

Tommy Silver

Becoming A Greek Fertility God 5

Epilogue & Bundle


Copyright © 2026 by Tommy Silver

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities is entirely coincidental.

Tommy Silver asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Tommy Silver has no responsibility for the persistence or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks. All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks, and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the book.

First edition

This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy
Find out more at reedsy.com


Contents

Becoming A Greek Fertility God
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Becoming A Greek Fertility God 2
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Becoming A Greek Fertility God 3
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Becoming A Greek Fertility God 4
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Epilogue
Becoming A Greek Fertility God 5: Epilogue
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Afterword



Becoming A Greek Fertility God

I lived a completely ordinary and invisible life… Until the day my estranged father died and left me an inheritance I never expected.

A multi-million-dollar fertility clinic… and the ancient bloodline of a Greek Fertility God.

Now awakened with godlike powers of virility, stamina and irresistible attraction, I’m suddenly thrust into a world where the most beautiful women will pay millions for my services.

But it’s not just my fertility powers that have been enhanced.

Women are drawn to me in ways I could never have imagined.

Now I must figure out how to satisfy them all… while keeping my true nature hidden from the world.


Chapter 1

The alarm on my phone went off at 6:45, as usual, a sound engineered in hell to be impossible to sleep through. For three seconds I let the high-pitched chirp saw at my eardrums before hitting snooze. There was a point in my life, not long ago, when I thought I’d outgrow snooze buttons. I’d wake up refreshed and excited to get a jump on my day, like the motivational podcasts said. Turns out, the main thing I’ve matured into is accepting disappointment.

When the alarm wailed again, I killed it and rolled out of bed, straight into a pile of laundry that still smelled sour. My bedroom looked like a sad warehouse, a couple of boxes and a mattress on the floor, and the rest of my wardrobe in loosely organized stacks. The only wall decoration was a faded poster of a Lamborghini, tacked up so long the corners had curled away from the paint.

I headed to the bathroom, and I clicked on the light and did that thing where I checked myself out in the mirror as if expecting some kind of overnight improvement. There wasn’t. Still me: five foot ten, skin that couldn’t decide if it was olive or beige and went for somewhere in between, dark hair that always looked a week away from needing a cut. My body was what you’d expect from someone who quit soccer after tenth grade: softish arms and flat chest, not fat, but not cut either. I was average, and I hated that word more than anything.

I turned sideways, watching my reflection as I pissed, judging the non-existent muscle in my legs and the way my dick hung: not small, but not something you’d brag about on a forum. When I was little, I’d assumed at some point you just turned into a man, maybe by getting hairier, taller or angrier. But now, at twenty-one, my body had hit cruise control and decided that mediocrity was the destination. The only part of me that had bulked up over the years was my sense of dread.

When I finished, I splashed water on my face, rubbed my eyes until they stung, and tried to will myself into looking awake. I pulled on a shirt that looked clean and jeans from yesterday, then headed downstairs to the kitchen, hoping there’d be breakfast. Alexis was already there, laptop open on the counter, phone wedged between her shoulder and jaw. She was talking in that calm, hyper-professional voice she saved for clients. “Yes, yes, of course, but that’s not something we can process retroactively. I know. I understand. No, listen, I’m not doubting you. But we have to set boundaries.”

My family situation was a mess. My biological mother died from a drug overdose, and my father disappeared when I was six. All I knew about him was that he’d been some kind of businessman.

I bounced between foster homes for years. Alexis had always been on the periphery of my life, though. She’d been my father’s therapist once, before cutting ties with him, but for reasons I never fully understood. She’d check in from time to time, making sure I was alright.

By my teens, I couldn’t deal with the system anymore. That’s when she made me an offer, a place to stay, which was an option I didn’t really have the luxury to refuse.

She had a daughter, Cleopatra, around my age. We got along easily, more like friends than anything else.

Alexis was still a therapist, and a pretty damn good one on top of it. I slunk past, trying not to be noticed. It never worked. Even mid-argument, she could spot a yawn from across the house.

She pressed the phone to her cleavage. “Morning, love. Grab a plate, I made pancakes.”

I did. She’d stacked them perfectly, dusted them with cinnamon sugar, just the way I liked. She put her phone back to her ear and started typing, eyes flicking from the screen to me and back again. Alexis could do three things at once and still make it look like she was fully present, which was both impressive and a little intimidating. If you asked me to list her superpowers, that would be number one. Number two would be looking like a hot woman without trying.

Not in the embarrassing MILF way people on the internet talk about. She was just… stunning. She had the kind of face that made strangers ask if she’d ever modeled: high cheekbones, big eyes, skin without a single pore out of place. Her hair was the real feature, though. Long, thick, and this shade of honey-gold that looked expensive even though I knew she was all natural. She was wearing leggings and a t-shirt with a little hole at the hem, but somehow she still looked put together, like even her pajamas came with a stylist. But then it was her figure, a subtle hourglass shape, and also her breasts … which I believed to be a double D cup. I’d never dared to look at her bra, even if it was tempting at times.

She ended her call with a sigh and shut the laptop. “Sorry, I know it’s early. Crisis hotline, or the next best thing.”

“It’s fine. You want tea?” I poured two cups without waiting for an answer.

She smiled at me. “Thank you, sweetie. You’re a lifesaver.”

I forked into a pancake, watching her glance over a stack of mail on the counter, which seemed to be mostly bills. Her face didn’t move as she sorted them, but her fingers kept tapping the countertop, a little sign she was stressed but not ready to talk about it yet.

“You got work today?” she asked.

I nodded, mouth full. “Ten to seven. And tomorrow. And the day after.”

She winced sympathetically. “You’re a trooper.”

“Thanks.” I paused, searching for a way to make it sound like I didn’t hate my life. “It’s not so bad. Sometimes I get to listen to music in the stockroom.”

She laughed a little and nudged my shoulder. “Always the optimist.”

I shrugged. If there were a trophy for pretending you were fine, I’d have taken gold every year since freshman gym class.

She looked at me then, long and hard, like she could see past the jokes to all the stuff I’d never said out loud. “You know, Alexander, I’m proud of you, right?”

“Yeah. You tell me every day.” It came out too flat, so I tried to fix it with a smile. “Thanks, Alexis.”

“You’re a good man,” she said, and I believed her, even though it didn’t line up with anything I actually felt about myself.

She finished her coffee and looked at the clock. “Cleo called last night. She’s doing amazing in her lab, of course. The professor wants to write a paper with her.”

“That’s great,” I said. “You should brag more.”

She rolled her eyes. “She’s still my problem child. Got caught sneaking alcohol into the dorm last week.”

“Legend,” I said, and it made her laugh again.

“She misses you, you know,” Alexis said. “You should call her, or at least text.”

I nodded, though I probably wouldn’t. Cleopatra had always been better at the new life thing. I got the sense that if she looked at the version of me that still lived at home and folded shirts for rich people, she’d feel obligated to fix it, and that would just make both of us miserable.

She was a psychology major and lived in the dorms at college. Summer break was coming up soon, and she planned to stay with us during that time.

The conversation lagged. Alexis glanced at the bills, started to say something, then changed her mind and grabbed her purse. “I’ll be home late,” she said. “Don’t wait up.”

“You got a date?” I waggled my eyebrows, trying to make her smile again. It worked, but only a little.

“If you call Zoom group therapy a date, then yes. Very hot and heavy.”

“Just don’t let it go too far. You have a reputation.”

She ruffled my hair as she passed. “Love you. Hang in there, okay?”

“Yeah. You too.”

She kissed my cheek and headed out the door, leaving a hint of her perfume and a damp spot where her lips had been.

I sat there, chewing pancakes and staring at my reflection in the microwave door. Some mornings, I looked at myself and thought: At least you made it this far. Other mornings, I wondered how I’d ever get out.

The sun was barely up, the light in the kitchen an awkward yellow that made everything look a little sick. I cleared my plate, rinsed it, and lined it up perfectly in the drying rack. I was always careful with the dishes, even when I was running late. It was the one thing in this house I knew how to do right.

I grabbed my keys, checked the time again and braced myself for the day ahead.

* * *

The drive to Beverly Hills took forty minutes on a good day, but I left early anyway, just so I’d have time to find parking that didn’t scream kid with a trust fund. My car, a ’97 Corolla with a cracked windshield and one blue replacement door, looked like it had been borrowed from a police impound. The AC didn’t work, so I rode with the windows down, letting in the stink of roadwork and palm pollen. Other cars on the road were German, Italian or at least detailed and shiny, the kind of rolling jewelry that made my faded ride look invisible. The Lamborghini poster in my bedroom felt more like a joke than a realistic dream.

Pulling up to the storefront was always the worst part. The display windows were big enough to house a small apartment, featuring mannequins so perfectly styled they made me wish I could shrink myself and move in. Inside, the floors gleamed and the lighting made everything and everyone look better than they did in daylight. I parked two blocks away, feeling like a trespasser the whole walk over.

The store was open before I got there. It always was. Our manager, a woman in her thirties named Ms. Blackwell, had the opening shift. When I entered, she was already rearranging a table display, arms crossed and mouth tight as she squinted at the angles of a cashmere sweater.

“You’re early,” she said, without looking up.

“Didn’t want to miss the party.” I clocked in and grabbed the rolling rack from the back. The first twenty minutes of every shift were restocking, folding and pretending to care about dusting glass shelves that didn’t even show fingerprints.

The store smelled like whatever fragrance they were pushing that week. Today, it was something called Velvet Icon, which was something so expensive I’d probably never afford it. Every label on the shirts was French or Italian, none of it pronounceable and none of it for me. I liked the routine, though. There was a logic to the way we did everything, a sequence of little tasks that built toward a perfect, untouched presentation, doomed to be undone within minutes of opening by people who didn’t even notice.

At 10:00 the doors unlocked and the first wave drifted in. There was a kind of customer you learned to spot: old money, new money, lost tourists or influencer types. But then there were the ones who didn’t fit any category, who just belonged. The first one of the day was a woman, probably mid-twenties with straight hair. She wore leggings and a loose white button-down, half tucked, like she’d gotten dressed in a hurry but still managed to look like she’d walked off a magazine set.

“Good morning,” I said. “Let me know if you’re looking for anything.”

She flicked her eyes at me, then at the wall of shoes, then back to her phone. “Just browsing, thanks.” Her voice was low and lazy, which sounded sexy even when it wasn’t meant to. I caught myself staring too long and shifted back to the folding table.

She drifted around the store, pausing at a rack of sundresses, running her hand down the fabric like she was petting a cat. At one point, she brushed so close to me that I caught a hint of her lemon and musk perfume, which smelled rich and exotic. She picked up a pair of sunglasses, tried them on, made a face in the mirror, and moved on. I waited for her to say something, to ask for a size or an opinion, but she just kept wandering, picking things up and putting them back down like nothing in the world could possibly impress her.

She left after twenty minutes without buying anything. I wondered if she noticed me at all.

Then the morning rush came in like a tide. Two guys entered, both about my age, both wearing shirts that probably cost more than my car. They had the walk: slow and leisurely, like they’d never been in a hurry in their lives. One of them was tall and broad, with hair that looked artfully disheveled. The other was lean and dressed in black. They started in the men’s section, talking in clipped, private voices, and the next thing I knew, three women had already entered the store and were already looking at them. Then they gravitated toward them, making fake small talk about shoes while clearly angling for attention.

I kept folding, but watched from the corner of my eye. It was a kind of social gravity: these guys pulled people in without effort, and within minutes, they had a small orbit of admirers. I’d seen it a thousand times. Someone like me barely registered when people like that were around.

A blonde in a red silk blouse detached herself from the group and wandered over. She was model-thin, with sharp features and a mouth that always seemed a little amused. “Hi,” she said, giving me a smile that was more curiosity than friendliness. “Do you have this in a zero?”

I took the dress from her. “Let me check for you.” Her eyes followed me as I went to the stockroom, and I felt myself stand a little taller, stupid as it was.

In the back, I found the right size in under a minute and headed out, but lingered at the mirror by the exit, making sure there was nothing on my shirt, fixing a stray piece of hair. For some reason, I wanted to look good, even though I knew she’d forget me the second she left.

“Here you go,” I said, handing her the dress.

“You’re fast.” She held it up to her body, checking the fit. Her nails were perfect, shaped into little glass daggers.

“It’s my job,” I said, trying for a joke.

She smiled again, this time with a hint of approval. “Thanks.”

I waited for her to say something else, but she was already moving away, back to the tall, rich guy. I went back to folding shirts, pretending not to listen as she laughed at something he said.

For a second, I just stood there, watching. That was my whole life: helping people find the things they wanted, being close enough to see it all, but never close enough to matter.

The hours passed in a pattern so fixed I could have done it asleep. I helped a woman buy a gift for her son, watched an old man in a suit inspect every single tie and listened to two influencers argue over whether a handbag was statement enough for their event. At one point, I caught my own reflection in a marble pillar and felt like a department store mannequin, just another piece of the scenery.

Ms. Blackwell appeared near the end of my shift, standing at the register with her clipboard. “Alexander,” she said, her voice pitched low so customers couldn’t hear. “Can you refold the front display? It’s a little messy.”

I nodded. “Of course.”

She studied me for a second, then softened. “You do a good job here. I notice.”

“Thanks,” I said, unsure if I was supposed to smile or not.

“Keep it up,” she said, then moved on, her high heels clicking against the tiles.

By closing, the store looked exactly like it had at the start of the day. All the chaos and energy of the shift vanished, leaving behind perfect lines and lighting, ready for someone else to come in tomorrow and pretend it all mattered.

I clocked out and stepped outside. The sun was lower, just starting to gold-wash the windows across the street. I walked to my car in silence, letting the luxury of the neighborhood sink into my skin, letting myself feel just how close I was to the world I wanted, and how impossible it felt to ever really get there.

For a moment, I just stood by the curb, watching people drift in and out of all the luxurious stores, laughing, arm in arm, confident that nothing would ever be denied to them. I didn’t belong here, even if I wanted to.

I got into my car and closed the door, rolling up the window with a squeal. In the rearview mirror, I saw my own eyes, brown and tired and a little hungry. I wanted more than this, I really did. I just had no clue how to make it happen.

I sat for a minute, waiting for the engine to settle, then drove home, past the perfect lawns and the palm trees and the million-dollar cars, watching it all fade by like scenery from a life I couldn’t afford to want.

* * *

The traffic back was even worse than usual, every red light stretching into eternity. I drummed my fingers on the steering wheel, staring at the bumper stickers on the car ahead of me. “My Kid Is An Honor Student.” “Coexist.” Things that normal families put on their cars to brag about their normal lives.

In the lane beside me, a neon green Lamborghini purred to life when the light changed. The driver, a guy probably not much older than me with expensive sunglasses, accelerated. The engine’s growl vibrated in my chest. I watched it disappear down the boulevard, becoming a bright dot before vanishing completely.

“Someday,” I whispered to no one. But even as I said it, I knew it was a lie. Guys like me didn’t suddenly become guys like that. There was no path from here to there, no magic formula or secret handshake that would transform my life overnight.

By the time I pulled into our driveway, the last night was fading. The house was dark. Alexis must have taken another shift or client meeting. She’d been doing that more often lately, staying out later, working weekends. The pile of bills on the counter kept growing, and neither of us wanted to talk about it.

I grabbed leftovers from the fridge and ate them cold, standing at the kitchen counter. The silence of the house pressed in around me. Twenty-one years old, living under Alexis’ roof, no degree and no prospects … just folding shirts for people who probably spent more on lunch than I made in a day.

The knock on the door surprised me. We didn’t get many visitors, especially not after eight at night. I hesitated, then went to check. Through the peephole, I saw a man in a dark suit, his posture straight and professional. He was neither a neighbor nor a friend. When I opened the door, he smiled politely. “Alexander Orthios?”

“Yeah?”

“My name is Martin Reeves. I represent the estate of Philip Orthios.” He paused, watching my face. “Your father.”

I blinked. I knew his name, but it hardly mattered to me.

“I’m afraid I have some difficult news. Mr. Orthios passed away three days ago.”

I waited for some feeling to hit me. Grief, anger just something. But there was just a hollow space where emotion should be.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” he continued when I didn’t respond.

“He wasn’t a loss,” I said flatly. “He was never here to begin with.”

The man nodded, unfazed. “I understand. Nevertheless, there are matters regarding his will that require your attention.”

“His will?” I almost laughed. “What could he possibly have left me? A pile of debt? Some old photos? No thanks.” I started to close the door.

Mr. Reeves placed his hand against the door, not pushing, just preventing me from shutting him out. “Mr. Orthios, your father left you a substantial inheritance. Including a multi-million-dollar property and his business interests.”

That stopped me cold. “What?”

“The full estate is quite extensive. The main property alone is valued at approximately twelve million dollars. And the business—“

“What kind of business?” I asked, my voice sounding distant in my own ears.

Before he could answer, headlights swept across the front of the house. Alexis’s car pulled into the driveway, the engine cutting off. She got out quickly, her eyes locking onto the stranger at our door. Her whole body tensed as she approached, that protective stance I’d seen a thousand times before.

“Who are you?” she asked, stepping between us.

“Martin Reeves. I represent the estate of Philip Orthios.”

Her face changed instantly. “You need to leave, now.”

“Alexis,” I cut in, “he says Dad left me property. Like, millions of dollars worth.”

She froze, her eyes darting between us. Something in her expression shifted, recognition replacing denial.

“Mr. Reeves was just explaining about Dad’s business,” I continued.

Alexis’s posture changed, her shoulders squaring. “We’ll need to discuss this privately. Please leave your contact information.”

The attorney nodded, taking out a business card from his jacket pocket. “Of course. There are many details that need to be addressed. Arrangements that should be understood before any decisions are made.” He handed me the card, thick and cream-colored with embossed lettering. “I’ll be available whenever you’re ready to discuss this further.”

Alexis watched him walk to his car, her arms crossed tightly over her chest. She didn’t speak until his taillights disappeared down the street.

We went inside, and the tension followed us like a third person. Alexis locked the door, checked it twice, then led me to the couch. We sat in silence for a long moment, the only sound the ticking of the clock on the wall.

“I thought he was just some junkie,” I finally said. “You told me he was an addict who walked out on me.”

She didn’t look at me directly. “That wasn’t a lie … not exactly.”

“But it wasn’t the whole truth.”

Alexis took a deep breath, like she was preparing to lift something heavy. “Your father wasn’t just a failure, Alexander. He was part of something else entirely.” She paused, her fingers twisting together in her lap. “He belonged to a rare bloodline. An ancient one. And that inheritance… it’s complicated.”

“Complicated how?”

“The business that the lawyer mentioned,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “It’s not what you think. It’s not normal.”

“What is it then?”

She looked at me directly now, her eyes searching mine. Alexis took a deep breath and I watched her face shift, like she was stepping through some invisible doorway she couldn’t return from. “Your father,” she said slowly, “was descended from an ancient Greek bloodline connected to Priapus, a fertility deity.” Her voice steadied as she continued. “The business he left behind isn’t some ordinary company. It’s a high-end fertility clinic worth millions. But not the kind you’re thinking of.”

I stared at her, waiting for the punchline. When none came, I laughed, a sharp sound that felt wrong even as it left my throat.

“A fertility god? Are you serious right now?”

“I know how it sounds,” she said, not breaking eye contact. “But there’s power in that bloodline … real power. Your father had fertility powers. It wasn’t normal. Nothing about it was normal.”

I stood up, pacing the small living room. “So what, Dad was some kind of magic sperm wizard? Alexis, come on. This is crazy.”

“It’s the truth.” Her voice was quiet but firm. “The clinic he built caters to wealthy clients who can’t conceive naturally. Women who’ve tried everything else. He offered them something no medical science could provide.”

“If this is true, why keep it from me my entire life?”

She looked down at her hands. “Because I saw what it did to him. The power… it changed him over time. It consumed him. At first, it was just physical changes, but then it was the drug addiction and then how he treated people and how he viewed himself.” She looked up, her eyes glistening. “How he viewed me.”

“What does that mean?”

“The power doesn’t just change your body, Alexander. It changes how people see you, how they respond to you. Women especially. And once it’s awakened, there’s no going back.”

I sank back onto the couch, trying to process what she was saying. It sounded like fiction, like something from a movie, not my life.

“So you’re saying I have…powers?” I asked. The word felt ridiculous coming out of my mouth, like I was a kid playing superhero.

Alexis’s face was deadly serious. “Dormant ones, yes.”

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to ground myself in something real. “This is insane. You realize that, right? We’re talking about magic and deities.”

Alexis looked at me steadily, her eyes showing a quiet resignation. “Yes, I know it sounds insane. But I’ve lived with this knowledge for over twenty years.”

“So these… fertility powers. What exactly do they do to you?” I asked, still not entirely believing what I was hearing but unable to deny the seriousness in Alexis’ expression.

She sighed, tucking a strand of honey-gold hair behind her ear. “I’ll keep it brief, but essentially, it makes you very potent. We’re talking multiple erections a day without effort, significantly stronger stamina and a sex drive that would exhaust normal men.” Her voice remained clinical, almost detached, like she was discussing someone else’s biology. “Your father could… well, he could impregnate dozens of women in a single day without needing a break.”

My eyes widened, but I spotted a plot hole. “Wait, if he was so… prolific, and has these powers, then why me? Wouldn’t he have countless sons who could inherit this business?”

Alexis drew in a deep breath. “Philip, your father, told me he wanted you specifically to become his heir after I left him. He saw something in you when you were born.” Her eyes softened as she looked at me. “Yet I didn’t want that for you. I just wanted you to have a normal life, Alexander. Away from all of that power and what it does to people.”

Looking at her, I could see it all: the years she’d spent raising Cleopatra alone, the half-truths, and the decision to let a stray child like me into her life. She had carried this secret to shield me, believing she was doing what was best. “That was thoughtful of you, Alexis,” I said quietly, reaching over to touch her hand. “But I’m not exactly a fan of normal life so far. Not when normal means feeling invisible and struggling to pay bills.”

“I fully understand,” she said, her voice growing softer. “If you choose this path… it would change things between us too. The power affects all women around you, even me.” She couldn’t quite meet my eyes. “It would bring us closer in ways that I’m not entirely comfortable with. Ways I haven’t fully come to terms with.”

“What do you mean by closer?” I asked, my voice dropping to nearly a whisper. It felt like we were discussing something dangerous.

Alexis’s eyes finally met mine. “The power of your bloodline…” She said, choosing her words carefully. “It makes you irresistible to women … all women. Your presence becomes a magnetic pull that’s almost impossible to fight against. Your father had that effect on everyone: clients, employees, strangers on the street, even me, at first.”

She rubbed her arms as if suddenly cold. “It starts with physical attraction, but it goes deeper. Women feel drawn to you emotionally, physically… completely. They become fixated, sometimes obsessed. It’s not just about sex, but about proximity, but about proximity, about wanting to please you and about feeling special in your presence.”

I thought I understood what she was implying, but my mind shied away from completing the thought about her. Instead, I thought of how I’d felt invisible for so long … and how it felt to be average.

“So if I accept this inheritance,” I said slowly, “I’d become someone women can’t… resist?”

She nodded slowly. “I’m not forbidding you any longer,” she finally said. “You’re twenty-one, an adult, and quite handsome. The choice is yours to make.”

I looked around our modest home, thought about my dead-end job and the way people looked past me every day. The constant feeling of being trapped outside the life I wanted.

“I’m tired, Alexis,” I admitted. “Tired of being average and of being invisible. If this is real… it feels like a way out.”

She nodded slowly. “I understand that. But great powers come with great responsibilities.”

“I know.”

We sat in silence for a long moment. “I assume you’ve made a decision,” Alexis said after a long pause.

“I have.”

Alexis smiled. “We need to see Helen.”

I knew immediately who she meant. Her best friend, Helen, a woman I’d always been hyperaware of whenever she visited. She was tall, confident and sexy. She was different from Alexis, more playful but also more sensual somehow. Just like me and my father, she was also of Greek descent.

“What does Helen have to do with any of this?” I asked.

Alexis’s lips curved into a smile. “Helen isn’t just my friend. She’s a priestess of Aphrodite. She’s the one who can awaken the dormant power through a ritual. It won’t happen on its own … it has to be done deliberately.”

I should have laughed again. Should have called her crazy, told her to stop. But something inside me knew she was telling the truth. Or maybe I just wanted to believe there was more to me than what I saw in the mirror every morning. But no, Alexis would never lie to me. She loved me. I knew that for a fact.

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure … When can we see her?”

Alexis studied my face, then nodded. “I’ll call her tonight. Hopefully, we can go tomorrow.”

I stood up, suddenly restless. “It’s going to be a long night.”

“Alexander,” Alexis said, catching my hand. “There’s no rush. Take tonight to think about it. This isn’t like buying a new car or changing jobs. This will change everything.”

But I already knew my answer wouldn’t change. For the first time in years, I felt something like hope: wild and dangerous and completely irrational.

“I’ll think about it,” I promised, though we both knew I wouldn’t.

“Alright … dinner’s ready in an hour,” she said, back to her normal voice.

I smiled and headed up the stairs, feeling a sense of optimism I hadn’t felt before.


Chapter 2

Iwoke up to sunlight streaming through my blinds. For a moment, everything felt normal … just another day of folding shirts and fading into the background. Then yesterday’s conversation crashed back into my consciousness. My father, the bloodline of a fertility god, and powers I could awaken.

It still felt like a dream, but the memory of Alexis’ serious and concerned face told me it wasn’t. We’d talked more over dinner last night, her explaining bits and pieces about my father’s abilities while carefully avoiding certain details. The more she spoke, the more real it became.

“So did Dad ever try to contact me?” I’d asked between bites.

Alexis had shaken her head. “He respected my decision to keep you away from that world. In his own way, I think he was trying to protect you too, until you were ready.”

“And you? Do you have any powers? Are you some kind of priestess too?” I’d asked, only half-joking.

She’d chuckled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “Not that I know of. I’m just an average woman… for now.” Something in the way she said, “for now,” made me wonder what she wasn’t telling me.

I’d reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “Well, powers or not, you’ve done more for me than anyone.”

The smile that spread across her face had been worth everything.

Now I climbed out of bed, pulling on jeans and a clean t-shirt, the nicest one I owned, which wasn’t saying much. But today, I’d be heading to Helen, and not Beverly Hills. It made me happy. There was a change in my life … a pretty damn big one.

When I came downstairs, Alexis was in the kitchen. She wore a light blue sundress that hugged her curves before flowing out at the hips, showing off legs that women half her age would envy. Her honey-gold hair was loose around her shoulders. She’d put on makeup, not much, just enough to highlight her cheekbones and make her lips look fuller. I caught myself staring and quickly looked away. I wasn’t sure why I did that. Since yesterday, it felt like something between us had shifted.

“Morning,” she said, flipping a pancake. “I took the day off. Figured you might need a ride to Helen’s.”

“Thanks,” I said, trying not to notice how the dress dipped slightly between her breasts when she leaned forward to slide a plate toward me.

When we’d both settled down, we ate in comfortable silence, the pancakes melting in my mouth. Alexis kept checking her phone, her fingers tapping against the table.

“Nervous?” I asked.

She looked up, caught off guard. “A little. It’s been years since I’ve been involved with any of this. I thought we’d left it behind for good.”

“We can still back out,” I offered, though I didn’t want to.

“No,” she said firmly. “This is your choice. I’ve had my time to choose.”

* * *

The drive to Helen’s took us along the coast, away from the city, winding up into the hills where houses grew farther apart and more private. Alexis drove confidently, one hand on the wheel and the other resting on the console between us.

“Are you ready?” she asked as we turned onto a private drive lined with cypress trees.

I swallowed hard. “Yes.”

The road opened up to reveal a Mediterranean-style villa perched on the edge of a cliff, overlooking the Pacific. White stucco walls gleamed in the sunlight and terracotta tiles crowned the roof. The property was surrounded by olive trees and fragrant gardens, looking like a small piece of Greece transplanted to California.

Alexis pulled in and looked me in the eyes. “Are you ready?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

We stepped out of the car and headed straight to the door. Before I could fully take it all in, I heard footsteps from the inside. She must’ve spotted us since a second later the massive wooden front door swung open. Helen stood there, framed in the doorway. She smiled warmly, her eyes lighting up at the sight of us.

She greeted Alexis first, pulling her into a tight hug that pressed their bodies together, their breasts compressing against each other in a way that made me look away, otherwise I might have popped a serious boner. Then she turned to me, and I felt a bit nervous. Alexis’s best friend was hot.

“Alexander!” she exclaimed, wrapping her arms around me. She smelled like jasmine and musk. Her hand ruffled my hair playfully. I was acutely aware of her body pressed against mine, the soft curves and warm skin, and when Helen stepped back, I couldn’t help but notice how stunning she was. Her white summer dress clung to her figure, thin enough that I could make out the outline of her body underneath. The neckline dipped low, revealing the sweet swell of her breasts. Her skin was flawless olive, seemed to glow from within, and her dark hair cascaded in waves past her shoulders, looking lustrous. She was the kind of beautiful that made you forget what you were saying mid-sentence.

“So nice to see you, how are you?”

“I’m fine,” I said after she broke the hug, her eyes sweeping over me.

“You look more than fine,” she said and turned to Alexis. “Alexis …” She was about to say something playful, I could see it in the way her lips parted, when her eyes caught Alexis’ expression. The mood shifted instantly, Helen’s smile fading just enough to show she understood this wasn’t a casual visit. “Come in,” she said, her voice lower now, more serious.

We stepped into a foyer with marble floors and high ceilings. Greek artwork adorned the walls, classical scenes of gods and mortals intertwined. Some were explicit and some were borderline nudity.

Alexis had a chat with Helen first, but the pleasantries didn’t last long. “He knows, Helen. About Philip, about the bloodline. That’s why we’re here … He wants to awaken it.”

Helen didn’t look surprised. She just exhaled, like she’d been waiting for this moment. “I see.” She gestured toward a sunken living area with plush couches arranged around a low stone table. “Let’s sit.”

I chose a spot across from Helen, suddenly hyperaware of her presence. I noticed things about her I’d never paid attention to before: the way she moved, how her eyes seemed to hold ancient secrets and the slight curve of her lips even when she wasn’t smiling.

She studied me intently, no longer the playful family friend but something else entirely. Her gaze felt like it was peeling back layers, seeing something beneath my skin that even I couldn’t access.

“So you’ve told him I’m a priestess?” she asked Alexis.

Alexis nodded. “Yes, I have.”

Helen turned to me. “Well, I am a priestess of Aphrodite,” she began. “One of the few remaining who practice the old ways. My lineage goes back thousands of years, to the first temples in ancient Greece.” She leaned forward slightly, her eyes never leaving mine. “Most people don’t even know we exist anymore. They think goddess worship died out with the ancient world, but we’ve always been here, keeping the traditions alive. The bloodline you carry, your father’s lineage, is one we’ve worked with for generations.”

I glanced at Alexis, who was sitting very still, her hands clasped tightly in her lap.

“The awakening isn’t something to take lightly,” Helen continued. “Once begun, it cannot be undone. The changes are permanent: physical, mental and even spiritual. You will not be the same person afterward.”

“What exactly will happen to me?” I asked.

Helen’s eyes seemed to darken. “Your body will transform first. You’ll grow stronger, more virile and fertile. Your features will sharpen, becoming more appealing to women. But the true change is in the essence you’ll begin to emit, a pull that affects women around you.”

“Alexis mentioned that,” I said, trying to sound casual. “She said it would make women attracted to me.”

“Attracted is too mild a word,” Helen said with a giggle. “It creates a hunger in them, wanting to be close to you and to please you. The stronger your power grows, the more intense their reactions will become.”

She paused, studying me. “And it will affect all women in your presence, regardless of their relationship to you.” Her eyes flickered briefly to Alexis.

I felt heat rise to my face. “And there’s no way to control it?”

“Control comes with practice and discipline,” Helen said. “But it requires constant vigilance. The power itself will tempt you to use it and to indulge in it. Many men of your bloodline have lost themselves to that temptation.”

“Like my father,” I said quietly.

Helen nodded. “Philip was… exceptional in his abilities, but he lacked restraint. He became consumed by what he could do, by the worship he received.”

“I don’t want to be like that,” I said firmly.

A small smile played at the corners of Helen’s lips. “That’s a good start.”

I frowned slightly at her words. “Can we go back a sec?”

“Sure,” she said, happy to answer my questions.

“Aren’t most Greeks Orthodox Christians now? This kind of thing, goddess worship, ancient bloodlines, it’s not real anymore, is it? It’s just mythology.”

Helen gave me a smile, not dismissive but knowing, like she’d heard this question a thousand times before. “Most people do follow modern faiths,” she said. “But there have always been those who keep the old traditions alive. We’re just quieter about it now. We practice away from public view, in private spaces, maintaining connections that have existed for millennia.”

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, her hands resting on her knees. I tried not to notice how the movement caused her dress to ride up slightly, revealing more of her olive thighs.

“Priapus isn’t just a myth, Alexander,” she continued. “He was, is, a deity of fertility and male potency. The bloodline you carry is directly connected to him, passed down through generations of men who manifested his gifts in very specific ways.”

The way she spoke made it sound so practical, so matter-of-fact, not like she was describing ancient magic, but more like she was explaining a rare genetic condition. “Your father’s abilities, and the ones you’ll develop, are biological as much as they are spiritual. Your body will produce pheromones that affect women at a primal level. Your virility will increase exponentially. Your stamina, your… output.” She paused, choosing her words carefully. “These are measurable, physical changes, not just mystical concepts.”

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat but found myself believing her. Something about the precision of her explanation made it impossible to dismiss. “So you knew my father well?” I asked, trying to get a clearer picture. I had never heard her mention my father when she was around Alexis.

“I’ve met him a few times. We weren’t close friends, but our paths crossed often through the community.” She hesitated, her fingers tracing the pattern on the couch absently. “One of my closest friends, another priestess of Aphrodite, became deeply involved with your father. She was… captivated by him, as many women were.”

A shadow passed over Helen’s face. “Sophia eventually died of an overdose. The relationship with your father had consumed her completely, and when things began to fall apart, she couldn’t handle the separation.” She looked directly at me now, her dark eyes intense. “After that, I chose to distance myself from Philip. Not just because Alexis is my best friend, but because I could see where things were heading.”

“What happened to him?” I asked quietly. “How did someone with so much power end up… well, dead?”

Helen crossed her legs again and turned to Alexis. “I think she knows that better.”

Alexis drew in a deep breath. “Your father started strong,” she explained. “He was controlled, aware of his gift, using it with purpose. But over time, he gave in to excess. The women, the adoration … it wasn’t enough. He needed more stimulation, more intensity.” She sighed. “He turned to drugs, alcohol, increasingly extreme behaviors … But I left him, how he ended up dead, probably an overdose.”

“Does the fertility power… does it make you crave those things? Drugs, excess?” I asked.

Helen uncrossed her legs and leaned toward me. I felt a flush creep up my neck. “The power doesn’t create those cravings,” she said carefully. “It amplifies what’s already there. It doesn’t discriminate or judge. It simply magnifies. If you have tendencies toward addiction, toward excess, they’ll grow stronger. If you’re disciplined and controlled, those qualities will be enhanced too.” She held my gaze, her eyes searching mine. “Power like this doesn’t care who you are, Alexander. It only intensifies what already exists within you. If you lose control, it won’t protect you from falling the same way your father did.”

A heavy silence fell over the room. I could hear the distant sound of waves crashing against the cliffs below and the ticking of an ornate clock on the mantel.

I nodded slowly, acknowledging the warning without backing down. “I understand the risk,” I said finally. “But staying as I am isn’t an option anymore.”

I thought about my life: the dead-end job, the invisibility and the constant feeling of being stuck on the outside looking in. “I’m tired of feeling like I don’t matter. Tired of watching life happen around me instead of being part of it.” I straightened my shoulders, meeting Helen’s intense gaze. “I’m ready to take this on. Whatever comes with it.”

Helen studied me for a long moment. Then she turned to Alexis. “Alexis? You’ve been quiet. What are your thoughts?”

She took a deep breath, her hands smoothing her dress over her thighs. “It’s Alexander’s choice,” she said. “I’ve done what I could to protect him, but he’s a man now. If this is what he wants, then that’s his choice.” She looked at me long and hard. “But remember it comes with responsibilities.”

I took a deep breath, looking between Helen and Alexis. The weight of the decision pressed on me, but I felt a strange clarity I hadn’t experienced before. “I’m ready to take that responsibility,” I said firmly.

I stood up, feeling something shift inside me, like some dormant part of my personality was awakening. “But if this is real, if this is what my father had, I don’t want just half of it. I don’t want to be cautious or hold back.” I looked directly at Helen and then at Alexis, feeling ambition surge through me. “I want to become something more, something powerful …” The words came from somewhere deep inside, a place I hadn’t known existed until now. “I want to become a god.”

I expected Helen to laugh or at least look concerned at my arrogance. Instead, she simply watched me with those ancient, knowing eyes, as if she’d been waiting for precisely these words. As if she’d known all along that I was the chosen one.

“Very well,” she said, smiling and looking pleased with my answer. “I’ll need to prepare the room for the ritual. Remember, it will be intense.” She rose from her seat. “Afterward, you’ll sleep for about a day while the changes take hold.”

“Whatever it takes,” I replied without hesitation.

She grinned. “Alexis is right … you’re no longer a boy.”

Helen nodded and moved to the living room, leaving Alexis and me alone. Alexis gestured toward the kitchen, and we walked there in silence. We settled down. Alexis was quieter than usual, and she seemed to be a bit more emotional. I could see it in her eyes.

“How are you doing with all this?” I asked gently.

She took her time answering. “You’re growing up so fast,” she finally said. “Making your own decisions now.” She looked up at me, her eyes shining. “I’m proud of you, Alexander. Proud of the man you’re becoming, even if I don’t fully know where this will lead.”

“Does this mean things will finally be easier for us? No more worrying about bills and rent?”

She chuckled, brushing her hair back from her face. “Money will be the last thing you’ll need to worry about, especially if you choose to take over the clinic.”

As she spoke, her eyes drifted to the windowsill where a small statue stood, Priapus with his oversized erection pointing proudly upward. I hadn’t noticed it when we came in. Alexis reached out absently, her fingers stroking along the statue’s prominent feature. When she realized what she was doing, she pulled her hand back quickly and smiled at me.

“Have you talked to Cleo lately?” she asked, changing the subject.

“Sorry, not yet. I should call her soon,” I said, playing along with the shift to everyday conversation. “It’s funny to think I should be at work right now, folding overpriced shirts.”

Alexis chuckled again. “Trust me, there’ll be plenty of work ahead for you … just a different kind.”

I paused, then asked the question that had been burning in my mind for the past few minutes. “How exactly does the ritual work? What should I expect?”

She looked away, a flush rising to her cheeks. “There will be nudity. And sex.” She said it matter-of-factly, but I still felt heat rising to my own face. Alexis and I had never discussed sex so openly. “Helen is a priestess of Aphrodite. This is how the power is awakened.”

“You mean Helen and I will…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“I won’t be there,” Alexis assured me quickly. “This is between you and Helen. She’ll guide you through it. And she’ll have her way with you.”

Before I could respond, Helen’s voice called from the living room. “It’s ready.”

Alexis looked at me, her expression suddenly serious. “I’ll stay here. This is something you have to do alone.” She touched my arm gently, and I could tell this was difficult for her, not stopping me, but letting go of control. “But remember, I love you.”

“I know you do,” I said, her words making me smile. My heart pounded as I left the kitchen. Walking down the hallway felt like crossing a threshold between worlds. When I reached the living room doorway, I stopped, taking in the transformation.

The living room had been transformed. Where there had been modern furniture and decorative items, now lay a circular space in the center, defined by a ring of unlit candles. The room was bathed in amber light from several ornate lamps placed around the perimeter. What caught my eye immediately were the wall hangings: ancient Greek tapestries depicting scenes of worship and ecstasy. There was erotic artwork showing naked bodies intertwined in various sex positions. The air was thick with incense and perfume, somehow making me aroused.

But then my attention shifted to Helen. She stood in the center of the circle, and the sight of her made me freeze in the doorway. She wore a white robe that clung to her curves, revealing more than it concealed. Her dark hair cascaded down her back, adorned with small white flowers. But what struck me most was how she seemed to glow from within, as if lit by some inner fire that made her skin luminous.

I couldn’t move or speak. In that moment, every forbidden thought I’d ever had about her, every glance I’d stolen when she wasn’t looking, every fantasy I’d pushed away out of respect, came rushing back. I’d always found her attractive, but this was something else entirely. She was divine and not just Alexis’ hot friend.

Helen noticed my reaction and smiled slightly. She moved toward me, her robe shifting around her body like water.

“Relax,” she said, her voice low and soothing. “Your tension will only make this harder.” She reached out, her fingers brushing my arm lightly.

Even that small touch sent electricity through my body. I exhaled slowly, trying to calm my racing heart.

“Come,” she said, gesturing toward the center of the room. “Step inside the space I’ve prepared.”

I followed her, my feet feeling heavy yet somehow disconnected from the ground. As I entered the circle, I noticed a low platform covered in fabrics, clearly meant to be a bed. Beside it was a small table holding a clay vessel of oil, a goblet of deep red wine, and a plate of fruit: figs, pomegranates and grapes.

Helen stood before me, her eyes level with mine. She explained, her voice serious despite the intimacy of the moment, “This is an invocation, a sacred act that will awaken what sleeps inside you. Once we begin, there is no undoing it.” She searched my eyes. “You must choose this freely.”

“I choose it,” I said, my voice steadier than I expected.

She nodded once, accepting my decision. Without another word, she reached for the hem of my t-shirt and slowly lifted it over my head, her fingers brushing against my skin as she did so. I stood before her, bare-chested and suddenly self-conscious about my average physique.

Helen didn’t seem to notice my insecurity. She reached for the small vessel of oil and poured a small amount into her palm. The scent was sandalwood, citrusy, and underneath it all, a musk that seemed to speak directly to something primal inside me.

“Focus on my touch,” she instructed as her hands pressed against my chest, spreading the oil in circles. “Stay present. Feel everything.”

Her fingers worked, tracing patterns across my skin that felt both random and precise. The oil warmed under her touch, seeming to sink deeper than just the surface. My breath quickened as her hands moved lower, across my stomach, then back up to my shoulders.

When she finished, she reached for the goblet of wine. “Drink,” she said, holding it to my lips. “Not for intoxication, but as part of the offering. This is shared between us, between the mortal and divine.”

I sipped the wine, which was richer and stronger than any I’d tasted before. It seemed to burn a path down my throat, warming me from the inside out.

The fruit remained untouched on its plate, and when I glanced at it questioningly, Helen simply shook her head slightly. “Its purpose is symbolic, not meant for consumption, at least not yet.”

Helen began to speak then. There was no theatrical chanting, no mystical intonation. She spoke with the confidence of someone who had done this many times before, calling on Aphrodite to witness and guide us, acknowledging Priapus as the source of the power that lay dormant within me.

“We ask that the blood of Priapus that flows through this man be awakened,” she said, her hands moving to the button of my jeans. “That his gift be realized in fullness.”

She undid my pants and slowly pushed them down along with my underwear. My erection sprang free, harder than I’d ever been in my life. Helen smiled, trying hard not to grin.

“I’ve thought about this,” I admitted, the words tumbling out. “Since I was a teenager … being with you like this.”

Her smile deepened. “And I’ve thought of you,” she confessed. “Watching you grow into a man, knowing what slept inside you.” She reached for the tie of her robe. “Knowing this day might come.”

She undid the knot and let the fabric fall away from her body. I couldn’t help but stare, drinking in every inch of her revealed skin. Her breasts were full and perfect, somewhere between a C and a D, tipped with dark nipples that stood erect. Her waist curved inward before flaring into generous hips, and between her thighs, I could see the neatly trimmed dark hair covering her sex. Her skin was flawless, glowing with that same inner light I’d noticed before.

She looked like a goddess come to life, not the airbrushed perfection of magazines, but something more primal and real. The curves of her body told stories of pleasure and experience, of wisdom gained through centuries of worship.

“You’re gorgeous,” I whispered, the words inadequate for what stood before me.

Helen reached for me, her hands sliding up my chest to my shoulders. “Let me guide you,” she said, gently pressing me backward until my legs hit the edge of the platform. I sank down onto the soft fabrics, and she followed, her body moving over mine.

Her thighs straddled my hips, her breasts swaying tantalizingly close to my face. I reached up to touch her, but she caught my wrists, placing them at my sides.

“Not yet,” she murmured.

She bent to kiss me, her lips soft against mine. What began as gentle quickly deepened, with hot breath and plenty of tongue. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I tasted the wine we’d shared, sweeter now on her lips. Her hands roamed my body, tracing paths that seemed to leave trails of fire in their wake.

As she moved against me, I began to feel something strange: a warmth spreading from where our bodies touched, radiating outward. It was deeper than arousal. I could feel energy flowing from her into me, pulsing in rhythm with our accelerating heartbeats.

Images began to flash behind my closed eyelids: a woman of impossible beauty rising from seafoam. It was Aphrodite. I saw temples where women danced in ecstatic worship, their bodies offered in service to divine pleasure. I saw men with my father’s face, surrounded by adoring women, their bodies transformed by the same power now awakening in me.

Helen guided me inside her with a smooth motion of her hips, and I gasped as I penetrated her. She was tight, wet and snug. As she began to move, setting a slow flow, the visions intensified. I could feel something changing inside me as if my very essence was being rewritten.

“Open yourself,” Helen whispered, her voice seeming to come from everywhere at once. “Accept the gift of your bloodline.”

I surrendered completely to Helen’s instruction, letting go of any resistance. The moment I did, a surge of energy coursed through my body like fire. Helen’s pussy gripped my cock tightly, each undulation of her hips sending waves of pleasure through me. I could feel her inner walls pulsating, massaging my length with deliberate control as she worked her body against mine.

“Yes,” she breathed, her eyes half-lidded but focused entirely on me. “Feel it awakening inside you.”

And I did feel it, something ancient and powerful stirring in my blood. With each stroke of her pussy, Helen’s wetness increased, coating my shaft with her essence. The slick, hot friction was maddening. Her pussy seemed to know exactly how to squeeze, when to relax, creating a flow that felt both natural and supernatural.

I couldn’t help myself any longer. I reached up to cup her breasts, feeling their weight in my palms. Her nipples hardened against my touch, and she moaned, arching her back to press more firmly into my hands, feeding me her tits.

“Your power grows,” she whispered, grinding herself down harder on my cock. “I can feel it swelling inside you.”

The heat between us intensified, and suddenly I could see golden light emanating from where our bodies joined. Helen’s body seemed to shimmer with divine energy that flowed into me with each thrust. Her pussy contracted around me, drawing me deeper into her womanhood.

“Let me…” I said, wanting to move, to take control.

Helen nodded, understanding my need. She rolled onto her back, never breaking our connection. Now above her, I drove into her, my hips moving with power I hadn’t possessed before. Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper as our flesh slapped.

“Gods, yes,” she moaned.

Her breasts pressed against my chest, her hardened nipples dragging across my skin with each thrust. The sensation of her soft flesh against mine, combined with the tight, wet heat gripping my cock, was overwhelming. I could feel her breath hot against my neck, coming in shorter gasps as I increased my pace.

The visions returned more vividly. I saw Aphrodite in her full glory, beckoning to me from across centuries. Behind her stood Priapus, his massive erection a symbol of the power now flowing through my veins. They were watching, approving and bestowing their divine blessing on our union.

“Alexander,” Helen moaned, her inner walls clenching around me. “Take what is yours. Claim your birthright.”

I felt my orgasm building, spreading from my core throughout my entire body. The golden light grew brighter, enveloping us both.

“I can’t hold back,” I said, feeling the pressure mounting to an almost painful degree.

“Don’t,” she said. “Fill me with your seed. Complete the awakening.”

With a final, powerful thrust, I buried myself to the hilt inside her and exploded. My release felt endless, pulsing from me in hot waves that seemed to go on forever. Helen moaned, her body arching off the platform as her own orgasm hit with devastating force. Her pussy spasmed wildly around my cock, milking every drop from me.

The golden light became blinding, and the visions solidified before me. Aphrodite reached out to touch my forehead. Behind her, Priapus nodded in acknowledgment, passing something intangible yet essential to my being. Their power flowed through Helen and into me, remaking me from the inside out.

The intensity became too much. Darkness crept in at the edges of my vision as the pleasure and power overwhelmed my senses. The last thing I saw was Helen’s face, transfigured in ecstasy, her eyes glowing with divine light. Then everything went black.


Chapter 3

Iwoke up with a jolt, sunlight streaming through the windows and hitting me directly in the face. For a moment, I couldn’t remember where I was. My mind felt foggy, like I’d been asleep for days. As I blinked away the brightness, I realized I was still in Helen’s living room, lying on the ritual platform now covered with soft sheets.

My body felt strange. When I tried to move, I noticed the sheets were tented dramatically over my crotch. Looking down, I saw I had the most massive morning erection of my life, straining against the fabric like it was trying to escape.

That’s when I heard voices coming from the kitchen. Helen and Alexis talked in hushed tones. I lay still, straining to make out their words.

“…incredible stamina,” Helen was saying. “The transformation was more powerful than any I’ve witnessed before. His energy… it was overwhelming.”

“And the ritual?” Alexis’ voice sounded strained and breathless. “How did he take it?”

Helen laughed. “He took to it naturally. The bloodline is strong in him, Alexis. Much stronger than I expected. You should have seen how eagerly he responded, how quickly his body began to change even as we joined.”

There was a pause, and I heard what sounded like Alexis taking a deep breath. “He’s not a boy anymore,” she said. “He’s become a man.”

“More than that,” Helen replied. “I sense something … I think he has a promising future ahead of him.”

“That’s all I want for him.”

I shifted slightly, causing the sheets to rustle. The conversation in the kitchen abruptly stopped. Someone rose from her seat, and then Helen appeared in the doorway, still wearing the white robe from the ritual, though now tied more securely around her waist. She carried a glass of water and smiled when she saw I was awake. “Welcome back,” she said. “How are you feeling?”

I tried to answer, but my mouth felt dry. All I could do was stare down at the enormous tent in the sheets. Helen followed my gaze and giggled.

“Ah, yes. That’s to be expected,” she said casually. She set the water down on a side table and reached for the edge of the sheet. “May I?”

I nodded, still unable to speak. Slowly, she pulled the sheet away, revealing what lay beneath. I gasped. Where once had been my average, unremarkable penis now stood something magnificent. It was massive: longer and thicker than I could have imagined possible, standing proudly upright with veins running along its length.

“My god,” I finally managed to croak out.

“Indeed,” Helen said, her eyes glinting with amusement. She reached out and wrapped her hand around it, or tried to, as her fingers couldn’t completely encircle its girth. “This is a part of your transformation.”

When she stroked it once from base to tip, I nearly levitated off the platform. It was as if every nerve ending seemed to be firing at once, pleasure radiating from her touch in waves that coursed through my entire body.

“It’s so sensitive,” I said.

“Your awareness has been heightened in every way,” Helen explained, continuing to stroke me lightly. “Every sensation, every touch … they’ll all be more intense now.”

I noticed a wetness on my chin and reached up to touch it. Helen smiled and grabbed a tissue from nearby.

“You were drooling in your sleep,” she said, gently wiping my face. “Another side effect of the transformation. Your body is still adjusting.”

“How long have I been sleeping?”

“Almost a full day,” she said. “Alexis crashed on my bed. And, aside from some shopping, we haven’t done much except talk about you.”

“Right …”

She helped me sit up, then asked, “Do you think you’re ready to stand?”

“I can try,” I said, though my legs felt strange. Helen offered her arm for support, and I took it. As I stood, I immediately stumbled forward, falling against her. She caught me easily, steadying me against her body.

Looking down at her, something seemed off. “Did you shrink by a couple of inches?” I asked, confused.

Helen laughed. “No, Alexander. You’ve grown taller.”

I looked down at myself in shock. My perspective had changed. I was definitely looking at things from a higher vantage point. Helen reached up and knocked playfully on my chest with her knuckles. The sound was solid, not the dull thud I was used to.

“You’ve developed some muscle as well,” she said appreciatively. “If you start going to the gym regularly, you’ll build mass quickly now. And have you noticed your hair?”

I reached up and touched my head. My hair felt thicker and fuller.

“You have a healthy glow about you,” Helen continued. “The divine energy suits you.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. This was real … all of it. The transformation, the power, everything Alexis had told me. I felt dizzy with the realization.

Helen turned toward the kitchen. “Alexis! He’s awake and on his feet!”

I heard quick footsteps, and then Alexis appeared in the doorway. She stopped short when she saw me, her eyes widening. For a moment, she just stared, and then she quickly composed herself and hurried to me, wrapping me in a tight hug. I was acutely aware of how differently our bodies fit together. I towered over her, her head reaching my chest. But it didn’t take me long to remember I was fully nude, and Alexis pressed my erection against her. I wasn’t sure if she realized what she was doing either. I didn’t fight it. Instead, I was aware of her body pressed against mine. It felt quite nice.

“How are you feeling?” she asked, pulling back to look up at me, her hands still on my arms.

“Great,” I said, surprised by how deep my voice sounded. “Better than great, actually.”

“That’s the most important thing,” she said softly, squeezing my arms once more before stepping back.

“We should eat,” Helen suggested. “You must be starving after the ritual.”

She was right. I was ravenous. Helen brought me a robe similar to hers, though much larger, and I slipped it on before following them to the kitchen. The simple act of walking felt different as well. My stride was longer, and my balance shifted due to my new height and weight distribution. “How much taller am I?” I asked.

“I’d guess six feet three,” Helen said with a wink.

“And …” I looked down at my erection tenting the robe.

Helen chuckled. “That one you have to measure yourself.”

While I sat with Alexis, Helen prepared a feast: fresh fruit, yogurt, honey, bread still warm from the oven and what looked like a dozen eggs scrambled with herbs and feta cheese. My mouth watered at the sight. We sat together at the kitchen island, Helen and Alexis on either side of me. As I ate, I couldn’t help noticing how both women seemed drawn to me. They sat closer than necessary and kept finding reasons to touch my arm or hand. Helen’s eyes sparkled every time she looked at me, openly admiring what she’d helped create. Alexis was more subtle, but I caught her stealing glances when she thought I wouldn’t notice, then quickly looking away, suppressing whatever she was feeling.

“How soon can I see the clinic?” I asked between mouthfuls.

Alexis seemed relieved by the change in subject. “We need to handle the property transfer first,” she said, her business-like tone returning. “There’s paperwork to sign, accounts to transfer. Then we can go to the clinic and introduce you to the staff.”

“Sounds good,” I said, finishing my third plate of eggs. “I’m ready for whatever comes next.” I stretched, feeling the power flowing through my new body. “I feel… divine.”

Alexis chuckled, but there was a hint of nervousness in it. “You are divine now,” she said quietly.

I caught Helen’s eye across the table, and she gave me a secretive smile. We both knew this was just the beginning. The power was coursing through me now, changing me and making me more than I had been. I thought about the shy, invisible young man who had walked into this house yesterday, and I barely recognized him.

That person was gone. In his place sat someone new … someone who would never be invisible again.

“I should probably get dressed,” I said, gesturing at the robe I was wearing. “I can’t exactly walk around like this all day.”

“Oh!” Alexis’s eyes lit up. “I almost forgot. While you were sleeping, Helen and I went shopping for you. We figured none of your old clothes would fit after… well, after everything.”

Helen nodded, standing to clear our plates. “We guessed on the sizes, but I think we did pretty well.”

Alexis hopped up from her chair. “Let me show you.” She hurried out of the kitchen and returned moments later with several shopping bags.

“These are from…” I started, recognizing the fancier brands.

“Yes,” Alexis said with a smile. “We thought you deserved something nice.”

I peered into the bags: denim jeans, button-down shirts, cotton t-shirts, even new underwear and socks.

“Try them on,” Helen said, leaning against the kitchen counter. “See if they fit.”

I took the bags and headed to the bathroom, still marveling at how differently I moved in my new body. Inside, I dropped the robe and stared at myself in the mirror. My shoulders had broadened, my chest and arms defined with muscles. My stomach was flat with the beginnings of visible abs. And below…well, even soft, I was impressive. I had a typical swimmer’s physique, not exactly a Greek god, but I wondered how I’d look if I tried going to the gym. The thought was tempting.

I pulled on the new boxer briefs, which fit perfectly, then reached for a pair of dark jeans. They slid over my thighs with just the right amount of resistance, fitted but not tight. Next came a blue button-down that brought out something in my eyes I’d never noticed before.

When I stepped out of the bathroom, both women turned to look at me.

“You look…” Alexis began.

“Like a new man,” Helen finished for her, eyes sparkling.

I walked to the full-length mirror in the hallway and barely recognized myself. The clothes fit perfectly, accentuating my new physique in ways I couldn’t have imagined yesterday.

Alexis came up behind me, and I was struck again by how much taller I was now. She had to stand on her tiptoes to reach up and playfully ruffle my hair.

“There,” she said, her fingers arranging my dark strands into a slightly tousled style. “Perfect.”

I turned to her. “Thank you for the new clothes … and everything else.”

“You’re welcome,” she said, and pulled me in a warm hug. “Are you ready to go?”

Right after I nodded, my phone rang. The screen showed Ms. Blackwell, my boss at the clothing store. I answered reluctantly. “Alexander? Where the hell are you?” Her voice was tight with anger. “We have three tour buses of tourists here and nobody to handle the men’s section!”

I stood straighter, feeling the new confidence flowing through me. “I won’t be coming in today … or any other day.”

“Excuse me?” Her voice rose an octave. “You can’t just—“

“Actually, I can. I quit. Effective immediately.” The words came easily, without a hint of the anxiety I would have felt yesterday. “You’ll need to mail my last check.”

She sputtered something about professionalism and two weeks’ notice, but I simply said, “Goodbye, Ms. Blackwell,” and ended the call.

Alexis looked up from her plate, a smile playing at her lips. She chuckled softly. “Well, that was decisive.”

I scratched my neck. “Sorry about that.”

Alexis chuckled. “Don’t worry about it.”

I shrugged, feeling lighter than I had in years. “No point pretending I’m going back there.”

Helen had been watching this exchange with interest. She stood up and moved closer to me. “You know,” she said, her voice casual but her eyes intense, “you’re going to need someone with management experience at the clinic. Someone who understands both business and… the unique nature of the services provided.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Are you offering?”

“I’ve been managing a corporate wellness center for years,” Helen said. “It’s not exactly the same, but the skills transfer. Plus,” she added with a meaningful look, “I understand the… spiritual aspects of your new position better than most.”

I considered this for a moment. Having Helen close would be beneficial in more ways than one. “That sounds perfect,” I said. “I’d like you to join me.”

Helen’s face lit up with a smile that made my new body respond instantly. She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me in what started as a congratulatory hug but quickly became something more intimate. Her body pressed against mine, curves molding to my new muscular frame. Before I could process what was happening, her lips found mine, and then her tongue entered my mouth. I responded instinctively, my hands moving to her hips as heat surged between us. When she finally pulled away, her eyes were bright with triumph, and she shot a quick, almost challenging glance at Alexis.

“I look forward to working closely with you,” Helen said with a grin that promised much more than professional collaboration.

“We can discuss the details later,” Alexis said, giving her friend a smile. “Right now, we should get going if we’re going to make that appointment with the attorney.”

Alexis said goodbye to her friend, another breast-mashing hug, and then we headed outside and got into the car. I sat in the passenger seat, my knees pressed uncomfortably against the dashboard. Alexis started the car, and then she reached down to release the parking brake. Her hand slipped, brushing against the substantial bulge in my pants. She jerked back as if burned, a deep blush spreading across her cheeks.

“I’m so sorry,” she said quickly, not meeting my eyes. “That was an accident.”

“It’s okay,” I said, though I wasn’t entirely convinced it had been unintentional. There was something in her quick breath, the way her pupils dilated, that made me wonder.

We drove in silence for a few minutes, and then finally, I decided to break it. “So you’ve already called the attorney?”

Alexis nodded, seeming relieved by the change in subject. “Yes, right after you passed out. He’s expecting us. He has all the paperwork ready for the transfer of ownership.”

I nodded, looking out the window at the passing scenery. Palm trees and luxury mansions blurred by, the world I’d always felt excluded from now suddenly within my reach.

“Alexis,” I said after another stretch of silence, a question that had been bothering me surfacing. “Do you think… I mean, is it…” I gestured vaguely toward my lap. “Is it too big now? Will it be a problem?”

She laughed, a genuine sound that eased some of the tension. “No, it won’t be a problem.” Then she added quickly, “Not that I’ve seen it, of course.” The blush returned to her cheeks, deeper this time, and I could sense her arousal, another new ability that came with my transformation. I could practically smell it, a sweet musk that made my own body respond.

* * *

We arrived at a glass building in downtown LA. The attorney’s office occupied the top floor, with views of the city stretching in every direction. As we were led into a conference room, the attorney did a double-take when he saw me.

“Alexander Orthios?” he asked, extending his hand hesitantly.

I nodded, shaking his hand firmly. He looked me up and down, confusion evident on his face. “Are you… wearing some kind of elevated shoes?”

“No,” I said simply, enjoying his bewilderment.

“I see,” he said, though clearly he didn’t. “Well, please, have a seat.”

He spread documents across the polished conference table. “As I explained to Alexis, your father’s estate is substantial. The mansion alone is valued at twelve million dollars. The business is highly profitable as well.”

I listened as he detailed the assets: properties, investment portfolios, art collections, and at the center of it all, the clinic.

I nodded slowly, taking it all in, and when he was done, I picked up the pen and signed my name on the dotted line.

“Congratulations, Mr. Orthios,” the attorney said formally. “You are now the owner of the Orthios Estate and all its holdings.”

As I set the pen down, I felt the weight of my decision settle on my shoulders. But unlike the burdens I’d carried before, the weight of mediocrity, of invisibility, this one felt right. This was what I was born for.

“When can I see the clinic?” I asked after he’d handed me the keys.

The attorney checked his watch. “You can go there now if you’d like. The staff has been informed of the change in ownership.”

I rose to my feet, smiling at Alexis. “Let’s go.”

As we left the conference room, I caught my reflection in the glass wall. The man looking back at me was a stranger: taller, broader and more handsome than I’d ever been. But in his eyes, I recognized myself. The same determination and the same hunger for more than what life had offered.

I smiled at my reflection. Today was just the beginning.

* * *

Alexis insisted on driving, claiming she remembered the way perfectly. As we wound through the hills above Malibu, I watched her hands grip the steering wheel tighter when we turned onto a private road lined with towering cypress trees.

“Nervous?” I asked.

She gave me a sidelong glance, the corner of her mouth quirking up. “Is it that obvious?”

“Your hands are strangling the steering wheel.”

She loosened her grip and laughed. “It’s been almost twenty years since I’ve been here. I never thought I’d come back.”

The road curved sharply, revealing an imposing gate with wrought iron detailing. Alexis rolled down her window and punched a code into the keypad. The gates swung open silently.

“You still remember the code?” I asked, surprised.

“Some things you don’t forget,” she said quietly.

As we drove up the long, winding driveway, I could feel the tension radiating from her. But she wasn’t the only one. I was also a bit nervous, knowing the responsibility that lay ahead.

The mansion appeared as we rounded the final curve, and I couldn’t help but gasp. It was Mediterranean in style, all white stucco and terracotta roof tiles, with sweeping balconies and big windows. Palm trees and lush gardens surrounded it, and beyond that, the endless blue of the Pacific Ocean stretched to the horizon.

“It’s beautiful,” I said, my voice hushed.

“Yes,” Alexis agreed. “That was always part of the allure … A place you fall in love with.”

She parked in the circular driveway and turned off the engine. For a moment, neither of us moved. I could see her chest rising and falling with deep breaths, steadying herself.

“Your father,” she said finally, “built this place to feel like a sanctuary. Somewhere people could forget the outside world. That was his gift: creating spaces where people felt both safe and… desired.”

I nodded, understanding what she wasn’t explicitly saying. “Ready?”

She smiled at me, a real smile this time, reaching her eyes. “Ready.”

We stepped out of the car and approached the massive front doors. The entrance was flanked by two marble statues. I used the key the attorney had given me, feeling a strange sense of significance as the lock clicked open.

The foyer took my breath away. Soaring ceilings with exposed beams stretched overhead, while marble floors gleamed beneath our feet. Natural light poured in through skylights and tall windows, illuminating the space with a warm glow that felt both intimate and luxurious. I’d never seen anything as luxurious as this.

“This way,” Alexis said, leading me forward.

We entered and came to a lobby with an empty desk. I assumed it was here that my clients would be greeted. Then we went past that and went into what appeared to be the main living area, and I immediately understood what Alexis had meant about sanctuary. The space was designed to feel both open and secluded, with beautiful furniture positioned to take advantage of the ocean views. But what caught my attention were the artworks. Along one wall hung a series of framed ancient Greek pottery images, showing figures in various states of intimacy. They were stylized enough to be considered art rather than pornography, but the erotic intent was clear as day. Opposite them were modern paintings: women with swollen bellies and full breasts, their faces serene and powerful in their fertility. The pieces should have clashed, but somehow they created a conversation across time: ancient and modern celebrations of sexuality and reproduction.

In a recessed alcove stood a collection of statuettes: Priapus with his exaggerated phallus, Venus figures with emphasized hips and breasts, and other fertility deities from various cultures. They were displayed like precious artifacts in a museum, lit from above to highlight their details.

“These were your father’s prized possessions,” Alexis said, following my gaze. “He collected them from all over the world.”

As we moved deeper into the house, the design became more deliberately sensual. Hallways curved rather than ran straight, rooms opened unexpectedly into others, and everywhere were touches that engaged the senses.

We passed through a dining room with a table that could seat twenty, a professional kitchen, and several sitting rooms before reaching a corridor with doors leading off in multiple directions.

“These are the private suites,” Alexis explained, opening one door to reveal a luxurious bedroom. “Each one is unique, but they all have the same purpose.”

The room was dominated by an oversized bed with high-quality linens. Subtle lighting could be adjusted from a panel by the headboard. The attached bathroom featured a massive shower with multiple heads and a deep soaking tub big enough for two. It was all comfort and sexuality without being overtly sexual. This was sophisticated seduction, not a brothel.

I took it all in silently, my mind already working through the logistics of what would happen here. After we’d seen several more rooms, including a spa area with massage tables, jacuzzis and a sauna, I turned to Alexis.

“I need to be clear about something,” I said firmly. “Whatever happened here before, whatever my father’s approach was, that’s not how I want to run things.”

Alexis tilted her head, listening.

“No drugs, no alcohol problems and no instability,” I continued. “If I’m going to do this, it has to be clean, controlled and professional.”

Relief flooded her face. “I was hoping you’d say that.” She took my hand and squeezed it. “Your father had a gift, but he lost himself.”

I nodded. “I know,” I said.

Alexis took me to the master bedroom, which was on the top floor. There was an elevator, but we took the marble stairs instead. “It’s called the love room. That’s where you love your clients.”

I stepped inside and looked around in awe. The room was easily twice the size of any other bedroom we’d seen, with panoramic windows that wrapped around three sides, offering an uninterrupted view of the ocean. The sunset would be spectacular from here. But what dominated the space was the massive heart-shaped bed, draped in deep burgundy silk sheets. The headboard was carved with symbols I recognized from the Greek artifacts downstairs: patterns of fertility and sex.

“This is where it happens most often,” Alexis said, her voice soft but matter-of-fact. “The conception.”

I ran my hand over the silk sheets. “And this is where I’ll…?”

“If you choose to, yes.” She walked to the windows, looking out at the view. “Remember, you’re the boss now.”

“Even a boss needs help,” I reminded her.

“You’re right. I have people in mind already, clients, contacts who’ve been discreet for years and friends who understand this world.”

“So you’ve been thinking about this.”

“Since we left the attorney’s office,” she admitted with a smile. “If we’re doing this, we need to do it right. We’ll need house staff who can be trusted, people to maintain everything to the standards clients will expect. A small team for communication, scheduling, security … all completely private and controlled. But you’ll have the final say, don’t forget that.”

I nodded. We continued walking through the upper level, and then Alexis took me downstairs to an office, which was my office now. We settled down, and she began explaining the past business structure in more detail.

“The clinic operates on a tiered system,” she said. “Each tier offers a different experience, catering to different needs and budgets.”

She perched on the edge of the desk, suddenly all business despite the intimate subject matter. “The basic package is straightforward: one guaranteed session with you as the donor, focused purely on results. Clinical, efficient but still in comfortable surroundings.”

“Like a luxury sperm bank?” I asked, trying to wrap my head around it.

“Similar, but with a much higher success rate due to your powers,” she replied. “Then there’s the Romantic package, which is more involved. The client stays at the mansion, usually for a few days. You spend time with them, you get to know them. You get romantically involved before the actual conception attempt. Multiple interactions, a more personal touch.”

I nodded slowly, beginning to understand. “And that’s more expensive?”

“Significantly. But it’s also where the real value lies,” she said. “Not everything’s about pregnancy and quick sex for a woman. Some of us want to feel the entire process. The connection, the care and the love. When they feel desired and special.”

I sat down in the leather chair behind the desk, trying to process it all. “And then there’s one more package,” Alexis added, looking slightly uncomfortable for the first time. “The Breeding package.”

“Breeding?” I repeated, the word feeling strange on my tongue.

“It’s for women who want the results without the romance,” she explained. “You’d see multiple clients in a single day, each for a short session. It costs less per person since they’re getting less of your time. Sometimes they even come together, like threesomes or foursomes. We announce how many slots are available for the day, and then wait for them to fill.”

The implication hit me: my time, my presence, was the most valuable commodity here. Not just my genetic material or fertility powers, but me. The thought was both flattering and overwhelming.

“You look surprised,” Alexis said, studying my face.

“I just… never thought of myself as being worth that much to anyone,” I admitted.

“You always were, Alexander. You just couldn’t see it.”

I looked at Alexis, realizing how far our relationship had gotten. We were openly talking about sex. It was something we’d never done before, but it felt strangely natural, and not as awkward as I thought it would be. “Remember, if you can think of any other packages, then you can make those changes as well.”

“I know … I think keeping it basic is better rather than overwhelm our clients with options.”

“Smart choice,” she said with a wink.

We left the office and continued our tour through the rest of the mansion, which was massive. As we descended to the lower level, Alexis showed me the spa area again, this time explaining its purpose in more detail. The massage tables weren’t just for relaxation but for preparing clients physically and mentally. The jacuzzis and steam rooms were designed to enhance fertility through improved circulation and reduced stress.

“Your father understood that conception is both physical and psychological,” she said as we stood in the center of the spa. “Everything here serves that purpose.”

I watched as she ran her hand along the edge of one of the massage tables, a faraway look in her eyes. “It feels strange being back here,” she murmured. “Nostalgic, in a way I didn’t expect.”

“Good memories?” I asked gently.

She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Some. The beginning was magical. Your father was different then, more controlled and more present.” She shook her head slightly. “The business was simpler too. Fewer clients and more personal.”

As we continued walking, I asked more questions about the operation: how scheduling worked, what kind of screening was done and how results were tracked. Alexis led me through a pair of French doors at the back of the house, and I stepped out into paradise.

“This is the garden,” she said, but that felt like calling the ocean a puddle.

The space opened up before me, a beautiful terrace overlooking the shimmering Pacific. A large infinity pool dominated the center, its crystalline water merging visually with the ocean horizon beyond.

“Your father designed this himself,” Alexis said. “He wanted it to feel like a modern-day Garden of Eden.”

I could see why. Lush fruit trees lined the perimeter: lemon, orange, fig, and pomegranate, their branches heavy with ripening fruit. The air was sweet with their mingled scents, carried on the salt breeze from the ocean.

“The clients can pick fresh fruit,” Alexis explained, reaching up to touch a low-hanging orange. “There’s something primal about it, fertility and abundance made tangible.”

Throughout the garden stood elegant statues of nude women, each one capturing a different aspect of feminine beauty, from toned to fully pregnant. “It’s gorgeous,” I said, and I could imagine spending my nights here with women who wanted to be impregnated.

We stood there and drank in the view before heading back inside. I stood by the window as if I couldn’t get enough, taking in the endless blue horizon. From this height, the ocean seemed to stretch into infinity, the afternoon sun scattering diamonds across its surface. Behind me, I could hear Alexis’ breathing, waiting for my reaction.

“When would we move?” I asked, turning back to her.

“As soon as you’re ready,” she said. “The staff needs direction. The business has been in limbo since your father’s death.”

I nodded slowly, picturing myself waking up here every day, walking these halls and becoming the master of this domain. Just days ago, I’d been folding shirts at a luxury store I could never afford to shop in. Now I owned a twelve-million-dollar mansion with an ocean view and a business where I got paid to make women pregnant.

“What about the house?” I asked, suddenly thinking of the modest place that had been my home for several years.

“We can keep it if you want,” Alexis said. “Or sell it. Either way, this is where we’ll be based now.”

The casual way she said we struck me. She was coming with me, stepping back into a world she’d fled from before I could even walk.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, studying her face. “Coming back here, after everything?”

She smiled, but there was nostalgia in her eyes. “I’m sure about you,” she said simply. “I always knew you were meant for more. I just wanted you to have the choice when the time came.”

I crossed the room to her, suddenly needing her close. When I pulled her into a hug, I was struck again by how much smaller she seemed now against my transformed body. Her head rested against my chest, and I could feel her heart beating, quick but steady.

“Thank you,” I whispered into her hair. “For everything.”

She squeezed me tighter, then stepped back, composing herself. “There’s so much to do,” she said. “We need to meet the staff, review the client list and go through the finances…”

“Let’s do it,” I said. “I want to understand everything.”

We spent the next few hours touring the rest of the mansion. Alexis showed me the staff quarters, the security systems and the hidden entrances that allowed for privacy. Every room revealed another layer of thought that had gone into creating this sanctuary of desire and fertility.

“Your father was brilliant in some ways,” Alexis admitted as we entered what appeared to be a small movie theater. “Flawed, self-destructive, but brilliant. He understood what people truly wanted, not just at a physical level but emotionally.”

The theater had plush reclining seats arranged in intimate pairs rather than rows. The screen was massive, and the sound system state-of-the-art.

“Don’t tell me … this is for porn,” I said, half-joking.

Alexis laughed. “Sometimes, yes. But mostly it’s for creating a shared experience. Romance, comfort and connection.” She ran her hand along one of the seats. “Everything in this house has a purpose, Alexander. Nothing is accidental.”

I was beginning to see that. The entire estate was designed to feel like a fantasy, not just a sexual one, but a deeper fantasy of being seen, desired and cared for completely.

“Let’s head back home,” Alexis suggested, checking her watch. “We should pack some essentials and grab something to eat.”

I nodded, suddenly realizing how hungry I was. The transformation seemed to have heightened all my needs, food included. “Good idea. I could definitely use a meal.”

We took one last walk through the main floor, my mind already planning changes and improvements. This place would be mine, truly mine, but reshaped in my own vision.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” I said as we stepped outside into the late afternoon sunshine. “Yesterday I was nobody. Today…”

Alexis squeezed my arm. “You were never nobody, Alexander. You just hadn’t found your place yet.”

I smiled. Her words meant the world to me.


Chapter 4

Two weeks passed quickly. Between organizing the move, meeting with staff, and learning the ins and outs of the business, I barely had time to process the massive changes in my life. But now, sitting on the balcony of what was officially my bedroom suite, I could finally take a moment to reflect.

The ocean stretched before me, endless and blue, catching the late afternoon sun in golden ripples. I sipped a glass of water and let my mind wander over the whirlwind of the past fourteen days.

My new body still felt strange sometimes, like wearing a perfectly tailored suit that hadn’t quite broken in yet. I’d catch glimpses of myself in mirrors and do a double-take, not immediately recognizing the tall, broad-shouldered man with the confident posture and big manhood. The staff had taken to calling me Mr. Orthios with a deference that still made me uncomfortable.

But the physical changes weren’t the most difficult adjustment. What really challenged me was the constant, almost painful arousal that seemed to follow me everywhere. I woke up every morning with the sheets tented dramatically, often soaked with evidence of vivid dreams I could only half-remember. Throughout the day, the slightest provocation: a glimpse of a female staff member bending over, the scent of perfume lingering in a hallway, would send blood rushing south so quickly I’d have to excuse myself.

It was becoming harder to hide, especially from Alexis. Just yesterday, I’d been helping her arrange furniture in one of the guest suites when she’d brushed against me accidentally. The contact had been so brief and so innocent, but my body had responded instantly. I’d had to grab a throw pillow and hold it awkwardly in front of myself while pretending to examine the fabric.

“Hang in there,” she’d told me later that evening, when I’d reluctantly confessed my struggles. “Your body is still adjusting to the transformation. The heightened response is normal. It’ll stabilize eventually.”

I wasn’t so sure. If anything, the urges seemed to be getting stronger and more insistent. My attraction to women, all women, had intensified to an almost painful degree. Even Alexis…

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, trying to redirect my thoughts. It wasn’t right to think of her that way, no matter how the transformation had affected me. But I couldn’t deny that I noticed her beauty now in ways I never had before. She was insanely attractive for a woman her age. It wasn’t just her natural big boobs and the constant cleavage, but her soft, velvety skin and figure. Her long, golden hair was still lustrous and thick, making girls my own age jealous. I started noticing things I hadn’t noticed before and what I probably shouldn’t be noticing, but I couldn’t resist. It was confusing and disturbing, these new feelings for the woman who had given me a place to stay when I had nowhere else to go. Then it was Helen, who was now my manager. She’d move in today as well. She hadn’t arrived yet, but I couldn’t wait to see her.

The sliding door behind me opened, and I turned to see the subject of my thoughts step onto the balcony. Alexis was wearing a rosy silk robe, clinging to her curves before billowing out again. Her honey-gold hair was loose around her shoulders, slightly tousled as if she’d just woken from a nap. The setting sun bathed her skin in a warm glow that made her look younger … and sexier.

“Room for one more?” she asked, gesturing to the empty chair beside me.

I nodded, trying not to stare at the V of her neckline where the robe parted slightly. “Of course.”

She settled into the chair, tucking her legs beneath her in a casual, comfortable way. For a few moments, we just sat in silence, watching the sun sink lower toward the horizon. “So,” she said finally, “how does it feel? First official day in your new kingdom.”

I smiled, taking another sip. “Amazing and beautiful.” I gestured toward the view. “I still can’t believe this is real.”

“I know the feeling,” she said.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying it too,” I said.

She reached over and squeezed my hand. “I am. More than I expected to.” She paused, studying me with an intensity that made me shift in my seat. “You look good here, Alexander. You belong here.”

“Thanks,” I said, feeling a flush of pleasure at her approval. “I’m still getting used to everything.”

She nodded, then reached for her phone. “I actually came out here to tell you something.” Her eyes sparkled with excitement. “The advertisements are working.”

“Advertisements?” I asked, confused.

“For the clinic,” she explained. “I’ve been putting out feelers through some discreet channels. Nothing public, just quiet conversations with the right people, mentions in certain exclusive circles.”

I sat up straighter. “And someone responded?”

“Not just someone,” she said, her voice lowering conspiratorially as she swiped through her phone. “We’ve received our first serious inquiry from Savannah Winters.”

The name was vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place it. “Should I know who that is?”

Alexis turned her phone toward me, showing me a photo of a striking blonde woman with high cheekbones and piercing blue eyes. She was clearly in her mid-thirties but had the kind of timeless beauty that defied easy categorization.

“Former supermodel,” Alexis said. “She retired from the runway about five years ago, but still moves in very elite circles. She just divorced a billionaire who couldn’t make her pregnant.”

I stared at the photo, feeling a strange tightening in my chest. The woman was undeniably beautiful: the kind of beauty that had always seemed untouchable to me before my transformation.

“She’s willing to pay hundred thousand for the Romantic package … She wants to spend days with you.”

“Hundred thousand dollars?” I repeated, unable to keep the shock out of my voice. I stared at the photo on Alexis’s phone again. Savannah Winters, a woman so beautiful she’d made millions just by existing in front of cameras, wanted to pay me for sex.

The reality hit me like a physical blow. This was real … this was happening.

“That’s… that’s a lot of money,” I said.

“It’s the standard rate,” Alexis said matter-of-factly, taking her phone back. “For someone of her status, actually, it’s quite reasonable.”

I set my glass down, my hand not quite steady. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

Alexis looked up, surprise crossing her features. “What do you mean?”

“I mean—” I gestured helplessly at the phone, at myself, at the mansion around us. “Look at her. She’s… she’s Savannah Winters. And I’m supposed to… to…”

“To help her conceive a child,” Alexis finished gently. “That’s what this business is about.”

“But I’ve never—” I stopped, embarrassment washing over me. I looked down at my hands, these new hands that belonged to a stranger. “I don’t have much experience with women. Almost none, actually. Except for helping clients at the shop.”

Alexis reached out and took my hand in both of hers. “Everyone has to start somewhere, even your father.”

“But what if I mess it up? Or what if I do something wrong?” The questions tumbled out of me, all the insecurities I’d been suppressing I’d changed. “She’s paying a serious amount of money … She has expectations.”

“That’s perfectly normal to worry about,” she said, her tone steady and reassuring. “But as a man, you have to take action despite uncertainty. Everything new is daunting at first.”

I nodded slowly, trying to absorb her words. “This isn’t just another step, though. This is the first real test.”

“Exactly.” She squeezed my hand. “You got this. I know you do. And I’ll always be there for you.”

I let her words sink in, still trying to process all of this. “But what I don’t understand is… why me? Why would someone like her pay that much for something like this? She could have almost any man she wanted.”

Alexis smiled. “It’s simple. Women like Savannah crave someone handsome and young, and you check all those boxes now. But more than that, they want guaranteed results without complications. No messy emotions, no custody battles later, no tabloid stories, just a beautiful, healthy baby.”

Something shifted in me as she spoke. It stopped feeling strange, and I started feeling confident. I wasn’t sure if it came from the fertility powers, but something inside me told me that I could do this, even if it would be my first challenge.

“She’s chosen the Romantic option,” Alexis continued. “That means more time, more interaction and higher expectations overall. It won’t just be a quick meeting. But like I said, I’m here for you if you need any help.”

“I know … I think I’d like to spend some time with Helen first,” I said finally. “Explore my fertility powers more to make sure everything’s right … and that I can fully satisfy a woman.”

“Of course,” Alexis said, ruffling my hair. “She’ll come over later.”

I nodded. It felt surreal that Helen would move in with us. I always enjoyed it when she visited our place, and now, she’d be living under the same roof. I thought back to when she activated my fertility powers, and how powerful the sex was. I couldn’t wait to experience it again. I gazed back out at the ocean, watching the sun sink below the horizon. Soon this magnificent view would be the backdrop to my new life, a life where women like Savannah Winters paid hundreds of thousands of dollars for my touch, my time and my seed.

We continued chatting on the balcony until a knock interrupted us. One of the staff members stood in the doorway, a petite, beautiful girl with rosy cheeks. “Excuse me, Mr. Orthios, Helen has arrived.”

I stood up quickly, smoothing down my shirt. “Thank you. We’ll be right down.”

Alexis and I headed downstairs to the lobby, where Helen was waiting. The moment I saw her, my body responded instantly. She wore a tight, flowing sundress, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. Her olive skin seemed to glow in the warm light of the entryway.

“Alexander!” she called out, her face lighting up. She opened her arms and I stepped into them, enveloping her in a hug that pressed our bodies together. I felt myself hardening against her. It was good to see her again, especially after all these wet dreams.

“It’s so good to see you,” I murmured into her hair.

When we pulled apart, Helen turned to Alexis, embracing her warmly. “You look wonderful as usual.”

“It’s good to be back, in a strange way,” Alexis replied, kissing Helen’s cheek.

Helen turned back to me, her dark eyes appraising me openly. “And you, Alexander… you look more magnificent every time I see you.” Her gaze traveled down my body, lingering in places that made my pulse quicken. “I’ve brought some of my things,” she said, gesturing toward the door where several boxes and a trunk sat waiting. “Just the essentials for now.”

“Let me help you with those,” I offered, moving toward the entrance.

I lifted two of the heaviest boxes effortlessly, surprising myself with my new strength. Helen followed behind me as I carried them up the grand staircase toward the suite we’d prepared for her.

“My goodness,” she murmured, watching me navigate the stairs without even breathing hard. “Look at you carrying those like they’re nothing.” Her hand brushed against my bicep as we reached the landing, lingering there. “So strong now.”

Her touch turned me on, and I nearly dropped the boxes. “The transformation has its benefits.”

“Indeed it does,” she replied, her voice lower and more intimate.

After several trips bringing in her belongings, Helen placed her hand on my chest, stopping me at the doorway to her suite. “Thank you, Alexander.” Her fingers trailed down my torso, coming dangerously close to the bulge in my pants. “I appreciate your assistance.”

I could sense her arousal, another new ability that came with my awakened powers. There was a subtle change in her scent that made my mouth water.

“Anytime,” I said.

Alexis’s voice called up from downstairs. “Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes!”

Helen’s hand fell away from my chest. “Come on, I’m starving,” she said, though her eyes told me she’d rather stay right where we were.

We headed back downstairs, and Alexis suggested eating on the balcony to enjoy the sunset. She busied herself in the kitchen while Helen and I took our seats outside.

“So,” Helen said, leaning forward slightly. “Alexis texted me you have your first client. Savannah Winters, no less.”

