wrapping around the words, the authority fraying at every consonant.

“Because no one else can do this,” I said.

“Prove it.”

I drove into her harder and she gasped and grabbed my forearm with both hands. I could feel her getting close already, the flutter and clench of her inner pink walls, the way her breathing had broken into short pulls that she wasn’t managing anymore.

I gave her what she was asking for. Long, deep strokes that pushed her back along the desk an inch with each one, her breasts moving under the dress, her mouth open and her eyes half-closed and the city spread out enormous and indifferent behind her through the glass. I felt the gathering pressure at the base of my spine and I let it build, not rushing it, staying with her until I felt her tip over the edge first. She came with her whole body, her thighs locking around me, her back arching off the desk, her voice breaking on a word in French that came out more like a prayer than a profanity. I followed her over, gripping her hips and burying myself as deep as I could and releasing into her in long, full pulses, emptying myself thoroughly in her warm, wet pussy.

She felt it, every drop of my seed. Her eyes opened wide for a moment, startled, as if the heat of it had reached somewhere she hadn’t expected. Her hands pressed flat against my chest.

“Mon Dieu,” she breathed. “I can feel it. I can feel every sperm.”

She drew in a deep breath.

“It spreads,” she said, almost to herself, her expression somewhere between wonder and something more private. “Like it’s going exactly where it’s supposed to go.”

I stayed inside her until the last pulse finished. She didn’t ask me to move and I didn’t. We stayed like that for a long moment, her sitting on the edge of her own desk with me between her knees and the city quiet behind the glass and the scattered papers on the floor neither of us was going to pick up tonight.

Then she put her forehead against my shoulder and exhaled once, and I felt every bit of tension she’d been carrying since the dining table leave her body in that single breath.

“You’re keeping your job,” she said, muffled against my shirt.

“Good to hear,” I said.

She laughed, and it was the best version of her laugh I’d heard yet, the one with nothing left to manage.

We moved to the bedroom without discussion, the way things moved between two people when the evening had gone long enough that words weren’t the primary language anymore. The penthouse bedroom was at the far end of the hall, through a door she pushed open with one hand while the other held mine loosely, her heels abandoned somewhere in the hallway behind us. The room was large and quiet, the bed enormous, the linen the color of heavy cream, the windows looking out at the same city from a different angle, lower and softer now, the lights blurred slightly by the ocean haze that had come in while we weren’t paying attention.

She disappeared into the bathroom and I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off my shoes and set them side by side. I undressed the rest of the way and folded the chalk-stripe suit over the chair in the corner. When she came back, she was wearing a short silk robe in a deep ivory, loosely tied. She looked at me sitting on the bed and her expression was warm and unguarded and entirely without performance.

She climbed in from her side and I pulled the duvet back for her, and she settled against me immediately, her back to my chest, one of my arms underneath her and her hand finding mine and lacing our fingers together against her stomach. She was warm and soft and smelled like roses, and her hair was against my jaw.

The room was quiet. Outside the city hummed its low, continuous note.

“I feel extraordinary,” she said. It wasn’t a performance. It was just a fact she was reporting, the way she reported most things.

“Good,” I said.

“I mean it specifically,” she said. “Not just the obvious reasons. My whole body feels warmer. Like something is running just under the skin.” She turned her head slightly without lifting it from my arm. “Is that normal?”

“For you, yes,” I said. “It’ll be there for a few days. Stronger after each session.”

She made a low, satisfied sound and pressed back against me slightly. Her fingers traced slow, idle patterns on the back of my hand. “I have been trying to remember the last time I felt this relaxed,” she said. “I cannot locate the memory. That is either very good or somewhat concerning.”

“Take it as very good,” I said.

“I am.”

Then she was quiet for a moment, her fingers still moving on my hand, slower now. “Three more days,” she said, and the way she said it was not impatient but anticipatory, the way someone looked forward to something they’d already decided was going to be good. She ran one finger along my forearm and then back down, tracing the muscle there. “I intend to use all of them.”

“I’m counting on it,” I said.

“I have been thinking,” she said, with the particular tone of someone who had been doing considerably more than thinking, who had been planning in the specific, detailed way she probably planned everything, “about the balcony. And the shower. And the lounge downstairs, which I have always felt was underutilized.” She pressed her fingertip into my chest and drew a small, slow circle. “I want you in every room of this suite before I get back on a plane.”

“That can be arranged,” I said.

“I know it can,” she said, with the quiet certainty of a woman who had already checked the square footage. She settled deeper against me, her breathing slowing, the hand on my chest going still. “You have no idea what this means to me. Not the pregnancy. Well, yes, the pregnancy. But this.” She pressed her palm flat against my chest, feeling my heartbeat. “Being held. Just this.”

I didn’t say anything, because she didn’t need me to. After a while her breathing evened out entirely and I lay in the quiet of the penthouse bedroom with the city outside and the ocean somewhere beyond it and her warm breath against my chest, and I thought about what she’d said at the dining table. The referral architecture. The circles she moved in. The word I had been turning over since she’d said it.

Certainty. She’d called it certainty. Not fertility treatment, not clinical intervention, certainty.

She was right. And she understood something about building that I was still learning, that the shape of the thing mattered as much as the thing itself, that what you called it and how you priced it and who you let find it were not secondary decisions but primary ones, the architecture that determined whether what you built became something that lasted or something that got absorbed and disappeared.

I fell asleep thinking about it.


Chapter 5

The days that followed had a quality I hadn’t expected, a flow that was organic, structured by what Isabelle wanted and loose enough that it never felt scheduled. She was, it turned out, as good at designing an experience as she was at designing a product. She knew what she wanted and she knew how to build toward it without making the wanting feel mechanical.

Day two started the way she’d decided it would start, which was with her already behind the desk when I came through the office door at eight in the morning, dressed in a dove-grey blazer over a white silk blouse, her hair up, her glasses on, a coffee in front of her that she hadn’t touched. She didn’t look up when I came in.

“You’re late,” she said.

“Traffic,” I said.

“There is no traffic at this hour,” she said, still not looking up. “Sit down.”

I sat. She let me wait the way she’d let me wait the night before, the pen moving slowly across whatever she was pretending to read, and when she finally set it down and looked at me over the glasses, the heat in her eyes had nothing to do with discipline.

“You’ve been a problem all week,” she said. “Bend over the desk.”

I stood and did it, palms flat on the cold stone, and she came around behind me with the unhurried authority of a woman who’d reversed the geometry just to feel what it was like, and then abandoned the reversal entirely the moment her hands found my belt. She got my trousers down and pressed herself against my back, reaching around to grip me, and within a minute she’d given up every pretense of being the one in charge.

“No,” she breathed. “No, I can’t. I need you behind me, now. That’s an order.”

So I turned her, pushed her blazer off her shoulders, bent her over her own desk the way I had the first night, and slid into her from behind while she gripped the far edge and moaned into the morning quiet. The dove-grey blazer pooled on the floor. Her glasses fogged. I held her hips and slid into her with long, deliberate strokes and she pushed back into every one of them, her control dissolving by the second.

“Tell me,” she gasped. “Tell me what you’re going to do.”

“I’m going to fill you,” I said. “Put a worthy heir in you. Someone worth everything you built.”

“Yes,” she said, the word breaking apart. “An heir. Give me an heir. Breed me, breed me properly, oh mon Dieu.”

I felt my power moving through the contact, that warm current spilling into her, and when I came I buried myself deep and emptied into her in long pulses, and she cried out and shook and clutched the desk and felt every drop of it spread.

“I can feel it,” she whispered. “Going where it needs to go. I’ll never get enough of this.”

*****

The afternoon was the lounge, the underutilized one she’d mentioned, a low couch and big glass and the ocean haze beyond it. She straddled me on the cushions with her skirt rucked up and rode me slowly at first and then not slowly at all, her hands braced on my shoulders, her head thrown back, telling me in fractured French and English that she’d never been wanted like this, never been taken like this, that her body had simply been waiting for me without knowing it. I came inside her again and she ground down to keep it there.

“Again,” she said against my mouth. “Tonight. I want it again tonight.”

“I’m yours.”

That evening she rode me in nothing but her heels, the sharp stilettos still on, digging into the mattress on either side of my hips as she moved. She’d shed everything else but those, as if the heels were the last piece of the CEO she was willing to surrender, and she used them to brace herself as she worked her body up and down my length with a hunger that had stopped being a performance days ago.

“Look at me,” she said, riding harder. “Look at what you’ve turned me into.”

“A woman who’s going to be bred,” I said. “Properly and thoroughly.”

“Yes.” Her hips snapped down. “Keep saying it. Tell me you’ll knock me up. Tell me my heir will be perfect.”

“He’ll be perfect,” I said, gripping her hips. “Strong. Worthy of everything you’ve built. And I’m going to put him in you.”

She came apart on those words, her whole body locking, the heels digging in hard enough to leave marks, and I followed her, pulling her down and holding her against me as I spilled into her. She stayed there afterward, refusing to move, refusing to let any of it escape, her forehead against mine and her breath ragged.

“I’m addicted to this,” she admitted, half-laughing. “To you. To what you do to me. I don’t even want to fight it.”

“Then don’t,” I said.

“I won’t,” she said, and ground down once more, just to feel me still inside her.

****

Day three moved through the suite the way she’d planned it, room by room, each one a little softer than the last.

The shower came first, the water hot and the glass fogged, her back against the tile and one leg hooked over my arm as I took her standing, her wet hair plastered to her face, her hands sliding helplessly against the slick wall for something to hold. She’d stopped trying to direct anything by then. She simply let herself be moved, be lifted, be filled, her green-hazel eyes half-closed and trusting in a way the boardroom version of her would never have permitted.

“No one,” she said, water running between us, “has ever satisfied me like this. No one. I didn’t know it was possible to feel this empty without you and this full with you.”

I came inside her against the tile and she shivered and pressed her hips forward to keep it, that now-familiar wonder crossing her face as she felt the warmth spread.

“It’s doing it again,” she breathed. “Filling me up exactly right. I can feel it knowing where to go.”

* * *

The balcony came in the late morning, the ocean haze burned off and the city sharp and enormous below us. She bent over the railing in nothing but a silk robe that slid down her arms, and I took her from behind in the open air with the wind off the water and her hands gripping the rail and her voice carrying out over a city that had no idea its quietest CEO was being bred against the sky. She came twice. I filled her both times.

“More,” she kept saying. “Don’t stop. I love being filled. I love it. I’ve never loved anything like this.”

* * *

The bed came in the afternoon, the most intimate of the three. She lay beneath me with her ankles crossed behind my back and her hands in my hair and she looked up at me the whole time, her composure entirely gone, replaced by something open and almost vulnerable, and when I emptied into her she pulled me down and held me there and didn’t let go.

“Stay,” she whispered. “Just stay inside me. I want to feel it work.”

We lay tangled together afterward, her cheek on my chest, her fingertips tracing the line of my collarbone, and she was quiet for a long while.

“You’ve ruined me,” she said finally, with no complaint in it whatsoever. “I want you to know that.”

“I had a clue.”

“Great … I can’t believe how many times you can get hard in a day. Most men end up dead after a single ejaculation.”

“Well, I’m not most men,” I told her with a smile.

“I know … I know.”

* * *

The fourth day was the slowest of all, and the best for it. We didn’t leave the penthouse. There was no scenario, no roleplay, no scene to build toward. We’d spent most of the day in bed and around the suite, slipping in and out of whatever roleplay amused us at the time. She’d dressed in some sexy office clothes, and I’d taken her around the office, leaving her pussy sore and cum-drenched.

Now it was late in the evening, and we lay in bed. Isabelle curled against my side in a short silk robe that had come undone at some point and that neither of us bothered to fix. Lauren had left a late night snack on the island, and we’d picked at it and gone back to bed. Isabelle was tracing slow circles on my chest with one fingertip, her head on my shoulder, her hair loose and dark across the pillow.

“I cannot believe it is our last day,” she said. Her voice was drowsy, the accent thick the way it got when she wasn’t managing anything. “Four days. They went so quickly. I thought four days would feel like a long time and instead it feels like I blinked.”

“They went fast for me too,” I said.

“The sex has been extraordinary.” She said it plainly, the way she said most things, but there was a warmth under it now that hadn’t been there at the dining table on the first night. “I keep waiting to feel the way I usually feel afterward. That small disappointment. That returning to myself. And it has not come. I just feel…” She searched for the word and gave up on finding the perfect one. “Full. In every sense.”

I ran my hand slowly down her back and felt her press into it.

“I wish we had more time,” she said. “I wish this were not the kind of thing that has to end on a schedule.” She lifted her head and looked at me, and her green-hazel eyes were soft and unguarded. “Is that foolish? To want more of something I only just found?”

“It’s not foolish,” I said. “And it could be possible.”

She raised an eyebrow.

“What we talked about when we first met,” I said. “The expansion. The architecture. You said you could be useful to me, and I’ve been thinking about it since.” I shifted so I could see her properly. “You understand business better than anyone I’ve met. Better than I do, honestly, on the parts that aren’t… mine specifically. If you were involved, there’d be plenty of reasons for us to keep seeing each other.”

Something kindled in her face, and I watched the drowsiness burn off it almost instantly. She propped herself up on one elbow, the robe sliding further off her shoulder, and her whole posture changed, the businesswoman surfacing without losing the warmth.

“Now you have my attention,” she said.

“I figured I might.”

“I have been thinking too,” she said, and the words came faster now, the way they did when she’d been holding an idea and someone finally opened the door for it. She sat up fully, the sheet pooling at her waist, entirely unselfconscious about her nakedness. “The referral architecture is the foundation, yes. But I think you are still positioning too low, even with everything we discussed.”

“I remember you telling me that.”

“But you can also justify a higher price for an even more luxurious experience.”

“Like what?”

“A yacht,” she said.

I looked at her.

“A superyacht,” she said, and her eyes were bright now, genuinely lit up. “Mobile, international waters, no address, no neighbors, no paparazzi with a telephoto lens across the street. A client flies into a private port, boards, and disappears for a week. The vessel cruises the Bahamas, the Mediterranean, wherever she likes, and she is bred in absolute luxury and absolute privacy while everyone in her life believes she is simply on holiday.” She spread her hands. “A working vacation. The ultimate one.”

“A floating clinic,” I said.

“A floating retreat,” she said. She was already gone into it, I could see, already designing the marketing language. “Suites below the waterline for soundproofing. A spa. A medical staff that signs agreements that would terrify their grandchildren. And a name.” She paused, and a slow, mischievous smile spread across her face. “I have been thinking about the name.”

“Of course you have.”

“’The Divine Seed,’” she said, and watched my reaction. When I laughed she pressed on, undeterred. “Or ‘Priapus’ Bride.’ Something that means nothing to the people who see it on a registry and everything to the women who know what it is.”

“You’ve put real thought into this,” I said.

“I put real thought into everything,” she said. “It is the only way I do anything.” She leaned toward me. “Imagine it. A woman who could buy anything she wants, who has never in her life been denied a single thing, cruising the open water with no one watching and no record kept, being given the one thing money has never been able to guarantee her. You understand what that is worth.”

And the question hung in the warm air of the bedroom.

I did understand. I understood it completely, and the picture she was painting was extraordinary, the kind of thing that made the back of my neck prickle with the specific excitement of a genuinely good idea arriving fully formed. I lay there for a moment and let myself want it, the vessel, the open water, the absolute privacy of a yacht, the kind of discretion that no coastal estate could ever fully guarantee.

Then I pulled myself back. “It’s a dream,” I said. “A real one. The kind I want to build toward.” I shifted against the pillow and looked at the ceiling. “But even with what the clinic is generating now, even with the numbers we’re running, a superyacht is a different order of magnitude. The acquisition alone, before a single client boards, before staff contracts and medical agreements and mooring costs.” I shook my head slowly. “I’m not there yet.”

She was quiet. I could feel her watching me.

“I don’t say that to be cautious,” I said. “I say it because I’ve watched what happens when people build faster than their foundation can hold. My father was one of them.” I looked at her. “I won’t do that.”

She held my gaze for a moment, and then the corner of her mouth lifted, just slightly, the particular smile of a woman who has been waiting for someone to say exactly the right thing and has just heard it.

“You are not cautious,” she said. “You are precise. There is a difference.” She reached down beneath the sheet, found me without looking, and wrapped her hand around me. She stroked slowly not urgently, the way someone turned a pen between their fingers while thinking. “You know the product works,” she said, her voice dropping, her grip tightening just slightly with each slow pull. “I know the product works. I have been experiencing the product work for four days and I can confirm with absolute certainty that there is nothing else like it on this earth.”

I felt myself hardening in her hand and she acknowledged it with the faintest satisfied exhale, not breaking rhythm.

“What you need,” she said, “is a partner who believes in the vision and has the capital to meet it.” She looked at me directly, her hand still moving, slow and certain. “I want to invest significantly. Not as a client, not as a referral source but as a partner who has a vested interest in seeing this become everything it can be.” She tilted her head. “I have deployed capital into far less certain ventures than a man whose abilities I have personally verified in extensive detail.”

I laughed despite myself. “Extensively.”

“Comprehensively,” she said, with complete seriousness, and stroked me once more for emphasis. “I believe in you. And I want to be part of something this powerful while it is still early enough to matter.” She released me and sat up fully, the robe falling entirely off one shoulder now, her dark hair loose around her face, and she looked at me with the focused intensity she probably brought to every significant decision she’d ever made. “I am not talking about a token contribution. I am talking about the kind of investment that buys a superyacht and staffs it and covers the legal architecture and leaves enough over to open a second property. The kind that makes the next step happen in months rather than years.”

The room felt very still. It was quiet outside, and the city lights burned their steady amber beyond the glass, and I lay there looking at this extraordinary woman with her half-open robe and her absolute certainty and I felt something shift in my chest, the particular sensation of a door opening onto a larger room than the one you’d been standing in.

It was almost too much to hold at once. The yacht, the expansion, the referral network she carried, the capital she was describing, all of it converging in the quiet of this bedroom on the last night of four days that had already changed the shape of what I thought was possible. I felt the excitement of it move through me like a current, warm and almost dizzying.

I was going to need to sit with this properly. I was going to need Alexis and Helen in the same room, the three of us around the table at the estate with the ocean outside and the morning light coming in, working through what it meant and what it required and how to build it correctly. Helen would ask the questions I hadn’t thought of yet. Alexis would find the thing that needed to be protected. And between the three of us we’d turn this from a vision into a structure.

I wanted that conversation badly. I could already feel the shape of it.

“Okay,” I said.

Isabelle raised an eyebrow. “Okay?”

“Okay, I want to talk about this seriously. Not tonight, not like this.” I sat up and faced her. “When I’m back home, I want to bring you a proper proposal. What the clinic generates, what the next phase requires, what a partnership structure would look like.” I held her gaze. “Not because I don’t trust you. Because you deserve to invest in something that’s been thought through, not something I agreed to in a bed at midnight.”

She looked at me for a long moment, and then something warm and genuine moved through her expression.

“I knew I was right about you,” she said quietly.

“You’ll know more when you see the numbers,” I said.

She laughed. “I already know enough.” She reached up and touched my jaw briefly with her fingertips, a small, unhurried gesture. “Tomorrow, talk to your people. Come back to me with something I can sign.”

I caught her hand before she pulled it away and held it for a moment. “I will.”

She nodded, and the businesswoman and the woman she’d let herself be this week occupied the same face without conflict, and she looked more at ease in her own skin than she had at any point since I’d walked into this penthouse.

We slept after that, properly, her back against my chest and her breathing slow and even, and I lay awake for a while in the quiet with the ocean outside and my mind turning over the shape of what was coming, the yacht and the water and the women who would board it, and the estate back on the coast where the people I trusted most were already waiting to help me build it right.


Chapter 6

Iwoke before she did. The penthouse was quiet in the specific way of early mornings in tall buildings, the city below not yet fully awake, the light coming through the windows thin and silver-grey. I lay still for a moment, her warmth against my back where she’d shifted in the night, and then I rose carefully without waking her and went to the bathroom and stood under the shower until the water ran hot.

By the time I came back into the bedroom she was awake, sitting up against the headboard with the sheet pooled at her waist and her dark hair loose around her shoulders. She looked rested in a way she probably hadn’t looked in years, the lines of her face soft, her green-hazel eyes clear and unhurried.

“There he is,” she said.

“Still here,” I said.

Isabelle watched me dress with the open, unapologetic attention she’d given me from the beginning, and when I’d buttoned the shirt and reached for the chalk-stripe jacket she stood and came to me and straightened the lapels with both hands.

She left her hands on my lapels for a moment, looking up at me, and then she rose on her toes and kissed me, deeply and without hurry, her hands moving from my jacket to the sides of my face. It was a different kind of kiss than any of the ones that had come before it, not the beginning of something but the close of it, full and honest and entirely without performance.

When she pulled back her eyes were relaxed. “Thank you,” she said. “For all of it. The things we discussed and the things we didn’t.” She paused. “You gave me exactly what I came for and considerably more than I expected.”

“You made it easy,” I said.

She smiled at that, the same smile she’d given me at the dining table on the first night when I’d said something she hadn’t expected. She stepped back and picked up her robe from the chair and belted it loosely, and then she turned and looked at me with her arms crossed in the comfortable way, the way that had nothing to do with defense.

“There was one other thing,” I said.

She tilted her head.

“My girlfriend,” I said. “Cleo is a huge fan. Uses your foundations, follows your launches, the whole thing. She was very casual about asking me to bring it up, which meant she was not casual about it at all. She basically asked for makeup.”

Isabelle was already moving. She crossed to the wardrobe and pulled the doors open and reached for a large matte shopping bag from the shelf at the top, the kind with ribbon handles and the brand name in that confident, understated typeface. She set it on the bed and opened it and looked at me once.

“Sit,” she said. “This will take a moment.”

I sat. She moved between the wardrobe and the bathroom. She came back with foundations in three shades, held them up to the light, considered, kept two and returned one. She added a lipstick in a deep rose and then thought better of it and added two more in different finishes. A serum in a small amber bottle that she described as not yet launched. A compact of something in a warm bronze that she said was a limited edition from the autumn collection and that she only had four of left.

A skincare set in a zipper pouch. Another lipstick, this one matte, because she said every serious student of fashion needed to understand the difference between the two. She tucked a small folded card into the side of the bag and wrote something on it in her handwriting.

She handed it to me. It was heavier than it looked.

“The card is for her,” she said. “She can reach out directly to my team if she wants to discuss the line. I mean that. We occasionally bring in people from design programs for a week and let them see how the products are developed from the creative side.” She paused. “If she is serious about fashion, it is worth knowing.”

I looked at the bag and then at her. “She’s going to lose her mind,” I said.

“Good,” Isabelle said, with simple satisfaction. “She should. She is, after all, the talented girl of the man who just bred me.” She said it with the same tone she might use to describe a particularly successful product launch, and then the corner of her mouth curved.

But at that moment I thought of Madison. It wasn’t fair that I got Cleo something and not her. “I have another girl named Madison …”

“The blonde who had a threesome with you and Sophia?” she asked with a grin.

“Exactly.”

“Don’t worry I got something for her too.” Isabelle nodded and crossed to another shelf. She selected a foundation, a matte lipstick, and a skincare pouch and set them aside separately from the rest of the gifts.

“These are for her.”

“Thank you, they’ll both love them.”

I stood and picked up the bag and she walked me to the elevator herself, her robe trailing softly on the floor. She pressed the call button and leaned against the wall beside it and looked at me.

“Thank you,” I said. “Genuinely. For all of it.”

She shook her head slowly, and something moved through her face that was quieter than anything she’d shown me across a desk or a dining table. “No,” she said. “Thank you.” She paused, choosing the words the way she chose everything, with care. “You made me feel alive again. Fulfilled, in a way I had stopped believing was available to me.” She looked at the elevator door rather than at me, as if the admission was easier sideways. “I know how important my business is. I have always known that. But I think I had forgotten, for a very long time, that taking time away from it, time that is genuinely and entirely for myself, is also important.” She looked back at me. “You reminded me of that.”

“Then we’re even,” I said.

She smiled at that, and it was the best version of the smile, the one with nothing held back. She crossed the short distance between us and kissed me, her hands light on my chest, and I put one hand against her jaw and kissed her back the way the moment deserved, slowly and without any hurry, because the elevator could wait.

When she pulled back her eyes were soft. “Let your team know I’m coming,” she said. “Whatever you need to put in place before we talk properly, put it in place.”

“I will,” I said.

She stepped back and tilted her head, and something dry and warm moved through her expression. “And Alexander.” She nodded toward the bag in my hand. “A superyacht is pocket money to me. I want you to understand that when I say I am ready to invest seriously in what you are building, I mean it at a scale that will make the numbers you are currently running look like a beginning. Which they are.” She held my gaze. “Come back to me with something worth signing.”

“I promise I will.”