I nodded. “I’m a bit nervous, to be honest. She’s a supermodel, and she’s paying hundred thousand dollars. What if I can’t… deliver what she’s expecting?”

Helen smiled, taking a sip. “It’s natural to be nervous, but trust me, it will come naturally to you now.” She set her glass down and fixed me with those intense dark eyes. “Women like Savannah will expect romance and multiple orgasms. That’s part of what they’re paying for.”

“Romance and multiple orgasms? How am I supposed to manage that?”

“That’s why I’m here,” Helen said, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper. “To teach you. After dinner, we’ll explore your fertility powers more thoroughly. You need to learn how to control them, how to summon your energy at will.”

“I sure as hell need that,” I said, making both of them giggle.

Alexis appeared with steaming plates of pasta. The three of us ate together as the sun painted the sky in oranges and pinks.

“How does it feel being back here, Alexis?” Helen asked between bites.

Alexis twirled pasta around her fork, considering the question. “Nostalgic, in ways both good and bad. But mostly good now.” Her eyes flicked to me, and I caught a heat in her gaze that matched what I’d seen in Helen’s. “Watching Alexander come into his own makes it worth it.”

After we finished eating and cleared the dishes, Helen stood up and stretched, her dress pulling tight across her breasts. “I believe we have some work to do, Alexander. Shall we?”

Alexis busied herself with the remaining cleanup. “You two go ahead. I’ll finish here.”

Helen led me to my suite, closing the door behind us. The room was bathed in the golden light of sunset, making it extra sensual. “First,” she said, moving closer to me, “we need to work on the romantic elements, making a woman feel desired and special.” She took my hands and placed them on her waist. “Show me how you would seduce me.”

I hesitated only briefly before pulling her closer. Following instinct, I brushed her hair back from her face, letting my fingers trail along her cheek. “You’re beautiful,” I said softly, surprised by how natural the words felt.

“Good,” she whispered. “Now kiss me like you mean it.”

I leaned down and captured her lips with mine. The kiss started gently but quickly deepened as she parted her lips and invited me in. My hands moved to her back, pressing her against me so she could feel my hardness.

Helen broke the kiss, her breath coming faster. “Perfect. Now, undress me slowly. Make me feel like you’re unwrapping a precious gift.”

My fingers found the zipper of her dress, slowly drawing it down. The fabric parted, revealing smooth olive skin and a bra and panties. I pushed the dress from her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet.

“Now touch me,” she said, her voice husky. “Learn my body.”

I ran my hands over her curves, from her shoulders down to her hips. When I cupped her breasts through her bra, she arched into my touch with a soft moan.

“Remember,” Helen said, her eyes half-closed, “you should always kiss her neck…” She tilted her head, exposing the column of her throat. I leaned down and pressed my lips against her pulse point, feeling it quicken beneath my mouth. “Then down to her collarbone…” I followed her instructions, trailing kisses along the delicate bones. “And eventually…” She guided my head lower.

I unhooked her bra, letting it fall away and revealing her breasts for the second time of my life. My eyes widened, and I squeezed the left while latching my mouth onto the right, swirling my tongue around the peak as Helen gasped.

“Yes, like that,” she said with a wide grin. “And lower…”

It was difficult to let go of her boobs. I squeezed and sucked them a bit more before I continued my journey downward, kneeling before her as I hooked my fingers into her panties. I slid them down her legs, and she stepped out of them, now completely naked before me, looking like a Greek goddess.

“Remember,” Helen whispered, her fingers weaving into my hair, guiding me. “Kiss down my neck again… yes, just like that… then my collarbone…”

I followed her instructions, trailing my lips across her skin, tasting the salt and sweetness of her. My hands gripped her hips as I moved lower, kissing between her breasts, down her stomach, until I reached the dark curls between her thighs.

“And now my pussy,” she said, spreading her legs slightly.

I hesitated only for a moment before leaning in, placing my lips against her most intimate flesh. The taste was tangy, sweet and utterly feminine. Helen moaned, her fingers tightening in my hair as I explored her with my tongue, instinctively finding the sensitive bud that made her gasp.

“Yes, Alexander,” she said, clearly enjoying it. “Just like that.”

Her guidance turned to gasps and then loud moans as I continued, learning her body, discovering what made her tremble. It felt a lot more intimate compared to when she’d activated my powers. Then it was all her. Now that I was free to explore her, it felt different but a bit better.

When she finally pulled me up, her eyes were dark with need. “Take me to bed,” she said. “And love me,”

I lifted her easily, and she gasped with a grin, and carried her to the massive bed. As I laid her down, she pulled me with her, our bodies pressing together. I entered her in one smooth motion, both of us groaning at the sensation.

This time I fucked with more confidence, finding a flow that made her arch beneath me. Her nails raked down my back, urging me deeper and harder. I was afraid my cock might be too big, but no, she just begged me to fuck her deeper. I could feel her tightening around me, or it was my girthy cock stretching her, and her breathing becoming more ragged.

“I didn’t remember you being so tight,” I said, our flesh slapping.

She giggled. “It’s your cock that’s so fucking big.”

“If you say so,” I said, leaning down to kiss her while I thrust my hips. I felt my fertility powers, the heightened senses and how my cock pulsed with life. Everything felt stronger and rawer, and I enjoyed every single slide and the way I filled her pussy.

Her words dissolved into a cry as her body convulsed, her inner walls clenching around me. The sensation was too much, and I followed her over the edge, my release more powerful than anything I’d ever experienced. I felt myself emptying into her, pulse after pulse that seemed to go on forever. It was an orgasm unlike any other, and when I finally collapsed beside her, both of us breathing hard, I looked down at where our bodies were still joined. Cum was already leaking from her drenched pussy, and the pearly seed glistened.

“That’s… that’s a lot,” I said, somewhat embarrassed by the sheer volume but also blown away by it.

Helen giggled, reaching down to collect some of my essence on her fingertips. “It’s supposed to be,” she said, examining the pearly fluid with a satisfied smile. “That’s your gift. Don’t worry, I’m on the pill, so there’s no risk. This was just practice.”

“I’ve never seen it like that before,” I said, arching an eyebrow at it.

“It’s because it’s potent,” she said with a wink. She curled against me, her hand tracing patterns on my chest. “Now, let me teach you something important. A woman will be very attracted to a man who can become aroused again quickly after sex. It shows stamina and virility.”

I frowned, doubtful. “I don’t think I can—”

“You can now,” she interrupted. “Close your eyes. Focus on the energy in your body, can you feel it? Like a warm current flowing through you?”

I did as she instructed, surprised to find I could indeed sense something, a tingling heat centered in my lower abdomen.

“Direct that energy downward,” Helen murmured, her hand sliding down my stomach. “Imagine it flowing into your cock, filling it and hardening it.”

To my astonishment, I felt myself responding, growing firm again under her touch.

“Open your eyes,” she said.

I looked down to see myself fully erect once more. Helen’s eyes gleamed with approval. “Perfect,” she said, straddling me. “Now … use your touch to make me wet … Trust me, you’ll need plenty of lube for a big cock. A woman will love it, but it takes an extra amount of lubricants.”

“What do you mean?”

“You have fertility powers … You can make a woman wet by touching her. You just need to focus.”

I paused, unsure of what she meant. “Focus on my fertility powers?”

“Yes, exactly,” Helen said, guiding my hand to her thigh. “Close your eyes for a moment and feel that same energy we just accessed, but this time, direct it through your fingertips.”

I did as she instructed, closing my eyes and concentrating on that strange warmth I’d felt before. It was like a current running through my body, powerful yet controllable. I imagined channeling it down my arm, through my hand and into my fingertips as they rested on her smooth skin.

“Now touch me,” she whispered, “and keep focusing on that energy.”

I let my hand glide up her inner thigh, caressing the soft skin there. As I concentrated on the power flowing through me, I slowly moved higher until my fingers brushed against her folds. To my amazement, I could feel wetness beginning to form beneath my touch. The more I focused, the more moisture gathered, until her pussy was glistening with arousal.

Helen’s grin widened, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. “Oh my god.”

“How does it feel?” I asked, fascinated by what was happening.

“I feel… incredibly horny,” she replied, her voice husky with need. “Like I’ve never wanted anyone this badly before. It’s building inside me, making me ache for you.”

I looked down at myself, rock hard and pointing directly at her slick entrance. “This is magical,” I murmured. “I’m so hard for you, look at how my cock is lined up perfectly with your slit.”

“Yes,” she agreed, her eyes dark with desire. “I can’t wait anymore.”

Before I could react, Helen pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. She grabbed my shaft and slid her dripping pussy along its length, coating it thoroughly. Then, with a satisfied sigh, she positioned me at her entrance and sank down, taking me all the way inside her.

“Fuck,” I groaned, the sensation overwhelming me. She was so wet, so hot around me, and I could feel her inner walls pulsing with need.

Helen began to ride me, her hips moving in a hypnotic rhythm. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each movement, and I reached up to cup them.

“That’s it,” she encouraged, throwing her head back. “Feel how wet you made me? That’s your gift, Alexander. You can arouse any woman with just your touch.”

The knowledge was mind-blowing. I could make a woman fall for me like that. I thrust upward to meet her movements, watching in awe as her body responded to mine. Each time I entered her, she grew wetter, her arousal dripping down onto my balls.

“The secret,” Helen gasped between thrusts, “is to maintain your focus while you’re inside her. Keep that energy flowing… yes, like that!”

I concentrated on the connection between us, on the fertility energy surging through me and into her. Helen’s movements became more desperate. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest, changing the angle so I hit even deeper inside her.

“I’m going to come again,” she said, her voice breaking. “You’re making me come so hard, Alexander!”

Her walls clenched around me, milking my cock as she shuddered through her orgasm. The sensation was incredible, but I managed to hold back my own release, remembering what she’d said about stamina.

I kept going, and this time, I lasted longer. When I came, I filled her again with what seemed like a ridiculous amount, splashing against her walls and spilling all over us.

We continued like this for what felt like hours, me learning to summon my arousal at will, Helen teaching me different positions and different techniques to please a woman. By the time we finally collapsed in exhaustion, the sheets were soaked with our combined fluids, her thighs glistening with my seed.

As I caught my breath, I suddenly realized something remarkable. Despite the marathon lovemaking session, I didn’t feel drained or exhausted. In fact, I felt… energized. Ready for more.

“This is amazing,” I said, running a hand through my hair as I sat up. “I’m not even tired. How is that possible after everything we just did?”

Helen smiled knowingly as she stretched beside me, her naked body glistening with sweat. “You’re noticing another aspect of your fertility powers.”

I flexed my hand, examining it with wonder. “I feel like I could literally do this all day,” I said, then glanced down at my cock, which was already beginning to stir again. “And… it doesn’t even feel numb or oversensitive. Everything still feels… perfect.”

She giggled, reaching down to stroke me gently. “That’s exactly right. Your body changed to serve a purpose, Alexander. You’re designed for multiple partners, multiple sessions and lots of lovemaking.”

“So I really could go all day?” I asked, my voice filled with amazement as I hardened fully in her hand.

“And all night if necessary,” she confirmed, her eyes dancing with mischief. “Which will be extremely useful when you’re handling multiple clients. And some of our highest-paying clients may request marathon sessions.”

I swallowed hard at the implication. “Days? With different women?”

“Precisely,” Helen said.

A thought occurred to me. “Wait. If I’m really as fertile as you say, does that mean I’m going to get every woman I sleep with pregnant?”

Helen laughed. “No. That would make the gift rather inconvenient, wouldn’t it?”

“So how does it work?”

“You control it. When you want a woman to conceive, you allow the power into your seed. When you don’t, you hold it back.”

I stared at her. “That simple?”

“That simple. You can have as much raw sex as you like without worrying about an accidental pregnancy. When you want to make a child, you’ll know how to let the power flow.”

That was reassuring.

“Priapus apparently thought of everything.”

Helen smiled. “When it came to sex? Usually.”

As we lay there talking, I noticed something from the corner of my eye, the door was slightly ajar, a thin strip of light from the hallway visible through the gap. I was certain I’d closed it earlier.

Helen followed my gaze and grinned. “Is someone there?” she called out playfully, making no effort to cover herself.

There was a moment of silence, then Alexis’ voice, tight with embarrassment. “I’m sorry, I just… I needed to check that everything was… I’ll go now.”

I heard her footsteps hurrying away from the door. I blushed hard. Had she been watching us? And if so, for how long?

Helen laughed, wrapping her arms around me. “Don’t look so horrified, Alexander. It’s natural she’d be curious. This is all new for her too.”

“I didn’t expect her to see me like that,” I said, still staring at the partially open door.

“And she’s a woman,” Helen said simply. “One who cares deeply about you succeeding.” She kissed me lightly on the lips. “Which you will. You’re more than ready for Savannah now.”

I tried to process this, Alexis watching me have sex and Helen’s casual acceptance of it. Everything felt surreal, boundaries fading in ways I’d never imagined.

“When is Savannah coming?” I asked.

“The day after tomorrow,” Helen replied, tracing circles on my chest. “We’ll have time to go over a thing or two tomorrow as well.”

I nodded, trying to imagine myself charming a supermodel. Before my awakening, the very idea would have been laughable. Now… it still seemed daunting, but in a different way.

“Get some rest,” Helen advised, kissing my forehead before slipping out of bed. She gathered her clothes, making no attempt to hide her nakedness. “Tomorrow is a big day.”

“Sure … And thank you.”

Helen grinned. “No … Thank you. I haven’t felt so good in years.” she left with a wink.

After Helen left, I collapsed back onto the bed, my mind still reeling from everything that had happened. It felt like I’d lived a decade in just a few hours. I’d learned to control powers I never knew existed, experienced pleasure beyond anything I thought possible, and discovered that my body had capabilities that defied normal human limits.

But then someone knocked on my door. “Alexander? Are you awake?” Alexis’ voice came through the door.

“Yeah, come in,” I said, quickly pulling the sheets up to cover myself.

The door opened slowly, and Alexis stepped in. She was wearing a silk robe tied loosely at the waist, her honey-blonde hair slightly tousled. In the dim light of my bedroom, she looked younger and more vulnerable. A flush spread across her cheeks when our eyes met, and she averted her gaze momentarily. I suspected she’d seen more than she wanted to admit.

“I’m sorry for interrupting earlier,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “I should have knocked.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her, though I felt my own face heating up at the memory. As she moved closer, I caught her scent. With my enhanced senses, I could tell immediately: she was aroused. The realization sent a jolt through me that I tried desperately to suppress.

“Cleopatra called while you were busy,” she said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “She wanted to talk to you.”

I sighed, guilt washing over me. “I completely forgot to call her back this week. With everything happening…”

“I know,” Alexis smiled reassuringly. “I told her you’d call her right away.”

“I will,” I promised, reaching for my phone on the nightstand. “How did she take the news about us moving?”

“She was very surprised,” Alexis said with a laugh. “Kept asking how we could possibly afford it. I told her it was your story to tell.”

I nodded, trying to imagine how I would explain all this to Cleopatra. “I’ll figure something out.”

She nodded. “Did everything go well with Helen tonight?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling another flush creep up my neck. “She taught me a lot about controlling my abilities.”

Alexis’s lips curved into a knowing smile. “We can be open about these things now. It’s part of your new life.” She sat down on the edge of my bed, her robe parting slightly to reveal her thigh. “I know it’s strange to have this kind of conversation with me, but it’s necessary given the circumstances.”

I chuckled nervously. “You’re right. It’s just going to take some getting used to.” I shook my head in amazement. “I still can’t believe I can go all day without getting tired.”

“That’s part of your powers,” she said, her hand coming to rest on my thigh over the sheets. The touch, though innocent, sent heat through my body. “You’re a Greek fertility god now, Alexander. Your body is designed for this purpose.”

“I know,” I said, trying to focus on her words and not the warmth of her hand through the thin sheet.

“But,” she added, her tone shifting, “you’re not just anyone to me. Don’t forget that.”

“I know, Alexis,” I said, meeting her eyes. In that moment, I was struck by how beautiful she was, not just physically, but in her strength, her wisdom and her unwavering support. “Thank you for everything. For being here, for guiding me through this. I couldn’t do it without you.”

Her expression softened, and she leaned forward to kiss my forehead. “You’re welcome … I should let you get some rest. Don’t forget to call Cleo.”

As she bent down, her robe gaped open, giving me a clear view of her cleavage. The swell of her breasts was mere inches from my face, and I caught the scent of her warm skin. When she pulled back, her hand lingered on my cheek for just a moment too long.

“Goodnight, Alexander,” she whispered.

“Goodnight, Alexis.”

She stood and turned to leave, and as she walked away, I noticed something that made my eyes widen. Thin trails of honey were trickling down her inner thigh, glistening in the low light. The sight sent a rush of blood straight to my groin, and I was instantly rock hard again, my body responding with a will of its own.

After the door closed behind her, I lay back, staring at the ceiling, trying to process what had just happened. The knowledge that Alexis was aroused, because of me, should have disturbed me. Instead, it awakened something primal and powerful. I pushed the thoughts away and reached for my phone, desperate for distraction.

I dialed Cleopatra’s number, and she answered on the second ring. “Finally!” she exclaimed. “I was beginning to think you’d forgotten about me!”

Despite everything, I found myself smiling at the sound of her voice. “Sorry, Cleo. It’s been a crazy couple of weeks.”

“I bet! Mom says you guys moved into a mansion? What the hell, Alex?”

“It’s a long story,” I said, settling back against the pillows. “I’ll tell you everything when you visit.”

“That’s not fair! I’m dying of curiosity here. How could you guys possibly afford a place like that? Mom was super vague about it.”

“That’s… also a long story,” I hedged, trying to figure out how much I could tell her over the phone. “Let’s just say I came into an unexpected inheritance.”

“Hmm,” she said, clearly not satisfied with my answer. “Your voice sounds different, by the way.”

I chuckled, surprised she’d noticed the change in my voice. “Yeah, that’s not the only thing that’s different about me.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Cleo demanded. “You’re being so mysterious! Mom’s the same way. Did you both join some weird cult or something?”

“No, nothing like that,” I said, smiling at her exasperation. “It’s just… I’ve gone through some changes recently, physical changes. You’ll see when you visit.”

“Ugh, you’re such a dork!” she groaned. “Fine, keep your secrets. But I’m sending you a picture of me right now so you don’t forget what I look like.”

My phone buzzed a moment later with an incoming message. I opened it to find a selfie of Cleo. She was making an exaggerated pouty face at the camera, her golden blonde hair, so much like Alexis’s, falling in waves around her heart-shaped face. She was wearing a low-cut top that showed off her cleavage, clearly inherited from her mother as well.

“Got it,” I said, suddenly feeling a strange tightness in my chest as I looked at her photo. She was beautiful in a way I hadn’t fully appreciated before. I quickly closed the image, disturbed by my reaction. “You look great.”

“Thanks! I’ve been hitting the gym more since that jerk Trevor and I broke up,” she said. “So I can’t wait to see you. I want to see if it’s as amazing as Mom makes it sound.”

“Gym? How’s that going?”

“Fine … These exercises are complicated, but I try my best.”

“That’s what matters.”

“You’ve been working today at that luxury store?”

“I’m actually starting a new job.”

“A new job? At a mansion? What, are you the butler now?” she teased.

“Something like that,” I said vaguely, not ready to explain the fertility clinic to Cleopatra. “I should probably get some sleep. Early morning tomorrow.”

“You just gonna cut me off like that?”

“Hey, it’s not like that. It’s just late. We can talk more tomorrow.”

“Fine, be that way. But I expect details soon, Alex! And I mean actual details, not these cryptic non-answers.”

“You’ll get them, I promise. Goodnight, Cleo.”

“Night, Alex. Love you.”

“Love you too,” I said, ending the call.

I set my phone aside and stared up at the ceiling, my mind racing. The conversation with Cleopatra had been a welcome distraction, but now all my earlier thoughts came flooding back. The image of Alexis’ arousal trickling down her thigh. The knowledge that she had watched me with Helen. The way my body had responded to both of these revelations.

And now, the unsettling reaction I’d had to Cleopatra’s photo. What was happening to me? Was this all part of the awakening? This constant, almost predatory awareness of every female around me?

I closed my eyes, trying to will myself to sleep, but my mind kept returning to these troubling thoughts.


Chapter 5

The next days flew by. Two days of intensive training with Helen had left me feeling almost like a different person. Not only physically, but also mentally. She’d taught me everything from how to approach a woman to how to make her climax multiple times, how to speak with confidence and most importantly, how to make a woman feel comfortable and loved. There was more to this than sex and intimacy, and I knew I had to be the best version of myself if I wanted to land more high-end clients.

But today was the day. “Almost ready?” Alexis asked, stepping into my suite where I was putting the finishing touches on my appearance. I wore a tailored navy suit that fit my new body like a glove, making me look sophisticated yet approachable.

“I think so,” I said, adjusting my tie in the mirror. My hands were steady, but I couldn’t deny the flutter of nerves in my stomach. Today was the real test.

“Let me help you with that,” she said, reaching up to adjust my collar. Her fingers lingered against my neck, smoothing the fabric with unnecessary care.

“You’re fussing,” I said with a small smile.

“Can you blame me?” She turned me around to face her, her hands still on my collar. “You’re about to meet Savannah Winters.”

I chuckled. “When you put it that way, it does sound a little surreal.” Indeed, getting paid big time to sleep with a supermodel.

Alexis’s eyes studied my face, and I saw something like wonder there. “You’ve changed so much.” Her hands moved to straighten my lapels, another excuse to touch me. “Not just physically. There’s something in your eyes now… a certainty.”

“I feel different,” I admitted. “These past few days with Helen …”

“I know,” Alexis said, her cheeks coloring slightly. I wondered if she was thinking about what she’d witnessed. We’d only caught her once at the beginning, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she’d watched us after that as well.

“It wasn’t just the sex,” I said. “She taught me how to make a woman feel special and loved. How to read body language, how to create an atmosphere.”

Alexis nodded proudly. “She told me everything. You’re a natural at it. I can see it now.” Her hands finally fell away from my suit, though reluctantly. “The way you move, the way you speak… you’re not that awkward guy anymore.”

Before I could respond, my phone buzzed. I checked the notification. “She’s here. Security just let her through the gate.”

Alexis’s expression shifted to something more businesslike, though her eyes remained warm. “Remember what Helen taught you… be confident, be attentive.” She reached up one last time, smoothing my hair back from my forehead. “And remember, she’s coming to you. She’s already yours.”

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my cheek, leaving a damp patch of her skin behind. “Good luck,” she whispered, her breath warm against my skin.

I took a deep breath and headed downstairs, my footsteps echoing in the grand foyer. Through the massive windows, I could see a black Bentley pulling up the circular driveway. My heart hammered in my chest, but not from fear, from anticipation.

As the car came to a stop, I stepped outside into the warm sunshine. The driver exited first, coming around to open the rear passenger door. A long, toned leg emerged, followed by Savannah Winters herself.

The photos hadn’t done her justice. She was tall and willowy, with golden blonde hair that caught the sunlight. Her face was gorgeous: high cheekbones, full lips and piercing blue eyes you’d drown in. She wore a cream-colored dress that hugged her slender curves perfectly, falling just above her knees to showcase legs that had graced the covers of countless magazines. A simple gold necklace adorned her throat, and matching bracelets clinked softly at her wrists.

I moved forward with confidence that Helen had taught me, offering my hand. “Ms. Winters. Welcome to the fertility clinic. I’m Alexander.”

Her eyes widened slightly as they met mine, traveling up and down my frame with undisguised interest. “Alexander,” she repeated, her voice pleasant with just a hint of huskiness. She placed her hand in mine, her touch cool and soft. “You’re younger than I expected.”

“I hope that’s not a disappointment,” I said, maintaining eye contact as I gently squeezed her hand.

A smile curved her perfect lips. “Not at all. Quite the opposite.” She glanced up at the mansion behind me, then back to my face. “And taller. You’re what, six-three?”

“Just about,” I confirmed, releasing her hand but maintaining my presence in her personal space. I could smell her expensive perfume, which pulled me closer to her.

“Well,” she said, her smile widening, “this is already more interesting than I anticipated.”

I gestured toward the entrance. “Would you like to come inside? We can talk more comfortably there.”

She nodded, and I placed my hand lightly on her back as I guided her toward the door. I felt a slight tremor run through her at my touch, and I knew my fertility powers were already working their magic.

“This is incredible,” Savannah murmured as we entered the grand foyer, her eyes taking in the soaring ceilings, marble floors and tasteful, erotic artwork. I watched her gaze linger on a particularly sensual Greek-inspired piece depicting lovers entwined.

“I’m glad you like it,” I said, guiding her toward the main living area where she had a view of the Pacific Ocean, sparkling blue and endless under the midday sun. Savannah moved toward the windows, her heels clicking softly on the marble.

“The view alone must be worth millions,” she said, trying to sound casual, but I could hear the genuine awe in her voice.

“Would you like something to drink?” I asked, gesturing toward the bar area. “We have just about anything you might prefer.”

She turned from the window, studying me with those gorgeous blue eyes. “A glass of white wine would be lovely. Something dry.”

I moved to the bar, selecting a chilled bottle of Sancerre that Helen had recommended for today’s meeting. As I poured, I could feel Savannah’s eyes on me, tracking my movements.

“So,” she began, accepting the glass I offered, “how exactly does this work? I understand the basic concept, of course, but I’d like to know more about the specifics.”

I took a seat across from her, maintaining eye contact. “The process is tailored to your preferences. You’ve chosen our Romantic package, which includes multiple sessions over several days. This gives us time to develop comfort and connection.”

“And discretion is guaranteed?” she asked, taking a small sip of her wine.

“Absolutely,” I assured her. “Every staff member signs extensive confidentiality agreements. Your privacy is our highest priority.”

She nodded, seemingly satisfied. “What about expectations? What should I anticipate from our time together?”

“Our goal is your complete satisfaction,” I said, my voice steady and confident. “Both in terms of the experience itself and, of course, conception.”

As I continued explaining the process, I noticed her attention shifting. She was no longer looking around the room or out the windows. Her eyes remained fixed on me, my face, my hands and my body. The room could have disappeared around us, and I don’t think she would have noticed.

“Would you like to see the grounds?” I suggested after a while. “There’s a garden that’s particularly beautiful this time of day.”

Curiosity flickered across her face. “I’d like that.”

I stood and offered my hand, which she took without hesitation. As we stepped outside, the formal atmosphere seemed to dissipate with the ocean breeze. The air was warm but not hot, carrying the scent of salt and blooming flowers.

We walked along a stone path bordered by olive trees, flowering bushes and nude statues of women. Savannah’s shoulders relaxed, and she slipped her designer heels off, carrying them in one hand.

“This is a stunning property,” she said, looking out toward where the garden sloped toward the ocean view.

“It is,” I agreed simply, watching how the sunlight played across her golden hair.

The path curved around a corner, revealing a secluded seating area I knew had been prepared earlier. Low, cushioned lounges surrounded a marble table, positioned perfectly to catch both shade and the ocean view. On the table sat an arrangement that looked both casual and intentional: a decanter of wine, crystal glasses, and a platter of fruit: figs, grapes and pomegranates.

Savannah paused, taking in the scene. “Is this part of it?” she asked, gesturing toward the arrangement. “Part of the experience?”

I nodded, guiding her toward the seating. “It’s inspired by ancient Greek symposia,” I explained. “Gatherings where people would come together to drink, eat, and allow conversation to flow naturally into… whatever might follow.”

A smile played at her lips, genuine amusement mixed with intrigue. “That sounds considerably more interesting than any fertility clinic I’ve visited before.”

“I hope it will be,” I said.

We settled onto the lounges, not directly across from each other but at a slight angle that allowed us to be closer than strangers would normally sit. I reached for the wine, pouring a glass for her first, then one for myself. Her eyes tracked my hands as I poured, lingering on my forearms where I’d rolled up my sleeves.

She took her first sip. “You play host very well,” she teased, studying me over the rim of her glass. “Especially for someone so young. How old are you, exactly?”

“Twenty-three,” I answered simply, not elaborating or apologizing for my age.

She raised an eyebrow. “And already so composed. Most men your age would be nervous around someone like me.”

“Should I be?” I asked, holding her gaze.

That earned me a genuine laugh. “No,” she said. “I think you’re doing just fine.” She tilted her head slightly. “Are you of Greek descent? The name Orthios sounds Greek.”

“Yes,” I confirmed, reaching for the platter of fruit. I selected a perfectly ripe fig and offered it to her. “My family has deep connections to Greece, especially on my father’s side.”

Our fingers brushed as she accepted the fig, and she didn’t immediately pull away. Instead, she held my gaze for a moment longer than necessary before bringing the fruit to her lips and taking a delicate bite. A drop of juice clung to her lower lip, and she caught it with her tongue in a movement that seemed both innocent and deliberately sensual.

This small exchange established a pattern. I would select a piece of fruit, a grape, a slice of pomegranate, and offer it to her. Each time, our fingers would touch, and each time, the contact would linger a little longer.

The wine worked its subtle magic, not making either of us drunk or sloppy, but gently dissolving the formal barriers between us. Our conversation flowed more easily now, shifting from business to more personal topics.

“I spent three years in Milan,” she was saying, gesturing with her glass. “The fashion industry is brutal, but I miss the energy sometimes.”

“What made you leave?” I asked, genuinely interested.

“I wanted something different,” she said, her eyes drifting toward the ocean. “Success is wonderful, but after a while, walking runways and posing for cameras starts to feel… hollow.”

I nodded, understanding more than she might have expected. “And now?”

“Now I consult for luxury brands, invest in properties, and…” she paused, her eyes returning to mine, “…consider what I want the next chapter of my life to look like.”

“Which brings you here,” I said.

“Yes,” she admitted, her voice dropping to match mine. “I want a child, but I don’t want a husband. At least, not right now. My divorce was complicated.”

I listened as she began to open up more, telling me about her ex-husband: a tech billionaire who had promised her the world but delivered only disappointment and control. About her childhood in a small Midwestern town, where she’d been discovered by a modeling scout at sixteen. About the loneliness that sometimes accompanied her in her home.

With each revelation, she seemed to relax further, as if unburdening herself of these truths was physically lightening her. And with each story, I found myself genuinely captivated by the complex woman beneath the famous face.

I found myself nodding, not just to show I was paying attention, but because I genuinely was. Alexis had always told me that the greatest gift you could give a woman was to truly listen to her. “Men are always trying to solve problems,” she’d said once. “But sometimes women just need someone to hear them.”

Savannah’s words flowed more freely now. But there was a flatness to her voice, a disconnect between the glamorous life she described and the emotion behind it, like she was narrating someone else’s story rather than her own. It clearly never really meant anything to her.

“He wanted a trophy wife,” she continued. “Someone beautiful to stand beside him at events, to make other men jealous. I thought I wanted security, stability. We were both wrong.”

I didn’t interrupt or try to fix anything. I just watched her, nodded at the right moments, and let her speak. This seemed to encourage her, and she kept going, her words coming faster now.

“Do you know what it’s like?” she asked, leaning forward slightly. “To always be seen, always be watched? To know your value depends on how desirable you remain. The constant pressure…”

She described photo shoots where she’d starve herself for days beforehand, runway shows where she’d walk on bleeding feet, smiling the whole time. How even something as personal as wanting a child had become another performance, another expectation.

“We tried for two years,” she said quietly. “Each month that passed, he became more distant, more resentful. As if my body was deliberately failing us. Eventually, I discovered he’d been having an affair with his assistant. She was pregnant within three months.”

Her hand trembled slightly as she set down her glass. I reached out, covering her hand with mine. The contact seemed to steady her.

“After this,” I said with confidence, “you’ll be pregnant. I promise you that.”

The somber mood broke, and a smile curved her lips. “Is that so?” she asked, her voice taking on a playful edge. “You seem very sure of yourself.”

“I am,” I replied simply.

She leaned closer. “And will it be… enjoyable… getting there?”

“That’s entirely up to you,” I said, holding her gaze. “But I certainly intend to make it so.”

Her laugh was genuine. “I think I’m going to like you,” she said, squeezing my hand.

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, the ocean breeze carrying the scent of salt and flowers around us. An idea formed in my mind.

“Would you like to see the beach?” I suggested. “It’s private, completely secluded. No paparazzi, no onlookers.”

She hesitated for just a second, glancing down at her dress. “I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

“The house is well-stocked for guests,” I assured her. “We have everything you might need.”

A smile played at the corners of her mouth. “Well, seeing you shirtless might be worth it.”

Something about this moment felt spontaneous, different from the carefully orchestrated meeting we’d planned. I could see it in her eyes too. This wasn’t what she had expected when she’d arrived.

I called for one of the staff members, a young woman who quickly appeared at the garden entrance. “Could you please help Ms. Winters find something suitable for the beach?”

“Of course, Mr. Orthios,” she replied with a small bow before turning to Savannah. “If you’ll follow me, ma’am?”

While Savannah was inside, I changed quickly in one of the beach cabanas, selecting a pair of dark blue swim trunks that Helen had picked out for me. They sat low on my hips, showing off the defined V-line of my abdomen that was still new to me.

When I returned to the garden path to meet Savannah, my eyes widened. She stood framed by flowering vines. The bikini she wore was a deep emerald that contrasted beautifully with her golden skin and blonde hair. The top cupped her breasts perfectly, revealing just enough cleavage to be tantalizing without looking vulgar. The bottoms were cut high on her long, toned legs, revealing the smooth curve of her hips.

Her hair was loose, falling in soft waves past her shoulders. Without the perfectly applied makeup she’d arrived with, her face looked younger and more natural, with a sprinkling of freckles across her nose that I found unexpectedly charming.

She bit her lower lip as she looked at me, her eyes traveling slowly from my face down my chest and abdomen, lingering on the waistband of my swim trunks before making their way back up.

“Well,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than before, “this was definitely worth changing for.”

I offered my arm, and she took it, her skin warm against mine as we walked down the stone path that led to the private beach. As we descended the steps carved into the cliff face, I could feel her relaxing beside me, her posture becoming less rigid, her stride more natural.

When we reached the sand, she slipped off the sandals she’d borrowed, holding them in one hand as she stepped onto the beach. The transformation was remarkable. Here, with her bare feet in the sand, her hair blowing freely in the ocean breeze, and the carefully crafted image stripped away, I saw her true beauty. She wasn’t Savannah Winters here, international supermodel and socialite. She was just a woman, beautiful in her unguarded joy.

The wind caught her hair, blowing a strand across her face. I watched it for a second too long, mesmerized by the way the sunlight caught in the golden strands. Before I could stop myself, I stepped closer and brushed it away, my fingers lingering against her cheek. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned slightly into my touch, her eyes meeting mine with a new warmth.

“The water’s perfect this time of year,” I said, my voice low. “Want to swim?”

She nodded, and we walked toward the shoreline together. The waves lapped gently at our feet, cool and refreshing. We waded deeper, and when the water reached our waists, I dove under, surfacing a few feet away.

Savannah followed, emerging with water streaming down her face and hair slicked back. She laughed a carefree sound, one I hadn’t heard from her before, and splashed water in my direction.

I retaliated, and soon we were engaged in a playful water fight, laughing like children. She was quick and agile, diving under the waves to escape my splashes and surfacing behind me to catch me off guard. At one point, I caught her around the waist, lifting her up as she squealed in surprise before I gently tossed her into an oncoming wave.

When she surfaced, sputtering and laughing, there was a new light in her eyes. “You’re stronger than you look,” she said, swimming closer to me.

“There’s more to me than you think,” I replied, treading water as she circled me.

After our swim, we made our way back up to the house, wrapped in plush towels provided by the attentive staff. Instead of returning to the formal sitting area, I guided her to one of the private suites designed specifically for clients. The room was spacious and elegant, with a large bed, comfortable seating, and a massage table positioned near the windows overlooking the ocean.

“Would you like a massage?” I offered. “It helps to relax after swimming.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Are you offering to give me one, or receive one?”

“Both,” I said with a smile. “Ladies first, of course.”

She agreed, and I turned away politely as she positioned herself face-down on the massage table, the towel draped across her lower half. A selection of oils had been discreetly placed nearby, and I selected one with a light, citrusy scent.

I warmed the oil between my palms before placing my hands on her shoulders. She tensed briefly at the contact, then sighed and relaxed as I began to work the muscles along her spine. Helen had taught me well. I knew exactly how much pressure to apply, where to focus attention and how to make the experience both therapeutic and sensual.

“God, that feels amazing,” Savannah murmured, her voice muffled slightly against the face rest. “Where did you learn to do this?”

“I’ve had excellent teachers,” I replied, working my thumbs in circles along the tense muscles of her shoulders.

As I continued the massage, moving from her shoulders down her back, I could feel her body responding. Her breathing deepened, occasionally catching when I hit a particularly sensitive spot. Small, appreciative sounds escaped her lips when I worked out a knot or found a tender area.

“Is the pressure okay?” I asked, my voice low as I moved my hands lower, working the muscles just above her towel.

“Perfect,” she said after a deep breath. “Don’t stop.”

I continued working down her body, massaging her legs from her calves up to her thighs, careful to maintain a professional touch while still letting her feel the underlying attraction. By the time I finished, she was completely relaxed, almost melting into the table.

“That was heavenly,” she said, turning her head to look at me with half-lidded eyes. “I’m starting to think I got much more than I bargained for when I came here.”

I smiled, stepping back to give her space. “Would you like to try giving one?”

Her eyes lit up with interest. “I’d love to,” she said, sitting up while keeping the towel wrapped around her. “Though I can’t promise I’ll be as good as you.”

“I’m sure you’ll be wonderful,” I assured her, taking her place on the massage table after she stood up.

I felt her hesitate for a moment before her hands, slick with oil, pressed against my shoulders. Her touch was tentative at first, exploring rather than massaging.

“Your muscles are so firm,” she said, her fingers tracing my back. “It’s like touching marble, but warm.”

I smiled against the face rest. “That’s a nice compliment.”

Her confidence grew as she continued. She wasn’t trained like I was, but there was something incredibly intimate about her touch: the way she lingered over certain areas and the slight scrape of her nails against my skin occasionally.

“So,” she began conversationally, though her voice had taken on a huskier quality. “What did you do before… this? You seem too educated, too polished to have always been in this line of work.”

I considered how much to share. “I worked at a luxury clothing store in Beverly Hills. High-end clientele, designer brands.”

“Really?” She sounded genuinely surprised. “That seems so ordinary for someone like you.”

“It was,” I admitted. “I spent my days helping wealthy people look good, while feeling pretty invisible myself.”

Her hands paused briefly on my shoulders. “I can’t imagine you being invisible anywhere.”

I chuckled. “That’s kind of you, but trust me, I was. People looked through me most days.”

“If I’d come into your store,” she said, her hands resuming their movement, sliding down to my lower back, “I definitely would have noticed you and talked to you.”

“Would you?” I asked, turning my head slightly to catch her eye.

She nodded, a smile playing on her lips. “Absolutely. I have excellent taste.”

That made me laugh, and I felt something shift between us: a warmth that went beyond the professional connection we’d established. Her hands moved more confidently now, exploring the muscles of my back with obvious appreciation.

“You have an amazing body,” she said, almost to herself.

“Thank you,” I replied. “So do you.”

When the massage was finished, I sat up, keeping my towel around my waist. We were facing each other now, closer than before. “Hungry?” I asked, noticing the time.

“Starving,” she admitted.

I arranged for lunch to be served on the private terrace adjoining the suite. We sat across from each other, still in our towels, enjoying fresh seafood and crisp white wine while looking out at the ocean view. The conversation flowed easily now, all pretense of client and provider temporarily forgotten.

After we finished eating, I gestured toward the infinity pool that stretched out from the terrace. “Care for another swim? This pool is heated.”

She smiled, setting down her wine glass. “Race you there.”

We slipped into the warm water, the contrast with our earlier ocean swim immediately apparent. This was more intimate because of the contained space, the privacy of the terrace and the way the edge of the pool seemed to blend seamlessly with the ocean horizon.

We swam lazy laps, our bodies occasionally brushing against each other. The tension between us built with each accidental touch, each lingering glance. Eventually, we both drifted to the edge of the pool, looking out at the ocean view.

“This is incredible,” Savannah said, her wet hair slicked back from her face. “I could stay here forever.”

“The view is pretty spectacular,” I agreed, though I was looking at her profile, especially the droplets clinging to her breasts, rather than the ocean.

She turned, catching me staring, and smiled. Instead of looking away, she moved closer, the water rippling around us. There was a playful light in her eyes as she suddenly splashed water toward me.

“Hey!” I laughed, splashing her back.

What started as a gentle splash quickly escalated into a playful water fight. She was quick, diving under the water to avoid my counterattacks and resurfacing with a triumphant laugh. The sound of her genuine laughter made something warm bloom in my chest.

Eventually, I caught her around the waist, pulling her closer to stop her from splashing me again. Our laughter faded as we realized how close we were. Water droplets clung to her eyelashes, and her lips were parted slightly. The playfulness in her eyes shifted to something deeper.

She looked up at me, and for the first time since we’d met, she didn’t look away first. Instead, her gaze dropped to my lips. I closed the distance between us, pressing my lips against hers. The kiss was gentle at first, but her response was immediate and eager as if she hadn’t been kissed in years. Her arms wound around my neck as she pressed herself against me, her body soft and warm despite the water surrounding us.

The kiss deepened, my tongue meeting hers as my hands slid down to her waist, pulling her closer. She was as sweet as a mature fruit, and I could feel myself hardening against her, and part of me wanted to take her right there in the pool. But I remembered Helen’s words about patience, about building anticipation.

With effort, I pulled back slightly, my breathing heavy. Savannah looked dazed, her pupils dilated, lips slightly swollen from our kiss.

“We should probably slow down,” I said, though every part of me wanted to continue.

“Why?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Because I want this to be perfect for you,” I answered honestly. “And because I don’t want to rush.”

I was also thinking about my reputation and about the business. This was my first client, and I needed to make sure everything was done properly. The money she’d paid was significant, and she deserved the full experience, not just a rushed encounter in a pool.

Savannah’s expression softened with understanding. “You’re right,” she said, though she didn’t move away from me. “We have time.”

As the afternoon wore on, the sun began its descent toward the horizon, casting a golden glow across the water. Eventually, we climbed out of the pool, wrapping ourselves in fresh towels brought by the attentive staff.

“I’ve arranged for dinner,” I told her as we dried off. “If you’re interested.”

She smiled. “I’m definitely interested.”

We changed into the light robes provided by the house: hers was a soft silk that clung to her curves, mine a slightly heavier material that hung open just enough to reveal my chest. I led her to a secluded spot on the edge of the property, where a table had been set up overlooking the ocean.

The personal chef had prepared an impressive meal centered around perfectly cooked steaks, accompanied by roasted vegetables and a rich red wine. Candles flickered on the table, their light dancing across Savannah’s features as we ate.

The conversation flowed easily between us, touching on books we’d read, places we’d traveled and dreams we still held. I found myself genuinely enjoying her company, forgetting at times that this was a transaction.

As the dessert plates were cleared away, the mood shifted. Savannah’s expression grew more serious, her eyes searching mine in the candlelight. She reached across the table, her fingers brushing against my hand.

“Alexander,” she said, her voice softer than before, “I need to ask you something.”

I nodded, giving her my full attention.

“Do you…” she hesitated, vulnerability flickering across her face. “Do you actually want me? Or am I just another client to you?”

The question hung in the air between us. I could see what this moment meant to her, the risk she was taking by showing this side of herself. Here was a woman accustomed to being desired for her beauty, her fame, her body, but never truly wanted for herself.

I could have given her a practiced answer, something smooth and professional that would have satisfied her without revealing too much of myself. But looking at her in that moment, I knew she deserved more than that. We both did.

“Savannah,” I said, taking her hand fully in mine. “When you first arrived today, you were a client. Someone I was determined to please because that was my job.”

Her eyes dropped slightly, but I continued.

“But sitting here with you now, after everything we’ve shared today, the beach, the pool, these conversations, you’re not just a client anymore.” I squeezed her hand gently. “I want you. Not the supermodel on magazine covers. Not the wealthy client who can pay for my services. I want you … the woman who laughs when she’s splashed with water, who has freckles across her nose when she’s not wearing makeup, who talks about books with passion and dreams about a child with such hope.”

Her eyes met mine again, wide and searching for any sign of insincerity.

“I want to give you what you came here for,” I continued, my voice dropping lower. “But not because it’s a transaction. Because I genuinely desire you, Savannah. All of you.”

The tension in her shoulders released, and a smile, different from any I’d seen from her before, spread across her face. It wasn’t her camera smile or her polite social smile. It was real, reaching her eyes and transforming her face.

“That’s the sweetest thing anyone has said to me in a very long time,” she said, her voice slightly unsteady. “And the most honest.”

She stood up from her chair, still holding my hand, and tugged gently. I rose to my feet, letting her guide me around the table until we stood face to face, the ocean breeze swirling around us.

“You’re charming,” she said, her free hand coming up to rest against my chest. “Dangerously so.”

Her lips met mine in a kiss that was different from our earlier one in the pool, less urgent but somehow more intimate. When she pulled back, her eyes had darkened with desire.

“Take me upstairs,” she whispered against my lips.

I led her back into the house, our fingers intertwined. We moved through the corridors without speaking. When we reached the master suite at the top of the mansion, I opened the door to reveal the room bathed in ambient lighting. The big windows showcased the moonlight dancing across the ocean waves, and fresh flowers filled the air with a subtle, romantic scent.

Savannah stepped inside, turning slowly to take in the space before her eyes settled back on me. Without a word, she closed the distance between us, her hands sliding up my chest and around my neck as she kissed me deeply.

I responded with everything Helen had taught me, drawing on her lessons about pace and attention. My hands found Savannah’s waist, pulling her against me as our kiss deepened. I walked her backward toward the bed, our lips never parting.

When her legs hit the edge of the mattress, I finally broke the kiss to look at her. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly, her lips parted and eyes heavy with lust. I lowered my head to her neck, trailing kisses along the sensitive skin there as my hands worked at the belt of her robe.

The silk fell open, and I couldn’t help but step back slightly to take in the full view of her naked body. She was absolutely stunning, more beautiful than any magazine spread could ever capture.

Despite her age, her breasts were full and round, sitting high on her chest with a natural bounce and cleavage. They were topped with pale pink areolas and small, stiff nipples. Her waist was narrow, flaring into smooth, feminine hips.

Her pussy was completely smooth except for a thin, neatly trimmed landing strip of golden-blonde hair running down the center of her mound. The outer lips were plump and neat, pressing lightly together. As she shifted, they parted just enough to show the delicate pink inner folds, already slightly glistening with arousal. Her clit was small and visibly swollen at the top of her slit.

Her long, toned legs completed the picture, making her look both elegant and undeniably sexual.

Savannah watched me with steady blue eyes, letting me take her in without trying to cover herself. A faint blush colored her cheeks, but she stood confidently, shoulders back, breasts on full display.

“You’re breathtaking,” I whispered, meaning every word.

I took my time exploring her with my lips, kissing down her collarbone to the swell of her breasts. She moaned softly as my tongue circled one nipple, then the other, her hands threading through my hair to hold me closer.

The silk fell away completely. She fell onto the bed, and I followed shortly after.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured against her skin as I continued my descent, kneeling before her as I kissed down her stomach. Her breathing hitched when I reached the apex of her thighs, and I looked up to find her watching me, her expression a mixture of vulnerability and desire.

I maintained eye contact as I tasted her for the first time, my tongue exploring her most intimate places. Her head fell back, a gasp escaping her lips as her hands tightened in my hair. I took my time, remembering everything Helen had taught me about pleasing a woman this way.

Savannah’s thighs began to tremble as I brought her closer to the edge, her breathing becoming more erratic. Just when I felt her starting to peak, I pulled back, rising to my feet and shedding my own robe.

Her eyes widened dramatically as she took in my naked form, her gaze fixating on my erection. “Oh my god,” she said, her eyes like saucers. “It’s… enormous.”

“It’s part of what makes me special,” I said, stepping closer to her. “Part of why I can give you what you want.”

She reached out, her fingers wrapping around me with a mixture of awe and desire. “It’s warm and rock hard,” she whispered, stroking me slowly. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

I guided her back onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. Looking into her eyes, I made a promise, “I’m going to give you a child, Savannah. Tonight.”

She nodded, spreading her legs wider for me. “Gosh … I’ve never felt so wet in my life.”

It was a part of my powers, making her highly aroused. I positioned myself at her pussy, pushing forward slowly to allow her body to adjust to my size. The sensation was as incredible as any other pussy: tight, wet heat enveloping me inch by inch until I was fully seated within her.

“Alexander,” she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders. “You feel amazing.”

I began to move, establishing a flow that was deep and deliberate. Each thrust was calculated to bring her maximum pleasure, angling my hips to hit the spots Helen had taught me about. Savannah’s responses told me I was doing it right: her moans growing louder, her body arching to meet mine.

I maintained the pace, making love to her exactly as Helen had instructed. Long, slow, deep strokes that built her pleasure gradually. I watched her face, learning what she liked, adjusting my movements to her responses.

As her climax approached, I felt my own building as well. The power inside me seemed to concentrate, gathering for release. When Savannah finally cried out, her body clenching around mine, I allowed myself to follow, driving deep and releasing inside her with an intensity that took my breath away.

I could feel it happening: the warmth, the power, the fertility flowing from me into her. It was unlike anything I’d experienced before, a connection that went beyond the physical.

When I finally pulled out, both of us panting, she looked down in amazement at the glowing semen that leaked from her. “It’s… so pearly,” she whispered, reaching down to touch it.

“It’s special,” I replied, watching as she brought her fingers to her lips, tasting it curiously.

Her eyes widened again. “It’s sweet,” she said, looking surprised. “And… I want more.” Without hesitation, she moved down my body, taking me into her mouth to clean the remaining traces.

I groaned at the sensation of her tongue, watching as she licked and sucked with growing enthusiasm. “It’s addictive,” she murmured against my skin. “I’ve never tasted anything like it.”

When she’d finished, she crawled back up my body, nestling against my side with a contented sigh. We lay together in comfortable silence, my arm around her shoulders, her head on my chest.

To my surprise, I could already feel myself hardening again. Savannah noticed too, her hand drifting down to stroke me with renewed interest.

“Again?” I asked, looking down at her with a smile.

She looked at me in awe.

“Really,” she whispered, her fingers tracing along my shaft with a feather-light touch. “How is this possible?”

I smiled, enjoying the wonder in her eyes. “It’s part of what makes me special.”

Savannah wrapped her fingers around me, her touch tentative yet exploratory, as if she were handling something precious and rare. Her blue eyes widened, filled with a mixture of disbelief and desire.

“It feels even bigger than before,” she murmured, stroking me from base to tip. “And so warm.”

I watched her fascination with my body, enjoying her unfiltered reaction. Her fingers traced the veins running along my shaft, explored the sensitive head, tested the weight and firmness with gentle squeezes.

“Kiss me,” I said, my voice deeper than I intended.

She looked up, her eyes dark with renewed hunger, and crawled up my body until our faces were aligned. Her tongue sought mine as her body pressed against me, skin to skin.

Without breaking the kiss, she shifted her position, rising up to straddle me. I felt the wet heat of her pussy against my cock as she rocked her hips, coating me with her arousal. My hands found her waist, but I let her set the pace, curious to see what she would do.

Savannah broke the kiss, sitting upright as she positioned herself above me. Our eyes locked as she slowly lowered herself onto my cock, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp as I stretched her. Inch by inch she took me, her body adjusting to my size all over again as it was time to fuck her again … and again.


Chapter 6

Over the next several days, Savannah and I developed a flow together that transcended the physical. I made it my mission to treat her as more than just a client or a beautiful body. Every morning, I’d ask her what she wanted to do, what she enjoyed, and I’d plan our day around her wishes.

We swam in the ocean at dawn, took long walks along the private beach, and spent hours talking about everything from her modeling career to her dreams of motherhood. I learned how to make her favorite breakfast, which was avocado toast with poached eggs and a dash of chili flakes, discovered she loved poetry, and that she secretly wanted to open a small bookshop by the sea when she retired from modeling.

In the evenings, I’d make love to her for hours, implementing everything Helen had taught me. I’d explore her body with my hands and mouth until she was trembling, begging for climax. Then I’d enter her, feeling that strange power surge through me as I pumped my seed into her.

By the fifth day, something had changed in her. The guarded, carefully composed supermodel had given way to someone more relaxed and more genuine. Her laugh came easier, her smiles reached her eyes, and there was a glow to her skin that hadn’t been there before.

On the morning of our last day together, I woke to find her side of the bed empty. I found her in the bathroom, staring at something in her hands, tears streaming down her face.

“Savannah?” I approached cautiously, worried something was wrong. “Are you okay?”

She turned to me, her face transformed by joy, and held up a pregnancy test. Two clear pink lines showed in the result window. “It worked,” she whispered, her voice cracking with emotion. “Alexander, it worked!”

My seed had taken root in her. I would be a father … and most importantly, I’d succeeded. “Come here,” I said, opening my arms.

She flew into my embrace, pressing her face against my chest as she shed happy tears. I held her tight, one hand stroking her hair and the other splayed protectively across her still-flat stomach.

“Thank you,” she kept repeating between sobs. “Thank you, thank you.”

I tilted her chin up, wiping away her tears with my thumb. “You’re going to be an amazing mother,” I told her, meaning every word.

Her smile was glowing. “I can hardly believe it. After all these years of trying…” She placed her hand over mine on her stomach. “There’s really a baby in there … our baby.”

The words sent a strange thrill through me. Our baby. It was true, but also not the full picture. This child would be just one of many I would father in my new role.

We spent the morning talking about the future, potential names. She liked Oliver for a boy, Sophia for a girl, nursery designs, and her plans for motherhood. She would scale back work but not quit entirely.

It felt surreal discussing these things, knowing I wouldn’t be part of this child’s life beyond conception. I found myself wishing, just for a moment, that things could be different, that I could see this child grow, teach them things, be a real father. But that wasn’t the arrangement, and I knew it.

* * *

By midday, Savannah was dressed and packed, ready to return to her life outside the estate. She looked different from the woman who had arrived days ago. She looked happier and more optimistic.

“I’ll send updates,” she promised, standing in the foyer with her bags. “Pictures of the ultrasounds, the birth… everything. If you want them, that is.”

“I’d like that,” I said honestly.

She reached up, cupping my face in her hands, and kissed me one last time, our tongues swirling together, and I swore she tasted sweeter than anyone I’d ever been with. “This wasn’t what I expected,” she admitted. “You weren’t what I expected. In the best possible way.”

I smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Safe travels. Take care of yourself, and the baby.”

“I will.” She hugged me fiercely one more time before pulling away. “Stay in touch, fertility god.” With a final smile and a wave, she was gone, whisked away in the same black Bentley.

I stood in the doorway watching until the car disappeared down the winding driveway, feeling strangely empty despite the success of my first client experience.

“Well done.” Alexis’ voice startled me from behind.

I turned to find her standing there, looking beautiful in a flowing summer dress that highlighted her curves. Her honey-blonde hair was loose around her shoulders, and she wore minimal makeup that highlighted her natural beauty.

“Thanks,” I said, closing the front door. “I didn’t hear you come in.”

She smiled, linking her arm through mine. “You seemed lost in thought. Everything okay?”

I nodded. “Just processing everything, I guess.”

“Let’s get some fresh air,” she suggested, leading me toward the balcony that overlooked the ocean.

Outside, the late afternoon sun bathed everything in golden light. We leaned against the railing side by side, watching seagulls dive and soar over the waves.

“I’m proud of you,” Alexis said after a silence. “It was impressive … How you treated Savannah.”

I felt a flush of pride at her words. “She seemed happy.”

“So I heard.” Alexis turned to face me fully. “Tell me about it. What did you do that worked so well?”

I thought about the question, about the days I’d spent with Savannah. “I listened to her,” I said simply. “Really listened. Not just to what she was saying, but what she needed. And then I gave her that.”

“And what did she need?”

“To feel desired for herself, not just her body or her fame. To be seen as a person, not a trophy.” I shrugged. “So that’s how I treated her. I made love to her like she was the only woman in the world.”

Alexis’s eyes softened. “That’s exactly right. That’s what makes this more than just a transaction.” Her lips curved into a playful smile. “And did you lick her? The way Helen taught you?”

I felt my cheeks heat up, but I nodded. “Yes. Exactly how Helen showed me.”

Alexis laughed, reaching up to ruffle my hair affectionately. “I’m really proud of you, honey. Not every man would take instruction so well, especially from women.”

“I’m glad,” I said, leaning into her touch slightly.

We stood quietly for a moment, watching the sun sink lower toward the horizon. The breeze carried the scent of salt and flowers around us.

“So,” Alexis said eventually, “what do you think? First impressions of your new life?”

I considered the question carefully. “It’s strange how quickly I’ve adapted. A week ago, I was folding designer shirts and feeling invisible. Now…” I gestured vaguely at myself, at the mansion and at the view. “Everything is different, but a lot better. I feel like I’ve found my purpose.”

She nodded, a smile playing on her lips. “I’m glad you’re enjoying it. Time moves so quickly. Before you know it, you’ll have dozens of children out there in the world.”

The thought was both a bit overwhelming, but it was a part of my job now. “What do you think about all this?” I asked her. “Honestly.”

Alexis took a deep breath, her eyes on the horizon. “So far, it’s positive. You’ve taken to your role naturally, and Helen says your powers are stronger than she expected.” She glanced at me. “I just want you to be happy, Alexander. And safe.”

Before I could respond, the glass door slid open behind us, and Helen stepped onto the balcony. She looked elegant as always in a fitted black dress that emphasized her curves. She approached us with a warm smile, leaning in to kiss my cheek.

“How should we celebrate your first successful client?” she asked, her perfume enveloping me as she pulled back.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe just relax for a bit?” Despite my words, I could feel a familiar stirring. Even after days with Savannah, my body seemed primed and ready. “Though I have to admit, I’m still a bit horny.”

Helen’s smile widened. “Don’t worry about that. It’s part of your nature now.” She moved to my other side, so I was standing between her and Alexis. “As your manager, I should tell you that we have new clients lined up. Six women, all opting for the breeding package.”

“The breeding package?” I asked, turning to face Helen more directly. “What was that again?”

“Simply put, you’ll be having intercourse with several women, and not be as romantically involved as with Savannah,” Helen explained, her voice matter-of-fact.

“So I’ll just be having sex with them, one after another?” I asked, feeling a strange mixture of excitement and uncertainty.

Helen nodded. “Yes, though there’s more to it than that.”

Alexis placed a gentle hand on my arm. “Alexander, remember that even though these encounters might be brief, it’s important to treat each woman with care and respect. The experience matters as much as the outcome.”

“Alexis’ right,” Helen agreed. “Our reputation depends on how these women feel when they leave. Don’t rush through it just because there are multiple clients.”

I nodded, understanding the importance of what they were saying. “Of course. I’ll make sure each one feels special.”

Helen reached into her purse and pulled out a tablet. “I thought you might like to see who you’ll be working with next.” She swiped through a series of photos, and I couldn’t stop myself from staring. Each woman was stunning in her own way, different body types, ethnicities, hair colors, but all undeniably beautiful.

Then I paused as Helen swiped to the next two photos. “Wait, they look… young,” I said, studying their faces. Neither could have been older than twenty-five, one possibly even younger.

Alexis leaned in to see. “Fertility issues don’t discriminate by age, honey. Some women discover problems early, especially if they’ve had medical issues or family history.”

“I guess I just assumed I’d be working with older women,” I admitted. “You know, like in their thirties or forties.”

Alexis laughed. “Far from it. You’ll encounter clients of all ages, from young women with known fertility issues to older women racing against their biological clock. The one thing they all have in common is wanting a child.”

As she spoke, she leaned closer to me, her arm pressing against mine. Suddenly, I became aware of a scent: The warm, musky aroma of feminine arousal. My enhanced senses picked it up clearly, but I couldn’t tell if it was coming from Alexis or Helen since they were both so close to me.

I shifted uncomfortably, feeling my body respond automatically to the scent. It was pure, raw, primal lust. My fertility powers seemed to make me hypersensitive to these cues, and I found it increasingly difficult to ignore.

Helen must have noticed my reaction because she smiled. “Perhaps we should discuss recovery techniques,” she suggested, her voice dropping lower. “The ability to perform multiple times in succession will be crucial with this package. We should practice more.”

“Didn’t you already practise that with him?” Alexis shot her a playful look. “I think it’s you who’s horny, Helen. Don’t pretend this is all business.”

Helen laughed, not bothering to deny it. “Fine, you caught me. But someone has to satisfy our fertility god here.” She winked at me. “It’s practically a sacred duty.”

Alexis chuckled. “How about we have dinner first? I’ve asked the chef to prepare something special to celebrate Alexander’s first success.”

“Excellent idea,” Helen agreed, stepping back slightly. “Food first, then… we’ll see.”

We moved to the dining area on the terrace where the staff had set up an elegant table. The sun was beginning its descent toward the horizon, painting the sky in orange and pink. The ocean reflected the colors, creating a breathtaking backdrop for our meal.

As we ate the food and sipped fine wine, I found myself looking between these two beautiful women who had guided me into this new life. Alexis, always supportive yet protective, and Helen, my mentor in the arts of pleasure and power.

The sunset cast a golden glow across their faces, and I felt grateful for both of them. Whatever challenges lay ahead with these six new clients, I knew I wouldn’t be facing them alone.

“To success,” Helen raised her glass in a toast.

“To family,” Alexis added, raising hers.

I lifted my glass, meeting both their eyes in turn. “To new beginnings,” I said, and we drank together as the last rays of sunlight disappeared beneath the horizon.

As we finished the last of our wine, Helen stood up with a mischievous smile that made my heart skip. She reached for my hand.

“Time for training,” she said, her voice taking on that sultry, authoritative tone that made my body respond instantly. “Tomorrow you have several breeding-package clients.” She leaned closer, her lips nearly brushing my ear. “We need to go over how to fuck over and over without getting soft or tired.”

My cock hardened immediately at her words, straining against my pants. I glanced at Alexis, expecting embarrassment, but she merely smiled, a faint blush coloring her cheeks as she watched us.

“Goodnight, honey,” Alexis said as Helen led me toward the stairs. “Rest well… if she lets you.”

Helen chuckled as we climbed the stairs, her hand still firmly holding mine. Despite everything I’d done with Savannah over the past days, my body felt ready, eager even, for more.

When we reached my master suite, Helen pushed the door open and pulled me inside. She closed it behind us. “Tonight’s lesson is simple,” Helen said, turning to face me. “You need to come again and again, using your fertility powers to recover quickly.”

She stepped closer, her hands moving to the buttons of my shirt. “First, I’m going to undress you,” she said, her fingers working. “Then you’ll undress me.”

I stood perfectly still as she removed my shirt, then my belt, pants and finally my boxers. When I stood naked before her, she stepped back to admire me, her eyes lingering on my erection.

“Now me,” she whispered.

I moved toward her, my hands finding the zipper at the back of her dress. I lowered it slowly, revealing her smooth skin inch by inch. The dress fell away, pooling at her feet. Underneath, she wore black lingerie that contrasted beautifully with her olive skin.

I unhooked her bra, letting it fall away to bare her full breasts with their dark, stiffening nipples. Her panties followed, and soon we stood naked before each other.

Helen stepped forward, initiating a slow, deep kiss. Her tongue explored my mouth as her hands roamed my body. I responded in kind, cupping her breasts, rolling her nipples between my fingers the way she’d taught me.

When we were both breathing heavily, she suddenly pushed me backward. I fell onto the bed, and she followed, straddling me briefly before shifting to lie on her back.

“Spread my legs,” Helen said, arranging herself beneath me. “I want you to come again and again tonight.”

I positioned myself between her thighs, my cock already rigid and eager. Helen’s eyes locked with mine as I pushed inside her tight pussy.

“Don’t hold back,” she whispered, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Let it happen quickly this time.”

I thrust into her with deep, powerful strokes, feeling the pressure building rapidly at the base of my spine. Helen wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper as I drove into her. Within minutes, I felt the familiar surge of orgasm approaching.

A few more deep strokes, and I buried myself to the hilt and exploded inside her, groaning as waves of pleasure coursed through my body. The sensation was intense, almost overwhelming, and I collapsed against her, breathing heavily.

Before I could even catch my breath, Helen was stroking me back to hardness. To my amazement, my cock responded immediately, swelling in her hand.

“There we go,” I said, surprised by my own recovery.

She smiled, clearly pleased. “Your powers are growing stronger. Now, again.”

I slid back inside her, marveling at how sensitive I still felt despite having just climaxed. This time, I fucked her slower, enjoying the sensation of her womanhood gripping mine. Helen moaned beneath me, her hips rising to meet each thrust.

My second orgasm built more gradually but was no less powerful when it hit. I pulled out at the last moment, coming across her stomach in thick, pearly ropes that seemed to shimmer slightly in the dim light.

“How are you feeling?” Helen asked, running her fingers through the evidence of my pleasure on her skin.

“Like I could fuck you all night,” I replied honestly, surprised by my own stamina.

She smiled, but there was a hint of challenge in her eyes. “That’s good to hear, but a woman might want to be on top sometimes. And more importantly, she’ll definitely want to orgasm.”

I felt a flash of embarrassment. “I’m sorry. I’ll try not to come so quickly again.”

“Don’t apologize,” Helen said, pushing me onto my back. “Just learn.”

She climbed on top of me, but instead of facing me, she turned away, presenting me with the perfect view of her back and ass. Reverse cowgirl was new to me, and incredibly arousing.

“Hold still,” she said, reaching between her legs to guide me inside her once more. “Let me set the pace.”

I gripped her hips as she began to ride me, her movements controlled and deliberate. The visual of her ass bouncing against me, combined with the sensation of her pussy gripping me, was almost too much.

“Angle your hips up slightly,” she directed, her voice taking on that teacherly tone. “Yes, like that. Now, put your hands on my waist, no, lower, on my ass. Perfect.”

She continued giving me instructions as she rode me: when to thrust up to meet her, when to stay still and let her work, how to reach around and touch her clit.

“Focus on my pleasure,” she reminded me. “Don’t chase your own orgasm.”

I did as she taught, concentrating on her responses rather than my building release. Her breathing quickened, her movements becoming less controlled as she approached her peak.

“Yes, right there,” she gasped, grinding down harder. “Don’t stop.”

Suddenly her body tensed, and she cried out, her inner walls pulsing around my cock as she came. The sight and sensation of her orgasm was incredible, far more satisfying than my own had been.

But Helen didn’t stop. After a brief pause to catch her breath, she started riding me again, harder this time.

“I’m going for another,” she said.

I remembered her teachings about energy channeling and focused on directing my power, feeling the warm current flowing through my body and into my cock. Even after her intense orgasm, I remained rock hard inside her, ready to pleasure her again.

“God, you feel amazing,” she moaned, looking back over her shoulder at me. “So thick and hard. You’re learning so quickly.”

Her praise sent a thrill through me as she continued riding me relentlessly. Her second orgasm hit even harder than the first, her whole body shuddering as she threw her head back and cried out my name.

“One more,” she gasped when she could speak again, as if she were addicted to my cock. “I want one more.”

Helen rode me with incredible speed, her body glistening with sweat as she chased her third peak. As she approached her climax, she arched her back sharply, throwing her head back in ecstasy, but suddenly her cry of pleasure became one of pain. Her flow faltered completely as her hand flew up to clutch at her neck and shoulder.

“Fuck… muscle pull,” she hissed through clenched teeth.

I reacted instantly, sitting up behind her without slipping out. I wrapped my arms around her body and gently pulled her back against my chest, supporting her weight. One hand moved up to the spot she was clutching, instinctively rubbing the tense muscle. My other hand rested on her stomach, steadying her.

The moment my hand touched her neck, I felt it, a warm current of energy flowing from my palm into her skin. It wasn’t just heat; it was something alive, pulsing from my core through my arm and into Helen.

“What the—“ I started, but Helen’s sudden gasp interrupted me.

Her body tensed against mine, then relaxed completely as she let out a long, shuddering breath. The muscle that had been knotted beneath my fingers softened and yielded. Helen’s head dropped back against my shoulder, her breathing ragged but no longer pained.

“Are you alright?” I asked, my hand still resting on her neck.

“Yes,” she whispered, sounding surprised. “More than alright.”

She slowly rotated her head from side to side, testing the movement. I could feel her body’s response … The tension was completely gone.

“What the hell was that?” I asked, staring at my hand in confusion. “I felt something warm coming from my hands. Like… energy or something.”

Helen turned her head to look at me over her shoulder, her eyes wide with wonder. She was still impaled on my cock, her body hot and slick around me. Her hair was wild from our lovemaking, her skin flushed with arousal and exertion.

“That,” she said, her voice filled with awe, “is another aspect of your power. The healing touch. It’s part of the same fertility and life-force energy you inherited from Priapus.”

“Healing?” I repeated, looking at my hand in disbelief.

She nodded, still breathing hard. “It’s not just about creating babies, Alexander. Your power is about life itself, creating it, sustaining it and healing it.” Her lips curved into a smile. “And that warm sensation you felt? It feels incredibly good to the recipient. Almost like a mini-orgasm flowing through the body.”

I stared at her, trying to process this new information. “So I can… heal people?”

“Yes, though your power will be strongest for certain things.” She reached back to touch my cheek, her expression serious now. “I’m impressed it manifested so early and so powerfully. It’s further proof that your bloodline is exceptionally strong.”

I was in awe, looking at my hands as if seeing them for the first time. The implications were staggering. Not only could I create life, but I could heal as well?

“This is… a lot to take in,” I admitted.

Helen smiled, shifting slightly on my still-hard cock. “It’s also quite useful during sex,” she added with a wicked gleam in her eyes. “From your cock into her pussy. Some women get sore, especially since you’re well-endowed, but you can soothe and heal them… which means you can keep going.”

Her words made the heat in me spike again. Helen must have felt it too, my cock twitching inside her, because her smile widened.

“Speaking of which,” she said, rolling her hips experimentally, “my neck feels brand new. Maybe we should continue practicing those multiple orgasms?”

Chuckling, I gripped her hips firmly, lifting her slightly before letting her sink back down on my shaft.

“Practice makes perfect,” I agreed, my voice deeper than usual.

We continued on, fucking deep into the night. Eventually, we had to call it a night. Both of us needed to rest.

“Goodnight,” Helen said, her voice sounding as exhausted as I felt. She pressed a kiss to my lips before sliding off the bed. “You were magnificent tonight. I think you’re more than ready for tomorrow.”

“Thanks,” I replied, watching as she gathered her clothes from the floor. “Goodnight.”

After she left, I called for one of the household staff to refresh the room for tomorrow. “Please make sure everything is cleaned and prepared by morning,” I instructed the young woman who appeared at my door. “I’ll be hosting clients starting early.”

She nodded respectfully. “Of course, Mr. Orthios. I’ll take care of it right away.”

I headed toward my private bathroom, feeling the sticky remnants of our lovemaking on my skin. My cock was still slick with Helen’s juices, and despite having climaxed multiple times, I felt a lingering energy humming through my body. The hot shower was calling my name.

As I walked down the hallway, I heard a sound that made me freeze mid-step. A soft moaning was coming from behind Alexis’ bedroom door, which was slightly ajar. I recognized it right away … the intimate sounds of pleasure.

I knew I should keep walking. That I knew I should respect her privacy. But something primal and overwhelming drew me toward that cracked door like a magnet. My feet moved of their own accord until I ended up standing there, peering through the narrow opening.

What I saw took my breath away.

Alexis was lying on her bed, completely naked, her honey-blonde hair splayed across the pillows. The lamplight bathed her skin in a golden glow, highlighting every curve of her body. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted as soft gasps escaped her.

I couldn’t look away. At forty-four, her body was stunning: more womanly and sensual than the younger models I’d seen in magazines. Her breasts were full and natural, rising and falling with her quickened breathing. They were larger than I’d imagined, with pale, thick, pink nipples that stood erect as she teased one with her left hand. She was well-endowed, and seeing her bare tits made me want to squeeze them hard.

Her right hand was between her thighs, moving in circles over her most intimate place. From my angle, I could see her pussy, which was neatly trimmed with a small patch of blonde hair above her lips. Her fingers glistened with her arousal as they slipped between her folds, fingering herself toward climax.

Her stomach was soft with just the slightest curve, her hips flaring out. Her thighs were trembling slightly as she was approaching a climax, her back arching off the bed.

“Oh god,” she whispered, her voice thick with need. Her fingers moved faster, her other hand pinching her nipple harder. “Alexander…”

My name on her lips sent a jolt of electricity through my entire body. She was thinking of me while pleasuring herself. The realization hit me like a physical blow, making my cock instantly harden to painful rigidity.

“Alexander,” she moaned again, louder this time. “Yes… oh god… Alexander!”

Her body tensed, her back arching sharply as she climaxed, calling my name one final time. I watched, transfixed, as waves of pleasure washed over her, her thighs clenching around her hand, her breasts heaving with each gasping breath.

I backed away silently, my heart pounding in my chest. I hurried to my bathroom, locking the door behind me before leaning against it, trying to catch my breath. My erection strained against my stomach, throbbing with a need more intense than anything I’d felt before.

Looking down at myself, I realized I was trembling. This was different from the attraction I’d felt toward Helen or Savannah. This was something deeper, more forbidden and infinitely more powerful.

I turned the shower on cold, hoping to calm my body’s reaction, but I knew it was futile. The image of Alexis’ naked body, her fingers pleasuring herself, her lips forming my name as she came … these would be burned into my memory forever.

As the water cascaded over me, I closed my eyes and took several deep breaths. My powers were changing everything: my body, my life, and now, it seemed, even the relationship with Alexis. I had a feeling I knew where this was heading, and the thought both terrified and excited me beyond reason.

Tomorrow I would face six new clients, but tonight, all I could think about was her. Alexis, and the way she’d called my name in the throes of passion.


Chapter 7

The following day, I woke up to the sunlight streaming into my room. I’d dreamt of Alexis all night, her naked and masturbating, haunting me even in unconsciousness. I pushed those thoughts aside as I prepared for the day ahead. Six women were waiting, six opportunities to prove myself.

* * *

The first client arrived precisely at nine. She was introduced as Mira, a successful tech executive in her mid-thirties with warm bronze skin and sleek black hair that fell to her shoulders. Her business suit couldn’t hide her voluptuous figure, and when our eyes met, I felt an immediate connection.

“I’ve heard impressive things about you,” she said.

“I hope I can exceed your expectations,” I replied, leading her to one of the private suites.

Once inside, her professional demeanor softened. She confessed her fears about running out of time to have children, about sacrificing her fertility for her career. I listened intently, learning what she needed from me.

When I finally undressed, her eyes widened dramatically.

“Oh my,” she whispered, staring at my erection. “They told me you were gifted, but I wasn’t prepared for this.”

I smiled, approaching her slowly. “May I touch you?”

She nodded, and I placed my hand gently against her cheek. Immediately, I felt the connection forming, the power flowing from me into her. Her breath caught as arousal bloomed across her skin, a flush spreading down her neck to her chest.

“What was that?” she gasped, leaning into my touch.

“Part of what makes me special,” I replied, guiding her to the bed.

I took my time with Mira, exploring her body thoroughly before finally entering her wet pussy. She moaned when I stretched her, her back arching off the bed.

“You’re so big,” she moaned, her nails digging into my shoulders.

I fucked her deeply, watching her face for signs of pleasure. When she came, her entire body trembled beneath me, and I allowed myself to follow, pouring my seed into her with an intensity that made both of us gasp.

Afterward, she lay in my arms, a look of wonder on her face. I took my time, making sure she’d leave fully satisfied. “I can feel it,” she whispered, her hand resting on her lower abdomen. “Something’s different. I know it worked.”

I kissed her forehead gently. “It did.”

The second client arrived an hour later. Emma was barely twenty-three. Her red hair fell in wild curls around her heart-shaped face, freckles dotting her pale skin. She explained that she’d been diagnosed with premature ovarian failure and had been told her chances of conceiving naturally were nearly zero.

“You’re my last hope,” she admitted, fidgeting nervously with the hem of her dress.

Her youth made me approach her more gently. When she saw me naked, her inexperience showed in her wide-eyed stare and nervous swallow.

“We can go as slowly as you need,” I assured her.

I kissed her for a long time, letting her get comfortable with me before my hand slid between her legs. The moment my fingers touched her, she gasped, her body responding instantly to my power.

“What did you just do?” she asked breathlessly, her thighs already slick with arousal.

“Just relax,” I murmured against her neck. “Let me take care of you.”

I brought her to orgasm with my mouth and fingers before finally entering her. Despite her wetness, she was tight, and I had to ease into her carefully. Her eyes never left mine as I moved inside her, building a connection that transcended the physical.

When I finally came, filling her with my seed, tears slipped from the corners of her eyes. “Thank you,” she whispered, and I knew she felt it too, the certainty that my gift had taken root inside her.

The third client was Gabriela, a dancer in her late twenties with a lean, athletic build and warm olive skin. Her dark eyes held mine confidently as we spoke, and when we moved to the bedroom, she matched my passion with her own.

“I’ve always wanted a child,” she told me, her accent lilting pleasantly. “My body is my career, but now I want it to create something more lasting.”

Her flexibility was impressive, allowing us to explore positions that intensified our lovemaking. When I entered her, she wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.

“More,” she demanded, her eyes burning into mine. “Give me everything.”

I obliged, thrusting harder, feeling the power building inside me. When I released, she cried out in her native tongue, her body shuddering around me. Afterward, she pressed her lips to my chest, right over my heart.

“I will remember this,” she said simply. “Always.”

The fourth woman was different from the others. Katherine was in her mid-forties, a widow who’d never had the chance to have children with her late husband. Her dark, dark hair framed a face that had known both joy and sorrow.

“I thought my chance had passed,” she admitted as we sat together. “Then I heard about you.”

When we moved to the bed, her confidence faltered briefly. “It’s been a long time,” she confessed, her hands trembling slightly as she unbuttoned her blouse.

“There’s no rush,” I assured her, taking over the task with gentle hands.

She was beautiful, her body softer and more generous than the younger women. When I revealed myself to her, her eyes widened.

“Oh my,” she whispered, reaching out to touch me. “You’re magnificent.”

I took extra care with Katherine, building her pleasure slowly, my hands awakening every inch of her skin and her arousal. When I finally entered her, she was amazed at how wet I’d made her.

“I never knew it could be like this,” she said as I slid in and out of here.

Halfway through our lovemaking, she winced slightly, her body tensing beneath mine. “Are you okay?” I asked, immediately concerned.

“Just a bit sore,” she admitted. “It’s been so long, and you’re quite big.”

I remembered what Helen had taught me about my healing powers. Focusing my energy, I placed my hand on her lower abdomen, willing the warmth to flow from me into her. The effect was immediate; her discomfort melted away, replaced by renewed pleasure.

“What did you do?” she asked in wonder as I began fucking her again, this time with no pain.

“Helping you feel good,” I replied simply, continuing until we both reached our climax together.

As she dressed afterward, Katherine glowed from within. “I can already feel the difference,” she said, placing her hand where mine had been. “Thank you for giving me this second chance.”

The fifth client arrived in the afternoon: Zoe, a successful author in her mid-thirties with curves that reminded me of classic pinup models and blonde hair cut in a stylish bob. She was a bit more confident than the rest of the women.

“I’ve written about men like you,” she said with a knowing smile. “Powerful, virile, almost mythical. I never thought I’d meet one in real life.”

Her boldness extended to the bedroom, where she took charge initially, pushing me onto my back and straddling me. When she saw my erection, however, even her confidence wavered momentarily.

“Well,” she said with a raised eyebrow, “this explains the hefty fee.”

I laughed, appreciating her humor. “Let me show you what else you’re paying for.”

I didn’t have to use my powers to make her wet. She was already soaked down there. With a swift movement, I flipped our positions, pinning her beneath me. The surprise and arousal in her eyes were clear as day. I touched her cheek, letting my power flow into her, and watched as her pupils dilated, her lips parting with a gasp.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her body instantly responding. “What is that?”

“Just the beginning,” I promised.

Our lovemaking was passionate and intense, her writer’s vocabulary apparent in the colorful ways she expressed her pleasure. When I finally emptied myself inside her, she clutched me tightly, her body trembling through multiple orgasms.

“I’ll never be able to write fiction again,” she joked afterward, lying boneless against the pillows. “Reality has far exceeded my imagination.”

Then it was time for the final client of the day. Lily was another young woman, perhaps twenty-four, with long, dark hair that contrasted with her fair skin. She explained that a childhood illness had damaged her reproductive system, and doctors had given her less than a five percent chance of conceiving.

“I want this to be perfect,” she whispered shyly.

Her vulnerability touched me deeply. I took my time with Lily, treating her with extra tenderness, making sure she was as wet as she could be. When I finally entered her, she gasped, her eyes widening at my size. I moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to me, watching her face for any sign of discomfort.

“Is this okay?” I asked, stroking her cheek.

“Yes,” she said after a deep breath. “More than okay.”

I penetrated her gently, building gradually as her breathing quickened. My hands explored her body, finding the places that made her moan. When I sensed she was ready, I increased my pace, driving deeper.

“Alexander,” she moaned, her back arching beneath me.

I could feel my climax building, and this time, I didn’t hold back. With a final powerful thrust, I buried myself completely inside her and released my seed. The intensity of it shocked even me, wave after wave of pleasure as I flooded her womb with my seed.

Lily trembled beneath me, her own orgasm washing over her as she felt my warmth filling her. When our eyes met, hers were glistening with tears. “I can feel it,” she whispered, her voice filled with wonder. Her hands moved to her lower abdomen. “Something’s different… I know it worked.”

I gathered her gently into my arms, cradling her against my chest as she processed the emotion of the moment. Her tears dampened my skin, but I knew they were tears of joy, of hope realized.

“You’re going to be fine,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “Your body is strong. The baby will be strong too.”

She nodded against me, still trembling slightly. We stayed like that for several minutes, her breathing gradually steadying as I stroked her hair.

“Thank you,” she finally whispered. “You’ve given me something I never thought I’d have.”

After helping her dress, I walked Lily through the mansion toward the main entrance. Despite having been with six women today, I felt a distinct connection to each one, especially this final client whose hope had been so fragile. And also, I didn’t feel tired at all. I knew I could impregnate many more women if I wanted to.

At the front door, I could see a black car already waiting in the circular driveway. Lily paused, turning to face me one last time. Her eyes were still emotional, but there was a glow that hadn’t been there when she arrived.

I looked into her eyes. “Remember what I said. You’re stronger than you know.”

Leaning down, I pressed my lips to hers. She melted against me, her hands resting lightly on my chest. When we pulled apart, her shy smile had returned, but this time tinged with hope. “Thank you… for everything,” she said softly.

I watched as she walked to the car, her steps lighter than when she had arrived. As the vehicle pulled away down the winding driveway, I felt satisfied.

Six women in one day. Six potential new lives created. The reality of my role was beginning to sink in. Even if I wasn’t tired, my body felt sticky and sweaty, the evidence of the day’s activities clinging to my skin. Needing a shower, I headed toward my bathroom. My muscles ached pleasantly, a reminder of the physical exertion of satisfying so many women in succession.

As I entered the bathroom, I found someone already there, a young woman I recognized as one of the household staff. She was arranging fresh towels by the shower.

“Oh! Mr. Orthios,” she said, clearly startled by my appearance. She was petite with dark hair pulled back in a neat ponytail, perhaps in her mid-twenties. “I was just preparing your bathroom. I thought you might want to freshen up after your appointments.”

“Thank you,” I replied, suddenly aware that I probably looked quite disheveled.

She hesitated, her eyes flickering briefly over my body before returning to my face. “Would you like some assistance with your shower?”

I considered declining, but the thought of someone helping was appealing. I had never had someone help me with a shower before. “If it’s not too much trouble.”

“Not at all,” she replied, her professional demeanor firmly in place as she moved to turn on the water. “My name is Maya, by the way.”

I stepped into the large shower stall as steam began to fill the room. To my surprise, Maya removed her outer uniform, revealing a simple tank top and shorts underneath. She kept these on as she joined me in the spacious shower.

“I’ll be thorough but discreet,” she promised, reaching for a bottle of expensive shower gel.

I closed my eyes as she began to wash me, her hands moving across my shoulders and back. The soap created a rich lather as she worked, her touch professional but gentle.

“You’ve had quite a day,” she commented, her voice carefully neutral as she moved to my chest. “Six clients are impressive, you just started after all.”

I opened my eyes to find her looking at my body with a mixture of admiration and a hunger she was trying hard to conceal. Despite her professional manner, I could sense her arousal.

“It wasn’t as demanding as I thought it would be,” I replied, watching her reaction.

Maya nodded, her hands moving lower to wash my stomach and thighs. When she reached my groin, she hesitated briefly before carefully cleaning around my cock, which was starting to respond despite my exhaustion.

“Let me get your back now,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than before.

I turned, letting the hot water cascade down my chest as her soapy hands moved across my shoulders and down my spine. The gentle pressure of her fingers against my tired muscles felt incredible.

“You’re very good at this,” I murmured.

“Thank you.” Her hands worked lower, massaging as much as cleaning.

When she finished, I thanked her, and she slipped out, leaving me to rinse off alone. I stayed under the hot spray for several more minutes. By the time I stepped out and wrapped a towel around my waist, I felt refreshed.

I decided to head to the kitchen for something to drink. As I walked down the hallway toward the living area, I noticed voices coming from the balcony lounge. The door was slightly ajar, warm light spilling out into the corridor.

I recognized those voices immediately. It was Alexis and Helen. I slowed my steps, not wanting to interrupt their conversation.

“—still can’t believe how many women he satisfied today,” I heard Alexis say. “Six! And Helen, every single one left glowing. I could practically feel the fertility radiating off them.”

I stopped, standing just outside the door. I knew I should announce my presence, but something in Alexis’ tone made me hesitate.

“You should have seen him with them,” Helen replied, her voice smooth and knowing. “He has such instinct, Alexis. The way he touches them, speaks to them… it’s extraordinary.”

There was a pause. “I… I had a dream about him last night,” Alexis said suddenly, her voice dropping to almost a whisper. She sounded flustered and embarrassed.

I froze, my heart suddenly hammering in my chest.

“Oh?” Helen said.

“It was so vivid, Helen. And so… explicit.” Alexis’s voice trembled slightly. “I’ve never had a dream like that before. Not about… not about Alexander.”

I should have walked away. I knew I should have announced myself or left quietly, but my feet seemed rooted to the spot.

“What happened in this dream?” Helen asked gently.

Alexis made a small, distressed sound. “God, I can’t believe I’m telling you this. We were… he was… touching me, everywhere. And I was letting him. Begging him, even.”

My cock twitched beneath the towel.

“And then?” Helen prompted.

“He was inside me,” Alexis whispered, her voice suddenly breathy. “So deep, Helen. Filling me completely. And it felt… it felt incredible. I woke up soaking wet.”

There was another pause. I could picture them sitting there, wine glasses in hand, discussing me as if I were some fascinating specimen.

“I masturbated again today,” Alexis confessed suddenly, her voice so quiet I had to strain to hear it. “While he was with the fourth client. I could hear them… her moans through the walls. I tried not to listen, but…”

My hand unconsciously moved to my cock, pressing against it through the towel.

“I imagined it was me,” she continued, her voice growing breathier. “That it was me he was touching, me he was filling. God, Helen, what’s happening to me? This is so wrong, but I can’t stop thinking about him.”

“It’s completely natural,” Helen said, her voice calm and reassuring. “Everyone is drawn to him, Alexis. He’s a fertility god, after all. His power affects all women around him. Fighting it will only make the pull stronger.”

“But—”

“I can see how aroused you are right now, just talking about him,” Helen said, a hint of amusement in her voice. “You don’t need to feel ashamed, at least not with me.”

“I’m trying so hard to fight it,” Alexis admitted. “But every day it gets worse. Seeing him with these women, knowing what he’s doing, what he’s capable of… I’ve never wanted anyone like this, Helen.”

“Have you had these feelings before?”

There was a pause. “Well, yeah,” she admitted. “I’ve always wanted him. I just never let myself think about it.”

I stood frozen outside the door, heart pounding, cock painfully hard beneath the towel. This was Alexis, the woman who had pulled me out of foster hell, who had given me a place to stay when I had nowhere else to go.

And now she was confessing to sexual fantasies about me. Feelings that had been there even before my awakening.

I should have been horrified, should have felt only disgust. Instead, I felt a primal satisfaction, a dark thrill that my power could affect even her.

“I don’t know how much longer I can fight this,” Alexis whispered, her voice breaking slightly. “Every time I see him, I just want him.”

I took a step back from the doorway, my cock throbbing painfully beneath the towel. A cold sweat broke out across my skin despite the lingering warmth from the shower. Alexis’ words echoed in my mind, “I masturbated again today… I imagined it was me he was filling.”

The pull I felt toward her was overwhelming, like a force of nature I couldn’t control. Every cell in my body seemed to urge me forward, to step through that door and claim what some dark part of me suddenly wanted.

“Not her,” I whispered to myself, backing further away from the doorway. “I can’t take this out on her.”

The towel did nothing to hide my tent as I retreated down the hallway toward my room. Guilt and desire warred within me, each fighting for dominance. I needed to get out, to clear my head before I did something I couldn’t take back. I needed to hit the gym.

In my room, I quickly changed into workout clothes: a tank top and shorts. The fabric stretched across my broader shoulders and chest, and the shorts hugged my thighs. I needed physical exertion, something to burn off this restless, forbidden energy.

As I headed toward the front door, keys in hand, Alexis appeared in the hallway. Her cheeks were still flushed from her conversation with Helen, and seeing her now, knowing what I knew, made my heart race.

“Alex? You’re going out?” She seemed surprised, her eyes briefly taking in my workout clothes before returning to my face.

I swallowed hard. “Yeah, thought I’d hit the gym.”

“How did the breeding sessions go today?” she asked, her voice carefully casual, though I could hear the subtle tremor in it now that I knew what to listen for.

“It went fine,” I replied, keeping my answer deliberately brief. “They all left satisfied.”

Alexis studied me, her gaze lingering a second too long. “You had a long day with six clients… Don’t you want to get some rest?”

I shifted my weight, desperate to escape before the tension between us could build any further. “Maybe later. I need to clear my head first.”

Her lips curved into a gentle smile that made something twist painfully in my chest. “Of course. That makes sense. I’ll make dinner for when you get back.”

“Thanks,” I said, already moving toward the door. “I won’t be long … Can I take your car?”

“Of course, honey, but you should consider buying your own now that you’re making quite a lot.”

“For sure,” I said. She handed me the keys with a smile, and I headed outside and then to Alexis’ car.

I hopped inside and drove to the gym near our old home, the only one I’d ever been a member of. I hadn’t been there in years. I’d never really felt any motivation, but I was glad to go back there. I really needed it now.

I pulled into the parking lot, trying to push the memory of Alexis’ words from my mind. It was mid-afternoon, and the gym was fairly busy, exactly what I needed. A crowd to lose myself in, weights to burn off this dangerous energy. But the moment I walked through the glass doors, I knew this wouldn’t be the escape I’d hoped for.

Heads turned, conversations paused and eyes locked onto me.

My new height made me tower over most of the people there. My shoulders, which were now broader, took up space in a way I still wasn’t used to. I felt their stares like physical touch as I moved through the gym with a confidence that was simultaneously foreign and natural to me.

I headed straight for the free weights, hoping some biceps curl would ground me. As I selected a pair of dumbbells that would have been impossible for me to lift in my old body, I caught sight of two guys setting up at a bench press nearby. The recognition hit me like a punch to the gut. Tyler and Jason … My high school tormentors.

They hadn’t noticed me yet, too busy adjusting the weights on the bar. These were the guys who’d made my teenage years hell, who’d called me NPC and Background Character in the hallways. Who’d mocked my skinny frame in the locker room and laughed when girls ignored me.

I considered moving to another area of the gym, but something kept me rooted in place. A part of me, a new, powerful part, wanted them to see me. Wanted to witness their reaction.

I began my set, curling the heavy dumbbells with ease, feeling the satisfying burn in my biceps. It didn’t take long.

“Hey, is that—” Tyler’s voice cut off as I turned slightly, giving them a better view of my face.

Their expressions shifted from confusion to shock. Jason’s mouth actually fell open, his eyes widening as he took in my transformed body.

“Alexander? Holy shit, man…” Tyler stammered, approaching me cautiously as if I might be an illusion. “What happened to you?”

I set the weights down carefully, straightening to my full height. “Hey guys,” I said simply, enjoying how they had to look up to meet my eyes.

“Dude, you’re fucking huge,” Jason blurted out, his gaze moving from my arms to my chest and back again. “Like, what the hell? You on some experimental shit or something?”

I smiled. “Just found a training program that works for me.”

They exchanged glances, clearly not believing it was that simple.

“Well, it’s working, man,” Tyler said, his tone completely different from the mocking one he’d always used with me before. “You competing or something now?”

“Not yet,” I replied vaguely.

An awkward silence fell. I could see them struggling to reconcile the average, forgettable Alexander they’d known with the imposing man standing before them.

“So, uh, you want to work in with us?” Jason offered, gesturing to their bench. “We’re just getting started.”

The invitation was so unexpected, I almost laughed. These guys had never included me in anything before. Now they were practically falling over themselves to be friendly.

“Nah, I’m busy,” I said.

They exchanged awkward glances and then left me alone. I continued working out. As I finished a particularly heavy set, I noticed movement from the corner of my eye. A group of women had gathered near the cable machines, pretending to work out while stealing glances in my direction. I recognized several faces, girls from my high school class who had never once acknowledged my existence.

There was Brittany with the beauty mark above her lip, Kenzie with her athletic build, and lastly, Madison, the tall, blonde bombshell every guy dreamed of. All of them had been cheerleaders, all of them had looked right through me for four years. Now they were whispering to each other, giggling behind their hands, their eyes never leaving me for long.

Madison nudged Brittany, who nodded and started walking in my direction. She wore tight leggings and a sports bra that showcased her toned figure, her ponytail swinging as she approached.

“Hey, Alexander, right?” she asked, as if she wasn’t sure, as if we hadn’t had three classes together senior year.

“That’s right,” I confirmed, wiping sweat from my brow with a towel.

“I thought that was you,” she said, twirling a strand of hair that had escaped her ponytail. “You look… different.”

“It’s been a while,” I replied noncommittally.

“It has,” she agreed, her eyes traveling over my body without any attempt at subtlety.

“Have you moved or are you still living here?” Brittany asked, stepping closer to me.

“I recently moved to Malibu,” I replied, setting down the weights.

Madison and Kenzie had made their way over too, forming a semicircle around me. It was surreal having these women, who wouldn’t have given me a second glance in high school, suddenly hanging on my every word.

“You should totally come to my party this weekend,” Brittany said, touching my arm lightly. “It’ll be like a mini reunion. Lots of people from our class will be there.”

“Thanks for the invite,” I said politely, “but I’m actually pretty busy with work.”

“What kind of work do you do now?” Madison asked, her eyes wide with curiosity. “Whatever it is, it’s clearly working for you.” Her gaze traveled down my body appreciatively.

I suppressed a smile, thinking about how I’d spent my day. “It’s in the… healthcare field. Specialized services.”

“Well, maybe you could make an exception for the party?” Kenzie suggested, stepping closer. “I’d love to catch up properly. See what else has… changed.” Her meaning couldn’t have been clearer.

Part of me was tempted, the part that remembered being invisible to these beautiful women for years. But I wasn’t feeling it for now.

“I appreciate the interest, ladies, but I really need to focus on my training today,” I said firmly but kindly. “I’ve got a strict regimen to follow.”

Their faces fell slightly, but they nodded in understanding. “Of course,” Brittany said, recovering quickly. “Maybe another time?”

“Maybe,” I replied.

They retreated to their original spot across the gym, immediately huddling together and glancing back at me between whispered comments and giggles. I could hear fragments of their conversation with my enhanced senses.

“…so hot now…” “…did you see his arms?” “…bet he’s huge everywhere…”

I turned away and focused on my workout, loading more weight onto the bar than I would have ever attempted in my previous body. As I began my reps, I was amazed at how light it felt. My muscles responded instantly, pumping up with each movement, veins becoming more prominent across my forearms and biceps.

The workout was exactly what I needed, a physical outlet for the energy and tension that had been building since overhearing Alexis’ confession. Each rep, each set helped clear my mind, allowing me to focus solely on the burn in my muscles and the controlled rhythm of my breathing.

I was midway through a set of deadlifts when I noticed Madison approaching again, this time alone, her blonde hair bouncing with each step. Unlike Brittany and Kenzie, Madison had never bugged me in high school. She’d simply never noticed me at all, which certainly was better than calling me an NPC.

“Hey again,” she said, her blue eyes meeting mine directly. “I was wondering if you might help me out? I need someone tall and strong to spot me for squats.”

I set the bar down carefully, considering her request. Unlike the others’ transparent attempts to flirt, there seemed to be something more genuine in her approach.

“Sure,” I replied, grabbing my towel to wipe the sweat from my face.

As we walked toward the squat rack, I noticed Tyler and Jason watching us, their expressions a mixture of disbelief and envy. It was a small but satisfying moment, seeing their faces turn green as Madison, the girl they’d always considered out of my league, chose me over them.

“I’m trying to add more weight today,” she explained as we set up the bar. “I’m nervous about it.”

I nodded, helping her adjust the weights. “I’ll be right behind you. You’ll be fine.”

Madison positioned herself under the bar, and I stood close behind her, ready to assist if needed. As she began her first rep, I admired her form, both her squat technique and the way her body moved.

“You’re doing great,” I said as she completed her first set. “Your form is perfect.”

She smiled up at me, a light flush coloring her cheeks. “Thanks. You know, you’re really strong. I’ve been watching you lift weights that the biggest guys here struggle with.”

“Just been working hard,” I replied, helping her add more weight to the bar.

“It definitely shows,” she said, her eyes lingering on my arms. “You know, I don’t remember you being this tall in high school either.”

I shrugged. “Late growth spurt, I guess.”

She laughed, positioning herself for another set. “Some growth spurt. You’re like a completely different person.”

As she continued her squats, Madison kept up a steady stream of flirtatious comments, complimenting my strength, asking if I played sports now, and wondering aloud what else about me might have improved since high school. I found myself responding in kind, enjoying the easy back-and-forth between us.

After her third set, she paused, water bottle in hand, studying my face more carefully.

“You’re so different. I mean, you were always smart and nice, but now you’re…” She gestured vaguely at my body, seemingly at a loss for words.

“Time changes people,” I replied with a small smile.

“Clearly,” she said, still looking somewhat stunned. “Well, let’s keep going. I have one more set.”

Madison positioned herself under the bar again for her final set of squats. I stood behind her, hands hovering near the bar without touching it, ready to help if she faltered. The weight was heavier than her previous sets, and I could see her muscles tensing with the effort.

“You’ve got this,” I told her as she lowered herself, keeping her back straight and knees aligned.

“Thanks,” she breathed, pushing back up with determination.

Madison completed her final rep with a triumphant exhale, and I helped her rack the bar.

“Perfect form,” I said as she turned to face me, her cheeks flushed.

She beamed at me, wiping sweat from her brow with the back of her hand. “I couldn’t have done it without such a great spotter.” Her eyes locked with mine, and there was no mistaking the attraction there. “You’re really attentive, you know that? And obviously strong, but you’re so focused too. Most guys are either checking themselves out in the mirror or staring at my ass.”

I laughed, feeling a genuine connection forming between us. “Just trying to be helpful.”

We continued training together for the next hour, moving from exercise to exercise. I spotted her on bench press, guided her through proper form on deadlifts, and she returned the favor by suggesting modifications to my routine. Throughout it all, our conversation flowed easily, punctuated by increasingly flirtatious comments and lingering touches.

“So,” Madison said as we finished up, both of us drinking water and cooling down, “I usually come here around the same time tomorrow. Any chance you’ll be back?”

I thought about the mansion, about Alexis’ confession and about the six women I’d been with today. I needed normal in my life, something separate from my new role, something just for me.

“Sure,” I replied without hesitation. “I’d like that.”

Her smile brightened her entire face. “Great! Here, let me get your number.”

She pulled out her phone and handed it to me. I entered my contact information and passed it back. Her fingers brushed against mine as she took it, the touch sending a small spark between us.

After calling my phone so I’d have her number too, Madison saved her contact with a playful smile. I glanced down to see she’d entered it as Madison with a heart emoji.

“So you don’t forget who I am,” she explained with a wink.

As we talked about our plans for tomorrow’s workout, I noticed Tyler and Jason standing nearby, pretending to adjust weights while obviously eavesdropping. They went quiet when I walked past, suddenly very interested in adjusting weights that didn’t need adjusting. The same guys who once mocked me for being invisible to girls were now watching as one of the prettiest girls from our class practically threw herself at me.

“Your fan club doesn’t look too happy,” Madison murmured, following my gaze.

I shrugged, feeling a strange mix of satisfaction and pity. “We weren’t exactly friends.”

“Well, they’re clearly regretting that now,” she said with a knowing smile. “Anyway, I should hit the showers. See you tomorrow, Alexander.”

With a final touch to my arm that lingered just long enough to make her interest clear, Madison headed toward the women’s locker room. I watched her go, still somewhat amazed by how much my life had changed.

I headed to the men’s locker room, nodding briefly to Tyler and Jason as I passed. Their mumbled greetings were a far cry from the taunts they’d once thrown my way.

In the locker room, I pulled off my sweat-soaked tank top and stood in front of the full-length mirror. The man staring back at me was still a stranger in many ways. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist, defined abs and powerful arms with veins running along them like rivers. This couldn’t be me. I turned slightly, examining my profile, remembering how I used to hunch to hide my skinny frame.

The contrast hit me hard. The short, soft, invisible guy from high school was gone, replaced by this towering figure that commanded attention without even trying. I genuinely couldn’t recognize myself anymore.

I grabbed a towel and headed for the showers, still lost in thought. The hot water was a relief on my muscles, washing away the sweat and tension of the day. As I lathered up, I heard the shower curtain next to mine pull back as someone entered.

“Holy shit,” a male voice said quietly.

I glanced over instinctively before I could stop myself. A fit guy in his thirties was staring directly at my cock, his eyes wide with surprise. When he realized I’d caught him looking, he let out a low whistle of admiration.

“Sorry man,” he said, not sounding particularly sorry. “But damn. Good for you.”

I felt a strange mix of pride and discomfort at his attention. The old Alexander would have been appalled, would have covered himself and fled. But now, I simply nodded and continued washing, neither encouraging nor discouraging the attention.

After finishing my shower and changing into fresh clothes, I headed out to the parking lot, scrolling through my phone to look at Madison’s number. I still couldn’t quite believe she’d been so forward with me, that she wanted to see me again tomorrow. The heart emoji next to her name made me smile.

As I approached Alexis’ car, I heard someone call my name. Looking up, I saw Madison walking toward her own car, gym bag slung over her shoulder, her hair still damp from her shower.

She spotted me and waved enthusiastically, her smile bright even from across the parking lot. I waved back, feeling a lightness I hadn’t experienced in days. There was something refreshingly uncomplicated about this connection, no fertility powers, no divine purpose, just mutual attraction between two people.

* * *

The drive back to the mansion gave me time to process everything. By the time I pulled into the long, winding driveway, the sun was setting, painting the sky in oranges and pinks.

When I entered, the scent of grilled meat and roasted vegetables greeted me. I followed it to the kitchen, where I found Alexis putting the finishing touches on what looked like an incredible dinner. She turned as I entered, her smile warm and welcoming. “Perfect timing,” she said, gesturing to the table where she’d set out two plates. “I made steaks.”

My stomach growled loudly, reminding me how much energy I’d expended today.

“This looks amazing,” I said.

Alexis smiled. “I figured you’d be hungry after your workout.”

“I’m starving,” I said.

We brought the food to the outdoor dining table overlooking the ocean, and Helen joined us as well. I settled into a chair, suddenly aware of how ravenous I was.

“How was the workout?” Helen asked.

“It went fine,” I replied, already cutting into my steak. The first bite nearly made me groan with pleasure. I hadn’t realized how hungry I was until the food touched my lips.

I devoured the meal with an intensity that surprised even me. My body demanded fuel after the long day of breeding sessions and the intense workout. Alexis watched with an amused expression as I cleaned my plate in record time and reached for seconds.

“You must have really pushed yourself at the gym,” she commented, refilling my water glass.

I nodded, mouth full of roasted vegetables. After swallowing, I said, “Yes, but that wasn’t all. I ran into some people from high school.”

“Oh?” Alexis’s eyebrows raised slightly. “Anyone I would remember?”

“Tyler and Jason were there,” I replied, watching her face darken momentarily. She remembered their names well enough. She’d comforted me more than once after their bullying. “They barely recognized me.”

Helen smirked. “I imagine that was satisfying.”

“It was,” I admitted with a small grin. “But the more interesting part was running into a girl named Madison.”

“Madion?” Alexis repeated, her fork pausing halfway to her mouth. “The cheerleader? The one you had that crush on senior year?”

I felt my cheeks warm slightly. “Yeah, that’s her. She asked me to spot her during squats.”

“Did she now?” Helen asked in a teasing voice.

“We ended up working out together for a while,” I said, taking another bite of steak. “She gave me her number. We’re meeting up at the gym again tomorrow.”

Alexis looked at me, her expression a mixture of surprise and pride. “Madison,” she repeated, almost to herself. “Well, that’s certainly interesting. What did you two talk about?”

I shrugged, trying to downplay it. “Just catching up, talking about workout routines. She’s really into fitness now.”

“Let me guess, she looks like a bombshell?” Helen asked playfully.

“Yeah, she does. Pretty much every guy in school tried to hit on her. But she never knew I existed back then.”

“And now?” Alexis asked.

“Now she definitely knows I exist,” I said, unable to keep the pride from my voice.

“I’m happy for you, honey,” Alexis said, reaching across the table to squeeze my hand. “It’s about time someone appreciated you for who you are.”

“Indeed,” Helen agreed, raising her wine glass in a small toast. “The tables have certainly turned.”

We finished dinner with lighter conversation, though I caught Alexis watching me with a thoughtful expression several times. After helping clean up, I excused myself to my room, suddenly feeling the weight of the day pressing down on me.

I closed the door behind me and sank onto the edge of the bed, my mind replaying the events of the day: six women satisfied, each one leaving with the potential for new life growing inside them, the revelations at the gym, Madison’s flirtation, and finally, the strange tension during dinner.

Despite the physical work, I didn’t feel tired. Instead, I felt a restless energy humming beneath my skin. I spotted a leather-bound book on my nightstand that hadn’t been there this morning. Opening it, I found a note from Helen, Thought you might find this educational. Knowledge is power.

The book was titled Priapus: God of Fertility and Protection and appeared to be a scholarly work on the ancient deity. Curious, I settled back against the pillows and began to read.

The first few chapters covered material I already knew, Priapus as the son of Aphrodite and Dionysus, his rustic nature, and his infamous physical attribute. I skimmed through these sections, pausing when I reached a chapter about his divine powers and attributes.

“Guardian of Male Genitalia & Virility,” the heading read. I delved into the text, learning that Priapus’s permanent erection symbolized endless life-force and creative energy.

I paused, recognizing what this was about. This explained my superhuman recovery, the massive loads I produced and why I barely tired even after satisfying six clients and completing a heavy workout. I glanced down at the obvious bulge in my pants and felt a mix of pride and awe.

Turning the page, I found a section titled Connection to Healing & Life-Force Energy. According to the text, as a god of fertility and vital growth, Priapus’s power was tied to life itself, not just creating new life, but sustaining and restoring it. His energy promoted recovery, reduced pain and soreness, especially after intense sexual activity, and enhanced vitality. In rural worship, he was invoked for health and protection against blight or weakness.

This clicked instantly with the healing touch I’d used on Helen’s muscle pull and on Katherine during our session. I flexed my hand, remembering the warm golden energy flowing from my palm. My power wasn’t only about impregnating women. I could heal and restore them too, making marathon sessions possible without causing damage.

The next section discussed Aphrodisiac & Arousal Powers. Priapus’s presence, or phallic images representing him, was thought to arouse desire and increase sexual appetite in both men and women. Offerings and rituals involving him were used to boost libido and ensure successful conception.

This explained the strong reactions from my clients, the staff like Maya, Madison at the gym, and especially Alexis. I felt a fresh wave of heat as I connected it to the way women seemed drawn to me, getting wet or flushed in my presence.

I continued reading about Protective & Apotropaic Qualities. The text explained that Priapus’s exaggerated phallus served as a powerful ward against evil. Statues of Priapus were used to protect homes, gardens, and sacred spaces from malevolent forces and thieves. His image was considered so potent that it could drive away harmful spirits through the power of laughter and virility.

This was fascinating but less immediately relevant to my current situation.

I was deeply absorbed in the book when a knock at my door startled me. I quickly closed the book, feeling oddly guilty, as if caught reading something forbidden.

“Come in,” I called, sitting up straighter against the headboard.

The door opened slowly to reveal Maya, the staff member who had helped me shower earlier. She stood hesitantly in the doorway, a cream-colored envelope in her hands.

“I’m so sorry to disturb you, Mr. Orthios,” she said, her eyes briefly darting to the book beside me before returning to my face. “I should have given this to you earlier today, but with everything happening today, it slipped my mind.”

“What is it?” I asked, gesturing for her to enter.

Maya stepped into the room, closing the door partway behind her. “It’s a letter from your father,” she explained, holding out the envelope. “He left specific instructions that it should be given to you after you’d accepted your inheritance and completed your first day of services.”

I blinked. My father had left me a letter? After all this time? I reached out and took the envelope, noting the weight of the thick paper and the elegant script that spelled out my name.

“Thank you,” I said, turning it over in my hands. The back was sealed with dark red wax stamped with what looked like a fertility symbol.

Maya nodded, backing toward the door. “I’ll leave you to read it in private,” she said softly. “Again, I apologize for the interruption and for not giving it to you sooner.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her, my attention already focused on the letter. “Thank you for bringing it.”

She slipped out, pulling the door closed behind her. For a moment, I just stared at the envelope, a strange mixture of emotions washing over me. My father had been absent my entire life. Alexis rarely spoke of him, and I’d grown up believing he simply hadn’t wanted us. But now things were different. Holding this letter, I realized there was much more to the story than I’d been told.

With slightly trembling fingers, I broke the wax seal and pulled out several sheets of expensive stationery covered in the same elegant handwriting as the envelope.

My dear son Alexander,

If you are reading this, then you have accepted the inheritance and begun to walk the path of our bloodline. I am proud of you. Even from a distance, I could sense that you would be the right heir. Your dormant powers are the most potent I have ever felt in our line. Stronger than mine were at your age. That gives me hope.

I will not waste your time with excuses for my absence. I made many mistakes. The power of Priapus is a double-edged blade. It grants extraordinary stamina, virility, greatly increased seed, and the ability to heal and restore life-force, especially in the women you lie with. It also carries an almost irresistible pull that arouses desire in those around you. These gifts are real. And they are ancient. But they demand discipline.

Listen to me carefully, son. Do not follow my path. Stay away from drugs and alcohol. They will amplify every impulse and destroy your control faster than anything else. Live healthily and responsibly. Eat well, train your body, rest when you need to, and never let the power become your master. If you remain disciplined, it will serve you. If you indulge recklessly, it will consume you the way it consumed me.

I loved Alexis deeply. I know she left because of what the power did to me, and I don’t blame her. She was right to walk away, and to keep you far from the man I’d become.

Before everything fell apart, I asked her to keep an eye on you. I trusted her more than anyone.

Please show her this letter. Tell her I never hated her. I only hated what I became. She did more for you than I ever could have, and I’m grateful to her for that every day.

And tell Cleopatra I love her, even if I was never part of her life.

I write this letter now because I am not sure how much longer I have. My health has declined, and I wanted you to hear these words directly from me while I could still write them.

Use this gift wisely, Alexander. Create life, protect those who carry it, continue the bloodline of a Greek god with honor and strength, and build something better than I did.

I wish you a long, prosperous life filled with purpose.

Your father, Philip Orthios

I stared at the letter, my fingers trembling slightly as I reread the final lines. My father’s words hit me in waves, each one carrying a different emotion. Validation that my powers were real, warning about the dangers ahead, regret for a life he couldn’t reclaim and responsibility that now rested squarely on my shoulders.

I folded the letter carefully, my mind racing. This man I’d never known had seen something in me from afar, had recognized a potential I was only beginning to understand. Despite everything, he’d cared enough to leave this guidance. The knowledge left me with a strange, hollow ache in my chest.

Without thinking further, I grabbed my phone from the nightstand and typed out a quick message to Alexis, can you come to my room?

I waited, letter in hand, pulse quickening with each passing minute. What would she think? Would this bring back painful memories? Part of me wanted to protect her, but I knew she deserved to read his words.

A knock came a few minutes later. When I called for her to enter, Alexis appeared in the doorway wearing a silk bathrobe, her hair slightly damp as if she’d just showered. She looked relaxed but curious as she padded across the carpet.

“What is it, honey?” she asked, settling on the edge of my bed.

I held out the letter. “Maya brought this earlier. It’s from Dad. He wanted you to see it too.”

Alexis’s eyes widened slightly as she took the pages from my hand. “Philip wrote to you?”

I nodded, watching her face carefully as she began to read. Her expression shifted with each paragraph, surprise, sadness, and lingering pain playing across her features. When she reached the part about her, her eyes glistened with unshed tears. I looked away, giving her a moment of privacy as she finished the letter.

When she lowered the pages to her lap, she didn’t speak immediately. Her fingers traced the edge of the stationery as if trying to connect with the man who had written on it. “He wasn’t always like that, you know,” she finally said, her voice soft with memory. “Your father. Before the drugs took over, he was brilliant, charming… so full of life.” She smiled sadly. “You have his smile. And now, his height too.”

“I would have forgiven him,” I said quietly. “If he were still alive, I mean.”

Alexis nodded, understanding in her eyes. “I think he knew that. It’s why he waited until now to give you this. Pretty smart of him, actually.”

“What do you mean?”

“Delivering this letter only after you’d already accepted the inheritance and started living this new life,” she explained. “Why do you think he did that?”

I considered the question for a moment. “Because my life is a lot better now,” I answered honestly. “I’m not the same person I was before.”

Alexis studied my face, her expression thoughtful. “And do you still hate him?”

“No,” I said, surprising myself with how true it felt. “I can’t hate him anymore. Honestly, I probably would have done the same things if I had been in his position.”

She nodded slowly, then leaned forward, her expression growing serious. “Then please, Alex, listen to his warning about the drugs and alcohol. He’s right about that. A little bit of wine here and there is fine, but when you have beautiful women and wealth at your disposal, those temptations can be overwhelming.” Her eyes held mine intently. “You need to stay disciplined.”

“I’ll remember,” I promised, reaching out to touch her lap reassuringly.

The moment my hand made contact with her thigh through the silk robe, energy flowed from my palm. Alexis’s breath caught audibly, her eyes widening as she stared at me. I knew immediately what had happened; my fertility power had activated unintentionally, and I was making her wet.

We locked eyes, the air between us suddenly thick with tension. I could sense her arousal, could almost feel the wetness spreading between her thighs.

“I didn’t mean to,” I said quickly, pulling my hand away.

“It’s okay…” she replied, her voice noticeably deeper, slightly breathy. She swallowed hard, blinking rapidly as if trying to clear her head.

Alexis stood abruptly, adjusting her robe. “I should go to bed now,” she said, not quite meeting my eyes. “Goodnight, Alex.”

“Goodnight, Alexis,” I replied.

As she turned to leave, I noticed a visible trail of wetness on the inside of her thigh, glistening against her skin in the light of my room.

The door shut behind her, and I was left alone, my heart racing, staring at the spot where she’d been sitting. My erection strained painfully against my shorts, responding to the charged moment we’d just shared.

“Fuck,” I whispered to myself, falling back against my pillows.


Chapter 8

Iwoke up. For a moment, I lay still, my mind sluggish with sleep before the memories from last night came flooding back: the letter from my father, the conversation with Alexis and that moment when I’d accidentally used my powers, causing her to become aroused.

I groaned, throwing an arm over my eyes to block out the sunlight. What the hell was happening to me? The image of the wetness glistening on her inner thigh as she left my room was burned into my brain. I felt simultaneously guilty and aroused. I just hoped she wasn’t bothered by it. Probably not when I thought about it. I’d seen her masturbate while fantasizing about me after all.

A knock at the door interrupted my thoughts. “Come in,” I called, sitting up and pulling the sheets around my waist to hide my morning erection.

Maya entered, her dark hair pulled back in its usual neat ponytail. She carried a freshly ironed outfit on a hanger: dark slacks and a crisp button-down shirt. Her eyes widened slightly as she took in my bare chest, and I could see her swallow hard before she composed herself.

“Good morning,” she said, her voice carefully professional despite the flush creeping up her neck. “I’ve prepared your clothes for today.” She hung them carefully on the closet door. “Alexis and Helen are waiting for you on the terrace. They asked me to let you know breakfast is ready.”

“Thank you, Maya,” I replied, noticing how her gaze lingered on my torso.

She nodded, backing toward the door. “Is there anything else you need?”

“No, that’s all. Thanks.”

After she left, I reached for my phone on the nightstand, planning to check the time. To my surprise, I had several notifications … all from Madison. I opened our conversation to find she’d sent two photos of herself. In the first, she wore a tight, revealing beach outfit that showcased her curves perfectly: a tiny bikini top that barely contained her breasts and low-riding shorts that emphasized her flat stomach and long legs. The second showed her in pink leggings and a matching sports top.

Morning, with a kissing smiley, Can’t decide which one to wear when we train together. Which do you like better on me?

My cock immediately responded, hardening as I stared at the images. The contrast between her innocent question and the deliberately provocative poses wasn’t lost on me. This was a far cry from the flirtatious but relatively tame conversation we’d had at the gym. Overnight, things had escalated significantly.

I typed out a response, no longer feeling any need to play it cool or hide my interest. The pink one. Can’t wait to see it in person.

Her reply came almost instantly: Good choice. Looking forward to seeing you too, big guy. Don’t keep me waiting too long.

I set my phone down and couldn’t wait. The idea of meeting Madison later, seeing her in that outfit, was enough to momentarily push aside my complicated feelings about last night.

* * *

I showered quickly, my mind filled with images of Madison, both from the gym and high school. Once dressed in the clothes Maya had prepared, I headed downstairs, still feeling warm from Madison’s messages. The house was quiet as I made my way through the sunlit hallways toward the terrace. When I stepped outside, the ocean breeze hit my face, carrying with it the scent of tea and fresh pastries. It felt great to live in such a mansion with such a beautiful view. I didn’t take it for granted.

Alexis and Helen were seated at the glass-topped table, both looking gorgeous even in casual morning attire. They both wore sundresses, and they turned as I approached, and I immediately noticed Alexis’s slight hesitation before she smiled.

“Good morning, honey,” she said. “Did you sleep well?”

I took a seat across from her, feeling awkward about the tension between us. “I’m sorry about last night,” I said, deciding to address it directly. “The power thing… I didn’t mean to do that. I’m still learning to control it.”

Alexis’s expression softened, relief evident in her eyes. “It’s fine. You didn’t mean to. Your powers are still new and strong. We all know that.”

“Indeed,” Helen added, pouring tea into a cup and sliding it toward me. “Control will come with time and practice. No one blames you for the occasional slip.”

I nodded gratefully, wrapping my hands around the warm mug. “Thanks for understanding.”

We ate breakfast together, the conversation gradually becoming more relaxed as we discussed the day ahead.

After we’d finished, Alexis reached for a tablet that had been sitting on the table beside her.

“We have some new clients interested in the Romantic package,” she explained, pulling up a series of profiles. “I thought you might want to look through them and see who you feel drawn to.”

I leaned closer as she began scrolling through photos and information.

I scrolled through the profiles carefully, studying each woman’s photos and information. They were all attractive and accomplished, but as I examined a particular profile, I felt an immediate pull. She had warm honey-blonde hair, delicate features with blue eyes, and a gentle smile that radiated genuine kindness. Something about her reminded me of Alexis, not in an identical way, but there was a similar elegance to her, a comparable warmth in her eyes.

Her name was Elise, a former supermodel in her late thirties. According to her profile, she loved long walks on the beach, training and meaningful conversation.

I stared at her photo longer than the others, feeling a strange tug in my chest. The resemblance to Alexis wasn’t exact. Elise was younger, with subtle differences in her features, but there was something in her eyes, in the way she carried herself, that felt familiar and comforting.

“This one,” I said, tapping on Elise’s profile. “Her. She seems genuine.”

Alexis leaned over to look at my selection, her eyebrows rising slightly as she studied the profile. I watched her face carefully, wondering if she noticed the resemblance too. If she did, she didn’t mention it.

“Elise,” she read aloud, nodding approvingly. “Good choice. She’s been very specific about wanting a connection before conception. According to her notes, she loves the ocean.”

“Perfect,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the strange flutter in my stomach. “We could plan something on the beach.”

“That would be ideal,” Alexis agreed, a small smile playing on her lips. “And it works well with your schedule since you mentioned wanting to go to the gym first. You could meet her for a sunset walk along the shore afterward.”

Helen leaned forward with interest. “You have an eye for supermodels, don’t you?”

“I definitely do, but I won’t limit myself to models.”

Suddenly, her face lit up. “Did you have a chance to look at the book I left for you? The one about Priapus?”

I nodded, relieved by the change of subject. “I did. It was… illuminating.”

“Anything in particular stood out to you?” Helen asked, her eyes keen with interest.

“The healing aspect,” I replied. “But there was so much more.”

Helen nodded, looking pleased. “Yes, that’s an important aspect of your gift. The energy you carry can heal and strengthen, not just create new life.”

“I also found the protective qualities interesting,” I added. “How statues of Priapus were used to ward off evil and protect homes.”

“Indeed,” Helen said. “Your bloodline carries powerful protective energy. It’s one reason why women feel so safe in your presence, even beyond the physical attraction. You know, when we don’t feel safe, we don’t get horny. It’s biological. We aren’t supposed to have kids when getting chased by a tiger.”

“It does make sense,” I said, nodding.

I was about to ask more when my phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out to find another message from Madison. This time it was a brief clip of her in the gym outfit she’d promised to wear, turning slowly to give me a full view of how it hugged her curves. Gosh, her ass looked delicious in those pink leggings. Can’t wait to see you later. Just warming up… She ended with a kissing emoji.

I couldn’t help the smile that spread across my face as I watched the clip a second time. The outfit left little to the imagination, clinging to her body in all the right places.

“From who this time?” Alexis asked playfully, noticing my expression.

I looked up, feeling slightly caught off guard. “Madison,” I admitted, unable to keep the grin from my face.

Alexis and Helen exchanged a quick glance. “She seems quite interested,” Alexis observed, taking a sip of her tea. “It’s nice to see you connecting with someone from your past.”

“Though I hope she doesn’t distract you too much from your responsibilities here,” Helen added.

“She won’t,” I assured them, tucking my phone away. “It’s just nice to have something… normal in my life.”

“Have fun,” Alexis said with a wink. “It’s important.”

“I will,” I said, her words warming my heart.

* * *

After breakfast, I headed out, eager to meet Madison at the gym. The drive gave me time to think about everything that had happened. Part of me wondered if I should be focusing solely on the clinic’s clients, but I needed something normal, something just for me and a proper relationship as well.

When I pulled into the gym parking lot, Madison was waiting outside. The outfit she’d shown in her video and photo was even more impressive in person: a pink sports bra that barely contained her full breasts and matching leggings so tight they looked painted on. The material hugged every curve of her long legs and accentuated her round, firm ass.

She spotted me and her face lit up with a smile that was equal parts innocent and predatory. As I approached, she ran her eyes over my body with such blatant hunger that heat rose in my chest. “Wow,” she said, reaching out to squeeze my bicep. “You look even bigger today. What are they feeding you?”

I laughed, enjoying her forwardness. “Just protein and hard work.”

“Well, it’s definitely working.” Her hand lingered on my arm, fingers trailing down to my forearm. “I’ve been looking forward to this all morning.”

“Me too.”

We headed inside, and the gym was busy with the lunch crowd. I noticed several people watching us as we walked in together. Madison was turning heads in her revealing outfit, and I was attracting my share of stares too. It was still strange to be the object of so much attention.

We went to the locker rooms, and we met outside. “Let’s start with squats,” Madison suggested, leading me toward the free weights area. “I could use a good spotter.”

She positioned herself in front of the squat rack, loading the bar with more weight than I expected. As she prepared for her first set, she looked over her shoulder at me. “I need you right behind me,” she said. “I like to feel secure when I go down.”

I moved into position behind her, placing my hands lightly on her hips to stabilize her. The moment I touched her, I felt that familiar energy stirring in my palms. I quickly reined it in, determined not to repeat what had happened with Alexis.

Madison began her first squat, lowering herself slowly. As she reached the bottom of the movement, her ass pressed firmly against my crotch. I drew in a sharp breath, trying to maintain my composure.

“Good form,” I said, my voice remarkably steady considering the circumstances.

“Thanks,” she replied, pushing back up. “I’ve been practicing.”

With each repetition, her ass made contact with my groin. By the third squat, I was certain the contact was deliberate. She was pushing back harder than necessary, lingering for a fraction of a second longer than the exercise required.

On her fifth rep, she ground against me more obviously, a soft gasp escaping her lips. She looked over her shoulder, her blue eyes dark with desire.

“You feel really strong back there,” she said, her voice husky. “Don’t let go.”

I gripped her hips more firmly, fighting the growing hardness in my shorts. My powers were surging, wanting to release, wanting to make her wet and ready. I clenched my jaw, focusing on control.

“I’ve got you,” I assured her.

She finished her set with a satisfied smile, turning to face me. “You’re an excellent spotter,” she said, her cheeks flushed. “So attentive.”

We moved through several more exercises, the tension between us building with each passing minute. Madison found every opportunity to touch me, adjusting my form, brushing against me as she passed and placing her hand on my shoulder or arm whenever we spoke.

“Let’s do some cardio,” she suggested after we finished a set of lunges. “I need to get my heart rate up.”

She chose a treadmill with a perfect view of the mirror wall, allowing me to see her from multiple angles. I took the machine next to hers, trying to focus on my own workout rather than staring at her.

It was impossible. As soon as she started running, her breasts began to bounce in her sports bra. The thin fabric strained against each impact, threatening to give way. I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

Madison caught me looking in the mirror and smirked. Instead of calling me out, she adjusted her speed, slowing down just enough to make each bounce more pronounced and more deliberate. Her eyes locked with mine in the reflection.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

Heat rushed to my face … and elsewhere. “It’s hard not to notice.”

“I don’t mind,” she replied with a playful wink. “I like being noticed by you.”

My bulge was growing harder to hide in my gym shorts. I adjusted myself discreetly, but Madison’s eyes tracked the movement, her smile widening.

After fifteen minutes on the treadmills, we moved to the bench press. I loaded the bar with significantly more weight than I would have used before my transformation.

“That’s a lot,” Madison commented, eyebrows raised. “You sure you can handle it?”

“Pretty sure,” I replied with a confidence that still felt new. “But I could use a spotter, just to be safe.”

I lay back on the bench, positioning myself under the bar. To my surprise, instead of standing behind the bench as a normal spotter would, Madison straddled the bench facing me, her legs on either side of my hips.

“What are you doing?” I asked, though I wasn’t complaining.

“Helping you stabilize,” she said innocently, though her eyes were anything but. She lowered herself until she was sitting on my lap, her weight pressing directly onto my growing erection. “Is this close enough?”

I swallowed hard, acutely aware of how thin the material of our workout clothes was, the only barriers between us. “That’s… not the traditional spotting position.”

“I’m not a traditional girl,” she replied, leaning forward until her breasts were inches from my face. She shifted her hips, grinding once against my hardness. “Let me know if you need me to move.”

The last thing I wanted was for her to move. I gripped the bar tightly, using the physical exertion to distract myself from the beautiful woman essentially dry humping me in the middle of the gym. I completed my first set with Madison still perched on my lap, her hands occasionally helping, quote-unquote, by touching my chest or shoulders.

“Your form is perfect,” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.

After bench press, we moved to a quieter corner of the gym for stretching. Madison positioned herself on a yoga mat, her legs spread wide as she reached forward in a deep hamstring stretch. I tried not to stare at the way her leggings pulled tight across her center, riding up her butt crack and splitting her globes in two.

“Can you help me get deeper?” she asked, looking up at me through her lashes.

I knelt beside her, placing my hands on her back to gently push her further into the stretch. She moaned softly, the sound sending a jolt straight to my groin.

“That feels amazing,” she sighed, pushing back against my hands.

She switched positions, attempting a complex stretch that involved extending one leg behind her while leaning forward. Suddenly, she gasped sharply, her face contorting in genuine pain.

“Fuck!” she cried out, collapsing onto the mat. “My hamstring!”

I was at her side instantly, concern overriding everything else. “Where does it hurt?”

She grimaced, pointing to the back of her thigh. “Right there. I think I pulled something.”

Without thinking, I placed my hand directly on the injured muscle. Immediately, I felt warmth flowing from my palm, that now-familiar golden energy spreading from my fingertips into her flesh. I tried to control it, to keep it focused only on healing, but the connection between my powers was too strong.

Madison’s eyes widened, her lips parting in a silent gasp as the healing energy pulsed through her. Her pain visibly vanished, replaced by pleasure. She let out a moan as my energy not only healed her muscle but aroused her deeply.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, staring at me in shock and undisguised desire. Her hand covered mine, pressing it more firmly against her thigh. “What the hell did you just do? The pain… it’s completely gone. It felt… really good.”

I pulled my hand away slowly, feeling the wetness that had formed beneath my palm. I hadn’t meant to arouse her, only to heal her, but my powers had other ideas.

Madison reached down to touch the spot on her thigh where my hand had been. Her fingertips traced the area slowly, almost reverently, before her eyes lifted to meet mine. They were wide and filled with lust.

“What was that?” she whispered, her voice husky. “How did you…?”

I gave her a confident smile, surprising myself with how natural it felt to embrace this new power. “Magic,” I replied simply. Even as I said it, I knew it wasn’t a joke anymore.

Madison laughed, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she stared at me with newfound fascination. She bit her lower lip, a gesture so sensual it sent heat through my body.

“You are dangerously sexy, Alexander,” she said, shaking her head slightly as if in disbelief. “Whatever that was… I want more.” She leaned closer, her hand sliding up my arm. “Do you want to go out later? Dinner, drinks…” her voice dropped even lower, “…or whatever you feel like?”

“Yes,” I answered immediately, excitement coursing through me. The idea of spending more time with Madison, the girl I’d fantasized about throughout high school,was intoxicating.

But then reality crashed in as I glanced at my watch. My stomach dropped when I saw the time. Elise, the Romantic package client who reminded me of Alexis, would be arriving soon.

“Oh no,” I muttered, genuine disappointment washing over me. “I’m really sorry, Madison, but I just remembered I have work tonight that I absolutely can’t miss.”

Her face fell slightly, but she nodded. “Work emergency?”

“Something like that,” I said apologetically. “I’m busy tomorrow too but after that I’m completely free then.”

Madison’s smile returned, though not quite as bright as before. “That works,” she agreed, trailing a finger down my chest. “I’ll be thinking about you until then.”

We stood up from the mat, both of us reluctant to end our encounter. Our goodbye stretched longer than necessary, filled with touches and heated glances. When she finally turned to leave, she made a show of swaying her hips, throwing one last look over her shoulder before disappearing into the locker room.

I couldn’t stop smiling as I gathered my things. Madison, the same girl who’d barely known I existed in high school, had just asked me out. The irony wasn’t lost on me. For years, I’d dreamed of this moment, imagining elaborate scenarios where I’d finally catch her attention. Now it had happened, but under circumstances I could never have predicted.

My self-congratulatory moment was cut short when my phone buzzed. I glanced at the screen and cursed under my breath. It was a message from Helen, Elise arriving in 45 minutes. Please be ready.

“Fuck,” I muttered, grabbing my gym bag and rushing toward the exit. I’d completely lost track of time with Madison. Now I had less than an hour to get home, shower, and prepare for my client.

As I hurried to my car, I became acutely aware of the persistent hardness in my shorts. Between Madison’s teasing and the accidental activation of my powers, I was painfully aroused.

* * *

I made it back to the mansion with barely ten minutes to spare. After a rushed shower, I threw on the outfit Maya had laid out for me, a tailored dark blue suit that fit my new physique perfectly. As I hurried down the grand staircase to the foyer, Helen was waiting, looking both elegant and slightly amused at my breathless arrival.

“Just in time,” she remarked, smoothing a nonexistent wrinkle from my lapel. “Remember, this is Elise’s first impression of you. Treat her how you treated Savannah..”

“I know,” I said, taking a deep breath to center myself. “I’ll make sure she has a perfect experience.”

Helen’s eyes twinkled knowingly. “I’m sure you will. And Alexander?” She lowered her voice. “Try not to look so worked up. Your gym session seems to have left you rather flushed.”

Before I could respond, the sound of tires on gravel announced Elise’s arrival. I straightened my posture and fixed my expression into one of calm confidence, pushing thoughts of Madison to the back of my mind.

The Mercedes pulled up to the entrance, and my heart quickened as the driver opened the rear door. A slender leg emerged first, followed by the rest of her.

My eyes widened. Elise was stunning in a way that transcended conventional beauty. Her honey-blonde hair fell in waves around her shoulders. She wore a beautiful cream-colored dress that hugged her curves. As she approached, I noticed her warm hazel eyes, the same shade as Alexis’.

The resemblance I’d noticed in her profile pictures was nothing compared to seeing her in person. It wasn’t that she looked exactly like Alexis, Elise was younger, with subtle differences in her features, but there was something in her essence, in the way she carried herself, that struck me deeply.

“Hello,” I said, stepping forward to greet her. “I’m Alexander. Welcome to the Fertility Clinic.”

Her smile was genuine and warm as she extended her hand. “Elise. It’s lovely to meet you, Alexander.”

When our hands touched, I felt that now-familiar warmth spreading from my palm, but I carefully controlled it, not allowing my powers to activate. Even without them, there was an undeniable chemistry between us.

I led her inside. “You have a beautiful place,” she said, glancing around the grand foyer with appreciation.

“Thank you. Would you like a tour before we head out for dinner?”

“I’d love that,” she replied, her eyes lighting up with interest.

I offered her my arm, which she took with a touch that sent a shiver through me. As we walked through the mansion, I became hyper-aware of her proximity. It was difficult not to become aroused around her.

“This place is incredible,” she said as I led her through the main living areas, showing her the ocean views from the big windows. “It feels so peaceful here.”

“That’s by design,” I explained, slipping easily into my role. “Everything about this space is meant to create a sense of calm and comfort.”

I showed her the gardens, the spa, and finally the terrace overlooking the ocean. Throughout the tour, I actually enjoyed her company. She asked intelligent questions, listened attentively to my answers, and seemed genuinely interested in understanding the philosophy behind the retreat.

“The way the modern elements blend with ancient influences is beautiful,” she observed as we stood on the terrace, the ocean breeze gently tousling her hair. “It feels… timeless.”

“That’s exactly what we were going for,” I replied, impressed by her perception. “A connection between past and present.”

She turned to face me fully, studying my face with those hazel eyes that reminded me so much of Alexis’. “I appreciate you taking the time to show me around. Most men would have rushed straight to dinner.”

“I’m not most men,” I said with a smile. The line could have sounded cheesy, but I meant it sincerely.

“No,” she agreed, her gaze unwavering. “You’re certainly not.”

The moment stretched between us. I was supposed to be playing a role, giving her the romantic experience she’d paid for, but already the lines were fading. I genuinely liked her.

“We should probably head to dinner,” I said finally. “I’ve made reservations at a special place I think you’ll enjoy.”

“Lead the way,” she replied, her smile sending another flutter through my chest.

We took an uber there. I helped Elise inside, careful not to activate my powers as our hands touched again. As we drove along the coastal highway, the conversation flowed easily between us. She told me about her career as a model, how she’d traveled the world but always felt something was missing.

“And now?” I asked. “What are you looking for?”

She gazed out at the ocean for a moment before answering. “Connection, meaning and a family of my own.” Her eyes met mine. “Is that too much to ask for?”

“Not at all,” I replied. “I think those are the things that matter most.”

* * *

The restaurant was exactly as I’d requested, a private table on the beach, set slightly apart from the main dining area. Candles flickered in hurricane lamps, casting a warm glow over the white tablecloth. The sun was beginning its descent toward the horizon, painting the sky in pink and gold.

Elise’s face lit up when she saw it. “This is perfect,” she said. “Like something from a dream.”

I held her chair for her, and as she sat down, she gave me a smile. I sat down as well. The waiter brought champagne, and we toasted to new beginnings. As the evening progressed, Elise opened up more, telling me about her divorce three years ago and her subsequent struggle to find someone genuine.

“My ex-husband was more in love with my career than with me,” she confided as we shared a seafood platter. “When I decided I wanted to step back from modeling to start a family, he couldn’t understand. He said I was wasting my potential.”

“That’s his loss,” I said, meaning it. “There’s nothing more valuable than creating a family with someone you love.”

Her eyes softened. “That’s a beautiful way to look at it. Most men I’ve dated since the divorce have been less enlightened.”

The conversation continued to flow naturally as the sky darkened and stars appeared above us. Elise was intelligent, thoughtful and surprisingly funny. I laughed more than I had in weeks, genuinely enjoying her company.

When dessert arrived, a chocolate soufflé meant for sharing, we leaned in close over the table, our foreheads nearly touching as she offered me a spoonful from her side of the dish.

“You have to try this part,” she insisted, her eyes dancing with playful light. “It’s perfect.”

I was about to accept the bite when movement in my peripheral vision caught my attention. I glanced up automatically, my smile freezing on my face as I locked eyes with Madison.

She stood just a few tables away with a group of friends, dressed for a night out in a stunning blue dress that hugged her curves. The smile on her face died the instant our eyes met, replaced by shock and then unmistakable hurt.

My stomach plummeted. In that frozen moment, I could practically hear her thoughts, “He told me he had work tonight… and now he’s on a date with another woman?”

I watched helplessly as her expression transformed, her eyes narrowed, her lips pressed into a tight line and her face flushed with anger and betrayal. She believed I had lied to her, had blown her off to be with someone else.

I wanted to call out to her, to explain that this wasn’t what it looked like, or rather, that it was exactly what it looked like, but not in the way she thought. This was work, not pleasure. But how could I possibly explain that without revealing everything?

Madison didn’t make a scene. She just gave me one long, wounded look then turned sharply and walked stiffly toward the exit.

My stomach dropped. I knew exactly what she thought she was seeing… and I had no way to fix it. I genuinely liked Madison. I had been excited about our upcoming date. And now I’d hurt her without meaning to.

“Alexander?” Elise’s voice pulled me back to our table. She was looking at me with concern in her eyes. “Is everything okay? That girl… she looked really upset when she saw you.”

I forced myself to refocus on Elise, though my mind was racing with thoughts of Madison. “I’m sorry about that,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “She’s just someone from high school. We ran into each other at the gym recently.”

“Oh,” Elise said, her expression softening with understanding. “An old flame?”

“Not exactly,” I admitted, taking a sip of wine to buy myself a moment. “More like someone I had a crush on back then. We were supposed to meet up later this week, but…”

“But now she thinks you lied to her,” Elise finished for me, her perception surprising me.

I nodded, guilt washing over me. “Yeah. It’s complicated.”

Elise reached across the table, placing her warm hand over mine. The touch sent a pleasant tingle up my arm, reminding me of my purpose tonight. “Life often is,” she said gently. “For what it’s worth, I’m still having a wonderful evening.”

Her kindness made me feel both better and worse simultaneously. I turned my hand over to hold hers properly, making a conscious decision to be present with her. “So am I,” I said, meaning it despite the turmoil inside me. “And I want to keep it that way.”

We finished dessert, our conversation gradually returning to its earlier ease, though Madison’s hurt expression lingered in the back of my mind. When we left the restaurant, the night air was cool and fragrant with salt from the ocean. Elise shivered slightly, and I draped my jacket over her shoulders without thinking.

“Thank you,” she murmured, pulling it closer around her. “You’re quite the gentleman.”

As we walked along the moonlit beach back toward where our car waited, I struggled to balance my responsibilities. Elise deserved my full attention, she was paying for this experience, after all, but my thoughts kept drifting to Madison. I discreetly checked my phone while Elise was admiring the view, but it was already past eleven. I thought about texting her, but nothing I could say would make this look any better.

“The stars are beautiful tonight,” Elise said, looking up at the sky. “Sometimes I forget to look up, you know? Life gets so busy.”

“I know exactly what you mean,” I replied, slipping my phone back into my pocket and recommitting to the moment. “It’s easy to miss the simple things.”

* * *

When we returned to the mansion, I led Elise up to the top floor. Her eyes widened as she took it all in.

“This is breathtaking,” she whispered.

“I’m glad you like it,” I said, watching her explore the space with childlike wonder. “It’s called the love room.”

She turned to face me, her expression suddenly vulnerable. “Alexander, I want you to know something. This arrangement… it’s not something I ever thought I’d do. But meeting you, spending this evening with you, it feels right.”

I crossed the room to her, drawn by the sincerity in her eyes. When I reached her, I gently cupped her face in my hands. “You’re an extraordinary woman, Elise,” I said.

Our lips met in a sweet kiss. Her mouth was soft and yielding beneath mine, her body melting against me as I deepened the kiss. I felt that familiar warmth spreading from my hands where they touched her, my power responding to her desire. I’d learned a lot in such a short amount of time. Kissing a former supermodel would’ve intimidated me weeks ago, but not any longer.

She gasped against my mouth, pulling back just enough to look into my eyes. “What was that?” she whispered. “I felt something… like warmth flowing through me.”

Instead of answering, I kissed her again, this time deliberately allowing a small amount of my power to flow into her. She moaned, her fingers digging into my shoulders as pleasure coursed through her body. I was making her wet, and I allowed myself to become erect.

I guided her toward the bed, our kisses deepening with each step. When the backs of her knees hit the mattress, she sank down, pulling me with her. My hands moved to the zipper of her dress, sliding it down slowly to reveal her smooth skin.

As the fabric fell away, I was struck by how beautiful she was. Her skin was still smooth without a wrinkle or blemish in sight. Her breasts were full and perfect, shaped like two bells and topped with thick nipples. Her stomach was flat but soft, leading down to the curve of her hips and the treasure between her thighs.

“You’re beautiful,” I said, meaning every word.

Elise blushed, her hands moving to cover herself instinctively before she seemed to think better of it. “No one has looked at me like that in a very long time,” she admitted.

I removed my clothes quickly, aware of her eyes widening as my erection sprang free. Her lips parted in surprise as she took in my size.

“Oh my,” she whispered, her gaze fixed on my cock. “I didn’t expect… you’re so…”

“We’ll go slow,” I promised, joining her on the bed. “I want this to be perfect for you.”

I took my time exploring her body, using my hands and mouth to build her pleasure gradually. With each touch, I released a little more of my power, watching in fascination as she responded with increasing intensity. Her skin flushed pink, her breathing quickened, and her wetness grew beneath my fingers.

By the time I positioned myself between her thighs, she was practically begging for me. “Please, Alexander,” she gasped, her hands clutching at my shoulders. “I need you inside me.”

I entered her slowly, giving her time to adjust to my size. Her eyes widened and her mouth formed a perfect ‘O’ of surprise as I stretched her completely. For a moment, neither of us moved, both enjoying the sensation of our bodies joined together.

Then I began to fuck, setting a gentle rhythm that quickly had her moaning beneath me. She moaned for each thrust. “Gosh … I’ve never been so wet in my life.”

Her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper as her nails raked down my back. She was already slicked beneath me, more than she should have been.

“Oh god,” she cried out, her voice breaking with emotion. “I’ve never… this is… Alexander!”

Her first orgasm took her by surprise, her body arching off the bed as she shuddered around me. I held her through it, maintaining my rhythm until she came down from the peak. But instead of slowing, I increased my pace, driving her toward another climax. I pulled out till only the tip remained only to plunge back inside her, making her feel every inch.

“I can’t,” she gasped, even as her body responded eagerly to my movements. “It’s too much… too good…”

“You can,” I assured her, feeling my own release building. “Let go, Elise. I’ve got you.”

Her second orgasm was even more powerful than the first, tears streaming down her face as pleasure overwhelmed her. I followed her over the edge, releasing deep inside her with a groan of satisfaction. When I came, I came hard, emptying myself thoroughly and making sure she got every drop of my seed.

I pulled out my seeping cock, spilling some pearly cum over her well-fucked pussy. Then we lay tangled together afterward, her body still trembling with aftershocks. She looked up at me with wonder in her eyes, her hand caressing my cheek. “I’ve never felt so good in my life,” she whispered, her voice raw with emotion. “You make me feel truly desired.”

I kissed her forehead gently, a pang of guilt hitting me as Madison’s hurt expression flashed through my mind again. “We still have tomorrow together,” I reminded her, the words feeling like both a promise and a curse.

She smiled dreamily, already drifting toward sleep. “Tomorrow,” she echoed, snuggling closer to me.

I held her until her breathing deepened and evened out, indicating she was asleep. But the moment she fell asleep, Madison’s face pushed its way back into my thoughts, and I knew that I was still in trouble. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I had to do something. I needed to talk to Alexis.

Carefully, I untangled myself from her arms and slid out of bed. I pulled on my pants and a t-shirt. The mansion was quiet as I made my way downstairs. I ended up outside Alexis’ bedroom door.

I knocked gently.

“Come in,” Alexis called from inside, her voice slightly echoed.

“It’s me,” I said through the door. “Can we talk?”

“Of course, honey,” she replied warmly. “I’m just taking a late-night bath, but you can come in. You can talk to me anytime.”

I pushed open the door and stepped into her dimly lit bathroom. The large soaking tub dominated the center of the room, filled with bubbles and fragrant water. Alexis was reclining in it, her honey-blonde hair piled loosely on top of her head, a few tendrils curling damply around her face. The foam covered most of her body, but I could still make out the curves of her breasts rising from the water, her skin glistening where it wasn’t hidden by bubbles.

I swallowed hard, feeling a familiar stirring that I immediately tried to suppress. This wasn’t why I was here.

“What’s wrong, honey?” she asked, shifting slightly in the water. The movement caused some of the foam to slide away, revealing more of her chest before she adjusted herself.

“I messed up,” I admitted, leaning against the counter and focusing on her face. “Remember the girl from the gym I mentioned? Madison?”

Alexis nodded, her eyes concerned. “Did something happen with her?”

“She saw me with Elise at the restaurant tonight,” I explained, running a hand through my hair in frustration. “I told her I couldn’t see her tonight because of work. When she spotted us having dinner, she looked… devastated, like I’d deliberately lied to her.”

I paced a few steps, the memory of Madison’s hurt expression making my chest tight. “The worst part is that technically, I wasn’t lying. This is work. But I can’t explain that to her without revealing everything about the clinic.”

Alexis sighed, reaching for a washcloth to drape over her chest as she sat up straighter. “That’s a bit of a situation,” she agreed, her voice gentle. “Dating outside the clinic was always going to be complicated.”

“I really like her,” I said. “We had plans to go out, but now…”

“Listen,” Alexis said thoughtfully, “I can take Elise for a spa treatment tomorrow morning. That should give you a couple of hours to call Madison or even meet her for coffee. Explain that it wasn’t what it looked like.”

“What exactly am I supposed to say?” I asked, feeling helpless.

“The truth, or as much of it as you can share,” she replied. “That Elise is connected to your work, not a romantic interest.” She paused, giving me a knowing look. “A girl doesn’t like being left hanging like that. It hurts her pride and her feelings. Madison probably was excited to go out with you, only to see you with another woman after you claimed to be working.”

I winced at the thought. “I didn’t mean to hurt her.”

“I know you didn’t,” Alexis said. “But intentions don’t always matter as much as actions. If you want to keep seeing Madison, you need to make this right.”

She shifted again in the bath, causing water to lap against the sides of the tub. “Dating while working here was always going to be complex,” she continued. “You’re living in two different worlds now, and those worlds aren’t meant to overlap.”

I nodded, knowing she was right. “I didn’t think it through. I was just so excited that Madison was interested in me after all these years.”

“Of course you were,” Alexis said with understanding. “She’s gorgeous, and you’ve had feelings for her since high school. But if you’re serious about pursuing something with her, you’ll need to be upfront about what you do.”

She was right. “I don’t want to give her up,” I admitted.

Alexis’s expression softened. “Then make it right. Be honest with her, as honest as you can be. And if she’s worth it, she’ll understand.”

“Thanks, Alexis.” I smiled at her, feeling a weight lift off my chest. “I really appreciate you listening.”

“You can always come to me with this,” she replied warmly, sinking back into the bubbles. “I love you, Alexander. Remember that. Is there anything else you need?”

I shook my head. “No, that’s all. I’ll talk to Madison tomorrow and try to fix things.”

“Good,” she nodded approvingly. “It was mature of you to come talk to me about this. Not everyone would have.”

“Thanks again. Goodnight, Alexis,” I said, turning toward the door.

“Goodnight, honey,” she called as I closed the door behind me.

I made my way back upstairs, my footsteps quiet in the dimly lit hallway. When I reached the love room, I carefully opened the door, relieved to find Elise still sleeping peacefully. The moonlight streaming through the large windows cast a silvery glow across her naked body, the sheets having slipped down to her waist.

I stripped off my clothes and slid back into bed beside her. She stirred slightly, murmuring something unintelligible before instinctively curling against my body. I wrapped an arm around her, drawing her closer, enjoying the warmth of her skin against mine.


Chapter 9

Iwoke to the gentle pressure of Elise’s body against mine, her warmth seeping into my skin as sunlight streamed through the windows. For a moment, I simply watched her sleep, her honey-blonde hair spread across the pillow, her face peaceful in the morning light. The resemblance to Alexis was still there, but in the clarity of morning, I could appreciate Elise as her own person: beautiful, kind and genuinely sweet.

Her eyes fluttered open, focusing on me with a slow, spreading smile that made my heart skip. “Good morning,” she murmured, her voice husky with sleep as she stretched against me like a cat.

“Morning,” I replied, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

She leaned in, pressing her lips to mine in a soft kiss that quickly deepened to a tongue kiss. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining. “Last night was… I don’t even have words. I’ve never felt so… loved before and so desired.” Her fingers traced patterns on my chest. “The way you touched me… it was like you knew exactly what I needed before I did.”

I smiled, genuinely pleased by her happiness despite the guilt gnawing at me. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“Enjoyed it?” She laughed. “That’s an understatement. It was transcendent. I’ve never experienced anything like it, physically or emotionally.” Her expression grew tender and vulnerable. “You made me feel beautiful again.”

The sincerity in her voice warmed my heart. I pulled her closer, kissing her forehead to hide the conflict I knew must be visible on my face. Madison’s hurt expression kept flashing through my mind, distracting me from this moment that should have been perfect.

“You are beautiful,” I said, meaning it despite my distraction. “Inside and out.”

Elise snuggled against me, her naked body soft and warm. “I could get used to mornings like this,” she whispered.

The innocent comment sent a pang through me. This was supposed to be a transaction, a romantic fantasy with the goal of pregnancy. But Elise was clearly falling for the illusion, and I couldn’t blame her. The line between pretense and reality was blurring for me too, but in a different way. I genuinely liked her, but my thoughts kept drifting to Madison.

“Are you hungry?” I asked, gently shifting the moment. “We should probably head down for breakfast.”

She nodded, pressing one more kiss to my lips before sitting up, the sheet falling away to reveal her body. “I could eat. After last night, I need to replenish my energy.” Her smile turned playful.

I watched as she gathered her clothes, admiring her form while trying to formulate a plan for contacting Madison. Alexis had promised to create an opening for me, but anxiety still churned in my stomach at the thought of that conversation.

After showering and dressing, we made our way downstairs hand in hand. The smell of coffee and freshly baked pastries filled the air as we entered the dining room. Alexis and Helen were already seated at the table, both looking up with knowing smiles as we approached.

“Good morning,” Alexis said warmly, her eyes meeting mine briefly with a subtle nod that told me she remembered our late-night conversation. “Did you two sleep well?”

“Like a baby,” Elise replied with a blush, squeezing my hand. “This place is magical.”

Helen’s eyes twinkled with mischief as she gestured for us to sit. “The accommodations meet your approval then?”

“Everything has been perfect,” Elise said, taking the seat across from Helen. “Alexander took me to the most romantic dinner on the beach last night, and then…” She trailed off, her cheeks flushing deeper.

“And then?” Helen prompted, clearly enjoying Elise’s bashfulness.

“Helen,” Alexis chided gently, though I could see she was amused. “Let them eat first before the interrogation begins.”

I sat beside Elise, grateful for Alexis’s intervention. As we filled our plates with the lavish breakfast spread, the conversation flowed easily, with Elise enthusiastically describing our dinner and the beautiful view. I contributed when appropriate, but my mind kept drifting to my phone, which felt heavy in my pocket.

“So, Alexander,” Helen said during a lull in the conversation, “how did you find your evening with Elise? As enchanting as she found hers with you?”

I smiled, meeting Elise’s expectant gaze. “It was wonderful,” I said honestly. “Elise is a gorgeous woman.”

The genuine pleasure in Elise’s expression at my words made me feel simultaneously better and worse. She reached for my hand under the table, squeezing it affectionately.

“I was just telling Alexis earlier,” Helen continued, “that I’ve rarely seen such an immediate love between two people. There’s a certain chemistry that’s quite apparent.”

“It does seem that way,” Alexis agreed, her voice casual as she refilled her teacup. Then, as if the thought had just occurred to her, she turned to Elise. “By the way, I was wondering if you might be interested in our signature spa treatment this morning? It’s a special massage technique that promotes fertility and relaxation.”

Elise’s face lit up. “That sounds amazing.”

“Perfect,” Alexis said with a smile. “I’ve scheduled it for thirty minutes from now, if that works for you?”

I caught Alexis’s eye, silently thanking her for the window of opportunity she was creating. She gave me a subtle nod in return.

“That’s very thoughtful of you,” Elise said. “I’d love to.”

The rest of breakfast passed in pleasant conversation, and soon Alexis was escorting Elise to the spa wing. As they disappeared down the hallway, Helen lingered at the table, studying me with knowing eyes.

“Madison troubles?” she asked, surprising me with her perception.

I sighed, rubbing the back of my neck. “How did you know?”

Helen chuckled. “I’ve been around a long time. I recognize the look of a man caught between two women … And Alexis is my best friend.” She stood, gathering her cup and plate. “Word of advice? Don’t let it drag on. Clean breaks or clear commitments, anything else just causes pain.”

With that cryptic wisdom, she left me alone at the table. I pulled out my phone and stared at it for a long moment before dialing Madison’s number. My heart pounded as the phone rang once, twice, three times, then went to voicemail. Either she was genuinely busy or, more likely, she was deliberately avoiding my call.

I hung up without leaving a message and tried texting instead.

Madison, it wasn’t what it looked like last night. Can we talk? Please.

I stared at the screen, watching as the message was delivered, then read… but no reply came. After five excruciating minutes, I tried again.

I know how it must have looked, but I can explain. I really want to see you.

Another read receipt, another agonizing wait. Just as I was about to give up, three dots appeared, disappeared, then reappeared. Finally, her reply came through, Busy with work? That’s funny. Looked like you were busy with your date.

The cold tone was evident even through text. I winced, feeling the sting of her words and the depth of her hurt.

She’s a client. It’s complicated. Can I please see you and explain?

The read receipt appeared immediately, but this time there was a longer pause before her reply, Didn’t realize your job included romantic candlelit dinners. Must be nice. I’m busy.

I cursed under my breath, feeling the situation slipping further from my control. I tried one more time, I understand you’re upset. I would be too. But I really like you, Madison. Please give me a chance to explain in person. Breakfast tomorrow?

The message was read, but no reply came. I waited ten minutes before accepting that she wasn’t going to respond. The guilt that had been simmering inside me deepened into a heavy weight in my chest. I’d hurt her, however unintentionally, and now she wouldn’t even give me a chance to explain.

I found Alexis in her office, reviewing some paperwork. She looked up when I entered, her expression shifting to concern as she took in my face.

“No luck?” she asked gently.

I shook my head, sinking into the chair across from her desk. “She won’t answer my calls. She responded to my texts but only to make it clear she’s hurt and angry. She thinks I lied to her.”

Alexis looked at me with a gentle understanding in her eyes. “Don’t give up so easily. Girls need to be chased sometimes, especially when they’re hurt.”

I ran my hand through my hair in frustration. “I know, but what am I supposed to do? She won’t even talk to me.”

“Then you’ll have to try harder,” Alexis said calmly. “Show up at the gym when you know she’ll be there. Make a gesture that shows you care enough to fight for her attention.”

I sighed heavily. “I want to, but I have Elise here right now. I can’t just abandon her to chase after Madison.”

Alexis nodded. “Tomorrow then. Elise leaves tomorrow, and you can focus on Madison after that.”

“You don’t think it’ll be too late by then?”

“Two days is a long time for a hurt girl,” Alexis admitted, “but it’s not a dealbreaker. Just don’t let it drag on longer than that. The more time passes, the harder it becomes to repair things.”

I nodded, feeling marginally better. “Thanks, Alexis. I’ll try to fix things tomorrow.”

“I know you will,” Alexis said with a reassuring smile. “Now go be present for Elise. She deserves your full attention for the time she has left with you.”

I headed to the spa area, forcing myself to shift mental gears. Alexis was right. Elise deserved my undivided attention. She was paying for this experience, after all, and more importantly, I genuinely liked her. The least I could do was be fully present for her remaining time here.

When I reached the spa, Elise stepped out, wrapped in a white robe, her skin glowing and her eyes bright with relaxation.

“There you are,” she said, her smile widening at the sight of me. “That massage was incredible. I feel like I’m floating.”

“You look radiant,” I told her truthfully, pushing thoughts of Madison firmly aside. “I’m glad you enjoyed it.”

“What should we do now?” she asked, slipping her hand into mine.

An idea struck me. “How about I give you another massage? A more… personal one this time?”

“That sounds wonderful.”

We returned to our suite, where I dimmed the lights and put on relaxing music. Elise shed her robe without hesitation, lying face down on the bed, her naked body a work of art.

“Make yourself comfortable,” I said, retrieving massage oil from the bedside drawer. “Just relax and let me take care of you.”

I warmed the oil between my palms before starting at her shoulders, working my fingers into the muscles with gentle pressure. She sighed contentedly as I moved down her back.

“That feels amazing,” she murmured, her voice muffled against the pillow.

As my hands glided lower, I allowed a hint of my power to flow through my fingertips, just enough to enhance her pleasure without overwhelming her. She gasped softly, her body arching slightly into my touch.

“What was that?” she asked dreamily.

“Just relaxing into it,” I replied, continuing my ministrations down to her lower back and then to the curve of her buttocks.

I took my time, enjoying the softness of her skin, the way she responded to my touch with little sighs and moans. When I asked her to turn over, her eyes were heavy-lidded with lust, her nipples already hard.

My massage of her front was more sensual, my fingers tracing patterns across her collarbone, down between her breasts, circling but not yet touching them directly. Her breathing quickened, her hips shifting restlessly on the bed.

“Alexander,” she whispered, reaching for me. “Can we make love again?”

“I’m yours now,” I told her. I fulfilled her wish. I undressed, spread her legs and entered her. It didn’t take me long to make her climax, and me filling her with my seed.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, her head resting on my chest as I stroked her hair.

“I never knew it could be like this,” she confessed. “So intense and so magical, especially with a youngster like you.”

I pressed a kiss to her forehead, genuinely moved by her words. “You deserve to feel this way all the time.”

* * *

The rest of our day passed quickly. We made love again that afternoon, this time slower and deeper, exploring each other’s bodies. Between these passionate love moments, we talked about our lives and dreams.

“I’ve always wanted to be a mother,” Elise told me as we lay together, watching the sunset. “Even at the height of my modeling career, when everyone told me children would ruin everything I’d built, I knew someday I’d prioritize family.”

“You’ll be an amazing mother,” I said, meaning it.

Her eyes grew misty. “Do you really think so?”

“Absolutely,” I assured her. “Any child would be lucky to have you.”

She snuggled closer to me. “I hope you get everything you want,” she said, pressing a kiss to my chest. “You deserve it.”

That night, we ate dinner by ourselves, neither of us wanting to break the bubble of intimacy we’d created. We fed each other bites of food, drank wine, and laughed together like old friends rather than virtual strangers who’d met just a day before.

When we finally fell asleep, Elise curled against me like she belonged there, her breathing deep and even. I stayed awake a little longer, watching her sleep, wondering at the strange turns my life had taken.

* * *

Morning came quickly. We woke tangled together again, and this time there was a bittersweet quality to our lovemaking, both of us aware that our time together was coming to an end. Afterward, as we lay catching our breath, she looked me in the eyes. “Are you sure I’m pregnant?”

I nodded. “You don’t have to worry. It worked.”

She smiled. “Well, your lovemaking skills certainly are magical, along with your loads.” She giggled.

“I find you magical as well. I hope I haven’t disappointed you.”

“Not a bit.”

We spent the rest of the morning together, talking about her plans for the baby and exchanging contact information. I promised to check in on her, though we both understood the boundaries of our arrangement. Despite the transactional nature of our meeting, I felt genuinely happy for her, and proud that I’d helped her achieve something she’d wanted for so long.

When it was time for her to leave, I walked her to the waiting car, carrying her small overnight bag. At the door, she turned to me, tears glistening in her eyes.

“Thank you, Alexander,” she whispered, reaching up to touch my face. “For everything. You’ve given me more than I could have hoped for.”

I leaned down, kissing her. “Take care of yourself. And the little one.”

She nodded, her hand drifting to her stomach. “I will.”

With one last embrace, she slipped into the backseat, waving as the driver pulled away. I stood in the driveway long after the car had disappeared from view, a complex mixture of emotions washing over me.

I’d done my job, fulfilled my purpose at the clinic, and done it well. Elise was pregnant, happy, and heading home with exactly what she’d come for. I should have felt nothing but satisfaction.

Instead, I felt the weight of everything pressing down on me: the lingering guilt about Madison. The memory of Madison’s hurt expression at the restaurant haunted me. I needed to fix things with her soon, before it was too late.

Back in my room, I paced restlessly, unable to settle. I tried Madison’s number again, but it went straight to voicemail. She was definitely avoiding me now. I opened Instagram and searched for Madison’s name, but I couldn’t find anything. Then I searched for Kenzie, her friend. Luckily, I found her instead.

Without overthinking it, I tapped the message button and typed, Hey Kenzie, it’s Alexander. We met at the gym recently. I’m trying to reach Madison but she’s not answering my calls. Do you know if she’s okay?

I hit send before I could change my mind. To my surprise, a response came two minutes later, Omg Alexander! I was wondering who this mysterious profile with no pics was! Why don’t you have any more photos? Girls want to see what they’re talking to, you know.

I smiled despite myself. Kenzie had always been the outgoing, playful one in Madison’s circle. I don’t spend much time on Instagram, I replied honestly. Listen, I really need to talk to Madison. I saw her at a restaurant last night and there was a misunderstanding. She thinks I lied to her, but it wasn’t what it looked like. Do you know where she is or how she’s doing?

There was a brief pause before Kenzie responded, She’s definitely upset about something, but she hasn’t given me the details. Just said she needed space to think. When Madison’s upset, she usually goes to Venice Beach to clear her head. She likes to walk the boardwalk or just sit by the water. That’s probably where she is now.

My heart raced. This was my chance. Thanks, Kenzie. I really appreciate it.

No prob! But hey, if you hurt her, I’ll have to kill you. Good luck!

I didn’t waste another moment. I hurried to Alexis’s office. “Hey can I take the car?”

“Of course,” Alexis said with a smile. “Seeing Madison?”

“Yeah.”

“Go get her,” she said, giving me a proud smile.

* * *

The drive to Venice Beach felt interminable, even though traffic was surprisingly light. I kept rehearsing what I would say to her, how I would explain everything. But none of my mental scripts seemed adequate.

I parked haphazardly in the first spot I could find and jogged toward the boardwalk. The beach was busy with tourists, street performers, and locals enjoying the perfect weather. I scanned the crowd desperately, looking for Madison’s blonde hair and athletic figure.

After twenty minutes of searching, my hopes were beginning to fade when I finally spotted her. She was walking alone near the water’s edge, wearing denim shorts and a light blue tank top, her hair blowing in the ocean breeze. Even from a distance, I could see the tension in her posture, the heaviness in her steps.

I was about to call out to her when I noticed she wasn’t alone after all. Three guys had approached her, surrounding her in a way that immediately set off alarm bells in my head. As I drew closer, I recognized one of them, Brad, her ex-boyfriend from high school, the football captain who’d treated her like a trophy.

“Come on, Maddy,” I heard him say as I approached. “Don’t be like that. We’re just talking.”

“I told you to leave me alone,” Madison replied, her voice tight with controlled anger. “I’m not interested in catching up.”

“You used to be a lot more fun,” another guy said, moving to block her path when she tried to walk away. “What happened to you?”

Madison’s face hardened. “Get out of my way.”

Brad reached for her arm. “Just have a drink with us. For old times’ sake.”

That was enough. I closed the distance between us in seconds, my blood pumping with protective fury.

“She said leave her alone,” I said, my voice carrying across the sand.

All four of them turned. Madison’s eyes widened in surprise, while Brad’s narrowed in recognition and immediate dislike.

“Well, look who it is,” he sneered. “The nobody from chem class. What are you doing here, stalking Madison now?”

I didn’t rise to the bait. Instead, I moved to stand beside Madison, my eyes locked on Brad. “She asked you to leave her alone. That’s what’s going to happen now.”

Brad looked me up and down, clearly noticing the changes in my physique but too proud to back down. “This isn’t your business, man. Madison and I go way back.”

“It became my business when you wouldn’t take no for an answer,” I replied, my voice calm but firm.

Brad scoffed and took a step closer to me, puffing out his chest. “Or what? You gonna do something about it?” He reached out to shove me backward.

I moved faster than even I expected. My hand shot out, gripping his collar with such sudden force that the fabric bunched tightly in my fist. Brad’s eyes widened in shock, his mouth opening to protest, but before he could utter a word, I lifted him off his feet as if he weighed nothing.

“Actually, yes,” I said calmly.

I hurled him toward the ocean. His arms flailed wildly, a look of pure disbelief frozen on his face before he crashed into the water with a splash that sent spray flying in all directions.

He surfaced a moment later, sputtering and coughing, his hair plastered to his forehead and his expensive clothes completely soaked. He looked pathetic and small, and his two friends stood frozen on the beach, their expressions shifting from disbelief to fear as they processed what they’d just witnessed. I turned to face them.

“That was just a warning,” I said, my voice low but carrying easily to their ears. “Walk away.”

I didn’t raise my voice or make any threatening gestures. I didn’t need to. Something in my tone, in my stance, in my eyes made it clear that I meant exactly what I said.

The guys exchanged nervous glances before backing away slowly, then turning to hurry down the beach. Neither of them even looked back at their friend still splashing in the water. Brad eventually dragged himself to shore some distance away, shooting me a venomous look before slinking off in the direction his friends had gone.

With the threat removed, I turned my attention to Madison, the fire in my blood cooling as I took in her wide eyes and slightly parted lips.

“Are you okay?” I asked gently, my voice softening as I searched her face for signs of distress. “Did they hurt you?”

She stared at me for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Then she shook her head slowly. “I’m fine,” she said, her voice steadier than I expected. “They were just being jerks. Nothing I haven’t dealt with before.” She paused, studying me with new eyes. “But that… what you just did… how did you…”

I glanced around, suddenly aware that our little confrontation had drawn attention from nearby beachgoers. “Let’s walk,” I suggested, gesturing away from the curious onlookers.

Madison nodded, falling into step beside me as we moved along the shoreline. We walked in silence for several minutes, the sound of waves filling the space between us. I could feel her stealing glances at me, reassessing everything she thought she knew about me.

“I came to find you,” I said finally, breaking the silence. “I needed to explain about last night.”

She stopped walking, turning to face me fully. “You threw a guy twice your size into the ocean like he was a beach ball, and you want to talk about last night?”

I smiled despite myself. “Well, he’s not actually twice my size anymore.”

“Clearly,” she said, her eyes traveling over my body with renewed interest. “You’ve changed a lot. And I don’t just mean physically.”

“I know,” I admitted. “It’s been a transformative few weeks.”

Madison crossed her arms, her initial shock giving way to the hurt I’d glimpsed at the restaurant. “So who was she? The woman at dinner?”

I took a slow step closer, keeping my voice low and steady. “Her name is Elise. She’s a client.”

She blinked. “A client? What kind of client needs a romantic beach dinner?”

I swallowed. There was no easy way to say this. “I run a fertility clinic. A very exclusive one. Women who can’t conceive naturally come to me. Elise is one of them. That dinner, everything you saw, that was work. I wasn’t lying when I told you I had work that night. That was my job.”

Madison stared at me for a long second. Then she let out a short, disbelieving laugh. “A fertility clinic,” she repeated, like she was tasting the words. “You’re telling me you’re some kind of professional sperm donor with candlelit dinners?”

I shook my head. “It’s more than that. The women who come to me… they pay a lot because I can guarantee results. Because of what I am.”

She tilted her head, eyes narrowing. “And what exactly are you, Alexander?”

I held her gaze and said it plainly. “I’m descended from an ancient Greek fertility god, Priapus. The power is real. That’s why I’m stronger than I should be. That’s why I could throw your ex like he was a ragdoll. And that’s why… when I’m with a woman, things happen that normal men can’t do.”

Madison’s mouth fell open for a second. She took half a step back, then caught herself. Her expression cycled rapidly, shock, confusion, disbelief, and underneath it all, a flicker of something dangerously close to arousal.

“You’re serious,” she said, voice barely above a whisper. “You’re telling me you’re a literal fertility god. Like… Zeus with a permanent hard-on or something?”

I winced at the comparison but didn’t deny it. “Something like that. I know how insane it sounds. But you saw what I just did. You felt it when I healed your muscle pull at the gym. None of that is normal.”

She ran a hand through her hair, laughing again, this time sharper and more hysterical. “Oh my God. I thought you were cheating on me with some random woman and lying about work. Instead you’re telling me you’re a fucking fertility god who fucks women for a living so they can get pregnant.” She pressed her fingers to her temples. “This is… this is insane, like, clinically insane.”

Her eyes flicked down my body for a split second, lingering on my chest and arms, before snapping back up to my face. The skepticism was still there, but it was fighting a losing battle against the adrenaline and the very obvious pull she was feeling toward me. “And the worst part?” she continued, voice dropping. “Some fucked-up part of me is actually turned on right now. Because you just threw my asshole ex into the ocean like it was nothing.” She shook her head, half laughing, half horrified at herself. “I need a minute. This is a lot.”