The elevator opened. I stepped in and turned and she was still leaning against the wall, arms loosely crossed, her robe trailing, her hair loose, and she looked like the most interesting woman in the city.

The doors closed on her. I rode down through the building with the shopping bag hanging from my hand and the chalk-stripe suit doing exactly what it was built to do, and I stood in the underground garage for a moment in the quiet before I unlocked the Lamborghini and put the bag on the passenger seat and sat with the engine off for a few seconds longer than necessary.

Pocket money, she’d said. The kind of capital that made a superyacht a rounding error.

I started the engine and pulled out into the morning.

The drive back to the coast took just under an hour. The city dissolved behind me and the freeway opened up and the ocean appeared on the right as I came off the last interchange, grey-green and vast in the morning light, and I felt the particular unwinding that always happened when I got close to the estate, the sense of returning to something that was mine.

I pulled through the gate and up the drive and killed the engine in front of the house. I had the bag over my shoulder and was halfway to the front door when it opened before I reached it.

Cleo was standing in the frame in an oversized sweatshirt and denim shorts, her blonde hair loose and slightly chaotic, and she had clearly been waiting because her expression when she saw me was the expression of someone who had been exercising considerable restraint for several days and was done exercising it.

“Finally,” she said.

She came down the two front steps and wrapped her arms around me before I’d fully stopped moving, and I caught her and held her with my free arm while she squeezed.

She pulled back and looked up at me with her hands still on my arms. “Okay. Tell me everything. How was she? What was she like in person? Is she as beautiful as she looks? Did she talk about the autumn collection because I’ve been watching the launch previews and the pigmentation on that bronze compact looks absolutely unreal and I need to know if it’s actually that good or if it’s just lighting.” She paused for approximately half a breath. “Also how did everything else go.”

“Everything else went very well,” I said.

“I figured. You look like you’ve had a good week.” She looked at the bag on my shoulder and her eyes sharpened. “What is that?”

“This,” I said, “is for you.”

I held it out and she took it with both hands and looked at the ribbon handles and the typeface on the bag and then looked at me with an expression that was caught between composure and complete collapse.

“Is this,” she said, very carefully, “what I think it is.”

“Open it,” I said.

She moved past me to the front step and sat down on it and set the bag between her knees and reached inside. The first thing she pulled out was the foundation in the first shade, and she held it up and turned it in the light and made a sound that was not quite a word.

“This is the Lumineux Satin,” she said. “This doesn’t come out until November. How does she have this.”

“She makes it,” I said.

Cleo looked at me. Then she looked at the bottle. Then she reached into the bag again and pulled out the serum in the amber bottle and her composure gave up entirely. “This is the Precursor serum. This isn’t even announced yet. She showed like three seconds of it in a behind the scenes video in July and the comment section lost its mind.” She clutched it against her chest. “Alexander.”

“There’s more,” I said.

She dug through the rest of it with the focused intensity of someone cataloguing something sacred, pulling each piece out, holding it up, identifying it by name, and her running commentary got progressively less coherent as the bag emptied. When she got to the limited-edition bronze compact she set everything else down on the step beside her and held it with both hands and stared at it.

“I have four of these,” she said quietly, to herself. “In the whole world.”

“She has four,” I said. “She gave you one.”

Cleo looked up at me and her eyes were bright. “Did you talk to her about me?” she said.

“I told her you were a serious student of it,” I said. “She believed me.” I nodded toward the bag. “There’s a card in the side pocket. Read it.”

She found it and unfolded it and read it and went very still. “She wants me to reach out to her team,” she said. “For a design program visit.” She looked up. “She means that?”

“She said she meant it,” I said. “And she did not strike me as someone who said things she didn’t mean. You met her too, after all.”

Cleo sat with that for a moment, the card in one hand and the compact in the other, and she looked like someone trying to decide whether to be overwhelmed or practical and landing somewhere between the two. Then she stood and threw her arms around me again and this time she held on properly.

“You’re my favorite person,” she said into my shoulder.

“I know,” I said.

She pulled back and started gathering everything carefully back into the bag, handling each piece with a reverence she absolutely would have denied if I’d pointed it out. Madison appeared in the doorway behind her, in leggings and a loose tank, her blonde hair in a high ponytail, tea in hand.

“He’s back,” she said, and the smile she gave me was warm and uncomplicated.

I kissed her once. “Good morning.”

“Good morning.” She looked at Cleo on the step, surrounded by luxury cosmetics, still holding the card. “What happened?”

“Isabelle,” Cleo said, as if that explained everything, because it did.

Madison raised an eyebrow at me. “She sent gifts?”

“She sent gifts,” I confirmed. I reached into the jacket pocket and found the smaller selection I’d set aside, three products from the bag that Isabelle had included specifically when I’d described Madison to her, a foundation in a fair-neutral shade, the matte lipstick, and the skincare zipper pouch. I handed them over.

Madison looked at them with the same recognition Cleo had shown, slightly more restrained but genuine. “She knew my shade,” she said.

“I described you,” I said.

Something pleased moved through her expression. She looked at the lipstick and turned it over and then looked up at me. “You have to tell her thank you.”

“I’ll let her know you like them … but you might be able to meet her yourself one day.”

Madison beamed. “So how was it? The whole thing.”

We ended up on the front steps, the three of us, Cleo cross-legged with the bag in her lap, Madison leaning against the door frame. I gave them the version that was honest and appropriate, which was most of it.

I told them about the office suite and the city view and the way Isabelle had been waiting behind the desk with the glasses and the folder on the first evening, and the way the scene had run from there. I told them about the roleplay, the executive dynamic and then the reversal, the bad employee, the desk and the floor and the chair, and both of them listened. I told them briefly about the mating and about the days after, the lounge and the balcony and the shower and the way she’d been entirely different by the third day, the layers down and the real version of her fully present.

I told them about what she’d said afterward, the years of being careful, the men who’d frozen when she asked them to take authority, the loneliness she’d described as something she’d built into her own life by optimizing for the wrong things. I said it plainly, without editorializing, because it deserved to be said plainly.

“She sounds extraordinary,” Madison said, and she meant it without any edge in it.

“She is,” I said.

“She came so much, didn’t she,” Cleo said, and then grinned when I looked at her.

“Several times daily,” I said.

“The roleplay and the punishment,” Madison said, tilting her head. “She asked for that specifically?”

“She had the whole scenario planned before I arrived,” I said. “She’d been designing it since Sophia’s balcony.”

Madison laughed. “Of course she had. She’s a CEO. She probably built a deck.”

“She probably had Celeste prep a brief,” Cleo said, and they both laughed, and I laughed with them, and it was easy and warm and good to be home.

* * *

Alexis found me in the kitchen a couple of hours later, when Cleo had retreated to her room with her bag of treasures and Madison had drifted back inside with her tea. She looked at me the way she always looked at me when I’d been gone for a few days, a quick inventory, checking that I’d come back intact.

“Terrace,” she said. “Helen’s already out there. Come tell us properly.”

The terrace faced the ocean, and the water was calm and dark blue at the horizon, lighter where it caught the sun close to shore. Helen was in one of the low chairs with a glass of white wine, her dark hair loose for once, wearing a cream linen shirt. She looked up when I came through the door and gave me the slow, appraising look she reserved for moments when she was deciding how much to say.

“There he is,” she said.

“So you’ve said,” I told her, and pulled one of the chairs around so the three of us formed a loose triangle facing the water. Alexis settled into the third chair and tucked her feet up beneath her and looked at me with her hands wrapped around her own glass and her expression open and waiting.

“From the beginning,” she said.

So I gave it to them. I started with the office suite and Isabelle’s composure and the way she’d talked about the empire over dinner, the origin story and then the honest version underneath it, the two near-losses and the decision she’d made afterward to keep everything separate. I told them about what she’d said about pricing, the serum at three hundred and twenty when her advisor had said eighty, the argument that price was information and that what I offered wasn’t a fertility service but certainty, which was a different category entirely and deserved to be treated as one.

Helen set her wine down. “She said that specifically, certainty.”

“Her word,” I said.

Helen looked at the ocean for a moment with an expression I recognized. It was the expression she wore when something had arrived that she needed to turn over carefully before responding to.

“She’s right,” she said. “We’ve been pricing the experience. We should be pricing the outcome.” She picked up her wine again. “There’s a significant difference.”

“She said we should raise prices again,” I said. “Considerably. She wasn’t specific but she was emphatic.”

Alexis nodded slowly. She was listening the way she listened when she was building something in her head, quietly and without interrupting, letting the information arrange itself. “And the investment,” she said. “Tell us about that.”

I leaned back in the chair and looked at the water. “She wants to be a partner. Not a client, not a referral contact, a genuine partner with capital behind it.” I paused. “She described a superyacht as pocket money.”

Neither of them said anything for a moment. The ocean moved below the terrace, steady and indifferent.

“A superyacht,” Helen said.

“Her idea originally,” I said. “And she’d already thought it through.” I laid it out the way Isabelle had laid it out in the penthouse bedroom. I told them about the name, both versions, and watched Helen’s face change.

She laughed. “Priapus’ Bride,” she said. “That’s not subtle.”

“It doesn’t need to be subtle,” I said. “It needs to mean nothing to the people who see it on a registry and everything to the women who know what it is.”

“She said that?”

“Almost exactly.”

Helen looked at Alexis, and something moved between them. Alexis was smiling, the warm, steady smile she wore when something exceeded what she’d allowed herself to hope for.

“Walk us through the whole structure,” Helen said, turning back to me. “What she’s envisioning. All of it.”

I did.

I took them through it properly, the way Isabelle had laid it out and the way I’d been building on it since the drive home. The yacht itself first, not a converted vessel but something commissioned, purpose-built and the kind of thing that existed in a category beyond luxury because luxury was still a word civilians used. I’d been turning the numbers in my head on the freeway and I told them what I’d arrived at.

“What are you thinking for pricing,” Alexis said.

“Whatever we’re charging now,” I said, “double it. Then add the vessel costs on top as a separate line and charge for that too.” I looked at both of them. “A week on that yacht isn’t a fertility treatment. It’s a guarantee. The only one that actually exists. And a woman who has spent her adult life being told that money can buy anything except this one thing will pay whatever the number is, because the number is not the point, getting pregnant is.”

Helen set her wine down. She looked at the ocean for a long moment and I let her.

“She’s right,” Helen said finally. “We’ve been cautious with the pricing because the service is already unusual and we didn’t want the number to become a barrier. But we’ve been thinking about it wrong.” She turned back to me. “The number isn’t a barrier. For the women we’re actually talking about, the number is the credential. It tells them they’ve found the real thing.”

“That’s exactly what Isabelle said,” I told her. “And the clients.”

Helen raised an eyebrow.

“She moves in circles we haven’t touched,” I said. “Different geography, different industries, different levels of wealth. Women who would never have found us through the channels we currently have access to.” I looked between them. “If she’s a genuine partner, she becomes a referral architecture in herself. Not because she’s promoting us. Because she exists in those rooms and those women trust her judgment implicitly.”

Alexis looked at Helen.

“She should come to the estate,” Helen said. “And we’ll talk more about it in detail.”

“I’ll reach out to her this week,” Alexis said. “Set something up.”

“Good,” Helen said. She picked up her wine and looked at the horizon, the light beginning to soften toward late afternoon, the water going from blue to something closer to silver at the edges. “She sounds like someone worth knowing,” she said, and the way she said it was deliberate, the way Helen said most things, meaning more than the surface of the words.

“She is,” I said. “She’s the most genuinely intelligent person I’ve spent extended time with in years. Business mind, yes, but also just the way she thinks about things. The way she identifies what something actually is versus what it presents as.” I thought about the dining table on the first night, the serum at three hundred and twenty. “She doesn’t accept the first frame she’s offered. She finds the real one.”

“Then we’ll take good care of her,” Alexis said simply.

We sat with the ocean for a while after that, the three of us. Helen asked a few more questions about the structure, the staffing model for the yacht, how the booking process would need to change.

I stayed on the terrace after they went inside, the two of them moving through the glass doors together, their voices low and easy as they went. The afternoon stretched and then softened into evening. I sat with my forearms on my knees and looked at the ocean and let the afternoon decompress around me.

The yacht. The capital. Isabelle’s network folded into ours like a second river joining the first, doubling the volume and the reach without changing the essential nature of what we were. I could see the shape of it clearly now, the way the estate and the vessel would function as two expressions of the same thing, one fixed and intimate and rooted in place, the other mobile and absolute and contained by nothing but water and sky.

I was still sitting there when I heard the terrace door open behind me. I turned. It was Madison, and she wasn’t dressed for company. She had a thin cardigan over her tank, her arms crossed loosely inside it, and she was barefoot on the terrace stone. She came to the railing and stood beside it rather than sitting, looking out at the water, and she had the particular quality of someone who had come outside to be near something larger than whatever they were carrying.

I watched her for a moment. She wasn’t performing any version of herself. She was just standing there, the ocean wind lifting the ends of her hair.

“Hey,” I said.

She looked at me. “Hey.” She came and sat in the chair Alexis had vacated, pulling her feet up beneath her, and she looked at the water for another moment before she looked at me.

“What’s going on,” I said. Not a question, exactly.

She exhaled. Her hands moved in her lap and then settled. “It’s my mom,” she said.

I waited.

“She lost her job,” Madison said. “The firm she was with, they restructured and her whole department got cut. She’d been there for six years.” She paused. “She’s been looking and it’s not going well. She’s had interviews, a few that seemed promising, and then they didn’t go anywhere, and she’s…” She stopped and pressed her lips together briefly. “She’s not someone who shows stress easily. She’s always been the person who has it together, you know. The one who handles things. And lately when I talk to her I can hear it.” She looked at me directly. “She’s scared. And she’s trying not to let me know she’s scared, which makes it worse somehow.”

“I’m so sorry about that,” I said. I’d just met her mother, and she’d seemed so lovely from the start.

“She’s good at what she does. She’s really good. She handled the accounts for clients with serious money and she was discreet and reliable and she never made a mistake that mattered. But the firms she’s interviewing with either want someone younger or someone with a different specialty and she’s in this gap where her experience should be an asset and somehow it isn’t.” She pulled the cardigan tighter. “I just feel helpless. I want to fix it and I can’t fix it.”

I looked at her for a moment. The ocean moved below us, steady and unhurried, and the last of the afternoon light was going warm and amber across the water.

“Actually,” I said, “I might be able to.”

She looked up.

“We’re planning on expanding,” I said, “we’re going to need a full-time accountant. Someone we trust completely. Someone who can handle high-net-worth clients without blinking and who understands that discretion isn’t a policy, it’s the foundation everything else is built on.” I held her gaze. “That’s not an easy person to find. Most people who have those skills are already embedded somewhere, and the ones who aren’t usually come with questions about why they aren’t.” I paused. “Your mother already knows you. She already knows something about what this is, at least the edges of it. And she’s exactly the profile we need.”

Madison had gone very still.

“If she’s interested,” I said, “I’d want to talk to her properly. See what she thinks of the scope of it, whether it’s something she’d want to take on. But I’m not asking as a favor to you. I’m asking because she sounds like exactly the right person for what we actually need.”

Madison looked at me for a long moment, and something moved through her face that she didn’t try to manage or contain, a wave of relief.

“She would be perfect for it,” she said, and her voice was slightly unsteady. “You have no idea. She’s so good, Alexander. She’s so careful and so smart and she would never say a word to anyone, she’s not built that way.” Her eyes had gone bright. “She’s been so stressed and she hasn’t wanted me to worry and I’ve been worrying anyway and this would just.” She stopped. “It would change everything for her. It would change everything.”

“Then let’s make it happen,” I said.

She leaned across the space between the chairs and kissed me, both hands coming up to cup my face, and the kiss was warm and full and had something grateful and unguarded in it that was different from any kiss she’d given me before. When she pulled back her eyes were wet at the corners and she laughed at herself for it and pressed the back of her hand against her eye.

“Thank you,” she said. “Genuinely. Not just for my mom. For all of it.” She looked at me with her hands still loosely framing my face. “You keep doing that. Making things better in ways I didn’t know to ask for.”

“You make it easy to want to,” I said.

She smiled at that and pulled back and settled into the chair again, her feet tucked up, the cardigan loose around her shoulders, and she looked out at the ocean with an expression that had lost every trace of the weight it had been carrying when she walked through the door. The amber light was going golden now, the water shifting with it, and she looked easy and warm and entirely at peace, and I sat with her in the quiet until the light was gone.


Chapter 7

Laura arrived three days later.

Madison had texted her the address the night before and I’d been in the kitchen with my tea when I heard the car on the gravel. I came through the front door and down the steps and Madison was already there, a few paces ahead of me, the way she always moved when she was excited about something but trying not to show it.

Her mother stepped outside. The second time I’ve seen her. Her shoulder-length hair was a warm honey blonde that caught the morning sun as she came around the car door. She was dressed in a way that managed to be professional without hiding anything, a fitted cream blouse tucked into a charcoal pencil skirt that followed the curve of her hips, low heels that were sensible enough to signal seriousness and sharp enough to signal she’d thought about it. She had a leather folio under one arm.

She was, objectively, a beautiful woman. The kind of beautiful that forty-two could produce when the genetics were good and the person had taken care of themselves, less the aggressive brightness of youth and more the settled, particular attractiveness of a woman fully arrived at herself. Blue eyes, clear and warm. A mouth that was already moving toward a smile when she saw her daughter.

“Mom,” Madison said, and crossed the last few feet and hugged her, and the relief in the way she held on told me everything about how many nights she’d spent worrying about this woman.

Laura held her daughter for a moment and then stepped back and looked at me over Madison’s shoulder with those blue eyes, and I felt the familiar current move through me, that low, warm awareness that my power produced when it registered something. I’d learned not to react to it outwardly. I noted it and let it run its course and kept my expression easy.

“Alexander,” she said, and offered her hand.

I shook it. “Laura. It’s good to see you again. Madison talks about you constantly.”

She smiled, and it was a good smile, the kind that reached the eyes without effort. She glanced at the house behind me and I watched her take it in for the second time, the facade, the landscaping, the ocean visible beyond the roofline, and she was just as impressed as the first time.

“Thank you for making the drive,” I said. “Come inside.”

I took her through the house and out to the terrace, where Alexis and Helen were already set up at the outdoor table with a coffee service and the kind of easy, unhurried presence that put people at ease without appearing to try. Laura came through the terrace door and I watched her register both of them, and the slight tension in her shoulders, the professional brace she’d been carrying since the driveway, loosened by a degree.

Alexis stood and crossed to her and took her hand in both of hers. “Laura. Nice to have you here again. Sit down, please. Coffee?”

“Coffee would be lovely.”

We let the first ten minutes be easy. Alexis asked about the drive, Helen asked about her background in a way that sounded conversational and wasn’t entirely, and Laura answered. She’d been with a mid-sized firm for six years before the restructure. Before that, a larger practice. She’d worked with clients in entertainment, in real estate and in private equity. She’d handled multi-jurisdictional accounts, international wire structures, and the particular discretion requirements of clients who needed their financial arrangements to stay out of both the press and other people’s conversations.

She said the last part without emphasis, as if it were simply a professional fact, and I watched Helen’s expression shift a fraction toward something more decided.

“Madison gave you some sense of what we’re building,” I said, when the coffee cups had been refilled and the easy portion of the morning had done its work.

“She did,” Laura said. She had the folio open on the table in front of her, not because she’d written anything in it yet but because it was where her hands went when she was thinking carefully. “You’re expanding, correct?”

“Correct,” I said.

“The expansion is the part that requires the right person,” Helen said.

Laura looked at her steadily. “I understand that.”

“Our clients are not people whose names can appear anywhere. Not in records that could be subpoenaed, not in documents that have more copies than necessary, not in conversations that happen outside this property.” I let that sit for a moment. “We’re not asking you to do anything illegal. We’re asking you to treat discretion as the primary professional value, above everything else. The salary reflects that.”

Alexis slid a folded card across the table. Laura picked it up and looked at it, and I watched her face.

She was good at controlling it. But the blue eyes moved to the number and stayed there for a beat longer than everything else had held her, and something at the corner of her mouth shifted.

“That’s,” she said, and stopped, and then started again. “That’s generous.”

“It’s accurate,” Helen said. “For what we’re asking.”

Laura set the card down carefully and looked around the table. Madison was sitting slightly back from the rest of us, letting the meeting run without inserting herself, and when Laura’s eyes found her daughter’s face something passed between them that was private and warm and finished in under a second.

Then she looked back at me. “What does the role look like day to day.”

I walked her through it. The volume of transactions, the international components, the reporting structure and the way the expansion would change the scale of everything within the year. I told her about the yacht, in the broad strokes, enough for her to understand the ambition without burying her in the parts that were still being built. She asked three questions during that portion, all of them precise and none of them redundant, and each one landed on exactly the part of the structure that needed to be thought through most carefully.

Helen caught my eye briefly across the table. I didn’t react.

“You’d have full access to the accounts,” Alexis said. “And full support. You’re not coming in to manage a mess. The books are clean. We just need someone who can carry them forward at a larger scale and keep everything airtight.”

Laura looked at the ocean for a moment. The wind off the water moved through her hair and she reached up and tucked a strand back, a small, automatic gesture, and then looked back at us.

“I’d like to accept,” she said. The composure was still there but the warmth under it had come forward, the relief she’d been keeping behind the professional manner finally visible at the surface. “If the offer is formal.”

“It’s formal,” I said.

Something bright moved through her face, a full, genuine smile. “Then yes. Absolutely yes.”

Alexis reached across and covered her hand. “Welcome to the family,” she said, simply.

Madison made a sound beside me that she turned into a cough, and didn’t quite succeed, and nobody mentioned it.

We kept Laura for another hour after that, the meeting dissolving naturally into something easier, more like an introduction than a negotiation. Helen drew her out on a few more details, less interrogation now and more genuine curiosity, and I watched Laura settle further into the terrace and the morning and the company of these women who had received her without ceremony and made her feel immediately that she belonged.

I sat slightly back from the conversation for a stretch of it and let myself observe. The pencil skirt had ridden up fractionally as she’d settled into the chair, and her legs were crossed at the knee, and she was a genuinely attractive woman.

The current that had moved through me on the driveway was still there, a low background warmth that I’d learned to read as my power registering presence. She wasn’t reacting visibly to it. But twice during the conversation she’d shifted in her chair in a way that wasn’t quite explained by anything being said, a small, unconscious adjustment.

I didn’t pursue it. This was a professional morning and she was Madison’s mother and she had just accepted a position that required her to trust us completely, and that trust was worth considerably more than anything else.

But I noted it.

She left just after noon, Madison walking her back to the sedan while the rest of us cleared the coffee service and let the terrace breathe. I stood at the railing and watched the two of them in the driveway below, Madison’s hand on her mother’s arm, Laura’s head tilted toward her daughter’s, and I could see from the set of Laura’s shoulders that the weight she’d arrived with was gone.

Helen appeared beside me at the railing. She looked down at the driveway and then looked at me.

“She’s good,” she said.

“Yes,” I said.

“Better than good,” Helen said. “She’s exactly right.” She paused. “And she felt you.”

I said nothing.

“Not consciously,” Helen said. “She wouldn’t know what it was. But she felt it.” She glanced at me sideways. “I watched her, twice.”

“I know,” I said.

I looked at the driveway. Madison was hugging her mother again, brief and tight, and Laura was laughing at something, her head tipped back, the tension entirely gone from her body.

“Keep it professional,” I said.

“Obviously,” Helen said. “I’m just telling you what I observed.” She pushed off the railing and went back inside. I waved to Laura before she got into the car, and I stayed where I was until the sedan had turned out of the gate and disappeared.

* * *

Two days later we were at the airport. Not the commercial terminal. The private one, set back from the main complex behind a separate gate, where the building was smaller and quieter. We were on our way to Miami to meet Isabelle, looking for yachts.

Alexis and Helen were already inside when I arrived with Cleo and Madison, and I could see through the glass that Alexis was at the small bar counter talking to one of the staff, her sunglasses pushed up into her hair, and Helen was standing at the window facing the tarmac with her arms loosely crossed, looking at the jet.

The jet was a Gulfstream G650, white with a thin gold stripe along the fuselage, and it sat on the apron in the early morning light looking like the answer to a question most people never got to ask.

“I can’t believe that’s ours,” Cleo said, beside me.

“It’s chartered,” I said.

“I can’t believe we chartered it,” she said, in exactly the same tone.

We went inside. The terminal was cool and clean and smelled faintly of good coffee. Madison went straight to Alexis and they did the quick, warm greeting they’d developed over the past weeks, the easy familiarity of two people who had been through something together and come out the other side of it comfortable.