Well, I couldn’t blame her for that. Madison took several steps back from me, her eyes wide with a mixture of disbelief and fascination. She began pacing in small circles on the sand, her fingers raking through her blonde hair as she processed everything I’d just told her. “So let me get this straight,” she finally said, letting out a nervous laugh that bordered on hysterical. “You’re not just some hot guy who magically got jacked overnight. You’re actually a fertility god who gets paid to knock up women?”

The way she phrased it and kept repeating it made me wince slightly, but I couldn’t deny the essential truth of it. “That’s a simplified version, but yes,” I admitted.

Madison stopped pacing and stared at me, her expression unreadable for a moment before she shook her head. “This shouldn’t make sense. None of this should make sense.” She crossed her arms over her chest. “And yet… what you just did to Brad was impossible. And at the gym that day, my pulled muscle healed instantly when you touched me.”

She bit her lower lip, a flush creeping up her neck. “Which, by the way, turned me on way more than I want to admit. But still… a fertility god? Really? That’s what you’re going with?”

“I know how it sounds,” I said, stepping closer to her. “And if I were in your position, I wouldn’t believe it either without proof.”

“Proof,” she repeated flatly. “What, are you going to impregnate someone right here on the beach?”

I smiled at her sarcasm. Even in her shock, Madison’s personality shone through.

“No,” I said. “But I can show you where I work. The mansion, the clinic… everything. You can see it with your own eyes, ask any questions you want. I’ll answer everything honestly.”

Madison studied my face, clearly searching for any sign of deception.

“Come back with me,” I continued, holding out my hand to her. “I want you to understand who I am and what I am. All of it.”

She glanced at my outstretched hand, then back at my face. I could see the internal struggle playing out in her eyes: curiosity warring with caution, attraction battling with common sense.

“If this is some weird cult thing,” she finally said, taking my hand with obvious reluctance, “I’m calling the cops. I have pepper spray in my purse, and my phone has location tracking that my friends can access.”

“It’s not what you think,” I assured her, relieved that she was willing to come with me. “And you can call anyone you want, anytime. I promise.”

We walked back to the car in silence. I opened the passenger door for her, and she slid in, her movements stiff with lingering uncertainty. As I rounded the car and got into the driver’s seat, I could feel her eyes on me, studying me with new intensity.

The first few minutes of the drive passed in silence, but it didn’t last long. Madison had never been one to keep quiet when she had questions. “How long have you had these… powers?” she asked abruptly.

I gripped the steering wheel a little tighter. “About a week. They awakened recently.”

“A week?” she repeated incredulously. “So you weren’t always this?” She gestured vaguely toward my body.

“No,” I admitted. “I was just a normal guy. Skinny and unremarkable. You hardly remembered me when we met at the gym.”

She frowned slightly. “I don’t have Alzheimer’s. Of course, I remembered you from high school. I just thought you had a late growth spurt and started training a lot.”

I chuckled.

“You were quiet and smart. Always knew the answers but never raised your hand.” She shrugged. “I noticed you.”

“I remember you too,” I said. “You were one of the few students who didn’t call me an NPC.”

She smiled. “I’ve never been a bully. But honestly, you should’ve talked a bit more.”

Something warm unfurled in my chest at her words, but before I could respond, she fired another question at me. “Anyways, how many women have you actually gotten pregnant?”

I kept my eyes on the road. “Eight so far, including Elise, the woman you saw me with last night.”

“Jesus,” she muttered, her eyes wide. “And they all pay you? For this service?”

“Yes. It’s expensive, but the results are guaranteed.”

Madison shifted in her seat to face me more directly. “And Alexis… does she know about all this?”

I laughed, unable to help myself. “She knows everything. She’s a former therapist, but now she helps run the clinic.”

“She helps you knock up strange women?” Madison’s voice rose an octave.

“It’s more complicated than that,” I said. “The bloodline comes from my father, and she knew him well. She understands what it means better than anyone.”

I could feel Madison’s eyes on my hands as I gripped the steering wheel, then trailing along my arms. I knew she was remembering how easily I’d thrown Brad, reconciling that image with what I was telling her now.

“This is completely insane,” she said again, but her voice had lost some of its edge. Curiosity was winning.

As we approached the gates of the estate, I slowed the car. Madison leaned forward, her eyes widening as she took in the sprawling Mediterranean-style mansion perched on the cliff overlooking the ocean.

“Wow,” she said in awe as the gates swung open automatically. “You live here?”

“For now,” I said, driving up the winding driveway. “It’s the clinic, but we have living quarters here too.”

I parked in front of the main entrance and turned to look at her. Her eyes were still fixed on the mansion, taking in its elegant lines and obvious luxury.

“Okay,” she muttered, almost to herself. “This is definitely not normal.” She turned to me with narrowed eyes. “Either you’re telling the truth, or you’re part of some very high-end escort service for rich women.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at that. “Come on, let’s go inside.”

As we entered the main foyer, Madison fell silent, her eyes taking in the tasteful opulence of the interior. The marble floors, the subtle lighting, the artwork that managed to be both classy and sensual. It was all designed to create an atmosphere of luxury, sensuality and comfort.

“Alexander, is that you?” Alexis’ voice called from the living area.

I guided Madison toward the sound, feeling her tense beside me. We stepped into the spacious living room where Alexis was arranging fresh flowers in a vase.

She looked up with a warm smile that brightened slightly when she saw Madison, proud that I’d succeeded. “Hello there,” she said warmly. “You must be Madison. Alexander mentioned you.”

Madison stood frozen for a moment before blurting out, “So, is Alexander actually a fertility god?”

I winced at her directness, but Alexis didn’t seem fazed. She paused, meeting Madison’s challenging gaze with calm assurance. “Yes,” she said simply. “Alexander carries the bloodline of Priapus. The powers are very real, as I’m sure you’ve begun to notice.”

Madison’s mouth opened and closed without sound, clearly stunned by Alexis’ casual confirmation. “But… that’s…” she stammered.

“Impossible?” Alexis finished for her with a gentle smile. “Many things seem impossible until we experience them firsthand.”

Before Madison could respond, Helen’s voice came from the doorway behind us. “I thought I heard new voices,” she said, gliding into the room.

I turned to make introductions. “Madison, this is Helen. She’s—“

“Alexander’s manager,” Helen supplied smoothly, extending her hand to Madison. “And the priestess who helped awaken his powers. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Madison. We’ve heard so much about you.”

Madison shook Helen’s hand automatically, her expression growing more bewildered by the second.

“Priestess?” she echoed faintly. “Like an actual priestess? Of what?”

“Of Aphrodite,” Helen replied as if discussing something as ordinary as the weather. “The goddess of love and beauty. She and Priapus have connections, shall we say.”

Madison looked from Helen to Alexis to me, clearly struggling to process everything. Helen, ever perceptive, seemed to sense her need for more tangible evidence.

“Perhaps this might help,” Helen said, guiding Madison toward one of the alcoves in the living room where a small statue stood on a pedestal.

It was one of the more explicit representations of Priapus, depicting the god with his characteristic exaggerated erection. Madison stared at it, her cheeks flushing slightly as she took in the anatomical details.

“This,” Helen said, her fingers tracing the contours of the statue, “is Priapus. Son of Aphrodite and Dionysus, though some myths claim Zeus as his father. He was the god of fertility, livestock, fruit plants, gardens, and male genitalia.”

Madison’s eyes widened as she stared at the explicit statue. “That’s… quite the combination of responsibilities.”

Helen laughed. “Indeed. The ancient Greeks understood the connection between agricultural abundance and human sexuality better than most modern cultures. Both represent the fundamental creative force of life.”

I watched Madison’s face carefully as Helen continued her impromptu lecture. Part of me worried this was too much, too soon, but there was no gentle way to introduce someone to the reality of what I was.

“Priapus was known for his permanent erection,” Helen explained, gesturing to the statue’s most prominent feature. “It wasn’t just a symbol of virility but of the unstoppable force of creation itself. His priests were capable of extraordinary feats of strength and sexual stamina, and women who lay with them were virtually guaranteed conception.”

Madison glanced at me, then back at the statue. “And Alexander is what? A direct descendant?”

Helen nodded. “Through his father’s bloodline.”

Madison stared at the statue for a long moment, her eyes fixed on the exaggerated proportions. Then she turned to me with hints of mischief. “So… he should be as hung as that, right?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows.

I felt heat rush to my face despite myself. Madison’s lips curled into a slow, dangerous smile. “I’m sorry, but there’s no way.” She crossed her arms, challenge written across her face. “I mean, I believe you threw Brad into the ocean. I believe something weird is going on here. But that?” She pointed at the statue again. “That’s just mythology exaggerating things.”

I cleared my throat, acutely aware of Alexis and Helen watching this exchange with barely concealed amusement. “It’s not exaggerated.”

“Prove it,” Madison said immediately, her eyes glinting. “That’s the only way I’ll fully believe any of this.”

Alexis stepped forward smoothly. “Why don’t we give you two some privacy? Helen and I have some paperwork to review.” She gave me a knowing look before guiding Helen from the room, leaving Madison and me alone.

“Should we go to my room?” I asked her.

Her eyes widened slightly. She bit her lower lip, then nodded. “Lead the way, fertility god.”

I took her upstairs. I could feel Madison’s eyes on me. When we reached my bedroom door, I paused with my hand on the knob. “You don’t have to do this if you’re uncomfortable,” I said.

Madison laughed. “I’m not the one who should be uncomfortable. I’m not the one about to drop my pants.”

I pushed open the door, revealing my spacious master suite with its panoramic ocean view. Madison walked in slowly, taking in the king-sized bed, the modern furnishings and the private balcony beyond the glass doors.

“Nice room,” she said, her voice slightly higher than normal. She turned to face me, arms crossed protectively over her chest. “So… back to business.”

I closed the door behind us. It was surreal. Madison was standing in my bedroom, waiting for me to undress. How many times had I fantasized about a scenario like this in high school? Though none of those fantasies had involved proving my divine heritage.

I took a deep breath and began unbuttoning my shirt. Madison’s eyes followed my movements, her breath catching audibly as I shrugged the fabric from my shoulders. Her gaze traced over my chest and abs.

“The transformation definitely worked in your favor,” she said, voice husky. “But that’s not what I’m here to see.”

My hands moved to my belt buckle. “Just to be clear,” I said, meeting her eyes, “this is just proof, nothing more.”

Madison nodded, though her flushed cheeks and dilated pupils told me she was far from indifferent. “Just proof.”

I undid my belt, then the button of my jeans. Madison’s eyes were fixed on my hands now, her breathing shallow. I paused for just a moment before pushing down my jeans and boxers. Madison’s sharp intake of breath echoed in the quiet room. I stood before her, completely naked, allowing her to take in my semi-aroused state.

“That’s… impressive,” she admitted, her eyes wide. “But the statue was… I mean, it was…”

I took a deep breath, focusing inward on the power that now lived within me. I let it flow through me, feeling the familiar heat and pressure building. Within moments, I was fully erect, my cock standing proud at its full, divine size.

“Holy fuck,” Madison said, her eyes wider than I’d ever seen them. “That’s… that’s not possible.”

“Apparently it is,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite my nakedness and arousal.

She took a step closer, her gaze never leaving my erection. “Can I… can I touch it? Just to make sure it’s real.”

“If you want to.”

Madison approached slowly, as if I might disappear if she moved too quickly. When she was standing directly in front of me, she hesitantly reached out her hand. Her fingertips brushed against my length, sending a jolt of heat through my body.

“It’s warm,” she murmured, wrapping her hand around my shaft. Her fingers couldn’t close around my girth, leaving a significant gap. She tried adjusting her grip, then giggled nervously when she still couldn’t encircle me completely. “Okay… I believe you now. Your dick is huge.”

The touch of her hand was almost too much to bear. I fought against the instinct to pull her closer, to claim her lips with mine. This was about proof, not pleasure, at least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

Madison seemed equally affected. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing uneven. Her hand lingered on my cock for several heartbeats longer than necessary, her thumb absently stroking the sensitive underside.

Finally, she seemed to remember herself and withdrew her hand. “Well,” she said, her voice unsteady, “that’s certainly convincing evidence.”

I cleared my throat, suddenly aware of how exposed I was standing naked in front of Madison. “I should probably get dressed before we continue this conversation,” I said, reaching for my clothes.

Madison nodded, though her eyes lingered on me for several more seconds before she turned away. “Right, of course. Sorry for staring.”

As I pulled my clothes back on, I could see her trying to process everything, her eyes darting around the room, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her tank top. When I was fully dressed again, I gestured toward the door. “Would you like a tour of the place? It might help make things clearer.”

“Yes,” she said quickly. “I definitely have questions. Like, a million of them.”

I led her out into the hallway, feeling strangely lighter now that everything was out in the open. No more secrets, no more half-truths, and whatever happened next, at least Madison knew who, and what, I really was.

“So this entire mansion is your fertility clinic?” she asked as we walked down the corridor.

“Essentially, yes. The top floor is called the love room. It’s where I usually take care of the breeding.” I took her there, and I pushed open the door, revealing a luxurious bedroom with a gorgeous view.

“Everything is designed to create the right atmosphere,” I said as Madison wandered into the room, taking in the details. “We offer different packages depending on what the client wants.”

“Packages,” she repeated. “Like… different ways to get pregnant?”

I nodded. “There are three main tiers. The Breeding package is straightforward. We have empty slots that get filled by clients. Then the client comes in, we have sex, she leaves pregnant, and then it’s time for the next.”

Madison’s eyes widened slightly. “Cool, tell me about another.”

“One is called the Romantic package,” I said, watching her face carefully. “That’s what you saw with Elise. It includes dinner, conversation, sleepover, basically the full experience. It’s more intimate and more emotional.”

“So you… what? Pretend to be in love with them?” There was an edge to her voice that I couldn’t quite identify.

“Not exactly. I give them attention, affection and a love that makes the experience special. For many women, especially those who’ve struggled with fertility for years, it’s not just about getting pregnant. It’s about feeling desired, beautiful and worthy of being a mother.”

Madison’s expression softened slightly. “That’s surprisingly sweet.”

We continued through the mansion, passing by the spa area, the meditation room, the home theater and the private dining spaces. “Let’s say you have ten ladies wanting to be bred in a day, won’t you get tired?”

I chuckled as we descended the staircase to the main floor. “I have enhanced stamina. I can go for hours without tiring. I can heal minor injuries with my touch, as you experienced at the gym. And there’s an arousal effect that happens around me. Women feel it more strongly than men.”

“That explains a lot,” Madison muttered, a blush creeping up her neck. “I thought I was going crazy with how badly I wanted to jump you every time we were together.”

I smiled despite myself. “It’s not just the power. There has to be some attraction there to begin with.”

“And the guaranteed pregnancy thing?” she asked, steering us back to safer ground. “How does that work?”

“My seed is potent. One hundred percent effective, regardless of the woman’s fertility issues.”

Madison whistled low. “That’s wow. I can see why women would pay for that.” She paused, turning to face me directly. “Why did you keep all this secret from me? Why not just tell me the truth from the beginning?”

I sighed, leaning against the wall. “At first, I didn’t know how to explain it without sounding completely insane. And then I liked how you saw me. Just as a guy, not as some fertility god or walking sperm bank. I wanted to be normal with you.”

She reached out to touch my arm gently. “I get that. It’s a lot to process, but I appreciate you being honest with me now.”

We continued the tour, moving through the living areas. “Isn’t it hard? Getting intimate with women you barely know?” she asked.

“Certainly not for a young, horny guy,” I said, making her laugh. “But I remind myself that I’m helping them achieve something they want desperately. That makes it meaningful.”

We were heading back toward the main living area when Alexis appeared in the hallway.

“There you two are,” she said warmly. “I was just about to set lunch out on the terrace. Madison, would you care to join us? It’s nothing fancy, just some fresh salads and sandwiches, but the view is lovely.”

Madison glanced at me before turning back to Alexis with a smile. “Of course, I’d love to stay. Thank you.”

The three of us settled at the table on the terrace, the ocean stretching out before us. Alexis had outdone herself with the simple lunch, there were gourmet sandwiches, a colorful Mediterranean salad, fresh fruit and a pitcher of iced tea with mint leaves floating on top.

“So, Madison,” Alexis said as she passed her a plate, “how are you processing everything? I know it’s a lot to take in.”

Madison laughed. “That’s an understatement. But it explains a lot, actually. Especially what happened at the beach earlier.”

“Oh?” Alexis raised an eyebrow, looking between us. “What happened at the beach?”

Madison glanced at me, her eyes sparkling with pride. “Alexander defended me from my ex-boyfriend and his friends. They were harassing me, and Alexander just… picked him up and threw him into the ocean like he weighed nothing.” She shook her head, still amazed. “It was honestly one of the most satisfying things I’ve ever seen.”

Alexis smiled, looking at me with obvious pride. “That was very protective and sweet of you.”

“It was nothing,” I said, feeling heat rise to my cheeks.

“It wasn’t nothing,” Madison insisted, her eyes meeting mine across the table. “It was… it was exactly what I needed at that moment.” There was something in her gaze, a warmth and admiration that made my heart beat faster.

Alexis seemed to sense the energy between us and smoothly shifted the conversation. “Tell us about yourself, Madison.”

Madison nodded, taking a sip of her tea. “I’m doing modeling and commercials mostly. Nothing huge yet, but I’ve had a few good breaks. My mom used to model back in the day, so I guess it’s in my blood.”

“Your mother was a model?” Alexis asked with interest.

“Yeah, she did runway and print for about a decade. Met my dad at a shoot, he was the photographer. These days she’s an accountant, though. Complete career change after I was born.”

As the conversation continued, I ended up watching Madison’s hands as she gestured while speaking, remembering how those fingers had felt wrapped around me earlier. She must have caught me looking because she suddenly stumbled over her words, a blush spreading across her cheeks.

“So,” Madison said, setting down her fork and looking directly at me, “I have to admit something.” She took a deep breath. “This whole fertility god thing is kind of insanely hot, even if it terrifies me a little.”

“Why terrified?” I asked.

“I don’t know … You are a god, maybe that’s why.”

We continued to eat. Eventually, Alexis went inside to check on the desserts. Helen also had two more potential clients to show me.

“We have two more potential clients who’ve reached out to us.” Helen handed me the tablet with profiles displayed on the screen. “Both are quite eager to meet you.”

I glanced at the profiles, one woman was a successful tech executive in her late twenties, the other a widowed heiress in her early forties. Both beautiful, both desperate for children.

Madison leaned over my shoulder as she studied the women’s faces. “So these are your customers?” she asked, her tone caught between fascination and disbelief.

“Clients,” I corrected gently, scrolling through their information. “And yes.”

Helen watched Madison’s reaction with interest. “They’re both willing to pay our premium rate for the Romantic package.”

I handed the tablet back to Helen. “Both of them are fine.”

Madison let out a surprised laugh. “You’re seriously scheduling… breeding appointments right in front of me?”

“Welcome to my new reality,” I said with a small shrug.

“Speaking of which,” Madison turned to Helen, curiosity gleaming in her eyes, “how much has he made so far with this service?”

Helen glanced at me, silently asking permission. I looked toward Alexis, who had just returned with a tray of desserts.

“Two hundred and fifty thousand so far,” Alexis answered casually, setting down the tray.

Even though I knew the number, hearing it spoken aloud made it feel suddenly real and absurd. I’d made a quarter million dollars in just over a week.

Madison’s jaw literally dropped. She stared at me, then at Alexis, then back at me. “You’ve made two hundred and fifty grand from having sex with women?” She let out an incredulous laugh. “That’s… that’s a pretty good deal.”

Helen’s lips curled into a mischievous smile. “Maybe Alexander will give you a discount if you’re a good girl,” she said with a wink.

The comment hung in the air between us. Madison’s cheeks flushed pink, and I felt heat rising to my own face as our eyes met. We finished off the blueberry muffins before heading down. After that I wanted to show Madison the beach. “Would you like to see the private beach? It’s just down those steps.”

“Yes, definitely.”

We excused ourselves and made our way down the stone staircase that wound from the terrace to the small, secluded beach below. Neither of us spoke until our feet hit the sand.

“Too much info or?” I asked playfully, bending down to remove my shoes.

Madison slipped off her sandals as well, laughing. “This is all just so surreal.” She wiggled her toes in the warm sand. “Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. That’s insane.”

I nodded, still processing it myself. “It sure is.”

We strolled along the shoreline, the gentle waves occasionally washing over our feet. The tension from the terrace gradually melted away, replaced by a comfortable quiet between us.

“So what was your life like before all this?” Madison asked eventually. “Before you became… you know.”

“Ordinary,” I replied honestly. “I was working at a luxurious clothing store.” I kicked at the wet sand. “There were so many rich women there, and I wanted them all. But I was invisible most of the time.”

Madison frowned slightly. “I remembered you the second I saw you.”

She made me smile. “What about you? What’s your life been like since high school?”

She sighed, looking out at the horizon. “Complicated. I dated Brad for a while, big mistake. He became controlling, jealous of any attention I got.” She shook her head. “After we broke up, I moved, started modeling, did some commercial work. It’s been… lonely, honestly. This industry is brutal. Everyone wants something from you.”

“I can imagine,” I said softly.

“My last relationship ended six months ago. He was a photographer, thought dating me would help his career.” She laughed bitterly. “Found out he was sleeping with another model while shooting her portfolio.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, genuinely meaning it.

She shrugged. “It’s fine. I’m better off without him.” She turned to look at me, her expression curious. “What about you? How does it feel? All these changes?”

“Surreal,” I admitted. “Sometimes I wake up and forget what’s happened, who I am now. Then I look in the mirror and see this stranger looking back at me.” I paused, trying to find the right words. “The physical changes were just the beginning. I feel different inside too, more confident and more focused, like I finally know my purpose.”

“Which is getting women pregnant,” she said with a smirk.

I laughed. “When you put it that way, it sounds ridiculous.”

We walked in silence for a moment before Madison stopped and turned to face me, her expression suddenly serious. “Can I ask you something weird?”

“After everything today? Sure.”

She bit her lip, looking slightly embarrassed. “That thing you mentioned about arousal. The power you have. Could you…” She paused, clearly struggling with how to phrase it. “Could you show me? Just a little bit? I’m curious.”

“You want me to demonstrate?”

She nodded, her cheeks flushing. “I’m half-joking, but also not really. I want to understand what we’re dealing with here.”

I paused then stepped closer to her. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.”

Carefully, I placed my hand on her lower belly. I closed my eyes briefly, channeling just a small amount of my energy into my touch. I felt the warmth flow from my core, down my arm, and through my fingertips into her body.

Madison gasped immediately, her eyes widening as she clutched my arm for support. “Oh my god,” she said, her cheeks flushing deep pink. She shifted her stance, pressing her thighs together. “I’m… wow. I’m so wet, like, instantly. I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

The look of wonder and arousal on her face was intoxicating. I kept my hand still, supporting her as she adjusted to the sensation.

“That’s… that’s incredible,” she giggled nervously, her eyes locked on mine. “And that was just a little bit?”

I nodded, fighting my own response to her obvious arousal. “Just a fraction of what I can do.”

She opened her mouth to say something else when her phone buzzed loudly in her pocket. She pulled it out and checked the screen, then let out a frustrated sigh.

“Damn it,” she muttered. “I completely forgot. I have a bikini shoot at Venice Beach in an hour.” She looked up at me apologetically. “I took the job yesterday when I thought you were…” She trailed off.

“When you thought I was cheating on you,” I finished for her.

“Yeah.” She shifted uncomfortably. “I was upset and wanted a distraction.”

“It’s fine,” I assured her. “You should go. It’s important for your career.”

Madison looked down at herself, then back at me with a playful, slightly embarrassed smile. “Um, will this…” she gestured vaguely to her lower half, “…condition… go away before then? Because I’m not sure I can do a professional photoshoot feeling like this.”

I laughed. “It should fade gradually over the next hour or so. By the time you’re ready to shoot, you’ll be back to normal. Physically, at least.”

“Good to know,” she said, still looking a bit flustered. “I should probably get going then.”

“I can drive you,” I offered. “Save you the rideshare.”

Her smile brightened. “That would be great, actually.”

We made our way back up to the house, gathered our things, and said quick goodbyes to Alexis and Helen. Soon we were in Alexis’s car, heading back toward Venice Beach.

Madison sat close to me in the passenger seat, her bare legs crossed toward me. Every few seconds, I caught her stealing glances at me, her eyes lingering on my hands on the steering wheel, my arms and my profile.

“So,” she said, breaking the comfortable silence, “you really had a crush on me in high school?”

I laughed, slightly embarrassed that she’d picked up on that. “Was it that obvious?”

“Yes,” she admitted with a smile. “The sideways glances never lie.”

“I noticed everything about you,” I said, keeping my eyes on the road. “The way you’d twist your hair around your finger during calculus. How you always had strawberry lip gloss. The little dance you did after you aced a test.”

Madison’s eyes widened. “Wow, that’s specific.”

“Teenage boys with crushes tend to be observant,” I said with a shrug. “Especially the quiet ones.”

She shifted in her seat, turning more fully toward me. “And now look at us. You’re a literal fertility god and I’m…” she gestured to herself, “…sitting next to you trying not to think about what I saw in your bedroom earlier.”

Heat rushed to my face. “Sorry about that.”

“Don’t be,” she said quickly, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “I’m definitely not sorry.”

The tension in the car ratcheted up several notches. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, trying to focus on driving and not on how beautiful she looked.

As we neared Venice Beach, the traffic slowed to a crawl. Madison checked her phone, then sighed. “My photographer just texted. He’s running late, which means I’m actually early now.”

“That’s good, right? Less rush?”

“Yeah.” She bit her lip, looking out at the beach through her window. “Have you ever wondered what would have happened if you’d asked me out in high school?”

The question caught me off guard. “Honestly? All the time.”

“What do you think I would have said?”

I laughed. “Back then? You would have said no.”

“Maybe,” she conceded with a small smile. “But maybe not. You never gave me the chance to decide.”

Something in her tone made my heart race faster. I pulled into a parking spot near the shoot location, turning off the engine. For a moment, we just sat there.

I turned toward her, gathering my courage. Courage that hadn’t existed before. I learned a lot in just one week, including how to take initiative and how to satisfy women. I didn’t have those skills before, but now I understand how important they are and how much women value them. “Madison…”

A slow smile spread across her face. “Yeah?”

I leaned across the center console, one hand coming up to cup her cheek. The first touch of our lips was gentle, like a question being asked. But when she sighed against my mouth, parting her lips slightly, the last thread of my restraint snapped.

I deepened the kiss, pulling her closer as our tongues met. She tasted sweet, like the strawberry lip gloss she’d worn all those years ago in high school, a detail so perfect it made my heart ache. Madison’s hands found their way to my hair, her fingers threading through it as she pressed herself against me as much as the car seats would allow.

I lost myself in her. The soft sounds she made when I nipped at her lower lip, the way her breath caught when my hand slid to her waist and the heat of her skin beneath the thin fabric of her tank top. Every sensation was heightened, every touch warm.

She shifted closer, climbing over the center console to straddle me, the steering wheel pressing into her back as she settled against me. I groaned into her mouth, my hands moving to her hips to steady her.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” I murmured against her lips, trailing kisses along her jaw to the sensitive spot just below her ear.

“Me too,” she whispered, her voice catching as I gently bit her earlobe. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.”

I recaptured her lips, kissing her deeply, hungrily, years of pent-up longing pouring out of me. Her hands slipped under my shirt, her fingertips tracing the muscles of my chest and abdomen, exploring the new contours of my body.

The windows of the car began to fog, creating a private bubble around us as our kisses grew more desperate. Madison rocked against me, creating a delicious friction that had me groaning into her mouth. Then a text interrupted our kiss. Madison groaned. “Time flies when you’re with a good kisser,” she said.

My hands slid under her tank top to caress the smooth skin of her back. “We’ll find time another day.”

“For sure,” she agreed, making no move to pull away. Instead, she kissed me again, her tongue teasing mine in a way that made me forget we were in a public parking lot in the middle of the afternoon. But it didn’t last long, and we pulled away naturally. She hopped out of the car and went to the beach. She turned at the last second and blew me a kiss with a giggle.


Chapter 10

Idrove back to the mansion, still tasting strawberries on my lips and smiling to myself. Madison’s kiss lingered with me: sweet, passionate and filled with a promise of more to come. The taste of her lip gloss brought back memories of high school fantasies, now somehow made real in ways I never could have imagined.

As I pulled into the driveway, the fertility clinic greeted me. But something caught my eye that hadn’t been there when I left: Alexis, walking slowly along the garden path near the infinity pool. Her arms were wrapped around herself despite the warm weather, and even from a distance, I could see the pensive expression on her face. She looked lost in thought, and something about her solitary figure made my chest tighten with a strange mixture of guilt and affection.

I parked the car and made my way across the grounds toward her. When she finally noticed my approach, her face brightened instantly, though I could still see the remnants of whatever had been troubling her.

“Alexander,” she said warmly, “you’re back. How did it go with Madison?”

I fell into step beside her, matching her leisurely pace as we continued along the stone path. The ocean stretched out endlessly beyond the cliff’s edge, providing a breathtaking view for our conversation.

“It went well,” I replied, unable to keep the smile from my face. “Really well. We talked everything through. She knows the truth now, about my powers, about the clinic, everything.”

Alexis’s eyebrows rose slightly. “And she believed you? Just like that?”

I chuckled. “Not exactly just like that. There was a bit of convincing involved. But yes, she believes me now.”

“I’m glad,” Alexis said sincerely. “From everything you’ve told me about her, she seems special.”

“Yes … She is.”

Alexis turned to me, her eyes playfully narrowing. “Did you do anything besides talking?”

“We kissed,” I admitted, feeling oddly like a teenager reporting back after a first date. “It felt really good. Different than with the clients.”

She nodded. “Because there are real feelings there. On both sides, it seems.”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “But I’m also conflicted. This life is so complicated now. I’m not just some regular guy she can date. I’m…” I gestured vaguely at myself, at what I had become.

She smiled, patting my back. “You’re a God now.”

We walked in silence for a moment, the only sounds the gentle lapping of waves below and the distant cry of seagulls.

“Alexander,” Alexis finally said, her voice quieter than before, “can I tell you something? Something I’ve been feeling lately?”

“Of course,” I replied, immediately concerned by her tone.

She took a deep breath. “I’m happy for you, truly. The way you’ve handled everything that’s been thrown at you: this transformation, the clinic and your new purpose. I couldn’t be prouder.” She paused, seeming to search for the right words. “But I’ve been feeling a bit lonely, I suppose. The house feels quieter when you’re busy with clients, or now with Madison.”

My heart sank. “Alexis, I—”

“No, please,” she interrupted gently. “I’m not trying to make you feel guilty. I know it’s irrational. This is your life, and you’re doing exactly what you should be doing. It’s just an adjustment for me too, watching you become this new person with new priorities.”

I reached for her hand and squeezed it gently. “You’re still my priority, Alexis. I wouldn’t even be handling any of this well if it weren’t for you.”

She smiled, but there was something sad in it. “I know. And I’m grateful we’re in this together. It’s just strange sometimes, being on the periphery of your new life.”

We continued walking, making our way down toward the private beach. The tide was coming in, waves crashing with increasing force against the shore.

“It’s been intense for both of us,” I acknowledged. “Everything changed so fast.” I gestured to myself again. “But through all of it, you’ve been my mentor.”

Alexis’s eyes glistened slightly in the sunlight. “It hasn’t been easy,” she admitted. “Watching you with these women, knowing what you’re doing. It stirs things up that I don’t always know how to process.”

I looked at her, surprised by her candor. “What do you mean?”

She looked away, focusing on the horizon. “You know what I told you earlier. Your powers don’t just affect your clients. They affect everyone around you, including me. I’ve been struggling with desires that I shouldn’t be having. Feelings that confuse me.” Her voice had dropped to almost a whisper. “The energy you radiate now is powerful. Sometimes overwhelmingly so.”

I’d been so focused on how my transformation had affected my relationships with Madison, with clients, with the outside world, that I hadn’t fully considered what it must be like for Alexis, living with me, surrounded constantly by the aura of fertility and desire I now emanated. Although it was obvious the longer I thought of it, especially when taking the masturbation night into consideration.

“I’m sorry,” I said, not knowing what else to say. “I never meant to make things difficult for you.”

She shook her head quickly. “Don’t apologize. None of this is your fault. We’re both just figuring it out as we go.” She squeezed my hand. “I just wanted you to know.”

The conversation had taken such an intimate turn that I wasn’t sure how to respond. Prior to all this, we rarely talked about sex, after all. But thankfully, Alexis seemed to sense my discomfort and steered us back toward the house.

“Let’s head back inside,” she suggested. “It’s getting a bit windy out here.”

We made our way back up the path in comfortable silence, both processing the conversation we’d just had. When we reached the main living area, Alexis settled onto one of the plush sofas with a sigh.

“It feels nice to finally sit down,” she said, kicking off her sandals and tucking her feet beneath her.

I sat across from her, still turning over her words in my mind.

Before I could say something, her phone rang. She reached for it, checking the screen with a frown. “It’s Helen. I should probably take this, but…” She tapped at her phone, then sighed in frustration. “My battery’s almost dead.”

“I can grab your charger,” I offered, already standing. “You stay put and rest.”

She smiled gratefully. “Thank you, sweetheart. It should be on my nightstand. The white one, not the black one, that’s for my tablet.”

I nodded and headed toward her bedroom. Her door was slightly ajar, and I pushed it open, stepping into her room. Alexis’s room was always neat, the bed made with hospital corners, books arranged by height on the shelves and everything in its place. It also smelled rosy and feminine.

The nightstand stood beside her bed, its drawer slightly open. I moved toward it, spotting the charger cord dangling partially out of the drawer. As I pulled it open further to retrieve the charger, my eyes fell on something else … something that made my cock twitch.

There, neatly arranged in the drawer, was a collection of sex toys. A couple of realistic-looking dildos, a vibrator, and other items I quickly averted my eyes from. The drawer held the faint, musky scent of arousal, Alexis’ honey, and the realization hit me like a physical blow.

She was alone here. Completely alone, with no outlet for her desires except these silicone substitutes. And it was partly because of me, because of what I had become, because of the constant aura of fertility and sexuality I now radiated around her. She was suffering, and I was the cause.

A deep sadness washed over me, mixed with an uncomfortable heat that I immediately felt guilty for. I shouldn’t be turned on by this discovery. But the image of her using these toys, imagining her moans of pleasure, invaded my mind unbidden. For a brief, shameful moment, I wondered if she thought of me when she used them, if she wished it was me inside her instead of cold silicone.

I shook my head violently, trying to dislodge the thought. This was wrong, so wrong. I needed to get the charger and get out, to pretend I’d never seen this intimate glimpse into her private life.

I grabbed the charger and quickly closed the drawer, backing away from the nightstand as if it might bite me. I took a deep breath, composing myself before returning to the living room. But the image of those toys, neatly arranged in her drawer, kept flashing through my thoughts. I took a deep breath before entering the living room, forcing my expression into something neutral.

“Here you go,” I said, handing Alexis the charger.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” she replied with a warm smile. She plugged in her phone and sighed with relief as the charging icon appeared on the screen. “Just in time. The battery was at two percent.”

I nodded, trying not to stare at her fingers, trying not to imagine those same fingers gripping one of those dildos I’d just discovered. The thought made my cock hard and I looked away quickly.

Alexis must have noticed something was off because she tilted her head, studying me. “Are you okay? You look flushed.”

“I’m fine,” I said too quickly. “Just… thinking about Madison.”

“Ah, don’t forget to text her.”

“I won’t.”

“Well, I should probably start dinner. I was thinking steak tonight. How does that sound?”

“Sounds great,” I said, grateful for the change of subject.

Alexis stood, smoothing down her dress. “Shouldn’t be more than an hour.”

As she disappeared into the kitchen, I felt a wave of relief wash over me. I needed air, space to think. I slipped out onto the terrace, then down the steps that led to the garden area. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows across the manicured lawn, and the ocean breeze helped cool my burning face.

Near the infinity pool, I spotted Helen talking with two members of the household staff, the gardener and one of the cleaners. She was gesturing toward some flowering bushes, giving instructions I couldn’t quite hear from this distance. When she noticed me approaching, she smiled and quickly wrapped up her conversation.

“That will be all for today,” she told the staff members, who nodded respectfully before heading back toward the service entrance of the mansion.

“Alexander,” Helen greeted me, her eyes bright and knowing as always. “I thought you might be spending the evening with Madison.”

“She had a photoshoot,” I explained, coming to stand beside her at the edge of the pool. The water reflected the deepening blue of the sky, creating an illusion of endless depth.

Helen studied my face for a moment, her expression shifting from casual interest to concern. “Something’s troubling you.”

It wasn’t a question. Helen had always been perceptive. I hesitated, unsure if I should bring up what I’d discovered. But if anyone would understand, it would be Helen.

“I found something in Alexis’s room,” I admitted, my voice low despite us being alone. “When I went to get her phone charger.”

Helen’s expression didn’t change, but something in her eyes suggested she already knew what I was about to say.

“She has toys. In her nightstand drawer.” I felt childish even saying it, like a teenager embarrassed by the evidence of his parents’ sexuality. “Several of them. And I just feel terrible.”

“Why would you feel terrible about that?” Helen asked gently.

I ran a hand through my hair, struggling to articulate the complicated mess of emotions churning inside me. “Because she’s alone. She’s by herself in this big house while I’m out with clients or Madison. She’s been alone for years. And now I realize she’s…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Sexually frustrated?” Helen supplied, ever direct. “Yes, she is.”

Her confirmation hit me harder than I expected. I sank down onto one of the poolside loungers, my legs suddenly unsteady.

“Alexis has been lonely lately,” Helen continued, sitting beside me. “She’s incredibly proud of you and supports what you’re doing completely. But yes, she’s been feeling somewhat set aside. Watching you spend time with your clients, seeing you connect with Madison … it’s highlighted her own isolation. Even before this, as a therapist, she wished she had a man she could love.”

“Well, I never meant to make her feel that way,” I said, guilt washing over me.

“Of course you didn’t,” Helen assured me. “And she knows that. That’s why she tries to hide it from you. She doesn’t want you to worry or feel responsible for her happiness.”

I stared out at the ocean, processing Helen’s words. “What should I do? I want to help her, but I don’t know how.”

Helen was quiet for a moment, considering her response carefully. “Just be present when you can. Make time for her. She treasures the moments you spend together, even if they’re simple things like having dinner or watching a movie.”

I nodded, but something in Helen’s tone told me there was more she wasn’t saying. I turned to look at her directly. “There’s something else, isn’t there?”

Helen sighed, her gaze shifting to ensure we were truly alone before she spoke again. “Alexis has been affected by your awakening.” She paused, choosing her words with care. “The power you now carry, it radiates from you. It affects all women to some degree, but those closest to you feel it most intensely.”

I remembered what Alexis had said earlier during our walk, about struggling with desires she shouldn’t be having. And both Helen and Alexis had told me this before Helen had awakened the powers. “Are you saying that Alexis is attracted to me?”

Helen nodded slowly. “She has masturbated to you more than once.”

I stared at Helen, then dropped my gaze. “Uhm … I saw her one night, in the bathtub.”

Helen grinned. “So this shouldn’t come as a surprise then. She’s always loved you, but she’s getting more and more drawn to you, and it’s becoming harder for her to hide.”

I thought back to when I’d seen her in the bathtub. At the time, I’d been too shocked to process what I was seeing, too embarrassed to acknowledge it. But now I didn’t have much of a choice.

I felt a confusing mixture of emotions, concern for Alexis, guilt that I was causing her this internal conflict, and a shameful arousal at the thought of her pleasuring herself while thinking of me. The last feeling made my cock twitch.

“She loves you more than anything, Alexander,” Helen said softly, placing her hand on my arm. “But she’s still a woman with needs.”

Before I could respond, we heard footsteps approaching. Both Helen and I fell silent instantly as Alexis stepped out. Alexis glanced between us, clearly sensing there was more to it, but she didn’t press the issue. “I could use some help in the kitchen, Alexander, if you don’t mind. I’m having trouble reaching the good cutting board from the top shelf.”

“Of course,” I said, standing quickly. “I’ll be right there.”

Helen gave me a meaningful look as I followed Alexis back toward the house. The conversation we’d just had echoed in my mind with each step.

In the kitchen, Alexis led me to the pantry where we kept the larger kitchenware. “It’s up there,” she said, pointing to the highest shelf where I could see the edge of a wooden cutting board. “I usually use the step stool, but I can’t find it.”

“I’ve got it,” I said, reaching up. The board was pushed far back on the shelf, requiring me to stretch to my full height.

As I reached, I suddenly felt Alexis step directly behind me. Her hands came to rest on my waist, ostensibly to steady me, but the touch sent forbidden warmth through my body. I froze, the cutting board forgotten as I became acutely aware of her proximity.

“Careful,” she murmured, her voice lower than usual. “It’s heavy.”

I could feel her warmth against my back, her body just barely touching mine as I reached for the cutting board. The proximity made my heart race, especially after the conversation with Helen. Alexis’s hands slid from my waist to my lower back, steadying me as I stretched higher.

“A little more to the left,” she murmured, her breath warm against my neck. “It got pushed back there last time we cleaned.”

I shifted, reaching farther, and felt her press closer. The soft curves of her breasts brushed against my back. Then my fingers finally closed around the cutting board, and I pulled it from the shelf. “Got it,” I said, perhaps too enthusiastically.

Alexis stepped back, but her hands lingered on my back for a moment longer than necessary. “Thank you, sweetheart. I don’t know what I’d do without you around.”

The double meaning of her words wasn’t lost on me. I set the cutting board on the counter, trying to calm my racing thoughts.

“Now for the steaks,” Alexis said, moving to the refrigerator. She pulled out a package of thick ribeyes. “I’ve been marinating these all day. They should be perfect.”

I nodded, watching as she unwrapped the steaks and placed them on the cutting board.

“Could you trim the fat a bit?” she asked, handing me a sharp knife. “It feels like it’s been years since you helped me in the kitchen.”

“Sure,” I replied, taking the knife and positioning myself at the counter. I began carefully trimming the excess fat from the first steak. Just as I was starting on the second steak, I felt Alexis’s presence behind me again. This time, she stepped directly against me, her front molding to my back as her arms came around to cover my hands with hers.

“Not quite like that,” she said softly, her lips close to my ear. “You want to angle the knife this way.” Her fingers guided mine, adjusting my grip on the knife. “Slower… yes, like that.”

Her voice had dropped to a breathy whisper that sent shivers down my spine. Every time I made a cut, she leaned in closer, her hips subtly pressing forward against me. I could feel the warmth of her body seeping through my clothes, making it increasingly difficult to concentrate on the task at hand.

“You’re doing so well,” she murmured, her breath tickling my ear. “Such steady hands.”

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my breathing even. The knife slipped slightly in my grip, and Alexis’s fingers tightened over mine.

“Careful,” she whispered. “Nice and slow.”

Her body shifted against mine with each movement, her breasts pressing into my back, her hips aligned with mine. I finished trimming the second steak, hyperaware of every point of contact between us.

“Perfect,” she said, but she didn’t step away immediately. Instead, she stayed pressed against me for several heartbeats longer, her hands still covering mine on the knife and the edge of the cutting board.

Finally, she moved away, reaching for the container of seasoning mix she’d prepared earlier. “Now we need to season them properly.”

I exhaled slowly, trying to regain my composure. Alexis seemed completely unaffected, moving around the kitchen. Had I imagined the lingering touches, the unnecessary closeness? After what Helen had told me, I couldn’t be sure what was intentional and what was simply my heightened awareness of our interactions.

“Oh!” Alexis exclaimed suddenly, fumbling with a serving fork. It clattered to the floor between us. “How clumsy of me.”

Before I could move to pick it up, she turned and bent down slowly right in front of me. The movement brought her perfectly-shaped ass into contact with my crotch as she reached for the utensil. I tried my hardest to suppress my incoming erection as she straightened up deliberately, letting her body brush against mine.

When she turned around, her cheeks were slightly flushed, but her expression remained innocent. “Sorry about that,” she said, placing the fork in the sink. “I’ll get a clean one.”

My heart was pounding so loudly I was sure she could hear it. I turned back to the steaks, needing something to focus on besides the lingering sensation of her body against mine.

“Here,” Alexis said, returning with the seasoning mix. She stood beside me now, her hip touching mine as she sprinkled some of the blend onto the first steak. “You need to rub it in properly, like this.”

She demonstrated on one small section, her fingers massaging the seasoning into the meat. Then she handed me the container. “Your turn.”

“I probably won’t be as good as you.” I took a pinch of the seasoning and began to apply it to the steak. Immediately, Alexis’s hand covered mine, guiding my movements.

“It’s the quality time that matters.”

“You’re right,” I said, her words warming my core.

“Gentle but firm,” she instructed, her fingers stroking the back of my hand and wrist as she directed my motions. “You want to really work it into the meat.”

Her body remained pressed against my side the entire time, the curve of her breast brushing my arm with every slight movement. Quality time … For some reason I really enjoyed the sound of that.

“You’re doing wonderfully,” Alexis said, her voice soft and intimate. She stepped back slightly, watching me finish seasoning the steaks. “I’ve missed this, you know.”

“Missed what?” I asked, glancing up from my task.

“This,” she gestured between us. “Just spending time together, cooking dinner and talking. We’ve both been so busy lately with everything that’s happening.” She leaned against the counter, her eyes meeting mine. “I love spending time with you. It grounds me when everything else feels so complicated.”

Something in her voice made my heart ache. “I love spending time with you too, Alexis,” I said sincerely.

She smiled. “Great. Now, should we get these steaks on the grill?”

“Absolutely,” Alexis said, gathering the seasoned meat onto a platter. “You go fire it up, and I’ll bring these out in a minute.”

I headed outside to the stone patio where our large grill stood overlooking the ocean. The sun was beginning its descent, casting golden light across the water and creating long shadows on the terrace. I opened the propane tank and turned the dials, listening to the satisfying whoosh as the flames ignited.

A few minutes later, Alexis appeared carrying the platter of steaks and a small tray with grilling tools. She’d changed clothes in the brief time I was outside, now wearing a flowing white linen outfit with a light cardigan draped over her shoulders.

“Perfect timing,” I said, taking the platter from her. “The grill’s just reached the right temperature.”

I placed the steaks on the hot surface, enjoying the immediate sizzle and the rich aroma that rose with the smoke. Alexis stood close beside me, watching the process with interest.

“It’s getting warm out here with the grill,” she commented, fanning herself lightly. “I thought the evening would be cooler.”

She slipped off her cardigan, draping it over one of the nearby chairs. The movement drew my attention to her, and I noticed how the setting sun cast a golden glow on her skin.

“The heat’s pretty intense,” she said, adjusting her dress. She unfastened the top few buttons, pulling the fabric slightly apart to let in some air. The movement revealed a glimpse of cleavage, her skin flushed pink from the heat of the grill.

I swallowed hard, forcing my eyes back to the steaks. “Yeah, it gets pretty hot,” I said, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears. I flipped one of the steaks, focusing intently on the task to avoid looking at her.

“How much longer do you think they need?” Alexis asked, stepping closer to inspect the meat. She leaned forward slightly, her chest now directly in my peripheral vision.

“Just a few more minutes,” I said, gripping the tongs tighter. “We want them medium-rare, right?”

“Perfect,” she agreed. She reached past me to grab the seasoning mix, her arm brushing against mine. “Just a little more of this for the final touch.”

As she sprinkled additional seasoning on the steaks, she stood so close that I could feel the warmth radiating from her body.

“Alexander?” she said suddenly, her voice pulling me from my thoughts.

“Hmm?” I looked up to find her watching me, her expression curious.

“You seemed far away just now. What were you thinking about?”

I felt heat rise to my cheeks. “Just, everything that’s changed lately,” I said, which wasn’t entirely a lie. “It’s a lot to process.”

She nodded, her expression softening. “I know, sweetheart. It’s been overwhelming for both of us.” She touched my arm gently. “But we’ll figure it out together, like we always do.”

I agreed with her, but I turned my attention to the dinner. I was growing hungry. “I think these are done,” I said, carefully removing the steaks from the grill.

“They look perfect,” Alexis said, admiring the beautifully seared meat.

We carried the plates to the table. Helen was already seated, smacking her lips.

We settled in at the table, passing dishes and filling our plates. Helen took a sip of her wine and complimented Alexis on the steaks. The conversation flowed easily on the surface, touching on the clinic’s latest improvements and Helen’s plans for expanding the gardens.

But underneath it all, I couldn’t help noticing how Alexis’s attention kept returning to me. Every time I spoke, her eyes lingered on my face a beat longer than necessary. When I passed her the salad, she gave me that intimate smile. Her voice took on a softer quality whenever she addressed me directly, different from her normal tone with Helen.

There was something in her tone I couldn’t quite decipher. Not disapproval exactly, but something more complex.

We talked about Madison, the upcoming clients and what to upgrade. Alexis also mentioned Cleopatra. It was summer break soon, and I wondered what her reaction would be when she returned.

The conversation shifted to business matters, but I remained acutely aware of Alexis’s gaze returning to me throughout the meal. Once, when I looked up suddenly, I caught her staring at my hands as I cut my steak, a faraway look in her eyes that she quickly masked with another sip of wine.

After we’d finished dinner, Helen had to take care of something, which left me alone with Alexis.

“Do you wanna help me out with the dishes?” Alexis asked.

“Of course.”

I followed her into the kitchen, arms loaded with plates. Then I rinsed while she loaded the dishwasher.

“So,” Alexis said as she wiped down a serving platter, “how have things been going for you?”

I considered the question as I handed her another clean plate. “Better than I ever could have imagined,” I admitted. “It’s like I’ve been living half a life before, and now everything is in full color. The freedom I feel now, the confidence… it’s incredible.”

“I can see it,” she said. “The change in you.”

“You can?”

She nodded, her eyes meeting mine. “You stand taller. You speak with more authority. There’s a light in your eyes that wasn’t there before.” She paused, her voice dropping slightly. “You look happier, stronger and more alive than I’ve ever seen you.”

Her words filled me with unexpected warmth. “I am happier,” I said. “But what about you? Do you miss being a therapist?”

Alexis’s hands stilled on the dish she was drying. She seemed to consider the question carefully.

“Parts of it, yes,” she finally said. “I miss helping people work through their problems, seeing that moment when something clicks for them.” She placed the dried dish in the cabinet. “But I don’t regret stepping away. As long as I’m close to you, I’m happy.” She smiled. “The money’s made life a lot easier, and I love the spa and the gardens here.”

“I get that,” I said.

“It has helped,” she added. “Just not in the way you’d think.”

“With stress?”

“Partly. But it’s more the back pain. Years of sitting all day as a therapist. It’s been flaring up more lately.” I remembered how she used to come home after long days at the office, wincing as she’d lower herself onto the couch, rubbing at her lower back. She’d never complain outright, but I’d seen the pain etched on her face countless times.

“I could help with that,” I offered. “My healing powers, I could ease the pain for you.”

Alexis looked up at me. “You could?”

“Yeah, why not?”

Her expression softened. “That would be really nice,” she said. “Could you… maybe do it tonight? After I take a bath? In my bedroom?”

“That’s fine,” I said without hesitation. “Just let me know when you’re ready.”

She smiled gratefully, reaching out to squeeze my hand. “Thank you, sweetheart.”

We finished the dishes in comfortable silence. I wondered why she’d never brought it up earlier since Helen had awakened my powers. Thinking of her walking around with back pain made me wince.

* * *

Later that evening, as I sat in my room answering a few texts from Madison, my phone buzzed with a message from Alexis, I’m ready whenever you are.

I made my way down the hall to her bedroom, knocking before entering. The room was dimly lit, with just a bedside lamp casting a warm glow over the space. Alexis was sitting on the edge of her divan in a soft silk bathrobe, her hair still damp from the bath, falling in loose waves around her shoulders.

She looked beautiful. Not in the polished, made-up way I was used to seeing her when she went out, but in a raw, natural way that warmed my heart. Her skin glowed in the soft light, and without makeup, I could see the light dusting of freckles across her nose that she usually covered. The silk robe clung to her curves, revealing more of her than I was used to seeing.

“Hi,” she said softly, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. She looked relaxed from the bath but still carried a quiet tension in the set of her shoulders.

“Hey,” I replied, suddenly feeling slightly nervous. “How was your bath?”

“Wonderful,” she smiled. “But I’m still feeling that ache. Right here.” She reached back awkwardly, trying to touch a spot between her shoulder blades.

I moved behind her, sitting on the divan. “Let me help.”

She nodded, adjusting her position slightly to give me better access. I placed my hands gently on her upper back, feeling the tension in her muscles even through the silk robe.

Taking a deep breath, I concentrated on channeling my healing energy. A warm golden glow emanated from my palms, sinking into her skin. I could feel the energy finding the knots of pain, the places where years of stress had settled into her body.

Alexis let out a soft sigh of relief as the chronic pain began to ease. “Oh,” she breathed. “That feels incredible.”

I worked carefully, massaging lightly as the healing energy flowed from my hands into her tense muscles. The golden warmth spread through her upper back, seeking out the knots of pain that had built up over years of sitting hunched in her therapist’s chair.

“Right there,” Alexis whispered as my fingers found a particularly tight spot between her shoulder blades. “That’s where it always hurts the most.”

I focused my energy there, letting the healing power intensify. Alexis’s head fell forward slightly, exposing the nape of her neck as she relaxed into my touch. Her silk robe slipped a little, revealing more of her shoulders and upper back.

As I continued working, something shifted in my concentration. Without meaning to, I accidentally let some of my arousal power mix with the healing energy. I felt the change immediately, the golden glow taking on a faint reddish tint as it sank into her skin.

Alexis’s breath caught audibly. Her body tensed, then relaxed in an entirely different way. I could feel the change beneath my palms, her skin warming rapidly, her breathing deepening and becoming slightly uneven.

I pulled my hands back slightly, horrified at my mistake. “I’m sorry,” I said quickly, my voice low and genuinely apologetic. “I didn’t mean to do that.”

Alexis remained perfectly still for a moment, her back rising and falling with each deep breath. Then, in a slightly breathy, vulnerable tone I’d never heard from her before, she said, “It’s okay. It actually feels quite good to feel aroused.”

There was no shame in her voice, just quiet honesty and a hint of longing that made my heart race. I hesitated, my hands hovering just above her shoulders. “Are you sure?” I asked softly.

She nodded, not turning around. “Yes. Please, continue with the healing. I’ve missed feeling anything like this.”

I carefully placed my hands back on her shoulders, focusing intently on controlling my powers, keeping the healing energy pure as I worked down her spine. But my thoughts were spinning. The drawer of toys I’d discovered earlier flashed in my mind, and I couldn’t help wondering how lonely she must have been all these years.

“Alexis,” I said gently, my hands still working the knots in her lower back. “Can I ask you something personal?”

She tensed slightly beneath my touch. “Of course.”

I took a deep breath, choosing my words carefully. “Have you been alright? You mentioned feeling lonely earlier.” The room fell silent except for the sound of our breathing. For a moment, I thought I’d crossed a line, gone too far. But then Alexis sighed, a deep sound that seemed to come from somewhere buried inside her.

“I’ve been…” she began, then paused. “The loneliness has been heavier than I let on, much heavier.”

Her admission hung in the air between us. I continued the healing, giving her space to continue if she wanted to.

After a moment, she did. “I’m happy for you, Alexander, truly. I’m so proud of the man you’re becoming. But watching you with your clients, seeing how they look at you, how they respond to you… and now with Madison…” Her voice trailed off. “It’s stirred up feelings I wasn’t expecting,” she finally admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve been struggling with how strongly I’m drawn to you. And it’s made me realize how much I miss simple physical closeness and intimacy.”

Her vulnerability broke something open inside me. I moved my hands to her shoulders again, turning her gently to face me. Her eyes were shining with unshed tears, her cheeks flushed.

“Alexis,” I said, taking her hands in mine. “I love you. For everything you’ve done, protecting me and supporting me through all of this. You’ve given up so much for me.”

A tear slipped down her cheek, and I reached up to brush it away with my thumb.

“I don’t want you to experience any kind of loneliness anymore,” I told her earnestly. “I want you to feel wanted, cared for…” I hesitated only briefly before adding, “…and pleasured.”

Her eyes widened slightly, searching mine. “Alexander…”

My hands moved back to her shoulders, but the touch was slower and more intimate. The healing energy still flowed, but it was mingling with the arousal energy as well.

“You deserve to feel good,” I said softly, my fingers tracing down her arms. “You deserve everything.”

Alexis’s breathing grew heavier, her chest rising and falling visibly beneath the silk robe. “Are you sure about this?”

“Why not?” I asked, my voice low. “We’ve both felt it since my awakening, the pull between us.”

She didn’t deny it. Instead, she leaned slightly into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed. “It’s complicated,” she whispered.

“It doesn’t have to be,” I said, my hands moving to the sash of her robe. I paused there, waiting for her permission.

Her eyes opened, meeting mine with an intensity that took my breath away. Slowly, deliberately, she nodded.

I leaned forward, pressing my lips to hers in a kiss that started gently. Then Alexis made a small, needy sound in the back of her throat and the kiss deepened. Her mouth opened under mine, her tongue meeting mine. I tasted the faint sweetness of wine on her lips and something really sweet and forbidden.

Her hands slid up my chest and around my neck, pulling me closer as if she were afraid I might disappear. I wrapped my arms around her waist, feeling the soft warmth of her bare skin through the open robe. She was trembling slightly, not from fear, but from the same overwhelming need I felt.

When we finally broke apart for air, her light brown eyes were dark and glassy, her cheeks flushed. The silk robe had slipped further down her shoulders, revealing the full, soft curves of her breasts. They were a natural double D, heavy and gently swaying with each quick breath she took. Her nipples were a pale pink and already stiff like peaks.

I could not stop staring. This was the second time I was truly seeing her nude. The first had been that forbidden glimpse through her cracked bathroom door when she had been lost in pleasure, fingers between her legs, moaning my name. Now she was right here, offering herself to me openly.

I reached out and gently pushed the robe the rest of the way off her shoulders. It pooled around her hips on the bed. She was completely naked now, sitting in front of me without any attempt to cover herself.

Her body was softer and more naturally curvy than Helen’s or any of the clients I had been with. Her skin had a warm, slightly lighter olive tone that looked smooth and inviting in the low light. Her breasts were full and natural, sitting with a gentle weight on her chest. Her waist curved softly into rounded hips, and between her thighs I could already see how aroused she was. Her outer lips were puffy and flushed dark pink. The delicate pink inner folds were slick and glistening with honey. Her clit was swollen and peeking out from its hood, visibly throbbing. A thin, shiny trail of her wetness had already dripped down toward her ass, soaking the sheets beneath her.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her clit.

Alexis’s hips jerked hard and she let out a broken moan. “Oh god.”

She was sopping wet. The taste was warm and slightly sweet, with a musky, feminine flavor that made my head spin. I licked her again, slower this time, enjoying every inch of her soaked folds. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head as I circled her clit with the flat of my tongue, then sealed my lips around it and sucked gently.

Her back arched off the bed. “Yes… right there…”

I slid two fingers inside her while continuing to lick and suck her clit. She was incredibly tight and hot, her inner walls fluttering and clenching around my fingers as I curled them upward, searching for that sensitive spot. More wetness flooded my tongue as I worked her steadily, patiently and learned exactly what made her moan louder.

Alexis’s hands gripped my hair tighter, her hips rocking against my face as pleasure built inside her. Her breathing turned into soft, desperate gasps.

“Alexander… oh fuck… I’m so close…”

I doubled down, sucking her swollen clit harder while fucking her with my fingers in a steady rhythm. Her thighs clamped around my head and she came with a long, shuddering cry, her pussy spasming rhythmically around my fingers as fresh waves of wetness coated my tongue and chin.

I kept licking her gently through the aftershocks, drawing out every last tremor until her legs finally stopped shaking and she collapsed back against the pillows, panting.

When I finally lifted my head, her eyes were half-lidded and dazed, her chest heaving. She looked at me with a mixture of awe and raw need.

“Come here,” she whispered, reaching for me.

I crawled up her body and kissed her again. She tasted herself on my tongue and moaned deeply, kissing me back.

Then she pushed gently on my chest, guiding me onto my back. She sat up, her hair messy and her eyes dark. Her gaze dropped to the very obvious, throbbing bulge in my pants.

She smiled and licked her lips. Her hands moved to my waistband. She pulled my pants and boxers down. When my cock sprang free, thick, veined, and rock-hard, her eyes widened and her mouth actually fell open a little.

“Oh my god…” she said, staring at it with open lust.

She wrapped her hand around the base. Her fingers could not even close all the way around my girth. She gave it a slow, reverent stroke, her mouth visibly salivating.

“It’s even bigger up close,” she murmured, almost to herself.

“You sure you never asked Helen about it?”

She blushed. “I might have … but it’s just different in real life.”

I nudged my cock to her lips. “Go on.”

Then she lowered her head and took me into her mouth.

The wet heat was immediate and overwhelming. She started slowly, licking and kissing along the shaft before wrapping her lips around the head. She sucked gently, her tongue swirling, then took me deeper, working more of my length into her mouth with wet, intimate sounds. Her hand stroked what her mouth could not reach, twisting gently, while her tongue worked the underside of my cock.

She was giving me a slow, deep, loving blowjob, the kind that felt like she had been fantasizing about this exact moment. Every few strokes, she would pull back, gasp for air, and look up at me with shining eyes before diving down again, taking me even deeper.

She truly enjoyed it. I could see it in the way her eyes fluttered half-closed in pleasure, the soft, hungry hums vibrating around my shaft. Her lips had not been stretched like this in years, and the sheer size of me seemed to thrill her. She kept trying to take more, gagging softly but pushing forward anyway, saliva dripping down my cock and onto her chin as she worked me with eager, wet strokes.

“God, you’re so big,” she whispered, pulling off for a second to catch her breath. “I haven’t felt anything like this in so long.”

She dove back down, taking me as deep as she could, her throat relaxing around me. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth filled the room, mixed with her soft moans and my own low groans. She loved it. She loved the stretch, the fullness and the way I filled her mouth completely.

I threaded my fingers through her honey-blonde hair, not forcing her, just holding on as she worshipped me with her mouth. She looked so beautiful like this: flushed cheeks, messy hair and lips stretched wide around my thick cock. Her eyes kept flicking up to meet mine, full of lust and love.

After several long, passionate minutes, she pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my glistening cock. She was breathing hard, her breasts heaving.

“We’re not just doing oral, right?” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

“No … This is too good to stop.”

Grinning, she climbed on top of me for a moment, straddling my hips, rubbing her soaked pussy along my length, coating me in her wetness. Then she rolled onto her back, spreading her legs wide for me, inviting me in.

“Do you want to become pregnant?” I asked her.

“No, I just want to be loved for now.”

I remembered what Helen had told me. The choice was mine. I could give Alexis everything without giving her the part of my power that created life. I held that part back.

I moved between her thighs. Her pussy was even wetter now, the outer lips swollen and shiny, her inner folds glistening and open. The scent of her arousal was strong and intoxicating, warm and feminine. I positioned the thick head of my cock at her entrance and pushed forward slowly. I opened her pussy, penetrating her as I slid right into her.

Alexis gasped sharply as I stretched her. “Oh… fuck… you’re so big…”

She was incredibly tight, or I was just girthy. But her walls gripped me like a hug, hot and soaking wet. I had to go slow, inch by inch, letting her adjust to my size. She had not been stretched like this in years, and her body was reacting intensely, her pussy fluttered and clenched around me, trying to take every thick inch.

When I finally bottomed out, buried to the hilt, Alexis let out a long, shuddering moan. Her eyes were wide, her mouth open.

“You’re filling me completely,” she whispered, voice shaking. “I can feel you so deep…”

My cock twitched inside her as our mouths were inches apart. I started fucking her, slow, deep thrusts at first. The wet, squelching sound of her soaked pussy taking my cock filled the room. She was so warm, so slick and her inner walls rippled around me with every stroke. Her sweet, musky scent rose stronger with every thrust.

Alexis’s hands clutched my shoulders, her nails digging in as I picked up the pace. Her full breasts bounced beautifully with each thrust, her soft belly and rounded hips moving with me. She looked stunning beneath me. I’d never seen her so pretty.

“Yes… yes… just like that,” she moaned, her voice rising. “Harder, baby… please…”

I gave her what she asked for, thrusting deeper, harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together mixing with her cries and the wet sounds of her pussy. She wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me even deeper. Her inner walls clenched and fluttered around my cock, milking me with every stroke.

I loved it. I loved the way her soft, curvy body felt under mine, the way her pussy gripped me so tightly, the way she moaned my name like a prayer. I loved the scent of her arousal, the way her breasts jiggled with every thrust, the way her face looked when pleasure overtook her.

We moved together, the bed creaking beneath us. Alexis’s moans grew louder, more desperate. She was close again.

“Alexander… I’m going to come again… don’t stop…”

I kept thrusting, deep and steady, grinding against her clit with every stroke. Her pussy clenched hard around me as she came, her walls pulsing and flooding me with fresh wetness. Her cry was loud and raw, her body shaking beneath me.

I didn’t stop. I kept fucking her through her orgasm, chasing my own pleasure now, lost in the tight, wet heat of her.

I felt my climax approaching, a powerful pressure building at the base of my spine. My thrusts became harder. Alexis sensed it too, her hands gripping my ass, pulling me deeper into her.

“Alexander,” she moaned, her eyes locked with mine. “I want to feel you come inside me. I want to feel your divine seed.”

That final plea pushed me over the edge. My entire body tensed as pleasure exploded through me. I buried myself to the hilt inside her and groaned as the first powerful jet of cum erupted from my cock.

“Oh god,” Alexis gasped, her eyes widening. “I can feel it… I can feel you pumping inside me…”

I continued to thrust shallowly as wave after wave of hot, thick cum flooded her pussy. Each pulse seemed stronger than the last, filling her completely until I felt our combined wetness seeping out around my shaft.

Alexis’s body trembled beneath me, her inner walls clenching sensually around my cock as if trying to milk every last drop. “It’s so warm,” she whispered in awe. “So much… I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

Her words sent another jolt of pleasure through me, and I groaned as a final surge of cum pulsed from my cock. I stayed buried inside her for several long moments, both of us breathing heavily, our bodies slick with sweat.

Finally, I slowly withdrew, watching with fascination as my cock slid from her pussy, followed by a thick stream of pearly white cum. The sight was incredibly erotic: Alexis’ well-fucked pussy leaking with my seed.

She reached down and had a taste. “Mmm,” she hummed, licking her lips and gathering more onto her tongue. “It tastes… sweet and filling.” She swallowed what was on her tongue and smiled up at me. “Like a dream.”

I collapsed beside her, pulling her into my arms. We lay there in silence for several minutes, just breathing together, our heartbeats gradually slowing. Alexis nestled against my chest, her fingers tracing patterns on my skin.

“How do you feel?” I asked, brushing a strand of honey-blonde hair from her face.

She looked up at me, her eyes shining with contentment. “Better than I have in years,” she admitted. “Like something broken inside me has been healed.” She pressed a gentle kiss to my chest. “Not just my back, but something deeper.”

I tightened my arms around her, feeling a profound sense of satisfaction. “I’m glad. I wanted to make you feel good.”

“You did more than that,” she whispered. “You made me feel whole again, wanted and loved.” She hesitated briefly. “I know this is complicated, what we just did…”

“It doesn’t have to be,” I said. “Not between us.”

Her eyes searched mine. “Really?”

“Really,” I assured her. “I can make love to you anytime you want. Whenever you need me, I’ll be here.”

A beautiful smile spread across her face, and she snuggled closer to me. “Can we sleep together tonight?” she asked softly. “Just like this?”

“Of course,” I replied, pulling the blankets up over our naked bodies. “I’d like that.”

Alexis sighed contentedly and rested her head on my chest. I felt her gradually relax against me, her breathing becoming deeper and more even. I stroked her hair gently, watching her face in the lamplight.

I pressed a kiss to the top of her head and closed my eyes, allowing myself to be lulled by the steady flow of her breathing. Together, we slowly slipped into dreams, our bodies still intertwined. And as sleep finally claimed me, I knew that nothing would ever be the same again.


Chapter 11

Iwoke up the next morning to the most pleasant sensation: Alexis’s soft, round ass pressed firmly against my morning erection. She was still asleep, her breathing deep and even, but her body had instinctively sought mine during the night. Her silk nightgown had ridden up around her waist, leaving her bare skin in direct contact with mine.

I lay there for a moment, enjoying the warmth of her body against mine, the memories of last night flooding back. As if sensing my thoughts, Alexis stirred, pushing her ass back against me with deliberate pressure. She wasn’t asleep after all.

“Good morning,” I murmured.

She turned her head slightly, a playful smile on her lips. “Morning, sweetheart. You’ve got a lot of work ahead of you today.”

I chuckled, knowing exactly what she meant. Helen had scheduled six more clients for breeding today, six women who would leave the clinic carrying my children by nightfall. The thought made my cock twitch against Alexis’s ass.

“I better fuel up for the day then,” I said, sliding my hand around to cup one of her breasts through the thin silk of her nightgown.

Alexis moaned softly, arching into my touch. “Yes, you better…”

We made love again, slower and gentler than the night before, but no less passionate. Afterward, she kissed me deeply before slipping out of bed to shower.

“Don’t be late for your appointments,” she called over her shoulder as she disappeared into the bathroom. “Helen will have my head.”

I arrived at the clinic wing of the mansion right on time. Helen was waiting for me in the reception area, tablet in hand, looking crisp and professional.

“Good morning,” she said, her eyes taking in my relaxed posture and satisfied expression. A knowing smile played on her lips. “Sleep well?”

“Very,” I replied, not elaborating further.

“Good. You’ll need your energy today.” She handed me a schedule. “Six clients. The first is already waiting.”

First was Vanessa, a tall, willowy redhead with porcelain skin and emerald eyes. A ballet dancer with a flexible body. She wanted a child who would inherit her artistic talent and my newfound strength. When I entered her, she gasped at my size, her back arching in a perfect curve as I filled her completely. She came three times before I finally came inside her, her legs locked around my waist, ensuring not a drop was wasted.

“I can feel it,” she whispered afterward, her hands splayed across her flat stomach. “I can feel your seed taking root inside me.”

I kissed her goodbye, and then it was Mei, a successful tech executive with a sharp mind and an even sharper tongue. Her small, compact body belied her strength and stamina. She approached breeding with the same efficiency she brought to business, instructing me exactly how she wanted to be taken. But all her control crumbled when I pinned her wrists above her head and drove into her with slow, powerful strokes. Her analytical mind surrendered to pure sensation as I filled her with my essence.

By midday, I’d already bred four women, each one leaving with my child growing inside them. My powers ensured every encounter resulted in pregnancy, my seed potent and irresistible to any egg it encountered.

The fifth was Sophia, an Italian heiress with olive skin and curves that seemed sculpted by a Renaissance master. She spoke little English but communicated her desires clearly enough through touch and sighs. She rode me wildly, her heavy breasts bouncing hypnotically as she took her pleasure. When she came, she cried out in Italian, words I didn’t understand but whose meaning was clear. I answered by flooding her womb with my seed, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible.

The final client was perhaps the most memorable, Sofia, a former Olympic swimmer with a tall, powerful body. Unlike the others, she approached our encounter with reverence, almost worship. She traced every muscle of my transformed body with wandering fingers before guiding me inside her. Our mating was slow, deep, and intense, her strong legs wrapped around me as I claimed her completely. When I finally came, filling her to overflowing, tears of joy streamed down her face.

“Thank you,” she whispered, kissing me. “You’ve given me what no one else could.”

By the time I finished with Sofia, it was barely 1:00 PM. Six women bred, six new lives created, and I still felt energized, my powers renewing my stamina with each encounter.

I found Alexis sitting on the terrace overlooking the ocean, a glass of iced tea in hand. When she saw me, her face lit up with a smile that warmed me from the inside out.

“There you are,” she said, patting the chair beside her. “Helen told me you finished early. How did it go?”

I sat down, accepting the glass of tea she poured for me. “It went well. Six more pregnancies.”

“I’m going to need a bigger Christmas list with all these babies around,” she said with a laugh.

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, watching the waves.

“Alexander,” Alexis said finally, her voice more serious. “I wanted to thank you for last night.”

I turned to look at her. The sunlight caught in her honey-blonde hair, making it glow. She looked younger and more vibrant than I’d seen her in years.

“I’m just glad you’re feeling better,” I said sincerely.

She reached over and took my hand, squeezing it gently. “I am. So much happier. What we shared… it was brave of you to cross that line. To give me what I needed but was afraid to ask for.”

“You deserve all the love in the world, Alexis,” I told her, bringing her hand to my lips and kissing it. “All of it.”

Her eyes glistened slightly. “Thank you for saying that.”

After another moment of comfortable silence, she changed the subject. “So, have you spoken with Madison today? Any plans?”

I nodded, pulling out my phone. “We’ve been texting. We’re planning a date, but we haven’t figured out what to do yet.”

Alexis took a sip of her tea, watching me over the rim of her glass. “What were some of your fantasies in high school? About Madison, I mean.”

I thought back to those days, when Madison had been the unattainable dream girl and I’d been the invisible nobody. “Nothing too wild,” I admitted with a small laugh. “Mostly just driving somewhere beautiful, maybe camping somewhere private where we could watch the sunset together.”

“And what’s stopping you from doing that now?” Alexis asked, raising an eyebrow.

I stared at her for a moment, then broke into a grin as the realization hit me. “Nothing. Absolutely nothing is stopping me.”

I picked up my phone and quickly texted Madison, Want to go camping tonight? Watch the sunset somewhere beautiful?

Her response came almost immediately, YES!!! When?

I smiled and texted back, I’ll pick you up at 4. Just need to buy a car first.

Alexis laughed when I showed her the exchange. “Only you could casually mention buying a car like it’s picking up milk from the store.”

“Well, I can’t exactly take her camping on a bus,” I said, already scrolling through luxury car listings on my phone.

“What kind are you thinking?” Alexis asked, leaning over to look at my screen.

“Something fast but comfortable. Maybe a Range Rover or a G-Wagon for the camping aspect?”

Alexis shook her head. “Too practical. If you’re living out a high school fantasy, go all the way. Get something ridiculous and flashy.”

I grinned at her suggestion. “You’re right. Maybe a Lamborghini?”

“Perfect,” Alexis nodded approvingly. “Nothing says I’ve made it like picking up your high school crush in a supercar.”

I found a dealer in Beverly Hills and decided to go there. Alexis hugged me goodbye. “Have fun,” she told me with a kiss on the cheek.

“I will.”

I took an Uber to the dealership, and once I arrived, the showroom was filled with gleaming marble floors and dramatic lighting that made each car look like a work of art. I zeroed in on a Lamborghini Huracan in a deep metallic blue that seemed to shift colors as I circled it.

The salesman approached me cautiously. He was middle-aged, in a nice suit, with the smile of someone who dealt with the ultra-wealthy daily.

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” he said, gesturing to the car. “The Huracan Evo. Six hundred and thirty horsepower, zero to sixty in 2.9 seconds.”

“I’ll take it,” I said simply.

His smile faltered for just a moment. “Perhaps you’d like to discuss financing options or—“

“No need. I’m paying cash.” I pulled out the card.

His eyebrows shot up as he looked between me and the card. I could see the questions forming in his mind: how could someone who looked barely out of college afford a quarter-million-dollar car without blinking?

“May I ask what line of work you’re in, sir?” he asked, unable to contain his curiosity.

I opened my mouth to answer, then stopped myself. What could I possibly say? I impregnate wealthy women for a living? I’m a fertility god who gets paid to breed?

“I’m a hard worker,” I said instead, smiling enigmatically.

He nodded slowly, looking me up and down again. “Certainly appears so.”

The paperwork took less than an hour. The salesman kept stealing glances at me as we went through the forms, clearly trying to figure me out. When he finally handed me the keys, there was a newfound respect in his eyes.

“She’s all yours, drive safely.”

I slid into the driver’s seat, the leather cool and supple against my skin. The engine roared to life with a sound that vibrated through my chest. I pulled out of the dealership, feeling the raw power beneath me as I merged onto Wilshire Boulevard.

On my way to Madison’s, I realized I needed camping supplies. I pulled into an outdoor equipment store and quickly found a high-end tent large enough for two, plus sleeping bags, a portable grill, and some other essentials. The clerk’s eyes widened when I pulled up in the Lamborghini, but I was getting used to those looks now.

As I loaded the gear into the front trunk, my phone buzzed with a text from Madison, I’m bringing burgers and stuff to eat! So excited for our camping trip! Can’t wait to see you!

I smiled at her enthusiasm and texted back that I was on my way. Something about her excitement made my heart race. This wasn’t like the clinical encounters at the fertility clinic. This was real, this was Madison, the girl I’d dreamed about for years.

Twenty minutes later, I pulled up outside her apartment building and texted her that I was waiting. When Madison came running out of the building, I felt my cock twitch. She wore tight black leggings that hugged every curve of her long, toned legs, and a form-fitting sports top that revealed a strip of her flat stomach. Her golden blonde hair was pulled back in a high ponytail that swung hypnotically as she walked. Even dressed casually for camping, she looked like she’d stepped off a magazine cover.

Then she spotted the car. Her eyes went wide, her jaw literally dropping as she froze mid-step. She looked from the Lamborghini to me and back again, disbelief written across her beautiful face.

“Wow, Alexander!” she exclaimed, approaching the car like it might disappear if she moved too quickly. “Is this yours?”

I grinned and stepped out to greet her. “Just bought it today.”

She ran her hand reverently over the sleek hood. “So this is what sleeping with a bunch of women buys you, huh?” she teased, her blue eyes sparkling mischievously.

I couldn’t help but laugh at her directness. I patted the passenger seat invitingly. “Hop in and find out.”

Madison slid into the seat with a delighted sigh, running her hands over the leather interior. “This is insane,” she said. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

Before I could start the engine, she reached over and grabbed my shirt, pulling me toward her. Our lips met in a kiss. Her tongue slid against mine, her hand moving to the back of my neck to hold me closer. I could taste strawberry lip gloss and feel the soft moan that vibrated through her as the kiss deepened.

When we finally pulled apart, we were both breathing harder. Madison’s cheeks were flushed, her eyes dark with lust.

“Been wanting to do that since you left yesterday,” she whispered.

“Me too,” I admitted, brushing my thumb across her lower lip.

I started the engine, the powerful rumble filling the car. “How was your bikini shoot?” I asked as we pulled away from the curb.

Madison shrugged, her hand resting casually on my thigh. “It was fine. The photographer was good, the location was beautiful, but honestly?” She turned to look at me. “I was so excited about today that I just wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible.”

Her words sent a warm feeling through my chest. I reached down and squeezed her hand on my thigh. “Well, now you’ve got me all to yourself,” I said.

As we merged onto the highway, I couldn’t resist pressing the accelerator a little harder, feeling the car surge forward with incredible power. Madison shrieked with delight, her hand tightening on my thigh.

“Don’t you dare crash this beautiful car!” she laughed, the wind from the open windows whipping her ponytail.

I chuckled, easing off the gas slightly. “Don’t worry, I’ve got this.”

We drove through the city, Madison directing me toward the coast highway where we’d find our camping spot. At a red light in a busy intersection, I happened to glance over and spot a familiar face on the sidewalk: Brad, along with the same friends who’d harassed Madison. They were laughing about something, not yet noticing us.

Madison followed my gaze and stiffened slightly. “Great,” she muttered. “Just what we needed.”

But instead of feeling intimidated like I once would have, I felt confident. Without hesitating, I turned to Madison, cupped her face with one hand, and pulled her into a deep, hungry kiss.

She responded immediately, moaning softly into my mouth as our tongues slid hotly against each other. Her hand gripped my thigh hard, sliding dangerously higher as she kissed me back just as passionately. I slid my other hand into her ponytail, holding her close while I devoured her mouth.

The kiss was wet, messy, and full of raw energy, our tongues tangling, lips sucking, little gasps escaping between us. When we finally pulled apart, we were both breathing hard, our lips swollen and shiny.

I turned my head deliberately to look straight at Brad, who was now staring at us open-mouthed. I gave him a confident, satisfied grin as the light turned green.

Brad’s face contorted with rage as he’d just seen me kiss his ex. His friends looked on with undisguised envy as I pulled away in my quarter-million-dollar car with the girl of everyone’s dreams.

As we accelerated, I could hear Brad shouting after us, “Bet your dick is small!”

Madison and I burst out laughing simultaneously. Madison shook her head, wiping tears of mirth from her eyes. “Oh my god, that was perfect,” she gasped between laughs. “Did you see his face? I thought his head was going to explode!”

“Worth every penny of this car,” I agreed, still chuckling.

Madison shook her head and told me with a smirk, “His dick is way below average by the way.”

“Even better,” I said as if this day couldn’t get any better.

We continued up the coastal highway, the Lamborghini hugging each curve as we made our way toward Leo Carrillo State Park. Madison had her hand on my thigh the entire drive, occasionally squeezing when I accelerated around a bend. The ocean stretched out beside us, sunlight dancing across its surface as the afternoon progressed.

“I’ve always wanted to camp here,” Madison said as we turned off the main highway onto the park road. “I’ve heard it’s gorgeous, especially at sunset.”

“Me too.”

We followed the winding dirt road up into the coastal hills. The Lamborghini wasn’t exactly built for off-roading, but I managed to navigate carefully until we reached a secure parking spot. When we finally parked and stepped out, both our mouths fell open.

The spot was breathtaking, perched on a small plateau with an unobstructed view of the Pacific Ocean below. Chaparral and wild sage surrounded us, creating natural privacy barriers on three sides. A cluster of gnarled oak trees provided partial shade, and wildflowers dotted the landscape in bursts of purple, orange, and yellow.

“Wow,” Madison spun in a slow circle, taking it all in. “This is absolutely perfect!”

I smiled, watching her excitement. “Come on, there’s more to see.”

She came to me, wrapping her arms around my neck. She kissed me softly before pulling back with a grin. “Now let’s see if you know how to set up a tent, rich boy.”

I laughed and popped the trunk, pulling out our camping supplies. Madison grabbed her backpack and a cooler she’d packed with food. Together, we carried everything to a private spot, perfect for the tent.

“I’ve gone camping with Alexis before,” I told her as I unrolled the tent. “So I’m not completely useless.”

“We’ll see about that,” Madison said, helping me lay out the groundsheet.

As we worked, I couldn’t help but notice how Madison kept finding reasons to bend over directly in front of me. She was hammering in the tent stakes, her tight black leggings stretched across her perfect ass, when she looked back over her shoulder and caught me staring.

“See something you like?” she asked innocently.

“Just appreciating the view,” I replied with a grin.

She wiggled her hips slightly. “Better than the ocean?”

“No comparison.”

We continued setting up, the tent gradually taking shape. When it came time to attach the rain fly over the top, I stretched up to hook it to the highest point. Suddenly, I felt Madison press against my back, her hands sliding around to rest on my waist.

“Need some help?” she murmured, her breath warm against my neck as she pressed her breasts against my back.

“I think you’re helping plenty,” I said as her hands slipped under the hem of my shirt to touch bare skin.

“Just being supportive,” she whispered, letting her fingers trail across my abs before stepping back with an innocent smile.

We finished securing the rain fly, each of us trying to outdo the other in camping expertise. Madison proved surprisingly knowledgeable, efficiently organizing our sleeping area while I worked on setting up the portable grill.

“I think I’m winning,” she called out, zipping the tent door.

“Winning what?” I asked.

“The best camper competition.” She walked over to me, swinging her hips deliberately. “But don’t worry, I’m a generous winner. I’ll still give you a reward.”

“And what might that be?” I asked, pulling her against me.

“A kiss,” she said, then leaned in to whisper, “or maybe more, if you’re lucky.”

By the time we finished setting up camp, we were both slightly sweaty from the work and the afternoon sun. We collapsed onto a blanket I’d spread near the edge of our site, overlooking the ocean. I handed Madison a bottle of cold water from the cooler, and she drank gratefully.

“God, that’s good,” she sighed, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. A small drop of water escaped, trailing down her neck and disappearing beneath her sports top. I couldn’t take my eyes off it, especially her creamy cleavage.

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, catching our breath and enjoying the view.

“So,” I said, turning to Madison with a small grin, “can I see some of your modeling photos?”

Her face lit up. “You want to see them?”

“Of course. I want to see all the different sides of you.”

She smiled, pleased, and pulled out her phone. She scooted closer to me, our shoulders touching as she opened her portfolio app.

“These are from a fitness gym,” she explained, swiping through images of herself in workout clothes. Her professional expression was fierce and confident, completely different from the playful woman beside me now.

She continued showing me photos where she posed in everything from evening gowns to swimwear, commercial campaigns for makeup and clothing brands.

As I admired a bikini shoot, she nudged me playfully. “Don’t stare too long, or I might think you’re only interested in me for my looks.”

“Your looks got my attention,” I admitted, looking up from the phone. “But you’ve kept it with everything else.”

Madison smiled and closed her portfolio app. She reached for her backpack and pulled out a small container. “I brought something,” she said, opening it to reveal perfectly sliced mango pieces. “I thought we might need a snack after setting up.”

Madison picked up a slice between her delicate fingers and brought it to my lips. “Open.”