We were waiting on Laura. She arrived twelve minutes later, and I heard Cleo make a sound beside me before I’d fully registered the door opening. Laura came through the entrance in a way that suggested she’d thought carefully about the morning without appearing to have thought about it at all. She was wearing a fitted camel blazer over a silk blouse in a deep ivory that moved when she walked, and tailored trousers that were professional enough for a business trip and cut close enough to make the profession beside the point. Her blonde hair was down and slightly waved, and she had a carry-on bag over one shoulder and sunglasses pushed up on her head.

She looked, in short, nothing like someone’s accountant and entirely like someone who belonged on a private jet, which I suspected was deliberate and which I respected accordingly.

Madison went to her. They hugged and Laura’s eyes moved around the terminal and then out through the glass to the tarmac, and her composure shifted by one small degree.

“That’s the plane,” she said.

“That’s the plane,” Madison confirmed.

Laura looked at it for a moment. “I’ve done a lot of things in my professional life,” she said, “and I have never once boarded anything that didn’t have a gate number.” She looked at Madison. “There’s no gate number.”

“You just walk out,” Cleo said, appearing at my shoulder. “Directly. It’s completely surreal. I’ve been trying to act like it’s normal since we got here and I’m not succeeding.”

Laura laughed, and something in her face loosened. She looked at me over Madison’s head. “Thank you for including me in this.”

“You’re part of the team,” I said. “Miami’s a working trip. We need you there.”

Which was true. We were flying down to meet with a yacht broker that Isabelle had sourced, and having Laura present for the financial conversations would matter. But it was also true that she’d been at the job for forty-eight hours and that the morning had the quality of something else, the beginning of something being built rather than simply a task being completed.

Helen came to the group and the introductions completed themselves, and then one of the staff appeared to let us know we could board, and we went.

The interior of the Gulfstream was the kind of space that made the word cabin feel inadequate. Cream leather seating, polished wood trim, carpet underfoot that absorbed sound. Eight seats arranged in two facing clusters of four, a small galley forward, and at the rear a closed door that led to the private bedroom suite. The windows were large and the light came through them clean and warm.

Laura stood in the entrance for a moment after boarding and looked at the length of the cabin with an expression she didn’t try to manage.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Okay.”

“I know,” Madison said, and steered her gently toward one of the forward clusters.

We settled. Cleo took the window seat and curled up with her legs tucked under her almost immediately, pulling a soft blanket from the overhead and arranging herself. Alexis sat across from her, relaxed and at home in the way she’d become at home with everything over the past months, a comfort that looked like confidence from the outside and was, I thought, becoming the same thing from the inside. Helen sat in the rear cluster and opened a folder and was already reading before the engines had fully spooled up.

Laura sat forward with Madison and spent the first twenty minutes of the flight looking out the window with the expression of someone recalibrating something fundamental about their understanding of how other people lived. She wasn’t uncomfortable. She was just absorbing.

I sat across from Alexis and watched the coast appear below us as we banked south, the ocean spreading out flat and brilliant on the left side of the aircraft, and I let myself decompress into the altitude the way I always did, the particular quiet of being above everything, the way the details of the day below became small and then invisible.

The flight attendant, a young woman named Clara, came through with drinks and a light breakfast service, and the cabin settled into the easy rhythm of a long flight among people who were comfortable with each other.

* * *

An hour in, Alexis looked at me across the table with an expression I recognized. It was the expression she wore when she wanted something and was deciding whether to want it out loud.

She looked at Cleo, who had set her blanket aside and was reading something on her phone, her golden hair loose and the soft morning light doing what soft morning light did with golden hair.

Then Alexis looked back at me. She raised an eyebrow, a fraction of a degree.

I tilted my head slightly toward the rear of the cabin.

She unfolded herself from the seat with the natural ease of someone stretching, and said, to no one in particular, “I’m going to lie down for a bit. Long day ahead.”

Nobody looked up. Helen turned a page. Laura was talking quietly with Madison about something. Cleo was still on her phone.

I stood and moved through the cabin toward the rear, and I heard Alexis’s footsteps behind me, and I opened the door to the bedroom suite and we went through.

The bedroom was small by any comparison other than an aircraft bedroom, which made it feel generous. A wide bed with quality linens, a window on each side, warm lighting that came from strips set low along the walls. Alexis turned to face me the moment the door was closed and there was nothing tentative about the way she moved into me, her hands coming to my chest, her face tilted up.

We’d been apart for the better part of a week with Isabelle and the days of that trip and the days after it, and the reunion had been warm but appropriate in front of others, and now we were behind a closed door, and she kissed me with the accumulated patience of all of that.

I put my hands in her hair and kissed her back and felt the familiar warmth of her, the specific way she fit against me, and for a moment it was just that, the two of us in the quiet altitude above the country with the engine noise a steady low note beneath everything.

She pulled back after a while and looked at me with clear eyes. “I’ve missed you,” she said.

“I know,” I said. “I missed you too.”

She smiled and reached up and touched my jaw, and then she turned her head toward the door, and the smile shifted into something else, something warmer and more playful.

“Go get Cleo,” she said.

I looked at her.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she said, and the warmth in it was unmistakable. “I know what I want. Go get her.”

I was a bit stunned. We’d never had a threesome before, and she wanted it on a plane? I thoroughly enjoyed the wild side of Alexis. I went back through the door and into the cabin. Cleo had put her phone down and was looking out the window now, her chin in her hand, and she looked up when I appeared and raised her eyebrows.

I nodded toward the rear. She looked at the closed door and then back at me, and something moved through her face, a quick flicker of color in her cheeks. She glanced forward at Laura and Madison, still in quiet conversation, and at Helen in the rear-facing seat with her folder.

“Alexis’s back there,” I said, in a low voice.

Cleo’s eyes came back to mine. “I know she is,” she said, even lower.

“She asked me to come get you,” I said.

The color in her cheeks deepened. She held my gaze for a moment, and I watched her work through something, the slight hesitation of it visible in the small tension around her mouth.

“Together,” she said. It wasn’t quite a question.

“Together,” I said.

She looked at the window again for a beat, and then she unfolded her legs from under her and stood, smoothing the front of her leggings once, a small, automatic gesture. She picked up the blanket and then set it down again, and she looked at me with her lower lip briefly caught between her teeth.

“I’ve never,” she said, and stopped.

“I know,” I said.

“With her there,” she said.

“I know,” I said again.

She giggled. “Really?”

“Yes, really.”

She rose to her feet and moved past me toward the rear of the cabin, and I followed her, and we went through the door together.

Alexis was sitting on the edge of the bed when we came in. She’d taken her shoes off and her hair was loose and she looked at Cleo.

“I thought he was joking,” Cleo said.

Alexis stood and crossed to her, and she looked at her daughter with those light brown eyes that held everything. “You don’t have to,” she said. “You know that. If you want to go back and sit down, you go back and sit down and we don’t say another word about it.”

Cleo looked at her for a long moment. “I don’t want to go back and sit down,” she said. “I got needs too.”

Alexis smiled. She leaned forward and pressed her lips to Cleo’s forehead.

Then Alexis stepped back and looked between us both, and something settled in her expression, something decided and warm and entirely without apology.

“Let’s undress each other,” she said.

She said it the way she said most things when she’d made up her mind, and then she looked at me and tilted her head toward the small chair in the corner beside the window.

I sat.

They faced each other in the narrow space beside the bed, and for a moment neither of them moved, and then Cleo reached up and found the hem of Alexis’s blouse and drew it upward slowly, and Alexis lifted her arms to let it clear her head. Cleo set it on the bed and looked at Alexis, and I watched her look, the way her eyes moved and then stilled.

Alexis reached for the tie at the back of Cleo’s hair first, drawing it loose, and then her hands went to the hem of Cleo’s sweater and she peeled it up and off in one smooth motion. Cleo stood in her bralette and leggings and Alexis stood in her bra and jeans.

The rest came off piece by piece. Alexis unclasped Cleo’s bralette and Cleo shrugged it free, and then Cleo reached around and found Alexis’s clasp and worked it open. Jeans and leggings followed, and then the last of it, and they stood facing each other fully bare in the low warm light of the cabin bedroom, the engine a steady note beneath the floor, the ocean somewhere far below.

I stayed in the chair and I did not move.

Cleo looked at her body with open, unguarded attention, and then she reached out and cupped Alexis’s breasts in both hands, lifting them slightly, feeling the weight of them.

“You have the best boobs,” she said. She was not performing the observation. She was genuinely examining, turning her hands, her thumbs tracing the curve. “Seriously. They’re perfect. I’ve always known it but like.” She looked up at Alexis’s face. “Objectively perfect.”

Alexis laughed. She looked down at Cleo’s hands and then back at her daughter’s face, and then she lifted her own hands and brought them to Cleo’s chest, her palms settling over the fullness there, her fingers shaping around them with the same careful attention.

“Yours look great,” she said. She meant it. I could hear that she meant it. “You have no idea how much you look like I did at your age.” She held her hands there for a moment and her expression had something in it that was beyond the moment, some longer thread of time. Then she smiled. “We’re well matched.”

Cleo grinned at that. Her eyes dropped, and I watched her take in the rest of Alexis’s body, the curve of her waist, the soft flare of her hips, and then the neat patch of dark curls at her mound, a little darker than her honey-blonde hair. Cleo by contrast was bare, freshly smooth, the skin there pale and clean.

Alexis glanced down at the difference and raised an eyebrow. “Ambitious,” she said.

“Practical,” Cleo said, and they both laughed, and the last of whatever tension had been in the room dissolved completely.

Alexis looked at me then, over Cleo’s shoulder. She looked at me for a moment with those light brown eyes, and then she said, “Come here.”

I stood. She crossed to me and her hands went to my shirt and Cleo was there a half-beat behind her, both of them working the buttons from opposite sides, not competing, just moving together the way they’d found their rhythm in the last few minutes. Cleo pulled the shirt back off my shoulders and Alexis had the belt before it had cleared my arms, and then between the two of them they had everything else sorted in short order, and I was standing in the same condition they were, my cock fully erect, and they both looked at me.

Cleo looked at her. Alexis looked at Cleo. Some wordless agreement passed between them.

“On your knees,” Alexis said, and this time she was talking to both of them, herself included, and she went down, and Cleo went down with her. They were both kneeling in front of me on the carpet.

Alexis’s hand closed around me first and she looked up at me as she did it and stroked once, slowly, and I felt the warmth of it run the full length of my spine. Then Cleo’s hand joined hers, smaller, and they overlapped at the base, and Cleo’s eyes were wide and dark.

They took their time with it. Alexis brought her mouth to me first, her lips closing over the head, and she sucked me slowly while Cleo watched from inches away, her cheek almost touching Alexis’s. Then Cleo leaned in and they were both there at once, their mouths finding different angles, lips and tongues moving together along the length of me, and the sensation of it was extraordinary. I put one hand against the wall to steady myself.

“Isn’t it magnificent,” Alexis said, pulling back slightly, looking at the length of me with the same frank appreciation she’d given everything else tonight. She stroked slowly, coating my shaft in her fresh spit and making it glisten, and looked at Cleo beside her.

Cleo made a sound that was close to agreement and not quite a word. She had her lips at the side of me, her tongue tracing upward, and she pulled back enough to look properly and her expression was unambiguous. “Yes,” she said. “God, yes.” She looked up at me briefly and there was something flushed and entirely undone in her face. “I’ve thought about this more than I’m going to admit.” She opened wide, her mouth closing over the head now, and she plunged my cock deep into her mouth, and she made small gagging sounds against me.

Alexis worked alongside her, kissing the base while Cleo sucked the head, and then they traded, and it went on like that, back and forth and sometimes together, both mouths moving at once, and I watched them from above and kept my hand on the wall.

Cleo tried to swallow more of me and got partway and pulled back, and tried again with the same result, and there was a brief flash of something competitive in her expression when she watched Alexis slide further down with a steadiness that came from knowing exactly how to breathe through it.

“How do you do that,” Cleo said.

Alexis pulled back and looked at her with patient amusement. “Breathe out when you go down,” she said. “Don’t hold it. Exhale and relax your throat and let it come to you rather than going after it.”

Cleo tried it. She exhaled slowly and went down and this time she got further, her lips stretched and her eyes went wide at herself, and she pulled back and looked at Alexis with an expression of genuine triumph.

“There you go,” Alexis said.

I closed my eyes for a moment and breathed. I felt the warmth build in me, the particular current of my power rising alongside everything else, and I let it move outward, not with any specific intention, just open and warm, the way it worked best when it was given freely. I felt the change in both of them almost immediately. The sounds they were making shifted, became less composed, and Cleo made a soft, startled noise against me and pulled back.

“What was that,” she said.

“What was what,” Alexis said, though her voice had changed too, lower and slightly unsteady.

Cleo looked up at me with dark eyes. She pressed her thighs together. “He’s making me wet.” She stopped. “His powers.” She pressed her thighs together again and the look on her face was of someone trying to identify a sensation that had arrived without warning and was not stopping.

Alexis sat back on her heels and looked up at me with an expression that was fully informed. “You did that,” she said.

“Yes,” I said.

She looked at me for a moment longer, and then she looked at Cleo, and something moved through her face that I recognized, the decision arriving before the words for it did. She turned to Cleo on her knees beside her, and she put one hand on Cleo’s bare shoulder and guided her gently backward.

“Lie down,” Alexis said.

Cleo looked at her, and then she looked at me, and then she lay back on the carpet, her blonde hair spreading out beneath her, her chest rising and falling with a breath that wasn’t quite steady. Alexis moved over her on her hands and knees, her body above Cleo’s, and she looked down at her daughter with lust and love.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a while,” Alexis said quietly, and she lowered her head to her daughter’s neck.

She started at Cleo’s collarbone, her lips tracing the line of it, and Cleo made a small sound that was half surprise and half giggle. Alexis moved downward, her mouth finding the curve of Cleo’s breast, and she took the nipple between her lips and Cleo’s back arched off the carpet.

“Oh,” Cleo said. “Oh.”

Alexis hummed against her, and the vibration of it made Cleo’s thighs shift apart. Alexis’s mouth kept moving, down the soft plane of Cleo’s stomach, her tongue tracing the line of muscle there, and Cleo was breathing in short, unsteady bursts, her hands coming up to rest on the back of Alexis’s head without pushing, just holding.

Alexis reached the smooth skin between Cleo’s thighs and she paused there, looking up the length of her daughter’s body, and then she lowered her mouth to her vagina.

The sound Cleo made was not quiet. It filled the small cabin bedroom and bounced off the walls and the low ceiling, and she pressed the back of her hand against her own mouth and then took it away because she clearly didn’t want to muffle it. Alexis’s tongue moved in long, slow strokes and Cleo’s hips lifted off the carpet to meet Alexis’s mouth.

“She’s so good,” Cleo gasped, and she was looking at me, her eyes wide and bright and entirely undone. “Alexander, she’s so good at this, oh my God.”

I was still standing, and I moved to them and lowered myself to the carpet beside Alexis, and I put my mouth on Cleo from the other side, my tongue finding where Alexis’s had been, and Cleo made a sound that was closer to a cry than anything else.

“Both of you,” she said. “Both of you, both of you.”

We licked her together, side by side, Alexis’s tongue on one side of her clit and mine on the other, and Cleo’s hands were in both of our hair now, her fingers tightening and releasing in rhythm with whatever we were doing to her.

Alexis and I moved without words, our tongues gliding over her slick folds, occasionally brushing against each other in wet, heated passes that only heightened the intimacy. Cleo’s hips bucked upward, chasing the dual pressure, her breath coming in sharp, desperate gasps.

“Oh fuck,” Cleo whimpered, her voice cracking. “That, both of you, don’t stop, please.” Her fingers curled tighter in my hair, then Alexis’s, pulling us closer. Alexis hummed in response, the low vibration traveling straight through Cleo’s core, and I circled her clit with the flat of my tongue before flicking it lightly, matching the steady flow Alexis had set on the other side. Cleo’s juices coated our chins, sweet and plentiful, evidence of how completely she was unraveling.

Alexis pulled back just enough to speak, her lips glistening. “She tastes like heaven, doesn’t she?” Her eyes met mine for a heated second, full of shared hunger, before she dove back in, sucking gently on one swollen lip while I focused on the sensitive bundle of nerves at her center. Cleo’s legs started to shake uncontrollably, her heels digging into the carpet as she tried to anchor herself.

“I’m … I can’t … it’s too much,” Cleo panted, but her body betrayed her words, grinding against our mouths. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward to stroke that spongy spot while my tongue kept spanking her clit. Alexis mirrored the motion on the outside, her fingers joining mine in a slick dance, stretching her gently.

“Yes, right there, both of you, oh God,” Cleo cried out. Her back arched sharply, pushing her breasts upward, nipples tight and flushed. Alexis reached up with her free hand to pinch one, rolling it between her fingers, and Cleo’s whole body jolted like she’d been shocked. I could feel her walls fluttering around my fingers, tightening as the pressure built.

Alexis and I alternated pressure, one sucking while the other licked broad, firm strokes, driving her higher. Cleo’s thighs clamped around our heads, trapping us in her heat, but we didn’t relent. Her breaths turned into sobs of pleasure, her head thrashing side to side on the carpet, blonde hair wild.

“I’m gonna come,” she gasped, voice high and strained. “Oh, Alexander, I’m coming, I’m—”

The orgasm hit her like a wave crashing over the bow. Cleo’s entire body seized, her inner muscles clenching hard around my fingers in powerful spasms. A raw, guttural cry tore from her throat, loud enough to echo through the cabin. Her hips jerked wildly against our faces as she flooded us with fresh wetness, her clit pulsing under our tongues. We kept licking her through it, gentler now but unrelenting, drawing out every shudder, every aftershock. Alexis moaned softly against her, clearly enjoying her daughter’s release, while I drank her in, my own arousal throbbing painfully between my legs.

Cleo’s cries tapered into whimpers, her body going limp and boneless on the carpet, chest heaving. Her hands loosened in our hair, stroking now instead of gripping, trembling with residual pleasure. Tears of overwhelm glistened at the corners of her eyes as she stared up at the ceiling, dazed and glowing.

Alexis lifted her head first, her lips and chin shiny, and kissed the inside of Cleo’s thigh tenderly. “That’s my girl,” she murmured, voice thick with affection and lust.

She lay there afterward with her chest heaving and her eyes closed and a smile on her face that was entirely without self-consciousness.

“Okay,” she said, after a while. “Okay. That happened.”

Alexis laughed against her thigh and kissed the inside of it once, gently, and then she looked at me with those light brown eyes, and the look she gave me was unmistakable.

“You want to lick me?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said, and Cleo nodded eagerly as well.

We both moved at once, and Alexis was the one on her back now, her honey-blonde hair spread on the carpet, her body open and waiting, and Cleo and I were on either side of her.

Cleo went to Alexis’s breasts first, her mouth closing over one nipple while her hand shaped the other, and I moved lower, my mouth finding the soft dark curls at the apex of Alexis’s thighs, and I licked her the way she’d taught me to, slow and patient, and she made a sound that was low and warm and entirely satisfied.

Cleo’s mouth moved up from Alexis’s breast to her neck, and then to her mouth, and they kissed, deep and unhurried, Alexis’s hands coming up to cup Cleo’s face, and I felt the shift in Alexis’s body beneath me, the way her hips began to move, seeking more.

I gave her more. I slid two fingers inside her while my tongue worked her clit, and she broke the kiss with Cleo to gasp, her head going back against the carpet.

“Alexander,” she said. “Yes. Right there.”

Cleo shifted lower to join me between Alexis’s thighs, her shoulder brushing mine as we settled in. Alexis’s legs parted wider in invitation, one knee bending lazily as she reached down to stroke our hair with both hands.

“God, look at you two,” Alexis murmured, her voice already husky with anticipation. “You are so beautiful.”

I pressed a kiss to the neat dark curls above her slit before parting her folds with my tongue. She tasted rich and warm, deeply feminine, a heady blend of sweet musk and salty tang, like sun-warmed honey drizzled over the sea. There was a subtle earthiness that made me groan against her, addictive and distinctly her. Cleo leaned in from the other side, her tongue tracing the opposite lip, and our mouths met in slick, playful collision right over Alexis’s clit.

Alexis’s hips rolled upward with a delighted laugh that melted into a throaty moan. “Mmm, fighting over Mommy’s pussy already? So competitive.”

Cleo giggled against Alexis’s wetness, the sound vibrating pleasantly. “She tastes so good,” she whispered to me, eyes sparkling with mischief as our tongues flicked together. “Like… ripe peaches and something darker.” She sucked one swollen fold between her lips, tugging gently, while I circled Alexis’s clit with slow, firm strokes.

I slid my tongue lower, dipping inside her entrance, enjoying the thicker, creamier essence there. “Perfect,” I agreed, voice muffled. “Sweet and filthy at the same time. I could do this for hours.”

Alexis’s fingers tightened in our hair as we licked her together, alternating between long, luxurious licks and playful flicks, sometimes both tongues flattening against her clit at once in wet, heated harmony. Her juices flowed freely, coating our chins and dripping down toward the carpet. Every time our tongues brushed, Cleo would shoot me a wicked little grin, turning the act into a joyful, shared game.

“Ohhh, yes, right there, both of you,” Alexis gasped, her back arching. Her full breasts swayed with each breath, nipples tight. Cleo reached up with one hand to pinch and roll one, earning a sharp, pleased cry from Alexis. I slipped two fingers deep inside Alexis’s heat, curling them against her front wall while my tongue danced over her clit. Cleo mirrored me on the outside, sucking the sensitive nub between her lips and humming.

Alexis’s thighs began to tremble, her usual composure cracking into something raw and beautiful. “You’re both so, fuck, eager. My perfect little lickers.” Her laugh was breathless, playful even as pleasure mounted. She rocked against our faces, smearing her taste across our mouths.

Cleo lifted her head just long enough to tease, “You’re getting so wet. Making a mess of us.” Then she dove back in, licking faster, more insistently, while I thrust my fingers deeper and sucked her clit in rhythm.

The orgasm built quickly. Alexis’s breathing turned ragged, her hips stuttering. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop. I’m going to, ahh—”

She came with a deep, resonant moan that filled the cabin, her body tightening like a bowstring. Her inner walls pulsed hard around my fingers in powerful waves, flooding our tongues with fresh, sweet nectar. We kept licking her through every shudder, gentler now but relentless, drawing out the pleasure until her legs shook and her grip in our hair loosened.

Finally Alexis collapsed back against the carpet, chest heaving, a radiant, sated smile on her face. She looked thoroughly wrecked: hair wild, skin flushed, lips parted. “Come here, you two,” she said softly, tugging us upward.

We moved onto the bed together. Alexis was the one on her back now.

“How was your orgasm?” Cleo asked.

“Perfect … but I don’t like the fact that Alexander is still hard.” Alexis stroked my cock and gave me a look, and I moved my hand over her pussy, making her even wetter.

I moved up Alexis’s body and positioned myself between her thighs, and she looked up at me with those light brown eyes, clear and wanting and entirely without reservation.

“Go on,” she said.

I pushed into her slowly, parting her pussy lips and entering her. She was wet from her honey and also saliva, and she made a sound that went through me like electricity.

As I kept thrusting in and out of her, Cleo decided to straddle Alexis’s face. Alexis happily grabbed her hips and pulled her daughter’s pussy against her mouth.

“Oh my God,” Cleo said. “That’s so hot.”

Alexis lifted her hips to meet each thrust, her hands still on Cleo’s hips, guiding her daughter’s movements against her mouth. Cleo braced herself on the headboard above Alexis’s head, her thighs spread wide, and the sound of her breathing mixed with the wet sounds of Alexis’s tongue against her.

The three of us found a cadence. I thrust, Alexis’s hips rose, Cleo rocked forward and back, and the engine hummed beneath us and the cabin was full of the sounds of all of it, the wet friction, the soft gasps, the low murmurs of encouragement that passed between us without anyone needing to plan them.

“Harder,” Alexis said against Cleo, and I gave her harder, and she moaned into her daughter and Cleo’s head dropped back and she made a sound that was almost a laugh, breathless and delighted.

“You’re so deep,” Alexis gasped when she could speak again. “I can feel you everywhere.”

Cleo looked down at me over her Alexis’s body, her hair hanging forward, her lips parted, and she reached one hand down and touched where I was entering Alexis, her fingers brushing against the joining of us, and the sensation of it made me groan.

“She’s so wet because of you,” Cleo said, her voice unsteady.

I pulled out slowly and Alexis made a sound of protest, but I was already moving, repositioning, and I guided Cleo off Alexis’s face and onto her hands and knees, and Alexis turned onto her side to face her, and I entered Cleo from behind while Alexis’s mouth found her daughter’s again from the front, and the sound Cleo made was muffled against Alexis’s lips.

We fucked like that for a while, the three of us in a chain of contact, and then we shifted again, Alexis on her back with Cleo straddling her face, and me above Alexis, my cock sliding into her while she licked her daughter, and the angle was extraordinary, the way I could feel the vibration of Alexis’s moans through her body around me.