I parted my lips, and she placed the mango slice on my tongue, her fingertips lingering against my bottom lip. The fruit was perfectly ripe, sweet and tangy at once. Her fingers brushed against my mouth as she withdrew them slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. “Good?” she asked, her voice slightly lower than before.

I nodded, swallowing the sweet fruit. “Delicious.”

I reached for a piece myself, holding it up to her lips. Madison opened her mouth, maintaining eye contact as I fed her the slice. As she bit into it, a small trickle of juice ran down her chin. Before she could react, I caught it with my thumb, slowly wiping it away.

Instead of pulling back, I let my thumb linger on her skin. Madison’s eyes darkened slightly. She turned her head and captured my thumb between her lips, her tongue darting out to lick the juice from it. The warm, wet sensation of her mouth sent warmth racing through my body.

“Mmm,” she hummed, releasing my thumb with a teasing smile. Her cheeks flushed slightly, the pink highlighting her natural beauty. “Sweet.”

We continued sharing the mango slices, each feeding becoming more intimate than the last.

“Want to explore a bit?” Madison asked, wiping her hands on a napkin. “I saw some wildflowers when we drove in.”

“Sure,” I replied, standing and offering her my hand.

We wandered away from our campsite, following a narrow dirt path that meandered through the chaparral. California poppies dotted the landscape with bright orange splashes, while purple lupines swayed gently in the coastal breeze.

Madison stooped to admire a particularly vibrant patch of poppies. She plucked one of the bright orange flowers and turned to me with a mischievous smile.

“Hold still,” she instructed, reaching up to tuck the poppy behind my ear. She stepped back to admire her handiwork, then giggled. “There. Now you look even hotter.”

I struck an exaggerated pose. “Do I look like a fertility god?”

“Better,” she replied, her eyes twinkling. “Most fertility gods don’t have your fashion sense.”

We continued along the path, which grew rockier as we moved away from the campsite. Up ahead, the trail descended slightly over some loose stones. I reached for Madison’s hand.

“Careful here,” I said, helping her navigate the uneven ground.

When we reached a particularly tricky section, I placed my hands on her waist to steady her as she stepped down. Instead of moving forward once she was on solid ground, Madison stayed in my arms, turning to face me.

“You’re enjoying carrying me around way too much, aren’t you?” she whispered, her face inches from mine.

“Guilty as charged,” I admitted, not loosening my grip on her waist.

We continued along the path, coming to a small clearing overlooking a drop in the terrain. As we were admiring the view, Madison suddenly stumbled forward with a small “Oh!”

I reacted instantly, catching her against my chest. Her body pressed fully against mine as my arms wrapped around her. But instead of straightening up immediately, she nestled closer, turning what could have been a quick save into a lingering embrace. Her hands rested on my chest, and she looked up at me through her lashes.

“My hero… again,” she murmured, making no move to pull away.

I could feel her heart beating against mine, her breath warm on my neck. “Happy to be of service,” I replied, my voice rougher than I intended.

Madison leaned into me as we walked, her hip bumping against mine. “You know,” she said, “for a fertility god, you’re surprisingly sweet…” She paused, looking up at me with heat in her eyes. “But I keep wondering what else you’re good at.”

I grinned, pulling her closer by the hips until our bodies were flush against each other. “I’d be happy to show you,” I murmured, my lips close to her ear.

She shivered slightly, then pulled back just enough to look at me. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing slightly faster. She took my hand in hers and tugged gently.

“Come on,” she said with a wicked little smile. “Let’s go watch the sunset. Then we can come back and continue this.”

We found a narrow ridge trail that wound higher up the hillside, and then we reached a small outcropping that formed a natural viewpoint, perfectly positioned to watch the sunset over the Pacific. I stood behind Madison, wrapping my arms around her waist and resting my chin on her shoulder. She leaned back against my chest with a contented sigh, her hands coming to rest over mine.

The sun was a molten gold disk hovering just above the horizon, casting long rays across the rippling water. The sky was ablaze with color, deep orange at the horizon blending into pink, then purple, then the deepening blue of early evening.

“Is this part of the fertility god package?” Madison murmured, pressing herself more firmly against me. “Because it’s working.”

I laughed, tightening my arms around her. “This is all Alexander. No divine powers necessary.”

We stood in comfortable silence for a while, watching as the sun sank lower. The moment felt perfect, the breathtaking view, the woman I’d dreamed about for years in my arms and the promise of what would come later hanging deliciously between us.

“What do you want out of life now?” Madison asked suddenly, her voice thoughtful. “Now that everything has changed for you.”

I considered her question carefully. It was something I’d been thinking about more and more lately. “Freedom,” I said finally. “And purpose. I want to feel like I’m building something meaningful.” I paused, searching for the right words. “I spent so long feeling powerless, watching life happen to me instead of making things happen. Now I have this incredible opportunity to create the life I want, to help others, to experience everything I’ve been missing.”

Madison nodded, her head still resting against my shoulder. “I get that,” she said softly. “Everyone sees me as just a pretty face, a body to sell products. They assume I have no ambitions beyond the next photoshoot.” She turned in my arms to face me. “I do love modeling, but I also dream about something more stable, something that’s truly mine.” Her eyes lit up as she spoke. “Maybe even start a small business someday, something creative that’s all mine.”

“What kind of business?” I asked, genuinely curious.

She bit her lip, looking almost shy. “Promise not to laugh?”

“Promise.”

“I’ve always wanted to open a little beachside café. Something simple but beautiful, where people can relax and enjoy good food with an amazing view.” She gestured toward the sunset. “Kind of like this, but with coffee and pastries.”

“I think that’s an incredible idea,” I told her, gently tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “You’d be amazing at it.”

Madison’s face lit up with genuine pleasure at my encouragement. “Really? You think so?”

“Absolutely. You have the charm, the eye for beauty and clearly good taste,” I said, gesturing between us with a playful smile.

The sun finally dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in deepening purples and blues. A cool breeze swept up from the ocean, making Madison shiver slightly against me.

“We should head back,” I suggested, rubbing her arms. “It’s getting colder.”

We made our way down the trail as twilight settled around us, the first stars beginning to appear overhead. When we reached our campsite, Madison opened her cooler while I gathered kindling for a fire.

“I hope you’re hungry,” she called out, pulling out packages of burger patties, buns, and condiments. “I brought the good stuff.”

I arranged the kindling in the fire pit and lit it, carefully nursing the small flames until they caught properly. “Starving, actually,” I replied, watching as the fire grew stronger, casting a warm golden glow across our little camp.

Soon I had a decent campfire going, flames dancing cheerfully as darkness fell completely around us. Madison knelt beside me, unpacking her supplies onto a flat rock that would serve as our makeshift kitchen counter.

“I’m impressed,” she said, nodding at the fire. “You really do know what you’re doing out here.”

“Told you I wasn’t completely useless,” I replied with a wink.

We worked together to prepare dinner, Madison seasoning the burgers while I set up the portable grill over part of the fire. The smell of cooking meat soon filled the air, making my stomach growl audibly.

Madison laughed. “Someone’s ready to eat.”

“Hey, breeding six women a day builds up an appetite,” I joked.

She raised an eyebrow. “I bet it does.” She flipped the burgers. “These are almost done. Grab the blanket from the tent? It’s getting chilly.”

I retrieved the thick blanket and set it near the fire. When the burgers were ready, we settled side by side on the blanket, plates balanced on our laps. Madison had gone all out: thick, juicy patties on artisanal buns with all the fixings.

As the night air grew cooler, she scooted closer until our sides were pressed together. I draped the blanket over both our shoulders. Madison shifted, throwing one of her legs over my thigh and leaning into me more fully.

“This is nice,” she murmured, taking a bite of her burger.

I nodded in agreement, enjoying the weight of her against me. The fire crackled pleasantly, sending sparks up into the night sky. Above us, stars were appearing in greater numbers than you could ever see in the city.

Madison watched me take a bite of my burger, then reached over with a napkin. “You’ve got a little…” she said, but instead of wiping my mouth, she leaned in and slowly, deliberately licked a drop of sauce from the corner of my lip.

Her tongue was warm and soft, the gesture both playful and incredibly intimate. She pulled back slightly, her eyes meeting mine with unmistakable heat.

“Delicious,” she whispered, her face still close to mine.

My heart pounded as she settled back against me, acting as if what she’d done was perfectly casual. She took another bite of her burger, then glanced at me with mischief in her eyes.

“So…” she began, her free hand dropping to my inner thigh and tracing light patterns there, “how many girls have you brought camping before?”

The casual touch was maddening, her fingers just high enough on my thigh to be distracting but not quite crossing into overtly sexual territory.

“None, actually,” I admitted, trying to keep my voice steady as her fingers continued their teasing exploration. “Though I used to daydream about it in high school. Usually involving you.”

Madison’s smile widened. “Oh really? And what happened in these daydreams?”

I chuckled. “Nothing nearly as good as the reality.”

She squeezed my thigh gently. “So how does it feel? Having your high school fantasy finally come true?”

“It’s the best feeling ever,” I said simply, honestly.

Madison’s teasing expression softened. She set her plate aside and turned more fully toward me, her hand still on my thigh. “And what’s it like?” she asked, her voice lower, more serious. “Having this kind of power? Do you ever get scared that it might change who you are?”

The question caught me off guard with its perceptiveness. I considered it carefully before answering.

“Sometimes it’s overwhelming,” I admitted, looking into the fire. “There are moments when I feel like I’m becoming someone I don’t recognize. All this power, all these women wanting me… it would be easy to lose myself in it.” I turned back to her. “But then there are moments like this that ground me. Remind me of who I am beyond all the supernatural stuff.”

Madison nodded slowly, her expression thoughtful. “I can’t imagine what that’s like. Going from normal guy to… whatever you are now.”

“It’s a lot,” I said with a laugh. “But worth it for nights like this.”

She smiled, reaching up to touch my face gently. “I like this version of you,” she said. “The one who’s still just a guy on a date.”

The tenderness in her voice touched something deep inside me. I leaned forward, pressing my lips to hers.

When we broke apart, Madison shivered slightly, despite the blanket and fire. “Getting cold?” I asked.

She nodded. “A little.”

“We should probably move into the tent,” I suggested, gathering our plates. “It’s warmer there.”

Madison helped me bank the fire to keep it burning safely through the night. The interior of the tent felt intimate and cozy when we finally crawled inside. I zipped the door closed behind us, sealing out the night air. The small battery-powered lantern cast soft, warm light throughout the space.

Madison sat cross-legged on top of the sleeping bags we’d laid out earlier, watching me with a mixture of nervousness and anticipation that I found endearing. For all her confidence and flirtation, there was something vulnerable about her at this moment.

Madison hesitated, then looked at me more seriously. “Can I ask you something?”

“Anything.”

“You said you can basically get any woman pregnant.” She paused. “That doesn’t mean you’ll get me pregnant, does it? Because I want this, but I’m definitely not ready for that yet.”

I smiled. “No. I can control that part of the power. You won’t get pregnant unless I want you to.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

The tension disappeared from her face. “Okay. Good.”

I settled across from her, mirroring her posture. For a moment, we just looked at each other. Then Madison moved forward onto her knees and crawled toward me. “I’ve been wanting to do this all day,” she whispered, straddling my lap.

Her weight settled perfectly against me as she wrapped her arms around my neck. I placed my hands on her hips, steadying her as she began to move in a slow, deliberate rhythm against me.

Our lips met in a kiss that quickly deepened, tongues sliding together. I slid my hands under her top, running them up her back, feeling her smooth, warm skin.

Madison moaned softly into my mouth, her fingers tangling in my hair. She broke the kiss just long enough to pull her top over her head, revealing a simple black sports bra that somehow looked sexier than any lingerie.

I couldn’t resist trailing kisses down her neck to her collarbone while my hands explored her back, her sides and her stomach. Madison arched into my touch, her breathing becoming more ragged as she continued grinding against me.

“God, Alexander,” she said as I reached the swell of her breast. “You’re so good at this.”

My own shirt came off next, Madison’s hands immediately mapping the contours of my chest and shoulders. Her touch was exploratory, appreciative, sending sparks of pleasure wherever her fingers trailed.

We were lost in each other, clothes being shed piece by piece, when Madison suddenly pulled back. Her face was serious.

“You know,” she said, her voice grave despite her disheveled appearance, “I can only do sex after marriage. I promised my parents.”

I couldn’t hide the disappointment that flashed across my face. After all this build-up, the chemistry between us…

Madison’s serious expression cracked instantly, and she burst into peals of laughter. “Oh my god, your face!” She could barely speak through her giggles. “I’m joking! Of course I’m not waiting for marriage.”

Relief washed over me, followed by a rush of amusement. “You had me there for a second,” I admitted, shaking my head.

Her laughter subsided into a mischievous grin. “I couldn’t resist. You looked so excited…”

Madison’s eyes darkened, her playful smile transforming into something hungry. She grabbed the hem of her sports bra and yanked it over her head, revealing her D cups.

“I want you,” she said, her voice husky with need. “Right now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Our hands were everywhere, pulling at the remaining clothes. Her perky, smooth tits jiggled like crazy, and she tugged at my pants while I slid her leggings down her long legs. The tent filled with the sounds of our ragged breathing and the rustle of fabric being hastily discarded.

“God, I’ve been thinking about this all day,” Madison said as I finally stripped her completely bare.

In the soft glow of the lantern light, she was breathtaking. Her blonde hair had come loose from its ponytail, cascading around her shoulders in golden waves that framed her face. Her features, those full lips, high cheekbones, and bright blue eyes, looked even more striking in the warm light, a perfect combination of angelic and sinful.

My eyes traveled down her body, taking in every inch. Her bouncy breasts were magnificent, full and perky with rosy pink nipples that had hardened into tight peaks. They sat high on her chest. The gentle slope of her stomach led down to hips that flared in a beautiful hourglass curve.

When she turned slightly, I caught sight of her ass: round, firm, and perfectly shaped, the kind that would stop traffic in a bikini. The muscles in her thighs flexed as she moved, just making me want to fuck her harder.

“Like what you see?” she asked, catching me staring.

“More than like.”

She smiled and lay back on the sleeping bag, spreading her legs slightly to reveal her pussy: beautifully symmetrical with delicate pink lips, glistening with fresh honey. It was perfectly groomed, with just a small strip of blonde hair above. As I moved closer, I caught her scent, clean, musky and sweet.

“You’re perfect,” I said, positioning myself between her thighs.

I aligned myself with her entrance, feeling her heat against me. As I pushed forward and penetrated her, she gasped, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Oh my god,” she moaned as I slid deeper. “You’re so big.”

I moved slowly at first, giving her time to adjust to my size. Her inner walls gripped me tightly, hot and slick around my length. The sensation was incredible, better than anything I’d experienced at the clinic because this wasn’t clinical or transactional, not that breeding didn’t feel great, but it was just different. This was Madison, the girl I’d dreamed about for years, now writhing beneath me in pleasure.

“More,” she said, wrapping her legs around my waist to pull me deeper. “Harder.”

I obliged, picking up the pace, driving into her with increasing force. The tent filled with the sounds of our passionate sex, skin against skin, moan after moan and the squelching sound of my cock thrusting deep into her wet pussy. She was completely uninhibited, meeting my every movement with equal fervor.

“Alexander,” she said, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “God, that feels so good. The stretch … don’t stop.”

Her hands roamed my back, nails occasionally scraping down my skin in a delicious mix of pain and pleasure. I buried my face in her neck, inhaling her scent as I continued to pound into her.

“You feel amazing,” I growled against her skin.

Madison’s moans became higher pitched, her body tensing beneath me, and I fucked her harder as she squirmed beneath me.

“Yes, right there!” she gasped. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop!”

I could feel her inner walls beginning to flutter around me, the telltale sign of her approaching orgasm. The sight of her, blonde hair splayed out beneath her, face contorted in pleasure, breasts bouncing with each thrust, pushed me closer to my own orgasm.

Her entire body went rigid, and then she was crying out my name, her pussy clenching around me as waves of pleasure washed over her. The intensity of her orgasm triggered my own, and I felt the familiar pressure building at the base of my spine.

When it hit, it was unlike anything I’d experienced before. My vision actually blurred as pleasure exploded through my body. I drove into her one final time, burying myself to the hilt as I came hard, pumping rope after rope of hot seed deep inside her.

“Oh my god,” Madison gasped, her eyes wide with surprise as she felt the sheer volume of my climax filling her. “There’s so much…”

I slowed down, micro-fucking her till I pulled out. Her pussy remained open for a moment, her pink inner folds glistening with a pool of cum.

Then I collapsed beside her, both of us breathing heavily. She curled against my side, her hand resting on my chest.

“That was…” she started, then shook her head, seemingly at a loss for words. “I’ve never felt anything like that, ever.” She propped herself up on one elbow to look at me. “Not even close.”

I smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Yeah,” I said, brushing her hair back. “That was something else.”

We lay there for a moment, catching our breath. Madison’s fingers traced patterns on my chest, occasionally dipping lower. To my surprise, I felt myself responding to her touch, my cock hardening again despite having just climaxed moments ago.

Madison’s eyes widened as she felt me growing firm beneath her hand. “No way,” she breathed, looking down in amazement. “How is that even possible?”

I smiled, rolling over to hover above her again. “Fertility god, remember?” I whispered, pressing a kiss to her neck. “Want to go again?”

Her smile was answer enough. “God, yes,” she whispered, spreading her legs to welcome me once more.
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Inheriting the power of a Greek Fertility God changed my life.

My fertility clinic is exploding in popularity, attracting actresses, models, influencers and wealthy women willing to pay millions for my help.

As my powers grow stronger, so do my relationships with Alexis, Helen and Madison.

But things inside the mansion become far more complicated when Cleo, my closest friend, returns home from college.

The truth about my transformation shocks her at first… but it also begins pulling us dangerously closer together.

Meanwhile, Alexis and I are struggling to keep our relationship hidden.

And the closer Cleo gets to me, the harder it becomes to ignore the feelings growing between us… even as my new powerful life keeps pulling more women into my orbit.


Chapter 1

It was evening, and I’d just finished a day of work, hugging my last client goodbye. I found Alexis waiting on the terrace, sitting in one of the cushioned chairs with a glass of white wine, her honey-blonde hair loose. She looked relaxed on the surface, but I knew her well enough to see the tension underneath it, the slight set of her jaw and the way she turned her glass in small circles without drinking from it.

One month. That’s all it had been.

Thirty-some days since my life had cracked open like an egg and something entirely unrecognizable had climbed out. I’d gone from a retail job I was embarrassed to mention at family dinners to running a fertility clinic out of a Mediterranean mansion on the California coast. I drove a Lamborghini. I had money sitting in accounts I hadn’t even fully explored yet. Women came to me, paid for the privilege and left carrying my children inside them.

I thought about the guy I’d been before all of this. The invisible one. The one Brad’s friends had mocked, the one girls had never once glanced at in the hallway. That version of me had wanted things with a quiet, embarrassing desperation he’d never admitted to anyone. He’d wanted to matter. He’d wanted to be seen. Well, I was seen now.

The irony was that I still didn’t entirely know what I was. Alexis and Helen had their explanations about bloodlines and divine inheritance and what my father had been before he’d lost himself in it. I listened to all of it, nodded, and tried to fit the pieces together into something coherent. But at night, lying in the dark, the honest version of my thoughts was simpler and stranger than any mythology.

I was a young man from nowhere who could make any woman pregnant, whose body had rewritten itself in the span of a night, who felt the pull of something ancient and enormous every time he was with a woman. That was the reality. Everything else was just the story we told around it.

And then there was Madison. God, Madison. I’d been in love with her since I was in High School. I’d loved the idea of being intimate with her, the way you love something from a distance when distance is all you have. But over the past month, that gap had closed, and what I’d found out was real. She had dreams she’d never told anyone else, a little beachside café with an ocean view, and she’d whispered them to me like a secret she wasn’t sure she trusted herself with. I kept thinking about that. I kept thinking about the way she’d looked in the tent, how I’d made love to her and how afterward she’d traced patterns on my chest and talked about nothing in particular, and how that had felt more intimate than anything that had happened at the clinic in the past month combined.

She still hadn’t moved in. That was the word I kept circling back to. Still, like I’d been counting the days without admitting to myself that I was counting. She had her apartment, her shoots, her life already built along a certain shape, and I wasn’t naive enough to think that one camping trip and one night together rearranged all of that. I didn’t want to be the kind of man who pushed. But I noticed the absence of her things on the bathroom counter every morning. I noticed it in a way that was disproportionate and probably said more about me than about her.

Alexis was still turning her wine glass in slow circles. I looked at her and felt the familiar collision of things I hadn’t yet found a clean way to sort. It wasn’t long ago that our relationship had shifted into something neither of us had expected. It was emotionally complicated in ways I still hadn’t fully sorted out, but every time we touched, it felt natural to us.

“How was your last client?” she asked as I settled into the chair beside her.

“Perfect,” I said honestly. “She liked it rough.”

She smiled at that. “Good.”

“I’ve learned many things,” I said and looked at her. “Women can be vastly different yet also very similar.”

She chuckled. “That’s true.” She took a sip of her wine and set the glass down on the small table between us. We talked about women for a little bit, but Alexis’s smile slightly faded. “I need to talk to you about Cleo.”

I’d been expecting it. Cleo was coming tomorrow, her semester finished, her bags probably already half-packed. The thought had been sitting quietly in the back of my mind for days.

“What about her?” I asked, keeping my voice easy.

Alexis was quiet for a moment, watching the horizon. The ocean below the terrace was darkening, the waves catching the last light in thin silver lines.

“I’ve been thinking about how to explain all of this to her,” she said finally. “The clinic, Helen, your role here … And what you can do.” She paused. “But honestly, that’s not what’s keeping me up at night.”

I waited.

She turned to look at me directly. “With how strong your aura has become,” she said quietly, “I’m worried she’ll feel the same pull I do.”

I didn’t say anything right away. I watched her face, the way she held my gaze even though it clearly cost her something to say it out loud.

“You’re worried about her falling for me,” I said.

She nodded. “I’m worried about my daughter because of what I know from my own experience.” She picked up her wine glass again, more for something to do with her hands than anything else. “At the beginning, I didn’t expect to feel what I felt, Alexander. Although, I should have. But I fought it for weeks. I told myself it was just proximity to something unusual, that it would pass.” She shook her head a little. “It didn’t pass. And I’m not weak-willed. I’ve spent twenty years helping other people manage their impulses professionally.” Her voice was measured, but I could hear the undercurrent in it. “If it happened to me, it can happen to her.”

I leaned forward, resting my forearms on my knees. “What do you think we should do?”

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “That’s the honest answer. I don’t know if warning her helps or makes it worse. I don’t know if distance helps. I don’t even know if you can dial it back.” She looked at me. “Can you?”

“You know I can’t,” I said. She’d known about the fertility powers for far longer than I had.

She nodded slowly, as if she’d already suspected as much.

“What would you tell a client?” I asked. “If someone came to you with something like this. As a therapist.”

She let out a short breath. She looked out at the water for a long moment, and I could see her actually thinking about it, setting aside the mother and the woman and putting on the professional.

“I would tell them,” she said carefully, “that fighting something natural is rarely worth the energy it costs.” She turned the wine glass once. “That doesn’t mean surrendering to every impulse. It means acknowledging what’s real so you can make clear decisions about it, instead of pretending the feeling isn’t there and having it come out sideways.” She paused. “That’s what I’d say to a client.”

“And to yourself?”

She smiled at that. “To myself, I’d say I’m terrified she might be mad at me.” She hesitated. “Or jealous. And I don’t know which one scares me more.”

I shook my head. “Cleo isn’t built that way. She’s the least judgmental person I know. She’s always been more open-minded than either of us about pretty much everything.”

“You think so.”

“I do.”

Alexis considered that. “We’ll see,” she said tenderly, not dismissing it, just holding it at a careful distance. She looked over at me. “Have you talked to her lately? Told her anything?”

“Not in about a week,” I admitted. “We’ve been texting, but nothing real. I didn’t know how to start it over a phone.”

“She called me last night,” Alexis said. “She’s excited. She kept asking about the mansion and the view and whether she’d have her own room.” A smile crossed her face. “She said, and I’m quoting this word for word,” Alexis said, her smile widening, “’I swear if Alexander has secretly become some kind of tech bro who bought a mansion and forgot about us, I’m going to lose my mind.’”

I laughed at that, and the laughter loosened something in my chest. That was Cleo exactly. The precision of her suspicion, the humor wrapped around genuine feeling.

Then my phone buzzed on the table between us. I looked down at the screen. Cleopatra.

Alexis saw it at the same time and raised her eyebrows with a look that said, well, there you go.

“What are the odds for that?” I said, chuckling.

Alexis smiled. “Go ahead, talk to her.”

I picked up on the second ring. “Hey, Cleo.”

“Alexander.” Her voice hit me like something I hadn’t realized I’d been missing. Bright and warm and a bit accusatory in the way only a younger woman could manage. “Okay, I have been patient. I have been extremely patient. But I need answers.”

“Hello to you too.”

“Don’t hello me. My mother has been giving me the most suspiciously cheerful non-answers for two weeks. She sounds like a brochure.” Her voice shifted into a pitch-perfect imitation of Alexis’ warmth. “’Oh, it’s just a lovely place, sweetheart, very peaceful, you’re going to love it.’ That’s not an answer, Alex. That’s something you say when you’re hiding a body.”

I smiled and leaned back in my chair. Across from me, Alexis had pressed her hand over her mouth to suppress a laugh.

“Nobody’s hiding a body,” I said.

“Then what is it? Because from what I’ve gathered, you’ve somehow gone from our apartment to a mansion on the ocean, you have a whole new job that nobody will describe to me in any actual detail, and Mom sounds like she’s on a permanent vacation.” But I could hear the smile underneath her indignation. She was enjoying this. “I just want to know what’s going on with you. Is that so much to ask?”

“No,” I said, and I meant it. “It’s not. And I’ll tell you everything when you get here. I promise.”

“Everything?”

“Everything I can.”

She made a considering sound. “That’s slightly ominous but I’ll take it.” Then, after a beat, her voice changed. “I really can’t wait to see you. It’s been weird not having you around. The whole dynamic is off.”

“Same,” I said. “More than you know.”

“Okay, but I need you to prepare me. Emotionally, because I’ve also heard things.”

“What kind of things?”

“About your new look.” The teasing was back, layered over something that sounded almost shy. “Someone who apparently saw you at the beach sent a photo to a mutual friend who sent it to another mutual friend who eventually sent it to me, and I just want to say, I’m choosing to believe it was taken at a weird angle and you haven’t completely transformed into some kind of ridiculous Greek statue because that would be a lot to process.”

I laughed again, and it felt good, easy in a way that not much had been lately. “What did the photo look like?”

“Like you, except somehow taller and with cheekbones that have no business existing on someone I used to share a bathroom with.” A pause. “Is it real?”

“Come see for yourself tomorrow.”

“I fully intend to.” Then, softer, “Are you okay? Actually okay? Not Mom, okay, where she says everything’s fine and then I find out three months later she was quietly stressed the whole time.”

The question caught me somewhere tender. I glanced across at Alexis, who had gone back to her wine glass, giving me the privacy of not watching too closely.

“I’m better than I’ve been in a long time,” I said honestly. “Things are different. Some of it is a lot. But I’m okay, Cleo. I really am.”

She was quiet for a moment, and I knew she was weighing it, deciding whether to believe me.

“Okay,” she said finally. “I believe you. But I’m warning you right now, I’m going to ask every single question I have the second I get there, and you don’t get to be vague. Deal?”

“Deal.”

“Good.” Her voice brightened again. “Also, do I have my own room? Please tell me I have my own room.”

“You have your own room.”

“Oh thank god. Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow. Tell my mother I love her.” A beat. “And Alex? I’m really glad you’re good.”

She hung up before I could say anything else, which was so perfectly Cleo that I sat holding the phone for a second, just smiling at it.

“She sounds like herself,” Alexis said.

“Exactly like herself.”

Alexis stood, gathering her wine glass and smoothing the front of her linen top. The evening light had settled into something softer, the sky above the ocean going a deep, quiet blue. “I’ll make dinner,” she said. “Something proper. Will Madison be joining us?”

“She said she’d be here soon,” I said, pulling up my texts to check. “She texted about twenty minutes ago.”

Alexis’s expression did something complicated that she smoothed over quickly into something pleasant and composed. “Good. I’ll make enough for four, then. Helen might want a plate too.”

She disappeared inside, and I stayed on the terrace a while longer, listening to the ocean below, watching the last color drain from the sky. The air smelled like salt and the faint warmth of the stone terrace holding the day’s heat. I thought about Cleo arriving tomorrow, about the questions she’d ask, about the look on her face when she saw the estate for the first time. I thought about what I’d tell her and what I wouldn’t.

I was still thinking about it when I heard the front gate buzz from the intercom panel inside, followed a minute later by the sound of footsteps on the stone path that led around from the main entrance.

Madison came around the corner of the terrace and stopped when she saw me. With a smile that reached her eyes, she was dressed simply, dark jeans and a loose cream-colored top that slipped off one shoulder, her blonde hair down and a little wind-tossed from the drive. She looked beautiful in the easy, unguarded way she sometimes did when she wasn’t performing it.

“Hey,” she said, and then she was crossing the terrace and I was standing, and she walked straight into me with her arms going around my neck and her face pressing into my shoulder.

I wrapped my arms around her and held her there, and neither of us said anything for a moment. When she pulled back to kiss me, it wasn’t the quick, bright kiss of a greeting. She took her time with it, her hands cradling my face, her lips moving against mine with a tenderness that made the rest of the evening go quiet around us. I kissed her back the same way, one hand at the curve of her waist, the other coming up to her hair. She made a sound against my mouth and pressed closer.

When we finally separated, she kept her forehead against mine, her eyes still closed for a moment.

“I missed you,” she said. “I know it’s only been a couple of days, but I genuinely missed you, and I’m telling you that even though it makes me sound completely ridiculous.”

“It doesn’t,” I said. Last time, we’d just been at the beach. Although we’d talked about doing something exciting again, like going out for another camping trip.

The warmth stayed with me, but underneath it, something else moved. I thought about Alexis inside at the stove, moving around the kitchen she’d barely had time to get used to, making dinner for me. I thought about what she’d said on the terrace earlier, the careful, painful honesty of it. And I thought about the work itself, about what tomorrow would bring, and the day after that, and all the women who would come through that estate with their need and their hope and their bodies, while Madison stood here on my terrace, holding onto me. It felt great. It felt great to be wanted instead of invincible.

“Come sit,” I said, and took her hand, and we settled into the terrace chairs as the sky deepened overhead and the ocean went dark below us.

We talked easily, the way we’d started to, the conversation moving without effort between small things and less small ones. She told me about her drive over, about a phone call she’d had with her mother that had left her feeling scraped out and tired. I told her about Cleo, about the phone call and the photo that had circulated through three mutual friends before reaching her, and Madison laughed with her whole face at that, tipping her head back.

“She sounds incredible,” Madison said.

“She’s a menace,” I said. “But yeah.”

From inside, I could hear the faint sounds of Alexis in the kitchen, pots and the low hum she did when she was focused on something. The sound of it settled something in me and unsettled something else simultaneously.

Madison had her legs tucked up under her, turned slightly toward me in her chair, her fingers laced loosely through mine across the small table between us. The evening breeze came off the water and moved her hair, and she didn’t seem to notice.

Then the terrace door slid open behind us and Helen stepped out, dressed in a deep charcoal wrap that moved around her like water, her dark hair pinned loosely at the back of her neck. She had her tablet under one arm and the particular expression she wore when she was carrying information she considered important.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” she said, in a tone that suggested she wasn’t particularly sorry, “but I need a few minutes.”

Madison sat up. “Should I give you space?”

“No, actually.” Helen pulled a chair around and sat, setting the tablet on the table and crossing one leg over the other. “This involves you as well, potentially.” She looked at me. “I have a new client inquiry. It came through this afternoon, fully verified, full intake form completed.” She turned the tablet to face me. “The name on the form is Sophia Laurent.”

I looked at the name. Something about it pulled at the edge of recognition, the kind that lives just behind immediate memory. “Laurent,” I said. “That name is familiar.”

“It should be,” Helen said. She swiped the screen and turned it back toward me, and I found myself looking at a photograph of a woman I had absolutely seen before, on a screen much larger than a tablet. Long dark-blonde hair and green-hazel eyes. She was on a red carpet in the photo, in something simple and dark, and she looked completely at ease in the middle of all that light.

“That’s Sophia Laurent,” I said slowly. “The actress.”

“Yes.”

I sat back. “She’s famous.”

“Quite.”

“She’s in that series,” Madison said, leaning forward to look at the photo, and then she went still. “Oh. Oh, I know exactly who that is.” She looked up at Helen with an expression that was somewhere between delighted and stunned. “She’s enormous. Like, genuinely, she’s been in everything for the last three years.” She turned to me. “You’re going to sleep with her?”

“He is,” Helen said, taking the tablet back. “She’s requested the Romantic Package, which, as Alexander knows, means this is considerably more than a single appointment. She wants the full experience. Multiple sessions, extended time, genuine connection and romance built over several days.”

I was still processing the photograph. “She actually came to us.”

Helen nodded. “She was also specific about something else, which is why I said this might involve Madison.” She set the tablet flat on the table. “Sophia Laurent indicated on her intake form that she is bisexual. She also wrote, in her own words, that she would like a young woman to be present. Someone warm, beautiful and comfortable with her own body.”

The terrace was quiet for a moment except for the ocean.

“She wants a woman there,” I said.

“She wrote it herself,” Helen said. “It’s not an unusual request, but it is specific, and I take her intake form seriously.”

“Wait.” I needed to be sure I’d understood it correctly. “She’s bisexual.”

“Yes … and it is something that does not leave this terrace under any circumstances. She is a public figure and her privacy is absolute. Are we clear on that?”

“Completely,” I said.

“Good.” She looked at Madison. “Which brings me to the practical question.”

Madison, who had been listening with increasing attention, blinked. “Me?”

Helen tilted her head. “You are young, beautiful and clearly comfortable with yourself. Sophia asked for a woman who would make her feel at ease rather than observed. I think you would do that.” She said it simply, as if she were suggesting Madison might want to take on a light administrative task.

Madison’s cheeks went a color I hadn’t seen from her before. She was looking down at her hands.

“I’d absolutely fawn over her,” Madison said, slightly breathlessly. “I mean. I cannot be a normal person around her.”

“You will be fine,” Helen said, with the flat certainty of someone who had managed considerably more complicated situations. “It is not that extraordinary. You’ll meet her, you’ll be yourself, and she will respond to that. She is tired of people performing around her. That is precisely why she came here.”

Madison pressed her lips together and nodded slowly, and I could see her working through it, the nerves and the excitement sorting themselves out into something approaching composure.

I looked at Madison. “It could be something,” I said. “If you wanted it.”

She turned to me, and something in her expression was open and a little uncertain and genuinely curious all at once. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

She exhaled slowly. “Okay. Yeah. I think I want to.” She paused. “That’s a sentence I didn’t expect to say this week.”

“There’s one more thing,” Helen said, and something in her voice shifted very slightly, becoming more measured. She looked at me. “Sophia has certain specific requests.” She glanced at Madison, then back to me. “What I will say now is that her preferences are particular and she is very clear about what she wants. She has considerable experience, and she is not shy about expressing her desires.”

“Okay,” I said, trying to sound professional despite the heat building in my chest. “That’s fine.”

“She’ll be fine,” Helen said. “It’s really not that big of a deal. These are standard requests from high-profile clients.”

I looked over at Madison, who was watching me with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. “What do you think?” I asked her. “Would you be interested?”

Her eyes lit up. “I mean… it would be fun, right?”

“It would definitely be fun,” I agreed, feeling a smile spread across my face. The idea of sharing this experience with Madison was unexpectedly appealing.

Helen nodded, seemingly satisfied with our reaction. “Good. She’s agreed to come here for a preliminary meeting next week, but she’s made it clear she wants you both to spend time at her Beverly Hills estate for the actual sessions. She has certain… kinks she wants fulfilled, but we can’t discuss them here.” Helen glanced meaningfully toward the mansion. “She’s quite specific about her privacy.”

Madison’s excitement was palpable now. She sat up straighter, her cheeks flushed. “I can’t believe I’m going to meet Sophia Laurent. And potentially… you know.”

I reached over and squeezed her hand. “You’ll be amazing.”

The terrace door slid open again, and Alexis appeared carrying a tray with four plates of what looked like grilled salmon with roasted vegetables. The aroma hit me immediately, making my stomach growl.

“Dinner’s ready,” she said, setting the tray on the table between us. “I hope you’re hungry.”

We rearranged ourselves around the table as the sky darkened to indigo above us. Alexis brought out glasses of water and a bottle of wine, which Helen accepted with a grateful nod.

“This looks amazing, Alexis,” Madison said, already reaching for her fork.

As we ate, conversation flowed naturally. We talked about Cleo’s upcoming visit, about Madison’s latest photoshoot and about Helen’s plans for expanding the clinic’s services. The food was incredible. Alexis had always been a good cook, but here in the mansion’s kitchen with its top-of-the-line appliances, her skills had reached new heights.

After dinner, Madison immediately moved closer to me, her body pressing against mine as we helped clear the table. Her hand found mine under the table, fingers intertwining.

“Would you like to watch a movie with me?” she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. “You have an amazing home theater downstairs.”

“Of course,” I replied, smiling at her eagerness.

We thanked Alexis for the wonderful dinner, and as we headed inside, I caught her watching us. There was something in her eyes, a mixture of pride, longing and lust. The realization hit me: she was aroused by seeing me with Madison. It shouldn’t come as a surprise. She’d been in a constant state of arousal after my transformation.

We headed down to the home theater, with plush recliners and a screen that took up an entire wall. Madison cuddled against me as we scrolled through the movie options.

“Let’s watch something with Sophia in it,” she suggested. “I want to see what we’re getting into.”

I laughed, selecting one of Sophia’s most acclaimed films. As the opening credits rolled, Madison nestled deeper into my side, her head resting on my shoulder.

“You know,” she said as the movie began, “I never imagined my life would take this turn.”

I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her closer. “How do you feel about all this? About the clinic, about what I do?”

She was quiet for a moment, watching the screen. “Well, I’m pretty sure you remember my reaction, which was genuine. But now…” She looked up at me. “Now I’m excited.”

As we watched Sophia Laurent on screen, I couldn’t help but feel a strange mix of emotions. Gratitude for this new life, for Madison in my arms, for the incredible opportunity before me. But also a sense of being overwhelmed by how quickly everything was changing.

“Can you explain what exactly does the Romantic Package entail again?” Madison asked during a quiet scene. “I know you’ll be getting her pregnant, but what else?”

I shifted, keeping my voice low. “It means I spend time with her… romantic time. It’s about creating a connection beyond just the physical act. She’s paying a lot for this experience, and I need to make sure it lives up to the reputation.”

Madison nodded thoughtfully. “That makes sense. She probably wants to feel desired, not just serviced.”

“Exactly.” I paused, watching Sophia’s character on screen. “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?”

“Stunning,” Madison agreed. “And she seems so… confident in her sexuality. I’ve always admired that about her.”

As the movie continued, I found myself studying Sophia’s performance with new interest. This woman would soon be in my arms, trusting me with her most intimate desires. I would undress and love her, an act men dreamt of. But it wouldn’t be a dream. It would be real. The thought was both thrilling and daunting.

When the credits finally rolled, Madison stretched and yawned. “That was amazing. She’s even more talented than I remembered.”

I nodded, my mind already racing with thoughts of the upcoming meeting. “Are you nervous about meeting her?”

“A little,” Madison admitted. “But mostly excited. It feels like we’re about to step into something extraordinary.”

I kissed the top of her head, breathing in the scent of her hair. “We are,” I agreed. “And whatever happens, we’ll face it together.”

We left the theater, hand in hand. We walked back through the quiet hallways of the mansion, Madison’s hand intimate in mine. The night had settled completely over the estate, and through the windows, I could see the dark ocean, a vast expanse of black with only the occasional whitecap catching the moonlight.

“I was thinking,” Madison said as we reached the stairs. “Before Sophia comes, maybe we could have a proper date? Like, a real romantic one, just us?”

I paused on the steps, turning to face her. “A date?”

She nodded. “I know we’ve been together for weeks now, but everything’s been so intense.” She squeezed my hand. “I want to feel like your girlfriend for a night, not just part of your work life.”

“I’d love that,” I said, pulling her closer. “What do you have in mind?”

Her face lit up with excitement. “We could go out and eat. Something simple but romantic?”

“I’d love that. That sounds perfect.”

Madison’s eyes sparkled as she leaned in to kiss me. “Good. It’s a date then.”

Then suddenly, she received a notification. “It’s probably my mom …” She arched an eyebrow. “Stupid me can’t even keep track of my own schedule. You know what, I blame you.”

“Me?”

“Uh-huh … you’re so hot, I can’t think straight.”

I chuckled. “That’s a valid excuse to me. Now, what’s up?”

“I have a gig tomorrow afternoon, but I’ll have time for a dinner date though.”

“Dinner sounds good to me,” I said.

She pocketed her phone and smiled. “Great … Now let’s go to your bedroom.”

As we continued up the stairs, I found myself looking forward to the simple pleasure of a romantic dinner date with Madison.

We reached my bedroom, and Madison immediately began exploring, running her fingers along the furniture and looking out at the ocean view. “I still can’t get over this place,” she said. “It’s like something out of a dream.”

“Sometimes I wake up and expect to be back in our old apartment,” I admitted, watching her move around the room. “Then I remember this is real.”

She turned to face me, her expression softening. “Is it too much? The mansion, the clinic, all of it?”

I considered her question, genuinely thinking about it. “Some days, yes. But then I remember what I had before, and I wouldn’t trade this for anything.”

Madison nodded, understanding in her eyes. She began unbuttoning her blouse, her movements slow and deliberate. “I’m glad you feel that way. Because I wouldn’t trade being with you for anything.”

The sight of her undressing sent a familiar heat through my body. I moved toward her, helping her with the buttons she’d missed, my fingers grazing her skin. I kissed her neck as my bulge made contact with her rear, and then I used my fertility powers to make her aroused.

She giggled and glanced at me over her shoulder. “I was already wet from the start.”

“You’re starting to recognize when I’m using it.”

“Uh, duh!” she said playfully. “Not the most difficult thing to notice.”

I kissed her neck again and couldn’t wait to have my way with her.


Chapter 2

It was morning, and I was awake before my eyes were fully open, aware first of the warmth along my side and then of Madison’s hair against my jaw, her breathing slow and even, her body curved against mine the way it had settled somewhere in the middle of the night.

I stayed still for a while. The ocean was audible even from here, a low and steady presence beneath the silence of the mansion. Madison’s arm was draped across my chest, her fingers curled. I watched the ceiling and let myself just be in it for a moment, the uncomplicated fact of her being here, the warmth of her, before the day had any demands in it at all.

Then her alarm went off. She made a sound against my shoulder and reached blindly for her phone on the nightstand, silencing it before it could ring twice. She lay there another few seconds, clearly arguing with herself, and then she pushed up onto one elbow and looked at me with her hair falling across half her face.

“I regret accepting the shoot,” she said. The words sounded like a small apology.

“Why?”

“You know, dummy,” she said playfully before caressing my chest. “I want to cuddle with you … perhaps get fucked again.”

I smiled. I loved sleeping with her. “You’ll finish in no time and then we’ll go on our date.”

“I know.” She pushed herself upright this time, properly, sitting on the edge of the bed and reaching for the lamp. The light came on low and warm. She looked back at me over her shoulder and her expression was a little sleepy and completely unguarded. “You’re right … I can’t wait to spend time with you.”

“Me neither,” I said, my eyes landing on her bouncy breasts, her fine pink nipples and matching areolas. Gosh, she was hot.

She smiled at that, then stood and began gathering her things. I watched her from the bed as she moved around the room, finding her clothes, stepping into the bathroom and coming back out with her hair smoothed and her face washed. She dressed simply, pulling her hair back loosely, and the whole process took less than ten minutes.

When she was done, she came back to the bed and leaned down over me. I reached up and touched her face and she kissed me properly, her hands on either side of my head, unhurried despite the time.

“Later,” she said against my mouth.

“Later.”

She straightened, picked up her bag and gave me one last look from the doorway. Then she was gone, her footsteps quiet down the hall.

I lay there another minute listening to the sounds of the mansion settling around her exit. The distant click of the front door. The crunch of gravel from the courtyard, faint through the walls. Then the sound of a car pulling away, fading down the drive toward the gate.

I got up. By the time I’d showered and dressed and made my way downstairs, the kitchen smelled like tea and something toasted. Alexis was at the counter, already dressed in dark slacks and a cream blouse, her honey-blonde hair pinned back neatly. She had her own cup in hand and was standing at the window looking out at the garden with the stillness she had in the mornings before the day fully started.

She turned when she heard me come in.

“Good morning,” she said. “Tea’s still fresh.”

“Thanks.” I poured a cup and leaned against the counter. The kitchen felt quiet and settled, the kind of morning calm that exists in a house before it fills with people again.

Alexis looked at me with a mild, assessing expression. “How was your night?”

“Good,” I said, and took a sip. Then, because I couldn’t quite help it, I asked, “Is my room sound-insulated?”

She held my gaze for exactly one beat, and then she laughed, her hand going briefly to her mouth. “Of course it is,” she said. “You can be as loud as you want.”

“Just checking.”

“I’m sure you were.” She set her cup down and glanced at the clock on the wall. “We should leave in about twenty minutes. Traffic to the airport is unpredictable.”

“I’ll be ready.”

She gave me one more look that was somewhere between amused and composed, and went back to finishing whatever she’d been doing at the counter.

* * *

We took her car. She’d pulled it out of the garage while I was finishing my tea. It felt like a different planet compared to the Lamborghini, and I folded myself into the passenger seat while she adjusted the mirrors and pulled smoothly out through the estate’s main gate.

The drive started quietly. The coastal road wound away from the estate through low hills, the ocean visible in glimpses between the brush and the curve of the land, bright in the morning sun. Alexis drove the way she did most things, steadily and without unnecessary motion.

I watched the scenery go past and tried to sit still and couldn’t quite manage it. I caught myself tapping my thumb against my knee, then stopped, then started again without meaning to. I shifted in the seat. I looked out at the ocean and then back at the road and then at my hands.

“Alexander,” Alexis said.

“I’m fine.”

She didn’t say anything to that. She just waited, which was the thing she did that I’d never been able to outlast.

I exhaled. “What if my powers affect her the same way they affect you?” I kept my voice even. “I grew up with her. I don’t want to make things weird between us. I don’t want her to feel something she doesn’t understand and have it change everything.”

Alexis was quiet for a moment. The road curved and she followed it, her hands easy on the wheel. “We talked about this yesterday,” she said finally. Her voice was gentle but direct. “We said we’d take things as they come. That’s still true.”

“I know what we said. I’m just not sure it covers this specific situation as well as we thought.”

“Cleo is strong,” Alexis said. “She’s adaptable in a way that most people aren’t. She’s always been that way, even when she was small. Whatever happens when she gets here, whatever she feels or doesn’t feel, she’ll work through it. And she won’t work through it alone, because we’ll be there.”

I nodded, but the knot in my chest didn’t fully loosen. It just became more defined, something I could sit with rather than something actively pressing.

We drove for a while without speaking. The highway opened up as we moved inland, the ocean disappearing behind the hills. The traffic was light and Alexis maintained an easy speed, and the silence between us was the comfortable kind rather than the tense kind, which helped.

Then I turned to look at her. “Can I ask you something else?”

She glanced over briefly. “Go ahead.”

I took a moment to find the right entry point into it. “After the night we spent together,” I said, “I’ve been noticing something. Whenever I’m close to you now, you react. I can see it.” I kept my voice even, not accusatory, just honest. “And I want to know where you are with that.”

“You’re not wrong,” she said. Her voice was measured in a way that meant she was working to keep it that way. “What you’re noticing is real.”

“Tell me.”

She breathed in slowly. “Since your transformation, since everything changed, I have been in a more or less constant state of arousal whenever you’re nearby.” She said it plainly, the therapist’s directness underneath the mother’s warmer tone. “It started before we crossed any line. I told myself it was just a reaction to your energy, to what you were becoming. I thought I could manage it the way I manage difficult feelings professionally.” She shook her head a little. “I was wrong about that. And after that night, it became considerably stronger. Not weaker.”

I looked at her profile. She was looking straight ahead, her jaw set.

“I’ve never experienced anything like it,” she continued. “Not at any point in my life before this. It doesn’t follow any logic I have access to. It doesn’t respond to reason or to distance in the way I would expect.” She paused. “And I’m aware of how Cleo might respond if she sensed something between us. That’s not a small concern. She’s perceptive, and she loves us both, and I don’t know how she’d make sense of it.” She stopped herself there, as if she’d reached the edge of what she was prepared to say out loud while driving. “But you know what … I always had these feelings. They weren’t as strong, but they were there.”

She was quiet for long enough that I thought she might redirect it, find a way to step around it the way she sometimes did when something got too close. But she didn’t. “It started a few years ago. I don’t know exactly when. It was gradual enough that I could tell myself it wasn’t happening.” Her voice was steady but careful, the way someone speaks when they’re moving through something fragile. “I would have dreams about you. And I would wake up and feel so ashamed that I couldn’t even look at myself clearly for a day or two afterward.” She exhaled. “And then it would happen again.”

I didn’t say anything. I let her keep going.

“There were times I would think about you,” she said, and her voice dropped, “when I was alone. When I was trying to take the edge off the stress of a long week.” She stopped. “I knew it was wrong. I knew what it meant that I couldn’t stop it. And I told myself it was some kind of misfiring, some proximity issue, that it didn’t mean anything real.” She shook her head once. “But after your transformation, after everything changed, I had something to hang it on. I could tell myself it was your energy, your aura, something outside of ordinary explanation. It gave me a way to carry it that wasn’t entirely about shame.”

“I always liked you,” I said. “More than I ever let myself think about directly.”

She glanced over at me then, just briefly, before her eyes went back to the road. “I suspected,” she said quietly. “And I didn’t know what to do with that either.”

“I figured I was just a kid with a complicated situation,” I said. “I didn’t think it was something I had any right to.”

She smiled at that, a small and complicated thing. “You were never just anything.” She paused. “Though I will admit I was afraid, after everything started, that I was too old for what you’d want. That whatever I felt was one-sided in the wrong direction.”

“You’re not too old,” I said. “Not even close.”

She made a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a breath. “You don’t have to say that.”

“I’m not saying it to be kind,” I told her. “You’re gorgeous, Alexis. You have been my entire life. I just wasn’t allowed to say it out loud.”

She didn’t respond to that immediately. The highway stretched ahead of us, the sun fully up now, the morning light flat and clear against the asphalt. When she finally spoke, her voice had changed a little, softer and more private than before.

“Every time we’ve been together,” she said, “it’s felt like something I don’t have the right vocabulary for. Like a dream that keeps going instead of ending when it should.” She turned the words over carefully. “I’ve enjoyed every minute and every stroke.”

“I’m glad,” I said. My voice came out lower than I intended. Then I asked, “Do you think Cleo feels anything like that? The way you described it. The gradual thing. The dreams.”

Alexis’s hands shifted on the wheel again. I watched her process it, the careful internal sorting she did before she spoke about anything that mattered.

“Yes,” she said finally. “I do.”

I waited.

“I’ve seen the way she looks at you,” she said. She kept her eyes forward. “There were moments, when you weren’t paying attention, when you were across a room or watching something else, and she would look at you with this expression that I recognized because I’d worn it myself and done my best to hide it.” She paused. “I never said anything. I told myself I was misreading it. That it was just the closeness of you two, but now, I think I’m wrong.”

I nodded, letting it sink in. I let that sit for a moment. The highway stretched ahead of us, straight and flat, the sun coming in at an angle across the dashboard.

“She might surprise you,” I said.

“She might.” Alexis’s voice was careful.

I looked out at the road ahead and thought about Cleo’s voice on the phone last night, the precision of her humor, the genuine warmth underneath the teasing, and I couldn’t wait to see her again.

* * *

The airport signs started appearing on the overhead gantries, and Alexis followed them without needing to think about it, merging and taking the exit. She found a spot in the short-term structure on the second level and pulled in and cut the engine, and for a moment, neither of us moved.

Then she reached over and placed her hand on my thigh. Not the intimate way she sometimes touched me now. Just her palm, loving and steady, the way she’d put her hand on my knee when I was twelve and nervous about something at school.

“Let’s go see Cleo,” she said tenderly.

We got out. The arrivals hall was the usual low-grade organized chaos, families clustered near the exit doors, drivers holding signs, a general movement of people and luggage and noise that the building never quite managed to absorb. Alexis and I found a position near the railing and waited. I checked Cleo’s last text. Landed. Bags are taking forever, why are bags always taking forever?

That had been twenty minutes ago. I was watching the exit doors when they opened and she came through them.

I recognized her immediately, the way you recognize someone who is built into your memory at a level below conscious thought. But the recognition arrived half a second after something else did, something I didn’t have an immediate name for, because the girl I’d last seen in November with her hair loose and my old college sweatshirt had been replaced by this.

Cleo was moving fast, her luggage rolling behind her and a carry-on over one shoulder, and she was wearing a short summer skirt in a soft floral print that swirled up around her thighs with every step, light fabric catching the air as she moved. Her top was fitted and pale yellow, cut close across her chest, and her long golden-blonde hair was down and loose, falling past her shoulders in waves, streaming behind her as she ran. She had a light tan and her cheeks were flushed from rushing and she was grinning already, having spotted us, and she was beautiful. Not in the way I’d always known she was pretty, the abstract familial awareness of it. Beautiful in a way that landed differently, that stirred a part of me that should have stayed quiet.

Her face was the same heart shape, the same bright eyes, but something in it had matured and sharpened into something that stopped people. It stopped me. I had exactly enough time to be aware of what I was thinking before I locked it down hard, shoved it somewhere dark and windowless, and put a smile on my face.

She hit Alexis, her mother, first, throwing her arms around her and squeezing with her whole body, and Alexis laughed and held her back just as fiercely, both of them talking over each other in the way they did when they hadn’t seen each other for a stretch. I watched them and felt the warmth of it and used the few seconds to get my face in order.

Then Cleo turned to me. She crossed the distance between us in two steps and came straight into me, both arms going around my torso and her face pressing into my chest. She squeezed, genuinely squeezed, the kind of hug that communicated something actual rather than just the gesture of one. She was pressed fully against me, her body loving and intimate, and I felt the press of her chest against my ribs and something in my chest did something it absolutely should not have done, a brief, treacherous melting that I stamped out as quickly as it arrived.

I hugged her back, my arms around her shoulders, and held her for the second she held me, and then she pulled back.

She stepped away from me, and her eyes went up. Then further up. Then she took another small step back, as if she needed more distance to process what she was looking at, and her mouth opened. Her gaze moved down from my face, slowly, tracking across my shoulders, the width of my chest and the way my shirt sat across my arms. It was a long, deliberate look, the kind she didn’t bother to disguise, and when it reached my face again, her expression was somewhere between shock and something she hadn’t sorted yet.

“What the hell happened to you?” she said.

“Uhm,” I said. I wasn’t sure how to answer. I hadn’t thought about it. I just couldn’t stop thinking of how pretty she was.

“Late growth spurt, I guess,” Alexis said playfully from behind her.

Cleo turned to look at her. “Mom, no. That is not a growth spurt. That is a different person.” She turned back to me. Her eyes were wide. “You’re enormous. You’re actually enormous. When did this happen? Why didn’t anyone warn me? I walked up to you and didn’t even feel short, which has never happened to me in my entire life standing next to you.” She shook her head slowly. “You’ve become a total hottie, bro. Seriously, like that is objectively what has happened to you.”

She reached out while she was still talking and her fingers closed around my bicep, squeezing once, testing. Her hand didn’t come close to getting around it. She squeezed again, and her fingers stayed there for a moment, pressing against the muscle with a slightly dazed expression, before she seemed to become aware of what she was doing and pulled her hand back.

“That’s real,” she said. “That’s actually real.”

“It’s real,” I confirmed.

She stared at me for another second. “I thought the photo my friend sent to me was photoshopped, but no. This is a lot to process before noon.”

We’re off to a good start, I thought.

The thought arrived with a specific weight to it, part pride and part something that felt uncomfortably like guilt, and I moved past it by reaching for the handle of her larger rolling bag.

“Let’s get your stuff in the car,” I said.

She grabbed the carry-on from her shoulder and dropped it onto the rolling bag without argument, which was unusual enough that I noticed it. She was still looking at me the way you look at something you’re trying to memorize before it changes again.

We walked back through the arrivals hall and out into the flat morning sun of the parking structure, Alexis on one side and Cleo on the other, our footsteps echoing off the concrete. Cleo had her sunglasses on now and her hair was moving in the draft blowing through the open sides of the parking garage. She kept glancing at me sideways the way she’d been doing since she’d spotted us at the railing.

I loaded her larger bag into the trunk while Alexis got in and started the car. Cleo stood at the back of the car watching me lift it in, and I heard her make a small sound that she tried to pass off as clearing her throat.

“Okay, I’m sitting with you,” she said, and pulled open the rear door before I could say anything about it.

I put the carry-on in after the rolling bag, closed the trunk and got in beside her. Alexis glanced at us in the rearview mirror, said nothing, and pulled out of the space.

For about ninety seconds, Cleo was quiet. She had her legs crossed and her hands in her lap and she was looking out the window at the parking structure giving way to the access road and then to the open freeway on-ramp. The morning light came in through the glass and caught the gold in her hair and I looked away from it.

Then she turned to me. “Okay,” she said. “Go.”

“Go what?”

“Explain everything. Start anywhere. I don’t care where, just start talking because I have been waiting for this since I heard about the mansion and I have questions.”

“I told you I’d tell you everything when we got to the mansion.”

“I am already in the car with you, which is basically the mansion, so that counts.” She pulled one knee up onto the seat, turning herself more fully toward me. “First question. The mansion. Where did the money come from? And don’t say a tech bro thing because I will not accept that.”

“It’s not a tech bro thing.”

“Then what is it?”

I looked at the back of Alexis’s head. She was watching the road with the mild, unhelpful composure of someone who had decided this was my problem to manage.

“It’s complicated,” I said.

Cleo’s expression did not change. “Complicated how? Complicated like it’s a long story, or complicated like it’s something weird?”

“Both.”

“Alex.”

“I’m not stalling,” I said, which was not entirely true. “I just want to tell it properly and the car isn’t the right place for it.”

She stared at me. “Fine. Second question. What do you actually do? Mom said you work at the clinic. What does that mean? What is the clinic? What does it do? What is your job there specifically?”

“It’s a fertility clinic.”

“Okay. And you do what there?”

“I work with clients.”

She blinked. “That is the least informative sentence I have ever heard in my life.”

Alexis chuckled, and I was about to as well.

“It’s a specialized practice,” I said. “High-end clientele. Private.”

“Private,” Cleo repeated. “You work at a fancy private fertility clinic.” She looked at me steadily. “And this pays for a mansion.”

“It does.”

She was quiet for a second, turning it over. I could see her trying to make the math work and coming up short. “What is your actual title? Like, are you a doctor? Did you get a medical degree in the last thirty days that nobody mentioned?”

“No.”

“Then what are you?”

“I’ll explain it properly,” I said. “I promise. When we sit down somewhere.”

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she shifted on the seat and turned toward the window. “Fine,” she said. “Third question. And I need you to understand that I am asking this with complete sincerity and zero judgment.” She paused. “What happened to your body?”

I exhaled. “That’s the part that’s hardest to explain in a car.”

“Try.”

“Cleo.”

“I’m not trying to embarrass you. I’m asking because you look like someone ran you through some kind of program. You are six inches taller than I remember, which is not physically possible in four months, and your face looks like someone took your face and made it better, and you are built like someone who has been training since birth.” She gestured at me. “You look like a statue of yourself. I need to know what happened.”

“I’ll tell you everything,” I said. “All of it. I just want to do it right.”

She held my gaze for another moment, and I could see the frustration working underneath the patience she was choosing to exercise. Then she looked at the front seat. “Mom, is he always this evasive now?”

“He has his moments,” Alexis said pleasantly.

“You’re both doing the thing,” Cleo said. “The synchronized non-answer thing. You’ve been practicing.”

“We haven’t been practicing,” Alexis said.

“It feels practiced.” But the edge in her voice had something affectionate running through it, and she settled back against the seat and looked out at the freeway traffic with the air of someone accepting a temporary ceasefire. She didn’t stop glancing at me, though. Quick looks from the side that she kept short, her eyes moving over my jaw and my shoulders before going back to the window.

I watched the road and said nothing and tried to think about the view.

* * *

Alexis pulled off the freeway about twenty minutes later, not toward the coast road, but into a quieter stretch of street lined with low-rise commercial buildings and mature trees that had been there long enough to arch over the sidewalk. She slowed and turned into a small parking area beside a building with white walls and a terrace out front, where a few tables sat under a striped awning with small planters along the railing.

The place had the particular kind of quiet confidence that expensive restaurants sometimes have, no signage fighting for attention, no menu boards visible from outside, just the suggestion of good taste and the assumption that you already knew what you were walking into.

Cleo looked out the window. “Where are we?”

“Somewhere we can sit down properly,” Alexis said, and cut the engine.

“We’re stopping for food?” Cleo looked between us. “Is this one of those places where a salad costs forty dollars?”

“Something like that,” Alexis said, already getting out.

Cleo climbed out after her and stood on the pavement looking at the terrace. A hostess appeared at the low gate before we’d even reached it, smiling and unhurried, and led us to a table at the far end of the terrace where a low hedge separated us from the neighboring tables and the ocean was visible in a thin bright strip at the end of the street.

The table had a small white vase and the kind of menu that was printed fresh each morning. Cleo picked hers up, looked at it and set it down.

“Mom,” she said. “How are we affording this?”

Alexis looked up from her own menu and smiled. “Money isn’t really a problem anymore.”

Cleo stared at her. “That is an insane thing to say.”

“I know, honey.” Alexis’s smile stayed in place. “Order something.”

Cleo looked at me. I looked back at her with what I hoped was a calm and reassuring expression. She picked up the menu again, but her eyes kept coming up from it.

We ordered. Cleo got a salad with grilled chicken and something with avocado on the side. Alexis got a half sandwich and a cup of the soup. I got a sandwich and a sparkling water, and when the server left, Cleo folded her hands on the table and looked at us both with the expression she used when she had decided to be patient and wanted credit for it.

“Okay,” she said. “I’m sitting down. There’s food coming. We’re in a nice place with a hedge around us and nobody can hear us.” She looked at me. “Now will you tell me what’s going on?”

I looked at Alexis. She gave me a slight nod, the kind that meant go ahead, I’m here.

I took a breath. “Dad’s dead,” I said.

Cleo went very still.

“He died a few months ago,” I said. “We didn’t know about it right away. We were notified through a lawyer.” I kept my voice even and direct because that was the kindest way to do it, I’d decided. Not slow and careful and drawn out, not hedged into something softer than it actually was.

The stillness held for a moment. Then Cleo said, “What?”

“He died,” I said again. “He’s gone.”

She looked at Alexis. “When?”

“A few months ago,” Alexis said. “We don’t know the exact circumstances. The lawyer wasn’t forthcoming with details.”

Cleo sat with that for a second. I watched her face move through something that wasn’t quite grief, because, just like me, she’d never really known him well enough for that, but it wasn’t nothing either. It was the expression of someone closing a door they hadn’t realized they’d been keeping half open.

“Okay,” she said finally in a lowered voice. “Okay.” She looked at me. “And the mansion is connected to that.”

“It is.”

“He left you something.”

“He left me everything,” I said. “The estate, the clinic, the accounts … all of it.”

She absorbed that. “Why you and not both of us?”

It was the right question and I’d expected it. “Because of what I am,” I said. “Which is the part that’s going to be harder to explain.”

The server came back with our food then, setting the plates down and disappearing again, and the interruption gave Cleo a moment to regroup. She looked at her salad without touching it.

“Keep going,” she said.

I looked at Alexis once more. She gave me a nod and reached for her soup spoon. “Go on, tell her.”

“There’s a bloodline,” I said. “On Dad’s side. It goes back a long way. And I don’t mean a few generations.”

Cleo looked at me steadily.

“There’s a lineage that traces back to a Greek deity,” I said. “Specifically to Priapus.”

She blinked. “Priapus.”

“Yes.”

“The fertility god.”

“You know him?”

“I took a mythology elective sophomore year,” she said. “Priapus. God of fertility, gardens and livestock. Usually depicted with a permanent and extremely large boner.” She paused, trying hard not to giggle. “That Priapus.”

“That one.”

She looked between Alexis and me. “You’re telling me his dad was descended from a Greek god.”

“Yes.”

“And therefore you are descended from a Greek god.”

“Yes.”

She picked up her fork. Put it back down. “Okay,” she said, and her voice had gone to a careful flatness that meant she was working very hard to remain reasonable. “Keep going.”

I told her the rest of it as plainly as I could. The inheritance was more than just property and money. I told her about the transformation that had come with it, how Helen had activated it, and the way my body had changed over the course of a night rather than years. I told her more about Helen, about what she was and what she’d explained to us. I told her about the powers, going through them the way you’d go through a list of facts, keeping my voice level: the virility, the stamina, the effect my presence had on women, the healing quality to it and the way women who came to the clinic left with a near certainty of carrying a child.

Cleo ate three bites of her salad during this. She chewed slowly and watched me and didn’t say anything.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long moment. The ocean was still visible in that thin bright strip at the end of the street, glittering in the midday light.

“So,” she said.

“Yeah.”

She set her fork down. “You make millions having sex.”

I felt the corner of my mouth pull. “Yup,” I said. “Pretty much.”

She stared at me. And then something shifted in her face, something that came up through the shock and the processing and the careful reasonableness, and finally she laughed, and she laughed hard, her hand going to her mouth from laughing too hard, her eyes crinkling at the corners. She laughed for a few seconds and then pressed her lips together and looked at me with her cheeks still flushed from it.

But underneath the laughter, when it settled, there was something else in her expression. She was looking at me the way she had outside the airport, that slow, deliberate tracking look, except this time it had more weight to it. She was recalibrating. I could see it happening in real time, the information rearranging itself behind her eyes, and something in the new arrangement was making her look at me differently than she had five minutes ago.

“Are you done laughing now?”

Nodding, she looked away first, reaching for her water glass. “How does it work?” she asked. “The clinic. Like operationally, women just come to you?”

“They go through an intake process,” Alexis said, picking up smoothly. “Helen and I manage all of that. There’s a full consultation, screening, everything handled with complete discretion.”

“And they pay a lot.”

“Yes,” I said.

“And it actually works? They actually get pregnant?”

“Every time so far,” I said.

She turned that over. “Every time.” She looked at Alexis. “And you’re okay with this? You just accepted all of this and moved into the mansion you’d once left? From the little you’ve told about your dad, it hasn’t been positive.”

Alexis smiled at that. “It took me a little time,” she said. “But yes. I’ve accepted it. Alex is a lot happier now, and frankly, so am I.”

“How much time?”

“Less than I would have expected,” Alexis said. “And I hope you’ll too.”

Nodding, she went back to her salad and ate in silence for a moment, and I could practically hear the questions sorting themselves in her head.

“Does it feel like something?” she asked, looking at me again. “The powers. Is there a sensation to it or is it just something that happens?”

I thought about how to answer that honestly. “There’s a pull,” I said. “Something that’s always there underneath everything else. When I’m with a client, it’s stronger. It’s hard to describe to someone who hasn’t been near it.”

Something moved across her face at that. “And the physical transformation,” she said. “Did it hurt?”

“No,” I said. “It was quite the opposite.”

She narrowed her eyes. “So Helen activated it?”

I nodded.

“How?”

Alexis chuckled. “Are we having an investigation here?”

Cleo blushed a little. “I’m just curious.”

“It involved sex,” I told her.

“I knew it,” she said. “Helen fucked you, didn’t she?”

“Not so loud,” Alexis told her daughter, blushing a little as well.

“I think that’s the most normal thing being said so far,” Cleo said, and she had a point. “So after the sex, you went to sleep normally and woke up like this?”

“Yes, that sums it up.”

She looked at my arms on the table for a moment, then back up to my face. “And Dad lost himself in it,” she said. “That’s what you said. He lost himself in the powers.”

“Yes,” Alexis said. “He didn’t manage it. He let it consume him.”

“And you’re not going to do that,” Cleo said, looking at me worriedly.

“No,” I said.

She looked at me with a directness that was very Cleo, clear-eyed and unblinking and asking the question behind the question. “How do you know?”

“Because I’m better than that,” I said. “And because I know what it cost him.”

She held my gaze for another beat, and then something in her settled, a decision made, a door opened rather than closed. She nodded once, slowly.

“Okay,” she said. “Tell me about Helen.”

We talked through the rest of the meal. Alexis explained Helen’s role, what a priestess of Aphrodite meant in practical terms, the way she’d come into our lives and what she’d brought with her. Cleo asked about the clients, not pruriently but with a genuine curiosity about who they were and what brought them to a place like this, and I answered as honestly as I could without breaking anything confidential.

She asked about the money, how it was structured, whether it was stable, whether we’d be okay long-term.

She asked, toward the end of the meal, quietly and without looking up from her plate, “Does it affect everyone? The pull you described. Every woman?”

I took a moment before answering. “It seems to,” I said. “To varying degrees.”

She nodded and didn’t say anything else about it.

We finished eating without rushing it. The check came and Alexis took it before Cleo could even reach for her bag, which Cleo noted with a raised eyebrow but didn’t argue about. We sat for a few minutes while the server cleared the plates, and Cleo kept her hands wrapped around her water glass and looked out at the thin strip of ocean at the end of the street with an expression I couldn’t fully read. Processing, that was the word for it. She was doing it quietly and with more composure than most people would have managed, which was very her.

Then she set her glass down and looked at me. “Okay,” she said. “Take me to this mansion.”

Leaving the tables, we walked back to the car through the warm midday air, Cleo between Alexis and me on the pavement, her shoulder occasionally bumping against my arm. She was quiet in the way she got when her mind was moving fast underneath the surface. I could feel the questions stacking up behind her eyes, waiting for the right moment.

We got into the car, and Alexis pulled out of the lot and took the coast road south. Cleo sat beside me in the back with her legs crossed and her sunglasses back on and her hair moving from the small gap she’d cracked in the window. After a few minutes, she said, without turning from the glass, “The women who come to you. Do they know what you are? Like, the full mythology of it?”

“Some of them,” I said. “Helen manages how much each client is told. It depends on the person.”

“But they all know it’s not a conventional clinic.”

“They know it’s unconventional, yes.”

She nodded slowly, still watching the road outside. “And they’re okay with that.”

“They’re more than okay with it.”

Another silence. Then, quietly, almost to herself, “I mean. I get it. You’re a young, good-looking guy.”

It was the first time she’d ever called me good-looking. Was that the first sign of the pull? I wasn’t sure.

* * *

After a quiet drive, the estate came into view from the road before we reached the gate, the way it always did, the upper levels visible above the landscaping, white walls and terracotta against the blue of the sky and the deeper blue of the ocean behind it. Even knowing what was there, it still registered as something improbable every time I came back to it.

Cleo saw it from the road and sat forward.

“That’s it,” Alexis said.

Cleo said nothing. She leaned toward the window as we turned in through the gate, and the full scope of the place opened up as we came down the drive. The courtyard, the main entrance, the gardens running along the near side and the terraces stepping down toward the ocean view. The Lamborghini was parked along the side, which I’d briefly forgotten about, and Cleo’s eyes found it and stayed on it for a second before going back to the mansion.

We pulled in and stopped, and Cleo got out of the car and stood beside it and just looked.

She was quiet for a long time, staring in awe. I came around the front of the car and stood near her, watching her take it in, the scale of it and the light off the stone and the sound of the ocean below the terraces and the way the whole thing sat in its landscape like it had always been there.

“Alex,” she said finally, her voice gone tender.

“Yeah.”

She turned to look at me. She’d taken her sunglasses off, and her eyes were bright. “This is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen in my life.” She looked back at it. “It feels like a dream come true. Like something from a movie that’s too good to be a real place.” She pressed her lips together and shook her head slightly. “And you live here.”

“We live here,” I said.

She looked at me again, quickly, and I could see her recalibrating it, absorbing the we.

“Come on, honey,” Alexis said from behind us, already at the front entrance. “I’ll show you your room first.”

We went inside. Cleo turned in place in the entry hall, looking up at the ceiling, then down at the marble floor, then at the explicit artwork on the walls. I watched her move through it slowly, her hand trailing along the back of one of the couches as we passed through the main sitting room.

“The art,” she said, pausing at one of the framed pieces in the hallway. It was a nude pregnant woman. She looked at it for a moment and then at me with an expression that was somewhere between amused and understanding. She rolled her eyes. “Right. Fertility clinic, of course.”

“You caught that fast.”

“I’m perceptive,” she said and playfully swatted my shoulder.

We showed her the main rooms on the ground floor, the sitting rooms and the dining space and the kitchen, where she ran her hand along the counter and looked at the appliances. We showed her the terrace, and she stepped out onto it and walked to the railing and looked down at the ocean and put her hands on the stone and just breathed for a moment.

“Okay,” she said. “Okay, I need a minute.”

We gave her one.

Then we took her upstairs. Her room was on the same level as mine, at the other end of the hall, and Alexis had made sure it was set up properly, the bed made with fresh linens, the curtains open to the ocean view and a small vase on the dresser. Cleo stood in the doorway looking at it and then crossed to the window and looked out.

“This is my room,” she said.

“This is your room,” Alexis confirmed.

She turned around and looked at both of us. Her eyes were doing something that she was working to contain, the brightness in them pressing against the composure she was holding onto. “I’m going to need you to know,” she said, “that I am extremely cool right now and completely not overwhelmed.”

“We can see that,” I said.

She laughed, and it broke the composure just enough, and she crossed the room and hugged Alexis properly, her arms going tight. Alexis held her and closed her eyes for a moment, and something about seeing that warmed my chest.

Then she came and hugged me again, and this time it was slightly different from the airport, less surprise and more settling, her arms going around my torso and her head tucking against my chest. I held her back, one arm across her shoulders, and she stayed for a second longer than the first time before pulling away.

“Thank you,” she said, looking up at me. “For this. For telling me everything.”

“You would’ve kept asking until I did.”

“Absolutely, I would have.” She smiled, and it reached her eyes fully. “I want to see the rest of it. The clinic part, and the actual rooms.”

“We can do that,” I said. “But first, someone you should meet.”

We found Helen in the study on the ground floor, which was where she spent most of her afternoons. She looked up when we came in, set her pen down, and stood. She was dressed in a white and blue pencil skirt, her dark hair down today. “Hi, Helen!”

They hadn’t seen each other for a while, but both smiled broadly.

“Cleo,” Helen said, wrapping her in a hug. “Welcome to the clinic.”

“Thank you,” Cleo said.

“So, I assume you know everything now,” Helen said, lightly breaking the hug to look Cleo in the eyes.

“Yes … so you’re a priestess of Aphordite?”

“Among other things,” Helen said, with a slight lift at the corner of her mouth. “How are you managing everything you’ve been told today?”

“Honestly?” Cleo glanced at me and then back. “Better than I expected. Worse than I’m pretending.”

Helen looked at her steadily and with what seemed like genuine approval. “That’s a very honest answer. I think you’ll be fine here.”

Cleo nodded, and something in the set of her shoulders eased, as if Helen’s assessment had weight she hadn’t expected to give to carry comfortably without having earned it. They chatted for a little bit, catching up for a bit before Helen had to excuse herself. She had lots of work to do. I could tell Cleo wanted to ask about the activation part, but that had to wait for now.

We left Helen to her work and I walked Cleo back through the main hallway toward the terrace, Alexis peeling off toward the kitchen to put on something to drink. Cleo moved beside me with her hands loosely at her sides.

I felt the relief of it more than I’d expected to. She knew. The whole of it, or enough of the whole of it, and she hadn’t run from it or turned it into something ugly or looked at me the way I’d been half afraid she might. She’d laughed. She’d hugged me. She’d told me thank you. The knot that had been sitting in my chest since the drive to the airport was still there, but it had changed shape. Less like a warning and more like a question I didn’t have the answer to yet.

We stepped out onto the terrace and the afternoon light came at us flat and warm, the ocean below gone to a deeper blue as the day had moved toward midafternoon. Cleo walked to the railing and put her forearms on it and looked out, and I stood beside her.

“So,” she said. “This is just your Tuesday.”

“More or less.”

She shook her head slowly. “Wild … How many women a day do you have sex with?”

“It depends on the package,” I said. “There’s a breeding package, which usually runs six clients in a day. And then there’s the romantic package, which is one client, typically spread across a few days.”

Cleo turned her head slowly from the ocean to look at me. “Six,” she said.

“Six.”

She blinked. “Alex. Six women in a single day.”

“Yes.”

She straightened up from the railing. “How is that physically possible? Like, I’m not being weird, I’m asking as someone with a basic understanding of human biology. How does that work? I mean, guys I’ve been with lasts like ten seconds and then they’re done for the day.”

I looked at her sideways. “I’m a fertility god.”

She pointed at me. “Stop it.”

“I recover quickly. And I can just…” I searched for the least clinical way to put it. “Summon it. When I need to.”

She stared at me for a second and then she laughed, pressing the back of her hand against her mouth to muffle it. “You can summon it,” she repeated.

“I’m not joking.”

“I know you’re not joking, that’s why I’m laughing.” She shook her head, still smiling, and looked back toward the terrace doors. Her eyes landed on the small stone figure that sat on the low shelf just inside the glass. It was a reproduction, depicting Priapus in his usual state, exaggerated and unambiguous.

Cleo looked at it for a long moment. Then she looked at me with a grin pulling at the corner of her mouth. “Is yours like that?”

I held her gaze. “Enhanced, yes.”

She made a sound that was not quite a word and turned back to the ocean view, pressing her lips together hard. “This is all completely insane,” she said finally, to the water more than to me.

“I know.”

She was quiet for a moment, both hands back on the railing. Then, without looking at me, “Can you make women aroused? Like, deliberately? Is that one of the powers?”

“Yes,” I said.

She nodded slowly, as if this confirmed something she’d already suspected. Neither of us said anything for a beat, and I noticed that the conversation didn’t feel the way it probably should have between us. There was no real awkwardness in it. We were talking about my body and my abilities and the mechanics of what I did with six women in a day, and it wasn’t sitting strangely between us the way I might have expected. I wasn’t sure what that meant. I wasn’t ready to look at it too directly.

Cleo seemed to feel it too, because she glanced at me and there was something aware in her expression, like she’d clocked the ease of it and was deciding what to do with that information. She chose, apparently, to set it aside for now.

“I want to spend some actual time with you,” she said. “Not processing time. Not question time. Just you and me.” She paused. “I know I still need to sit with all of this. But I’ve been away for months and I missed you, and I’d like to just be here for a while before my brain completely breaks.”

Something in my chest settled at that. “Yeah,” I said. “Me too. What do you want to do?”

She looked out past the terrace, past the gardens and the lower levels of the estate, to where the land dropped away toward the water. The beach below the property was narrow and half-shaded at this hour, the waves coming in steady and low against the sand.

“The beach,” she said with a smile.

Then my phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out expecting something from Helen or a clinic notification, and saw Madison’s name on the screen. I opened it.

Hey you. Still on for tonight? I’m thinking we could go to a place on the water. Let me know when you want me to come get ready there or should I meet you?

I stared at the screen for a second. Then I remembered … the date. The dinner she’d wanted, the proper romantic one, just us. I’d said yes. I’d meant it. And then Cleo had arrived and the entire day had reorganized itself around her and I hadn’t thought about it once since this morning.

I felt genuinely stupid. Not in a light, self-deprecating way. In the specific way of someone who has made two real commitments and failed to notice they overlapped until both of them were standing in front of him.

“Everything okay?” Cleo asked. She’d turned from the railing and was watching me.

“Yeah.” I pocketed the phone. “It’s Madison.”

Cleo’s expression shifted. “Madison who?”

I looked at her. “Madison from high school.”

She went still for just a moment. Then her eyebrows moved. “Madison? Blonde, cheerleader, model, had about twelve thousand Instagram followers by junior year?”

“That’s the one.”

“You’re dating Madison.”

“Yes, she’s my girlfriend now,” I said.

Cleo turned this over with the same careful, methodical attention she’d brought to everything else today. “How did that happen? She was completely out of your orbit in high school.”

“I ran into her at the gym,” I said. “A few weeks ago.”

Something crossed her face. Brief and unreadable and gone before I could name it. “Of course you did,” she said. She looked back at the ocean. “So you have a date.”

“I forgot,” I said. “I agreed to it last night and then you were coming today and I just didn’t think.” I rubbed the back of my neck. “That’s on me.”

Cleo was quiet for a second. Then she turned and leaned her back against the railing, facing the mansion, her arms crossed loosely. “It’s okay,” she said. “I’m not five. You can have a girlfriend.”

“I know. I still should have remembered.”

“Go,” she said. “Seriously. I’m not going anywhere. The summer is longer than a day, and I live here for now, apparently, which is still a sentence I’m adjusting to.” She smiled at that, but it was a smaller smile than the ones she’d been giving me all day. “We can spend time together tomorrow.”

“About that,” I said.

She narrowed her eyes. “About tomorrow.”

“I have work.”

“On a Sunday?”

“The clinic doesn’t really operate on a weekly schedule,” I said. “I have six appointments.”

She held my gaze for a moment with an expression I couldn’t quite categorize, somewhere between impressed and something more complicated that she was keeping behind her eyes. “But not for an entire day?”

“You’re right, we should find time in the evening.”

“Okay. You’re busy tomorrow. I get it.” She looked back at the mansion, at the terrace doors standing open behind us. “So tonight you’re with Madison and tomorrow you’re working and I’m just going to be here getting used to the idea that you impregnate a bunch of horny ladies.”

“I’ll find time for you too,” I promised her.

“Promise?” she asked and brought up her pink finger.

“Promise,” I pinky swore on it.

“You’ve become really popular.” She smiled when she said it. And I smiled back. But I caught it, the half second before the smile arrived when something else had been there instead, something quiet and private and quickly buried. I didn’t know what to do with it. I filed it away in the place where I kept the things I needed to think about properly when I had the time and the distance to do it honestly.

“I’ll make it up to you,” I said.

“You don’t have to make anything up. I’m fine.” She pushed off the railing and straightened, smoothing the front of her skirt. “Go text your girlfriend back before she thinks you’ve forgotten her.”

“I did forget her,” I said playfully.

“Then text her back before she knows you forgot her,” Cleo said, swatting my shoulder. “A girl likes attention.”

She turned and went back inside through the terrace doors, and I watched her go, the swing of her hair and the movement of the skirt around her legs, and I looked away before the thought that was forming could finish forming itself. I wasn’t sure if her last sentence was playfully made or a stab at me. Either way, I felt bad for not spending time with her for her first day.

I pulled out my phone and typed back to Madison. Still on. Come here and we’ll head out from the estate. Seven?

Her reply came in under a minute. Perfect. Can’t wait.

I put the phone away and stood on the terrace for another moment, the afternoon wind off the water moving around me. The relief was still there underneath everything, the genuine, uncomplicated relief of Cleo knowing and not flinching.

She was here. She knew what I was. And whatever that meant for the shape of things going forward, I couldn’t yet see it clearly from where I was standing.

I went back inside through the terrace doors and found Cleo in the main sitting room, curled into the corner of one of the large couches with her legs tucked under her and her phone in both hands. She’d changed out of the skirt into a pair of shorts and a loose top, her hair pulled back loosely, and she looked entirely at home in a way that made the space feel more lived-in than it had since we’d moved in.

She looked up when she heard me come in. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey.” I came around the end of the couch and sat on the arm of the chair across from her. “So listen. About tonight.”

“Already told you. It’s fine.”

“I know what you said. I’m asking what you’re actually going to do.”

She turned her phone over in her hands, a small, habitual motion. “My friend’s in the area. She’s been texting me since I landed.” She shrugged one shoulder. “I’ll go out with her. It’ll be good, I haven’t seen her since March. And then I’ll probably be with Mom.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She smiled at me, and it was a real smile, most of the way. “Don’t make it weird. You have a girlfriend, she wants to go out with you, then go out with her.”

I watched her for a moment. She’d gone back to her phone, thumb moving across the screen, and her expression had settled into something that was fine in all the technical ways that fine usually meant and not quite fine in the way that lived just underneath it. It was the set of her mouth, a fraction too still. The way she wasn’t quite looking at me.

I knew Cleo. I’d known her for years since Alexis brought me into the house.

“Okay,” I said.

I left her to it and went to find Alexis. She was in the kitchen, standing at the counter with a cup of tea that had probably gone lukewarm, reading something on her phone. She looked up when I came in and immediately read something in my face, because she set the phone down and gave me her full attention without me having to ask for it.

“Cleo?” she said.

“She says she’s fine,” I said, keeping my voice low out of habit even though the kitchen was nowhere near the sitting room. “She’s going to go out.”

Alexis nodded slowly, wrapping both hands around her mug. I wondered if she’d heard our conversation.

“But she’s not fine,” I said. “Or she is fine, just not entirely. She wanted to spend today here, with us, with me. And I’m leaving on her first night. I forgot I had promised a date with Madison.” I leaned against the counter. “I don’t want her to feel like she came back to something and then found out it wasn’t quite what she thought.”

Alexis was quiet for a moment. “She doesn’t think that.”

“She might.”