The heat built and built. My power was everywhere now, a warm golden current that I could feel connecting all three of us, and their skin was flushed and glowing with it, and Cleo came again on Alexis’s tongue, her thighs shaking, and Alexis came around me with a cry that Cleo’s body muffled only partially.

I pulled out of Alexis and moved to Cleo, turning her onto her back on the bed, and I entered her while Alexis watched from beside us, her hand moving between her own thighs, her eyes dark and intent. Cleo wrapped her legs around my waist and pulled me deeper, and Alexis leaned in and kissed her daughter’s neck while I fucked, and the three of us were so close, so entangled, that I couldn’t tell where one body ended and another began.

The door opened. It happened between one breath and the next. The latch clicked and the door swung inward and Laura was standing in the frame with her hand still on the handle, her mouth open, her blue eyes wide and fixed on the three of us on the bed.

She froze.

I was inside Cleo. Alexis’s hand was between her own thighs. Cleo’s legs were wrapped around my waist and her head was turned toward the door, her eyes going wide at the same moment mine did. The cabin was full of the sounds we’d been making, the wet friction, the breathing, and all of it was suddenly, catastrophically audible in the silence that followed.

Laura’s face went through several expressions in rapid succession. Shock first, the genuine article, her body going rigid, her hand still on the door handle. Then something else, something that moved through her features like a wave, her pupils dilating, her lips parting slightly, her free hand coming up to her chest in an involuntary gesture. Her gaze dropped from my face to where I was joined to Cleo, and then to Alexis beside us, and then back up, and the flush that spread across her cheeks and down her neck was not entirely from embarrassment.

She stared for perhaps three full seconds. It felt like longer.

“I’m sorry,” she said. Her voice was higher than I’d ever heard it. “I was looking for, I thought, I’m so sorry.”

She pulled the door closed. The latch caught with a soft click.

The three of us stayed exactly where we were. Cleo’s legs were still around me. Alexis’s hand was still between her thighs. The engine hummed beneath us and the cabin was very quiet.

Cleo giggled. “Should have put a do not disturb sign on the door.”

Alexis laughed, a low, warm sound that vibrated through her body and into mine where I was still pressed against Cleo. “She’ll live,” Alexis said. “Keep going.”

I hadn’t stopped. The interruption had frozen me for a beat, but the current was still running, the heat still building, and Cleo’s legs were still locked around my waist and her eyes had gone back to mine, dark and wanting, the shock already dissolving into something spicier.

“Don’t you dare stop,” Cleo said, and she rolled her hips upward, pulling me deeper.

I gave her what she was asking for. The rhythm came back easily, the wet friction of her around me, and Alexis shifted beside us and put her hand on my lower back, her palm warm against my skin, and I felt her watching, the particular attention she gave when she was fully present in something.

“Harder,” Cleo said, and I gave her harder, and her head went back against the pillow and her mouth fell open and the sound she made was raw and unguarded.

Alexis’s hand moved from my back to Cleo’s breast, shaping it, her thumb finding the nipple, and Cleo’s back arched, and she pressed herself harder against me, and the three of us were a closed circuit again, the interruption already folding into the background.

I felt it building in me, the pressure at the base of my spine, the particular tightening that meant I was about to blow a load. I let it come rather than managing it. Cleo felt the change and her legs tightened around me and her hands came to my face, pulling me down to her, and she kissed me with everything she had, messy and open and entirely without pretense.

“Come inside me,” she said against my mouth. “I want it.”

I did. The orgasm hit me hard, a wave that started at the base and rolled the full length of me, and I buried myself as deep as I could and let go, and Cleo came with me, her body clenching around me in tight pulses, her cry muffled against my shoulder.

For a moment the three of us were still, the only sound the engine beneath the floor and the breathing, and then I pulled out with an obscene pop as her pussy tried to hold onto my cock. Her pussy gaped open, revealing a glistening pool of cum inside.

Alexis moved. She shifted down the bed and positioned herself between Cleo’s thighs, and Cleo looked down at her with wide, dazed eyes, and Alexis put her hands on Cleo’s inner thighs and spread them gently, parting her pussy lips, and I watched her look at what was there, the mess of cum and arousal.

She lowered her head and licked. A long, slow stroke, collecting what I’d left inside her daughter. Alexis lifted her head and looked at Cleo, and her mouth was full, and she leaned up and pressed her lips to Cleo’s, and I watched the transfer happen, my cum moving from Alexis to Cleo in a kiss that was tender and filthy and entirely theirs.

Cleo swallowed. Her throat moved, and then she looked at me with an expression that was beyond anything I’d seen on her face before, something awed and satisfied and slightly undone.

“That was insanely hot,” she said, and stopped.

“Yes,” Alexis said, and kissed her daughter’s forehead.

We lay there for a while. The cabin was warm and the light was low, and the three of us were tangled together on the bed, limbs overlapping, skin against skin. Nobody spoke for a stretch of it because nobody needed to.

Eventually Cleo shifted onto her side and propped her head on her hand and looked at me. “So,” she said. “What was your favorite part?”

“Honestly?” I said. “Watching you two together. The way you licked each other. The cum swap was the icing on the cake.”

Alexis smiled. She was lying on her back with her arms behind her head, her breasts rising and falling with her breathing, entirely at ease. “Mine was the beginning,” she said. “The undressing. The way you touched me, Cleo. It was so flattering.”

“I was really admiring your boobs,” Cleo said. “You have an incredible body. I’ve always thought so. It was nice to be allowed to say it.”

Alexis reached over and brushed a strand of hair from Cleo’s face. “You can say it whenever you want,” she said.

Cleo looked at me. “What about you, Alexander? Besides the watching.”

“The part where you both had your mouths on me at the same time,” I said. “That was something I’m going to think about for a very long time.”

Cleo grinned. “Yeah. That was good.” She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. “I liked when Alexis was eating me out and you were licking me at the same time. The vibration thing. That was insane.”

We lay there a little longer, the easy quiet of after, and then I said, “I hope we didn’t give Laura a heart attack.”

Alexis laughed. “She’ll get used to it,” she said. “She works here now. She’s going to see things. Better she sees them early and adjusts.”

“Early,” Cleo said. “She walked in on a threesome on a private jet. That’s not early. That’s a full immersion program.”

“Then she’s well adjusted,” Alexis said, and we all laughed.

We got dressed slowly, helping each other with buttons and zippers. Cleo found her sweater and pulled it over her head and her hair came through in a wild golden mess, and she didn’t bother fixing it. Alexis straightened my collar. I straightened hers, and we looked at each other for a moment in the small mirror beside the door. She looked rested and warm and entirely herself.

We went back into the main cabin. Laura was sitting forward with Madison, and they were talking in low voices. When we came through the door Laura’s eyes found mine for a fraction of a second and then moved away, and the flush that had been on her neck in the doorway was still there, slightly deeper now. She had one hand wrapped around her glass of water and the other was resting on her knee. She was sitting with her legs crossed tightly, and the posture was not entirely the posture of someone who had fully recovered.

Madison looked up at us and her expression was knowing and slightly amused. She gave me a look that said she’d heard everything and was choosing not to mention it, which I appreciated.

“Everything okay back there?” Madison asked, and the question was perfectly innocent and entirely not innocent.

“Everything’s fine,” Alexis said, and she settled into her seat across from them with the ease of someone who had not recently been involved in anything worth commenting on. “Alexander was helping me with something in the bedroom.”

“Helping,” Cleo said, and sat beside Madison and pulled the blanket back over her legs.

Laura took a sip of water. Her hand was steady but her eyes were bright, and she was looking at the window rather than at any of us, and the flush had not gone away.

Grinning, Helen turned a page in her folder and did not look up.

* * *

We landed at Miami-Opa Locka Executive Airport just after noon. The air that met us when the cabin door opened was thick and warm and smelled of salt and jet fuel.

The car was waiting on the tarmac. Two of them, black SUVs with tinted windows, and the driver who met us at the bottom of the stairs was a tall man in a dark polo who nodded once and opened the rear door without speaking. We loaded in, Alexis and Helen in the first vehicle, Cleo and Madison and Laura and me in the second, and the drive to the marina took twenty minutes through streets lined with palm trees, low white buildings and the occasional glimpse of water between the buildings.

The marina was on Biscayne Bay, and it was the kind of marina that didn’t have signs because it didn’t need them. The entrance was a gated driveway between two low buildings, and the guard at the gate checked the driver’s credentials and waved us through without getting out of his booth. The road curved past a row of low-slung offices and then opened onto the dock. The water was there, flat and brilliant blue-green, and the yachts were there, lined along the piers in descending order of size, and at the far end of the main pier, standing beside a white Mercedes convertible with the top down, was Isabelle.

She saw the SUVs before we’d fully stopped. She was wearing a cream linen dress that fell to mid-thigh and wide sunglasses pushed up into her dark hair. She had a leather folder under one arm and a water bottle in her other hand, and she looked like she’d been standing there for exactly as long as she’d intended to stand there, not a minute more.

The driver opened the door and I stepped out first, and Isabelle’s face broke into a smile the moment she saw me, warm and genuine and entirely without performance.

“Alexander,” she said, and she crossed the distance between us and took both my hands in hers, and then she stepped forward and kissed me, not on the cheek but on the mouth. And when she pulled back she was still smiling.

“You look well,” she said.

“You too,” I said, and meant it. She did. There was a glow to her that I recognized, the particular warmth that came with early pregnancy, her skin luminous, her eyes bright. She looked rested in a way that the penthouse week had started and the weeks since had apparently continued.

“And how is everything,” I said. “The pregnancy.”

She tilted her head and the smile shifted into something wry. “Morning sickness,” she said. “Every morning, like clockwork, between six and seven. Celeste has been bringing me ginger tea and dry toast and looking at me with that particular expression she has, the one that says she knew this would happen and is choosing not to say so.” She paused. “Apart from that, I am perfectly fine. Better than fine, actually. I feel extraordinary. Tired in the afternoons, but the kind of tired that feels earned rather than imposed.”

“Good,” I said. “That’s good.”

She squeezed my hands once and then released them and turned to the rest of the group, who had emerged from the SUVs and were standing in a loose cluster on the dock, the ocean breeze moving through their hair. Isabelle’s composure shifted into something warmer and more open, the version of her that existed when she wasn’t performing for anyone.

“Alexis,” she said, and crossed to Alexis and took both her hands and kissed her on each cheek, European style. “It is so good to see you. Thank you for making the trip.”

“Thank you for arranging everything,” Alexis said with a warm smile.

Isabelle moved to Helen next, the same greeting, the same easy warmth, and Helen received it with the measured grace she brought to everything. “Helen. The priestess. I’ve been thinking about our conversation.”

“I’m sure you have,” Helen said, and something dry and warm moved between them.

Isabelle found Cleo next, and Cleo was already beaming. Isabelle took both her hands and looked at her with interest.

“Cleo,” she said. “Nice to see you again.”

“Yeah, the same,” Cleo said a bit nervously.

Isabelle’s eyes dropped to the bag Cleo was carrying, the matte one with the ribbon handles, and something pleased moved through her expression. “You’re using the serum.”

“Every morning,” Cleo said. “It’s changed my skin. I mean, I know that’s the point, but it’s actually changed my skin. The texture is completely different.”

“Good,” Isabelle said, with simple satisfaction. “That’s what it’s supposed to do.” She leaned in slightly. “The bronze compact. How are you finding it.”

“I haven’t used it yet,” Cleo said. “I’m saving it. It feels like an occasion.”

Isabelle laughed. “Use it. There are more where that came from. I told you, reach out to my team. The autumn collection is being finalized now and there are pieces I’d like you to see before they’re locked.”

Cleo looked like she might combust on the spot. “I will,” she said. “I absolutely will.”

Isabelle turned to Madison and the greeting was the same, warm and unhurried, and Madison received it with the easy confidence she brought to everything. “Madison. The blonde. Alexander and Sophia told me about you.”

“All of it true,” Madison said, echoing Cleo, and they both laughed.

“Obviously,” Isabelle said, and there was something in the way she said it that suggested she’d been briefed thoroughly and had drawn her own conclusions. She looked at Madison with those green-hazel eyes, assessing and warm, and Madison held the look without flinching, and something passed between them that was brief and mutual and entirely without friction.

Then Isabelle’s gaze moved to Laura, who was standing slightly apart from the group, her leather folio under her arm, her posture composed but her eyes still bright from the residual flush of the plane. Isabelle looked at her with the same careful attention she gave everyone, and then looked at me.

“And this is,” she said.

“Laura,” I said. “Our new accountant and Madison’s mother. She joined us this week.”

Isabelle crossed to Laura and offered her hand, and Laura took it with the steady grip of someone who had recovered her professional footing. “Laura. A pleasure. I’m Isabelle Bellefesse.”

“I know who you are,” Laura said, and the warmth in her voice was genuine. “Your foundation is the only one that’s ever matched my skin tone correctly. I’ve been using it for years.”

Isabelle’s expression shifted into something pleased and slightly proprietary. “What shade.”

“Lumineux Satin, in Warm Ivory.”

“Good choice,” Isabelle said. “That’s one of mine. I formulated that shade personally.” She released Laura’s hand and looked at her for a moment longer, and I watched something move through her face, the same assessment she’d given Madison, quick and thorough and filed away. “Welcome to the team. Alexander tells me you’re exactly what they need.”

“Thank you,” Laura said. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Isabelle turned back to the group and clapped her hands together once, the sound sharp and decisive against the water. “Right,” she said. “Yachts.”

She led us down the pier. The first vessel was a hundred and thirty feet, white and gleaming in the Miami light, and the broker was waiting at the gangway, a tanned man in a navy blazer who introduced himself as Marcus.

“The master suite is forward,” he said, as we moved through the main salon, and the space opened up around us, all cream leather and teak and floor-to-ceiling windows. “Full beam, king bed, his and hers en suite, walk-in wardrobe, private terrace.”

We filed into the bedroom. It was the kind of space that made the word bedroom feel like an understatement. The bed was enormous, dressed in white linen, and the windows on three sides opened onto nothing but water and sky. The terrace beyond the glass doors was wide enough for a dining table and two loungers, and the ocean was right there, close enough to touch.

“Nice bed,” Cleo said, from beside me. She ran her hand along the footboard. “Big enough for, what, four people?”

“Five,” Madison said, from the other side. “If you’re creative.”

“Six,” Isabelle said, from the doorway, and she was looking at me with an expression that was entirely dry. “I’ve tested the math.”

Alexis laughed. Helen turned a page in the folder she’d brought and did not look up.

Isabelle crossed to the bed and sat on the edge of it, bouncing once, testing the mattress. She looked at me over her shoulder. “The one in the penthouse was good,” she said. “But this is better. The motion of the water would add something.” She paused. “You remember the desk?”

“I remember the desk,” I said.

“The desk was good,” she said, to the room at large, as if she were discussing a piece of furniture at a gallery. “But a desk on a yacht, with the ocean moving beneath you.” She looked at me again. “That would be something else entirely.”

Cleo made a sound beside me that she turned into a cough. Madison was grinning openly.

“The master suite on the next one is larger,” Marcus said, from the doorway, and his tone suggested he had heard this kind of conversation before and was choosing not to react to it. “Two hundred feet. The bed is custom. The headboard is leather.”

“Leather headboard,” Madison said. “That sounds practical.”

“For gripping,” Cleo said, and then pressed her lips together and looked at the ceiling.

Isabelle stood from the bed and crossed to me and put her hand on my arm. “I’m teasing you,” she said, low, for my ears only. “But only partially.”

“I know,” I said.

We moved to the next vessel. It was larger, two hundred and ten feet, and the master suite occupied the entire forward section of the upper deck. The bed was, as promised, custom, and the headboard was indeed leather, dark brown and tooled, and the windows wrapped around three hundred and sixty degrees, the ocean visible from every angle.

“This one,” Cleo said, standing in the center of the room with her arms out, turning slowly. “This is the one. I want to wake up here. I want to have breakfast on that terrace.” She pointed at the glass doors. “I want to ride this thing out to sea and not come back for a week.”

“It’s a strong contender,” Alexis said, from the doorway. She was looking at the space with the same careful attention she brought to everything, cataloguing, measuring. “The sightlines are extraordinary.”

“The sightlines are the point,” Isabelle said, and she was looking at me when she said it, and the double meaning was so deliberate it was almost a physical thing.

We saw three more. A two-hundred-and-forty-footer with a helipad and a cinema, a hundred-and-ninety-footer that was older but had been refitted with extraordinary taste, and a two-hundred-and-eighty-footer that Marcus described as “the one the Saudi prince turned down last month,” which was either a sales pitch or a warning, I couldn’t tell.

Cleo stood on the aft deck of the two-eighty and looked out at the bay with her hands on the railing and her hair blowing back, and she said, “It’s like a dream. Riding one of these out to sea. Waking up somewhere completely different every morning. I don’t think I’d ever want to come back.”

“You wouldn’t have to,” Isabelle said, beside her. “That’s the point.”

The decision was not easy. The two-eighty was extraordinary but the operating costs made Laura’s pen pause over the spreadsheet twice, and the hundred-and-ninety-footer was beautiful but the master suite didn’t have the terrace Cleo had fallen in love with. The two-ten with the leather headboard was the one that kept pulling us back, the one where the proportions felt right and the light came through the windows at exactly the angle that made the ocean look like something painted rather than real.

We stood on the dock in the late afternoon, the sun going gold over the water, and Isabelle had the folder open on the hood of the Mercedes and Marcus was standing a respectful distance away with his hands behind his back, and the rest of us were in a loose circle around the car.

“The two-ten,” Alexis said. She was looking at the numbers Laura had written in the margin of her folio. “It’s the right size. Big enough to be impressive, manageable enough to operate without a crew of thirty.”

“The master suite is perfect,” Helen said. She hadn’t said much all afternoon but when she spoke everyone listened. “The sightlines, the privacy, the terrace. It’s designed for what we need.”

“The headboard,” Madison said, and Cleo snorted beside her.

“The headboard is a detail,” Isabelle said, and she was smiling. “But it’s a good detail.” She looked at me. “Alexander? You have the final say.”

I looked at the yacht. It was moored at the far end of the pier, white and clean against the dark water, and the light was catching the windows in a way that made the whole thing look like it was lit from inside. I could see it. I could see clients walking the decks, the ocean stretching out behind them and the kind of people who would pay what we were going to charge because the experience matched the price.

“The two-ten,” I said.

Isabelle closed the folder. “Done.” She turned to Marcus and raised her hand, and he came forward. “We’ll take the two-ten. Full survey, full refit where needed, ready within six weeks.”

“Six weeks is aggressive,” Marcus said.

“Six weeks is what I’m paying for,” Isabelle said, and the warmth in her voice did not diminish the steel beneath it. “Make it happen.”

He nodded and stepped back, and Isabelle turned to the group with the particular satisfaction of someone who had closed something important. “We need a name,” she said. “The vessel comes with a temporary registration. We’ll need to file something permanent.”

We looked at each other, and I said, “Well, what you suggested earlier, The Divine Seed.”

The words hung in the air for a moment.

“That’s perfect,” Alexis said, quietly.

“It’s perfect,” Helen said.

“It’s actually perfect,” Madison said.

Isabelle looked at me, and her expression was warm and knowing and entirely pleased. “The Divine Seed,” she repeated. “Yes. That’s the one.”

We stood on the dock for a while longer, the light going from gold to amber, and then we loaded back into the SUVs and drove to the hotel.

The hotel was the Four Seasons on Brickell, and Isabelle had booked the penthouse suite and additional rooms on the floor below. We reconvened at eight in the private dining room off the penthouse, a long table set with white linen and low candles, the city spread out below the windows in a grid of light.

The food arrived in courses, simple and excellent, and the conversation moved easily between the yacht and the clinic and the week ahead. Laura had her folio open beside her plate and was making notes between bites, and Helen was talking to Alexis about the refit schedule, and Cleo and Madison were deep in a conversation about the master suite that I could hear fragments of and chose not to examine too closely.

Isabelle sat at the head of the table with her water glass and her plate of grilled fish, and she looked at ease in a way I hadn’t seen during the penthouse week, the particular relaxation of someone who had completed something and was letting herself enjoy the aftermath.

“The Divine Seed,” she said, turning the name over again. “It’s going to attract attention. The right kind.”

She set the glass down and looked at me. “I’ve already started making calls. The kind of calls you make from a hotel room with the door closed and the phone on a secure line.” She paused. “There are three women in my network who have been waiting for exactly this. They want something exceptional and they understand that exceptional costs.”

“How exceptional,” I said.

“Exceptional enough that Laura will need to add a zero to whatever number she’s been working with,” Isabelle said, and she was not joking. “These are women who have been managing their own wealth for decades and who have decided, very deliberately, that they want something more than a clinic visit. They want the experience. The vessel, the privacy, the ocean, the whole thing.” She looked around the table. “They will pay for it, generously.”

Laura added the zero. I watched her do it. She wrote the number, looked at it, and then looked at Isabelle with an expression that was somewhere between professional respect and quiet vertigo.

“That’s per client,” Isabelle said, reading her face.

“I understood that,” Laura said, and her voice was steady. “I’m just adjusting.”

“Take your time,” Isabelle said.

We finished dinner. The conversation wound down naturally the way good conversations did, not stopping so much as settling, the energy of the day finally releasing into the quiet of the late hour. Isabelle said goodnight first, pressing her lips to my cheek and squeezing my hand once, and then she was gone, and the rest of us gathered ourselves and moved toward the elevator.

Laura caught Madison at the door. She put her hand on her daughter’s arm and pulled her into a brief, tight hug, and I heard her say goodnight against Madison’s hair. Madison hugged her back and said something I couldn’t make out, and Laura laughed, and then she looked at me over Madison’s shoulder and said, “Goodnight, Alexander. Thank you for today.”

“Goodnight, Laura,” I said.

She held my gaze for a fraction of a second longer than the words required, and then she went down the hall toward her room.

My room was on the same floor, one door down from Laura’s. Madison and Cleo had already claimed the bathroom before I’d finished setting my jacket over the chair. I could hear them through the open sliding door to the balcony, their voices carrying over the sound of the shower, Cleo saying something and Madison laughing at it, the kind of laugh that meant Cleo had said something dirty.

I rolled my sleeves up and stepped out onto the balcony. The Miami night was thick and warm, the air carrying salt and floral from the gardens below, and the city spread out across the bay in a grid of gold and white light that reflected off the dark water in long, shifting columns. I leaned on the railing and let the heat settle around me and looked at it.

The yacht …. The Divine Seed. The name still felt right in a way that surprised me, the way the best decisions did, obvious in retrospect and slightly startling when they arrived. Two hundred and ten feet of white hull and leather headboards and three-hundred-and-sixty-degree ocean views, and in six weeks it would be ours, with Isabelle’s network of wealthy, sexy women already making calls … Six weeks.

I thought about the pace of it. A couple of months ago I had been a different person in a different life, and now I was standing on a Four Seasons balcony in Miami having just purchased a yacht. I had a pregnant French heiress who had kissed me on the mouth in front of everyone at the marina and two beautiful women who had shared a bed with me at thirty thousand feet, and an accountant who had walked in on all of it.

The thought of Laura arrived without invitation, the way it had been doing since the driveway. I looked left along the line of balconies. The rooms stepped away from mine in a row, each one separated by a low dividing wall, and two balconies over, Laura’s curtains were drawn but not fully. A gap of perhaps two feet remained where the heavy fabric hadn’t quite met, and through the glass doors behind it, I could see the warm interior light of her room.

I should have looked away. I didn’t. She was moving inside. I could see her through the gap, the cream and camel of her dinner outfit still on, and I watched her reach down and step out of her heels, setting them aside. She set her folio on the desk and then shrugged off the camel blazer, hanging it carefully over the back of the chair, smoothing the lapels once before releasing it.

She was in the ivory silk blouse and the tailored trousers now, and she reached around to the side zip of the trousers and drew it down, and then stepped out of them, folding them along the crease and laying them over the blazer.

I was very still. Her hands went to the buttons of the blouse, starting at the collar, working downward. The silk parted as each button released, and she shrugged it off her shoulders and laid it with the rest, and then she was standing in the matching ivory lingerie, a lace bra and the high-cut briefs that had been visible as a faint line beneath the trousers all evening.

She reached back with both hands and found the clasp of the bra. It fell.

I exhaled slowly through my nose and did not move.

Her breasts were extraordinary. Full and heavy, the kind of fullness that came from genetics rather than anything else, with a natural weight and sway as she straightened and rolled her shoulders back. They were larger than I’d expected, rounder, the skin pale and smooth with a faint blue tracery of vein at the outer curve where the weight pulled. Her nipples were a soft rose-pink, slightly darker at the center, and they tightened in the air-conditioned room as I watched, the areolae wide and soft. She had the breasts of a woman who had lived in her body comfortably for forty-two years, and they were magnificent for it, the fullness and the slight downward curve of them the particular beauty of maturity rather than anything else.