“She might feel a little of it tonight,” Alexis said carefully. “But that’s not the same thing.” She set the mug down and looked at me properly. “What do you want me to do?”

“I don’t know. Talk to her, maybe? Not in a way that makes it a bigger thing than it is. Just.” I stopped. “She should know that I’m happy she’s here. That it’s not going to always be like this.”

“I know.” Alexis reached out and put her hand briefly on my arm. “I’ll talk to her. I’ll take her for a walk before she goes out, or sit with her for a bit.” She paused. “I’ll explain that you’re very busy right now. That the clinic is new and the work is demanding and that you’re still finding the shape of everything. She’s smart enough to understand that without needing it spelled out.”

“I just don’t want her to feel like she’s second to all of this.”

“She won’t,” Alexis said. “Because she isn’t.” She squeezed my arm once before letting go. “Go get ready. Let me handle Cleo tonight.”

I exhaled. “Thank you.”

“I’ve been handling Cleo since before you knew how to tie your shoes. I think I can manage one evening.”

“I know,” I said. “Still. Thank you.”

She waved me off toward the door, and I went upstairs to get ready. But the unease didn’t fully lift. It just redistributed itself, settling into a lower register, a steady background note beneath everything else. Cleo on one side, Madison on the other, Alexis in the middle of all of it in ways that were complicated and real and didn’t have clean edges. The summer had barely started and the geometry of it was already more involved than I knew how to map.

I changed, checked my reflection out of habit rather than vanity, and went to meet my girlfriend.

* * *

After a short drive, I met up with Madison, asking her how the gig went, and she told me it went fine. Then we went to a restaurant on the water. It was built on a low pier, with glass walls on three sides and the ocean close enough that you could hear it underneath the conversation. The lighting was amber and low, the tables spaced far enough apart that you could speak without being heard.

Madison had dressed simply and looked stunning because of it, a dark slip dress and her hair down, and when she walked in ahead of me and the hostess led us to a corner table with a view of the water, I watched two men at a nearby table turn to look and then make the conscious effort to stop. I understood the impulse.

We ordered drinks and looked at the menus, and somewhere in the first twenty minutes, the ease between us settled in the way it did now, that particular register we’d found together that was comfortable without being unambitious.

“Cleo got in today,” I said.

Madison looked up. “Cleopatra?”

“Yeah.” I turned my wine glass once. “It went well. She took everything remarkably in stride. But I’d forgotten about our date, and she was already there and I had to tell her I was going out.”

Madison set her menu down. Her expression was attentive without being overly careful about it. “How did she take it?”

“She said she was fine. She probably was, mostly.” I paused. “She’s going out with a friend instead. But I could tell it stung a little. First day back and I disappear for the evening.”

“She’ll understand,” Madison said. “Once she settles in and sees how things work here, she’ll get it.”

“I know.”

“But,” she said, and the corner of her mouth lifted slightly, “you do have to make it up to her. A little, not a grand gesture. Just some actual time.” She tilted her head. “What’s she studying?”

“Design,” I said. “She’s got two more years. She wants to go into fashion eventually. She’s been sketching since she was about twelve, always had an eye for it.”

Something lit up in Madison’s face. “Fashion design?”

“That direction, yeah.”

“Oh, we’re going to be friends,” she said, with the simple certainty of someone stating a fact rather than expressing a hope. “I mean that. I’m serious. I’ve been looking for someone to go to shows with who actually cares about what they’re looking at.” She laughed. “My friends from the gym are wonderful but if I send one more of them a look from the new Bottega collection and they respond with a thumbs up emoji, I’m going to lose my mind.”

I smiled at that. “She would be the opposite of a thumbs up.”

“I figured.” She picked up her wine. “I think we’ll get along really well.”

“I think so too,” I said, and meant it. The image of them together was easy to form: Cleo with her sketchbooks and her opinions and Madison with her knowledge of the industry from the inside, and something about it felt right in a way I hadn’t anticipated.

We ordered when the server came back, and the conversation moved the way it usually did between us, without gaps that needed filling. She told me about the shoot that morning, a catalog job that had run long because the photographer kept second-guessing the lighting. I told her more about Cleo’s arrival, the airport and the restaurant and the way she’d laughed when I’d explained the mechanics of the clinic.

Then, somewhere between the appetizers and the main course, Madison looked at me across the table with an expression that was trying to be casual and not entirely succeeding. “So,” she said. “Sophia.”

I looked at her.

“Sophia Laurent.” She said the name carefully, like she was still deciding how she felt about it. “Helen messaged me this afternoon, while you were with Cleo. That she’s coming for a brief visit first and then the full package starts the day after.” She turned her wine glass slowly on the tablecloth. “At her place in Beverly Hills.”

“That’s right,” I said.

Madison nodded once. She wasn’t looking at me anymore. She was looking at the water through the glass wall beside us, the dark surface of it catching the amber light from inside the restaurant in long, broken streaks.

“She’s extraordinarily beautiful,” she said.

“I know,” I said, remembering the movie we saw yesterday.

“I’m not spiraling.” She looked back at me. “I’m just noting a fact. She is objectively extraordinarily beautiful, and she is going to be at your mansion tomorrow, and then at her mansion with you the day after, and I’m just.” She stopped. She exhaled through her nose. “I’m being a little weird about it. I know I am.”

“You are a little,” I said gently.

She gave me a look that was not quite annoyed and not quite amused. “Thank you for the honesty.”

“You asked for it when we started this.”

“I know what I asked for.” She picked up her wine and took a measured sip. “I’m allowed to be a little weird about it for approximately four minutes and then I’ll be fine.”

“Take your time.”

She set the glass down. “Is she going to be difficult? Like, is she the kind of person who’s going to be demanding and cold and make it feel transactional?”

“I don’t know yet,” I said honestly. “Helen handles the intake. From what she’s told me, she booked the romantic package specifically because she wanted something that didn’t feel transactional. She’s been recommended by someone she trusts. She’s not coming in blind.”

“So she knows what she’s getting.”

“Enough of it.”

Madison was quiet for a moment. The server came and cleared our appetizer plates and disappeared again without interrupting the thread of it.

“Am I going to be there?” she asked. “When she comes for the visit tomorrow?”

I thought about it. “Only if you want to. No pressure.”

She looked down at her wine glass, turning it slowly. “I think… maybe I shouldn’t. For the first meeting, at least.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Why not?”

“I have that swimwear fitting tomorrow afternoon,” she said, shrugging one shoulder. “It got moved up and I already confirmed. Plus…” She gave a small nervous laugh. “I think it might be better if it’s just you, Helen, and Alexis for the preliminary visit. It feels more professional that way. I don’t want to come off like I’m hovering or fangirling too hard on day one.”

I nodded. “That makes sense.”

She met my eyes, a little more confident now. “But the actual sessions at her place in Beverly Hills? I’m definitely there. If she still wants me, obviously.” Her cheeks flushed. “I want that part.”

I smiled and reached across the table to squeeze her hand. “I’ll show her some photos of you … I know she won’t be able to resist you.”

Madison’s expression softened into something warmer, a mix of excitement and nerves. “Good. Then I’ll keep my schedule clear for Beverly Hills.”

She took a sip of wine, visibly relaxing now that the decision was made.

“So… what do you think she’s into?” Madison asked, leaning forward slightly. “Like, is she going to want something specific? Some particular thing she’s been imagining?”

I thought about it. “I don’t know yet.”

“Guess,” Madison said, a spark of curiosity in her eyes.

I looked at her steadily. “My honest guess?”

“Your honest guess.”

“Given that she booked the romantic package and not the standard one,” I said, “and given that she specifically wanted multiple days rather than a single appointment, I think whatever she wants involves more than just the straightforward version of things.” I paused. “And given that she’s a woman who has probably had access to very nearly anything she’s wanted for a long time and hasn’t found what she’s looking for in it, I’d guess what she actually wants is something that involves more than one person in a way that doesn’t feel performative.” I watched Madison’s face. “My best guess is that somewhere in what she’s imagining, there’s a threesome.”

Madison was very still for a second. Then she said, “With me.”

“For sure.”

She picked up her wine. Put it back down without drinking. “Huh.”

“Have you ever had a threesome before?”

“Nope … It’s not something I’ve done before.”

“Well, we wait until we know what she actually wants.”

She looked at me across the table for a long moment. “How do you feel about it?” she asked. “A threesome. With me and her.”

The image arrived before I could stop it. The two of them, Madison’s blonde hair and Sophia’s dark blonde. A young beauty and a mature beauty, sharing me like an erotic dream. I felt the blood move south with an immediacy that was almost embarrassing.

Madison’s foot found my calf under the table, sliding up slowly, navigating the space between the table legs. She reached my lap and pressed the ball of her foot against me, and felt what was there, and her eyes went wide for exactly one second before they crinkled at the corners.

She giggled.

“There’s your answer,” I said.

She kept her foot where it was for another second, pressing lightly, and then withdrew it and crossed her legs and picked up her wine with an expression of deliberate composure that she was only partially achieving.

“Noted,” she said. Her voice had changed registers, gone lower and warmer, the restaurant voice replaced by something more private.

“Now you,” I said.

“What about me?”

I reached under the table. My hand found the hem of her dress where it had ridden up a little when she’d crossed her legs, and I followed the fabric until I reached the inside of her thigh, and then I kept going. She inhaled sharply through her nose and her hand tightened on the stem of her wine glass. I found thin fabric and pressed against it and felt the warmth there, and then the unmistakable evidence beneath it, and I raised my eyebrows at her.

Her cheeks went pink. The color moved up from her jaw and settled across her cheeks and she looked away from me toward the water for a moment.

“I’m always like that around you,” she said, and her voice was steady but effortful. “That’s not new information.” She turned back to me and the pink was still there. “But yes. The idea of it specifically.” She paused. “Extra.”

I withdrew my hand and she exhaled slowly.

“Extra,” I repeated.

“Don’t make it a whole thing,” she said, but the pink hadn’t fully left her face and she knew I could see it and she was choosing not to fight it, which was its own kind of admission. She smoothed the front of her dress and reached for her water glass instead of the wine. “I’ve just never done it and I’ve thought about it before and the idea of it being with you and someone like her.” She stopped. “It’s a specific combination.”

“I understand.”

“You’re very calm about all of this.”

“It’s my job to be calm about it.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Your life is crazy.”

“Is that a complaint?”

“Crazy in a good way.” She looked at me across the table, her eyes bright in the low amber light, her hair falling over one shoulder, and she smiled.

“That’s better,” I said, exchanging smiles.

She gave me a look and reached for her fork as the main course arrived. We stayed through dessert and most of a second glass of wine, and the conversation moved back to easier ground, to Cleo and Madison’s genuine interest in meeting her, to more about our families.

After we’d eaten, we walked out together along the pier afterward, the ocean loud beneath the boards, the night air cool and carrying salt, and she took my hand without making anything of it.

“It will be fun,” she said when we were just about to part.

“And memorable,” I told her.

“That’s the exact word I was looking for,” she said, and we pressed our lips together in a sweet kiss.

We said goodbye to each other. She drove back to her place, and I drove back to mine.

* * *

Arriving at the mansion, I went inside. The main sitting room was lit faintly, just the two lamps on either end of the longest couch, and Cleo was on it. She’d changed again since I’d left, into a pair of loose cotton shorts and an old, oversized sweatshirt, which made her look quite cute. She had her sketchbook open across her knees and a pencil in one hand and her phone beside her, and she looked up the moment she heard the door.

“You’re back,” she said with a brief smile. She closed the sketchbook. “How was it?”

“Good,” I said, dropping onto the chair across from her and toeing off my shoes.

“Details.”

“We had dinner at a place on the water. Nice evening. She’s in a good place about everything.”

Cleo’s eyes were moving over my face the way they did when she was deciding whether she was getting the full version or the edited one. “She’s not weird about the clinic stuff?”

“She had a moment,” I said. “She worked through it.”

“Good.” She pulled her knees up, hugging the sketchbook against her shins. “I looked her up after you left.”

“Did you?”

“Instagram, obviously. She’s stunning.” She said it without any particular weight, just a fact she was reporting. “I can see why you like her.”

“She’s a good person,” I said. “Not just attractive.”

“I believe you.” She tilted her head. “She’s going to come around more? Like, she’s actually your girlfriend?”

“Yes.”

Cleo nodded slowly, processing this with the same methodical attention she gave everything. “Okay. I want to meet her properly. Not just in passing.”

“You will,” I said. “She already wants to meet you.”

She uncurled from her position on the couch. “When does she usually come over?”

“Now and then,” I said. “Depends on her schedule. She was here last night and this morning, actually.”

Cleo went still for just a moment. “She slept over?”

“She did.”

A faint color moved up into her cheeks, slow and involuntary, and she looked down at the sketchbook in her lap for a second before looking back up at me. “So you’ve already. I mean.” She stopped. The color deepened. “Have you two already had sex?”

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. “Cleo.”

“I’m asking.”

“More times than I can count,” I said.

She pressed her lips together, the pink still sitting high in her cheeks, and she looked at the ceiling briefly. “Okay. That’s a lot of information.” She pulled the sleeves of the sweatshirt down over her hands. “I just. From what I’ve heard, she never even looked at you in high school. No offense.”

“None taken.”

“I mean it. She was in that whole separate world. You were just.” She waved her hand, searching for the word. “Adjacent to it. In the same building.”

“I know,” I said. “Trust me, I know exactly what I was like in high school.”

She looked at me steadily. “So what changed? I mean, besides the obvious.” She gestured at me in a way that covered everything from my shoulders down. “What made her actually see you? Because girls like Madison, they don’t just change their minds about a person. There has to be a reason.”

I thought about how to answer that honestly. “She didn’t make fun of me,” I said. “That’s the thing. In high school, when everyone else had something to say, she just didn’t notice me. Which sounds like nothing, but at the time it was. I was invisible to her rather than a target.” I paused. “That’s not nothing.”

Cleo was quiet for a moment. Something in her expression had softened. She uncrossed her legs and set the sketchbook aside on the cushion and then she got up from the couch and crossed the space between us and sat on the arm of my chair, and then she leaned sideways and wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her cheek pressing briefly against the top of my head.

“She sounds special,” she said quietly. It wasn’t a performance of an opinion. She meant it.

“She is,” I said.

She held on for another second, her arms loving across my shoulders, and then she straightened and stayed where she was on the arm of the chair, close but not pressed against me anymore. She looked at the lamp across the room.

“Okay,” she said. “She has my blessing. For whatever that’s worth.”

“It’s worth something,” I said. “Now how was your evening?”

She smiled at that and pushed off the arm of the chair, going back to the couch. She tucked herself back into the corner of it, pulling her knees up. “It was fine. Mia and I got some cupcakes and walked around for a bit. We talked a lot. More catching up than I expected.” She reached for her phone and turned it over once in her hands. “She’s going through something with her boyfriend so most of it was that. I didn’t mind. It was good to just sit and listen to someone normal for a couple of hours.” She set the phone down. “And then I came back and Mom was here and we had something to eat and ice cream on the terrace. The good kind, the stuff in the glass container in the back of the freezer.”

“I know the one.”

“It’s very good ice cream,” she said. “We sat out there for a while. She told me more about Helen. And a little more about Dad.” She paused. “We didn’t go deep on it. Just.” She shook her head. “It was nice. It was exactly what I needed actually, just the two of us being quiet together.” She glanced toward the hallway. “She went to have a bath about an hour ago.”

“She should be done soon,” I said.

And I was right, a couple of minutes later, and I heard footsteps in the hall, and then Alexis appeared in the doorway. She was in her robe, her hair pinned up loosely from the bath, and her face had the relaxed flushed quality that hot water left behind. She looked between us with a mild, easy expression.

“You’re back,” she said to me.

“Just got in.”

She moved into the room and sat in the chair I’d been about to move to, pulling her robe more snugly across her lap. “Good evening?”

“Good evening,” I confirmed.

She nodded, satisfied with that, and then she looked at me. “Sophia arrives tomorrow,” she said. “Early afternoon. It’s just a brief visit, nothing formal. She wants to see the space and meet you before the full appointment.”

“I know,” I said.

“I know you know. I’m reminding you so you’re not in the middle of something when she comes through the gate.” She folded her hands in her lap. “She’s arriving at two.”

I nodded.

Beside me, Cleo had gone very still. I glanced at her. She was looking at Alexis with an expression of careful, concentrated attention.

“Which Sophia?” she said.

“A client,” Alexis said, in the measured tone she used when she was technically answering a question while providing as little information as possible.

“A client named Sophia who’s arriving tomorrow.” Cleo looked at me. “What’s her last name?”

I looked at Alexis. She gave me a playful wink.

“Laurent,” I said.

The silence lasted approximately one second.

“Sophia Laurent,” Cleo said. Her voice had gone very flat in the way voices go flat just before they do the opposite. “Sophia Laurent is coming here tomorrow.”

“Just a brief visit,” I said. “To meet me. The full appointment is the day after, at her place in Beverly Hills.”

Cleo stared at me. She wasn’t blinking. “Her place,” she said. “In Beverly Hills.”

“She booked the romantic package,” I said. “They usually spend time at the clinic, but she wanted me to be at her mansion.”

“You’re going to Sophia Laurent’s mansion in Beverly Hills,” Cleo said, with the precision of someone reading a sentence off a page to make sure they’d understood it correctly.

“That’s right.”

She looked at Alexis. Alexis was watching her with a smile.

“Mom,” Cleo said. “Sophia Laurent.”

“I know who she is, honey.”

“She’s my favorite actress,” Cleo said, and the flatness in her voice broke open entirely, the contained quality of it giving way to something that was equal parts disbelief and a kind of thrilled, uncontainable noise that she was only barely keeping behind her teeth. She pressed both hands over her mouth. “She is my absolute favorite actress. I have seen everything she has ever been in. I saw The Glass Coast four times in the theater. Four times.” She lowered her hands. Her eyes were very wide. “She’s coming here. Tomorrow. To this mansion.”

“For a brief visit,” Alexis said carefully. “And I need you to hear the word brief.”

“I’m hearing it,” Cleo said. “I’m also hearing that she’s going to be in this building and I’m going to be in this building at the same time.” She turned to me. Her expression had moved fully into something that was vibrating with restrained energy, like a wire pulled tight. “Is there anything I can do? Like, anything at all. I can bring her something to drink, I can help her feel comfortable, I can just be in the general vicinity looking completely normal and not weird about it at all.”

“Sure,” I said. “You can help.”

She made a sound that was not quite a word.

“Cleopatra,” Alexis said, and her voice had the note in it that had always meant I need you to hear me clearly. “She is a client. A private client. Whatever you’re imagining right now, I need you to remember that she is coming here because she wants to feel comfortable and safe and not noticed in the way she usually gets noticed. She is not coming here to meet a fan.”

“I know,” Cleo said again, and this time it came with slightly less conviction.

“I mean it,” Alexis said. “You will be warm and normal and not mention the Glass Coast thing.”

Cleo closed her eyes for exactly one second. “I won’t mention it.”

“Or the awards season interview she did in 2019.”

“I wasn’t going to mention that.”

“Or the thing with the dress at the premiere that you texted me about three separate times.”

Cleo pointed at her. “That dress was objectively historic and I stand by every text.” But she was smiling now. She looked at me. “Will you introduce me? Properly, I mean. Not just, this is Cleo, and then move on.”

“I’ll introduce you properly,” I said.

She sat back against the couch cushions and pressed both palms flat against her thighs and breathed out through her nose. “Okay,” she said. “Okay. This is fine. This is completely fine and I am a normal person.”

“You are,” Alexis said gently.

“I’m going to go to bed before I say anything else about this,” Cleo said. She stood, picking up her sketchbook and her phone. She paused and looked at me. “She’s really coming here.”

“Yes,” I confirmed.

She made the sound again, the one that wasn’t quite a word, and pressed her lips together hard, and then she composed herself with visible effort. “Okay. Goodnight.”

Alexis laughed tenderly. “Goodnight, honey.”

I watched her start toward the hallway and felt something warm moving through the amusement of it, the sight of Cleo trying to contain herself about a movie star while standing in bare feet in an oversized sweatshirt in a mansion she’d moved into twelve hours ago.

“Alex … Where’s my room again?” she asked, making me and Alexis laugh.

“I’ll show you,” I said, rising to my feet.

I followed Cleo down the hallway, showing her the way. We walked the rest of the way to her room without talking, which was its own kind of comfort. “Here you go,” I said.

She pushed the door open and turned the lamp on, the low warm light filling the room the way it had when we’d shown it to her that afternoon. She set her sketchbook and phone on the dresser and turned around, and I was still in the doorway.

She crossed to me without preamble and put her arms around my torso. She pressed her face into my chest and held on, and I felt the breath go out of her slowly.

I held her back. One arm around her shoulders, one at her back, and I let her stay for as long as she wanted to stay.

It went on longer than a goodnight hug had any reason to. Neither of us moved to end it. The ocean was audible from somewhere, faint through the walls, and the mansion had gone to the particular quiet it settled into after midnight.

She pulled back eventually, but only partway, her hands still resting loosely at my sides, and she looked up at me. “It’s been a lot,” she said.

“I know.”

“A good lot.” She tilted her head. “I mean it. I know I said I was fine approximately forty times today and some of those were more true than others, but this part.” She looked around the room briefly and then back at me. “This is good, being here. I didn’t know how much I needed it until I was actually in it.”

“I’m glad you came,” I said. “I’m sorry today wasn’t more of what you were hoping for.”

She shook her head. “Don’t. You were here all day. You introduced me to Helen, you told me everything, you took me through the mansion.” She paused. “The dinner thing was fine. I went out, I had a good time, I had ice cream with Mom on the terrace. It was a good first day.” She looked at me steadily. “We’ll find time. There’s a whole summer.”

“There is,” I said.

“Promise me we’ll actually use it.”

“I promise,” I said.

She held my gaze for a moment to make sure I meant it, and apparently decided that I did, because something in her face settled. Then, without any particular ceremony, she reached up and pressed her palm flat against the center of my chest. Her hand went still.

She pressed slightly, the way she had with my arm at the airport, testing. Then she spread her fingers. I watched her face while she did it, the small, unguarded shift in her expression as she registered what was under her hand.

“That’s,” she started, and stopped.

“That’s what?”

She looked up at me. “What does your chest actually look like?”

Something pulled at the corner of my mouth. “You’ll see it eventually.”

“When?”

“The beach,” I said. “We said we’d go.”

She left her hand where it was for another second before dropping it, and the pink that had been in her cheeks earlier had come back, less vivid but present. “That’s a deal then,” she said. “I’m holding you to it.” She paused. “I’ve been going to the gym, by the way. Since January. I look considerably better than the last time you saw me.”

“I know,” I said.

She blinked. “You know?”

“You’ve always looked good,” I said. “That’s not a new development.”

The pink deepened. She looked away from me briefly, toward the window and the dark ocean beyond it, and when she looked back, she had her composure mostly reassembled, though not entirely.

“You can’t just say things like that,” she said.

“I can when they’re true.”

She pointed at me, a gesture that was meant to be a warning and landed somewhere closer to flustered. “Goodnight Alex,” she said. “Go away so I can sleep.”

“Goodnight, Cleo.”

She stepped back and I stepped back, and she pulled the door almost closed, leaving a narrow slice of golden lamplight in the gap. I stood in the hallway for a moment and listened to the quiet sounds of her moving around the room, the soft thump of something set on the nightstand, the creak of the bed taking her weight.

I went back down the hall toward the sitting room. Alexis was still in the chair where I’d left her, but she’d shifted position, one leg tucked underneath her now, her robe pulled across her lap. She had her phone in her hand but she wasn’t looking at it. She was looking at the middle distance the way she did when she was thinking about something she hadn’t decided how to say yet.

She looked up when she heard me. “She settled?” she asked.

“She’s in bed,” I said. “She’ll be asleep in ten minutes.”

Alexis smiled at that, the particular fond, tired smile she reserved for Cleo specifically. “She handled it well today,” she said. “Better than I expected, honestly. I was worried about the clinic piece. About how she’d take it.”

“So was I,” I said.

“She surprised me.” She set her phone face-down on the arm of the chair. “She surprised me in the best possible way. She’s tougher than she looks.”

“She always has been,” I said. “She just hides it under the dramatic reactions.”

Alexis laughed. She looked at me steadily from across the room, and I looked back at her, and something in the space between us was different from how it had been earlier in the evening.

I noticed it the way you notice a change in temperature when you walk from one room into another. She was warm. Not just in the ambient, comfortable way she usually was. There was a flush sitting just under her skin, faint but visible in the low light of the lamps, along her throat and at her collarbone where the robe had shifted open. Her eyes were a shade darker than usual.

I sat in the chair across from her and said nothing about it.

“You should get some rest,” she said. “Tomorrow is going to be a full day before it even gets to the afternoon.”

“I know.”

“Sophia arriving, Cleo adjusting and six clients to breed.” She counted them off without any judgment in her voice, just a practical accounting. “You need to be on.”

“I’ll be on,” I said.

“I know you will.” She reached up and tucked a loose piece of hair behind her ear. “I just want you going into it with enough sleep behind you. You’ve been running hard since the clinic opened.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“You’re always fine,” she said. “That’s part of what I’m saying.” She paused. “Let yourself actually rest when you can. Tonight is a rest night.”

I watched her for a moment. The flush was still there. I stood up from the chair and crossed to her. She looked up at me as I came toward her, and I reached down and she took my hands and I pulled her up from the chair, and she came to her feet and into me in the same motion, her arms going around my waist, her face pressing against my chest the way Cleo’s had ten minutes earlier in a hallway that suddenly felt very far away.

I held her. My arms went around her shoulders and I pulled her in and she let me, her breath going out in a slow, controlled exhale against the fabric of my shirt.

“Goodnight,” she said into my chest.

“Goodnight,” I said.

She didn’t move. Neither did I. The robe was thin, and I could feel the warmth of her through it, the full length of her pressed against me, and then I became aware of something else. A warmth that had nothing to do with the bath she’d taken an hour ago. It registered through the fabric and against my leg where her hips had settled into mine.

She felt what happened to me a second later. There was no hiding it, and I didn’t try. I felt her breath change against my chest, the rhythm of it catching and then resuming at a different pace.

Neither of us said anything.

Her hands, which had been flat against my back, pressed slightly, fingertips curling in just enough to register. Then they went still again.

I lowered my head and she tilted hers up at the same moment, and it happened the way things do when they’ve been avoided for so long that the avoidance becomes its own kind of pressure. She pressed her lips to mine, and it lasted exactly as long as a goodnight kiss has any right to last and then went a breath longer than that.

She pulled back. Her hands were still against my back and my arms were still around her and her eyes were open, looking up at me, and the flush along her throat had deepened considerably. The wanting in her face was not subtle. She wasn’t hiding it. She was choosing not to act on it. “I would have joined your bedroom if she wasn’t here.”

“I know,” I said.

“Sweet dreams.”

“You too.”

She stepped back and I let her go. Then I went down the hall toward my own room.

The unease was still there, but it had changed shape again, the way it kept doing. Less like something pressing against me from the outside. More like something I was carrying voluntarily, a weight I’d picked up myself and wasn’t ready to set down because setting it down would mean looking at it directly and deciding what it actually was.

I knew what it was. That was the thing. Some part of me had known since the airport, since she’d come through those doors in the floral skirt with her hair streaming behind her, and the recognition had arrived half a second too late to be entirely innocent. I just didn’t know yet what I was going to do with the knowledge.

I pushed my door open and sat on the edge of the bed in the dark. Tomorrow, Sophia Laurent would walk through the front gate. The day after, I would be in Beverly Hills. And Cleo would be somewhere in this mansion, in the room at the end of the hall, sketching things in her notebook and learning the shape of the place and settling into a life that had rearranged itself entirely around something she’d only understood for a day.

I lay back on the bed without turning the lamp on and looked at the ceiling and let the sound of the water work on me the way it usually did.


Chapter 3

Sleep came eventually, and I woke up at some point in the deep part of the night. The room was dark, the ocean sound steady through the walls, and my mouth was dry in the way that meant I’d been breathing through it in my sleep. I lay still for a moment to orient myself, then pushed the covers back and got up.

The hallway was quiet as I moved toward the bathroom, desperate for something to drink.

I ran the tap cold and drank two glasses standing over the sink, looking at nothing in particular, my eyes still adjusting to the dark. The water helped. I set the glass down and stood for a moment with my hands braced on the counter, waiting for the sleep to settle back over me. And that was when I heard it.

It was quiet enough that I might have missed it entirely if the mansion hadn’t been so still. A sound from down the hall … from Cleo’s room. Low and faint, barely carrying through the walls, but clear as day once I’d registered it. A breath with more shape than breathing usually had.

I stood very still, and it came again. Muffled, half-suppressed, the kind of sound someone makes when they are trying not to make any sound at all. Beneath it, so faint I had to strain to separate it from the ambient noise of the mansion, was something else. A low, steady hum, like a vibrator.

I should have gone back to my room. I knew that with complete clarity even as I moved down the hallway toward her door instead.

Her door was not fully closed. It was the way I’d last seen it when I’d said goodnight, pulled almost shut but not latched, a narrow vertical strip of darkness in the gap. I stopped in front of it. The hum was more distinct here.

I rose onto the balls of my feet without deciding to, the way the body moves when it is operating ahead of the mind, and I brought my eye to the gap. The room was dark except for the moonlight coming through the curtains she hadn’t fully drawn. It came in a pale, diffuse wash that laid itself across the bed in a wide band, and Cleo was in it.

She was on her back, the sheets pushed entirely off her, and the oversized sweatshirt was gone. She had on just panties, pushed down to her thighs, and nothing else. Her head was turned to the side and her hair was spread across the pillow and one arm was bent across her face, the inside of her wrist pressed against her mouth, which was the source of the suppression. The other hand was moving.

I should have looked away. I didn’t. The moonlight fell directly across her chest and I saw her clearly, more clearly than I had any right to. She was extraordinary. Her breasts were full and high and perfectly shaped, the kind of shape that belonged to youth and genetics and nothing else, sitting against her chest with a natural, unaffected weight. Their skin was pale in the moonlight, almost luminous, and her nipples were pink, a velvety, pale rose against the lighter skin around them, the areolas small and neat, the nipples themselves drawn tight in the cool air of the room. She looked like something painted, like nude art. She looked like something from a dream I hadn’t had yet … She looked like Alexis at twenty.

The thought arrived without warning and landed with enough force that I felt it physically, a contraction somewhere behind my sternum. The resemblance was not subtle, not in this light, not with her laid out like this. The same lines, the same proportions, the same quality of beauty that was warm and unguarded and completely unaware of itself. Alexis at twenty. Alexis before I existed. My mind did something complicated with that and I didn’t follow it.

The muffled hum was steady and Cleo’s hips were moving in small, rocking increments against whatever she was holding, and her breathing was audible now through the gap in the door, shallow and uneven and climbing. Her cheeks were flushed. I could see that even in the pale light, the color sat high across her cheekbones, her lips parted and pressed against her wrist.

Then she made a sound that was not quite a word and not quite a cry, something caught in the back of her throat and released in a compressed, shaking exhale, and her whole body arched once, her back lifting off the mattress, her head pressing back into the pillow, and then she went still. The hum stopped a moment later. Her chest was heaving, the rise and fall of it exaggerated and slow, those pale breasts moving with each breath. She’d just orgasmed.

I stepped back from the door without making a sound. And then I went back to my room. I did not turn on any lights. I got under the sheets and lay on my back and stared at the ceiling and became immediately, uncomfortably, and completely aware of the problem.

It was not a subtle problem. It pressed against the fabric of my shorts with a persistence that was borderline painful.

This was not a situation I had asked for. I just wanted to quench my thirst … not end up with another kind.

I lay there in the dark with the ocean going steadily outside and Cleo somewhere down the hall catching her breath, and I held very still and tried to think about literally anything else, which was a project that met with essentially no success at all.

* * *

I woke up around noon with the image already there, waiting for me behind my eyes the way it had been waiting every time I’d surfaced from sleep and sunk back into it through the long morning hours. Pale skin in moonlight, the arch of her back and the sound she’d made when she came.

I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling and let it sit there, because fighting it had not worked and I had tried fighting it for what felt like several hours before I finally fell asleep.

The problem was that it didn’t feel like a problem I could take to anyone. There was no version of that conversation that ended well.

She was also, as it turned out, genuinely extraordinary without her shirt on, and my nervous system had filed that information in a location I could not seem to access and delete.

I eventually got up. Showered, dressed, went to the kitchen and made tea and stood at the window drinking it while the ocean did its steady, indifferent thing below the property line. The sun was high, the light flat and bright.

By the time I heard voices from the direction of the living room, I had achieved a version of functional. The scene was still there, but I’d pushed it into a back corner and put something heavy in front of it, which would have to be sufficient.

I went to find them. Alexis was on the couch with her own cup, her legs crossed at the ankle, wearing a knee-length summer dress. Cleo was in the chair across from her, sitting forward with her elbows on her knees, and she was talking. She was talking at a pace that suggested she’d been talking for a while.

“She was in The Glass Coast and obviously everyone knows that one but if you go back and look at her earlier work, the smaller stuff, the independent things she did before the studio era, she was doing something completely different and I think people don’t give her enough credit for the range because they only know the big films. And her style choices. I mean her red carpet choices alone over the last five years have been consistent.” She stopped when she saw me. “You’re awake.”

“Morning,” I said.

“I was just telling Mom.” She gestured toward me as if I needed indicating. “About Sophia.”

“I gathered.”

“I’ve been doing research,” she said.

“Since when?”

“Since approximately six this morning.” She did not seem embarrassed about this. “I couldn’t sleep.”

I wondered why … I came in and sat in the chair nearest the window. Alexis looked at me over the rim of her cup with an expression that was equal parts amusement and mild sympathy, which suggested she’d been listening to the Sophia Laurent comprehensive overview for longer than she was letting on.

“She’s one of the most consistent performers working right now,” Cleo continued, directing this at me now since I was a fresh audience. “Like, not just commercially but critically. She gets nominated for things that actually matter, not just the popular vote ones.”

“She’s also a client, honey,” Alexis reminded her daughter. “Who is coming here in a couple of hours for a consultation that is professional in nature.”

“I know,” Cleo said.

“And who is coming here specifically because she values her privacy, which means everyone in this building today will be behaving as if they understand what that means.”

“I know.” Cleo straightened in the chair. “I’ve been thinking about that actually. I want to help. Like properly, not just be here. I can help with drinks, or with the terrace setup, or I can just be around to assist if anything is needed. I have good instincts with people, I can read a room, I’m not going to be weird about it.”

Alexis looked at her steadily.

“I’m genuinely not going to be weird,” Cleo said.

“You have been talking about this woman for one hour,” Alexis said.

“That was private. In here, with you.” She gestured between the two of them. “Out there, I will be completely normal. I will be staff. I will be so normal she won’t even notice me.”

Alexis was quiet for a moment. She looked at me. “Let her help,” I said. “She’ll be fine.”

Alexis returned her gaze to Cleo. “You can bring drinks out when we’re settled on the terrace,” she said. “And you don’t mention anything you’ve watched or read or researched in the last six hours.”

“Understood,” Cleo said, grinning.

“I mean it about the Glass Coast.”

“You won’t hear it from me.”

“The dress thing.”

“Not a word.”

Alexis exhaled slowly. “Fine.” She picked up her cup. “Calm down.”

Cleo sat back in the chair. She pressed her lips together and folded her hands in her lap, and I watched her do it, and that was when I noticed it.

Her cheeks were flushed. Not deeply, not the way they went when she was embarrassed or upset. A softer version of it, sitting high and warm across her cheekbones, the particular color that came from something internal rather than external.

I knew that flush. I had seen it in pale moonlight through a gap in a door. I had seen it on her face last night when she’d pressed her palm flat against my chest in the hallway and spread her fingers and gone quiet. I had seen it when I’d told her she’d always looked good and she’d told me I couldn’t just say things like that.

I looked away from her and took a slow drink and said nothing.

* * *

The morning passed in preparation. Helen arrived at one, moving through the mansion, checking the terrace setup and speaking quietly with the staff member who handled the outdoor furniture. She found me in the kitchen and gave me a brief, appraising look.

“You look rested,” she said, which meant she was asking whether I was ready without using those words.

“I’m ready,” I said.

She nodded once. “She’s punctual, according to her assistant. She’ll come alone, no entourage. She was clear about that.” She set her bag on the counter and opened it. “She knows the basic outline of the service. She’s been referred by someone whose discretion she trusts completely, so she’s not coming in skeptical. She’s coming in cautiously, which is different.” She looked at me. “Treat her like a person first. The rest follows from that.”

“I know,” I said. “Not my first day at the office.”

“I know you know.” She closed her bag. “I’m saying it anyway.”

Alexis had changed into a cream-colored blouse and her good earrings, and Cleo had put on a simple dark dress and pulled her hair back, which was the right instinct. She looked professional and understated, which was not her default register, and I noticed the effort it represented.

We were on the front terrace when the car came through the gate. A dark SUV, tinted windows, unhurried pace. It came around the curved drive and stopped, and the driver came around to open the rear door, and Sophia Laurent stepped out.

She was taller than I’d expected. The photographs hadn’t quite communicated the proportion of her, the length of her legs and the way she carried herself, upright and easy. She was wearing a simple cream linen suit, wide-leg trousers and a fitted jacket, her dark blonde hair loose and falling past her shoulders, large sunglasses covering her eyes. She looked, in the most straightforward possible sense, like a movie star who was trying not to look like a movie star and failing effortlessly. But I was a bit disappointed. I wanted to see more flesh, but I reminded myself that the day would soon come.

Helen stepped forward first. “Ms. Laurent. Welcome. I’m Helen, we spoke on the phone.”

Sophia took her sunglasses off and smiled, and it was the smile from the films, and I understood immediately why people paid money in dark theaters to be in proximity to it.

“Helen,” she said. “It’s lovely to finally put a face to the voice.” She looked past Helen to Alexis. “And you must be Alexis.”

“I am,” Alexis said, stepping forward and taking her hand in both of hers. “We’re so glad you made the drive. Come in, please. The terrace is lovely this time of day.”

Sophia moved with them toward the entrance, and that was when she looked past Alexis’s shoulder and saw me. She stopped walking.

It was a brief stop, barely a half-step’s worth, and she recovered from it smoothly enough that Helen and Alexis didn’t register it. But I saw it. She recognized me from earlier, but I had no idea from where.

“Hello,” she said, and it was directed entirely at me.

“Ms. Laurent,” I said. “Welcome.”

She kept looking at me. “I know you,” she said.

I waited.

“I’m trying to place it.” She tilted her head, her sunglasses now folded in one hand. Her green-hazel eyes were moving over my face with a steady, unhurried attention. “Give me a moment.”

“Take your time,” I said.

She studied me for another few seconds, and then it landed. I could see it land. Her expression shifted from searching to certain, and the smile deepened into something genuinely delighted. “The clothing store,” she said. “In Beverly Hills. On Rodeo.”

I felt something go still in me. “I’m sorry?”

“The men’s and women’s boutique on the corner. You worked there.” She was sure of herself now. “You helped me. More than once, actually. With dresses.” She paused. “You were always very quiet and polite about it … but you weren’t as tall then.”

I looked at her carefully. Nothing in my memory produced a match, but since she knew I worked there, she must’ve seen me. “I don’t think I’d have forgotten helping you,” I said, honestly.

She laughed. “I usually wore glasses and a hat,” she said. “Dark frames, baseball cap pulled low, no makeup. I shop that way on purpose.” She raised an eyebrow. “I imagine I looked like a completely different person.”

And then, with that specific detail, something did move in my memory. A woman who came in irregularly, always dressed down, always wearing the glasses and the hat, who had a particular, precise way of looking at fabric and who never wanted assistance until she did, at which point she wanted it quickly and efficiently and without conversation. I had always assumed she was a wealthy local who valued her privacy. I had never looked long enough to see past the glasses.

“The blue wrap dress,” I said slowly. “You came back for it twice before you bought it.”

She pointed at me. “There it is.”

“I had no idea,” I said.

“That was rather the point.” She was still smiling. She looked at me with a frank, appraising quality that was not unfriendly. “You’ve changed considerably since then.”

“A bit,” I said.

“More than a bit.” Her eyes moved over me the way Sophia Laurent could apparently look at a person and make them aware of being looked at without it ever tipping into anything uncomfortable. It was a professional-grade assessment. “How does someone go from a clothing boutique on Rodeo to.” She gestured at the mansion, the terrace, the general arrangement of things.

“I discovered I like pleasing women more,” I said. “In a more direct capacity.”

She held my gaze for a moment, something turning over behind her eyes, and then she made a quiet sound that was not quite a laugh but lived in the same neighborhood. “I can see that,” she said. She looked at me steadily. “You’re quite handsome, by the way. I don’t imagine that hurts.”

“I’ve been told,” I said.

“I imagine you have.”

Helen had been watching this exchange with a smile. She touched Sophia’s arm lightly now. “Shall we?” she said, gesturing toward the terrace.

We moved through the mansion and out through the wide glass doors to the terrace, the ocean spread below us in the afternoon light, flat and blue and enormous. Sophia paused at the railing for a moment and looked at it.

“This is beautiful,” she said.

“It helps,” Alexis said. “With the whole atmosphere.”

We settled into the terrace furniture, Sophia in the chair angled toward the view, Helen and Alexis on either side, and I took the seat across from her. For a few minutes, it was just the light and the sound of the water and the careful ease of people beginning to trust a new space.

“I want to understand exactly what you’re offering,” Sophia said, when the pleasantries had run their natural course. She said it without apology. “I’ve been through the discreet version of this conversation twice already. I don’t want the discreet version. I want to know what you’re actually telling me.”

Helen and Alexis exchanged a brief look, and then Helen leaned forward. “What we’re telling you,” Helen said, “is that Alexander has an ability. It’s not something we can fully explain in clinical terms, because it doesn’t belong to clinical terms. What we can tell you, with complete confidence, is that every client who has come through this service for the purpose you’re here for has achieved the result they came for.” She paused. “Every one.”

Sophia looked at her. “Every one,” she repeated.

“Without exception,” Alexis said. “I know how that sounds. I also know that it’s true.”

Sophia was quiet for a moment, looking at Helen, and then she looked at me. I met her eyes and let her look.

“And you’re certain,” she said.

“We’re certain,” I said.

She absorbed this. She looked out at the ocean for a moment and then back. “The discretion piece,” she said. “I need that to be real, not just a talking point. I’ve had such a bad experience with paparazzi and journalists making up stories on the spot.” She kept her voice even. “I hope you understand.”

“We understand completely,” Alexis said. She looked at Sophia directly. “Your name will never leave this property.”

Sophia held her gaze for a long moment. Then her posture shifted, the way people settle when they finally stop bracing for something.

“Alright,” she said quietly. “I believe you.”

“Good,” Helen said.

The sound of the glass door opening behind us preceded Cleo by about two seconds. I heard her before I saw her, the careful, deliberate sound of someone carrying things and trying very hard to be quiet about it. She came through the door with a tray, four glasses of sparkling water and a small carafe of something pale and cold, and she was still wearing the dark dress, hair pulled back, expression professionally composed.

She crossed the terrace without looking at Sophia directly, which was the right instinct, and she set the tray on the low table and began distributing glasses. She placed Helen’s first. Then Alexis’s. She picked up a third glass and turned to Sophia.

Sophia looked up at her with the same warm, easy expression she’d been wearing all afternoon. “Thank you,” she said.

The sound of Sophia Laurent’s voice directed at her from a distance of approximately two feet was apparently enough.

Cleo’s hand stuttered. It was a small movement, barely anything, but it was enough. The glass tilted and a short, cold arc of sparkling water jumped from the rim and landed across Sophia’s wrist and the cuff of her linen jacket.

The silence lasted one full second. “Oh god,” Cleo said. The color that flooded her face was immediate and total, from her throat to her hairline. She set the glass down with a thump and grabbed the folded cloth from the tray and thrust it forward. “I’m so sorry, I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to, I’m…” She stopped. She pressed her lips together. “I’m so sorry.”

Sophia looked at her wrist, then at the cloth being extended toward her, and then up at Cleo’s face. She took the cloth without any particular urgency and dabbed at her cuff.

“Completely fine,” she said. Her voice was entirely without edge. “Truly. It’s water.”

“Your jacket,” Cleo said.

“Will survive.” Sophia handed the cloth back. “What’s your name?”

Cleo blinked. “Cleopatra. But everyone calls me Cleo.”

“Cleo.” Sophia’s smile arrived. “I once spilled an entire glass of red wine on a director at a Cannes dinner. On his white shirt … during a speech.” She tilted her head. “This is nothing.”

Cleo made a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and a sharp exhale, and the color in her cheeks shifted from mortified to something warmer. “That’s very gracious of you.”

“It’s the truth,” Sophia said.

Cleo replaced the cloth on the tray and picked it up and looked at me once, very briefly, with an expression that communicated a volume of things in the space of about a half-second, and then she went back through the glass door and it closed behind her.

I looked at the door for a moment. It did not reopen.

“Your sister?” Sophia said.

“Not quite, but we’ve been close growing up,” I said.

She glanced at the door with something that looked like genuine warmth. “She’s lovely.”

“She’ll recover,” Alexis said.

The logistics took less time than I’d expected. Sophia had done her thinking before she arrived, which meant she was not working anything out in real time. She knew what she wanted and she was simply confirming it.

“My preference is my own space,” she said. “I know you have the facility here and I understand it’s designed for this. But I think I’ll be more comfortable at home.” She looked at me. “I assume that’s workable.”

“That’s what you’re paying for,” I said.

“Then Beverly Hills,” she said. “My mansion … I forgot, you found a girl, right?”

I pulled out my phone and grinned. “Yeah. Her name’s Madison.” I turned the screen toward her, showing one of the beach photos. “She really wanted to be here today for the preliminary visit, but she had a swimwear fitting this afternoon that got moved up last minute. She already confirmed and couldn’t get out of it.”

Sophia looked at the photo, eyebrows rising appreciatively. “She’s stunning. Tell her I’m sorry I missed her today.”

“I will. She’s definitely coming for the sessions at your place though, if you still want her there, of course.”

“Oh, I do. Very much. I think the three of us are going to have a lot of fun.”

I nodded, relieved the topic had landed smoothly. “She’s excited too.”

Sophia scrolled to the next one without looking up. “Is she your girlfriend?”

“Yes.”

She looked at me over the top of the phone. “Does she know about all of this?”

“She knows enough,” I said. “She models, mostly fitness and commercial work.”

Sophia looked at the screen again. “I can see why.” She handed the phone back. “The camera would love her.” She settled back in her chair. “I can’t wait to meet her.”

I looked at her. “So she gets the pass?”

“Of course,” she said with a chuckle. “I think we’ll have some fun, the three of us.”

“I think so too,” I said.

Helen was watching this exchange with a careful, neutral expression that I had learned meant she was satisfied but was not going to say so out loud. Alexis was looking at the ocean. The afternoon had gone where it needed to go, and we all knew it without announcing it.

We wrapped up the details shortly after. Helen handled the paperwork and the scheduling, moving through it, and Alexis walked Sophia through the final logistics of the home arrangement, what to expect and how the timing would work. Sophia listened carefully and asked two precise questions and was satisfied with both answers.

When it was time to leave, she stood and gathered her sunglasses from the table, and then she looked at me and opened her arms.

I stepped into the hug without hesitation. She was tall enough that it didn’t require any adjustment, and her arms came around me with a warmth that was genuine and unhurried. She smelled expensive, clean and feminine. I didn’t have a clue what kind of perfume that was, but it was intoxicating nevertheless. I was aware of the length of her against me, the quality of a woman who was comfortable in her own body and comfortable in close proximity to someone she’d decided to trust.

Unconsciously, or consciously, I used my fertility powers and made her a bit aroused.

She went very still for the space of a breath. Then her hands shifted against my back, not moving exactly, just changing their quality, pressing slightly more deliberately into the fabric of my shirt. Her breathing changed, one slow inhale that she held a beat too long before releasing it.

She turned her head and her lips found my cheek. Not a greeting kiss, not the performative kind. Her mouth pressed there and stayed for a moment with an intention that was warm and intimate. When she pulled back, her fingers curled against my chest, the tips of her nails catching lightly through the shirt, a small, involuntary drag. She was hooked, and I could feel her desire.

She felt what that particular proximity had produced in me. I knew the exact moment she felt it because she made a sound low in her throat that she converted very smoothly into a laugh.

“I need to go,” she said. She did not step back immediately. Her hand was still resting against my chest. “Before I do something that would be entirely inappropriate for a first consultation.”

“The consultation is technically over,” I said.

She looked up at me, green-hazel eyes holding mine with an expression that was equal parts amused and genuinely heated. Her lower lip caught briefly between her teeth as she pulled it in, a slow, deliberate bite that she held for a second before releasing it.

“I have a thing for younger men,” she said. Her voice had dropped, meant for me and no one else. “I want you to know that. In case it wasn’t obvious.”

“It wasn’t not obvious,” I said.

She laughed, and the sound of it was welcoming and full and very different from the polished version she gave to cameras. She reached up and touched my jaw once, her thumb tracing the line of it, and then she stepped back and put her sunglasses on.

“Give me a night I won’t forget,” she said.

“That,” I told her, “is a promise.”

She held my gaze for one more beat through the dark lenses, and then she turned and walked with Helen toward the front of the mansion, and I watched her go, and the afternoon light caught her hair and the linen of her jacket, and she looked like something from a film even now, even when she was just walking away.

Alexis appeared at my shoulder. “That went well,” she said.

“It did,” I said.

“She likes you.”

“Helen said treat her like a person first.”

“Helen was right.” Alexis paused. “She usually is.” She picked up a glass from the table. “Now, where did Cleo go?”

I blinked and suddenly remembered her blunder. I felt bad for her, and I knew I had to find her. “I’ll go look for her,” I said and headed to her bedroom. I found Cleo’s door closed. I knocked twice.

“Come in,” she said, and her voice had a flattened quality to it that I recognized.

She was sitting on the edge of her bed with her face in both hands, elbows on her knees, her pulled-back hair a bit looser than it had been on the terrace. She didn’t look up when I came in. I closed the door behind me and came and sat on the bed beside her, leaving a foot of space between us.

“Hey,” I said.

“Don’t,” she said into her hands.

“I’m not saying anything.”

“I can feel you about to say something.” She kept her face covered. “I can feel the supportive energy radiating off you from here and I’m not ready for it.”

“Okay,” I said. I waited.

She sat like that for another ten seconds. Then she dropped her hands and straightened up and looked at the wall across from her. Her cheeks were still carrying some of the color from the terrace, though it had settled into something less acute. “I’m a complete idiot,” she said.

“You spilled a drink.”

“On Sophia Laurent.”

“On her wrist,” I said. “Barely. And she handled it perfectly.”

“She was being gracious,” Cleo said. “Which almost made it worse, because then I had to stand there being grateful while also wanting to disappear through the floor.” She exhaled. “I have seen her movies seven times. Not seven movies. Some of them I’ve seen multiple times. The Glass Coast I’ve seen four times. I wrote a paper about her performance in it in my film studies elective junior year.” She turned and looked at me with an expression of genuine anguish. “And the first thing I do when I’m three feet away from her in real life is dump water on her.”

“She told you about the wine at Cannes,” I said.

“She was being kind.”

“She was also telling the truth. I could tell.” I leaned forward, mirroring her posture, elbows on knees. “She’s not the kind of person who performs kindness for the benefit of the room. She just said it because it was the right thing to say.”

Cleo was quiet for a moment. “She called me lovely,” she said.

“She did.”

Cleo absorbed this. Something in her shoulders came down slightly. “She really was kind,” she said, quieter now.

“She really was.”

She let out a breath that was almost a laugh, and I felt the shift in her, the release of someone who had been holding something tightly and was choosing to put it down.

“Okay,” she said. “Maybe it wasn’t a complete disaster.”

“It was not even close to a disaster.”

She turned her head and looked at me sideways, the way she did when she was deciding whether to believe something. Then she leaned sideways and bumped her shoulder into mine, and I bumped back, and that was enough. She tipped the rest of the way and put her head against my shoulder and I put my arm around her and we sat like that for a moment while the afternoon light came in through the curtains.

“Thank you,” she said. “For coming to check on me.”

“I care about you.”

“I know. But still.” She pressed her forehead briefly against my shoulder. “Thank you.”

I squeezed her arm once. She lifted her head and looked at me with the color still warm in her cheeks, and then she reached up and touched my cheek. Just her fingertip, dragging lightly across my skin with a casual, curious ease, the way she used to poke at things when she was younger.

“Is that lipstick?” she said.

I held very still. “Probably.”

“From Sophia?”

“Yes.”

She studied the faint trace on her fingertip, then looked up at me with bright, searching eyes. “Did you kiss her?”

“Yes,” I said.

She stared at me. “On the mouth?”

“On the cheek.”

“That counts,” she decided immediately. “How was it?”

I thought about the way Sophia’s mouth had pressed against my jaw and held there, the deliberateness of it and the warmth. “Amazing,” I said.

Cleo made a sound low in her throat that was pure envy. “I hate you.” She did not mean it. She was already grinning. “What kind of lipstick do you think it is? Like a nude or something warmer?”

“I have no idea what that means.”

“It looks like a warm nude. Maybe a rose-nude.” She tilted her head. “Could be a gloss. It has a slight sheen.” She was examining my lip with a focus she had previously reserved only for film analysis. “Ask her.”

“I’ll ask her.”

“You have to actually ask her. Don’t forget.”

“I won’t forget.”

“Promise.”

“Come on, Cleo,” I said with an internal eye roll.

“Promise me,” she said and poked my rib with a giggle.

“I promise I will ask Sophia Laurent what lipstick she was wearing when she kissed my face,” I said.

She beamed. It was the full version of it, the one that used both sides of her face and reached her eyes, and she turned and wrapped her arms around me from the side and pressed her face into my shoulder again, and I put my arm back around her and held on.

“Alexander, you there?” Alexis said.

“Yeah, I’m here.”

The door opened. Alexis stood in the frame with her arms loosely crossed and the expression of someone who had arrived with information. She looked at the two of us on the bed, and something passed across her face that was fond and a bit preoccupied at the same time.

“Good,” she said. “You found her.” She looked at me specifically. “I need you to start getting ready. We have six appointments beginning at four.”

“Right,” I said.

She looked at her daughter. “How are you?”

“Fine,” Cleo said. “I’m fine.”

Alexis looked at her for a moment, the way she looked at things she didn’t entirely believe, and then she came into the room and sat on Cleo’s other side and put her hand on her knee. “There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” she said. “You were nervous. It happens.”

“It shouldn’t have happened,” Cleo said. “I told you I had good instincts with people.”

“You do,” Alexis said. “Your instincts were fine. Your hands were the problem.” She said it without any edge, just plainly, and Cleo made a sound that was reluctant laughter. “And she was lovely about it, which is the part that matters.”

“I know.” Cleo picked at a thread on the hem of her dress. “Alexander helped. With the whole talking-me-down portion of the afternoon.”

Alexis looked across Cleo at me. There was something intimate in it, the specific warmth of being seen doing a thing right. “That was sweet of you,” she said.

“He kissed Sophia Laurent,” Cleo said, at a volume and pace that suggested she’d been waiting to say this since the moment she heard it.

Alexis turned to look at me. Her expression shifted, and then she pressed her lips together in a way that was not quite suppressing a smile. “I saw him.”

“He said it was amazing,” Cleo added.

“I can’t blame him,” Alexis said. “You were quite charming down there.”

“I was professional,” I said.

“You can be both,” she said. She held my gaze for a beat longer than was strictly necessary, and then she looked back at Cleo and patted her knee once and stood. “Get changed into something comfortable. You don’t need to be on for the rest of the afternoon.”

“Sure,” Cleo said.

“I have to get ready,” I told Cleo. “Is that okay?”

“Go,” Cleo said. She made a small shooing gesture with one hand. “Be a Greek god or whatever.”

I looked at her. “You’ll be okay?”

“I have my phone and my embarrassment to keep me company.” She pulled her legs up onto the bed and reached for a pillow.

* * *

The first woman arrived. Her name was Danielle, thirty-one, dark-haired, an architect from Pasadena who had been trying for three years and had come through a referral from a colleague who I’d fucked earlier. She was nervous in the way that people are when they have wanted something for long enough that wanting it has become its own kind of grief. Helen introduced us in the consultation room and then left us alone, and I spent the first fifteen minutes just talking to her, letting the room settle. She had a quick, dry sense of humor that came out once she relaxed, and by the time we moved to the bedroom, she had stopped holding her shoulders up near her ears. I undressed her, kissed her flesh and made love to her. I came hard, spilling my seed inside her wet pussy, and she gasped.

When we were done, I helped her get cleaned, and she said goodbye with a warm, lingering embrace.

The second was twenty-six, a fitness instructor named Priya. She had done her research, she said, and she knew what she was here for, and she would like to get on with it please, because she had an early class tomorrow morning. Once the clothes came off, my eyes widened at her body. She was toned, fit and sexy, natural B cups with peachy nipples, and a pussy that was already wet. She wanted it hard, and I placed her on all fours and slid in from behind. Holding onto her hips, I fucked her hard, slamming into her fit ass that had just the right amount of flesh to squeeze. She was a tight one, and I came hard, painting her walls with fresh cum. She left pleased.

The third and fourth blurred together in the way that hours do when the body is operating at a sustained pitch. A woman in her late thirties named Catherine, quiet and careful and unexpectedly passionate once the door was closed. Then a twenty-four-year-old named Bree, who had her mother’s hope written all over her and who cried afterward, briefly and without apology, because she had wanted this for so long.

I drank water between each breeding, and I ate a sandwich during my break, which Alexis had prepared for me. Then the afternoon became evening, and the ocean outside went from blue to grey.

The fifth was a thirty-five-year-old named Marina who smelled like jasmine and who had a specific, confident knowledge of her own body that made the whole thing feel collaborative in a way I appreciated. She wanted to be kissed and licked a certain way, and I fulfilled her wish, worshipping every inch of her body and spoiling her with kisses. Her eyes widened at my cock, fearful it might harm her. But I went slow, and deeper for every stroke. We were in the middle of it, me on top of her, her hands braced against the headboard and her head tipped back, when the door opened.

It opened the way doors open when someone has turned the handle carefully and pushed slowly, which meant it wasn’t an accident of physics. It was a person who thought the room was empty. Cleo stopped in the doorway.

I don’t know what she had been expecting to find. An empty room or a closed consultation. What she found was Marina and me in a missionary position, my pushed all the way into the hilt, her pussy stretched around my girth.

The three of us were frozen for exactly one second.

“Oh my god,” Cleo said, her hand fleeing to her mouth. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry, I didn’t know, I’m …” She pulled the door closed carefully, as if the care she was taking with the door was the only thing she had control over.

Marina looked at me over her shoulder. She had gone very still. “Sorry about that,” I said. “She just got here.”

Marina processed this. Then she exhaled a short, slightly incredulous breath. “Who cares,” she said. She shifted her weight and resettled her hands against the headboard. “Where were we?”

I grinned, pulled my cock out so just the head remained and slammed back into her. We finished. Marina left satisfied and unhurried, which was her register throughout. I dressed and stood at the window for a moment with my hands in my pockets, looking at the ocean going dark outside, and thought about Cleo’s face in the doorway for a second, and then I pushed it aside because there was one more.

The sixth was in her early twenties, a woman named Elena who had driven up from San Diego and who had a quiet, settled sadness about her that gradually lifted over the course of the evening. Apparently, she had a rare disorder and getting pregnant wouldn’t be possible according to her doctor. Well, it was time for me to prove her wrong. We undressed and I gently spread her legs on the bed. She was fair, her pussy bright pink and wet. Her tits were natural D cups that I sucked so hard on that I left marks. Then I penetrated her, and she gasped at my size. I fucked her hard, making her shudder and orgasm several times. I came again, emptying myself inside her. She told me she’d never felt anything like it, and I promised her she was pregnant now.

When she left, Helen touched my arm in the hallway and said simply with a subtle grin, “Good work today.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“You need a shower,” she said with a wink.

And she was right. I showered and stood under the hot water for a long time and let my mind go blank in the way it did when the body had been asked to give a great deal of itself and was now in the process of recovery.

Then I changed into clean clothes and went to find the kitchen. Alexis had made pie. I smelled it before I turned the corner, the warm, buttery smell of pastry, and it landed in me with a specific comfort that had nothing to do with hunger. She was at the counter when I came in, cutting the pie into slices, and she looked up and gave me the quiet, assessing look she used when she was checking that I was still intact.

“Tired?”

“Not really, just hungry.”

“Sit,” she said. “I got you covered.”

Helen was already at the table, her jacket gone, her sleeves rolled to the elbow, a glass of water in front of her. She looked up when I came in and drew in a deep breath. “I still smell the musk and sex.”

“Maybe it’s in your brain,” Alexis said playfully. “Since I only smell expensive soaps and shampoo.”

Helen playfully swatted Alexis. I sat across from her. Alexis brought two plates and set one in front of me and one at her own place and then stood with her hands on the back of her chair and looked around the kitchen.

“Where’s Cleo?” she said.

“Bit embarrassed,” I said.

Alexis looked at me. “Still about the drink?”

I picked up my fork. “Partly.”

She held my gaze for a moment, then pushed her chair in and went down the hall. I heard her knock, heard the muffled exchange of voices, heard the door open and close and open again. She came back.

“She wants to eat by herself,” Alexis said. She went to the counter without comment and cut a slice, placed it on the plate, and picked up a fork. “I’ll bring it to her.”

She went back down the hall. Helen and I sat in the comfortable quiet that existed between people who had worked through a long day together and didn’t need to fill the space. I ate. The pie was apple, the pastry properly flaky.

Alexis came back and sat down and picked up her fork, and we ate for a minute before she set it down and looked at me with the expression that meant she was going to ask the thing she’d been holding.

“Is it just the water spill?” she said. “Or did something else happen?”

I kept my eyes on my plate for a moment. “She walked in,” I said. “During one of the sessions.”

Alexis was quiet. Then, “Oh.”

“She didn’t stay,” I said. “She pulled the door and left. But she saw enough.”

Alexis exhaled slowly through her nose. She picked up her fork and then put it down again without using it. “Which session?”

“The fifth.”

She nodded once, processing. Helen was looking at her water glass with a careful neutrality.

“Poor thing,” Alexis said, and she meant it without any irony in it. “She’s only been here two days and she’s walked into.” She gestured vaguely. “Everything.”

“Give her time,” Helen said, without looking up. “She just got here. It’s a lot to absorb.”

“I know.” Alexis picked up her fork again and held it without eating. “It’s just a lot to land on her all at once.”

“She’ll find her footing,” Helen said.

Alexis nodded, but she was looking at the table with something that was more than just sympathy for the awkwardness of it. She was thinking about Cleo the way she thought about things she felt responsible for. I understood that.

But then I thought of something else. The way the door had opened. The care she’d used turning the handle, the slow and deliberate push. Not the opening of someone expecting an empty room. The opening of someone moving quietly on purpose.

I didn’t follow that thought all the way to where it wanted to go. I picked up my fork and finished the pie. But I did know the possibility that she’d opened it on purpose was still there.

* * *

After dinner, I went down the hall and knocked on Cleo’s door. There was a pause before she answered. “Yeah.”

I opened the door. She was on her bed, sitting up against the headboard with her knees pulled to her chest and the plate balanced on her knee, mostly finished. The curtains were drawn. The lamp on the nightstand was on and cast a warm, low light. She looked up when I came in, and her expression went through two or three things in quick succession before it settled on something neutral.

“Hey,” I said.

“Hey.”

I came in and sat on the end of the bed, the same way I had that afternoon. “You can’t just stay in here by yourself all night.”

“I’m eating,” she said. She gestured at the plate.

“You’re hiding.”

She opened her mouth, closed it and then looked at the wall. “I’m eating and hiding,” she said. “I can do both.”

“Come on,” I said, chuckling at her humor.

“I spilled water on Sophia Laurent,” she said. The words came out with the flat cadence of someone reciting a charge against themselves. “And then I walked in on you.” A pause. “On you and a woman. While you were.” She pressed her lips together. “I don’t need to finish that sentence.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

“It is not fine.”

“It is,” I said. “The water thing, she wasn’t bothered. She told you that and she meant it. And the other thing.” I kept my voice even. “These things happen. The mansion is busy. It’s new for everyone.”

She looked at me with an expression that suggested she found this charitable to the point of dishonesty. “I turned the handle very carefully,” she said. “I was trying not to make noise. I thought it was empty.”

I wasn’t sure if I believed that, but I didn’t want her to feel bad either. “I know.”

“I wasn’t.” She stopped. “I wasn’t trying to.” She shook her head. “Never mind.”

“I know you weren’t,” I said.

She set the plate on the nightstand and pulled her knees tighter to her chest and looked at the middle distance with the expression of someone reviewing a sequence of events and finding it uniformly grim. Then something in it shifted, and she looked at me sideways.

“So this is your life now,” she said. “Being a Greek god. Making love to beautiful women and being desired by everyone.”

I looked at her for a moment. “More or less,” I said.

“Women come to you,” she said. “They drive from San Diego. They fly in. They refer their friends.” She was not saying it with envy, exactly. It was something more like wonder, the tone of someone trying to understand the shape of a thing by talking around it. “And Sophia Laurent is coming to your bedroom.”

“To her bedroom,” I said. “In Beverly Hills.”

The corner of her mouth moved. “Still.”

“I know,” I agreed.

She was quiet for a moment. The lamp threw its golden light across the side of her face and I could see the slight residual color in her cheeks from the evening, the way her eyes had gone soft with something she wasn’t quite naming.

“You’re not the same person,” she said, not as an accusation but as an observation, delivered with a kind of careful honesty. “You’re still you. But you’re.” She searched for it. “More.”

“I know,” I said.

She looked at me for a long moment. “Does it ever scare you?”

“Not really,” I said. “I enjoy this life.”

She nodded slowly. Then she uncurled slightly and leaned sideways toward me, and I let her, and she put her head against my shoulder the way she had that afternoon, and I put my arm around her. She was warm and she smelled like the light soap from the guest bathroom and underneath it something faintly sweet and musky.

“You know,” I said, “whatever this life is, whatever it becomes.” I felt her go still against my shoulder, listening. “You’re always going to have a place in it. That doesn’t change.”

She didn’t say anything for a moment. I felt her exhale, a long, slow release against my shirt.

“That’s a very sweet thing to say,” she said sweetly.

“I mean it.”

She turned her face into my shoulder, and I felt her smile against the fabric. “I know you do,” she said. “That’s why it’s sweet.”

I held her, and the room was quiet, and I let myself just be present in it without pulling at anything. And then it happened.

It was not a decision, but it came the way it always did when I was close to someone and my guard was down, a warmth that moved outward from somewhere central in me. I subtly guided it into her core, imagining the heat spreading.

Cleo went very still. Then I smelled it. Faint, unmistakable, sweet in the way that had nothing to do with soap or the ambient scent of the room. It was pure honey.

I shut it down. Hard and fast, pulling the thread back the way you pull your hand from something hot, clamping down on whatever had opened and closing it completely. The warmth retracted, or at least, I hoped it did. The room went back to ordinary.

Cleo lifted her head from my shoulder. Her cheeks were flushed, a deep rose that sat high across her cheekbones, and her eyes when she looked at me had a slightly unfocused quality that resolved itself quickly as she blinked. She looked at me for one unreadable moment.

“I think I want to go to sleep,” she said. Her voice was even, and nothing in it that named what had just happened.

“Okay,” I said. I kept my own voice steady.

“I’m tired.” She straightened up and reached for the plate on the nightstand, something to do with her hands. “It’s been a weird day.”

“It has,” I said.

I stood up. She didn’t look at me again, just set the plate back down and reached over to adjust the lamp, as if the angle of the light required her attention.

“Goodnight,” she said.

“Goodnight,” I said.

I pulled the door closed behind me and stood in the hallway for a moment in the dark, my hand still on the door handle, the faint sweet scent already gone.

I didn’t know if she’d noticed. I didn’t know if she’d felt it and understood it for what it was, or felt it and translated it into something else, tiredness or warmth or the ordinary feeling of being held by someone who loved her. I hoped for the latter. I was not confident in the hope.

I let go of the door handle and walked back toward my room, and I carried that information with me, and I did not put anything heavy in front of it.

* * *

Back in my room, I sat on the edge of the bed and stared into the dark for a minute. My body was exhausted, my head still half-lit by the memory of the day, and the low, high-wire hum in my blood had nowhere to go. I almost reached for my phone just to scroll nothing until my mind went blank, but it buzzed before I could pick it up.

A text from Alexis. Can I come see you for a bit?

I waited a few seconds before I thumbed back, Sure.

She was there almost immediately, not even knocking, just opening the door and slipping in on bare feet. She wore an emerald silk robe that clung to her in a way that was so deliberate the word robe didn’t feel accurate, more like a dress that had forgotten to hide anything. Her hair was down, gold and honey in the low bedside light, and she looked beautiful in the way she only did at night, when she wasn’t anyone’s mother or manager, just herself.

She paused in the doorway. “Is now okay?”

“Yeah. Of course,” I said, and that was all it took for her to cross the room and sit next to me, folding her legs up beneath her, the robe parting at her thigh. She smelled incredible, something fruity layered over the warmth of her skin.

“You look tired,” she said, and then she reached up and touched my cheek, brushing her thumb along my jaw as if testing the reality of me. “Long day?”

“You could say that,” I said. “It was … a lot. But the clients were good. No drama.”

She nodded, watching my face. “And Cleo?”

I let out a slow breath. I told her everything. About Cleo on the terrace with her face on fire, about her hiding after the spill, about the way she’d walked in on me and Marina mid-session, the way she’d handled it, the careful way she’d turned the doorknob. I told her about how I’d found Cleo curled up on her bed, mortified, and how we’d talked, and how when I tried to comfort her something happened.

“I accidentally used my arousal powers on her when she leaned against me,” I told Alexis.

“How did she react?”

I thought about it, about the way Cleo had gone rigid against me, the flush that had risen in her cheeks, the unfocused quality her eyes had taken on. “She got quiet,” I said. “Her face went really red. And I could smell it on her. The honey scent, just for a second before I shut it down.”

“Did she say anything?”

“She said she wanted to go to sleep. That she was tired. She didn’t acknowledge it. Didn’t ask what happened or why she felt… whatever she felt. She just said goodnight and I left.”

Alexis nodded slowly, processing. She reached over and put her hand on my knee, a grounding touch. “Well,” she said, and there was something in her voice that was resigned but not surprised, “it was bound to happen eventually.”

“I suppose.”

“She’s been through a lot these past two days,” Alexis said tenderly. “She’s always been very sensitive to the energy in a room. She’ll adjust, but it might take her a little time.”

“She’s not mad,” I said. “She’s just processing.”

Alexis smiled gently. “She loves you,” she said. “She always has. She’s just not used to you being the center of gravity.” She squeezed my knee once, then let her hand stay there. “I’m proud of you, by the way. You handled today better than I could have.”

I didn’t know what to say to that, so I just nodded. She shifted, settling back against the headboard, and then she looked down at the robe, smoothing her hand over the silk. Her cheeks colored, something new entering the room.

“I, um,” she started, then smiled at herself. “I didn’t come here just to check in.”

I looked at her, waiting.

She kept her eyes on the sheets, drawing invisible lines with her fingertip. “I know you’re tired, and I know you probably need rest, but—” She paused, then looked up at me, eyes bright and a little vulnerable. “I’ve been thinking about you all day. I don’t want to be selfish, but … can we just have a little time? Just us?” She laughed, almost embarrassed. “I just want you. Not the clinic, not the clients, just you.”

The way she said it, the softness and the hungry edge braided together, made the day’s exhaustion disappear. My body responded before my mind did. I reached for her waist and pulled her in, and she came willingly, her hands going to my face, lips finding mine in a kiss that was barely restrained. I needed her as well.

She climbed into my lap and the robe fell open. Underneath, she was naked. Her breasts were full and heavy, the nipples already drawn tight and dark against her skin. Her stomach was smooth, her hips wide, the lines of her body more familiar to me than my own. I let my hands roam, feeling the heat and the slight tremor in her as she pressed closer.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her lips parted, her eyes dark and wanting. “You want me, right?” she whispered.

I nodded, and her mouth found mine again, hungrier this time. My cock was already hard, straining against my shorts, and she pressed herself against it, her hips rolling just once, a test.

She pushed my shirt up and ran her hands over my chest and shoulders, touching every inch as if she was memorizing me. I did the same, exploring the lines of her spine, the curve of her ass, the softness behind her knee. I wanted all of her, and I wanted her now.

She pushed me back on the bed and knelt above me, the robe sliding off her shoulders and pooling at her elbows. She straddled me, reached down, and pulled my shorts off, freeing my cock. She stroked it once, twice, and then lowered herself, guiding me into her pussy.

She was so wet I slid in with no resistance, and we both gasped. She started slowly, rocking her hips, grinding her clit against me, her hands on my chest for balance. I watched her face, the way it changed with every movement, the way her eyes fluttered closed and her mouth opened around a wordless moan.

She rode me fast, her hips slamming down, like she’d been thinking about this all day and was making up for lost time. I let her set the pace, my hands on her hips, my eyes locked on the way her breasts bounced, the way her skin flushed, the way she let herself go.

She came first, hard, her head thrown back, her nails digging into my chest as her body clenched around me in waves. I felt it pulse through her, felt her tighten and release, and it pulled something primal out of me.

She moaned. I felt her pussy clench around me, squeezing my cock, and I couldn’t hold back anymore. I flipped her over onto her back, never breaking our connection, and drove into her hard and fast, the way I knew she loved.

“God, yes,” she said, her legs wrapping around my waist as I pounded into her. Her nails raked down my back, leaving trails of fire in their wake.

I felt myself getting close, my balls tightening, my breathing ragged. Then I buried myself deep inside her as I emptied myself completely. My cum filled her, hot and thick, and I kept thrusting, making sure every drop stayed inside her.

We lay there for a moment, tangled together, our breathing slowly returning to normal. I kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, feeling the warmth of her body against mine. I’d missed fucking Alexis.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, running her fingers through my hair.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. I reached for it, and my stomach dropped when I saw Cleo’s name on the screen. Can I come over real quick? Need to ask you something.

Alexis’s eyes widened as she read the text over my shoulder. “Oh god,” she whispered, panic flashing across her face.

“Perfect timing,” I said with an eyeroll.

“Let me get dressed before you reply,” she said. She scrambled off the bed, grabbing her robe from the floor and wrapping it around herself. She tied it quickly, her fingers fumbling with the belt.

She gave me a thumbs up, and I replied saying she can come.

Alexis leaned down, giving me a deep, hurried kiss that tasted of sex and urgency. “I love you,” she whispered against my lips, then slipped out the door, closing it quietly behind her.

I heard their voices in the hallway moments later.

“Mom? What were you doing in Alexander’s room so late?”

“Just talking about some work details for tomorrow, honey. We have an early start.”

“At midnight? Really?” Cleo’s voice was laced with suspicion.

“Yes, really. We had to go over some client schedules.” Alexis’s voice remained calm, steady. “Is everything okay?”

“Fine. I just needed to ask Alex something.” A pause. “Okay, goodnight then.”

“Goodnight, sweetheart.”

Footsteps retreated, and then a knock came at my door. I quickly pulled the sheet over my lower half. “Come in.”

Cleo entered, and I immediately noticed her flushed cheeks. Her hair was slightly mussed, and there was a sheen of sweat at her temples. The signs were clear as day … she’d been touching herself recently.

“Hey,” she said, trying to sound casual as she leaned against the doorframe. “Done thinking about work?”

“Yeah, all done,” I replied, sitting up straighter against the headboard.

“Good.” She shifted her weight, avoiding my eyes. “So, um, one of my friends asked for a shirtless photo of you. Would you mind sending me a good one so I can forward it to her?”

I raised an eyebrow, studying her face. I suspected that she wanted the photo for herself. “Your friend, huh?”

Cleo’s blush deepened, spreading down her neck. “Yeah. She thinks you’re hot. I mean, not that I blame her, but—” She cut herself off, looking a bit demure. “Just, can you send me one?”

“I have a few,” I said, reaching for my phone. “Want to pick which one?”

“Maybe two would be better,” she said quickly. “For, you know, options.”

I scrolled through my photos, finding a couple of good shirtless ones from the gym that showed off my physique without being too obvious. I sent them to her.

“Thanks,” she said, her phone buzzing in her hand. She glanced at it, her eyes widening before she pocketed it. She stepped forward and gave me a tight hug, her body warm against mine.

As she pulled back, her nose wrinkled. “You’re still sweaty. Did you work out or something?”

I smiled. “It’s been a long day.”

“Okay,” she said, backing toward the door. “Well, goodnight then.”

“Goodnight, Cleo.”

She left, closing the door behind her, but the tension lingered in the air like perfume.

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at the door. The sexual tension between us was building rapidly, and I wasn’t sure how to handle it. The way she looked at me now, the way her body responded to my presence, it was becoming harder to ignore.

My phone buzzed again. It was Alexis.

Is she gone?

Yes. She wanted shirtless photos. For a “friend.”

Three dots appeared, then disappeared, then appeared again. Sorry, I need to be more careful. Love you.

I set the phone down and tried to get some sleep.


Chapter 4

Iwoke up, and then I showered. After the shower, I went to the kitchen to get something to eat, looking forward to my date with Sophia and Madison. I fantasized about all the positions. This would be my first threesome.

Alexis found me at the kitchen counter, still eating, working my way through some scrambled eggs on toast. She came in wearing a knee-length, flowery summer dress. She leaned against the counter opposite me.

“Where’s Cleo?” I asked.

“Upstairs in your room with Maya,” she said. “After your shower, they snuck into your room to raid your closet. Something about making sure you look perfect for Sophia.”

I smiled at that. “Already making friends with the staff.”

“She has always been like that,” Alexis said, but she was smiling too. “Five minutes with anyone and she knows their birthday and their mother’s name.”

“Maya’s sweet,” I said. “Good for her.”

Alexis nodded, and the kitchen was quiet and warm, the sound of the ocean coming in through the window above the sink. .

“Can I ask you something?” I asked her.

“Of course.”

I looked at her. “Sophia. Tonight. Do you think she’ll want a threesome?”

“Probably,” Alexis said easily. “They’re fun to have.”

I was quiet for a moment. “I’ve never had one.”

She looked at me over the rim of her cup. “And?”

“So I don’t really know how to.” I gestured vaguely. “Navigate it.”

Smiling, Alexis straightened up, the way she did when she was shifting into a different register. “The main thing is attention,” she said. “You can’t treat one of them like the main event and the other like a bonus. They both need to feel like the reason you’re there.”

“Okay.”

“And positioning matters more than people think,” she said. “You’re managing two bodies, two different rhythms. You have to think ahead.” She paused. “There are configurations that work better than others. Ones where nobody ends up feeling sidelined.”

“Such as?”

She looked at me for a moment, and then she picked up her phone from the counter and unlocked it. She scrolled for a few seconds, then turned it toward me. It was a porno, two women and a man. She held it out without any particular ceremony, the way she might show me a recipe.

I took the phone and watched. She leaned against the counter beside me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her arm, and narrated quietly, occasionally pointing to the screen with one finger. She explained the angles, the positions and the way attention moved between the two women without losing continuity. She was matter-of-fact about it, and somehow that made it easier to absorb.

She swiped to a second video. Two women were in a sixty-nine while the man fucked one of them while the woman licked her pussy. Then she showed me another where a girl rode a man and the other girl sat on his face. Alexis explained the positions in detail, and by the time it ended, I was aware of the warmth that had settled into the base of my stomach, the tension that came with sustained attention to this kind of material. I glanced at her and saw the slight color in her cheeks, and I understood that the warmth was mutual.

I handed the phone back. “Okay,” I said. “I think I have a better sense of it.”

She took the phone and set it face down on the counter. She looked at me with an expression that was affectionate and a little amused and also something more than that, something she was keeping calibrated with visible effort.

“You’ll be fine,” she said. “You’ve impregnated so many women by now.”

“I think so,” I agreed. “More prepared than I was twenty minutes ago.”

She smiled at that, the real one, the one that reached her eyes. Then she leaned in and pressed her lips to my cheek, a kiss that lasted a beat longer than usual, her hand resting briefly against my jaw. I felt the warmth of her mouth and the slight pressure of her fingers and I held still for it.

She pulled back and smoothed the front of my shirt.

“Don’t overthink it today,” she said. “Just be present.”

“I will,” I said.

A little while later I heard laughter and voices coming from upstairs. I went up to check and found Cleo and Maya in my bedroom. They had half my wardrobe laid out across the bed and on chairs. Cleo was holding up a charcoal grey button-down shirt while Maya sorted through trousers.

“Perfect, you’re here!” Cleo said, beaming. “We’ve been conducting a full wardrobe raid. Come here.”

I looked at the clothes, then at her face, which was bright and expectant and completely certain I was going to do this. Maya stood slightly behind her, with a small, contained smile and her hands folded in front of her.

“Right now?” I said.

“Yes, right now. I need to see how they look on you now.” Cleo immediately held up a charcoal grey button-down. “This one first. Try it on.”

I sighed but played along, pulling off my t-shirt and slipping on the shirt. Cleo’s eyes widened as I buttoned it.

“Oh,” she said, almost to herself. “Yeah… that’s doing things.”

Maya nodded quietly beside her, cheeks a little pink. “It looks really good.”

Cleo didn’t stop there. She had me try on different combinations from my own closet, dark navy trousers, a fitted black V-neck, V-neck t-shirts, chino shorts, the charcoal jacket, constantly adjusting collars and hems while commenting.

“These trousers sit perfectly on your hips now,” she muttered, smoothing the fabric at my sides. Her hands lingered just a second longer than necessary. “Your old clothes would’ve looked ridiculous on this body.”

“Thank you,” I said, genuinely touched by her thoughtfulness. I stepped forward and pulled her into a hug, then noticed Maya hovering in the doorway with an affectionate smile. “You too, Maya. Come here.”

I extended my arm, inviting Maya to join our embrace. She hesitated for just a moment before stepping into our circle. As I wrapped my arms around both women, I was suddenly struck by how they felt pressed against me. For a split second, my mind flashed to the threesome videos Alexis had shown me earlier.

I quickly shook my head, mentally chastising myself. I needed to keep my thoughts in check.

“So,” I said, releasing them both and stepping back, “what’s with the sudden fashion love?”

Cleo beamed, her eyes bright with excitement. “I need you to look hot and sexy for Sophia tonight. I mean, really hot. Like, make-her-forget-every-other-man-she’s-ever-seen hot.”

“You already are sexy,” Maya added tenderly, her cheeks flushing. “But clothes are like… the icing on the cake. They complete the package.”

“Exactly!” Cleo nodded vigorously. “Fashion is just as important as being a hottie. It’s like… the frame for a masterpiece. You can’t just hang a Picasso on a bare wall, you know?”

I laughed at her analogy. “So I’m Picasso now?”

“More like a Renaissance sculpture,” she said, eyeing me appraisingly. “All that new muscle definition.”

Maya cleared her throat. “I should get back to work. I just wanted to help Cleo find the clothes.” She gave me a shy smile. “They really do look good on you.”

As she turned to leave, I noticed the way her tank top hugged her petite frame, the subtle curve of her hips visible beneath the fabric. I caught myself staring and quickly looked away.

“Thanks again,” I called after her.

When she was gone, Cleo flopped back onto my bed with a dramatic sigh. “So, big date today with the hot older woman, huh? And Madison too?” She wiggled her eyebrows suggestively. “You’re becoming quite the playboy.”

“It’s not like that,” I said, though the images from Alexis’s videos still lingered in my mind.

“Uh-huh.” She rolled onto her stomach, chin propped in her hands. Suddenly, she arched an eyebrow and then studied my hair. “You need a new haircut.”

I looked at her. “What?”

“Your ends are uneven,” she said, as if this were a clinical finding rather than an opinion. “And it’s gotten long enough that it’s starting to lose its shape.” She tilted her head, studying me. “I’m really good at this. I used to cut my roommate’s hair all the time.”

“Your roommate’s hair,” I said.

“She had great hair after I was done with it.” She raised an eyebrow. “Sit down and let me.”

I considered it for a moment. The truth was, I had no attachment to the current state of my hair, and she was looking at me with that specific expression she had when she’d already decided something and was just waiting for me to catch up. And beyond that, I realized I wanted time with her before I left for a couple of days.

“Sure,” I said. “Get your scissors.”

Her face broke open. “I already have them.” She reached into the bottom of one of her purses and found a pair of proper cutting shears, still in their packaging, which meant she had planned this earlier and had been waiting for the right moment to produce them. I looked at them and then at her.

“You already had this planned, didn’t you?” I pointed out.

She blushed. “Maybe,” she said, already tearing the packaging. “But they’re good ones. Titanium blades … Come, let’s go!”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me into the bathroom, setting me up on the small stool, a towel around my shoulders, and she stood behind me with the scissors and a comb, and she looked at my reflection in the mirror with a serious, assessing expression that I recognized from the way she’d looked at the clothes.

“I’m going to take maybe an inch off the back,” she said. “Clean up the sides. Keep the length on top but give it more structure.” She ran the comb through my hair once, parting it. “You have good hair. It just needs direction.”

“Noted,” I said.

She started at the back. She was careful with it. The scissors made their clean, soft sounds and small pieces of hair fell against the towel and I watched her face in the mirror, the focused quality of it, the way her lower lip was caught between her teeth when she was concentrating.