My jaw tightened. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the briefs and drew them down her legs in one smooth motion, stepping out and setting them aside, and then she straightened and stood fully naked in the warm light of the room.

She was, in every sense, the mature version of her daughter. The same long legs, toned and smooth, the same generous hips that curved out from a narrow waist, but softer, fuller, the body of a woman rather than a girl. Her stomach was flat with the faintest suggestion of softness at the lower belly. Her skin was warm and even, the honey-blonde of her hair echoed in the small, neatly trimmed patch between her thighs, lighter than I’d expected, pale gold against pale skin.

She stretched. Her arms went up over her head, her back arching, and the movement lifted her breasts and elongated the line of her torso and her head tipped back, and she ran both hands up through her honey-blonde hair and let it fall back around her shoulders.

The current moved through me. That low, warm stir that I’d learned to recognize, the particular frequency my power produced when it registered something it considered significant. It ran from the base of my spine outward and settled in my chest, and I felt it reach, the way it sometimes did, extending toward the glass and the gap in the curtains without any deliberate intention on my part.

She paused. It was small, barely perceptible. She’d been about to move toward the bathroom and she stopped, one hand still in her hair, and she turned her head slightly, not toward the window but in a vague, searching way, the way a person turned when they felt a draft from an unknown direction. Her brow furrowed for a fraction of a second and then smoothed, and she shook her head once, a small dismissal, and turned.

The turn gave me the side profile. The full, heavy curve of her breast from the side, the way it fell and swayed as she moved, the soft line of her stomach and the flare of her hip, and then the rear view, and her ass was generous and round and entirely proportionate to the rest of her, the kind of ass that moved when she walked without any effort or performance, just the natural physics of a well-made body in motion.

She walked toward the bathroom. Her hips swayed, and then the bathroom door closed behind her and the light in the main room shifted slightly as the en suite light came on beneath the door.

I exhaled. I was hard. Fully, uncomfortably, emphatically hard, the kind of erection that had arrived with complete conviction and was not interested in negotiating. I stood on the balcony for another moment with my hands on the railing and my jaw set and I made a deliberate decision to note what I’d seen and file it and move on, and then I turned from the railing and went back inside.

* * *

The dream was vivid. It started with Madison. She was in the master suite of the yacht, the one with the leather headboard and the three-hundred-and-sixty-degree windows, and she was standing at the glass with her back to me, wearing nothing, the ocean behind her a flat, brilliant blue. She turned and looked at me over her shoulder, and the look she gave me was the look she gave when she wanted something and was done pretending she didn’t.

Then Laura was there. She was standing beside her daughter, and she was wearing the ivory lingerie from the balcony, and the two of them were side by side, mother and daughter, and the resemblance was extraordinary in the dream the way it was in life, the same long legs and generous curves, the same full lips and blue eyes, but Laura’s body was softer, heavier, the weight of her breasts pulling slightly as she moved toward me.

They came together. Madison’s hand found her mother’s waist and drew her closer, and Laura’s hand went to Madison’s hair, and they kissed, slow and deep, and I watched it from the bed, and the current was running through me, and I could feel it reaching both of them at once, the way it had on the plane, and they both turned toward me with their lips parted and their eyes dark…

* * *

I woke up. The room was dark. The clock on the nightstand said 2:47. My heart was going and my cock was hard against the sheet, and the dream was still pressed against the inside of my eyelids, Madison’s mouth on her mother’s, Laura’s hand in her daughter’s hair, the two of them turning toward me with that shared, wanting look.

I lay there for a minute. Madison was still on her stomach, her arm still across Cleo, and Cleo had shifted in her sleep and was curled against Madison’s side, her face peaceful, her breathing steady. Neither of them stirred.

I needed air. I eased out of the bed, and I found the lounge pants on the chair and pulled them on, and the t-shirt, and I took the keycard from the desk and went to the door.

The hallway was quiet. The hotel at three in the morning had that particular hush. I took the elevator to the penthouse floor and used the keycard, and the door opened with a soft click.

The living area was dim. A single lamp was on beside the sectional, casting a warm circle of light across the cushions and the coffee table, and beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows the Miami skyline glittered in long columns of gold and white, the bay dark and still below it.

Laura was on the sofa. She was sitting with her legs tucked under her, a silk robe the color of cream pulled loosely around her, the collar open enough to show the thin strap of whatever she had on beneath it. Her leather folio was open on the coffee table in front of her, a spread of papers beside it, a pen resting on top of one of them. She had a glass of water in her hand and she was looking at the city through the glass, and she turned when the door opened, and her expression went through a quick sequence, surprise first, then recognition, then something steadier.

She didn’t look panicked. She looked like someone who had been sitting alone with her thoughts and wasn’t entirely sorry for the interruption.

“Alexander,” she said.

“Couldn’t sleep,” I said. I closed the door behind me and moved into the room. “Didn’t mean to disturb you.”

“You’re not disturbing me.” She set the glass down and pulled the robe a little tighter across her chest. “I couldn’t sleep either. I’ve been up for an hour.”

I crossed to the sofa and sat at the other end of it, leaving a cushion between us. The leather was cool through the thin cotton of my pants. “The bed okay?”

“The bed is extraordinary,” she said. “That’s not the problem.” She looked at the papers on the coffee table and then back at me, and there was something in her face that I recognized, the particular expression of someone standing at the edge of something they hadn’t fully processed yet. “I was going over the numbers for the yacht. The operating costs. The refit schedule Isabelle wants.”

“Six weeks is aggressive.”

“Six weeks is insane,” Laura said, and there was a warmth in it. “But I’ll make it happen. That’s what you’re paying me for.” She paused. “I just keep looking at these numbers and they don’t feel real. A few days ago I was sitting at my kitchen table with a spreadsheet of my own, trying to figure out which bill I could push to next month and which one I couldn’t, and now I’m looking at eight-figure yacht purchases and offshore holding structures that read like something from a movie.” She shook her head slowly. “It’s surreal. All of it.”

I nodded. I understood the feeling. I’d been living inside it for months.

“I want to thank you,” she said. She turned on the sofa to face me more directly, drawing one leg up under her, and the movement shifted the robe and I caught a glimpse of a thin camisole strap, pale against her skin. “Not just for the job. For trusting me with it. Helen told me what you said to Isabelle about me. That I was exactly what you needed.” She looked at her hands in her lap. “Nobody’s said anything like that about me in a long time. Professionally or otherwise.”

“You earned it,” I said. “The numbers don’t lie.”

“They don’t,” she said. “But people lie about the numbers all the time, and you trusted me anyway.” She looked up. “And Madison. What you’ve done for her. I don’t know if I’ve said it properly.”

“You don’t have to.”

“I want to.” Her voice was steady but there was something underneath it, something that had been building. “She’s different. Since she met you. She’s always been confident, she’s always had that, but there’s something else now. Something settled. She walks into a room and she knows exactly who she is and what she’s worth, and some of that was always there, but some of it is you.” She paused. “I can see how happy she is. How confident. I haven’t seen her like this in years. Maybe ever.”

“She’s easy to be good to,” I said.

Laura smiled. It was a small, genuine smile, the kind that reached her eyes. “She is. But not everyone sees it. Most people see the blonde and the body and they stop there.” She looked at me. “You didn’t stop there.”

We sat in the quiet for a moment. The city hummed beyond the glass, distant and constant.

She shifted on the cushion. The gap between us had narrowed without either of us moving toward it deliberately, the way distances did in quiet rooms at three in the morning.

“Can I ask you something,” she said. “And you can tell me it’s none of my business. I’ll understand.”

“Ask.”

She looked at the lamp, then at the window, then at me. “Alexis and Cleo.” She said it carefully. “What I walked in on. On the plane.”

She stopped. I waited.

“I’ve seen the way you are with them,” she said. “The warmth. The ease. It’s obvious to anyone who spends five minutes in a room with you three that there’s something there that most families don’t have. And then I walked through that door and I saw what it actually was, and I want to understand it. Not judge it. Understand it.”

I looked at her. She was sitting with her legs tucked under her and her hands in her lap and her blue eyes steady on mine, and there was nothing in her face that suggested judgment or discomfort, only the careful, genuine curiosity of someone trying to make sense of something that didn’t fit into any category she’d been given.

I considered what to say. The easy thing would have been deflection, something warm and vague that acknowledged the question without answering it. But she’d asked with honesty, and she deserved the same in return.

“It’s love,” I said. The word came out simply, without ornament. “That’s the part that’s hardest to explain and the only part that matters. Everything else, the physical part, the way we are with each other, all of that grows out of it. It didn’t start the other way around.”

I paused. She was listening without moving, her eyes on mine, and I could feel the weight of her attention, the quality of it, the kind that came from someone who genuinely wanted to understand rather than confirm what they already believed.

“We’ve always been close. The three of us, and we built something that most families don’t have because we didn’t have a choice. We were everything to each other.” I looked at the window, at the city, and then back at her. “It’s not something we decided. It’s something we discovered. And once we found it, we couldn’t go back to pretending it wasn’t there. That would have been the lie.”

I watched her face as I spoke. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t look away. Her expression moved through something thoughtful, something that settled rather than recoiled.

“It’s unusual,” I said. “I know that. I’m not going to pretend it isn’t, or that the world would see it the way we do. But inside our relationship, inside what we’ve built, it’s the most natural thing in the world. It’s acceptance … complete acceptance. The kind where you don’t have to hide any part of yourself, where the person who knows you best also wants you most, and there’s no gap between those two things. That’s what we have.”

Laura was quiet for a moment. She looked down at her hands, and then back up at me, and her eyes were bright in the lamplight.

“That’s beautiful,” she said. The word came out quietly, almost surprised, as if she hadn’t expected to say it. “I mean that. I walked through that door and my first reaction was shock, obviously, because what else would it be. But underneath the shock, there was something else. Something I’ve been turning over in my head since it happened.” She paused. “It was the way you looked at each other. All three of you. There was so much warmth in it. So much care. I’ve been married. I’ve been in relationships. I’ve never seen anyone look at someone the way you looked at Alexis, or the way she looked at you, or the way Cleo looked at both of you. It was like watching people who had found exactly what they needed and weren’t apologizing for it.”

She shifted on the cushion. The gap between us had closed further, the way distances did when people were being honest with each other in quiet rooms at three in the morning.

“It stirred something in me,” she said. She said it carefully, each word placed with the precision of someone walking across thin ice. “I haven’t felt truly desired in years. Seen, I mean really seen, the way you see Alexis. The way she sees you. I’ve been someone’s wife and someone’s mother and someone’s employee, and all of those are real things, but none of them are the thing where someone looks at you and wants you exactly as you are, without wanting you to be something else.” Her voice caught, just slightly, and she pressed her lips together. “And then I walked into that room and there it was. All of it. And I couldn’t stop thinking about it.”

She looked at me.

“Everything about this week has been surreal,” she said. “The yacht, the money, the hotel, all of it. But the most surreal thing is what your presence has done to me. I feel like I’ve been asleep for years and someone turned on a light. And I don’t know what to do with that.”

She put her hand on my arm. The touch was light, her fingers resting on the cotton of my sleeve, but I felt it the way you feel things at three in the morning, with the full weight of what they meant.

“Alexander,” she said.

I reached up and brushed a strand of honey-blonde hair from her face. It had fallen across her cheek during the conversation, and I moved it back behind her ear with my fingertips, and the gesture was small and deliberate and she didn’t pull away.

Her eyes were on mine, and we leaned in at the same time.

The kiss started soft. I felt her breath against my mouth, felt the small hesitation in her, the moment where she could have pulled back, and then she didn’t. It deepened.

Her hand moved from my arm to my chest, her palm flat against the cotton of my shirt, and I felt the warmth of it through the fabric, felt her fingers curl slightly against me. My hand went to the back of her neck, my fingers sliding into the soft hair at her nape, and I held her there, gently, and the kiss opened, and her tongue slid against mine.

She made a small sound against my mouth, something between a sigh and a hum, and her lips moved with mine with a hunger that surprised me. That surprised her too, I could feel it in the way her body shifted toward me, the way her free hand came up to my jaw. The current moved through me, flowing into her and making her aroused. I could feel it on her heated cheeks, and I knew I could take her.

She pulled back, her lips leaving mine slowly, her breath coming in short, warm bursts against my chin. Her hand stayed on my chest, and I could feel her pulse through her fingertips.

“Don’t tell Madison,” she said, biting her bottom lip. Her blue eyes were bright and fixed on mine, and the flush on her cheeks had spread down her neck and into the open collar of the robe.

“I won’t,” I said.

She searched my face. Whatever she found there seemed to settle something in her, because her shoulders dropped by a fraction, and the tension in her jaw released.

“Thank you,” she said. Then she looked down at her hand on my chest, and she seemed to notice it for the first time, the way her fingers had curled into the cotton, and she released it slowly, smoothing the fabric once.

“We should both go back to sleep,” she said. She was already gathering herself, pulling the robe tighter, tucking her legs back under her. “It’s late. We have meetings in the morning. Isabelle’s architect at nine.”

“You’re right.”

“Goodnight, Alexander,” she said.

“Goodnight, Laura,” I said.

Rising to my feet, I crossed to the door. I didn’t look back. I could feel her watching me, the particular weight of her attention on my back, and then the door closed behind me with a soft click, and the hallway was quiet again.

I stood in the corridor for a moment with my hand on the wall and my jaw set and my cock still hard against the cotton of my lounge pants, and I cursed myself.

I should have taken her.


Chapter 8

Six weeks passed the way big things sometimes did, in a blur of logistics and momentum that only resolved into clarity when you were standing on the other side of it looking back.

The Divine Seed was ours. I drove down alone to see her for the first time after the refit, and I stood on the dock in the early morning light and looked at her for a long time before I said anything to anyone.

She was extraordinary. Two hundred and ten feet of white hull and tinted glass, riding low and clean in the still water, the morning sun coming off her flanks in long, flat sheets of light. The name was on the stern in simple, elegant gold lettering, no flourish, no serif, just the three words against the white, and they looked exactly as right as they had felt when I’d said them for the first time.

The refit had been thorough. Isabelle’s people had worked through the interior with the same attention she brought to everything. The cream leather and teak were still there but warmer now, the lighting softer, the artwork chosen with the same discreet deliberateness as the mansion. In the master suite, the leather headboard was still dark brown and tooled, but the bed linens were new, and the terrace beyond the glass doors had been fitted with a deep sectional in weathered linen and a low table in pale stone.

The Divine Seed was ready. The question was whether we were. The answer, it turned out, was yes.

The first official client voyage departed from Miami. Isabelle had also arranged the marina, the crew clearances, the provisioning, and the client transport, all of it through channels that were discreet enough that the whole operation arrived in Miami looking, to any outside observer, like a private charter party.

We drove to the marina on a Tuesday morning in late July, two black SUVs again, the air already thick and salt-warm at nine o’clock, the sky a flat, brilliant blue that promised heat by noon. The drive was familiar by now, the palm-lined streets and the low white buildings, but this time when we turned through the gated entrance and the road curved past the low offices and opened onto the dock, the Divine Seed was there.

She was moored at the far end of the main pier, and she stopped the conversation in the vehicle the moment the water came into view.

“There she is,” Cleo said from the seat beside me, and her voice had gone quiet.

Madison leaned across her to see out the window and said nothing, which was its own kind of response.

Laura was in the front passenger seat. She didn’t turn around, but I could see her reflection in the window glass, her blue eyes finding the yacht and staying there, her expression doing something careful and composed that I’d learned to read as genuine feeling held at arm’s length.

The SUVs stopped. We got out. The morning heat settled around us immediately, the dock radiating warmth up through the soles of my shoes, the air carrying salt and diesel and the particular smell of deep water that you only got at working marinas. The Divine Seed sat at the end of the pier with the light coming off her white flanks and the gold lettering on her stern catching the sun, and the gangway was down, and standing at the foot of it, one hand on the railing, was Isabelle.

She was wearing a loose, wide-leg trousers in pale ivory and a fitted silk tank in the color of warm sand, her dark hair pinned loosely at the back of her neck, with a few strands falling around her face. She had sunglasses on and a leather folder under her arm, and she looked exactly as she always looked, composed and entirely at ease in any environment she chose to occupy. But there was something else. The pregnancy was showing now, a soft swell beneath the silk of the tank, still modest but present, and it suited her in a way that seemed almost designed, the particular luminosity of early second trimester sitting on her features like something applied by a skilled hand.

“She’s perfect,” Isabelle said as we approached, and it was clear she was talking about the yacht rather than herself, though the statement applied equally.

She came forward and kissed me on both cheeks, her hand pressing briefly to my forearm. “You’re going to be very pleased with what they’ve done to the salon,” she said. “I made them redo the overhead lighting twice. The second version is the right one.”

“I trust you,” I said.

“You should,” she said simply. She turned to the group and greeted each of them in turn, the same warmth, the same ease, and when she got to Laura, she held her hand a beat longer and said, “The projections you sent last week were excellent. The amortization schedule especially. I showed it to my CFO, and he was annoyed, which means you got it right.”

Laura smiled, a genuine one. “Thank you. I wasn’t sure about the depreciation assumptions.”

“They were correct,” Isabelle said. “Trust your instincts.”

Then Cleo stepped forward, and Isabelle’s eyes went immediately to the pier, to the crew members who had emerged from the gangway to assist with luggage, and her expression shifted into something pleased and alert.

The uniforms stopped her. They stopped everyone, actually, the moment you looked at them properly.

Cleo had spent three weeks on them, and I knew because I’d heard about every iteration, every fabric swatch, every rejected prototype. What she’d arrived at was a study in restrained luxury, a palette of warm ivory and deep sand with a single accent of soft gold at the collar, the breast pocket, and the cuffs. The cut was clean and slightly architectural, fitted enough to be elegant without being restrictive, and the fabric was a matte linen-cotton blend that moved well in heat and didn’t wrinkle visibly. The branding was minimal, a small embossed symbol at the left chest, abstract enough to be beautiful without being legible to anyone who didn’t already know what it meant.

The crew wore them with the ease of people who’d been given something well-made and knew it. Three of them stood at the foot of the gangway, and they looked, collectively, like something from a very good magazine spread.

Cleo was watching Isabelle watch them. Her hands were clasped in front of her, her chin was slightly lifted, and she was doing her best to look casual, and failing entirely.

Isabelle turned to her. “Cleo,” she said. “These are magnificent.”

Cleo exhaled. “The collar took three tries,” she said. “The first two were too structured. The third one sits the way I wanted, it doesn’t gap when they move.”

“The fabric,” Isabelle said. She crossed to the nearest crew member, a young woman standing with her hands behind her back, and touched the sleeve once with two fingers, feeling its weight. “This is the Albini blend?”

“Albini cotton with a linen weft,” Cleo said. “I sourced it through a contact in Milan. It breathes in the heat but it has enough body to hold the line.”

Isabelle looked at her. The expression on her face was the one she wore when she was genuinely impressed and choosing not to diminish it with understatement. “You have a real eye,” she said. “I mean that.”

“Thank you,” Cleo said, and the two words came out with a steadiness that I recognized as hard-won.

I caught Laura watching the exchange from a few feet away. She had her leather folio in one hand and a pen in the other, and she was looking at Cleo with an expression that was warm and slightly maternal and entirely unguarded, and then she seemed to feel my eyes on her and she turned.

The look lasted perhaps two seconds. Her blue eyes met mine and held them, and the flush that had lived on her neck since Miami arrived on schedule, moving up from the collar of her pale blue linen shirt in a slow, even tide. Her lips parted slightly, the lower one catching between her teeth for a fraction of a second before she released it. Then she dropped her gaze to her folio and made a note that I was fairly certain she didn’t need to make.

I looked back at the yacht. We boarded. The gangway was wide enough for two people side by side, and the crew took the luggage. The main salon opened up as we stepped aboard.

Isabelle had been right about the lighting. Whatever her people had done on the second pass, it was correct. The salon was warm and dimensional in a way that the photographs hadn’t captured, the cream leather and pale teak reading as something closer to a well-appointed private home than any vessel I’d been on before. The overhead fixtures cast a diffuse, amber-tinted glow that flattered every surface and every person standing in it, and the floor-to-ceiling windows on both sides let the Miami morning pour in and meet it without competing.

“Okay,” Madison said, from beside me. She turned in a slow circle, one hand trailing along the back of the sectional. “Okay. This is real.”

“It’s very real,” I said.

She looked at me. Then she turned back to the room and said, “I’m going to find the master suite,” and disappeared down the forward companionway.

Cleo was already at the windows on the port side, her hands flat on the glass, looking out at the marina. She turned when I came up beside her. “The sightlines,” she said. “Even here at the dock. Imagine when we’re moving.”

“You’ll see soon enough,” I said.

She leaned her shoulder against mine for a moment, a brief, warm press of contact, and then she was gone, following Madison forward.

Laura had come aboard behind me. She was standing just inside the salon entrance, her folio against her chest, taking the space in with the careful, cataloguing attention she brought to everything. The morning light from the windows caught her hair and turned it a warm, deep gold, and the flush from the dock was still present at her throat, fading slowly above the collar of her linen shirt.

She turned her head and found me watching her. The look lasted longer this time. Three seconds, maybe four, and her blue eyes held mine with a directness, and the lower lip caught between her teeth again, a small, private thing that she released slowly before she looked away.

She crossed to the dining area and set her folio on the table and opened it, and I watched her uncap her pen and look down at the page, and the flush on her neck had deepened by a shade.

“Alexander.” Isabelle appeared at my elbow. “Come. I want to show you what they did with the galley.”

I followed her aft. The galley was compact and immaculate, fitted in pale stone and brushed steel, and the chef’s station had been reconfigured to allow for the kind of service the client experience required. Isabelle walked me through it.

We moved through the vessel in a loose, unhurried procession, the crew opening doors and standing aside, and the Divine Seed revealed herself in stages. The guest cabins were generous and well-appointed, each one with its own ocean view and its own particular quality of light.

One section of the lower deck had been converted into a multi-use sports court during the refit, complete with a retractable net and equipment lockers built into the bulkhead. Tennis, pickleball, fitness training, whatever the guests wanted.

The lower deck had a spa room that Isabelle had insisted on, a narrow but perfectly designed space with a treatment table and a steam shower and a porthole that sat at the waterline and let you watch the sea moving past while you lay still.

“The clients will use this,” Isabelle said. “Before or after. Depending on what they need.”

“Before,” I said. “For the ones who are nervous.”

She looked at me. “Yes,” she said. “Before.”

We came back up to the main deck, and I could hear Madison and Cleo somewhere above us, their voices carrying down through the open hatches, Cleo saying something and Madison laughing at it, and the sound of their feet on the sun deck overhead.

The master suite was last. Isabelle opened the door and stood aside, and I went in.

It was everything the photographs had suggested and more. The bed was enormous, dressed in deep ivory linen, and the leather headboard was exactly as I remembered it from the showing, dark and tooled and solid, the kind of thing that had been built to last and knew it. The windows wrapped three hundred and sixty degrees, the marina visible on one side and the open water of the bay on the other, and the morning light came through all of it at once and filled the room with something that felt less like illumination and more like weather.

The terrace beyond the glass doors was fitted with the linen sectional and the pale stone table, and a single orchid in a low white pot sat at the center of it, white against the blue of the sky beyond.

I stood in the center of the room for a moment and let it settle.

This was where it would happen. The work, the real work, the thing the Divine Seed had been built for. I could feel the rightness of it the way I sometimes felt things now, not as a thought but as a physical fact, a low, warm certainty that moved through me from the base of my spine outward and confirmed what I already knew.

We were ready.

Isabelle came to stand beside me. She looked at the room with the expression of someone who had built something and was allowing herself the satisfaction of seeing it finished.

“Good,” she said quietly.

“Good,” I agreed.

She put her hand on my arm, briefly, the same warm pressure as always, and then she turned and went back through the door, and I heard her voice in the corridor beyond, speaking to one of the crew in rapid, precise French.

I stayed in the master suite for another moment. The orchid on the terrace moved slightly in the breeze that came through the gap in the door, a small, white tremor, and the bay light shifted on the ceiling above the bed, and I thought about what was coming.

Then I went back to the main deck to help cast off.

The Divine Seed left the marina at eleven-fifteen. The crew handled the lines and the fenders, and the engines came up through the hull as a low, steady vibration that you felt in your feet before you heard it in your ears. The dock fell away. The marina opened up around us and then behind us, and the bay stretched out ahead, flat and brilliant and enormous, and the Miami skyline began its slow recession into the distance.

The open ocean arrived gradually, the bay traffic thinning and then disappearing, the water deepening in color from green-grey to a clear, deep blue, and the Divine Seed found her cruising speed and settled into it, the motion becoming a long, easy rhythm that you stopped noticing after a few minutes and simply absorbed.

I went up to the sun deck and sat with my bare feet on the teak rail, watching the early light catch the water in blinding flashes. The breeze came in steady against my chest, the air warm already, and the city was nothing but a thin blue haze behind us. The crew’s work was invisible from here, just the gentle hum of the engines and the faint scent of salt and fuel. If you ignored the wake behind us, you could almost believe you were stationary, some private island where the rest of the world was a rumor.

Alexis found me there a few minutes later. She was in her favorite white linen, the shirt open enough to show the line of her collarbone, the hair loose and sunglasses on. She carried her tablet and a glass of something citrusy, condensation running down the sides.

“You look good out here,” she said, and sat beside me, close enough that her bare thigh warmed against mine.

She set the tablet on her knees and sipped the drink, then passed it to me.

“Try this. Isabelle’s new chef is a wizard.”

I tasted it. Grapefruit, gin, herbal, bright and sharp and just strong enough to make you feel it.

“Dangerous,” I said. “You could drink a pitcher and not know.”

“That’s how I plan to get through this day,” she said. “You’re booked today. The first client is already in Miami. The second arrives the day after tomorrow. Isabelle’s people have the press on lockdown, but there will be drones at some point, so keep your shirt on until you’re inside.”

She swiped through a few screens on the tablet and handed it to me. The photo on top showed a woman in profile, tall and long-limbed, a ponytail of white-blonde hair and skin the color of caramel. She was in a tennis outfit, the kind you saw on TV, and even in this candid there was something about the set of her shoulders, the focus in her eyes, that told you she was used to winning.

“Rosalind ‘Roz’ Karras,” Alexis said, leaning in. “Twenty-six. Ranked in the top ten until a car accident last year. Pelvic fracture, two reconstructive surgeries, a mess of scar tissue. She’s been told her fertility is low to nil.”

I paged through the rest of the file. There were MRI images, physician notes, even a tab for her social media, hundreds of thousands of followers, every photo a little more perfect than the last.

“She looks healthy,” I said, and also sexy.

“She is. The body is as close to being repaired as modern medicine allows. The rest…” Alexis blew out a breath and brushed a hair off her cheek. “She’s lost her edge. Confidence, swagger, the thing that made her a killer on the court. She wants it back. She wants to believe she isn’t broken. She’s requested the full experience.”

“Romantic package,” I said, reading the line on the intake form.

Alexis grinned. “That’s what we’re calling it. Dinner, wine, ocean, conversation. The works then the clinical part.”

I looked at her, and she was looking at me, and the moment held a little longer than it needed to.

“You want me to heal her,” I said.

“With great power comes great responsibility,” Alexis agreed.

She reached out and touched my cheek, soft with the backs of her fingers. “Not just her uterus, Alexander. I want you to reach her. Give her what she can’t get from a hospital or a surgeon or a therapist.”

“I’ll do my best.”

“I know you will.”

The rest of the morning passed in a kind of slow focus. I worked out in the gym on the lower deck, the machines all new and perfectly tuned. In the spa, a crew member with soft, feminine hands massaged my shoulders and forearms, working out the tension that had started to live there.

I showered in the master bath and dressed in the clothes Cleo had picked out, tailored shorts, a white linen shirt, low canvas shoes.

I looked in the mirror and saw what I was supposed to be: the next-level fertility consultant, the man who made miracles happen, the face of the future for women who wanted what nature had denied.

At noon, the tender brought Roz to the yacht. She stepped out onto the gangway with the easy grace of an athlete who had gotten her body back, even if she didn’t trust it yet. Her blonde hair was in a tight braid, and her sunglasses were mirrored blue, hiding her eyes but not the line of her jaw, tense in profile.

She wore a navy sundress, sleeveless, that showed the definition in her arms, and the way she moved told me she was thinking about every step.

I met her at the rail, hand out. She took it, shook once, then released.

“Roz,” she said. “Not Rosalind. My mother’s the only one who calls me that, and only when she’s pissed.”

“Alexander,” I said, and she smiled, quick and sharp.

“Yeah, I remember. You’re taller in person,” she said, then looked past me at the yacht’s upper decks. “Nice boat. You know I’ve been on billionaires’ yachts in Monaco? They were smaller than this. Nicer, maybe, but smaller.”

“We try to impress,” I said. “Come aboard. The crew will take your bag.”

She followed me through the main salon, running her hand along the back of the sectional, looking up at the ceiling, the art, the views through the windows.

“Is this an original Hockney?” she asked, pausing at a piece on the wall.

“It is,” I said, a little surprised. “You know your art.”

“I know what I like,” she said, and moved on.

Upstairs, I led her out to the sun deck where a table was set for lunch, white cloth, crystal, a bucket of champagne in the ice.

The chef was waiting, and he described the menu in a soft French accent that told me Isabelle had hand-picked him.

Roz listened, nodded, then poured herself a half-glass of the champagne and drained it in one go. She looked at the water, then at me, and smiled again, this time wider. “So, Dr. Alexander,” she said. “What exactly are you going to do to me?”

The question had weight. I felt it in my chest, the way I always did when the real conversation started. “Today, we’re going to talk,” I said. “We’re going to eat, and if you want, we can swim, or you can run the length of the deck. You can try to break something if you like.”

She laughed. “I already broke everything worth breaking. But I like the option.”

“Later, we’ll sleep together. But before that, I want you to feel good. I want you to want it.”

She looked at me over the rim of her glass, and I saw her decide something.

“I want it,” she said. “I want to feel like I can win again.”

Lunch was easy.

She ate with the appetite of someone who had spent her life burning fuel at an inhuman rate and had only recently started to let herself enjoy it again.

She asked about the yacht, the crew, where I’d gone to school. She told me about the Australian Open, about the time she’d thrown up on Maria Sharapova’s shoes, about the after-parties in Ibiza where the real competition was who could stay up the longest.

“You know what happens when you get injured in pro tennis?” she said at one point. “You become invisible. The press, the sponsors, even your own friends. All they want is the next match, the next story.”

She poured another glass, slower this time.

“I haven’t been in the news for a year, except to say I was washed up. That I’d never have a kid. My boyfriend left. My mother stopped calling. I started to believe them.”

“Do you believe them now?” I asked.

She shook her head. “Not really. But I don’t believe myself either. That’s why I’m here.”

We sat in the sun, the breeze moving over us, and somewhere below deck I heard Madison and Cleo laughing, the sound carrying up through the open stairwell.

Roz looked at the sky for a long time, not speaking, just watching the clouds move.

The afternoon went like that. At two, she asked if I wanted to play a set.

I told her there was a court on the lower deck, and she looked at me like I was full of shit until I showed her the multi-use space with the net and the rackets hung on the wall.

She changed into a crisp white polo and shorts, and I watched her serve balls at the wall a hundred times, each one faster and cleaner than the last.

“You’re good,” I said, retrieving a ball that had ricocheted into the corridor.

“I know,” she said, catching it in one hand and flicking the ball over the net so hard it left a visible blur in the air.

The ball hit the deck, bounced once, and smacked into the far wall with a sound like a gunshot. She grinned at me. “Your serve.”

I hadn’t played tennis since college, and never against anyone remotely in her league. Still, I’d watched enough to know the basics. I tossed the ball and swung, and it went over but with none of her speed or precision.

She volleyed it back, and it zipped past my head before I’d even taken a step. We rallied for a while. She moved as if she’d never been broken, every stride and pivot a kind of assertion.

The scars from the accident were only visible if you knew where to look, faint lines on her thigh and hip, but her body was pure muscle and intent. She wore the white polo tucked into the pleated skirt, and when she lunged for a low shot, the skirt lifted just enough to show the toned curve of her ass and the line of her thigh where the tan faded.

I tried not to stare, but she noticed, and the next time she returned a serve, she added a little extra spin, a little extra arch to her back, just to see if I was watching. I was.

After twenty minutes, we were both sweating. She wiped her forehead with the back of her wristband and grinned, breathless. “Not bad. You’re not as hopeless as you look.”

“I’m saving my energy for the rematch,” I said.

She stepped to the net, leaned across, and looked at me from under her lashes. “You think you can beat me?”

“I can try. I’m highly motivated.”

She laughed. “I like highly motivated.”

We played another set. This time, I let myself imagine the movement, the flow of power and energy not just in my own body but in hers.

The current I’d learned to channel on command moved out and wrapped her, and she responded instantly, her skin glowing, her motion effortless and fluid.

I could see the old confidence return, the calculation and focus that had once put her in the top ten in the world. She wasn’t just playing tennis. She was playing herself, testing her rebuilt body, seeing if it would fail her, and finding out, slowly, that it wouldn’t.

She won, of course, but by the end she was smiling with all her teeth and she was winded, and when I shook her hand at the net, her palm was slick and strong against mine.

“Now the real reason I’m here,” she said, glancing up with a flash of daring. “Tour of the boat. Show me the master suite.”

We ditched the rackets. I led her up the curved staircase, the two of us side by side. Her shoulder brushed mine at the landing. “Everything on this deck is yours,” I said. “If you want a drink or food, just pick up the phone. The crew will bring it.”

“Even champagne at three a.m.?”

“Especially at three a.m.”

She stopped at the salon, looked around, then crossed to the windows and pressed her nose to the glass. “I could get used to this.”

I watched her take it in. The ocean was visible on both sides, a moving wall of blue, and her reflection was a bright outline against the glass.

She looked like someone who was used to admiring herself, but also someone who had learned not to trust her own eyes.

We moved through the lounge, past the dining area, up to the forward end of the deck. I opened the door to the master suite and let her walk in first.

She whistled. “Holy shit.”

“It’s the best room on the yacht,” I said. “Three-sixty views, King bed, private terrace, and the headboard is leather, if you’re into that.”

She ran her hand along the top of the headboard, fingers pressing into the stitching. “I’m into a lot of things.”

She turned and looked at me, the light catching the fine sweat on her skin, the way the damp had darkened the collar of her polo.

I stood a few feet from her, letting the silence fill up with the things neither of us was saying yet.

She sat on the edge of the bed, bounced twice, then fell back with her arms out, looking up at the ceiling. “You ever think about how weird this is?”

“What part?”

“All of it,” she said. “The yacht, the ocean, you and me. I spent my whole life chasing tournaments, and now I’m here to get pregnant with a stranger’s baby.”

She looked at me, upside down from where she lay. “You don’t seem like a stranger, though.”

I sat beside her on the bed. She turned her head to face me, her hair splayed out, her blue eyes very clear. “Do you want to talk about it?” I said. “Or do you want a drink?”

She laughed. “I want a shower. Then maybe a drink. Then you can tell me the rest of your pitch.”

“Deal.”

She pushed herself up off the bed and crossed to the en suite, pausing at the door with one hand on the frame. “Don’t go anywhere,” she said and disappeared inside.

I heard the water start a moment later, and I sat on the edge of the bed and looked out at the ocean through the glass. The light had shifted in the time we’d been inside, the afternoon deepening toward gold, and the water was a darker, richer blue, moving in long, slow swells that the Divine Seed rode without effort.

I gave her twenty minutes. Then I went up to the sun deck and found the table reset, the champagne replaced, a fresh pitcher of the grapefruit cocktail, and the chef’s second course laid out under glass domes. The breeze had picked up, warm and steady, and the horizon was a clean line where the blue of the sky met the blue of the water.

She came up the stairs at four-fifteen. She’d showered and changed into something loose and white, a linen wrap dress that she’d tied at the waist, her hair still damp and hanging in a heavy, straight fall to her shoulders. She’d taken off the tennis makeup and her face was bare and younger-looking, the freckles across her nose visible for the first time.

She sat across from me and poured herself a glass of water and drank half of it before she spoke. “The shower pressure is insane,” she said. “I stood there for ten minutes just letting it hit me.”

“Everything on this boat is calibrated,” I said. “Isabelle doesn’t believe in half-measures.”

“Isabelle,” Roz said, and the name came out with a kind of amused respect. “She’s the one who found me. Did you know that? She called my agent. My agent. Nobody calls my agent anymore.”

“She has a network.”

“She has an empire.” Roz picked up her fork and looked at the food, then set it down again without eating. “Can I tell you something embarrassing?”

“Go ahead.”

“I cried in the shower. Just for a minute. I don’t know why. The water was hot and the boat was moving, and I was standing there in this beautiful bathroom, and I just started crying.” She looked at me. “I haven’t cried since the second surgery, not once. I thought I’d forgotten how.”

“You didn’t forget,” I said.

“No.” She picked up the fork again, and this time she ate. The food was good, some kind of grilled fish with citrus and herbs. “Tell me about the accident,” I said, when she’d slowed down.

She set the fork down. “It was in Miami, actually,” she said. “Not far from here. After the tournament, I’d won. I was driving back to the hotel and a truck ran a red light and hit the passenger side, my side.” She touched her right hip, the place where the scar was, through the linen of the dress. “I remember the sound more than anything. Metal and glass, and then nothing for a while. Then pain … then a lot of surgeries.”

She picked up her glass and turned it in her hands.

“The pelvic fracture was the worst. They rebuilt it twice. The first time didn’t take. The second time they used a donor bone graft and a plate, and that held, but the scar tissue…” She shook her head. “The scar tissue is the thing nobody talks about. It’s not just the visible part. It’s inside. Everything’s stuck together in there. The doctors told me I’d probably never carry a child. They said probably. They were being kind.”

“Probably isn’t never,” I said.

“It’s close enough when you’re twenty-six and your whole life was built around what your body could do.” She set the glass down. “I used to be able to feel everything. Every muscle, every tendon, every shift in my center of gravity. I knew my body the way a pilot knows a plane. And then the accident, and after the surgeries, I couldn’t feel anything below my navel the way I used to. It was like someone had turned the volume down. I could still move, I could still play, but the connection was gone. The thing that made me good.”

She looked at me. “That’s what I want back. The connection … I want to feel like I’m inside my own body again.”

I reached across the table and put my hand over hers. Her skin was warm and slightly damp from the shower, and she turned her hand under mine and laced her fingers through my fingers, and held on.

We sat like that for a while. The yacht moved. The sun moved. The light changed.

* * *

At six, the crew brought dinner. They’d set the table on the aft deck this time, under the awning, with candles in glass hurricanes and a low centerpiece of white orchids. The food was simple and beautiful, a whole fish grilled over charcoal, a salad of bitter greens and stone fruit, bread from a bakery.

We ate slowly. Roz told me about growing up in Florida, about her father who’d been a college coach and her mother who’d wanted her to be a doctor. She told me about the first time she’d beaten someone ranked above her, and the way it had felt, like something opening inside her chest that she hadn’t known was closed.

I told her about the clinic, about the mansion on the hill and what I did before the transformation. I told her about the first client, and the second, and the way it felt when the current moved through me and into someone else.

She listened the way athletes listen, with her whole body, leaning forward, her eyes on mine, absorbing everything.

By the time dessert came, a dark chocolate tart with sea salt, the sky had gone from gold to deep orange to a bruised, luminous purple, and the first stars were visible overhead, faint and scattered.

She pushed her plate away and leaned back in her chair. “I haven’t talked this much in a year,” she said. “I usually just grunt at people and go to bed.”

“You’re good at it,” I said. “Talking.”

“I’m good at everything,” she said, and the old confidence was there in her voice, faint but present, the thing she’d lost and was starting to find again.

She stood up. The linen dress caught the candlelight and went translucent for a moment, and I could see the outline of her body beneath it, the long legs, the narrow waist, the full, round breasts. She held out her hand.

“Take me to bed,” she said. “It’s time to get bred.”

I took her hand. Her fingers were warm and strong, and she pulled me up out of the chair and into her, and her body pressed against mine, and I could feel the heat of her through the thin linen, the firmness of her stomach, the soft weight of her breasts.

I kissed her. She kissed me back, her mouth opening under mine, her tongue sliding against my tongue, her hand coming up to the back of my neck and holding me there. The current moved through me and into her, and I felt her shudder against me, a full-body tremor, and she made a sound against my mouth, low and surprised.

“What was that?” she said, pulling back, her eyes wide.

“You felt it?”

“I felt something.” She looked at me with new attention, her blue eyes searching my face. “That wasn’t normal.”

“No,” I said. “It’s not.”

She studied me for a moment. Then she smiled. “Good,” she said. “I don’t want normal.”

We went down to the love room. The crew had turned down the bed and lit the candles on the terrace, and the room was warm and golden, the ocean visible on all sides through the glass, dark now except where the moonlight caught the surface in long, shifting ribbons of silver.

I closed the door behind us. She stood in the center of the room and looked at me, and then she reached for the tie at her waist and pulled it loose.

The linen dress fell open. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

She let it slide off her shoulders and down her arms, and it pooled at her feet on the teak floor, and she stood there naked in the candlelight with the ocean behind her and the yacht moving beneath her, and she was extraordinary.

Her body was the body of someone who had been rebuilt from the inside out and had come back stronger. The scars were there, the long, pale line along her right hip, the smaller ones at her thigh and rib, but they didn’t diminish her. They marked her. She was tall and long-limbed, her skin the color of warm honey, and her breasts were full and round and sat high on her chest, the nipples a soft, dark pink that had already tightened in the air. Her stomach was flat and defined, the muscles visible beneath the skin, and her hips flared out from a narrow waist in a curve that was almost architectural. Between her thighs, the patch of hair was trimmed close and neat, a pale blonde that caught the candlelight and glowed. Her lips were full and slightly parted, already glistening with the first evidence of her arousal, a thin, clear sheen that I could see even from where I stood.

I crossed the room to her. She didn’t move, didn’t cover herself, just watched me come with those bright blue eyes, her chest rising and falling with steady breaths.

I reached her and put my hand on her hip, my thumb tracing the line of the long scar there, feeling the slightly raised texture of it beneath my skin. She shivered at the touch but held still.

Then I moved my hand lower. My fingers slid between her thighs, and she parted them for me without being asked, her breath catching as my fingertips found the warm, wet center of her.

She was already soaked. The slickness coated my fingers immediately, thick and warm, and I could feel the heat of her against my palm as I cupped her there. Her pussy was soft and full, the outer lips plush and yielding, and when I parted them gently with my middle finger, the inner flesh was flushed a deep, vivid pink, glistening with arousal that had gathered in the folds and was beginning to run down the inside of her thigh.

I pressed my palm flat against her and let the current flow. It moved through me and into her in a warm wave, and I felt her body respond instantly. Her knees buckled, and she grabbed my shoulders, her fingers digging into the muscle there.

“Oh my God,” she breathed. “What the fuck was that?”

I didn’t answer. I kept my hand where it was and let the current build, and I watched her face as the power did its work. Her pupils blew wide, the blue of her irises shrinking to thin rings, and her lips parted further, her breath coming in short, ragged bursts. Beneath my palm, I could feel her getting wetter, the slickness thickening, pooling between her thighs and spilling over my fingers in warm rivulets.

She looked down between us. I followed her gaze. My hand was glistening, coated in her arousal, and more was coming, a steady flow that ran down the inside of her thigh and caught the candlelight. With the help of my fertility powers, I was making her hornier.

“Is this what you do? Is this the power?”

“Part of it,” I said.

I pulled my hand away slowly, and she made a sound of protest, but I brought my fingers to my mouth and tasted her, and her eyes went dark at the sight.

“You taste like the ocean,” I said.

She laughed. “That’s the most romantic thing anyone’s ever said to me, and it’s also the weirdest.”

I smiled. “I have a surprise for you later,” I said. “Something else the power can do.”

“What kind of surprise?”

“You’ll see.”

She looked at me for a long moment, her chest still heaving, her skin flushed from her collarbones to the tops of her breasts. Then she reached for the buttons of my shirt.

“Your turn,” she said. “I want to see what I’m working with.”

She undid the buttons one by one, her fingers steady despite the tremor I could feel in them. She pushed the shirt off my shoulders and let it fall, and her hands went to my chest, palms flat against the muscle, and she made a small, appreciative sound.

“Jesus,” she said. “You’re built like a goddamn statue.”

She unbuckled my belt. The leather slid free with a soft hiss, and she pulled it through the loops and dropped it on the floor. Her hands went to the button of my shorts, and she popped it open, and then the zipper, and she pushed them down over my hips along with the boxers beneath.

My cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and heavy, the head already flushed dark and glistening at the tip. It stood out from my body at an angle, the veins prominent along the shaft, the full length of it visibly throbbing with my pulse.

Roz went very still. She looked at it. Then she looked at me. Then she looked back at it. “That,” she said, “is not what I expected.”

She reached out and wrapped her hand around the shaft, and her fingers didn’t meet. She tried with both hands, one above the other, and there was still length to spare. Her grip was tentative at first, then firmer, her palm sliding along the heated skin, and she made a sound that was almost a laugh.

“I’ve seen a lot of cocks,” she said. “Tennis tours, you see everything. But this … this is something else entirely.” She looked up at me, her blue eyes wide and bright. “How am I supposed to take all of that?”

“You’ll manage,” I said.

She squeezed once, gently, and my cock jumped in her grip, and she grinned. “I bet I will.”

I took her hand from my cock and drew her toward the bed. She went willingly, her body warm and pliant against mine, and I laid her down on the white linen, her blonde hair spreading across the pillow like spilled light. She looked up at me from beneath her lashes, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling, and the candlelight turned her skin to gold.

I climbed onto the bed beside her and kissed her. She kissed me back hungrily, her tongue sliding against mine, her hands roaming my chest and shoulders and back. I kissed my way down her neck, her collarbone, the slope of her breast, and I took one nipple into my mouth and sucked, and she arched off the bed with a moan, her hand fisting in my hair.

I moved lower. I kissed the flat plane of her stomach, the line of muscle there. I kissed the long scar along her hip, tracing it with my tongue, and she shivered beneath me.

“Nobody’s ever kissed that before,” she said, her voice unsteady.

“Nobody should have ignored it,” I said.

I moved between her thighs. She parted them for me, and I looked at her there, the glistening pink flesh, the blonde hair trimmed close, the way her arousal had gathered and was shining in the candlelight. I lowered my mouth to her and licked, a long, slow stroke from bottom to top, and she moaned, her hand flying to the back of my head.

I ate her with the same deliberate attention I brought to everything. My tongue found her clit and circled it, and she bucked against my mouth, her thighs clamping around my head. I slid two fingers inside her and felt the wet, tight heat of her, and she was so slick that my fingers moved easily, the sound of it filling the quiet room.

After I licked her for several minutes, she came hard, her body going rigid, her back arching off the bed. The orgasm rolled through her in waves, her inner walls clenching around my fingers, and I didn’t stop, I kept my mouth on her and my fingers moving, and she came again before the first one had finished, a second peak that crashed into the first and extended it, her whole body shaking.

When she finally went still, she was panting, her skin flushed and glowing. She pulled the pillow away from her face and looked down at me with dazed, bright eyes. “Okay,” she said. “Okay. That was … okay.”

I laughed and crawled up her body, and she reached for me, pulling me down, and I positioned myself between her thighs. The head of my cock pressed against her entrance, and she was so wet that it slid against her without resistance, the slickness coating me.

She looked up at me. “Go slow,” she said. “I mean it. That thing is a weapon.”

I went slow. I pressed forward, and the head of my cock parted her, and she gasped, her nails digging into my shoulders. I kept pushing, inch by inch, feeling her stretch around me, the tight, wet heat of her pussy accepting me in stages. She was making small, involuntary sounds with each inch, her eyes wide and fixed on mine.

When I was halfway in, she put her hand on my chest. “Wait,” she said. “Just … wait.”

I waited. She breathed, her chest rising and falling beneath me, and I could feel her body adjusting around me, the muscles of her inner pink walls relaxing and making room.

“Okay,” she said after a deep breath. “Okay, more.”

I pushed forward again, and she took me deeper, her pussy opening. When I was fully seated, my hips flush against hers, she let out a long, shuddering exhale, her head falling back against the pillow. “Wow,” she whispered. “You’re all the way in.”

“All the way,” I confirmed.

I held still for a moment, letting her feel the fullness of it, the way my cock stretched her, the way her vagina gripped me from every angle. Then I pulled back, dragging the thick shaft through her slick, clutching channel, and she moaned, her nails scoring lines down my back.

I thrust forward again, and she gasped, her back arching. I set a flow, each stroke deliberate, each one drawing a sound from her that was more desperate than the last. The bed moved beneath us with the motion of the yacht, a gentle, rolling counterpoint to our own movement, and the ocean was visible through the glass on all sides, dark and endless, the moonlight painting silver paths across the water.

Her legs came up around my waist, locking behind my back, and she pulled me deeper, her heels pressing into the muscles of my ass. I could feel the wetness between us, the slick heat of her arousal coating my cock with every stroke, the obscene, wet sounds of our bodies filling the room.

“You feel incredible,” I said against her ear.

“So do you,” she gasped. “So fucking incredible.”

I changed the angle, lifting her hips slightly, and the head of my cock dragged across something inside her that made her cry out, her whole body jolting. I found the spot again, and again, and she was moaning with every thrust now, her voice rising, her hands scrambling at my back, my shoulders, my hair.