She moved to my left side, and that was when it started. It was not immediate. It came gradually, the way warmth comes into a room when the sun shifts. I became aware of her proximity first, the fact of her standing close enough that I could feel the slight warmth radiating off her arms when she reached forward, the small movement of air each time she shifted her weight. Then I became aware of her breathing, which was slightly more elevated than it should have been for someone doing a quiet, careful task. But I’d missed moments like these with her. It wasn’t the first time she’d cut my hair, nor done a deed for me. It warmed my heart every time, but this time, the heat went a bit further down than my heart.

And I noticed a difference with her as well, especially when the honeyed scent arrived. Faint at first, the way it had been the night before when I’d pulled it back and shut it down. But this time I hadn’t done anything. This time it was entirely her, rising from her in a slow, sweet wave that had nothing to do with anything I’d directed or intended.

I kept my face perfectly still and said nothing.

She combed a section of hair forward over my ear and trimmed it, her fingertips brushing the side of my face as she worked, and her breath caught on a very small hitch that she covered by clearing her throat. She stepped around to the right side. Her hand rested briefly on my shoulder to adjust her angle, and she left it there a beat longer than the task required before she lifted it.

The scent deepened. I watched her face in the mirror. She was not looking at my eyes. She was looking at my hair, at the section she was working through, her expression still focused and professional in all the ways it was supposed to be. But her cheeks had the color in them. That high, warm rose I knew now by its exact shade, sitting across her cheekbones the way it had last night, the way it had when she’d pressed her palm flat against my chest in the hallway.

She moved behind me again, doing a final pass along the back with the comb and scissors, and she was close enough now that I could feel her breath against the back of my neck, steady and tender and slightly uneven.

“Okay,” she said. Her voice was lower than it had been when she started. She cleared her throat again. “I think that’s it.” She stepped back and looked at my reflection with the comb held loose in her hand. “Yeah. That’s right.”

I looked at myself in the mirror. She’d done exactly what she said she would, and she’d done it well. The shape was cleaner, the structure more deliberate and it suited the face I’d grown into in a way that my previous haircut no longer quite had.

“Good?” she said.

“Very good,” I said.

She met my eyes in the mirror for one moment, and then she looked away and busied herself with the comb, setting it on the counter with a small, precise click. The color in her cheeks was still there. She pulled the towel off my shoulders and shook the clippings into the sink, running the water to clear them.

“You’re welcome,” she said, before I’d said thank you.

“Thank you, Cleo.”

She smiled at the sink. “You’re going to look incredible tonight,” she said, and there was something in it that she hadn’t meant to put there, a warmth that went past friendly pride and landed somewhere adjacent to it, somewhere she didn’t have a name for or wasn’t ready to use.

“Okay,” Cleo said, eyeing the clothes we’d already pulled out earlier, “time to choose the final look.”

I shrugged, running my hand through my freshly cut hair. “I hadn’t really thought about it yet. Probably just something casual.”

Her eyes widened with mock horror. “You can’t be serious! You’ll most likely have a three-way, and you’re just going to throw on any old thing?” She grabbed my arm and tugged me back toward my room. “Come on, let’s pick your final outfit from what we pulled.”

Once we were back in my room, she looked over everything we had laid out and pulled a crisp white V-neck shirt and a pair of light beige chino shorts.

“The navy trousers looked incredible, but for tonight…” She held up the beige chinos with a grin. “These are more dangerous. This combo will show off your new physique perfectly, and the shorts will hug your legs just right. Trust me, the combination will drive them wild.”

I took the clothes from her, feeling the quality of the fabric between my fingers. “You really thought of everything, didn’t you?”

“Of course I did. Now go change.” She gave me a playful push toward the bathroom. “I want to see how it all comes together.”

I retreated to the bathroom, closing the door behind me. As I undressed, I heard her humming outside, the sound of her moving around my bedroom. I slipped off my t-shirt and was just stepping out of my pants when there was a knock at the door.

“Need any help?” Cleo called, the door already cracking open before I could respond.

I instinctively turned away, but not before she caught a glimpse of my nether region. Her eyes widened, and I heard her sharp intake of breath.

“Oh my god, I’m so sorry!” she exclaimed, but there was a giggle in her voice as she quickly closed the door. “I didn’t mean to … I was just—”

“It’s fine,” I called back, noticing how unusually giggly she’d been all morning. “Just give me a minute.”

I quickly pulled on the new shorts, which fit snugly against my thighs, and slipped the V-neck shirt over my head. The fabric felt cool against my skin, and I had to admit, Cleo had excellent taste. The outfit accentuated my broader shoulders and toned arms.

I stepped out of the bathroom to find Cleo perched on the edge of my bed, her cheeks flushed.

“Wow,” she said, her eyes traveling from my face down to my feet and back up again. “You look hot. Like, really hot.”

“Thanks to my personal stylist,” I said, turning to check my reflection in the full-length mirror. The clothes fit perfectly, highlighting my new physique without being overly flashy.

Cleo came to stand beside me, her shoulder brushing against my arm. “Sophia and Madison won’t know what hit them.”

Then my phone buzzed with a text message. I picked it up from the nightstand. “Madison’s here.”

She sighed and wrapped her arms around me. “I wish we had more time.”

I embraced her back. “When I come back, we’ll have plenty of time.”

“Promise?”

“Promise,” I said, pressing my lips to her forehead.

I headed outside, and I was on the terrace when she came around the side of the mansion with her bag on her shoulder and her sunglasses pushed up on her head. She was wearing a pale yellow sundress, and her hair was down and gold in the afternoon light.

She saw me and her expression did the thing it did, the smile that started slow and built, affectionate and a little electric. But underneath it, when I looked closer, I could see the nerves. The slight tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers were working the strap of her bag.

“Hi,” she said when she reached me.

“Hi,” I said. I pulled her in and kissed her, and she leaned into it and held on a beat longer than a casual hello required, her free hand gripping the front of my shirt.

When she pulled back, she looked at my face and then at my hair. “Wait,” she said. She reached up and ran her fingers through it, turning my head to look at the side. “Who did this?”

“Cleo.”

Her eyebrows rose. “She’s good.”

“She is.”

“You look.” She tilted her head, her fingers still in my hair, studying me the way she’d studied something she was deciding whether to keep. “Really, really good.” She let her hand drop but her eyes stayed on my face, and there was a heat behind them that was clearly related to the nerves but was also something else entirely. “Like, annoyingly good.”

“You’re nervous,” I said.

“A little,” she admitted. “I’m allowed.” She adjusted the strap on her bag. “I’m about to go to Sophia Laurent’s mansion. In Beverly Hills. To—” She stopped and glanced around, then back at me, lowering her voice even though we were alone on the terrace. “You know.”

“I know,” I said.

“And she knows I’m coming?”

“She’s excited you’re coming.”

Madison blinked. “She said that?”

“In those words.”

Madison’s face did something that I could only describe as genuinely pleased, the kind of pleased that was slightly surprised at itself. “Okay,” she said, and the word came out softer than the ones before it. “Okay, that helps.”

Cleo appeared at the terrace door before I could say anything else, still in the dark dress from earlier, her pulled-back hair looser at the temples. She stopped when she saw Madison, and her expression shifted through something quick and complicated before it landed on warmth.

Madison turned, and a smile bloomed on her face. “Cleo!”

“Madison!”

Madison pulled Cleo into a titty-mashing hug. It looked like a tit could possibly pop out at any minute. Cleo’s arms came up after a beat of surprise, and she hugged back. “Are you nervous?” Cleo asked after breaking the hug.

“A little, but I’m also looking forward to it,” Madison said.

“You look incredible, by the way. That dress.”

“This old thing,” Madison said, in a tone that meant she had absolutely thought about the dress. She dropped into the terrace chair nearest Cleo and crossed her legs and looked at her. “Okay, tell me everything. How are you settling in?”

Cleo sat down across from her. “It’s a lot,” she said. “In the best way, mostly.” She paused. “I had a rough afternoon yesterday though.”

“What happened?”

Cleo’s expression went through the compression of someone deciding whether to tell a story they found embarrassing. Then she told it, the terrace, the drinks, the way her hand had stuttered, the short arc of sparkling water landing across Sophia Laurent’s wrist and linen cuff. She told it quickly and with a dry, resigned accuracy that made it funnier than the original incident had been.

Madison pressed her lips together for approximately one second and then abandoned the effort. “Okay, but,” she said, “Sophia Laurent in linen is basically asking for it. That fabric holds water like a grudge.”

Cleo laughed. “That’s not helpful.”

“It’s a little helpful.” Madison leaned forward. “And she was gracious about it?”

“She told me about spilling a full glass of red wine on a director at Cannes.”

“See.” Madison pointed. “That’s a woman who has been there. She’s not going to hold a little sparkling water against you.” She tilted her head. “Honestly? She probably liked you for it. You were real. People who live at that level spend a lot of time around people who are performing normalcy. You were actually normal.”

“I was actually mortified,” Cleo said.

“Same energy,” Madison said. “From the outside.”

Cleo looked at her for a moment with the expression she used when she was deciding whether something was true. Then she settled back in her chair. “You’re so easy to talk to,” she said.

“I’ve been told,” Madison said, and she glanced at me briefly with a smile that said she knew she’d borrowed my line. “You know, I can’t get over how good your hair looks,” she said, reaching out to run her fingers through the newly trimmed strands. She turned to Cleo with genuine admiration. “You did an amazing job. Seriously, it’s perfect.”

Cleo beamed, her earlier embarrassment completely forgotten. “Thanks! I’ve been cutting hair since high school. It was definitely time for a trim.” She glanced at me with a mixture of pride and warmth. “He was starting to look a little shaggy.”

“It’s fine,” I said with a shrug, though internally I was thinking about how much I’d enjoyed that quiet time with her in the bathroom, just the two of us, her hands in my hair, the intimacy of it all.

“And the clothes,” Cleo added, gesturing to my outfit. “I picked those out for him today.”

Madison’s eyes traveled appreciatively over my frame. “You have excellent taste. This outfit really shows off his…” she paused, searching for the right word, “…assets.”

“Right?” Cleo agreed enthusiastically. “The V-neck is perfect for his shoulders, and the shorts—”

“Ladies,” I interrupted, feeling my cheeks warm. “I’m right here.”

They both laughed, but their eyes remained fixed on me with appreciation.

The terrace door opened, and Alexis and Helen stepped out.

“Are you two ready to go?” Alexis asked, her eyes moving between Madison and me.

“Yes,” we answered in unison.

“Then it’s time,” Helen said.

We exchanged hugs all around. Alexis pulled me close, her voice dropping to a whisper. “Remember to make sure Sophia feels loved. Listen to her needs. This is about her, not just you.”

“Of course, Alexis,” I assured her, kissing her cheek. “I understand.”

When I reached Cleo, she wrapped her arms around me tightly. “You’ll be back in no time, right?” she whispered against my ear, her breath warm.

I nodded, squeezing her gently. “A few days, that’s all.”

“Text me,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear.

Alexis overheard and gave Cleo a pointed look. “He needs to be fully present for Sophia. This is important.”

Cleo pulled back, her lower lip jutting out in an exaggerated pout. “I know, I know. But a text isn’t going to hurt.”

“Sure thing,” I told her.

Cleo picked at the hem of her dress. The smile stayed, but something shifted underneath it, something slightly more careful. “I’m a tiny bit jealous, you know,” she told Madison. “That you get to go tonight. Not in a weird way. Just.” She looked at Madison directly. “She was really something. In person. She was really something, and you’re going to her mansion, and.” She stopped and laughed at herself. “It’s fine. I’m fine. It’s just a very small, very manageable amount of jealousy.”

“I’ll tell you everything,” Madison said. “Every detail. Deal?”

Cleo looked at her. “Every detail?”

“Every detail I’m allowed to share,” Madison amended, and shot me a look, and I made a face that she correctly interpreted as meaning use your judgment.

“Deal,” Cleo said.

We walked to the car together, Madison falling into step beside me on the driveway.

“Your Lambo,” she said with a grin.

“Yeah.”

“I love it.”

“I know you do.”

She looked at it for another moment. Then she looked at me with a grin.

“Get in,” I said, giving her a light spank on her ass.

She got in. I walked around to the driver’s side and lowered myself into the seat and felt the familiar way the car settled around me, the particular quality of sitting that close to the ground with that much engine ahead of you. I started it, and the sound it made filled the driveway and then the air above it, and I heard Madison make a small involuntary sound beside me.

“That’s so obscene,” she said.

“Little bit,” I agreed, and pulled out.

Cleo waved at me as I drove away, and I gave her a light wave back.

We took the coast road first, and for a few minutes neither of us said anything. The ocean was off to our right, flat and bright in the afternoon light, and the wind came through the window on Madison’s side and moved through her hair. She had her elbow on the door and her sunglasses down and she was watching the water.

“So,” she said eventually.

“So.”

“We’re doing this.”

“We are,” I said.

She turned to look at me. “Can I say something that might make you a bit nervous?”

“You can try.”

“She’s been in three Oscar-nominated films,” Madison said. “Two of them she won. She has a Golden Globe on a shelf somewhere in that mansion. She has probably been with more beautiful, successful, famous, experienced men than either of us can name.” She let that sit for a second. “And you have to perform.”

I glanced at her. “You’re doing this on purpose.”

“I’m just contextualizing the evening.”

“You’re trying to get in my head.”

She smiled playfully and pulled her sunglasses down just enough to look at me over the frame. “Is it working?”

“No,” I said, which was mostly true.

“Good,” she said, and pushed the glasses back up. “Because you don’t need it to work. You’re the most absurdly capable man I’ve ever been with.” She paused. “I just like watching you get that look.”

“What look?”

“The one where you’re trying to decide whether to be annoyed or amused.”

I didn’t say anything to that, and she laughed, and reached over and put her hand on my thigh for a moment and then took it back. The gesture was easy and familiar and it settled something between us that the teasing had briefly stirred up.

We merged onto the freeway and I pushed the car to a speed that required more attention, and Madison sat back in her seat and watched the city open up around us. After a minute or two I glanced over at her.

“By the way, Alexis pulled me aside earlier and gave me the threesome talk,” I said. “The whole ‘make sure they both feel like the main event’ thing. Attention, positioning, not letting one feel like a bonus… She even showed me a couple of videos to demonstrate.”

Madison turned toward me, eyebrows raised in surprise and amusement. “She did?”

“Yeah. Was very educational.”

She chuckled. “God, that woman is something else.” Then her expression softened. “She’s right though. About the threesome thing. About not making one person feel like the bonus.” She was quiet for a moment. “I’ve thought about it before. Being with a woman, I mean. More than just the kissing I’ve actually done. But I never went through with it.” She stopped. “It always felt like it would be awkward, or clinical. Or like I’d be performing something I didn’t actually feel.”

“And now?”

She considered the question with genuine seriousness. “Now it feels different,” she said. “I think because it’s Sophia. And because you’ll be there.” She tilted her head. “It makes it feel like something real rather than something scripted.”

“It is real,” I said.

“I know.” She looked out the window. “That’s what’s exciting about it.”

The freeway gave way to surface streets, and the surface streets gave way to the particular architecture of Beverly Hills: wide, clean boulevards, trees planted in deliberate symmetry, houses sitting far back behind gates and hedges, giving nothing away from the road. The addresses got larger and the lots got wider and the silence got more expensive.

Madison sat up. “We’re close, aren’t we?”

“Almost.”

She straightened her dress. She pulled her sunglasses off and set them on the dash and ran her fingers through her hair. The nerves were back, sitting differently now than they had on the terrace.

“You look perfect,” I said.

“Don’t say that yet,” she said. “Say it when we’re at the door.”

“You’ll still look perfect at the door.”

She glanced at me and the smile that came was quick and grateful and she looked away before it could grow into anything she’d have to explain.

The navigation directed me off the main boulevard and up a side street that climbed gently into the hills. The houses disappeared behind higher walls. The road narrowed and the trees thickened on either side and then the street curved and ended at a gate.

It was a serious gate. Black steel, set into a stone wall that ran in both directions and disappeared into the landscaping. There was an intercom panel mounted on a slim post at the driver’s window height. No visible signage. No indication of what lay behind it beyond the wall and the gate and the quiet.

I pulled up and pressed the call button. There was a pause of maybe four seconds, and then a voice came through. It was affectionate and clear, even through the small speaker. “You’re early,” Sophia said, and there was a smile in it.

“Traffic was lighter than expected,” I said.

Another pause, then, “Come in.”

The gate opened inward, smooth and slow and without any sound at all, and I eased the car through.

Madison said, “Oh.”

I understood why she said it. The driveway curved through manicured grounds, olive trees and low sculpted hedges and gravel borders that felt Mediterranean without trying too hard, and then the mansion came into view and it was the kind of thing that made you recalibrate your sense of scale. It was modern, all clean horizontal lines and floor to ceiling glass and pale stone, two stories with a flat roof and deep overhangs that threw clean shadows across the facade. It sat at the edge of the hillside and behind it, the sky opened up completely, all of Los Angeles spread out below and the Pacific beyond it, silver and enormous in the late afternoon light.

I stopped the car in front of the entrance and left it running for a moment and we both just sat there.

“She lives here,” Madison said.

“Every day,” I said.

“Every single day she wakes up and this is where she is.”

“Apparently.”

Madison let out a breath. “Okay,” she said quietly. “Okay, now I’m nervous.”

I killed the engine, patted her back and said, “Come on, I’ll walk you through it.” We both got out, and Madison was already stepping out on her side, her hand going briefly to the door of the car to steady herself on the slight slope of the driveway. I came around and she straightened and looked at me and I looked at her.

“You look perfect,” I said.

She smiled. “You said you’d say that at the door.”

“Close enough.”

We both chuckled, and the front door opened before we reached it.

Sophia stood in the doorway and the light from inside came around her and the late afternoon light came from behind us and she was caught between them, and the effect was not accidental. She was wearing a silk robe in a deep sage green, floor length, belted loosely at the waist, the fabric catching the light and moving with her even when she was standing still. Her dark blonde hair was down, falling in waves past her shoulders, and her face was composed and tender and beautiful. The robe’s neckline fell in a deep V, the silk clinging where it was meant to and draping everywhere else, and she wore it the way some women wore formal gowns, as if it had been made specifically for her body and no other.

She looked at me first. “Alexander,” she said, and her voice had the same warmth it had carried over the intercom but fuller. Her eyes moved over me once, unhurried, and something behind them shifted into something pleased and intimate. “You look extraordinary.” She stepped forward and ran her hand through my hair. Her hand was as soft as silk. “Your hair.”

“Cleo,” I said.

One of her eyebrows rose. “The one who spilled the water,” she said, and there was no judgment in it, only amusement and warmth.

“She’s still embarrassed,” I said. “But she’ll survive.”

Sophia smiled, and the smile had a quality to it, the kind that comes from having been in enough rooms to know exactly how to make someone feel forgiven without making them feel small. “Tell her I forgive her,” she said. “And that I liked her immediately.”

“I’ll let her know.”

Then her expression shifted, and something changed behind her eyes that had nothing to do with forgiveness or warmth or any of the social registers she’d been moving through. She bit her lower lip, and the look she gave me was direct and unhidden and full of exactly what it was. Then she stepped forward and pulled me into her, her arms coming around my neck, and I felt the full, warm press of her against my chest, the silk of the robe doing nothing to obscure the softness beneath it, and I hugged her back with both arms and held her there.

“I have been,” she said quietly, her lips close to my ear, “so impatiently waiting for this.”

“So have I,” I said, and it was true. My cock made its own commentary on the subject, a slow, insistent twitch against her that I couldn’t have stopped if I’d tried.

She felt it. I knew she felt it because she pulled back just enough to look at my face, and the color that came into her cheeks was high and lovely and entirely involuntary, a warmth spreading across her skin that the silk robe couldn’t conceal. She looked at me for one long moment and then she leaned in and kissed me, her lips parting just enough to let the kiss be something more than a greeting, the faint warmth of her tongue brushing mine before she pulled back.

“We are going to have so much fun together,” she said sweetly.

“I’d bet on it,” I said.

The smile that followed was the best version of the one I’d seen on the intercom monitor and at the door and across the terrace the first day, the one that had nothing measured about it. Then she turned her head and looked past my shoulder, and her expression opened into something new entirely.

She broke the hug, and she looked at Madison the way certain people look at things they immediately recognize as being exactly right. Her bottom lip caught briefly between her teeth, and she let it go with the unhurried ease of someone who had stopped pretending not to notice beautiful things a long time ago.

“So,” she said. “You must be Madison.”

“That’s me,” Madison said, and her voice was steady, which I knew cost her something.

“This is Madison,” I introduced her. “My girlfriend.”

Something in Sophia’s expression opened at that word. She stepped forward and took Madison’s hands first, and then pulled her into a proper embrace, her hands flat against Madison’s back and her cheek briefly against hers.

When she pulled back she held Madison at arm’s length for just a moment, looking at her face, her hair, the yellow dress in the last of the afternoon light.

“You have exactly the kind of look I love with a girl,” Sophia said. “The kind that looks effortless and isn’t.”

Madison blinked. “Thank you,” she said, and the word came out softer than she intended.

“Come in,” Sophia said, and stepped back to let us through the door.

The inside of the mansion delivered on every implication the outside had made. The entry hall was high ceilinged and pale and the floor was a warm limestone that ran through into the main space without interruption. The light was good everywhere, the kind of light that required planning, soft and directional and flattering without being dim. There was a faint smell of sandalwood and fruity incense.

Sophia moved through the space, and I watched her instead of the room and found it more instructive. “I’ll give you the brief version,” she said over her shoulder. “I’m not a good host when I’m in tour guide mode for too long.”

She took us through the main living area first, a long, open room that faced the view through floor to ceiling glass. The city was below us and the ocean was beyond it and the sky had gone to the particular orange and rose of early evening. An erotic painting hung on the interior wall, depicting a woman straddling a man, his cock poised at the entrance of her pussy.

“That one I bought at auction eight years ago,” Sophia said, not stopping. “I’d just finished a film where I played someone completely repressed, and I wanted something on my wall that was the opposite of that.”

Madison leaned in toward me and said, very quietly, “I need that painting.”

We moved through a corridor where a series of smaller works were hung, and interspersed between them were framed photographs, candid and formal, Sophia at various points in a career that had been long and serious and widely observed. A Cannes red carpet. A set photograph I recognized from one of her earlier films. And on a narrow shelf beneath one of the photographs, sitting without ceremony, a Golden Globe and beside it an Oscar, the two of them together in the way that meant they had been placed there as reminders rather than displays.

Madison stopped in front of them.

“You can touch them,” Sophia said from ahead of us. “Everyone wants to and no one asks.”

Madison picked up the Oscar with both hands and held it, looked at it, and set it back with genuine care. “I just wanted to know how heavy it was,” she said.

“Everyone says that,” Sophia said, and she was smiling. “The answer is heavier than it looks and lighter than you expect from everything it costs you.”

She led us out through a set of glass doors onto a terrace that wrapped around the western side of the mansion. The view from here was unobstructed and enormous. The hot tub was set into the far corner of the terrace, the water lit from below in a pale blue that looked almost luminous against the deepening sky. Steam rose from it in thin, slow curls.

“I had it heated,” Sophia said, with a small gesture toward it that was entirely casual. “In case the evening calls for it.” She looked at me with the kind of directness that didn’t require elaboration. “I find that warm water does something useful to a room’s atmosphere. Or a terrace, in this case.”

“I can see that,” I said.

“I imagine you can.” She held my gaze for one deliberate beat and then moved back inside.

The master bedroom was at the end of a wide, quiet hallway on the upper level, and she opened the door and stood aside to let us look without entering. It was a large room, the bed enormous and low and dressed in layers of linen in warm ivory and pale stone. The lighting was amber and indirect, coming from sources I couldn’t immediately identify, and the effect was that the room seemed to generate its own warmth rather than receive it from outside. A single large canvas hung above the headboard, a woman’s back and shoulder rendered in close detail, the brushwork loose and the skin intimate and real.

“My decorator wanted something abstract up there,” Sophia said. “I said I wanted something I wouldn’t mind looking at when I woke up.” She paused. “Or didn’t sleep.”

Madison made a sound that was very nearly a laugh.

“There are worse jokes,” Sophia said, and pulled the door gently closed.

We came back downstairs and she directed us toward the long sofas in the main room, the ones that faced the view. The sky outside was deepening now, the city lights beginning to assert themselves below, and the room was doing what Sophia had designed it to do, getting warmer and more enclosed as the light outside faded.

She poured us a glass of white wine. She handed Madison a glass and then me, and then she sat in the chair across from us and pulled one leg up beneath her and settled in with her own glass and looked at us both for a moment with a frank, comfortable attention.

“So,” she said. “Let’s not be polite about it.”

“All right,” I said.

She looked at her glass for a moment. “I’m forty-one,” she said. “I know how that sounds. I know that every woman in a certain position says something like what I’m about to say, and it sounds like a speech she’s rehearsed.” She looked up. “But I’ve been working since I was twenty-three, and the work has required a kind of life, and that life made certain other things very difficult to keep.” She paused. “Relationships.”

Madison was listening with her full attention, her wine glass held in both hands.

“My public image is a specific thing,” Sophia continued. “Carefully maintained and genuinely important to me, not because I’m vain about it but because it took a very long time to build and it is, in practical terms, what allows me to keep doing the work I care about.” She looked at me. “A conventional pregnancy with an unnamed or publicly identified partner would create a story I have no control over. And I have spent my entire adult life learning to control the stories.”

“So this is the alternative,” I said.

“This is the alternative,” she agreed. “I’ve tried before,” she said, and something shifted in her voice when she said it. “Twice. Conventional methods, discreet doctors and everything done correctly on paper.” She was quiet for a moment. “Nothing.” She looked at her glass. “So when I heard about what you can do, I thought.” She stopped. “I thought it was probably a scam. And then I looked into it more carefully, and I thought it probably wasn’t a scam after all. And then I thought about what it would mean if it worked.” She looked at me directly.

“It does work,” I reassured her.

“I like your confidence,” she said, looking me in the eyes. There was a slight pause before she asked, “What does it feel like? The ability. What does it feel like from your side of it?”

I thought about how to answer that honestly. “It’s hard to describe to someone who hasn’t been near it,” I said. “There’s a warmth that comes first. A kind of pull, like gravity but internal. And then awareness, of the person in front of me, of what they want, of what their body is doing even before they’re conscious of it themselves.” I paused. “It’s not something I switch on. It’s more like it responds. Like a current that runs when the conditions are right.”

Sophia was very still. She had set her wine glass on the side table and she was looking at me with full, unguarded attention.

“And right now?” she said.

“Right now it’s running,” I said.

She took a slow breath in through her nose. “I’ve been with men who were very good at making a woman feel desired,” she said. “Genuinely skilled at it. Men who knew what they were doing and did it very well.” She looked at me steadily. “This is not the same thing. What you do is not the same category of thing.”

“No,” I agreed.

“I walked to the door to let you in,” she said, “and by the time I had my hand on the handle, I already felt it. Through a closed door. From a driveway.” She shook her head slowly, not in disbelief but in a kind of wondering acceptance of the fact. “I’ve never been with anyone who could make me feel this wanted before I was even in the same room with them.” She paused. “It’s a little overwhelming.”

“You could have fooled me,” I said.

“I’m a very good actress,” she said, and the smile that came with it was dry and self-aware and lovely. Then it softened. “But I want you,” she said plainly. “I want to be clear about that. Not just for the practical reasons. Not just because of what you can do.” She looked at me with a directness that had nothing performed about it. “I genuinely want you. I thought you should know that before this evening goes any further.”

“I appreciate that,” I said, and I meant it.

“There’s just something about young men that turns me on in a special way … I can’t put my finger on it.”

“You’re allowed to put your finger on it whenever you want.”

Madison and Sophia giggled. She held my gaze for a moment and then she picked her wine glass back up and shifted in her chair.

“Tell me what this has been like for you,” she said. “Working at a high-end fertility clinic. Going from whatever you were before to this.”

I considered the question. “Invisible,” I said. “That’s the honest word for it. Before the change, I was invisible to basically everyone. The kind of person who could stand in a room for an hour and leave without anyone registering that he’d been there.” I turned my glass in my hand. “And then something changed, and suddenly people were looking at me.” I paused. “I won’t pretend that it isn’t the best feeling I’ve ever had in my life. Because it is. It’s the best feeling there is.”

Sophia smiled, but there was something knowing in it. “I can imagine,” she said. “Young, beautiful and suddenly everyone in every room is angling toward you like you’re the light source.” She tilted her head. “Every woman you encounter turns into a slightly better version of herself just because you’re nearby.”

“Something like that,” I said.

“Oh, enjoy it,” she said, and the warmth in her voice was genuine. “Enjoy every second of it. There’s nothing wrong with enjoying it.”

“You know the feeling,” I said. “You’ve known it for twenty years.”

Something moved across her face that she didn’t quite suppress in time. A faint color in her cheeks, the same rose I’d seen at the door. “That’s kind,” she said.

“It’s not kind,” I said. “It’s accurate. You walked to that door and Madison nearly lost her footing on the driveway.”

Madison, to her credit, did not deny this.

“I’m forty one,” Sophia said.

“You’re a terrible liar,” I said.

She laughed. She pressed two fingers to her lips and looked at me over them with bright, amused eyes. “That’s not fair,” she said. “I’m being sincere.”

“You’re being sincerely incorrect,” I said.

She giggled again, and it was a different sound from the laugh, lighter and younger and entirely unself-conscious, and she seemed to hear it herself. “All right,” she said. “Perhaps the waning is still a few years off.” She looked at me with affection. “You’re good at this.”

“I learned from the best,” I said, which made her smile again.

She looked at Madison. “How did you two find each other?”

Madison uncrossed and recrossed her legs. “High school,” she said. “Though find is generous. We went to the same school for three years and barely registered each other.”

Sophia raised an eyebrow. “Barely registered each other,” she repeated, and looked at me. “You, specifically, were unregistered?”

“Comprehensively,” I said. “I was in my invisible phase.”

“And then?”

“And then the gym,” Madison said. “About a month ago. I was with my friends and he walked in and I thought.” She stopped. “I thought, who is that, and then I recognized him, and I thought, that can’t possibly be the same person.” She smiled at the memory. “It wasn’t, really. Not in any way that counted.”

Sophia was watching Madison while she spoke. “That’s a genuinely lovely story,” she said. “Old friends becoming something more. There’s something very right about that kind of arc.” She paused. “The best love stories tend to involve a long preamble neither person recognized as a preamble at the time.”

“That’s exactly what it was,” Madison said.

Sophia looked at me. “You know, you weren’t invisible to me,” she said, conversationally, as if noting a minor factual correction. “When you worked at the boutique.”

I looked at her. “Really?” I kinda knew she was speaking the truth since she’d noticed me when we first met.

“I remember thinking you were going to be something when you got there.” She smiled. “I just didn’t know you were going to be this.”

“I was just a young broke man at that time,” I said.

“And I have a thing for younger men,” she said simply. “I always have. But there’s a version of younger that’s interesting and a version that’s simply too young.” She looked at me with a directness that was entirely comfortable with itself. “You are emphatically not on the wrong side of that line anymore.”

We exchanged smiles. The room was quiet for a moment. The city below had gone fully to lights now, and the ocean beyond it was dark and enormous and the sky above it held the last of the color, a deep rose fading to indigo at the edges.

Sophia turned to Madison then, and her expression shifted into something warmer and more playful. “Can I ask you something personal?” she said.

“Yes,” Madison said, and the word came out without hesitation, which I could tell surprised her slightly.

“What do you like?” Sophia said. “In bed. What actually works for you.” She said it the way she said most things, cleanly and without apology, as if the question were perfectly ordinary.

Madison’s cheeks went warm. She held her wine glass with both hands and looked at Sophia and took a slow breath and said, “I like being wanted. Like, actually wanted. Not performed at.” She paused. “When someone is paying attention to what I’m actually doing and responding to it, rather than just running through a sequence. That does more for me than anything technical.”

“Yes,” Sophia said simply, as if Madison had confirmed something she already suspected.

“And I like,” Madison started, then stopped. She looked at her wine glass. “I like being told what to do. But sometimes I like to be in charge too.”

Sophia smiled at that. “That’s a very honest answer.”

“You asked an honest question.”

“I did.” Sophia turned the stem of her glass between her fingers. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

The color in Madison’s cheeks deepened by one shade. “Kissed,” she said. “A few times. Once in college, once after a party about three years ago.” She paused. “Nothing past that.”

“Were you curious to go past that?”

Madison looked at her directly. “Yeah,” she said. “I was. I just never.” She stopped. “The situations never felt right. Or the person didn’t. Or I talked myself out of it before it could become a thing.” She looked at Sophia with a frankness that cost her something. “Tonight is the first time in a long time where I haven’t been looking for a reason to talk myself out of it.”

Sophia looked at her for a long moment, and the intimacy in her expression was entirely genuine. “That’s the best thing you could have said,” she told her.

“Is it?”

“It means you’re here,” Sophia said. “Actually here. Not performing being here.” She took a sip of her wine. “I’ve been with women who were performing being open-minded and it’s the least erotic thing in the world. It’s like watching someone eat food they’ve decided to find delicious.”

Madison laughed. “That’s a very specific image.”

“I’ve had very specific experiences.” Sophia leaned back in her chair, and something in her posture loosened, the particular ease that came with deciding to tell a story. “The first time I was with a woman, I was twenty-eight,” she said. “I was doing a press tour in Paris for a film that was performing terribly at the box office, which meant there was a lot of wine being consumed by everyone involved to compensate.” She smiled. “There was a costume designer. Older than me by maybe six years. French, the kind of beautiful that isn’t symmetrical but is completely magnetic. She’d been dressing me for three days and by the third day, I had run out of reasons to pretend I wasn’t aware of her hands when she was adjusting something.”

Madison was listening with her full attention, her legs tucked up beneath her now on the sofa.

“The press dinner ran late,” Sophia continued, “and she and I ended up in the hotel bar after everyone else had gone up, and at some point we ran out of things to talk about and she just looked at me and said, very simply, do you want to come upstairs.” Sophia paused. “And I said yes before I had finished hearing the question.”

“And?” Madison said.

“And it was the most fun I’d had in years,” Sophia said, and the smile that came with it was affectionate. “Not because of anything technical. Because she was genuinely interested in me. In what was actually working. In what I actually wanted.” She looked at Madison. “Women tend to be very good at that. By paying attention to the other person rather than their own performance.” She tilted her head. “The best men are good at it too. But it’s rarer.”

She glanced at me when she said that, and there was something in the glance that was both an observation and an invitation.

“Did you see her again?” Madison asked.

“Twice,” Sophia said. “Both times in Paris. And then the film finished and the world moved on the way it does.” She looked at her glass. “I’ve been with a few women since. Never in any sustained way. But always with the same quality of.” She searched for the word. “Attention. That’s the quality I associate with it.”

I was getting turned on by hearing her stories, but it was a bit too censored for my liking.

Madison looked at me then, and I saw the corner of her mouth pull up in that specific way it did when she was reading me.

“What,” I said.

She pressed her lips together, her shoulders already starting to shake with the effort of containing something.

“What are you thinking right now,” I said. “Tell me.”

She lost the battle with it then, a giggle breaking through that she covered with the back of her hand. “I know exactly what you’re thinking,” she said.

“Do you?”

“Oh, absolutely.” She turned to Sophia with bright eyes and a grin she was barely managing. “He wants the uncensored version. With positions.”

Sophia looked at me, and the amusement that moved across her face was tender and unhurried. She set her wine glass down with a small, decisive click. “Well,” she said. “Since you asked.”

She looked at me directly, the way she’d been doing all evening. “The costume designer,” she said. “Her name was Claudette. The first night, she pushed me back against the headboard and she went down on me for what felt like the better part of an hour.” She paused, letting the image settle. “She used her tongue flat against my pussy, learning the geography of it before she committed to anything specific. Then she found the spot, the exact one, and she stayed there.” She tilted her head. “Women know where to stay. That’s the thing. They know that moving away from the right place is never the right decision.”

I was very still.

“She had her hands on my hips the entire time,” Sophia continued, her voice even and loving, “holding me exactly where she wanted me. And when I came, it was the kind that starts low and builds slowly and then takes you completely apart.” She looked at her wine glass. “I made sounds I didn’t recognize as my own.”

Madison had stopped giggling. She was listening with her legs pulled up beneath her and her wine forgotten in her hand.

“The second night was different,” Sophia said. “I wanted her. I wanted to know what she tasted like.” She smiled. “So I found out. I put her on her back and I took my time with her, licking every inch of her pussy, fingering her and worshipping her. I learned what she responded to and I gave her more of it. She had beautiful breasts, full and supple, and I spent a long time on them before I went anywhere else. I liked the weight of them in my hands. I liked the way she moved when I took her nipple in my mouth and bit down gently.” She paused. “I liked knowing exactly what that felt like from the other side and being able to use that knowledge.”

I had stopped pretending to be neutral about this. The heat had settled into my lap with a specific and unmistakable insistence, and the fabric of my shorts was doing nothing useful about it.

“The third night,” Sophia said, “we did everything at once. She climbed over me and we had each other simultaneously.” She looked at Madison. “Do you know what it’s like to have someone’s mouth on you while your mouth is on them? The way the sensation feeds back? The way it becomes impossible to tell, after a while, which of you is giving and which is receiving?” She paused. “It’s the closest thing to losing yourself I’ve ever found that didn’t require a substance to get there.”

She stopped talking. The room had gotten a lot hotter.

Madison reached over then, without looking at me, and pressed her palm lightly against my thigh, her fingers finding the obvious and considerable evidence of where my attention had been for the last several minutes. She raised her eyebrows and looked at Sophia.

“I think,” she said pleasantly, “that he preferred that version.”

Sophia’s eyes moved to my lap with interest. What I saw in her expression was not surprise. It was something closer to satisfaction, the quiet pleasure of a confirmed expectation. Her gaze stayed there for a moment longer than a glance.

“That looks,” she said carefully, “quite substantial.”

Madison looked at her with a smile that was generous and wicked. “You have no idea.”

Sophia set her wine glass on the side table and looked between us. “I want to try something,” she said. “Before dinner and anything else.” She looked at me and then at Madison. “Nothing complicated. Nothing that requires a conversation afterward.” She uncrossed her legs and sat forward. “I want to watch the two of you together for a few minutes. Just kissing and light touching. I want to see how you move with each other.”

Madison looked at me. I looked at her.

“I’ll direct,” Sophia said, and the word carried the easy authority of someone who had spent twenty years telling other people where to stand and how to hold their faces and what to do with their hands. “Think of it as a scene. A very short, very pleasant scene.” She gestured toward the space in front of the sofa with one hand. “Stand up.”

We stood. Madison was close to me already, and when she straightened, she was near enough that I could feel the warmth of her arm.

“Face each other,” Sophia said.

We did.

“Good.” She was watching with her chin resting on one hand, her elbow on the arm of the chair, entirely composed. “Alexander, touch her face. Just her face. Start there.”

I raised my hand and touched Madison’s jaw, my thumb along her cheekbone, and she turned into it slightly, the way she always did, and the color came up in her skin.

“Good,” Sophia said. “Now kiss her slowly. Don’t rush it.”

I leaned in and kissed her, and Madison’s hand came up to my chest and settled there, and I kept it slow the way Sophia had said, and I felt Madison’s breathing change against my lips.

“Slower than that,” Sophia said quietly. “There’s no hurry. Let it build.”

I slowed down. Madison made a very small sound.

“Now,” Sophia said, “kiss her neck.”

I moved to her neck, and Madison’s head went back slightly, her fingers curling into my shirt.

“Slower,” Sophia said. “Take your time with it. Like you mean it.”

I slowed down again. Madison’s grip tightened.

“Madison,” Sophia said, and her voice was kind and even. “Touch him like you mean it. Your hands are just resting. Put them somewhere with intention.”

Madison’s hands moved. One went to my jaw and the other to the back of my neck and the change in her touch was immediate and obvious, a grip with actual decision in it.

“Yes,” Sophia said simply.

We stayed in it for another minute. The room was very quiet except for the faint sound of Madison’s breathing and somewhere below us the barely audible sound of the city.

“All right,” Sophia said eventually. “You can stop.”

We pulled apart. Madison’s cheeks were flushed and she ran the back of her hand over her lips with a slight, self-conscious laugh. I felt the warmth that had settled into the base of my chest.

Sophia looked at Madison with an expression that was loving and a little amused and entirely direct. “Is he a good kisser?”

Madison blinked, then let out a breath that was half a laugh. “Yeah,” she said, and the flush on her cheeks deepened. “Yeah, he really is.” She pressed her lips together, trying to contain the smile. “Like, annoyingly good.”

Sophia looked at me and then back at Madison and her expression shifted into something she wasn’t entirely managing. “I know,” she said, and her voice came out lower than it had been. “That was genuinely hot.” She looked at the space between us. “The two of you have a very good thing. It reads.”

“It does,” Madison said.

“Like good chemistry always does,” Sophia said. “You can’t manufacture it. It’s either there or it isn’t.” She looked at me. “Which brings me to the actual question.” She picked up her wine again and turned the stem slowly between her fingers. She looked directly at me. “Tell me more about what you can do. Not the mechanics of conception. The other part.” She looked at me with that level, unhurried attention that I imagined had unsettled a great many directors over the years. “You said earlier that the current is running. What does that mean, in practice? What can you actually do to me, sitting where you’re sitting?”

I considered how to answer that. “I can make you feel it,” I said. “Without doing anything you’d consciously recognize. A touch on the wrist. A hand against your back. Even less than that, depending on how the room is going.” I looked at her. “I can put warmth in your skin. I can make your body start preparing for something it hasn’t decided to want yet.”

“Show me,” she said.

“You’re sure.”

“I’m asking.”

I stood up from the sofa and walked across the small distance between us. Madison stayed where she was, her wine glass cradled in her hands, her eyes following me. Sophia tilted her face up to track my approach. I sat on the arm of her chair and looked down at her, and she looked up at me with her chin lifted and her lips parted and the silk of the robe falling open across her collarbone.

“Light,” she said. “I want to know what light feels like.”

“Light,” I agreed.

I put my hand on her wrist. My thumb against the smooth inner skin where the pulse was. I let the warmth go through it the way I’d learned to, slow and patient, no more than a fraction of what I could have done.

Her breath went in sharply through her nose. The flush rose on her cheeks within seconds, that same high rose I’d seen at the door, only deeper now, blooming down into the V of the robe and across her collarbone and along the line of her throat. Her free hand went flat against the arm of the chair and her fingers spread against the upholstery. Her eyes did not leave mine.

“Oh,” she said quietly.

“That’s light,” I said.

She let out a breath that was half a laugh. She shifted in the chair, a small adjustment of her hips that I knew the meaning of, and her thighs pressed together briefly under the silk before she stilled them.

“I’m wet,” she said, with the same matter-of-fact directness she’d brought to everything else this evening. “I’m sitting in my own mansion and you’ve touched my wrist and I’m wet.”

“Yes,” I said.

She giggled again, and pressed her free hand briefly to her mouth, and her eyes were bright. “I have never,” she said, “in forty-one years, felt anything like this.” She shook her head slowly. “I have been with men who took an hour to get me halfway there. You did that with your thumb.”

I lifted my hand from her wrist. The flush stayed in her cheeks. Her breathing did not quite settle. She looked at her hand, flexed the fingers, then let it rest gently on her thigh. She gave a private laugh and shook her head. “That’s going to be a problem for me,” she said, not looking at either of us. “I don’t know how I’ll get through dinner.”

“Is it dinner time?” Madison said, her voice higher than before but steady.

Sophia stood, smoothing the silk robe down with both hands. “It is. I hope you’re hungry.” She looked at me, then at Madison, a playfulness returning to her face. “I’m going to make something special. And then, after, we can decide if the hot tub is needed.”

She turned and padded toward the kitchen, her robe swishing faintly behind her. I watched her go, then looked at Madison, whose hand still hovered near her own mouth. She looked at me, eyes wide, and then made a sound that was halfway between a laugh and a sigh.

“That was,” she started, then stopped.

I sat back down on the sofa next to her. “Yeah.”

She set her wine glass down and pressed the heels of her hands into her eyes. “I’m so horny I can’t see straight,” she said, dropping her hands and looking at me with a mixture of exasperation and wonder. “That’s not normal, right?”

“I’m not sure anything about this is normal,” I said.

She grinned, a little wild. “I thought I was going to be nervous the whole time, or that I’d feel left out, or like I was watching something from the outside. But I’m… not.” She squeezed my thigh, hard enough to leave a mark if she wanted. “I’m so in it I might combust.”

I pulled her closer and kissed her. The taste of the wine was still on her lips, and her hands found my chest and then the back of my neck, pulling me in with a hunger that matched my own. We made out for a long minute, her legs coming to straddle mine, her hips pressing down against me. I could feel the heat of her through the fabric of my shorts. It was a miracle I didn’t just lose it then and there.

She broke the kiss and rested her forehead against mine. “We have to be good,” she said, breathless. “We’re here for Sophia.”

I nodded. “We are.”

She looked at me, her eyes a little unfocused. “If I do something dumb, you’ll stop me, right?”

“Depends on how dumb.”

She bit my lower lip, then grinned. “You’re the worst.”

I kissed her again. “You’re doing great,” I said. “You’re perfect.”

She relaxed against me with a tremor that was almost relief.

We sat together for a few moments, the quiet of the mansion settling around us. The city lights below had gone from pinpricks to a steady shimmer, and the ocean was a dark mass beyond.

After a while, I called toward the kitchen. “Need a hand in there?”

Sophia’s voice floated back, “No. Stay where you are. I want to treat you both.”

I looked at Madison. “She’s really something, isn’t she?”

“Yeah,” Madison said quietly. “She is.”

We talked quietly, about nothing, about the mansion and the view and what it must be like to live that way every day. Eventually Sophia called us to the kitchen and we found her at the island, plating up three bowls of something that looked and smelled incredible.

It was a risotto, thick and creamy, studded with chunks of lobster and flecked with green herbs. She ladled it then slid the bowls across the marble toward us.

“Lobster risotto,” she said. “The first dish I learned to make after my first real paycheck. I ate it every night for a month, until I got so sick of it I couldn’t look at rice for three years.” She smiled at me, then at Madison, and for a moment she looked almost shy. “I hope it’s as good as I remember.”

We sat at the kitchen island and ate. The risotto was absurdly good, the lobster sweet and the rice perfectly cooked, and I told her so.

“I don’t believe in doing things halfway,” Sophia said. “If I’m going to cook, I want it to be worth your time.”

She poured more wine, and we talked about food, about travel, about the weirdest things we’d eaten, about why every restaurant in LA thought it had to serve pizza. Madison told a story about a disastrous double date at a Korean BBQ place in high school, and Sophia matched it with a story about a Cannes afterparty where she’d accidentally eaten bull testicle, “It was not the worst thing I’ve had in my mouth, but it was close.”

I told them about the time Cleo had tricked me into eating a whole raw habanero at a family reunion and I’d cried in front of my cousins. By the end of the meal, the three of us were laughing like we’d known each other for years.

For dessert, Sophia brought out a lemon cake, which she admitted, with mock seriousness, was from a bakery. “I am not a baker,” she said. “I respect the science, but I don’t have the patience for it. So if you want sugar, you have to settle for store-bought.”

Madison cut thick slices for the three of us, and we ate them standing in the kitchen, licking the icing from our fingers.

It was domestic and easy, and I could see why Sophia had wanted to do it this way. I could also see, in the way she looked at me over the rim of her wine glass, that the easy part was just the prelude.

When we finished, Sophia rinsed the bowls and set them in the dishwasher, then wiped her hands on a towel and turned to us. “Would you like to see the roof?” she asked.

We said yes, and she led us up a narrow set of stairs to a rooftop deck that overlooked the entire city. The breeze was cool and carried the scent of citrus from the lemon cake, and for a while, we just stood at the glass railing and looked out at the world. The city was all lit up, a net of gold and white across the hills, and the ocean reflected the last of the blue in an endless way that made it seem closer than it was. Sophia had a small outdoor sofa up there, and she sat between Madison and me, her silk robe glimmering in the light from the mansion.

We talked a little more, and the conversation drifted. Madison curled up with her feet beneath her and leaned her head on my shoulder. Sophia pressed her bare toes against my calf, her hand resting lightly on my thigh. There was a moment, sitting there, that felt like nothing could touch us.

That’s when I heard it. A faint, high-pitched whine, like a mosquito that had gotten into your ear and was circling in the dark. At first I thought it was the wind, maybe a trick of the sound in the canyons below. But it got louder, sharper and then there was a flicker of movement in the sky above us, something small and black cutting across the light from the mansion.

I squinted into the dark. “Is that a drone?”

Sophia turned her head, following my gaze. “Where?”

“Above the pool, about thirty feet up,” I said. “It’s got a camera.”

Sophia’s face went blank. She stood, the robe catching the breeze, and for a second I saw her as the world must see her: exposed, beautiful and public property to anyone with a lens.

“Shit,” Madison said, sitting up straight. “Do you get those a lot?”

Sophia shook her head. “Only once before, and it was a delivery, not a peeping Tom.” She stepped to the edge of the roof, looking up at the thing. It hovered there, its little red lights blinking, and I could see the tilt of the camera gimbal as it focused on us.

It made me angry in a way that was new to me. I felt it in my hands and at the back of my neck, a hot pulse of protectiveness, and before I really decided to do it I was already moving. Taking off my shoe, I picked it up and weighed it in my hand.

“Are you going to throw that?” Madison said, her voice half-joking and half-daring me.

I nodded. “I’m going to try.”

Sophia watched me, her eyes wide. “You’ll never hit it. It’s too far.”

She was probably right, but the current inside me had started running fast, and it felt like if I didn’t do something, I’d jump out of my own skin. I measured the angle, then waited for the drone to pause in its hover. I threw the shoe hard, sidearm, and it spun through the air like a frisbee, rising, arcing, and then, by some miracle, or maybe not a miracle at all, striking the drone dead center.

The impact made a sharp, hollow crack. The drone wobbled, lost altitude, then spun down into the darkness behind the pool with a whirr and a final, pathetic beep.

I looked back at Sophia. She had not moved, but the look on her face had shifted. But she was smiling, and her eyes were fixed on my face with an intensity I hadn’t seen before.

“That was…” she started, and then laughed. “That was amazing. You really hit it.”

Madison gave a low whistle. “That was a hell of a throw. You should try out for the Dodgers.”

I shrugged, but inside I felt ten feet tall.

Sophia was still pressed against me, her eyes shining. “No one’s ever done something like that for me,” she said, her voice low. “Not in this mansion. Not ever.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

I went down the stairs and out through the side gate, found a path of flagstones and soft grass that led around the pool. The drone had crashed into a hedge, its rotors still twitching, one arm bent at a wrong angle. Putting my shoe back on, I picked it up by the landing gear and looked for a brand or a serial number, but there wasn’t anything. The camera gimbal was still working, trying to right itself, the little lens blinking red in the twilight. I turned it over in my hand, then followed a hunch and popped the battery out, silencing it completely.

Inside, Sophia was waiting for me at the sliding glass door, her arms crossed, the silk robe slipping down one shoulder. Madison stood beside her, the two of them close enough that I was briefly struck by the symmetry of their bodies: one tall and golden, the other compact and athletic, both of them watching me with something like pride.

I held up the drone. “It’s not a toy,” I said. “The lens is high end. Night vision, maybe thermal.”

Sophia took the drone from me, weighing it in her hands. She pried open a panel and found a microSD card, which she pulled out and set on the kitchen counter. “That’s illegal,” she said. “Whoever was flying this is going to be very unhappy tomorrow morning.” She smiled at me, and there was a satisfaction in it that was more than just gratitude. “Thank you,” she said. “For the throw. And for not making it dramatic.”

“It was dramatic,” Madison said, but her voice was low, almost reverent.

Sophia set the drone gently on the kitchen island, then covered it with a dish towel. “I’ll call the police another day,” she said. “Tonight, I want to think about other things.” She looked at me, and the look was very direct. “You could have been a pitcher,” she said. “Or a quarterback. Or a sniper, maybe.” She stepped closer, her eyes on mine. “But I’m glad you’re here instead.”

She reached out and touched my shirt, her fingers curling in the fabric. “Take this off,” she said.

I peeled it over my head, the fabric catching for a second on my shoulders. I felt the cool air of the mansion on my skin, the warmth of the women’s eyes on me. Sophia’s hands went immediately to my chest, her nails dragging lightly down my sternum, her palms flat and warm. She explored the ridges of my new body, her thumbs tracing the lines above my abs, then circling my nipples with an experimental pressure. I watched the way her breathing changed, the way her eyes flicked up to my face every few seconds, searching for a reaction.

Sophia’s fingers went to my waistband, then paused. “Not yet,” she said, and stepped back, her eyes never leaving my body. She looked at Madison, then at the terrace where the hot tub glowed blue against the dark. “Let’s jump in … naked.”

The air was cooler now, the city a net of lights below us, the terrace lit by small pools of golden light from the mansion. The hot tub was still steaming, the water luminous. Sophia untied the sash of her robe and let it slide off her shoulders, catching it before it fell completely open. She wore nothing underneath. Her breasts were full and high, the nipples large and dark, the skin of her chest and stomach pale against the green silk. Her body was a marvel, toned but not hard, her hips wide, her belly soft but flat, the line of her waist sharp enough to catch the eye. I saw her womanhood too, just a narrow, pink slit that was puffy and moist at the moment.

She watched me take her in, then turned to Madison, who was already pulling her dress over her head. Madison wore a black thong and nothing else. Her breasts were smaller than Sophia’s but perfect, the nipples pink and tight, her stomach flat and the lines of her obliques visible when she moved. She stepped out of the thong and stood naked on the deck, her skin golden in the light, her hair wild and perfect.

Sophia looked at Madison, then at me, and then she reached out and touched Madison’s breast, her thumb brushing over the nipple and staying there. Madison’s breath caught, her eyes wide and unblinking.

“You have the most beautiful tits,” Sophia said, and there was no artifice in it at all.

Madison smiled, and for a second, she looked almost shy, but then she looked at Sophia and said, “Yours are pretty great too,” and the two of them laughed.

Sophia turned to me, her hand still on Madison’s breast. “Take off your shorts,” she said.

I did. My cock was already half hard, and when I stood fully naked in the light, both women stared openly. Sophia stepped in close, her hand wrapping around my shaft, her fingers long and strong. She stroked me once, and I felt myself harden completely in her grip.

“Jesus,” she said. “It’s beautiful.”

I looked at Madison, whose eyes were wide with admiration. She licked her lips, then stepped closer, her hand joining Sophia’s on my cock, the two of them stroking me together, their fingers overlapping.

“Not only beautiful but huge,” Sophia said, biting her bottom lip. “Let’s get in the water.” She led the way, her robe trailing behind her. She stepped into the hot tub and lowered herself slowly, the water rising over her thighs, her breasts and her collarbones. Madison followed, sliding in next to her, the two of them sitting on the wide bench, their bodies half-submerged and gleaming in the blue light.

I stepped in last, the heat of the water enveloping me, my cock bobbing just beneath the surface. I sat between them, and they closed in on either side, their hands on my chest, my thighs and my arms. Sophia kissed me first, her tongue exploring mine. Madison kissed my neck, her hands roaming my stomach, her nails digging lightly into my skin.

Then Sophia slid onto my lap, the water parting around her as she straddled me with her knees on the bench and her arms braced on my shoulders. The slick warmth of her skin pressed against mine, her breasts brushing my chest, her hair wet at the ends and clinging to her collarbones. She looked at me with a smile that was both familiar and entirely new, her eyes gone a little wild and bright.

She reached down under the water and wrapped her hand around my cock. The heat of her palm was exaggerated by the water, and she held me there, her grip light at first then tighter, as she measured the length and the thickness in a way that was almost clinical.

“Oh, god,” she said, a little breathless. “That’s not normal.”

Madison, sitting close to my side, laughed, but the sound had a note of awe in it. “I tried to warn you.”

Sophia stroked me once, her thumb tracing the ridge at the crown. “I’ve seen a lot of cocks,” she said, conversationally, as if reciting a list. “Athletes. Movie stars. Models. But this…” She looked at Madison, then at me, her hand still moving. “This is the best one I’ve ever seen.” She squeezed me, then let go to run her fingers along the length with what felt like genuine appreciation. “It’s so thick. I don’t even know if I can fit it.”

“You can,” Madison said, and her face went red at the admission.

Sophia laughed, her head falling back, and she moved her hand faster, her hips rocking against my lap. “I’m obsessed already,” she said. “I want it inside me so badly I can’t think straight.” She kissed me then, her tongue pushing past my lips as she continued stroking me under the water.

I kissed her back, matching her hunger, and felt Madison’s hand on my thigh, then sliding between Sophia’s and joining her. Four hands, two mouths, and the feeling of being absolutely the center of their world. Sophia let Madison take over the stroking, and instead she used both hands to cup my face, kissing me deeply, her breasts pressing against my chest with every movement.

Madison, for her part, wrapped her fingers around my shaft and stroked me like she usually did. She was looking at Sophia with a kind of reverence, but also with competitiveness. “He’s so hard for you,” she said, her voice low. “He’s never been this hard for anyone else.”

Sophia’s eyes widened, and she looked down at my cock, then up at me. “Is that true?” Her hand moved to my balls, cradling them, squeezing just enough to make my breath catch.

“Yeah,” I said, wanting to stroke her ego. “It’s true.”

She smiled and kissed me again, deeper this time, grinding her hips down so that my cock pressed up against her pussy, separated only by the slippery heat of the water.

I could feel how wet she was, even underwater. I pushed my hips up, letting the head of my cock rub against her entrance, and she moaned into my mouth, her nails digging into my back.

Madison leaned in and kissed my neck, then Sophia’s shoulder, then her mouth. The two of them kissed, their tongues meeting and retreating, their hands never leaving my body. Sophia pulled back and cupped Madison’s face, holding her there. “You taste so good,” she whispered.

They kissed again, and I watched, stunned by the beauty of it, by the reality of the scene in front of me. Sophia’s hand never left my cock, and Madison’s never left my thigh, and the heat between the three of us was enough to fog the air above the water.

Sophia broke the kiss and looked at me, her face flushed and her breathing fast. “Should we move to my bed?” she asked.

“It’s your call,” I said.

“I say we should,” Sophia said.

Sophia was the first to climb out, the water streaming from her body in sheets, her hair slicked back and her skin shining in the low terrace light. She didn’t bother with a towel, just stood there naked and gorgeous, and looked back at us with a smile.

Madison followed, her hands skimming the water from her arms, her body lean and golden and already goosepimpled from the cool air. I climbed out after them, my cock still half hard and my skin glowing from the heat. Sophia handed us each a towel, but made no move to cover herself. She walked across the terrace, the curve of her ass catching the light, and when she opened the sliding glass door, she let her robe fall to the floor and left it there, a puddle of green silk on the tile.

Inside, the mansion was warm, as if the three of us had changed the temperature just by being close to each other. We padded up the stairs, trailing water on the limestone, Madison’s hand in mine and Sophia leading the way. She looked over her shoulder at us as she reached the landing, her eyes dark and playful.

We entered the master bedroom, and Sophia turned to face us at the foot of the bed. She looked at me, then at Madison.

“I want to feel it,” she said. There was no need to ask what she meant.

I crossed the room and stood in front of her, the three of us close enough that I could smell the chlorine and the citrus from the lemon cake. Her skin was almost dry by now, the heat of her body radiating. She put her hands on my chest, fingers splayed, then slid them down my ribs, over my abs, and finally wrapped them around my cock. She looked up at me, her face open and hungry.

“Show me your fertility powers … make me wet,” she said, and I felt the current start to move between us, the way it always did, the sense of heat and gravity spiraling outward from my hands into her. Her nipples went hard at once, the color rising in her cheeks and down the slope of her breasts. She leaned into me, her mouth grazing my neck, her breath fast and unsteady.

I moved my hand to her hip and let my fingers drift lower, over the curve of her ass, then between her legs. She was already wet, but as I touched her, the wetness deepened, her body opening to me. I traced the line of her pussy with my fingers, feeling the heat and the pulse of her desire, and she gasped, her whole body going light in my arms.

“Wow,” she said. “That’s not subtle.” Her voice was low and shaky, the words barely more than a whisper.

Madison was watching, sitting on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed and her hands gripping the duvet. She looked at me, then at Sophia, and her eyes were full of admiration.

“How do you keep doing that?” Sophia asked in awe. “I haven’t been this wet since I was a teenager.”

I grinned. “It’s a part of my powers … The same powers that will make you pregnant.”

Sophia bit her bottom lip, her hands on my shoulders now. She kissed me, her tongue sliding against mine. She pressed her body against me, the warmth and the pressure almost overwhelming. I could feel her breasts flatten against my chest, her hips grinding against my cock, the slick of her pussy leaving a wet line on my thigh.

She broke the kiss and looked at Madison. “Come here,” she said, and Madison came, standing beside us, her skin still damp and her hair clinging to her shoulders.

Sophia reached for her, pulling her in close, and kissed her. Madison’s hands went immediately to Sophia’s waist, holding her tight. They kissed for a long moment, their mouths exploring. I watched, mesmerized by the beauty of it, by the reality of being wanted by both of them at once.

Sophia pulled back and looked at me. “Lie down,” she said, and I did, settling into the center of the bed, the linen cool against my back.

The two of them climbed onto the bed, one on either side of me. Madison kissed my neck and collarbone, her hands stroking my chest and arms. Sophia started at my legs, her mouth trailing up my thigh, her tongue tender and wet. She reached my cock and took it in her hand, stroking it slowly, the pressure perfect. She looked up at me and smiled, then took the head in her mouth, the heat and softness overwhelming.

Madison kissed me at the same time, her tongue sliding into my mouth, her fingers gripping my hair. I kissed her back, tasting the lemon cake on her tongue, and felt Sophia’s mouth moving down my shaft, her hand cupping my balls, her fingers delicate but insistent.

They worked together, Madison kissing me while Sophia sucked my cock, then switching, Sophia moving up to kiss my mouth while Madison took me in her hand, stroking me. Their bodies pressed against mine, the weight of them, the softness, the heat, the smell of skin and sex and chlorine.

I was so hard it almost hurt. Sophia’s mouth was magical. She took me deep, her throat working, her fingers pressing at the base, until I thought I’d lose it in her mouth alone.

She seemed to sense the edge, because she pulled off with a gasp and a self-satisfied smirk, and before I could protest, she climbed up over my head and lowered herself to my face. Her thighs pinned me, her pussy slick and glistening, the inner lips flushed and parted from arousal. I loved being so close to a woman, seeing her open like that, and the sight was incredible: the pink folds, the wetness, the tiny quiver in her legs when I ran my tongue up the length of her slit. She was so wet that some of her honey spilled over my face.

She tasted like salt, sweetness and musk. I licked her slowly, flattening my tongue against her, then curling it to catch the edges of her clit. She gasped, her body tensing, one hand bracing against the wall, the other reaching back to grip my hair and hold me exactly where she wanted me. I felt her hips rock forward, grinding down on my tongue, and I knew I was giving her what she wanted.

Madison watched, her eyes wide and her lips parted, then she straddled me, lining her pussy up with my cock and sinking onto me in one slow, smooth motion. I nearly bucked off the bed. It was like being enclosed by a velvet fist, her heat squeezing me, the friction perfect. She rode me, her breasts bouncing, her hands on my chest for leverage. I could feel the pressure building, but Sophia’s pussy and the taste of her kept me from losing control.

The bed shook, and the air filled with the sounds of wet skin and quiet moans. Sophia was close. I could feel the tremors in her thighs, the way her hips started to stutter. She ground her clit against my face, and I focused everything on her, licking and sucking, flicking my tongue in tight, fast circles. She came with a loud, wordless cry, her body shuddering, a rush of wetness flooding my mouth.

Some of it splashed onto my chin and neck, and I realized with a jolt that she’d actually squirted. She blushed immediately and tried to apologize, but I just laughed and said, “It’s fucking hot,” and meant it. Madison grinned, twisting her hips so the angle inside her changed, riding me hard now, her face locked in concentration.

We collapsed into a tangle, bodies sweaty and sticky with sex. Sophia was on her back, chest heaving, her hand resting lightly on my cheek as if to thank me. “You lick like a God,” she said.

I pressed my lips to hers. “And you taste heavenly.”

Madison flopped down next to her, her eyes glassy and her lips swollen from kissing.

“How does it feel like being with such a well-endowed guy?” Sophia asked Madison.

“I love every second,” she said.

“I can see that,” Sophia said and started lightly touching Madison. “How about me and Alex lick you together before moving on … I didn’t expect myself to be this horny, but I’d like to continue.”

Biting her bottom lip, Madison nodded, and Sophia slid down the bed, burying her face between Madison’s legs. Madison’s whole body arched, her hands grabbing at the sheets. I watched, transfixed, as she dragged her tongue along Madison’s slit.

I crawled down beside Sophia, and she made space for me, our tongues meeting on Madison’s pussy, my fingers spreading her lips so Sophia’s tongue could work. Madison lost it: her legs shaking, her hips pressing up into our faces, her voice little more than a desperate moan.

When Madison came, she came hard, her hands digging into my hair, her thighs clamping down so tight I thought my ears would pop. I pulled back for air, laughing, my jaw aching, and saw Sophia’s face coated with slick, her eyes wild and happy.

“Sixty-nine?” Sophia suggested, looking at Madison. “I’ve always wondered how it would feel to be the one on top.” Madison just nodded, a little dazed. Sophia then turned to me. “I want you to fuck me while I lick her.”

I grinned. “Got it.”

They maneuvered into place, Madison on her back and Sophia lowering herself onto her face. I lined up behind Sophia, my cock slick and eager, and pressed into her from behind, parting her like a rose. She gasped, her pussy clutching at me, her mouth buried in Madison’s pussy. “Geez, you’re big,” she said and then went back to licking Madison.

The feeling was dizzying: a famous actress’s pussy wrapped around my cock, her tightness unreal, the muscles fluttering as I slid in and out of her. I grabbed her hips and pulled her back against me, thrusting hard, watching the motion ripple up her back and into Madison’s mouth.

The sensation built fast, too fast, but I tried to hold it back, to enjoy the moment. Sophia’s ass was perfect, round and smooth, the small of her back dimpling as I pushed into her. I reached forward and wrapped one hand around her waist, the other on her breast, squeezing and kneading as I fucked her. She pressed her face harder into Madison, her tongue moving furiously, her body jerking as I slammed into her.

Eventually, I came. I gripped Sophia’s hips and pulled her onto me, emptying myself inside her with a force that made my vision go white. She moaned, her pussy clenching, and I could feel the cum flooding her, leaking out around my cock and dripping down her thighs. When I pulled out, some of it dripped onto Madison’s face, and Madison wiped it off with her fingers and sucked them clean, her eyes wide with amazement.

Sophia toppled sideways onto the bed, her legs still shaking. She spread her pussy with two fingers, inspecting the creamy mess inside, then licked her fingers. “That was delicious,” she said, and then she laughed, a rich, belly-deep sound. “I’ve never felt a load like that.” She stayed splayed out, breathing hard, her body glowing in the soft light.

Sophia propped herself up on one elbow, her hair wild around her face and her body slick with sweat and still trembling. She looked down at her own body, then up at me, and the smile she gave was unlike anything I had seen from her before: open, amazed and completely unguarded.

“Holy fuck,” she said, then laughed, shaking her head. “That was—” She broke off, running a thumb across her lower lip as if to collect the taste of the moment. “I have never, in my entire life, felt anything like that. Not even close.”

Madison lay sprawled beside her, one hand draped across my stomach, the other tracing idle shapes on Sophia’s thigh. Her eyes were bright and a little glassy, her smile delicate and satisfied. “I have the same thoughts after every time he fucks me,” she said, her voice dreamy. “I’ve never been this stretched. Or this, like, wrung out.”

Sophia rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, her chest rising and falling in slow breaths. “It’s more than just big,” she said, and her hand reached across the bed for mine, gripping it with surprising strength. “It’s like my body had to learn a new thing to handle you.” She squeezed my fingers. “I love it.”

I grinned, feeling a giddy, boyish pride surge up in me. “I’m glad.”

Sophia sat up, swinging her legs off the bed, and turned to study me, then Madison, then back to me again. “You fuck like a god,” she said, very matter-of-fact. “You have no idea what that means to someone like me.” She gave a small, almost shy smile, then dropped her gaze to my crotch, like she was half expecting to see some secret revealed there.

I looked down and saw my cock, still heavy and flushed, lying against my thigh, streaked with the proof of what we’d just done.

Madison broke the quiet, giggling as she sat up. “He’s basically addictive. You’ll never want a mortal man again.”

Sophia made a low noise of agreement and let her head fall onto Madison’s shoulder, the two of them tangled together in a way that looked both intimate and entirely natural. I lay back, my body sinking into the mattress, and let myself enjoy the sight of the two of them.

They lay that way for a minute, arms and legs intertwined, recovering. I felt a kind of peace, a belonging, that was new to me. It was a small eternity before Sophia sat up again, swinging her hair back and looking at me hungrily.

“Can you… do it again?” she asked, a little sheepish. “Or is there a refractory period for superheroes?”

Madison laughed, a bright sound, and rolled over to prop her chin on Sophia’s thigh. “Why don’t you show her?”

I wanted to impress her, so I closed my eyes and took a slow breath. The power was always there, a pressure at the base of my spine, a sense of heat and swelling that I could dial up or down at will. I thought about Sophia’s body, the taste of her still on my tongue, the feel of Madison’s pussy milking me, and just like that, my cock jumped to life: stiffening, thickening, surging up my belly like I’d never even come at all.

The reaction was instant: Even if she’d seen it before, Madison’s eyes went wide, her mouth forming a little O, while Sophia, who had been tracing a fingertip along my thigh, gasped and actually clapped her hands in delight.

“Oh my god,” she said, looking genuinely awed. She glanced at Madison. “Does he always do that?”

Madison nodded, grinning. “He could go all night if you let him.”

Sophia’s face lit up with a hungry, almost competitive smile. “I intend to,” she said, and reached for my cock, marveling at how it throbbed in her fist. She gave it a few experimental strokes, then leaned in, her hair brushing my stomach, and took the head between her lips, sucking it lightly before coming off with a pop. “Ready for round two?” she asked and waggled her eyebrows.

I touched her pussy and used my powers to make her wet, seeing the beads of honey spread across her lips and spilling across the sheets. “As ready as you are.”


Chapter 5

When I woke up, there was a golden head of hair on my chest and a tangle of warm, bare limbs wrapped around my body. The sheets stank of sweat and sex and perfume, and the morning sun was doing its best to fry us all through the east-facing windows of Sophia’s bedroom. I blinked once and then closed my eyes again, letting the weight of Madison’s arm over my ribs and the pressure of Sophia’s thigh across my stomach pull me down into the mattress. I could have died and been perfectly content to haunt that bed for eternity.

We’d made it our world for forty-eight hours. We’d barely left. The first night, we’d taken Sophia every way she could imagine, and some ways she’d only seen in movies. She couldn’t believe how quickly I recovered, and she also wanted me to abuse my fertility powers, making her perpetually wet. The second day, we’d let her direct: she’d placed us, posed us and told us exactly where and how to fuck and made us hold it, change it and improvise. Madison and I had gone down on her together, tongues and fingers, until she squirted all over us. She’d ridden me reverse cowgirl, facing Madison, her tits bouncing and her hands gripping Madison’s while Madison fingered her clit. We’d done it standing up against the glass window, me inside Sophia and Madison licking her from behind, the city looking on and not knowing it. We’d even tried anal, at Sophia’s request, and it had left her shaky and wild-eyed and absolutely in love with the whole idea.

Even if she had started out calm, it turned out that Sophia was a sex machine, and every time she climaxed, she let her head fall back and made a sound like it was being wrung out of her by a higher power.

And when we weren’t fucking, we were talking. About movies, about families, about disappointment and hope. About the men who’d let her down, the women who’d tried to own her, the years she’d spent running from the idea that she’d never have a child. She’d cried, at one point, and Madison had held her, and I’d stroked her hair until she was done. After, she’d looked at me with a gratitude I didn’t know how to handle.

Now, as the morning light spilled in, Madison stirred and shivered, her breath warm on my nipple. Then she shifted, sliding her thigh over my groin, and I felt her pussy, still swollen and slick from last night, bump and then grind gently along my leg. She moaned, but didn’t open her eyes.

I kissed her forehead. “Good morning.”

“Is it?” Her voice was thick, half-asleep but happy. “I can’t feel anything below my waist.”

I laughed and squeezed her ass. “You said you wanted to lose all feeling by Sunday.”

She rolled her head and blinked up at me. “Best days of my life.” She kissed my chest, then looked at the other side of the bed. “Sophia’s a wild animal.”

Sophia was on her back, splayed out diagonally like a starfish, her hair a riot of dark waves on the pillow. Her breasts rose and fell with her deep, even breaths, and there were faint bite marks from both of us on her shoulders and neck. She looked like she’d fought a lion and won.

I watched her for a moment, then traced circles on Madison’s back. “You think we broke her?” I whispered.

Madison snorted, then groaned and pressed her face to my chest. “You kidding? She’ll be up in ten minutes, asking for more.” She popped her head up, eyes bright. “She called you a sex god, like, four times. You should put that on your resume.”

I grinned. “I’m not sure it’s a marketable skill.”

“I don’t know,” Madison said, thoughtful. “It’s a very exclusive market.” She reached down and cupped my balls, rolling them gently. “Jesus, you’re still full. How is that even possible?”

I shrugged. “It’s my gift. Also my curse.”

She kissed me, her tongue lazy with the taste of morning breath and satisfaction. Then she pulled away and nuzzled into my neck, her pussy still moving absently along my thigh.

We stayed that way for a while, just breathing each other in, until Sophia made a small noise and sat up, blinking like she’d just emerged from the bottom of a deep pool.

She stretched, arms over her head, and looked at us with a sleepy smile. “Did I really say sex god?” she asked.

“You did,” I said.

She rolled her eyes and laughed, then touched her neck and found the marks. “I look like I got mauled.”

Madison propped herself up on an elbow. “You should see your thighs.”

Sophia pulled back the covers and inspected herself then cackled. “I’m bruised. I’m actually bruised.” She looked at me, then at Madison. “Worth it.”

She swung her legs off the bed and stood, wincing, then bent double and stretched her hamstrings, ass facing us. I watched, transfixed. She straightened, caught me staring, and made a show of rubbing her ass.

“In all honesty, I may need medical attention,” she said, smiling. “Or at least a very strong coffee.”

I sat up and stretched. “I can heal you, you know.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Is that part of the fertility package?”

I nodded, then reached out for her hand. She took it, and I pulled her onto the bed, laying her flat on her back. I knelt between her thighs, gently spreading them.

“Tell me where it hurts,” I said.

She looked at Madison, who was watching with open curiosity, and then back at me. “Mostly here.” She pointed to the inside of her left thigh, where the skin was red and tender.

I touched it lightly, then let the energy flow from my fingers into her. The flush faded, replaced by a healthy pink. I ran my hand higher, to her pussy, which was visibly swollen and sensitive after all the fucking. She flinched, then relaxed instantly, her muscles unclenched, and the pain seemed to drain away like water down a slick. I let my hand linger, smoothing the skin, then moved higher, my thumb brushing the crease where her thigh met her hip. There was a tension there, not just soreness but something deeper, and as I pressed, she sucked in a sharp breath, her eyes going wide.

“Sorry,” I said, but kept my touch.

“No, it’s—” She hesitated, then let her knees drift apart, the invitation clear. “It’s just sensitive.”

I let my fingers brush her labia, feather-light at first, then deeper. She was puffy, the lips engorged and dark, the clit protruding more than I’d ever seen on a woman. She almost shivered when I touched it, but there was none of the defensive flinch, only a yielding, a hungry surrender. I used the warmth in my hands, a gentle pulsing energy that was equal parts erotic and medicinal. The swelling softened under my touch. The color went from an angry red to a healthy pink. When I slid two fingers inside her, she gasped, but only in surprise.

I moved them slowly, massaging, healing from within. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back, her mouth open, her breath coming in slow, ragged pulses.

When I withdrew, she caught my hand in hers and kissed my knuckles. “You’re… incredible,” she said. “It doesn’t hurt anymore. Not even a little.”

I shrugged, feeling a little self-conscious. “I just didn’t want to leave you bruised.”

She drew me down, and for a moment we just lay together, our bodies tangled, breathing in the light. Madison curled up on my other side, her arms around both of us.

We talked, the way people do when something significant is ending. About how the world would look different from now on. About what we wanted, what we were afraid of. Sophia said she’d expected this to feel transactional, a business deal, but that it had been nothing like that. “You made me feel… not just wanted,” she said, her words careful. “Needed. Like I was the only woman in the universe.”

“You kind of are,” I told her, and she laughed.

She rolled onto her side, hair fanned over the pillow, and looked at me with the intensity of a confession. “I’m going to remember these two days for the rest of my life. Even if you know—” She broke off, but her hand drifted to her belly, the shape of hope already forming.

“I want you to remember every part,” I said. “Even the weird ones.”

She grinned. “Especially the weird ones.”

* * *

We showered together, the three of us, taking turns soaping each other, washing away the last of the sweat and cum and honey. Sophia insisted on using her favorite shampoo on my hair, scrubbing it in with her nails. Madison giggled and made fun of my shampoo moans, but then melted when Sophia did her, too, and at the end, the three of us stood naked and dripping in her marble shower, our bodies shining in the morning light.

We dried off and dressed, the mood a little bittersweet, like the last day of summer camp. Madison was first to pull on her clothes, then went to make coffee in the kitchen. Sophia and I lingered in her closet, her in a silk robe, me in borrowed sweats and a T-shirt with a movie logo on it. She fussed with her makeup bag, then glanced back at me.

“Hey,” I said, “can I ask you something totally random?”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Sure.”

“That lipstick you wore at the clinic. The first day I met you. Cleo, she’s obsessed with makeup, she wanted to know what color it was.”

Sophia’s face lit up. “Oh! I remember exactly.” She rummaged in a drawer and came out with a little black tube, then held it up to the light. “It’s Tom Ford, Casablanca. Here, give me your hand.” She drew a little swatch on my palm, a dusky rose that looked like the color of a secret. Then she beamed, found a new tube in its box, and pressed it into my hand. “For your friend. Tell her it’s a classic, and that she’s got great taste.”

“She’ll freak out,” I said. “Thank you.”

Sophia touched my face, her thumb gentle on my cheekbone. “Tell her, also, that the water thing at the clinic was nothing. I wasn’t embarrassed, not really.”

I smiled. “I wouldn’t tell her even if you were.”

We hugged, and for a long time neither of us moved. I felt her heart beating against my chest, steady and strong. She pulled back, and I saw her face was wet. “God, I’m a mess. I promised myself I wouldn’t cry.”

I kissed her, intimate and lingering. “You’ve been amazing.”

“You have no idea,” she said, and then we both laughed.

Madison called from the kitchen, “We gotta go if we want to beat traffic!”

We made our way downstairs. Sophia stood at the door, the morning wind catching her robe, the sun bright behind her. She looked every bit the movie goddess, but there was something new in her, something fragile but fierce.

She hugged Madison, then me, and whispered in my ear, “Come back and visit. Even if it’s just for coffee.”

“Promise,” I said.

“I just want you to know … I enjoyed every second with you. Thank you for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I said, still holding onto her. I let the hug linger, letting her embrace me as long as she wished. I wasn’t sure for how long, but it didn’t matter. I enjoyed every second spent with her. Eventually, she let go with a smile.

As we walked out to the car, Sophia watched from the doorstep, waving like a kid. I fired up the Lambo and Madison hooted as we shot down the hill, the city unrolling ahead of us. For a while, neither of us spoke. We let the city and the sun and the memory of Sophia’s taste fill the space.

My head was still humming with the aftershocks, not just of the sex, but of the strange, uncanny ease of being with both of them at once. I kept catching glimpses of Madison out of the corner of my eye: she was lounging in the passenger seat, sunglasses on, window down, her lips still swollen and pink from Sophia’s lipstick, her hair windblown and messy. She looked at home, like she’d been born to ride shotgun in a Lamborghini, like she belonged to the world that had always felt so off-limits and glassed-off for people like us.

She must have felt me looking, because she pulled down her sunglasses and gave me a lazy, sidelong grin. “What’s up, handsome?”

“Nothing,” I said. “Just thinking.”

“About Sophia, or about me?”

“Both,” I admitted.

She snorted. “You’re such a dork.” She reached over, her hand affectionate on my thigh. “You know, you keep surprising me. I thought I’d be jealous like, the second she started pawing at you, I’d want to scratch her eyes out. But I wasn’t. Not at all.” She looked out the window, chewing on the thought. “It was hot. Watching you with her. Watching her lose her mind over you.”

“You weren’t just watching,” I said, and she grinned.

“I know. But even when I was, it was still good. Like… I wanted you to win. I wanted her to see what I see.” She shrugged. “Not sure what that says about me.”

I took her hand, lacing our fingers together. “It says you’re amazing.”

She rolled her eyes, but didn’t let go. “Sophia’s not kidding. You really are a sex god. You’re gonna have to be careful with that.”

“Maybe you should help me manage it.”

Madison laughed. “Oh, I intend to.” She was quiet for another mile, then looked at me, her expression a little more serious. “Listen. I know you’ve got a whole harem thing going. I mean, I’m not blind. There’s Alexis, Helen, and all these women from the clinic. I just… I want you to know I’m not going anywhere. Even if you end up with a thousand girls.” She squeezed my hand. “Just save a little bit for me. Okay?”

I squeezed back. “You’re not getting rid of me that easily.”

She nodded, satisfied. Then, after another long minute, she let out a sigh. “Speaking of Cleo, you should probably spend some time with her tonight. She was texting me nonstop yesterday. She’s bored out of her mind.” She grinned. “Plus, I think she misses you. Like, obsessively.”

I snorted. “I know. I promised I’d spend some time with her at the beach, or I’ll take her out for dinner.”

I pulled into her place. She leaned over and kissed me goodbye. “See you tomorrow, okay?”

“Promise,” I said.

She hopped out of the car, slinging her purse over her shoulder and heading off with a backward wave.

* * *

I arrived at the fertility clinic, and when I finally turned the engine off and got out, Cleo opened the front door and ran full tilt down the walk. I braced myself and she launched at me, wrapping her legs around my waist and hugging me like a bear cub.

“Alex!” she said. “You’re back!”

I staggered under her assault and managed to set her down without dropping her. “Chill,” I said, but she was already tugging me up the walk, her hands in my hair and her mouth running at a million miles an hour.

“How was it?”

“Give me a minute and I’ll tell you all about it, but for now, I got you something.” I dug in my pocket and pulled out the lipstick. “Sophia says hi. She also says you have amazing taste, and this is for you.”

Gasping, she snatched the tube and turned it over in her hands, then popped it open. “Wow. It’s Casablanca. I’ve never even seen this in person. It’s, like, two hundred bucks a stick.” She looked up at me, her lashes wet and spiky. “You’re the best guy in the universe. Like, ever.” She flung her arms around my neck and kissed me, a quick, giddy kiss on the cheek, then held up the lipstick like a trophy. “You remembered to ask her! That is so nice of you.” She hugged me tightly, her hair getting in my mouth. “You’re the best, Alex. The absolute best.” She clung to me, her voice suddenly small, and I felt the truth of it: she’d been waiting all weekend for this, for me, for something only I could give her.

I gently peeled her off. “There are two,” I said, holding up the second tube. “One is new, one is used. Sophia says you can have both, but she wanted you to know the used one was actually hers.”

Cleo’s eyes went huge. “Oh my god, I’m going to frame it. Or, like, keep it in a glass case. But also try it. I have to try it.” She twisted open the used tube, examined the tip like it was an ancient treasure, then darted inside, shrieking, “I need a mirror! Don’t go anywhere!”

I followed her up the walk.

Cleo hurried to the mirror in the entryway. She tried on the lipstick, turning her head this way and that, pursing and pouting and pulling faces that went from old Hollywood to anime tragic. The lipstick was perfect. It made her look older, or maybe just sexier.

“Mom,” Cleo called over her shoulder. “Look what Alex got me.”

Alexis appeared from the kitchen with a dishtowel in her hands. She took us both in, Cleo vibrating and me just behind her, and smiled with a kind of practiced warmth that was the opposite of Cleo’s wild joy, but no less real for it.

“That’s a beautiful color on you,” Alexis said, leaning in to inspect. “Very grown-up.”

Cleo twisted the cap shut and slipped it into her pocket with a reverence I’d never seen her give to anything that wasn’t electronic or edible. She looked at me sidelong, like she wanted to hug me again but couldn’t figure out how to do it without losing the last ounce of cool she had left.

Helen was at the kitchen counter, a coffee cup in one hand, phone in the other. She wore her usual black pants and a tank top, and her hair was wet and slicked back from a recent shower. She gave me a little wave and then set the phone down, her smile just a little conspiratorial.

“How’d it go?” Helen asked. “I mean, you’re walking, so I assume you survived.”

I shrugged, but couldn’t keep the grin off my face. “It was good. She’s amazing. Like, better than I could have hoped.”

Helen’s eyebrows shot up, and she exchanged a look with Alexis that was pure Alexis Code. “She already texted me,” Helen said. “She wrote, and I quote, ‘I felt like I’d been to heaven.’”