I kissed her. She kissed me back messily, our mouths sliding together, her breath hot and ragged against my lips. I could feel the orgasm building in her, the tension coiling in her body, her inner walls beginning to flutter around my shaft.

She came, her body seizing, her pussy clamping down on me. I kept thrusting through it, drawing the orgasm out, and she was shaking beneath me, her thighs trembling against my sides, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

I was close. The pressure had been building at the base of my spine, and her pussy felt so good around me, so tight and wet and perfect, that I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

But through the gap in the curtains that led to the hallway, I caught movement. A flicker of pale blue linen, a flash of honey-blonde hair. The door to the master suite was cracked open, not by much, perhaps two inches, and through that narrow opening, I could see her … Laura.

She was standing in the corridor, one hand braced against the doorframe, the other pressed flat against her own chest, just above the neckline of her linen shirt. Her cheeks were flushed a deep, vivid pink, and her lips were parted, her breathing visible in the rapid rise and fall of her chest. Her blue eyes were wide and fixed on us, on the place where our bodies joined, and the expression on her face was one of naked, unguarded want.

Our eyes met. I held her gaze for a long moment, and I saw the exact instant she realized she’d been caught. The flush spread from her cheeks down her neck and into the open collar of her shirt, and her hand flew from her chest to her mouth, her eyes going wide with mortification. She took a step back, then another, and then she was gone, the door easing shut with a soft click that was barely audible over the sound of the ocean and Roz’s moaning.

“What happened?” Roz asked, her voice thick and dazed. She hadn’t seen. Her eyes were still closed, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

“Nothing,” I said. I looked down at her, at the flush on her skin, the way her blonde hair was fanned across the pillow, the way her pussy still gripped me. “Are you ready?”

She opened her eyes. They were dark, almost black, the pupils blown wide. “Fuck me hard,” she said. “I want to feel it.”

I thrust. Deep and hard, my hips driving forward with enough force to rock the bed against the wall, and she cried out, her back arching. I did it again, and again, each stroke harder than the last, and she was meeting me now, her hips rising to meet mine, her body taking everything I gave her.

The pressure crested. I felt it break, a wave of heat and sensation that started at the base of my spine and rolled through me in a long, rolling surge. My cock swelled inside her, and I came, flooding her pussy with thick, hot pulses of cum. She felt it, her eyes going wide, her mouth forming a perfect O of surprise as the warmth spread through her.

“Oh God,” she gasped. “I can feel it. I can feel all of it.”

I kept thrusting through the orgasm, milking every last drop. When it finally ended, we were both panting, slick with sweat, my cock still buried inside her, still twitching with the last aftershocks.

I pulled out slowly. My cum was everywhere, thick and white, coating her inner thighs, pooling in the crease of her hips, leaking from her swollen, pink pussy in slow, glistening rivulets. It caught the candlelight and glowed, luminous against her honey-gold skin.

She looked down at herself. Her eyes went wide. “Jesus Christ,” she said. “That’s … that’s a lot.”

She reached between her thighs and gathered some of it on her fingers, and she brought her hand up and looked at it, the thick fluid coating her fingertips. Then she put her fingers in her mouth and sucked them clean, her eyes closing, a low hum of pleasure vibrating in her throat.

When she opened her eyes again, they were bright, almost feverish, and her skin had taken on a warm, golden glow that hadn’t been there before, a subtle luminescence that seemed to come from within.

“You’re glowing,” I said.

She looked at her arms, turning them in the candlelight. “I feel glowing,” she said. “I feel … incredible. Like every cell in my body just woke up.”

I lay beside her and pulled her against me, her back to my chest, my arm around her waist. She fit perfectly, her body warm and soft and still trembling faintly. I kissed the top of her head, and she made a small, contented sound.

“Where does it hurt?” I asked. “From the accident. Tell me exactly.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she took my hand and guided it to her right hip, placing my palm over the long scar there. “Here,” she said. “The fracture site. It aches all the time. A deep, bone-deep ache that never really goes away. And here,” she moved my hand lower, to the inside of her thigh, “the scar tissue. It pulls when I move certain ways. And here,” she pressed my fingers against her lower belly, just above the line of her pelvis, “inside. That’s where the worst of it is. The doctors said the scar tissue had fused things together in there. It feels … tight. Constricted. Like something’s always pressing.”

I moved my hand to her hip first. I pressed my palm flat against the scar and let the current flow, but this time I directed it differently, not toward arousal but toward healing. I felt the power shift, the warmth changing quality, becoming focused and precise. It moved through my hand and into her body, and I felt it seeking out the damaged tissue, the places where the bone had been rebuilt and never quite settled, the inflammation that had become chronic.

Roz gasped. “What is that? It feels warm, really warm.”

“Just relax,” I said. “Let it work.”

“It’s tingling,” she said, her voice wondering. “Like pins and needles, but deeper, inside the bone.”

I kept my hand there for a little longer.

I could feel the change happening beneath my palm, the scar tissue softening, the bone beneath it settling into something closer to its original architecture. The inflammation was dissolving, the chronic ache receding like a tide going out. I moved my hand to her thigh next, then her lower belly, working the same focused current into each site, and each time she made a small, startled sound, her body going loose and heavy against mine.

When I finished, I kept my hand on her belly, and she was quiet for a long time. Then she shifted, testing, rolling her hip in a slow circle, bending her knee and straightening it. She did it again, faster this time, and then she sat up in the bed, her back straight, her eyes wide.

“Alexander,” she said. “The ache is gone. The one in my hip. It’s just … gone.”

“Good,” I said.

She pressed her fingers into her lower belly, probing, her expression intent. “And the tightness. The pulling feeling. It’s not there.” She looked at me. “What did you do?”

“I fixed what I could,” I said. “There’s more to do. The scar tissue inside takes time. I’ll work on it again in the morning. But the worst of it should be better.”

She lay back down slowly, like she was afraid the feeling would disappear if she moved too fast. But it held. She turned in my arms, facing me, and her eyes were bright and wet in the candlelight. “I haven’t felt this good since before the accident,” she said. “I mean that literally. I can feel my hip joint. I didn’t even realize I’d stopped feeling it until just now.”

I brushed a strand of hair off her face. “We’ll do more tomorrow. But for now, let’s just enjoy the night, the view, this.”

She looked past me, through the glass, at the ocean moving in long, dark swells under the stars. The moonlight was stronger now, silvering the water, and the yacht’s wake stretched behind us like a road of light.

“It’s beautiful,” she said quietly.

“It is.”

She settled against me, her head on my chest, her hand flat over my heart. I could feel her heartbeat through her palm, steady and strong, and her breathing slowed to match mine.

I held her and looked at the ceiling, where the moonlight painted shifting patterns through the glass. My body was loose and satisfied, the afterglow of the orgasm still warm in my limbs, but my mind was already moving ahead, past this room, past this night, to tomorrow … And Laura.

She had been standing in the corridor. She had been watching. The flush on her neck, the hand pressed to her chest, the way her eyes had locked with mine through that two-inch gap in the door. I had seen what was in those eyes, and I knew that I had to talk to her.


Chapter 9

The sun came up slow and gold, the way it did at sea, no city haze to mute it, just clean light through the deck-to-ceiling windows and the motion of the Divine Seed pushing through open water. I woke with Roz tangled against me, her arm across my chest, her cheek on my shoulder, both of us covered in a sheen of sweat that had dried to salt overnight. The room was quiet but for the gentle thrum of the engines and the hush of the ocean against the hull.

She was already awake. Her breathing had changed, no longer the deep, unconscious rhythm of sleep, but something lighter. I turned my head and found her looking at me, the blue of her eyes gone almost silver in the early light.

“Are you real?” she said, voice still rough from last night. “Because this feels like a very elaborate, very wet dream.”

I shifted to face her, and the aches of what we’d done last night registered only as a pleasant soreness. She stretched, the movement catlike and uninhibited, her whole body arching off the bed, then settling back with a satisfied sigh.

“I slept all the way through,” she said, almost to herself. “No pain. No waking up to pee. I haven’t done that since the accident.”

She propped her head up on one elbow and studied me. Closer now, I could see how much had already changed. The bruised tiredness was gone from beneath her eyes. The circles at her temples, the little lines of tension, erased. She looked lighter and younger, like someone who’d spent a week at a spa and come out the other side changed for the better.

“Can I ask you a weird question?” she said.

I nodded.

“When you, uh, did your thing last night—” she made a vague gesture with two fingers, “—the current, or whatever. What is it?”

I paused, then told the truth. “It’s a part of my powers.”

She made a pleased, surprised sound. “Good. I want to do it again.”

She rolled onto her back, arms above her head, eyes shut.

I sat up, the sheet falling away, and looked at her body in the new light. The scars were still there, white lines on honey skin, but they seemed less harsh, less like warnings and more like old stories told by someone who’d survived. I ran my hand from her hip to her thigh, remembering the exact places she’d hurt.

“Ready?” I asked.

She nodded, eyes still closed.

I placed my right hand over her hip, my left on her lower belly, and let the current come. It was warm and bright, a gold ribbon of sensation that moved from me into her, and I could feel it seeking out the old damage, the adhesions and the ache. It was more precise this time, like the difference between a sledgehammer and a scalpel. She moaned, then let out a long, shuddering breath as the energy moved through her.

“There it is,” she whispered. “I can feel it in the bone. Like it’s knitting itself together.”

I kept my hands steady, tracking the sensation as it worked its way into the deep tissue, the locus of pain she’d carried for a year. I could feel her body responding, the micro-shifts in muscle and fascia, the way the current made her blood quicken and her skin flush.

After a minute, I drew my hands away. She lay there absolutely still, then flexed her leg, testing the movement in the joint. She swung her feet off the bed and stood, naked and unselfconscious, and did a full squat, then a twist at the waist, then a few high steps like a dancer. Every motion was perfect. No hesitation, no wince.

She looked at me, eyes shining, and for a moment the cocky mask dropped and something rawer showed through. “It doesn’t hurt at all,” she said. “Not even a little. It hasn’t hurt since the accident.”

Her words warmed my heart. I was happy for her.

She crossed the floor in three strides, wrapped both arms around my neck, and kissed me hard. Then she pulled back, her face close. Then she pulled me down onto the bed with her, and we lay there cuddling.

Then we rose. She dressed in the same wrap dress from the night before, but she wore it differently, the waist tied higher, the neckline looser, her hair down instead of in a braid. She looked like a woman who’d had the best night of her life and was not above sharing that fact with the world.

* * *

We had breakfast on the terrace, fruit and tea, the ocean bright and endless in every direction. She ate with the appetite of someone refueling for a big match. When she was done, she sat cross-legged in the sun and looked out over the water.

“You fixed me,” she said. “I want to say thank you, but it doesn’t feel like enough.”

“You hired us,” I said. “You paid for the service.”

She shook her head, lips twisting in a small smile. “That’s not what I mean. You didn’t just fix the broken parts. You made me feel alive again.”

I tried to say something, but nothing came.

She stood, came around the table, and kissed me. “I hope you get to do this for a lot of people,” she said. “You’re really fucking good at it.”

* * *

The tender came for her at ten. I escorted her to the stern, where two crew members stood ready to help with her bag. As she stepped onto the boarding platform, she turned back to me, expression serious.

“If you ever want to see me in action,” she said, “come to the US Open next year. I’ll comp your tickets, and I’ll show you exactly what you made.”

I said I would.

She kissed me one last time, then boarded the tender, and I watched her go, standing at the rail as the small boat cut away from the Divine Seed and headed for the Miami horizon. She didn’t look back, but I knew she knew I was watching. She sat at the bow, face to the wind, and when she turned her head, the sunlight caught in her new, white smile.

I felt a strange mix of satisfaction and something like pride, as if I’d built a perfect machine and set it loose in the world.

When the tender had dwindled to a dot, I went below to find a shirt and do the post-session paperwork, but Alexis intercepted me in the main salon.

She was in pale green linen this time, her hair in a loose knot, tablet in hand. The morning light through the windows made her skin look flawless and young, but her eyes were sharp and focused.

She handed me a glass of water, then sat beside me on the sectional, legs tucked under herself. “So?” she said. “Did you help her injury?”

“She’s good as new.”

Alexis smiled, but it was the sly, knowing one she reserved for when she had more to say. “There’s a change in the schedule,” she said. “The LA client’s flight is delayed. Weather, apparently, and her team is still arguing about the NDA. They won’t be here until tomorrow afternoon.”

I waited for the punchline.

“You have the rest of the day off,” she said. “No clients, no obligations. Just try not to burn down the yacht.” She patted my knee and stood, pausing in the doorway. “Also, I’d appreciate it if you and Cleo didn’t traumatize the crew. Some of them are new.”

I laughed. “I’ll be on my best behavior.”

She cocked her head. “That would be a first.”

The moment she was gone, the silence of the yacht settled around me. The engines hummed at a low, steady pitch, and the water moved against the hull in a sound like breathing. I sat there for a while, letting the morning settle, the satisfaction of last night still warm in my muscles, the image of Roz’s face at the rail still fresh. But beneath it, quieter and more insistent, was the other thing, Laura.

I hadn’t stopped thinking about her since last night. The way she’d looked in the corridor, the flush, the hand pressed to her chest and the naked want in her eyes before the mortification crashed in. I’d given her space this morning, let her do her work, let the yacht’s routine absorb her. But the day was open now, and the tension between us had been building since Miami, since the kiss in the rain, since the plane, since every careful, composed look she’d given me and then taken back.

I stood and stretched. The main salon was empty. Through the windows, the ocean stretched blue and featureless in every direction, the sky a pale, hot dome. I could hear Madison and Cleo somewhere above, their voices carrying down through the open hatches, the easy rhythm of their laughter. Alexis was probably in her cabin with the door closed, doing whatever she did with her tablet and her silence. The crew moved through the lower decks in their uniforms.

I wandered. There was no destination in mind, just the slow circuit of the yacht, my bare feet quiet on the teak, my hand trailing along the rail as I moved from the salon to the dining area to the forward companionway. The Divine Seed felt different in daylight, more alive, the light finding every surface and warming it. I passed the gym, the spa, the treatment room with its waterline porthole, and I kept going, drawn by nothing I could name.

The office was on the lower deck, port side, a small, windowless room that had been converted from what was probably a storage closet during the refit. Laura had claimed it on the first day, setting up her laptop and her folios and her calculator. I’d passed it a dozen times in the last twenty-four hours without stopping, each time aware of her on the other side of the wood, the faint click of her keyboard, the occasional murmur of her voice on a call.

The door was ajar. Not wide, maybe three inches, the gap narrow enough that someone walking past might not have noticed. But I noticed. I noticed because the sound coming through it was not the click of a keyboard or the murmur of a call.

It was something else entirely.

I stopped. The corridor was empty. The crew were forward, and the engines covered most sound, but this was close, and I could hear it clearly now that I was standing still. A soft, muffled sound, sensual and low, the kind of sound a person made when they were trying very hard to be quiet and failing.

I looked through the gap. The office was small, maybe eight by ten, lit by a single desk lamp that cast a warm, amber pool across the surface. Laura was at the desk, her chair pushed back, her body turned slightly toward the wall. She was still in the pencil skirt and blouse she’d worn since morning, the pale blue linen, the fitted cut that followed every curve of her. Her laptop was open but pushed to the side, the screen dark. Her right hand was braced flat on the desk, her fingers spread wide. Her left hand was inside her skirt, doing this circular motion.

I could see the shape of it beneath the fabric, the slow movement of her wrist, the way her hips shifted in the chair with each stroke. Her head was tilted back, her eyes closed, her lips parted, and the flush that lived on her neck had spread to her cheeks, her chest, the visible skin above her collar glowing a deep, warm pink. Her lower lip was caught between her teeth, bitten hard, and a soft, broken sound escaped her throat with each exhale, something between a moan and a sigh.

She was masturbating, and looked beautiful while doing it. Stripped of the composure, the careful distance, the professional mask. Her blonde hair had come loose from its clip on one side and fell across her cheek, and she didn’t brush it away. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths, the blouse pulling tight across her breasts with each inhale, the full, round shape of them visible beneath the linen, the nipples hard enough to press against the fabric. Her thighs were parted beneath the desk, the pencil skirt riding up to mid-thigh, and I could see the muscles in her calves flexing, her toes curling in the low heels she’d worn since morning.

Her hand moved faster. The flow changed, becoming shorter and more urgent, and her breathing broke into something ragged, her chest heaving, the flush deepening to something almost feverish. A soft moan slipped out, louder than the others, and she pressed her lips together to trap it, her brow furrowing, her whole body tensing.

I didn’t move. I stood in the corridor, my hand on the doorframe, and I watched her, and the arousal that had been simmering since last night surged hot and immediate through my body. My cock stirred against my shorts, thickening, and I had to press my palm flat against the wall to keep from making a sound.

She was close. I could see it in the way her body coiled, the way her back arched, the way her free hand gripped the edge of the desk hard enough to make the wood creak. Her hips lifted off the chair, just an inch, and her thighs trembled, and then it hit her.

The orgasm rolled through her in visible waves. Her whole body went rigid, her back bowing, her mouth falling open in a silent cry that she caught at the last second, biting down on her own fist. She shook, a full-body tremor that started at her core and radiated outward, her thighs clamping together around her hand, her toes curling so hard the tendons stood out in her feet. The desk lamp caught the sheen of sweat on her collarbones, the way her skin glowed, and for three or four seconds she was absolutely still, suspended.

Then she collapsed. Slowly, in stages, her body unwinding, her hand still between her thighs, her breathing coming in long, shuddering gasps. She let her head fall forward, her hair curtaining her face, and she sat there for a long moment, trembling, her shoulders rising and falling.

I stepped back from the door. Quietly, on bare feet, I moved down the corridor and around the corner, and I stood there with my back against the wall and my heart hammering and my cock hard against my thigh, and I gave her the space to come back to herself.

I waited. The engines hummed. The water moved. Somewhere above, Madison laughed at something Cleo said, and the sound was bright and far away. I counted my breaths, and I gave her time, and I thought about the look on her face when she’d come, the absolute surrender of it, and I felt something shift inside me, something that had been building since Miami finally crystallizing into a decision.

I would talk to her.

I waited half an hour. I walked the length of the lower deck twice, past the spa, past the gym, past the crew quarters where the soft murmur of conversation drifted through a closed door. I went up to the sun deck and stood at the rail and looked at the ocean and let the breeze cool my skin, and I thought about what I was going to say.

Then I went back down. The office door was closed now. I stood in front of it for a moment, my hand raised, and I knocked. Three soft taps, nothing that would carry.

“Come in.” Her voice was steady. The professional mask was back in place so completely that if I hadn’t seen what I’d seen, I would have believed it.

I opened the door. She was at the desk, her laptop open, her folio beside it, a pen in her hand. She’d fixed her hair. The flush was gone, or nearly gone, just the faintest trace of pink at her throat that she probably thought no one would notice. She looked up at me with those bright blue eyes, and her expression was calm, pleasant, the face of an accountant who had been interrupted in the middle of her work.

“Alexander,” she said. “Hi, what can I do for you?”

I closed the door behind me, and I saw something flicker behind her eyes, a brief, startled awareness that she smoothed over immediately.

“I need to talk to you,” I said.

She set the pen down. “Of course. Is it about the amortization? I was just running the numbers again, and I think the depreciation schedule might need an adjustment.”

“It’s not about the amortization.”

She looked at me. The calm held for another second, two seconds, and then it didn’t. The flush came back, climbing from her throat to her cheeks in a slow tide, and her hand went to the collar of her blouse, a small, self-conscious gesture that she caught and stopped.

“Oh,” she said.

I pulled the chair from the corner of the desk and sat across from her, close enough that our knees almost touched.

“Laura,” I said. “I saw you last night.”

She went very still. The pen she’d set down was still within reach, and her fingers drifted toward it then stopped. She looked at her folio, at the laptop, at the wall behind my head, anywhere but at me.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said, but her voice had gone thin, the composure cracking at the edges.

“You were in the corridor. Outside the master suite. The door was open, and you were watching.”

The silence that followed was long enough that I could hear the water moving against the hull, the faint creak of the yacht settling into a swell. She closed her eyes. When she opened them, the blue was bright and wet, and the flush had reached her hairline.

“God,” she whispered. “Oh God.”

“Laura.”

“I’m so embarrassed.” Her hand went to her mouth then dropped. “I didn’t mean to, I was just walking past and the door was open and I heard, and I stopped, and I couldn’t, I couldn’t make myself keep walking.” The words came out in a rush, tumbling over each other. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. That was completely inappropriate, and I’m your employee, and I should never have, I should have just, I’m sorry.”

“Laura.” I said her name again, and she stopped. Her eyes found mine, and the fear in them was so raw it made my chest tight. “It’s okay.”

“It’s not okay.” Her voice broke on the last word. “It’s not okay, Alexander. I’m forty-two years old, I’m your accountant, and I was standing in a hallway watching you have sex with a client. That’s not okay. That’s the opposite of okay.”

I reached across the desk and took her hand. She let me. Her fingers were cold, trembling faintly, and I wrapped mine around them and held on.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did slowly but reluctantly, her blue eyes lifting to mine, and the shame in them was so deep it made me want to pull her into my arms right there.

“I’m not angry,” I said. “I’m not uncomfortable. I’m not going to fire you, or report you, or do anything except sit here and talk to you. Because what I saw on your face last night wasn’t embarrassment. It was something else.”

Her lower lip trembled. She pressed her lips together to stop it.

“I’ve seen it before,” I said. “In Miami, on the plane, every time you’ve looked at me and then looked away. Every time you’ve flushed when I’ve stood too close. I’ve seen it, Laura, and I’ve felt it too.”

She made a small sound, something between a gasp and a laugh. “You can’t say that.”

“I can. I am.”

“You don’t understand.” She pulled her hand free and pressed both palms flat against the desk, as if she needed the wood to hold her up. “You’re Madison’s, Alexander. You’re Madison’s boyfriend, or whatever you are, and I’m her mother, and I’m your employee, and there are about a hundred reasons why this is the worst idea either of us has ever had.”

“I’m not Madison’s,” I said. “Not exclusively. Not in the way you’re thinking.”

Her eyes widened. “What does that mean?”

“It means the situation is more complicated than you know. It means Madison and I have an understanding, but it doesn’t mean I belong to her. It means I’m free to want who I want, and I want you, Laura. I have for a while.”

The words hung in the air between us. She stared at me, her mouth slightly open, and the flush on her cheeks was so deep it looked painted on.

“You can’t just say that,” she said again.

“I can. And I’m going to keep saying it until you believe me.” I stood and moved around the desk, and she turned in her chair to face me, her eyes tracking my movement with something like alarm and something like hope, the two emotions tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them. I stopped in front of her, close enough that her knees brushed my thighs. I reached down and brushed a strand of blonde hair from her face, tucking it behind her ear, and my fingertips grazed the warm skin of her cheek, and she shivered.

“You’re beautiful,” I said. “You’ve always been beautiful, and you’ve always known it, but I don’t think anyone’s told you in a long time.”

Her eyes filled. She blinked, and a single tear slipped down her cheek, and I caught it with my thumb, wiping it away.

“Alexander.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “Please don’t do this if you don’t mean it.”

“I mean it.”

She looked up at me, and the conflict was still there, still written in the tension around her mouth and the way her hands gripped the arms of the chair, but beneath it, rising through it like something breaking the surface of dark water, was the want. The same naked, unguarded want I’d seen in the corridor last night, and in Miami, and on the plane, and every time she’d caught my eye and looked away too quickly.

“I’ve been struggling since Miami,” she said, and the words came out halting, as if each one cost her something. “Since the kiss, and the way you looked at me, and the way I couldn’t stop thinking about it. And then the plane, and I thought, God, I’m losing my mind.” She laughed, a broken little sound. “And then last night. I heard you, and I stopped, and I looked, and I saw you with her, and I wanted it to be me. I wanted it so badly it hurt, and I stood there and I watched, and I hated myself, and I couldn’t stop.”

She pressed her hand over her mouth, and her shoulders shook once, a single, suppressed tremor.

“I haven’t been touched in years,” she said, the words muffled behind her fingers. “Years, Alexander. Not kissed, not held, not anything. I’d convinced myself I didn’t need it anymore. That I was past it. That I was too old, too, I don’t know, too something. And then you walked into my life and you looked at me like I was something worth looking at, and it all came back, and I don’t know what to do with it.”

I crouched in front of her so we were eye to eye. I took her hands from her face and held them between mine, and they were warm and trembling, and I pressed my thumbs into her palms and felt the rapid flutter of her pulse.

“We don’t have to do anything right now,” I said. “We don’t have to decide anything. The attraction is real. You know it, and I know it, and we can let it happen naturally, or we can keep pretending it’s not there, but I think we’re both past pretending.”

She looked at our joined hands. Then she looked at me, and the tears were still on her lashes, but something had shifted in her face, something had settled.

“It’s real,” she said. “It’s so real it scares me.”

“I know.”

She was quiet for a moment. Then she squeezed my hands. “Okay,” she said. “Naturally. We let it happen naturally.”

“Okay.”

I stood, and she stood with me, and we were close, closer than we’d been since Miami, and I could feel the heat coming off her body, smell the clean scent of her skin beneath the linen and the faint, warm note of something floral. I reached out and touched her waist, just my fingertips at the curve where the blouse tucked into the pencil skirt, and she inhaled sharply, her stomach contracting under my touch.

“You look incredible in that outfit,” I said. “The blue. It does something to your eyes.”

She looked down at herself, at the blouse and the skirt, and then back up at me, and a smile broke through, small and surprised and real. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

“Probably,” I said, and I brushed my thumb along her jaw, and she leaned into the touch, just slightly, just enough that I felt it.

Then I stepped back. She stood there in the amber light, her hair loose on one side, her blouse slightly rumpled, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright, and she looked like someone who had been asleep for a long time and was just beginning to wake up.

The door burst open before I could say anything else.

“Alexander!” Cleo’s voice filled the small office like a sudden flood of sunlight. She was in a white bikini top and cutoff shorts, her golden-blonde hair loose, a beach towel slung over one shoulder. Madison was right behind her, already in her swimsuit, a cropped tank over a black two-piece, her skin sun-warmed and glowing.

“There you are,” Madison said, leaning against the doorframe. “We’ve been looking everywhere. The pool’s perfect. The crew just cleaned it and the water’s like bathwater. You coming or what?”

I looked at Laura. She had stepped back from me the moment the door opened, her hand going to her hair, smoothing it, the professional mask sliding into place with the speed of long practice. But the flush was still there, high on her cheeks, and her eyes met mine for one brief, electric second before she looked away.

“Pool sounds good,” I said, turning to them. “Give me two minutes. I’ll meet you up there.”

Cleo grinned. “Don’t take forever. Madison’s already bragging about her backstroke.”

“Am not,” Madison said, shoving her shoulder. “I said I could beat you, which is a fact, not bragging.”

“Keep telling yourself that.” Cleo ducked under Madison’s arm and disappeared down the corridor, her bare feet slapping against the teak. Madison lingered a moment longer, her blue eyes moving between me and Laura. Then she smiled, that easy, flirty smile, and followed Cleo, her ponytail swinging.

Their voices faded down the corridor.

I turned back to Laura. She was at her desk again, or near it, one hand resting on the back of her chair, her posture carefully composed. But her chest was still rising and falling a little too fast, and the flush hadn’t faded.

“Go,” she said, before I could speak. “They’re waiting.”

I crossed the room to her. She didn’t move away. I stopped close enough that I could see the individual flecks of gold in her blue irises, close enough to catch the warm, clean scent of her skin beneath the linen.

“This conversation isn’t done,” I said.

She looked at me. Her lower lip caught between her teeth, a slow, sensual bite that she held for two full seconds before releasing it. Her eyes never left mine. She didn’t say yes. She didn’t need to.

I turned and left the office, and I felt her gaze on my back all the way down the corridor.

The afternoon burned itself out in sun and water and the easy, uncomplicated rhythm of play. The pool on the sun deck was small but perfectly designed, the water warmed by the sun and the yacht’s heating system to something that felt like liquid silk against the skin. Cleo and Madison and I spent hours in it, racing laps, playing a version of water volleyball that involved no rules and a great deal of splashing, and lying on the teak surround with our eyes closed and the sun pressing down like a warm hand.

Madison was competitive in the water. She beat me twice and Cleo three times, and each victory came with a grin and a flick of wet hair and a comment designed to needle. Cleo took it in stride, laughing, giving as good as she got.

I watched them from the water, treading, and I felt the complexity of it settle into my chest like a stone. Madison’s hand on Cleo’s skin, the easy intimacy of it, the way she looked at me across the pool with those bright blue eyes and that knowing smile, and I thought about Laura in the office, about the way her lip had caught between her teeth, about the conversation that wasn’t done.

The day moved. The sun climbed and then began its slow descent, and the light turned gold, then amber, then something deeper, and the crew brought towels and cold water and plates of fruit, and we ate and swam and dozed, and the yacht carried us through the afternoon like something from a dream.

Dinner was on the aft deck again, the table set under the awning with candles and orchids, the food simple and beautiful. Alexis joined us, and Isabelle, and the conversation was easy, the kind of talk that happens when people are tired and well-fed and the ocean is doing its work on everyone’s nerves. Cleo told a story about a professor who’d fallen asleep during her own lecture. Madison talked about a new fitness influencer she was following, dissecting the woman’s form with the sharp, technical eye of someone who knew what she was looking at. Isabelle and Alexis sat close, their heads tilted toward each other, speaking in low voices about something I couldn’t hear.

Laura was quiet through most of it. She sat across from me, and she ate and she drank and she smiled at the right moments, and if you didn’t know to look, you wouldn’t have seen anything. But I knew to look. I saw the way her eyes found mine across the table and held for a beat too long before sliding away. I saw the way she touched her wine glass, her fingers tracing the stem, a slow, absent circle. I saw the flush that lived at her throat, faint but present, a warm pink that deepened whenever our eyes met.

She drank more than usual. Two glasses of the white wine the chef had paired with the fish, and then a third, and by the time dessert arrived, a dark chocolate mousse with fresh berries, her shoulders had loosened, and the careful composure had softened at the edges. She laughed at something Cleo said, and the sound of it was warm and bright and slightly unsteady.

The meal ended. Alexis stood first, stretching, her hand going to the small of her back. “I’m done,” she said. “That chef is trying to kill me with butter. I’m going to take a shower and then I’m going to lie very still and not move until morning.”

Isabelle rose with her. “I have a massage scheduled,” she said. “Nine o’clock. The therapist is already waiting.” She touched my shoulder as she passed, a brief press of fingers, and then she was gone, following Alexis down the companionway.

Cleo stood next, yawning dramatically. “I’m going to find my bed before I fall asleep in this chair,” she said. She kissed my cheek, warm and quick, and then she was gone too, her bare feet padding across the teak.

Madison lingered. She looked at me, then at Laura. “I’m going to shower,” she said. “Don’t wait up.” Then she turned and walked away, her ponytail swinging, and the aft deck was quiet.

Just Laura and me. The candles guttered in their hurricanes, the flames bending and straightening with the breeze. The ocean moved beneath us, a long, slow flow, and the sky had gone from amber to deep violet, the first stars pricking through the darkening blue. The remains of dinner sat between us, plates and glasses and the half-empty bottle of wine, and the silence was warm and full of everything we hadn’t said.

Laura poured herself another glass. Her hand was steady, but I noticed the way she filled it nearly to the rim, the way she brought it to her lips and drank without pausing, a long swallow that emptied a third of the glass. She set it down and looked at me over the rim.

“You’re staring,” she said. The words came out with a slight slur, a softness at the edges that hadn’t been there at dinner.

“You’re drinking,” I said.

“I’m drinking,” she agreed, and she laughed, a giggle that surprised her as much as it surprised me. She pressed her fingers to her lips, her eyes going wide, and then the laugh came again, louder this time, and she leaned back in her chair and let it happen, her shoulders shaking, her head tipping back. “God, I’m tipsy. I haven’t been tipsy in, I don’t know, years.”

“It suits you.”

“It does not.” But she was still smiling, the grin wide and unguarded, and she reached for the wine glass again and took another sip, slower this time, her eyes on mine over the rim. “It makes me say things I shouldn’t say.”

“Say them anyway.”

“We’ll see.” She set the glass down. “Pour yourself one,” she said, nodding at the bottle. “Don’t make me drink alone. That’s rude.”

I reached for the bottle and filled my glass, the wine pale gold in the candlelight. I took a sip. It was good, crisp and cold, with a mineral edge that cut through the sweetness.

“Better,” she said. She watched me drink, her chin propped on her hand, her elbow on the table.

We sat like that for a while. The yacht moved. The candles burned. The ocean made its sound beneath us, steady and indifferent. I drank, and she drank, and the silence between us was comfortable in a way that surprised me.

“I want to tell you something,” she said. The words came out careful, measured, as if she’d been rehearsing them. “And I want you to let me finish before you say anything, because if I stop I might not start again.”

“Okay.”

“The job, Alexander. The opportunity. You have no idea what it’s done for me and for us. Madison was drifting before this. She was beautiful and smart and going nowhere, and I couldn’t reach her, and I was so tired, so goddamn tired of trying to hold everything together by myself.”

She looked at me, and her eyes were bright with unshed tears.

“And then you walked into our lives, and you gave her a direction, and you gave me a purpose, and you made us both feel like we mattered. Like we were worth something. And I don’t know how to thank you for that. I don’t have the words.”

“You don’t need words,” I said.

She shook her head. “That’s not all of it.” She leaned forward, her forearms on the table, and the candlelight caught the line of her collarbones, the soft swell of her breasts above the neckline of her blouse. “You made me feel desired. Do you understand what that means? I’m forty-two years old. I’m a single mother who hasn’t been touched in years. I’d convinced myself that part of my life was over. That I was invisible. That nobody would ever look at me the way you look at me.”

Her voice broke on the last word. A tear slipped down her cheek, and she didn’t wipe it away.

“And then you looked at me,” she said. “And you kept looking. And every time you did, I felt it. Like something waking up inside me that I’d buried so deep I’d forgotten it was there.” She pressed her hand flat against her chest, just above her heart. “You made me feel alive again. You made me feel like a woman. And I don’t know what to do with that feeling. It’s too big. It scares me.”

I reached across the table and took her hand. Her fingers were warm and slightly damp from the wine glass, and they curled around mine, holding tight.

“Laura,” I said. “We should take this further.”

She went very still. Her eyes searched mine, and I could see the war playing out behind them, the fear and the want and the years of loneliness pressing against the dam of her composure.

“Further,” she repeated.

“Further … tonight, now. I want you, and you want me, and we’ve been circling this for weeks, and I’m done circling.”

She was quiet. The candle flames bent and straightened. The ocean breathed beneath us.

“Yes,” she said. The word came out quiet but certain. “Yes. I want that. I want you.”

I stood. She stood with me, her hand still in mine, and I led her away from the table, past the candles and the orchids and the remains of dinner, across the aft deck to the companionway that led below. Her fingers were tight in mine, and her steps were slightly unsteady, the wine and the emotion working together to loosen the careful control she wore like armor.

We moved through the lower deck in silence. The crew were forward, and the corridor was empty, the overhead lights dimmed to a warm amber glow. I could feel her pulse through her hand, rapid and strong, and her breathing had gone shallow.

The love room was on the port side, the same suite Roz had occupied the night before. The crew had already turned it over, fresh linen on the bed, candles unlit but waiting, the glass doors closed against the night. I opened the door and stepped inside, and Laura followed me, and I closed the door behind us and turned the lock.

The click was quiet but final. She stood in the center of the room, her back to me, and I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her hands hung at her sides, fingers curling and uncurling. The room was warm and dim, the only light coming from the corridor through the gap beneath the door, and the ocean was a dark presence beyond the glass, the moonlight catching the surface in long, shifting lines.

“Wow … it’s so romantic,” she said.

“It’s supposed to. Every client matters.”

“Do you see me as a client or a love interest?”

She looked at me, and the want was there, naked and unguarded, the same look I’d seen in the corridor last night, the same look that had lived beneath every careful, composed glance she’d given me for weeks. “A love interest.”

She smiled as if it meant the world to her. “Then undress me,” she said. Her voice was steady. “Love me the same way you love my daughter.”

I crossed the room to her. I stood close, close enough to feel the heat coming off her body, close enough to see the rapid flutter of her pulse at her throat. I reached for the top button of her blouse, and my fingers brushed the warm skin of her chest, and she shivered.

I undid the button. Then the next, and the next, each one a small act that revealed her skin inch by inch. The linen parted, and beneath it, she wore a simple white bra, the fabric thin enough that I could see the shape of her nipples through it, already hard, pressing against the cotton. Her skin was warm and slightly flushed, a soft, even pink that deepened as I exposed more of it.

I pushed the blouse off her shoulders, and it fell to the floor in a pale blue heap. She stood before me in the bra and the pencil skirt, and the candlelight from the corridor caught the curve of her waist, the full, round swell of her breasts above the bra’s edge, the smooth plane of her stomach.

“Beautiful,” I said.

She reached behind her back and unhooked the bra herself, her arms crossing in front of her, and then she let it fall, and her breasts came free.

It was the second time I’d seen them, but this time I could admire them without coming off as a creep. They were extraordinary. Full and heavy, the kind of breasts that had weight and presence, sitting high on her chest with a natural, generous curve that the bra had only hinted at. The skin was smooth and warm-toned, lightly tanned, and the areolas were a soft, rosy pink, slightly puffy, the nipples thick and already rigid, standing out from the surrounding flesh in a way that made my cock twitch. They moved when she breathed, a gentle, heavy sway that was almost hypnotic, and the candlelight caught the underside of each breast and painted it in gold and shadow.

I reached out and cupped one. The weight of it filled my palm, warm and soft, and she made a small, broken sound, her head tipping back, her eyes closing. I brushed my thumb across the nipple, and she gasped, her whole body jolting, her hand flying to my wrist and holding it there.

“God,” she whispered. “God, Alexander.”

I released her breast and moved to the skirt. The zipper was at the side, and I found it and drew it down, the sound loud in the quiet room. The fabric loosened, and I hooked my fingers into the waistband and pushed it down over her hips, and she stepped out of it, kicking off her heels at the same time, and the skirt joined the blouse on the floor.

She stood before me in white cotton panties, and the sight of her nearly stopped my heart.

Her body was a study in curves. The narrow waist flaring into wide, womanly hips. Her thighs were soft and full, tapering to calves that were still toned and elegant. The panties sat low on her hips, the cotton stretched across the curve of her belly, and between her thighs, the fabric was already dark, a wet patch spreading slowly from the center.

I knelt, and I looked up at her, and she looked down at me. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties and drew them down, letting the fabric drag against her skin, and she stepped out of them one foot at a time, and then she was naked, completely naked, standing in the warm amber light with her hands at her sides and her breasts rising and falling with each quick breath.

Her stomach was soft, a gentle swell that curved outward just below her navel, and below it, between her thighs, the dark blonde hair was neatly trimmed, a soft triangle that framed the soft, swollen lips of her sex.

I reached out and touched her there. My fingertips grazed the outer lips, and she gasped, her thighs pressing together around my hand, then parting, then pressing together again, the involuntary motion of a body that didn’t know what it wanted because it wanted everything.

“Please,” she whispered.

I spread her open with two fingers, gentle, and the sight of her made my cock hard. She was wet, glistening in the low light, the inner lips flushed a deep, vivid pink, swollen and slick. I traced the length of her slit, from the base to the top, and she shuddered, her hand coming down to grip my shoulder, her nails digging into the muscle.

“You’re so wet,” I said.

“I know,” she said, and the laugh that followed was breathless and unsteady. “I’ve been wet since you walked into the office. Since before that. Since Miami. I don’t think I’ve stopped being wet since you kissed me.”

I circled her clit with my thumb, and her whole body jerked, her hand flying to her mouth to muffle the sound. Her thighs trembled, and I could feel the heat coming off her, the wetness coating my fingers, the way her body pulsed against my touch.

“Bed,” she said, the word barely audible. “Please. Bed.”

I stood and guided her backward, my hand at the small of her back, and she moved with me, her eyes never leaving mine, until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the mattress and she sat, then lay back, her hair spreading across the pillow in a golden wave. She looked up at me, her chest heaving, her thighs falling open in an invitation that was both deliberate and helpless.

“Your turn,” she said. Her voice had gone low and husky, the wine and the arousal stripping away the last of her composure. “Let me see you.”

I reached for the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head. She watched, her eyes moving across my chest, my shoulders, the defined lines of my abdomen, and I saw her swallow, her throat working, her lips parting. I kicked off my shorts, and then I was standing before her in nothing but my boxer briefs, and the outline of my cock was visible, thick and heavy against the fabric, the head pressing against the waistband.

Her eyes dropped to it, and I saw the exact moment she registered what she was looking at. Her mouth opened, and she made a small, involuntary sound, something between a gasp and a whimper, and her hand came up to cover her lips.

“Alexander,” she said, and her voice had gone thin and reedy. “Oh my God.”

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pushed the briefs down, and my cock sprang free, fully erect, thick and heavy, the shaft veined and flushed dark, the head swollen and slick at the tip. It stood out from my body at an angle, the size of it something I was still adjusting to myself.

Laura stared. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted, and the flush on her cheeks had deepened to something almost feverish. She sat up on her elbows, her breasts swaying with the movement, and she reached out, her hand hovering, trembling, not quite touching.

“Can I,” she started then stopped. She swallowed. “Can I touch it?”

“Please.”

Her fingers wrapped around the shaft, and the sensation of her hand on me, warm and slightly unsteady, sent a bolt of heat straight through my core. She made a sound, a soft, awed exhale, as her fingers closed and she felt the girth of it, the weight, the way it pulsed against her palm.

“It’s so big,” she whispered. “I’ve never. I mean, I’ve seen, but not, not like this.” Her hand moved, a slow stroke from base to tip, and her thumb brushed the head, spreading the slickness there, and I hissed through my teeth, my abs clenching.

She kept stroking, her grip tentative at first then firmer, learning the shape of me, the way I responded to different pressures. Her other hand came up and cupped my balls, and the dual sensation nearly buckled my knees. She looked up at me, and her expression was one of pure, stunned wonder, the look of a woman who had found something she’d been missing without knowing she’d been missing it.

“I want you inside me,” she said. The words came out direct, almost urgent, stripped of the hesitation that had characterized every other moment between us. “Right now. I don’t want to wait anymore.”

She lay back and pulled me down with her, her hand still wrapped around my cock, guiding me between her thighs.

I followed, bracing my weight on my forearms so I could look at her face as I settled between her legs. The head of my cock nudged against her entrance, and she was so wet that I slid along her folds without resistance, coating myself in her arousal.

“Slow,” she whispered. “It’s been… years, Alexander. Years.”

“I know,” I said softly. I kissed her, and she moaned into my mouth, her hands sliding up my back to grip my shoulders. “We have all night. I’m not going anywhere.”

I rocked my hips gently, letting just the head press against her opening, parting her slick lips. She was incredibly tight, her body resisting even as her hips lifted toward me in instinctive welcome. I felt her inner muscles flutter and clench, then slowly begin to yield. Inch by careful inch I pressed forward, watching her face the entire time: the way her lips parted, the flutter of her lashes, the flush that spread from her chest up her throat and into her cheeks.

“Oh… God,” she breathed when the thick head finally slipped inside her. Her walls gripped me like velvet heat, pulsing and rippling as her body adjusted. “You’re so big. I can feel every inch of you already.”

“You’re doing so well,” I murmured against her neck, kissing the soft skin there, tasting the faint salt of her. I stayed still, buried only partway, letting her breathe through it, letting her body open for me. My hand stroked her side, her waist, the generous curve of her hip, grounding her.

She exhaled shakily and nodded. “More, please.”

I gave her more. Another slow push, and another, until I was fully seated inside her, our hips flush, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight, soaking pussy. Laura let out a long, broken moan, her head falling back against the pillow, her breasts pressing against my chest with every ragged breath. Her legs came up around my waist, heels digging into the small of my back, holding me deep.

For a long moment we simply stayed like that, joined completely, breathing together. I could feel her heartbeat around my cock, rapid and strong, and the subtle tremors running through her body as she adjusted to being filled after so long.

“You feel perfect,” I whispered, kissing the corner of her mouth, her cheek, her temple. “So warm. So wet for me.”

“I can’t believe how full I feel,” she said, voice trembling with wonder and pleasure. “It’s never… it’s never been like this.” A tear slipped from the corner of her eye, and I kissed it away. “I forgot what this felt like. Being wanted. Being… taken care of.”

I began to fuck, slow, rolling thrusts that dragged my thick shaft along every sensitive inch of her inner walls. She gasped with each one, her nails digging into my shoulders, her hips rising to meet me. The yacht’s gentle motion added its own flow, rocking us together in long, languid waves that made every stroke feel deeper, more inevitable.

I kept my pace loving and unhurried, watching her face, learning what made her moan, what made her thighs tighten around me. When I angled my hips to brush that sensitive spot inside her, her eyes flew open and she moaned, a raw, beautiful sound that echoed softly in the master suite.

“There,” she gasped. “Right there, oh, Alexander…”

Her body responded beautifully, growing even wetter, her inner muscles fluttering and clenching around my cock. The power inside me stirred, and I let it flow gently into her, making her even wetter.

Laura’s back arched sharply. “What is that, oh God, I feel it everywhere. It’s so warm… so good…” Her voice broke into a sob of pleasure as the first real orgasm built inside her. Her walls clamped down hard around me, pulsing, and then she came with a long, shuddering cry, her entire body seizing beneath me. Her pussy milked my cock in powerful, rhythmic contractions, flooding me with fresh wetness that ran down between us.

I kept moving through it, gentler now, drawing it out until she was trembling and gasping, tears slipping freely down her temples. When she finally came down, she looked at me with something close to awe.

“I haven’t come like that in… I don’t even remember,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “Not once. Not ever.”

“We’re not done,” I said, kissing her deeply. I rolled us so she was on top, giving her control. She braced her hands on my chest and began to ride me, slow and experimental at first, then with growing confidence as pleasure overtook her again. Her full breasts swayed beautifully with every roll of her hips, her head falling back, honey-blonde hair cascading down her back. I cupped them, thumbing her nipples, and she moaned, grinding down harder, taking me deep.

She came again like that, riding me through it, her body glowing with sweat and the golden haze of my power. Only then did I roll us back, settling between her thighs once more. This time I let the current flow stronger, loving and protective, as I thrust deeper, faster, chasing my own release while giving her everything I had.

When I finally came, it was with a low groan against her neck, pulsing hard inside her, filling her with thick, heavy spurts. Laura clung to me, legs locked around my waist, whispering my name like a prayer as she felt every drop, her own smaller aftershocks milking me dry.

We stayed joined for a long time afterward, breathing together, my weight carefully braced so I didn’t crush her. I kissed her slowly, her lips, her eyelids, the tear tracks on her cheeks. She stroked my back with trembling fingers, her body soft and pliant beneath mine.

“Thank you,” she whispered eventually, voice thick with emotion. “For making me feel this again. For seeing me. For… everything.”

I brushed damp hair from her forehead and looked into her beautiful blue eyes. “You deserve this, Laura. Every bit of it.”

She smiled, small and radiant and real, and pulled me down for another kiss as the Divine Seed carried us through the dark ocean night.

I stayed inside her for a long moment after we both came down, enjoying the way her body still fluttered and clenched around me, warm and slick and perfect. When I finally pulled out, a thick trickle of my cum followed, running down between her thighs and onto the sheets. Laura made a satisfied sound and reached down to feel it, a small smile playing on her lips.

I rolled onto my back and pulled her against me. She came willingly, curling into my side, one leg thrown over mine, her head resting on my chest. Her full breasts pressed warmly against my ribs, and I stroked her back in slow, lazy circles while the yacht rocked us gently beneath the stars.

For a while we just breathed together, the only sounds were the distant hum of the engines and the quiet hush of water against the hull.

I looked up at the ceiling, watching the shifting patterns of moonlight through the glass, and let the past few months wash over me. It felt like another lifetime since I’d been a different man living a smaller life. Now I had a superyacht named The Divine Seed gliding through open water, a pregnant partner in Isabelle who had become both lover and investor, Alexis and Cleo I loved without shame, beautiful Madison, my high school crush, and clients like Roz who left this boat healed and hopeful.

And now Laura, warm, soft, and thoroughly satisfied in my arms. “Everything feels… perfect,” I murmured, kissing the top of her head.

She hummed in agreement, her fingers tracing idle patterns on my stomach. “It does. For the first time in years, it really does.”

I held her closer, enjoying the simple weight of her body, the scent of her skin, the quiet contentment that settled over us both. For tonight, at least, everything was well. The work was working. The women in my life were thriving. The future looked brighter and more complicated than I ever could have imagined.

There would be complications, of course. I had just slept with Madison’s mother without a word to her, and that conversation would need to happen. The circle was growing, the threads becoming more tangled. But those were problems for tomorrow.

Right now, with Laura’s breathing slowing into the rhythm of near-sleep against my chest and the ocean carrying us forward into the night, I chose to simply enjoy it.

For now, life was good. And I intended to keep it that way as long as I could.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading Becoming A Greek Fertility God 3! If you enjoyed it, please consider leaving a review. It’s the second-best way to support me as an author, right after purchasing my stories.

If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.

If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.

That’s all for now!

Best regards,

Tommy Silver
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