Alexis’s eyes went wide, and she looked at me with a mixture of pride and surprise. She set down the dishtowel and crossed the room in three quick steps, wrapping her arms around me in a tight hug.

“That’s my boy,” she whispered. “I’m so proud of you.”

I hugged her back. “Thanks, Alexis.”

“Mom, look!” Cleo turned her head from side to side, showing off the perfect application. “It’s Tom Ford Casablanca. Alexander got it for me from Sophia herself.”

“I heard, sweetie.” Alexis reached out and gently touched Cleo’s chin, turning her face to the light. “It looks absolutely beautiful on you, honey. The color really brings out your eyes.”

Cleo beamed, then suddenly spun toward me. Before I could react, she planted a playful kiss on my cheek, leaving a perfect lipstick print behind. “Thanks, Alex!”

I felt heat rush to my face as I touched the spot on my cheek, feeling the slight tackiness of the lipstick. “You’re welcome, but you didn’t have to mark me.”

“Now everyone will know you’re taken,” Cleo teased, wiggling her eyebrows.

“By you?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“By your awesome Cleo,” she corrected, then grabbed my arm. “Now tell me everything about Sophia. What’s her mansion like? Did she really like you?”

I laughed, extricating myself from her grip. “One question at a time. Her mansion is insane. It’s like a museum with a view of the entire city.”

Cleo’s eyes were wide. “And what about my other question … did she like you? Like, really like you?”

I glanced at Alexis and Helen, who were both watching with amused expressions. “Yeah, I think she did.”

“Tell me everything,” Cleo demanded, pulling me toward the living room. “Start from the beginning.”

“When I first met her?”

“We can fast forward a bit … So did you… you know, do it?” Cleo asked, lowering her voice, eyes flicking towards Alexis and Helen through the kitchen pass-through.

I shot her a warning look, but it was Alexis who answered, her tone light but the message clear. “Cleo, honey, remember what we said about privacy? Alexander’s work is very confidential, and we talked about not sharing details with anyone outside this mansion.” She smiled, but her eyes held the old Roman steel.

Cleo wrinkled her nose, but then shrugged. “I know, I know. I’m not going to tell anyone. What would I even say? Alex is a sperm donor with superpowers and a car that sounds like a jet engine?” Her tone was pure sarcasm, but the way she looked at me was awed.

Helen set her cup down and nodded toward the back patio. “I think I heard the oven timer. Cleo, would you mind bringing out the tea? I bet the lemon pastries are almost ready.”

Cleo bounded off, ponytail snapping behind her. When she was gone, Alexis turned to me, her smile fading into a look of concern. “She’s really proud of you, you know.”

I shrugged, pretending it didn’t matter, though it warmed something in me. “She has a weird way of showing it.”

“When you’re as close as you are,” Helen said. “Weird is the only way.”

We headed outside to the balcony, which was cool and shaded, the ocean breeze cutting through the sun. Alexis and I settled down, looking out at the blue haze. She crossed her legs, a pose I’d seen a million times, but this time she looked unsure, like she was searching for the right words.

“I’m so glad to see her smiling,” Alexis said, “especially after yesterday.”

I blinked. “What happened?”

“She was upset. Came home from the beach in tears.” Alexis’s voice was gentle, but there was a warning in it. “Some girls made fun of her. For her clothes.”

I felt anger, sudden and unreasoning. “We have money now. She can buy whatever she wants.”

Alexis smiled, a little sadly. “Why don’t you take her shopping? Just you and her. You’re the only one she really listens to.” She reached out and touched my hand, her thumb gentle.

I nodded. “Of course … I had plans to spend my day with her anyway.”

Cleo came out with a tray of tea and a plate of tiny pastries, still steaming. She set them down, then threw herself into the chair on my other side. “This view is wasted on adults,” she said, grabbing a lemon tart.

I poured her tea, careful not to spill. “Alexis told me what happened at the beach.”

She went very still, her eyes on her lap. “It’s whatever. I don’t even care.”

“Sure you do,” I said. “But here’s the thing. We can fix it. Want to go shopping after this? I’ll take you wherever you want. We can even go to Rodeo, if you want to see how the rich kids do it.”

She looked up, mouth open, then snapped it shut and nodded, her face suddenly serious, like she was afraid to smile too soon and have it taken away. “Just us?”

“Yeah. Just us,” I said.

“But it’s expensive,” she pointed out.

I chuckled and patted her thigh. “That’s the last thing you’d have to worry about.”

“Cool,” she said, but her voice wobbled, and I saw her hands shaking just a little. She picked up her teacup, sipped, and then looked away toward the ocean, pretending she didn’t care at all.

Alexis watched us, her eyes bright with pride. She leaned back and closed her eyes, letting the sun warm her face.

We sat like that for a while, the three of us, the sound of the waves and the taste of lemon and sugar in the air. It was the closest to normal I’d felt in weeks.

Cleo watched me as if the rest of the world had faded. Her gaze was unguarded and almost greedy. I could sense her recalibrating what she thought she knew about me. Every time I looked over, she seemed to be testing the air, searching for the scent of some new animal. There was a hunger in it.

It didn’t help that the lipstick made her look older and sexier, like a mature model.

Alexis must have noticed, too. She sipped her tea and said, in that careful tone she used to break up wrestling matches, “So when do you plan to go shopping?”

I met Cleo’s eyes. “I’m free whenever you are.”

“We could go now! The stores close early on Sunday, and I want to look at everything.” She was already glancing down at her phone, checking which places were open, but I could tell she was watching me over the top of the screen.

Alexis smiled, relieved. “Go have fun. And don’t let him spoil you, Cleo.”

“She can have whatever she wants,” I said, putting my arm around her.

Cleo grinned and leaned into me, the warmth of her body pressing through the thin fabric of her T-shirt. We stood, and she also hugged Alexis tight. “Thank you,” she said, the words muffled in Alexis’s shoulder.

Alexis whispered something I couldn’t hear. Cleo nodded, then turned to Helen and gave her a quick, awkward side-hug. “I’ll bring you back something,” she promised.

“Bring me back a billionaire,” Helen said.

Cleo laughed, and then we were out the door. We walked down the path to the driveway. Cleo looked at the Lambo with pure lust, her eyes wide as headlights. “I cannot believe you just drive this everywhere,” she said. “It’s so wasteful. It’s so perfect.”

I opened the passenger door for her. She slid in, running her hands over the leather and tapping the instrument cluster like she was checking the pulse of a god. When I got in, she looked at me. “You look hot, by the way. Is this the stuff I chose for you?”

I glanced down at the white V-neck and the light chinos. “You have good taste.”

She beamed, then reached over and tugged the hem of my sleeve up my bicep, as if to check that the muscles were still there. “Damn, Alexander. You’re so different now. Like, it’s still you, but you’re… I don’t know … upgraded.”

I felt myself blush. She noticed, which only made her happier. She held up her phone, snapped a quick selfie of us, and tucked it away again. “For my private collection,” she whispered, as if the car could hear.

I pulled out of the driveway and aimed the car toward the coast highway, the engine’s snarl echoing off the houses. Cleo kept sneaking glances at me, her eyes flicking from the road to my profile and back again.

“So,” she said after a minute, “tell me more about Sophia. Did you two, like, click? Or was it awkward?” Her voice was casual, but her fingers played with the lipstick in her lap, spinning it in little circles.

I considered how much to share. “We definitely clicked. She cooked for us, and we talked a lot. She… I don’t know, she made me feel very welcome. It was kind of surreal.”

Cleo grinned. “Did you hook up?” She said it half-tease, half-prying.

I looked at her. She raised her eyebrows, daring me to be honest. “Yeah,” I said. “We hooked up … that’s the point!”

Cleo whooped. “Knew it! Was it… I mean, was it like, weird because of the powers? Or just normal?”

I sighed. “It’s never normal.”

She turned toward me, legs crisscrossed on the seat, ignoring the seatbelt. “Tell me! I want details. You can’t say you banged Sophia and then clam up on me.”

I glanced at her, then back at the road. “You have to pinky-swear you don’t tell Alexis.”

She solemnly extended her pinky. We locked fingers for a second before she sat back, eyes shining.

“Okay. We had a threesome. Sophia called me a sex god. She made me use my powers a lot. There was a lot of sex.”

Cleo’s mouth dropped open. “Wait, all three of you? Like, at the same time?”

I nodded, feeling the heat in my cheeks.

She clapped her hands, delighted. “I knew it. I fucking knew it! You had a harem weekend. I’m so proud of you.”

I shook my head, but I couldn’t help smiling. She reached over and squeezed my hand, her grip tight. “Was it, like, better than with Madison? Or is it just different every time?”

“I don’t know. It’s always good, but Sophia was…” I searched for the word. “Intense. She wanted to try everything, like a woman starved for sexual adventure. Madison was almost shy by comparison. But afterwards, they both just wanted to cuddle and talk. I think it meant a lot to Sophia.”

Cleo nodded, as if this confirmed something she’d suspected. “Did you, you know, make her pregnant? Was that part of it?”

“Of course, that’s the deal.”

Cleo leaned back, satisfied. “She’s going to be obsessed now. I can tell.”

I glanced at her. “Is that how it works? You try it once and you’re addicted?”

She shook her head. “No, but you’re not normal, Alex. You’re like, the final boss version of a boyfriend. Madison is lucky.”

I felt something warm in my chest, and for a moment I just watched… the sun flickered over Cleo’s face as we barreled up the PCH, and for a few minutes she was quiet, feet on the dash. I watched the bluff-top mansions whip past and tried to ignore the sense that I was being measured. Every time I glanced over, she was watching me, head tilted, like I was an equation that had just started making sense.

* * *

We hit Santa Monica and parked in the expensive lot by the promenade. Cleo got out, stretching like a cat, then immediately locked arms with me. She bounced as we walked, her mood rising by the block.

The first store was a minimalist cathedral of denim and weirdly shaped T-shirts, and Cleo drifted into the racks like a bee to flowers. She picked out a stack of tiny dresses and crop tops and a pair of jeans that looked like they could fit in my pocket. “Wait here,” she said with a wicked grin, then slipped into the fitting room, only to pop her head back out a second later. “Actually, I need your opinion. Come here.”

It wasn’t a request. An attendant glanced over, but Cleo just waved her away. The first outfit was a white tank and faded shorts that looked painted on, her hips and thighs poured into the denim. “Honest,” she said, spinning, “is it slutty, or just regular hot?”

“Both,” I said. I couldn’t help it.

She smiled, pleased. “Would Madison wear this?”

I pictured Madison in the shorts, imagining her reaction. “She’d be jealous. You’d steal the show.”

Cleo snorted, but her cheeks bloomed pink. She tried on three more outfits, each one somehow more revealing, the last was a sundress with no back, less a dress than a dare. She left the changing-room curtain open every time, and if she noticed me staring, she didn’t care.

The last thing she tried on was a red bikini that was all string and triangles. She emerged, hands on hips, and did a slow pivot. “Too much?” she asked, but her eyes said she wanted it to be.

I laughed. “That barely counts as clothing.”

She wore the bikini back into the stall and bent to grab her phone; the curtain slipped, and for a half-second, I saw the side of her breast, the pink of her areola. She didn’t flinch, just shot me a sly look. “Oops.”

I was careful not to stare, but the image burned behind my eyelids anyway.

She ducked back in, and I sat in the waiting area, pretending to check messages. A minute later, she came out, fully dressed again, cheeks flushed, arms full of potential purchases. “You okay?” I asked.

She shrugged, then plopped onto the bench beside me, close enough that our hips touched. “I can’t believe how expensive this stuff is,” she said. “Don’t you feel guilty?”

I shook my head. “Not really. It’s yours. You deserve it.”

She was quiet, fidgeting with the hem of her shirt. “You’re different now. Not just the money. I mean, you are, but it’s more than that.”

“How?”

She looked up, eyes searching. “You don’t treat me like a little kid anymore. Even when you’re being a dork, it’s like you see me.”

I reached over and ruffled her hair, then let my hand rest on her shoulder. “I’ve always seen you, Cleo.”

She looked at my hand, then at my face. “Not like this,” she said quietly.

I wasn’t sure what she meant, but then she leaned her head on my shoulder. We sat like that for a while, people coming and going, the world blurring outside the glass. I felt her relax, almost melt against me, like she was letting out a breath she’d been holding all summer. “Thank you, that’s all.”

“You’re welcome. Do you want to check out another store?”

“Really … it’s quite pricey after all.”

“Do I have to remind you how much money I’m making and how much I love you?”

A smile bloomed on her face.

The next store was smaller, darker, all velvet and gold, the kind of place that only sold things that needed to be dry-cleaned by hand. Cleo picked a green silk slip dress and a weird mesh top, then grabbed my arm. “You have to help me with the zipper,” she said, voice a little breathless.

In the fitting room, she stepped into the slip dress and turned her back to me. The zipper stuck at her waist; I tugged, and the fabric was so thin I could feel the warmth of her skin underneath. I tried to focus, but as my knuckles skimmed her spine, something in me flickered, an involuntary pulse, like turning on a light by accident.

Cleo gasped, her back arching, her shoulders tensing. “Whoa,” she said, then giggled, but it was shaky. She pulled the curtain tighter, then turned to face me, her eyes wet and luminous.

I realized I’d let some of the fertility powers slip, which wasn’t the first time. Just a taste, but enough to make her nipples show through the silk, hard and obvious. She didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she did and didn’t care.

“Does it look okay?” she whispered.

I nodded. “It looks perfect.”

She stared at me like she knew exactly what had happened, and for a second, I thought she might say something. Instead, she turned back to the mirror and posed, arms up, stretching the fabric over her chest. “It’s so pretty,” she said, but her voice was far away. She caught my gaze in the mirror, and for a second, it was like we were the only two people on Earth.

“Can you unzip me?” she asked, barely above a whisper.

I did, careful not to touch her more than I had to, but my fingers trembled. She stepped out of the dress, her back turned, and I caught another accidental flash: this time of the curve of her ass under a translucent thong. She snapped back into her normal self so quickly I almost doubted it had happened.

She bought the dress, the bikini, the mesh top and a pair of cutoff shorts that barely qualified as clothing. As we left, she looked at me over the top of the shopping bags, smiling like she’d just gotten away with something, a little breathless and barely containing the urge to run screaming down the block.

We hit a few more shops, and the bags piled up. The last place was a lingerie boutique: red velvet, gold mirrors, the whole nine yards. Cleo made a beeline for a rack of bralettes and thongs, and I tried to act like I wasn’t dying of embarrassment.

Then she decided she had enough. We found a coffee shop to get some iced coffee. Cleo picked at the lid of her cup, her eyes on the crowd but not really seeing anyone.

I nudged her foot with mine. “You okay?”

She shrugged, then glanced over at me. Her face was flushed, though it could have been the sun. “It’s just weird, you know? Everyone’s looking at me, but I still feel like I’m wearing the wrong costume.”

I looked her up and down. “You look great. You always do.”

She snorted. “You have to say that. You’re my friend.”

“Not true. I have to keep you humble, actually.”

She flicked a drop of coffee at me, the old Cleo for a second. Then she looked away, more serious. “You ever get the feeling like… everything’s moving on without you? Like you’re just kind of watching your own life from the parking lot?”

It was so exactly how I’d felt all through high school that I nearly laughed. “All the time. But you’re not in the parking lot. You’re the main event.”

She rolled her eyes. “You know, when you first told me about this job, I thought it was weird.” She sipped her coffee, the ice clinking. “But now it’s just… you’re like a celebrity or something. And everyone wants a piece of you.”

I thought about Madison, about Sophia and about the eyes of every woman I’d met at the clinic. She wasn’t wrong.

She pulled her knees up onto the bench, arms around her shins, chin on her knees. “I guess I just miss when it was me and you against the world. Before you leveled up.”

I reached out and squeezed her shoulder. “You still have me. I promise.”

She looked at me, and I saw the tears she was holding back. “Do I?”

“Always,” I said, and pulled her into a hug. She pressed her face into my neck, and for a moment, I felt her shaking, tiny tremors running through her. I held her until she let go, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand.

“Sorry,” she said. “Hormones or whatever.”

I laughed. “You and everyone else, apparently.”

She slugged my arm, not hard. “Shut up.”

After we finished our drinks, we headed back to the car. Cleo buckled herself in and stared out at the ocean. “Thanks for spending time with me today,” she said. “I know you’d probably rather be with Madison, or at the gym, or, you know, anywhere else.”

I shook my head. “This is exactly where I want to be.”

She smiled, but it was sad around the edges. She looked at me, her eyes clear for the first time all day. “Are you happy, Alex? Like, really?”

I thought about it. I thought about the money, the power, the women, the sense that I was finally wanted by the world that had always ignored me. And I thought about Cleo, about how I’d do anything to keep her from feeling like she was on the outside looking in.

“Yeah,” I said. “But I’m even happier when I’m with you.”

She grinned, and this time it was real. “Dork.”

We rolled past sunset and into the blue hour, the bags in the Lambo’s trunk and Cleo’s bare legs up on the dash, the sky still leaking light over the water. She kept stealing glances at the mirror, touching her hair, making sure the lipstick hadn’t faded. It hadn’t. I’d never seen her so quietly satisfied.

I slowed as we hit Malibu, the road empty but for a few surfers packing up and a cop SUV posted by the seafood shack. “You hungry?” I asked.

She looked at me like I’d just offered to buy her a pony. “Are you kidding? I’m starving.”

I pulled into the lot next to a glass-walled beach place.

I got out and jogged around to open Cleo’s door. She was already out, standing on tiptoe to see in through the windows. “Isn’t this place, like, two hundred bucks a meal?” she whispered.

I shrugged. “We can afford it.”

She bit her lip, then squared her shoulders and walked up to the host like she’d been eating at places like this her whole life. Inside, the air was cold and clean, and every table had a view of the ocean going purple-black outside. The host didn’t even blink at our clothes; he just smiled and led us to a booth with a view of the rocks.

Cleo looked around, a little dazed, then we slid into the booth. When the waiter came, she ordered a mocktail with three different fruit juices, like she were testing if he’d call her on it. He didn’t. I got the same and the sushi sampler. She asked for the biggest burger on the menu.

While we waited, she texted under the table, probably sending a play-by-play to her friends. I pretended not to notice, but when she grinned up at me, her smile was wicked. “You’re not going to believe this,” she said. “So I sent a photo to my friend, and she said you look like a Calvin Klein model. Is that a compliment?”

“I’ll take it.”

“Then she asked if you have a girlfriend.”

I considered it. “Complicated question.”

She laughed. “Story of your life.”

She leaned back, watching me with her chin in her hand. “You ever think about going back to school?”

“Not really.” I shrugged. “I feel like I barely survived it the first time.”

“Yeah, but you’re different now. You’d probably have a harem by the end of the semester.”

I chuckled. “I don’t think that’s how it works.”

She rolled her eyes. “It’s exactly how it works.”

The food came, and we ate mostly in silence for a while, except for Cleo’s little noises every time she took a bite. Her burger was as big as her face, and she attacked it like a feral animal, grease slicking her fingers and the lipstick somehow surviving the carnage. I picked at the sushi, but mostly I watched her: the way she tried to fold her legs under her in the booth, the way she wiped her mouth and then forgot and did it again.

We finished and sat watching the last of the surfers pack up. She looked like she wanted to ask something else, but didn’t. When the check came, I dropped my card on it without even looking. Cleo watched the waiter walk away, then snorted. “That’s so weird. You didn’t even flinch.”

“I told you. It’s fine.”

I watched the ocean, the horizon almost invisible, and tried to imagine what it was like for her, living in a college dorm as a broke student, then meeting me who’s making millions all of a sudden.

“Hey,” I said, “can I ask you something?”

She looked up, wary. “Yeah?”

“Are you… okay? At school, I mean? You don’t have to pretend for me.”

She went still, then shrugged. “It’s fine. It’s just… everything is expensive, and everyone’s so rich. Sometimes I feel like I’m pretending to be a person who belongs there.”

“You do belong there.”

She nodded, but her shoulders went up like a cat bracing for a slap. “It’s just a student loan.”

I put my hand over hers again, squeezing it. “I have so much money, Cleo. It’s disgusting. If you ever need anything, you just tell me. I mean it.”

She looked away. Her mouth tight, her eyes fixed on the salt-laced glass. “It’s not pride,” she said. “It’s just, you know—”

“I know.”

She let out a long breath, then did the little hand-flick she used when she wanted to banish a feeling. “Anyway, let’s not talk about that. You look really good today, by the way.”

I laughed, surprised. “You’re the one who picked all my clothes.”

“Still. You look… I don’t know. Like you belong here.” She reached across the table and smudged an invisible fleck off my jaw, her thumb lingering. “I want a picture … For my friend.”

I made a face. “What, right now?”

“Yeah. C’mon, give me those puppy eyes. I need to show her how tragic and beautiful you are.” She held up her phone, and I tried to look as dumb and mopey as possible.

She snapped three or four, then scrolled through, making little approving noises. “God, you really do look like a model. If you ever get tired of the sperm business, you could just post thirst traps on Instagram.”

I rolled my eyes. “Did she like the other ones?”

“Oh, she loved them,” Cleo said, grinning. “I think she came to it, actually. She texted me a bunch of thirsty emojis and then stopped replying, so, do the math.”

I couldn’t help laughing. “You’re the worst. Tell her I said hi.”

“Already did,” Cleo said. “She’s going to die. She’s always had a thing for men with muscles.”

She set her phone down, then looked at me, the playfulness draining away. “Is it okay if I tell her stuff? Not, like, the details, but just… that you’re doing well? That you’re happy?”

I shrugged. “Yeah. I’m not famous by any means.”

After we paid, we headed down to the beach, carrying her bags, the damp sand cushioning our steps.

We walked until the restaurant was far behind us. Cleo stopped and sat on one of those old concrete benches, the kind half-sunk into the slope, facing the water.

I set down the bags and sat next to her.

She kicked off her shoes and wriggled her toes in the sand. She leaned her head against my shoulder, and I wrapped my arm around her. It was a sweet moment just for us.

We sat like that for a few minutes, the wind whipping her hair into my mouth, until she suddenly jerked upright.

“I have to pee.”

I nearly laughed, the spell broken. “You’re the worst at romance.”

“It’s the diuretic in the mocktail,” she said, already jogging toward the public bathrooms. “Don’t leave!”

I watched her go, her legs pale in the moonlight, the little bounce in her run.

I leaned back and closed my eyes, letting the salt and cold settle into my skin. But the next thing I noticed was Cleo’s phone buzzing next to me on the bench. She must have left it behind in her hurry.

The screen lit up with a text from an unknown number: FINAL NOTICE: Account past due. Call to avoid further action.

I frowned and picked up the phone.

Another message popped up, then another, each more aggressive … collection agencies.

I’d assumed she had a student loan. But these weren’t from a government lender. They were from credit cards, retail stores, buy-now-pay-later apps. The amounts were small, a few hundred dollars here or there, but stacked up, it was thousands, maybe more.

I remembered what Alexis said about the tears, about Cleo not wanting to ask for help. I remembered her hands shaking at lunch. I realized it was probably guilt.

The anger I felt wasn’t at Cleo, but at the world that made her feel like she had to carry it all herself.

Cleo came back at a skip, her bare feet slapping the concrete. She was humming to herself, a snatch of some dumb pop song, but when she saw me holding her phone, the music died. She stopped three paces from the bench, her whole posture flicking from bright to wary.

“You snooping my phone, creep?” she said, aiming for a joke, but her lips barely twitched.

I held it up, the screen still flashing with Important Account Notification. I kept my voice low. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

She froze, then tried to play it off, walking over and snatching the phone from my hand. “It’s nothing. I’m handling it.”

“Cleopatra.”

She wouldn’t look at me, just jammed the phone in her pocket and sat down, arms locked around her knees. “You’re not my dad,” she said, the words sharp but her voice shaking. “I’ll figure it out.”

I let the silence stretch, the ocean beating the rocks. “How much is it?”

She hunched her shoulders, then let out a sound between a sigh and a whimper. “It’s not a big deal. It’s just… they’re always calling, but they can’t do anything. I googled it.”

I waited.

She stared at the sand for a long time. Then, like she’d been holding her breath, she let it all out in a rush. “It started with a credit card. Just, like, for emergencies. Then I got another, because the first one was almost maxed. And then I needed one for books, and then… it just kind of… kept going.” Her voice was tiny. “I thought I’d get a job … Pay it off before Mom found out.”

I sat down next to her, close enough that our knees touched. “Cleopatra, how much?”

She finally turned, and for a second her chin quivered. “Seventy-eight thousand. Give or take.” She tried to laugh, but it came out broken. “Don’t freak out. I know it’s—”

“Seventy-eight thousand?” I said, just above a whisper.

She nodded, eyes brimming. “I’m so stupid. I didn’t want to tell you because I didn’t want to be another problem for you or Mom and I just … I wanted to be the one who had it together for once.” Her voice wobbled, and then she broke, the tears coming in quick, angry bursts.

She hid her face in her arms, shoulders shaking. I let her get it out. I didn’t say anything, just reached over and pulled her into my chest, the way I used to when we were little and she’d skin her knees. She resisted for a second, then melted, her body small and intimate in my arms, her breath hiccupping against my shirt.

“I’m so dumb,” she said again, words muffled. “You’re out there saving the world or whatever, and I’m just… screwing up. I keep thinking I’ll get ahead, but it’s always just… more.”

I stroked her hair, the wind tangling it around my fingers. “It’s not your fault. You did what you had to do.”

“But I didn’t have to,” she said, looking up at me with mascara streaks on her cheeks. “I could have just been honest. I could have asked for help, but it’s just so shameful.” She shook her head. “That’s so lame.”

I hugged her tighter. She pressed her face into my neck, her body trembling against mine, and I felt the old protectiveness in me, a wolf’s need to kill whatever hurt Cleo. My whole body tensed.

“You are like me,” I told her. “You’re the strongest person I know. But even superheroes need backup sometimes.”

She snorted, but she didn’t pull away. I let my hand rest on her back, kneading the knots out of her shoulders. The air between us changed, heavy and charged, and I realized too late that my powers were flickering, the aura that had driven Sophia and Madison wild now leaking into Cleo.

Cleo shivered, a little gasp escaping her lips, and her arms tightened around me. Her breathing changed, her whole body reacting, and for a second, I almost pulled away. Instead, I steadied myself and said, “I’m going to fix this, okay? Tomorrow morning, I’ll call every one of those numbers and pay it off. All of it. You’re done with this.”

She sat up, eyes huge. “No, Alex, that’s crazy. That’s so much money. You can’t—”

“I can,” I said, and I meant it. “That’s what I do now. I take care of the people I love.” I wiped a streak off her cheek with my thumb, and she caught my hand, holding it against her face like she never wanted to let go.

We stayed like that too long, the silence full of everything we’d never said. Somewhere, a wave crashed, and she blinked, then laughed, a single wet hiccup.

“You are the best in the world,” she said, but she didn’t let go of my hand.

I squeezed it. “That’s why you love me.”

“Yeah,” she whispered, and there was something in the way she said it that made my skin prickle.

She leaned her head on my shoulder, breathing slow and deep, her hand still laced with mine. We sat like that for a long time, the ocean wind smoothing our hair, the world narrowing to just the two of us and the dark.

Eventually, she pulled away, wiping her face. “Don’t tell Mom, okay? She’ll have a heart attack.”

I smiled. “I won’t.”

“Good,” she said and finally smiled.

* * *

The next morning, I was in my office at the back of the clinic. My laptop was open, and I was paying off every one of Cleo’s debts. Not just the minimums, but the full balances, every card, every buy-now-pay-later scam, every emergency that had ballooned into a private disaster.

I didn’t even have to think about it. The money came in faster than I could spend it, and Cleo didn’t deserve to be a debt slave.

Eventually, she appeared in the doorway, holding a pie. “Knock knock,” she said, using her head to nudge the door open the rest of the way.

She wore a tank top and shorts so short they could have passed for underwear, her hair loose, and there was flour on her cheek.

“Is that… pie?” I asked, because I couldn’t think of anything else.

“It’s a thank-you pie,” she said, setting it down on the desk between us. “For last night. Also for being a good friend and not telling my mom I’m a disaster.”

I closed the laptop, but she’d already seen the screen.

“Are you actually doing it?” she said, eyes wide and opening it again. “You’re paying off all my debt?”

I nodded. “Consider yourself liberated from the shackles of late capitalism.”

She stared at the numbers, then at me. Her mouth worked for a second, then she sort of launched herself at me, arms around my neck, squeezing until my chest popped.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you,” she whispered.

I held her for a long second, then peeled her off, careful not to get flour in my hair.

“I’m serious,” she said, face suddenly grave, “I thought I would just… be a debt slave forever. Like, I would never own anything again, never have a life. You have no idea how much this means.”

I shrugged, but I felt something bloom in my chest.

“You’re not a slave, Cleo, not ever. You’re a beautiful woman, and you’re going to do whatever you want from now on.”

She went a little pink at that.

“Even if what I want is to eat pie for breakfast?”

“Especially if that’s what you want,” I said.

She grinned, then picked up the pie tin and handed it to me.

“It’s apple. I made it myself. Try it before I devour it myself.”

I took a bite, the crust still warm and the filling so sweet it made my teeth ache. She watched every chew like I was the judge on some baking show.

“It’s amazing,” I said, and she did a little fist pump.

We shared the pie, sitting on the floor with our backs to the wall, feet stretched out, eating straight from the pan.

She told me about a weird dream she’d had, something about all her teeth falling out and then regrowing as diamonds.

I told her about the new clients, about how the business was getting a little out of control.

“Oh my god,” she said, licking cinnamon off her fingers, “are you going to need an assistant?”

“I already have Alexis and Helen,” I said.

“Right.” She picked at the edge of the pastry box for a second. “Hey, is it okay if I go out with Madison tomorrow? She wants to show me the gym, and also we’re going to the beach. I know you’re super busy, but—”

I waved her off. “You should absolutely go. I’ll be stuck here breeding the next generation of trust fund babies anyway.”

She made a face. “TMI.”

“You asked.”

“Fair,” she said, then lay her head on my shoulder. “Thanks again, Alex. I know I already said it, but… you’re kind of my hero.”

I wiped her cheek with my thumb, leaving a little streak of flour.

“You always say that when you want something.”

She stuck out her tongue, then curled up against me, and we finished the pie in silence, just the two of us and the slow, rising heat of the day.


Chapter 6

The following day, Helen and Alexis cornered me after lunch. They’d made an appointment, a monthly review, but really it was just an excuse for the two of them to sit across from me in the boardroom and look simultaneously proud and worried.

Helen had a folder full of charts and printouts.

Alexis just had a mug of herbal tea and her kind, gentle face.

“So, Alexander,” Helen said, “how are you holding up?”

I shrugged. “I feel fine. Better than fine.”

She raised her eyebrows. “You don’t feel… drained? Or burnt out?”

“Should I?”

Alexis sipped her tea, watching me over the rim, giggling a little. “Helen’s worried that you’re doing too much, too fast. She thinks there’s not enough time for you and her.”

“Hey!” Helen said and swatted Alexis’s shoulder. “Speak for yourself.”

I should’ve known where this conversation was going. “Well, I’m not running a marathon,” I said. “It’s not even that hard. Most of the time I’m just… you know, having sex. It’s not the worst thing in the world.”

“What about the emotional part, being there for them at the moment?” Alexis asked.

“It’s a bit more difficult, but I can’t say I’m burned out,” I pointed out.

Alexis exchanged told-you-so smiles with Helen.

Helen slid a magazine across the table. On the cover was a photo of Sophia, radiant and caressing her belly, with the headline Miracle Baby: Hollywood’s Best Kept Secret.

Apparently, the word has gotten out that someone had knocked her up. There was a two-page spread inside, all about her mysterious conception and her new outlook on life. Mysterious since everyone thought she was single.

“She didn’t mention the clinic by name,” Alexis said, “but people are talking. It’s only a matter of time before someone connects the dots.” She tapped the magazine. “We need to decide what kind of story we want to tell.”

I flipped through the glossy pages. Sophia was in a white silk dress. She looked happy, almost weightless, like the moon had finally stopped pulling at her. I traced the print with my thumb and tried to imagine what it would be like to make that kind of difference in someone’s life, every single time. I also reminisced over our days together with Madison. They sure had been magical.

Helen slid a second paper across the table.

This one was a printout of an email.

It was from Sophia, addressed to Helen but with my name in the CC.

The subject line was THANK YOU.

The body was a single, breathless paragraph:

I just wanted to say thank you, from the bottom of my heart. I have never felt this happy in my whole life. My doctor says I’m pregnant. This is a dream come true. Thank you, thank you, thank you. Please give Alexander my love. I will never be able to repay him. If there is anything I can ever do for you, let me know. I tell everyone you are my angels.

Helen smiled. “I enjoy reading the love letters after you knock up these women.”

I smiled as well. “So do I.” Every word warmed my heart, and I was glad I could fulfil their dreams.

Alexis reached over and took my hand. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

I squeezed her hand. “I really am. I mean, it was a bit odd at the beginning, but I’ve gotten used to it now. I like that I’m helping people. I’m not going to get a big head about it, I promise.”

Alexis smirked. “Too late.”

Helen sipped her water, then set the glass down. “There’s another thing. We need to talk about pricing. The demand is rising every day. If we don’t raise our rates, we’ll have a mob outside by next month.”

I shrugged. “Whatever you think is best.”

Alexis smiled, a little proud and a little relieved. “We think a fifty percent increase is fair for now. And maybe an interview process, just so you don’t have to deal with certain personalities.”

I remembered a few of the more recent appointments. “Yeah, that would be good.”

Alexis patted my hand, then reached up and brushed my hair off my forehead.

“What’s the hard part, then?”

I thought about it. “Honestly? I can do this all day. That’s not the hard part.”

I paused then went on. “It’s just… I don’t know what to do with all the money. It feels like a prank. Like one morning I’ll wake up and the bank will say, ‘Sorry, you’re broke after all.’”

Helen laughed, and even Alexis smiled wider. “That’s a problem every man wishes he had,” she said, shaking her head.

A knock sounded at the door, and then I heard Cleo’s voice, “Can I come in?”

Alexis nodded. “Of course, sweetie.”

Cleo entered, wearing one of the things I’d bought her at the mall: a mini dress with spaghetti straps and a neckline that dipped nearly to her navel.

The effect was immediate. My eyes went straight to the way the dress clung to her hips, the way the fabric caught the light. She wore her hair down, loose and shiny, and her lips gleamed with the Tom Ford lipstick.

She made a little pirouette, then stopped, cheeks pink. “Does it look okay?”

Alexis said, “You look gorgeous,” and Helen whistled tenderly.

But Cleo’s eyes were on me.

I could feel my blood thicken as I looked her up and down. Every nerve in me buzzed. I cleared my throat. “Wow … you’re going to break hearts.”

She beamed, but her face also flushed deeper, and for a second, I saw the shy, uncertain Cleo underneath. “Also, I’m going out with Madison.”

Helen raised her eyebrows. “A date?”

Cleo stuck her tongue out. “Not like that. We’re going to the beach.” Then she turned to me, voice gentle. “Is that okay?”

I nodded. I already knew about it. I was glad Madison and Cleo were getting along. “Just text me if you need anything.”

She grinned, then leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, her hair brushing my jaw, the smell of her making my head spin.

As she pulled away, her bare thigh brushed mine under the table, and she didn’t move it right away. It was only an accident, or maybe not, but it left me half-hard, my cock straining against the fly of my shorts.

I looked down and tried to think of anything besides Cleo’s legs, but Alexis’s hand was on my back, affectionate and steady, and I realized she’d noticed.

She squeezed my shoulder and leaned in.

“Relax,” she whispered. “It’s a compliment to your genes.”

Helen was watching me, too, but with a knowing little smile.

“I think Cleo’s going to have a very interesting summer,” she said, and Cleo rolled her eyes theatrically before darting out with another little wave.

Helen tapped the folder. “Maybe we should interview any new employee the old-fashioned way,” she said. “Just line them up and see which one breaks you first.”

I realized she was joking, but a not-small part of me wondered what it would be like.

The mental image made my cock pulse again, and I shifted in the chair, trying to hide it.

Alexis must have noticed, because she reached under the table and squeezed my thigh, her pinky almost grazing the bulge.

“You’re a machine, honey. Never embarrassed, always ready.”

I chuckled

Helen set her hands on the table and said, “Well, I think we’re done. Unless there’s anything else you want to discuss?”

I shook my head. I tried to focus on the numbers, but my brain was already halfway to the next appointment, the next whatever. I wasn’t even sure who was on the books today.

Alexis’s phone buzzed on the table. She answered with her usual “Yes? Alexis speaking,” and listened for a moment, nodding. “We’ll see him right away. Thank you. Yes, of course,” she said, and hung up.

She looked at me, her face neutral but her eyes bright. “Your first client is early. She’s waiting in the private lounge. I suggest you go now, before Helen and I decide to keep you here for more financial planning.”

Helen flashed a wicked smile. “Or unless you’d rather run a group session. Today’s applicant is a model, by the way. She brought her own lingerie.”

I stood, trying to hide that my cock was already half-hard. “I’ll start with one. Not that kind of stamina.”

Helen gave me a look that said, not yet.

I made my way through the corridors of the mansion and toward the lounge. There was no use pretending I wasn’t already thinking in images: the way the last client had sucked me off before I’d even closed the door, the way one had squirted on the sheets and the way every woman who walked through these halls looked at me like I was made out of chocolate and gold. But I was never nervous, not anymore. My body was always ready.

The woman in the lounge sat cross-legged on the velvet sofa, scrolling her phone. She had one of those faces that made you stop and stare: high cheekbones, lips like a secret, eyes huge and unblinking. Her hair was straight, dark, and perfectly parted. She wore a cream silk robe, which she immediately let slip off her shoulder when I entered.

She looked at me, then past me, as if she could already see the scene about to unfold. “You must be Alexander,” she said, her voice like a warm bath. “I’m Veronica.”

I smiled, extending my hand. She ignored it and instead reached up, tugged me down to the sofa, and kissed me, open-mouthed, her tongue already searching. She tasted like coconut and mint. She moaned when I pushed back, when I squeezed her thigh and let my hand slide up the inside of her robe.

She pulled away, her lips wet and parted. “Let’s not waste time,” she murmured.

“I wasn’t planning on it,” I said. I guided her to the love room on the top floor.

We both undressed, and she was already in lingerie: black lace bra, nothing underneath, and thigh-highs with a garter belt. Her body was lean, hard, like she lived for the gym and, as I found out seconds later, for this. She straddled me, grinding down, her hands in my hair, her hips insistent. When I slipped my cock out, she didn’t even look surprised, just grinned and eased onto it, sighing like this was the only way to live. Her pussy was hot and tight, and she bounced on my lap, every clench perfectly timed to milk the next spasm out of me.

I lasted longer than I expected, but not as long as she did. She came twice, digging her nails into my shoulders and biting my lip, and when I finally unloaded in her, she gasped and shivered, still locked around my cock.

We stayed like that, breathing hard, for a few beats. She kissed me again, this time slow and grateful, and then stood, the cum already dripping down her thigh.

“Thank you,” she said, voice flat but somehow meaningful. She didn’t bother putting the robe back on, just scooped up her bag and swanned out of the room, naked, as if this was the most normal thing in the world.

I slumped back, dazed. That was the thing: every time I thought I’d seen it all, a new client found a way to surprise me.

I tucked myself away and prepared for the next.

Maya brought me the next client. A tall, brunette, freshly showered and wearing a thin robe. She was in her late twenties with porcelain skin and a perfect hourglass figure.

“Alexander?” she said.

“That’s me.”

We made some small talk. She had tried for years getting knocked up but with no success, wasting thousands in fertility treatments. I promised her a child, and that the money wouldn’t be wasted.

She kissed me, and I kissed her back, my hands already moving over her waist, her hips, the pillowy curve of her ass. She made a low sound in her throat when I cupped her breast. I walked her backward to the bed and laid her down, and she reached for me, tugging at my belt.

When she got my cock free, she gasped and her hand froze around it. She stared at it, then up at me. “They told me,” she said, “but I didn’t believe them.”

I didn’t ask who they were. I just pushed her thighs apart and lined up against her, and she stopped talking.

She was slick and ready, and when I pushed inside, she moaned, her back arching off the mattress, her hands scrabbling for the sheets. I worked in slowly, giving her time to adjust, and she kept making these small, broken sounds, her mouth open, her eyes shut tight.

“God,” she breathed. “God, you’re big.”

I found my rhythm, and she found hers, and within minutes she was shaking beneath me, her whole body clenched around mine. I felt the familiar warmth building, that deep tidal pull, and I let it go, flooding her in long, shuddering pulses. She gasped and held me there, her legs locked around my back, as if she could keep every drop inside her by sheer force of will.

Afterward she lay flat, one arm thrown over her eyes, chest heaving. “That was not what I expected,” she said.

“Good or bad?”

She laughed, breathless. “Don’t be stupid … I’ve never felt such a pleasure, but I didn’t come here for pleasure, but for pregnancy.”

“You’re pregnant … If not, you’ll get your money back.”

I cleaned up, straightened my clothes. Maya escorted her out, and right before I knew it, the next woman was in front of me again. She was a redhead. Early thirties, freckled shoulders, green eyes that went wide the moment she saw me. “I wasn’t expecting a young gun,” she said with a giggle.

“Afraid I don’t know how to love a woman?”

She chuckled. “You seem more potent than any other guy I’ve been with … so you’re giving me hope.”

It was a common trope. Most of these ladies had tried every method in the book, but I still considered it a bonus if I made them smile.

I sat next to her and talked for a few minutes. I didn’t touch her yet. I asked her name, her story. Her name was Dana. She’d been trying for four years. Her husband had left. She’d spent the last of her savings on this appointment and she wasn’t sure she’d done the right thing.

I took her hand as she became more emotional, and she started to cry, very quietly, and I let her.

Then I kissed her, and she kissed me back, and the crying stopped. She was loving and warm, and she held my face in her hands the entire time, like she needed to know I was real. When I finally pushed into her, she let out a long, slow exhale that seemed to come from somewhere very deep. She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me closer, and I slowly fucked her until her breath came in short, helpless gasps and she shuddered apart beneath me. I followed her over, emptying into her with a groan, and she pressed her mouth against my jaw and just held on.

When it was over, she said, “Thank you,” and she meant it.

I kissed her forehead, and she left with a smile.

The afternoon moved like that, one woman after the next, using my fertility powers to recover from one orgasm after another. A blonde in her late thirties who barely let me get through the door before she had her hands on me, her fingers wrapping around my cock and squeezing with a low, approving hum. “Helen wasn’t exaggerating,” she said, looking up at me with a satisfied smile. She rode me with her hands braced on my chest, rolling her hips in long, deliberate strokes, and when she came, she threw her head back and laughed, joyful and unguarded, and then came again when I finished inside her, the warmth of it sending her over a second time.

A petite brunette who was quieter, more intense, who gripped my forearms and stared at my face the whole time like she was memorizing me. She said nothing when it was done, just pressed her palm flat against her belly and smiled at the ceiling.

A woman who arrived in a business suit and left the jacket on until the last possible moment, then turned out to be wearing absolutely nothing underneath it. Her eyes widened when she saw my cock, and she admitted she had libido issues because of work-related stress. Although with the help of my touch, she became wet in seconds, and she stared at me in disbelief. Then I took her, fucking her till I came hard inside her.

Then there was one more after that, the last woman of the evening.

By the time the last woman left, the sky outside the windows had gone the color of bruised plums, the ocean invisible beyond the dark. I probably smelled like musk, sweat and sex. The first thing I did was to hop into the shower. I stood there for a long time, letting the hot water work through the knots in my shoulders. The day sat in my body like a pleasant weight, not exhaustion exactly, more like the feeling after a long swim, that deep, boneless satisfaction. I counted them up in the steam: seven women. Seven lives that would change because of one afternoon. That thought never got old.

When I was done showering, Maya knocked on the bathroom door while I was toweling off. “I left clothes on the chair,” she called through the door. “Dinner’s almost ready.”

She’d found a soft grey henley and dark jeans. I dressed, ran a hand through my still-damp hair, and followed the smell of food toward the kitchen. Alexis was already seated, asking how my day went. Then Cleo blew through the front door about thirty seconds after I sat down.

She was pink from the sun, her golden hair wind-tangled and half-escaped from a braid, wearing the cutoff shorts from our shopping trip and a bikini top. She had a beach bag over one shoulder and a pair of flip-flops dangling from her fingers.

“How was your day, sweetie,” Alexis asked as she sat down.

“First we did the gym, and Madison showed me this whole circuit she does, and I almost died, but then she said my form was actually really good, which I think she meant as a compliment, and then we drove down to the beach … your girlfriend is so friendly and sweet.”

“I know,” I said. Cleo deserved someone like Madison and not whoever had made fun of her old clothes.

“So, I’m starving. What did you do today?”

Alexis set a plate in front of her. “He worked.”

Cleo looked at me, eyebrows raised. “Like, worked worked?”

“Seven,” I said.

Her eyes went wide, and then she grinned, the same wicked delight she’d shown in the car. “Seven women in one day. You are an actual myth.”

“It’s a job.”

“It’s a superpower.” She stabbed a piece of chicken. “Were they all nice?”

I thought about Dana crying quietly and then smiling on her way out, about the redhead, about the one in the business suit and the rest of them. “Most of them,” I said. “All of them, really.”

Alexis sat down at the head of the table and topped up her wine glass. “How was Madison?”

Cleo’s expression shifted, something flickering behind her eyes before she smoothed it over. “She’s great.” She poked at her food. “She’s also, like, stupidly beautiful. Like, unfairly. I kept catching guys on the beach just stopping and staring at her, and I’m standing right next to her feeling like her less attractive cousin.”

Alexis made a sound of gentle protest. “Cleo, that’s not true.”

“I’m just saying what happened.” She shrugged, but her shoulders were a little tight.

“You’re gorgeous,” Alexis said, with the firm certainty of someone who had been saying it for nineteen years and meant it every time.

Cleo turned to me, chin lifted, the way she did when she wanted an honest answer and was bracing for a diplomatic one. “What do you think?”

I looked at her. The sun had left a faint line across her nose and cheeks, and her hair was still wild from the beach, and she was watching me with those bright, searching eyes.

“I think you look cute and pretty,” I said. “Same as always.”

She held my gaze for a beat longer than necessary, then looked back at her plate. The tips of her ears went pink. “Cute,” she repeated, like she was testing the word.

“And pretty,” I added.

“High praise from the man who just spent the day with seven women who probably look like movie posters.”

“None of them looked like you,” I said, and then immediately reached for my water glass.

Alexis gave me a smile across the table.

Cleo was quiet for a moment, turning her fork over in her fingers. Then she said, casual as anything, “We should do another shopping trip. I saw some stuff online I want your opinion on … uhm, if you want.”

“We just went shopping,” I said.

“That was practical shopping. This would be fun shopping.” She looked at me. “You’re good at it. You have taste now. It’s weird but I like it.”

Alexis laughed, setting her glass down. “She’s not wrong, Alexander. You have more money than you know what to do with. A shopping trip would at least put some of it to use.”

I chuckled. “We’ll find time,” I told Cleo.”

Cleo smiled and went back to eating.

* * *

After the plates were cleared, Cleo stretched her arms above her head, yawned dramatically, and said that she needed a shower to get the salt out of her hair. She disappeared down the hall, and a few seconds later I heard the distant rush of water.

Alexis moved from her chair to the sofa, closer to where I was sitting. She tucked one leg under her and turned toward me, and something in her expression had changed. The easy, dinner-table warmth was still there, but underneath it was something more deliberate. “You were incredible today,” she said.

I looked at her. “You were watching?”

“I saw glimpses here and there … talked to the women you loved and how much they praised you.” She paused. “I’m not going to pretend I wasn’t affected by it. Watching you with all those women, the way you took care of them.” She shook her head slowly. “It does something to me … it always does.”

I felt the warmth of that settle in my chest. “Alexis.”

“I know,” she said, not defensively. “I’m just being honest.”

She reached over and rested her hand on my knee. “Helen and I talked about something … about the three of us. Together, when the timing is right.”

I held her gaze. The idea wasn’t new, and I wasn’t a threesome-virgin any longer. “Yeah,” I said. “I want that.”

“We just need to find the right moment.”

“We will.” I put my hand over hers. “There’s no rush.”

She nodded, and then she was quiet for a moment, and I could tell she was working toward something else. “She was watching you, too,” Alexis said, her voice lower now.

I didn’t have to ask who she meant. “I know.”

“At dinner … every time you spoke.” She turned her hand over under mine. “She looks at you the way I used to watch you when you first started out here.”

I stared at the far wall, the old familiar pull of that knowledge sitting somewhere between warmth and unease. “I noticed it the second I met her at the airport.”

“She’s young,” Alexis said. “And she’s always adored you. But this is different.”

“I know.”

“Be gentle with her,” Alexis said. It wasn’t a warning exactly, more like something she needed to say aloud, needed me to hear and hold onto.

“Of course,” I said. “I would never hurt her.”

She studied me for a moment, her light brown eyes moving over my face, and then whatever she was looking for, she seemed to find, because she leaned in and kissed me.

It was soft at first, the way she always started, her hand coming up to rest against my jaw. I kissed her back, and she made a quiet sound against my mouth that I felt all the way down my spine.

She pulled back just enough to look at me, her thumb tracing the line of my jaw. “You’re a good man and lover,” she said. “I need you to keep being that.”

“I’m trying,” I said.

She kissed me once more, brief and warm, and then settled back against the cushion beside me, her shoulder against mine, and we sat like that while the sound of the shower ran on somewhere in the mansion and the ocean moved dark and steady beyond the glass.

* * *

Eventually, it was time to go to bed. I brushed my teeth, killed the lights and slid into bed. I sighed in relief. Seven women, a shared pie on the floor, Cleo pink from the sun and Alexis’s hand over mine at the dinner table. I lay in the dark and let it all settle.

But then someone knocked. “Come in,” I said.

The door opened. Alexis stood in the frame, backlit by the dim hallway glow. She’d showered, her honey-blonde hair damp at the ends, the bathrobe tied at the waist. She stepped inside and eased the door shut behind her without a sound.

“Hey,” she said.

I sat up. “You okay?”

She stayed near the door, her fingers working the belt of the robe in small, fidgeting loops. “I’ve been lying in bed for twenty minutes,” she said. “I can’t settle.”

I waited.

She exhaled, and whatever careful phrasing she’d been rehearsing seemed to dissolve. “I need your help,” she said. “Not the full thing. I know Cleo’s still up. I heard her moving around. But I just need you to…” She paused, her chin dropping. “Touch me. Just enough to get me there. I can take care of the rest myself.”

I looked at her for a moment. The low light touched the line of her jaw and the smooth curve of her bare shoulder. “Come here,” I said.

She crossed the room and sat on the edge of the mattress beside me, her weight dipping the springs. I could smell her clean skin, the faint floral soap she’d used. Her breathing was already a little shallow.

I reached over slowly, watching her face. She gave a small nod, her teeth pressing briefly into her lower lip. I slid my hand beneath the robe and along the supple inside of her thigh. When my fingers reached her, she was already damp, but the moment I let the current run through my touch. She made a sound so quiet it was almost nothing, just the smallest catch in the back of her throat, and I felt her grow slick against my palm. Her hand came down over mine, pressing it there for one still second.

Then a floorboard creaked in the hallway.

I pulled my hand back and she straightened, the robe closing over her knees as Cleo appeared in the doorway.

She was in a nightgown, ivory and silky, thin straps, the fabric draping over every curve. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, freshly brushed. She looked from Alexis to me and back.

“What are you doing here?” she asked.

Alexis didn’t miss a beat. “We had some work things to go over,” she said, her voice smooth and unhurried. “Boring budget stuff.” She stood, retying the belt of the robe. “I was just heading to bed.” She leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead. “Goodnight, honey.”

“Night, Alexis.”

She moved past Cleo with a small smile, touching her shoulder briefly as she went, and then she was gone down the hall, her footsteps fading.

Cleo watched her go, then turned back to me with an expression I couldn’t entirely read. She stepped inside and let the door drift open, not quite closed.

“I wanted to say something,” she said, her voice dropping to the register she used when it was just the two of us. “In private.”

She sat where Alexis had just been sitting, the mattress dipping in the same spot, and folded her hands in her lap.

“The debt thing,” she said. “I keep thinking about it. I’ve been trying to figure out how to say this properly all day, and I just…” She shook her head. “You’re amazing, Alex. I mean it. I don’t have a better word for it.”

I opened my mouth, but she held up a hand.

“Let me finish. I’ve spent so long pretending everything was fine, and you just looked at me and saw through it, and then you fixed it without making me feel like garbage about it. You have no idea what that did for me.” The sharpness had gone out of her voice. “So, thank you, really.”

I reached over and pulled her into a hug, my arm around her shoulders, her head tucking naturally against my neck the way it always had. She held on for a moment, both arms coming up around my ribs.

“You’re welcome,” I said. “Always.”

She pulled back, and before I could say anything else, she leaned in and kissed my cheek, a firm press of her lips. When she sat back, she was grinning.

“Souvenir,” she said, tapping my cheek to mirror where she’d left the mark. “So you remember who loves you most.”

“Sweet dreams, Cleo.”

“Sweet dreams,” she said, and slipped off the bed and out the door, the hem of the nightgown catching the light as she went.

I slumped back against the pillow and stared at the ceiling. I reached up and touched my cheek where the lipstick had landed, then dropped my hand.

It was getting more complicated by the day. That was the only honest thing I could say about it. The pieces were all moving, Alexis and Cleo and Madison and the work and the money and the current that ran through everything I touched, and I wasn’t sure anymore whether I was navigating it or just being carried along by it.

I closed my eyes and let the dark have me.


Chapter 7

My phone was already lit up when I woke up. The notifications had come in while I slept, a small stack of them, but the one sitting at the top was from Madison, a DM sent.

Good morning. Are you awake? Call me.

I rolled onto my back and called her.

She picked up on the second ring. “Finally,” she said.

“It’s barely nine.”

“I’ve been up since seven. I went for a run.” A pause. “Okay so I have to tell you something and I need you not to make it weird.”

I rubbed my eyes. “That’s a great opening.”

“I know. Just listen.” I heard her settle, the soft sound of her sitting down somewhere. “So Cleo and I were hanging out yesterday, and we talked a lot, and at some point she starts asking me about you.”

“Asking what?”

“Everything,” Madison said. “Like, your personality, your sense of humor. How you treat people. And then she asked me, and I want to stress she asked me very casually, like she was just making conversation.” A brief pause for effect. “She asked about your size.”

The ceiling suddenly became very interesting.

“She what?”

“She asked if the rumors were true. I may have confirmed them.” I could hear the smile in her voice. “Don’t be mad. She was going to find out eventually.”

“Madison.”

“I think she’s in love with you, Alex.” Her voice had shifted, quieter now, less teasing. “I don’t mean that in a cute sibling way. I mean she talks about you the way I talk about you, and I am very openly trying to sleep with you on a regular basis.”

I was quiet for a moment.

I thought about the nightgown. The lipstick on my cheek, and everything else that’s happened between us since she came here.

“I figured there was a reason she reached out to you,” I said carefully.

“Maybe,” Madison said. “But I like her. I want you to know that. It’s not just because of you. She’s genuinely fun and she’s sweet and she’s got this whole thing going on where she pretends she doesn’t care about anything but she clearly cares about everything.” A small laugh. “She’s very cute.”

“She is,” I agreed, and left it at that.

“Anyway.” Madison’s tone brightened back up. “You have a day off today, right? Can we do something? I don’t care what. I just want to see you in person,” she finished.

“Yeah,” I said. “I have the day off. Come out. We’ll figure something out.”

“Perfect.” The smile was back in her voice, full wattage. “I’ll text Cleo too.”

“I’ll talk to her,” I said. “We’ll meet you somewhere.”

We hung up and I dropped the phone onto my chest and stared at the ceiling for a moment. Then my screen lit up again.

A DM notification. No preview, just a username.

I tapped it open assuming it was Madison following up, maybe a location suggestion or a selfie from her run, and the image loaded and I went completely still.

It was a nude. Full length, mirror selfie, taken in what I recognized after a half second as the bathroom down the hall. Ivory skin, golden hair loose over one shoulder, one arm lifted to hold the phone. The nightgown was gone. Every inch of her was visible, and my brain caught up a full three seconds after my body did, my cock already pressing hard against the sheets before I’d consciously processed who I was looking at.

Cleopatra.

I sat up slowly, phone in both hands, my pulse doing something stupid in my throat.

She was beautiful. That was the honest, unavoidable fact of it. Slender waist, the gentle flare of her hips, her breasts small and perfectly shaped, her expression in the mirror caught somewhere between deliberate and terrified. I’d seen her briefly when she was masturbating, but not up close like this.

I forced myself to lock the screen. I sat there for a moment, breathing through it, then typed back. Was that for me?

Three dots appeared immediately. Then a string of blushing emojis, and then, Oh my god no it was for Madison I’m so sorry wrong DM I want to die.

I looked at the locked screen for a long moment. I wasn’t sure I believed it, but I wasn’t going to make it worse.

It’s fine, I typed back. Happens to everyone. Forget it.

Another blushing emoji. Then, please forget it.

Good luck with that. I set the phone face down on the nightstand and sat on the edge of the bed with my elbows on my knees, running a hand through my hair. My cock was still half hard and I was already annoyed at myself about it.

I thought about last night. Alexis in the doorway, the robe, my hand under the hem and then the floorboard. We’d gotten lucky. I couldn’t keep being careless about that, not with Cleo moving through the mansion at all hours, not with the way she watched me now. Last night had been too close. Whatever I had with Alexis needed walls around it, real ones, not just a door that wasn’t quite latched.

I rose and went to the bathroom. I texted Maya to prepare my clothes while I showered.

After the shower, Maya was already in the room, laying out clothes on the chair the way she always did. Dark jeans, a white linen shirt, a pair of clean sneakers.

“Thank you,” I said.

She glanced at me, then quickly away, the color rising in her cheeks the way it always did when she caught me with a towel and wet hair. “Of course,” she said, and slipped out.

I dressed and went toward the terrace. Alexis was already there, sitting with her cup of tea and the morning light on her face, her hair loose and pretty in the early sun. The ocean was flat and bright below us. Helen sat across from her with a folder open and a cup of tea she hadn’t touched.

I pulled out a chair and sat down.

“Good morning,” Alexis said.

“Morning.”

Helen looked up from the folder. “Sleep well?”

“Eventually.”

Alexis poured me a cup of tea and slid it across the table. I wrapped my hand around it and looked out at the water. We talked about the schedule, about a new inquiry that had come in overnight, about whether to hire a second coordinator. Ordinary morning conversation.

I started to say something but the terrace door slid open and Cleo stepped out, barefoot, still in the nightgown, her hair not yet brushed. She stopped when she saw all three of us looking at her, and a deep flush climbed from her collarbone to her hairline.

“Morning,” she said, to no one in particular.

“Morning, sweetheart,” Alexis said, warm as always.

Cleo pulled out the chair beside me and sat down, tucking her feet up under her, not quite meeting anyone’s eyes. Alexis poured her some tea as well while she was texting someone.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I glanced down, did you tell them about the photo?

I kept my face neutral and typed back under the table. No.

A pause. Then, thank you.

Alexis was talking to Helen about something, and I slid the phone back into my pocket.

“What kind of secrets are you two keeping?” Alexis asked, glancing between us with a light smile.

Cleo looked up. “Nothing.”

“You’re both on your phones.”

“I was checking the weather,” Cleo said, without missing a beat.

Alexis raised her eyebrows and let it go. She looked at Cleo over her cup. “Any plans today?”

Cleo shrugged one shoulder, pulling a piece of melon off the plate. “Not really. Maybe.”

I looked at her. “I have the day off. You want to go shopping?”

Her eyes came up to mine. “Yeah, actually. Yeah, I do.”

“We can go this morning.”

She was already brighter, sitting up a little straighter. “Can we bring Madison?”

“She was already planning on it,” I said.

Cleo’s whole face opened up. “Okay. Yes, give me twenty minutes.”

She grabbed her cup and disappeared back inside.

Helen watched her go, then looked at me. “Have fun,” she said, in a tone that meant several things at once.

* * *

Cleo was ready in fifteen. She came back out in cutoff shorts and a cropped white shirt, her hair loose, the Tom Ford lipstick already on. She had the big woven bag she’d bought on the last trip and a pair of oversized sunglasses pushed up on her head.

Alexis kissed us both and told Cleo not to let me spend too much.

Cleo said, “No promises,” and pulled me toward the car.

We hopped into the Lambo, and I drove away. She had the window down and her feet on the dash within the first five minutes, her hair blowing sideways, her sunglasses finally down over her eyes. She had a playlist going through the Bluetooth, something with a slow, rolling bass line, and she was singing along under her breath, barely audible over the wind.

We’d been on the road maybe ten minutes when she turned the volume down. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

She looked out at the road ahead. “What was my mother actually doing in your room last night?”

I kept my eyes on the road. My grip on the wheel stayed loose, but just barely. “Budget stuff,” I said. “Like she said.”

A pause. “At midnight.”

“She couldn’t sleep.”

Another pause, longer this time. Cleo turned the sunglasses up onto her head and looked at me sideways. “You’re a bad liar.”

“I’m not lying.”

“You’re doing the thing where you answer too quickly.”

“I’m driving.”

She turned back to the windshield and didn’t say anything for a moment, and I could feel her thinking. Then she let it go, or at least she let it appear to go, which with Cleo was not the same thing at all.

She put the sunglasses back down and turned the volume up a notch, and we rode in silence for a mile or two. Then she turned it back down.

“Did you see much of it?” she asked. Her voice was almost casual, the way it got when she was trying very hard to be casual.

I knew exactly what she meant. There was no point pretending otherwise. “All of it,” I said.

She made an embarrassed sound. “And?”

“And what?”

“What did you think?” She was looking out the side window, her chin lifted, waiting.

I kept my eyes on the road. “You have a great body, Cleo.”

A beat. “You’re just saying that.”

“I’m not.”

She was quiet for a moment. When she spoke again, her voice had dropped, smaller and more careful. “Do you think they’re too small? My boobs, I mean. Madison has this whole… situation going on, and I just…” She trailed off.

I glanced at her. She was still looking out the window, one thumb working the strap of her bag. I looked back at the road.

“You’re perfect,” I said. I meant it to land flat and final, and it did. No qualifier, no cushion around it.

She didn’t say anything for a moment. Then she smiled, and I caught it in my peripheral vision, that slow, private smile that she tried to hide by turning further toward the window.

The music filled the car for another stretch. Then she pulled one knee up to her chest and rested her chin on it, watching the road unspool ahead of us.

“How much do you know about her?” she asked.

“Her who?”

“Cleopatra. The real one. Not me.”

I thought about it. “An Egyptian queen of Greek descent. Ptolemaic line. Born out of family love, same as most of that dynasty. They married siblings for generations to keep the bloodline clean.”

She went slightly pink at that. I noticed it without commenting on it. “The taboo part,” she said, after a moment. “Have you ever thought about what that would feel like?”

The question sat in the car between us. I kept my expression neutral, my hands easy on the wheel. “It’s a thought experiment,” I said.

She turned her head, watching my profile. “That’s not an answer.”

“I’ve thought about it,” I said, which was true enough.

She nodded slowly, like that satisfied something. “Do you actually think it’s such a big deal? The way society acts about it, I mean. Like, the world ends if two people who happen to be related…”

“No,” I said. “I don’t think it’s the catastrophe people make it out to be.”

She absorbed that. I had a fairly clear idea of why she was asking, the pieces of it were not subtle, and they had been assembling themselves for days now, but I wasn’t going to put words to it. Not yet. Not in a moving car ten minutes from a shopping center where Madison was waiting.

“I think it’s kind of cute, actually,” Cleo said. “That she married her brother. Ptolemy the Thirteenth, right? He was younger than her. She was the one in charge.” A small pause. “It’s romantic, in a weird ancient way.”

“She also had him drowned eventually,” I said.

Cleo wrinkled her nose. “That was because of Caesar.”

“What do you think of Caesar?”

“He should have stayed in Rome.” She said it with a shrug. “He shows up and suddenly everything gets complicated and it doesn’t have a happy ending. If he’d just stayed where he belonged…”

“It was probably a bit more complicated than that,” I said.

“It’s always more complicated than that,” she said, mimicking my tone just slightly, not unkindly. “But the basic point stands. She had something, and then an outside party came in and disrupted it, and it fell apart.”

I let that sit for a moment.

She put her feet back up on the dash and looked out through the windshield at the bright flat stretch of road ahead, the sun catching the gold in her hair.

I signaled and took the exit toward the shopping district, the ocean disappearing behind us as we curved inland. My phone buzzed in the cupholder, almost certainly Madison sending a parking lot location.

“You know she named her son after him,” I said. “Caesarion.”

“I know.” Cleo’s voice was quieter now. “She loved him. That was the problem. She should have loved someone she could keep.”

I didn’t say anything to that. I pulled into the lot and found a space, and when I cut the engine, Cleo was already gathering her bag and pushing the door open, sunglasses back in place, the conversation apparently finished.

But she paused with one foot on the asphalt and looked back at me over her shoulder.

“For the record,” she said, “I think Ptolemy got a raw deal in the history books.”

She stepped out and let the door swing behind her, and I sat there for one extra second before following.

Madison was waiting near the entrance in a yellow sundress, waving from behind her own oversized sunglasses, and Cleo’s whole body lifted when she saw her, the two of them meeting in the kind of hug that comes from a day at the beach and a shared playlist and whatever Cleo had apparently confided along the way.

I watched them from twenty feet back, my hands in my pockets and let the moment settle before Madison spotted me and waved me over with a grin.

I hugged and kissed her. We made some small talk, and then we jumped straight to shopping.

The first store was one of those places where everything was draped rather than hung, fabric falling off minimal fixtures in neutral tones, the kind of shop where a single price tag could fund a small vacation. Madison moved through, and Cleo followed her, occasionally holding something up against herself and looking at me over the rack.

I sat in one of the low leather chairs near the fitting rooms and let them run.

Madison came out first in a white linen sundress, sleeveless, with a neckline that dipped just past appropriate. She turned once, slowly, her arms out.

“Too casual?” she asked.

“Not casual enough,” I said.

She laughed and went back in.

Cleo came out in a black backless mini dress. The fabric was simple, the back open almost to the base of her spine, held together by two thin straps that crossed at the shoulder blades. She had her hair over one shoulder to show the back, and she stood there in her bare feet on the marble floor and looked at me with that chin-up expression.

“Well?” she said.

I looked at her for a long moment. The dress was cut to make the most of exactly the body she had, the slight curve of her waist, the clean line of her back and the way the hem landed just below the threshold of indecent.

“That one,” I said.

She turned slowly, checking the back in the angled mirror beside the fitting room door. “It’s not too much?”

“It’s exactly enough.”

She smiled at the mirror, then glanced back at me over her bare shoulder, just for a second, before disappearing back through the curtain.

Madison’s voice came through the fabric. “He said that one, Cleo. You heard him.”

“I heard him,” Cleo said.

After we were done at the first store, we headed to another. The second store was smaller and higher end. Madison found a sheer white top immediately, the fabric so thin it was more suggestion than material, and held it up.

“This,” she said.

“You’d need a bra,” the sales associate offered.

Madison gave her a polite smile. “I really wouldn’t.”

She disappeared into the fitting room, and Cleo pulled me over to a rack near the back, holding up a pale blue silk blouse and then immediately putting it back down. “Too safe,” she muttered.

Madison called from behind the curtain. “Alex. Come here a second.”

I looked at Cleo, who waved me toward the fitting room with a slightly too innocent expression. I pushed through the curtain.

Madison was standing in front of the mirror in the white top, no bra, exactly as promised. The fabric was sheer enough that the light caught everything, her nipples just visible through the gauze, her breasts full and perfectly shaped beneath it. She had her hair pulled to one side, and she was watching my face in the mirror with that particular smile she used when she already knew the answer.

“Honest opinion,” she said.

I took a breath and kept my expression level, though I could feel the fertility powers moving in me the way it always did in close quarters. “Honest opinion, you’ll get pulled over just walking to the car.”

She laughed, delighted. “Perfect, I’ll take it.” She turned to face me directly, which was worse than the mirror. “You can go. Unless you want to stay.”

“I’ll go,” I said, and pushed back through the curtain.

Cleo was waiting just outside it, her arms crossed, her expression somewhere between curious and amused. She looked at my face and the amusement won.

“Good in there?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said.

She patted my arm and went back to the rack.

The third store was where it got complicated. It was a boutique that sold resort wear, beachwear, and the kind of vacation clothing that existed in a category between fashion and foreplay. The walls were lined with swimsuits and cover-ups and small, bright pieces of nothing. Madison went straight for a rack of bikinis in the back while Cleo circled the front section, pulling out a few things and putting them back.

Then she held up a bikini. Tiny, emerald green, the top two triangles of fabric and the bottom not much more.

“I need your opinion on this one,” she said, and her voice was perfectly even, as if this were a completely unremarkable request.

“That’s what I’m here for,” I said.

She disappeared into the fitting room. Madison drifted over from the bikini rack and leaned against the wall beside me, her own selection draped over her arm.

“She’s been planning this stop since the parking lot,” Madison said, quietly enough that only I could hear.

“I figured.”

“She asked me on the way over if you’d be honest about swimwear.” A pause. “I said you would be.”

The curtain moved and Cleo’s voice came through it. “Okay, come in. I can’t tell if it fits right.”

Madison raised her eyebrows at me, and I pushed through the curtain.

The fitting room was small, a narrow rectangle with a mirror on the far wall and a single hook on the side. Cleo was standing in front of the mirror in the green bikini, her back to me, looking over her shoulder. The top was tied at the neck and the back, the fabric pulling just enough to stay in place, and the bottoms were cut high at the hip, the back barely covering what it was meant to cover.

She was beautiful. That fact landed with the kind of weight that had nothing to do with intent or permission.

And then my fertility powers slipped. She felt it. Her lips parted and her cheeks flushed, color spreading from her jaw down her throat, and she held very still.

“Does it fit right?” she asked, but her voice had gone softer.

I pulled the current back in, locked it down, and kept my voice steady. “It fits right.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.”

She looked at herself in the mirror for a moment, her chest rising and falling a little faster than normal, the flush still high on her cheeks. Then she turned to face me directly, her chin lifting in that familiar way, and I saw her register that I’d noticed the flush and I noticed her decide not to acknowledge it.

“Okay,” she said. “I’m getting it.”

I went back through the curtain. Madison was leaning against the wall with her arms crossed and an expression of pure satisfaction.

“She’s getting it,” I said.

“Obviously,” Madison said.

Madison went in next, with a red bikini she’d pulled from the rack, and she barely got the curtain closed before she said, “Alex, come in, I need the tie done at the back.”

I went in. She was standing with her back to me, holding the two strings of the top over her shoulder, the bikini bottoms already on, her hair swept to one side. I tied the strings at her back, my fingers working the knot, and I was careful this time, deliberate about keeping the fertility powers locked, but it didn’t matter because Madison leaned back into my hands the moment I finished, just slightly, her shoulder blades pressing back against my chest for one second.

“Thank you,” she said, in a voice that had nothing to do with the tie.

I stepped back and she turned around, and the red against her sun-gold skin was exactly as effective as she’d known it would be. She looked at herself in the mirror, then at me.

“Well?”

“You know,” I said.

She laughed, low and warm. “I do know. But I like hearing it.”

Through the curtain, I heard Cleo’s voice, bright with amusement. “Are you two done in there in that tiny room?”

“Just a minute,” Madison called back, entirely unbothered.

She took that minute, adjusting the bikini top in the mirror, and then she pushed through the curtain ahead of me with her red bikini and her armful of other selections and a smile.

By the time we finished paying at the third store, I’d stopped looking at the totals entirely. It didn’t matter. My problem was, after all, what to do with all the money.

We made it back to the cars in the early afternoon heat, the sun directly overhead and the asphalt radiating warmth up through the soles of our shoes. I unlocked the car and Cleo loaded the bags into the front trunk while Madison loaded the bags in hers, and then Cleo turned around and without any preamble at all walked straight into me, both arms coming up around my ribs and squeezing hard.

“Thank you,” she said against my shoulder. “I mean it. You didn’t have to do any of this.”

Before I could answer, Madison was there too, coming around from the other side and wrapping her arms around both of us from my left, her cheek pressing against my arm, her hand finding Cleo’s at my back.

“Thank you,” Madison said.

“You are welcome,” I told both of them.

Cleo tightened her arms briefly and then pulled back, her sunglasses crooked from the hug. She straightened them, and her cheeks were pink.

“Okay,” she said, voice brisk in the way that meant she was covering something. “Lunch. I’m starving. I need to sit down somewhere with a view and eat something that isn’t a protein bar.”

I knew a place along the coast, an outdoor terrace restaurant built into a hillside, tables under white umbrellas with the ocean spread out below. And it was also within walking distance.

When we reached there, we got a table at the railing, the water glittering flat and bright thirty feet below us, a breeze moving through at regular intervals that kept the heat from settling.

Cleo sat across from me with Madison to my right. Cleo touched her hair twice, pushed it back over one shoulder, then pulled it forward again. She checked her phone and set it face down. She touched the corner of her mouth where the Tom Ford lipstick sat, making sure it was still there, which it was.

We ordered, and then the conversation moved easily at first, the way it did when everyone was still a little warm from shopping and the food hadn’t arrived yet. Madison talked about the red bikini and which beach she was going to debut it at. Cleo talked about the black dress, whether it needed different shoes, and we went around that for a while until the food came and settled us.

Then Cleo set her fork down and looked at me with the expression that meant she’d been waiting to say something.

“So,” she said. “I was thinking about the car conversation. About Cleopatra and Ptolemy.”

Madison tilted her head, interested.

“And I was just thinking,” Cleo continued, her voice carefully light, “that you said you don’t think it’s the catastrophe people make it out to be. The sibling thing.” She picked up her fork again and turned it over in her fingers. “So you really don’t think sibling stuff is automatically gross?”

“No,” I said. “I don’t think it’s automatically anything.”

Cleo gave Madison a brief update of what we’d talked about in the car. Then Madison reached for her glass, and over the rim of it she looked at me with an expression of calm, knowing amusement. “Depends on the siblings,” she said, in the same easy tone she used to talk about the weather.

Cleo looked at her. “That’s exactly what I think.”

“I know,” Madison said pleasantly, and set her glass down.

Under the table, something warm pressed against my foot. Cleo’s bare foot, the sandal apparently off, the top of it resting lightly against the side of mine. She didn’t move it. She looked out at the water and took a sip of her own water and kept talking about something, the Ptolemaic dynasty, the particular logic of keeping power within a bloodline, and her foot stayed exactly where it was, easy and still and impossible to misread. But I let it be there.

The breeze came through again and lifted the edge of Cleo’s hair, and she caught it with one hand, tucking it back. “I need to pee,” she said abruptly. She stood, gathering herself, and her foot left mine. She touched her lipstick once more and disappeared toward the interior of the restaurant.

Madison watched her go, then turned to me.

“Okay,” she said. “What is happening there?”

I leaned back in my chair. “You told me on the phone.”

“I told you what I suspected. You’re confirming it.” She studied me. “She’s in love with you.”

“Yes,” I said.

Madison absorbed that with a slow nod, her fingers turning the wine glass stem. “That’s actually very cute,” she said, and she meant it, no edge in it. “I’m not being sarcastic. It’s genuinely sweet. She looks at you like you personally hung the sun.”

“It’s complicated.”

“Everything about you is complicated.” She smiled, but it softened almost immediately into something more honest. “She needs something good right now, anyway. Something to think about that isn’t the rest of it.”

I looked at her. “The rest of what?”

Madison glanced toward the restaurant door, checking, and then looked back at me. “She mentioned her situation at home a little. Not a lot, but enough.” She paused, turning the glass again. “I didn’t say anything because it’s not my thing to share, but since we’re being honest.” She set the glass down. “It’s tight at home for me as well. It’s been tight for a while. My mom and I are managing, but barely. The kind of barely where you check the account before you buy groceries.” She said it plainly, without apology, but I could see the effort in the plainness.

“Madison,” I said.

“It’s fine. I’m not saying it for sympathy. I just meant I understand a little, the need for something good to focus on.”

I looked at her for a moment. The ocean moved behind her, bright and indifferent.

“You should move in,” I said.

She blinked. “What?”

“The mansion. There’s more space than we’re using. You should move in.”

She stared at me. For once, the easy confidence was suspended, replaced by something more unguarded. “You’re serious.”

“Of course I’m serious. There’s no reason you should be managing barely when there’s a mansion full of empty rooms.”

She opened her mouth and closed it again. “I’ve thought about it,” she admitted, quieter now. “I wasn’t going to say anything because you’re always working, and I didn’t want to make it weird, or ask for something you didn’t have room for.”

“I’m busy,” I said. “That’s…kind of the point, right? I want you there, Madison. I want you with us. If you want it, too.”

She looked away for a second. “I want it,” she said. “I really do.”

“Then it’s settled.”

She set her glass down, then reached for my hand under the table. “Thank you,” she said, and I could tell she meant it in about seven different ways at once.

I squeezed her hand. “You’re welcome.”

She held it for a moment. Then, she leaned over and kissed me, a quick press of her lips to mine. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining. “Okay,” she said. “Now I’m going to cry if you say anything else nice, so let’s just eat.”

Cleo came back from the bathroom, sliding into her seat and immediately noticing the weird smile on Madison’s face. “What happened?”

“Nothing,” Madison said brightly. “We’re just talking about living arrangements. I’m moving in.”

Cleo’s face opened up, then dissolved into a delighted squeal. “Oh my god, really?!”

“If you’ll have me,” Madison said, glancing at me.

“Yes,” Cleo said, decisive. “Oh my god, yes. We’ll have so much fun. We should … we should do a housewarming thing. Like a party, but just for us. Or a girls’ night. Or a—” She stopped herself, cheeks bright, then looked at me. “If that’s okay for you.”

“Whatever makes you two happy,” I said.

Cleo squeezed her water glass. “Can we do something tomorrow? The three of us?”

“I’ve got clients in the morning,” I said. “But after lunch I’m yours.”

She considered it. “We’ll do something fun and meet you after work. Maybe cook dinner for you.”

Madison nodded, already plotting. “Or we’ll surprise you.”

Cleo grinned, a streak of pure mischief in it. “You’ll love it. I promise.”

We finished lunch with a cheesecake then got the check and wandered back toward the cars.

At the parking lot, Madison stopped beside her car and turned to face both of us. “I’ll talk to my mother when I get back to prepare the move,” she said. “Assuming I pass the background check.”

“I already know all your secrets,” I said.

She smirked. “Not all of them. But you will.”

She reached out and hugged Cleo, then pulled me in as well. I felt her body pressed to mine, the heat of her and the familiar scent of her skin. “I love you,” she said, leaning her forehead against mine.

“I love you too,” I said, giving her fit ass a squeeze before I kissed her on the lips.

She held on for a second, then let go and looked at Cleo. “Text me as soon as you’re home.”

“We have to come up with something good,” Cleo remembered. “For the surprise.”

Madison saluted. “On it.”

She slid into her car and pulled away, and Cleo and I stood for a second in the lot, watching her go. Then we walked to the Lambo and got in, the seats already hot from the sun.

Cleo buckled up, then turned to me.

“I’m really happy,” she said, so quietly I almost missed it.

I looked at her. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “I feel like… like we’re building something. Not just a place to live, but a real family. I know that sounds dumb.”

“It’s not dumb.”

She twisted in her seat, looking out the side window. “I’m not used to things being good for this long. It’s like I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop.”

I put my hand on hers, resting on her bare thigh. “Maybe there isn’t another shoe.”

She looked down at my hand, then turned it over so our palms touched. “If there is, maybe you can just buy me better shoes.”

We both laughed, and then I started the car and drove us home.

* * *

Alexis was in the kitchen when we got back.

She was in a sundress, barefoot, humming to herself as she chopped fruit for a giant bowl of salad. She looked up as we entered and gave us both a smile that was pure sunshine. “How was your day?” she asked.

“Good,” I said. “Madison’s moving in.”

Alexis’s eyebrows jumped, but the smile didn’t fade. “That’s wonderful! I always liked her.”

She rinsed her hands and dried them on a towel, then hugged Cleo, then me.

“Mom,” Cleo said after breaking the hug. “I’ll spend time with Madison tomorrow while Alex is working, then we’ll be with him.”

“That’s fine, sweetie, make sure to give some alone time for Alex and his girlfriend as well.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she said. She and Alexis exchanged excited looks, then Alexis drifted back to her salad, still humming.

Cleo disappeared down the hall to shower and change, and I lingered in the kitchen, sipping from a glass of water and watching Alexis in the late light. She finished the salad, covered it in plastic wrap, and set it in the fridge. Then she turned to face me, leaning against the counter.

“I’m proud of you,” she said, her eyes warm.

I shrugged. “I’m just trying to keep up.”

She crossed the room and took my hand in both of hers. Her fingers were cool from the water. “You’re doing more than that.” She squeezed my hand.

“You’re building something really special. All of this, the work, the people here, the way you take care of Cleo, your girlfriend and all the women needing love and children. I never thought it would feel like a real home again, but it does.”

I looked at her, and I felt the pull, her to me, and me to her. I wanted to make love to her again, and I knew she felt the same.

She reached up and traced the line of my cheek with her thumb. “Tomorrow,” she said, “after you’re finished breeding. Helen and I want you. Both of us.”

My pulse kicked hard, but I kept my voice level. “I want you, too.”

She smiled, slow and secret. “I know. But this time it’s going to be all three of us together. I want you to be ready for that.”

“I will be,” I said. My cock was already stirring, just from the promise of it.

She must have seen it in my face, because she laughed and kissed my forehead. She let go, then drifted down the hall, her dress fluttering, and I was left in the kitchen with the scent of lemon and basil and the knowledge that tomorrow was going to be very, very different.


Chapter 8

The following day, I texted Cleo good morning and got back a selfie of her and Madison, both in matching sunglasses and holding up iced coffees in front of a pink neon gym sign. Cleo’s text, Try not to breed the entire county while we’re gone. Madison’s, Save some energy for us.

I smiled, then went to the bathroom, took the hottest shower I could handle and tried to clear the sleep from my head.

I dressed in fresh clothes and headed to the main office. Maya was already waiting, a clipboard in her arms. Helen had delegated the managing tasks to her today since she and Alexis were busy with something. Maya smiled, but there was a hint of mischief in it, as if she knew what was on the schedule and was rooting for me from the sidelines.

“First client’s in the lounge,” she said. “She’s, uh, very nervous.”

I nodded. “I’ll take care of it.”

She handed me the clipboard. The dossier photo was of a woman with close-cropped hair, a severe cut, big brown eyes. She wore a military uniform in the picture. The bio said: Two tours. Medical discharge. Wants a child, but not a husband. Needs to feel safe.

I entered the lounge and found her pacing. She was taller than I expected, with a runner’s build, the kind of muscle that only shows up on women who’ve spent years getting up at five a.m. to hurt themselves on purpose. She turned when I entered, eyes running up and down as if she was assessing me for a threat.

“Hi, I’m Alexander,” I said.

She nodded. “I’m Jenna.”

We shook hands. I sat down on the sofa and motioned for her to join me.

She looked at the clock, then at me. “Is there a script for this?”

“Not unless you want one,” I said. “We can talk first. Or not talk at all. Up to you.”

She sat beside me, her arms crossed. “Let’s just do it.”

I led her upstairs, to one of the private suites. She undressed quickly, as if changing for inspection. Her body was covered in scars, some small, some big, one that ran from her left collarbone down beneath her breast. I let my gaze linger, not out of curiosity but respect. She caught me looking, and the edge in her eyes softened for half a second.

I undressed, and her eyes widened a little at the sight of my cock. No matter how many times I saw it happen, it always did something to me.

She lay down on the bed, still and ready, and I lay beside her, my hand resting on her hip.

“Do you want me to …?”

She shook her head. “Just do it.”

I slid inside her, slow and careful, and she let out a long, ragged breath. Her walls were tense at first, like her body was fighting to stay in control, but I opened the fertility powers gently, letting it roll off me until she softened under the touch. After a minute, she wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.

She didn’t make a sound until she came, then she bit her own knuckle and shuddered, her whole body shaking, and after I flooded her she pulled me so close I almost couldn’t breathe. She held on for a long time, her hand trembling against my shoulder.

When it was done, she dressed in silence, and at the door she turned back, her face more relaxed than it had been since I walked in.

“I didn’t think I could do that,” she said quietly.

“You did,” I told her, and she nodded.

“It felt really nice … I’m sorry if I appeared a bit cold.”

I smiled. “No judgement … we’re all different.”

“And I’m pregnant now?”

“Yes … We have a hundred percent success rate.”

“Okay,” she said with a smile that told me she was grateful.

After she left, I showered off and checked the schedule. Five minutes until the next appointment. The second woman was already in the waiting room, flipping through a magazine. She wore a business suit, her blonde hair in a ponytail, and she didn’t look up until I stood in front of her. She was maybe twenty-seven, twenty-eight, with a face that would have looked at home in a perfume ad. I read her file, “Geneticist, single, wants guarantee of health and intelligence.”

She introduced herself as Dr. Chandra and shook my hand.

We sat down on the velvet settee, and she crossed one leg over the other. “How does this work?” she asked, and there was no innuendo in her voice, just curiosity.

I explained the process, making her comfortable in the bedroom upstairs, and when I finished, she nodded, as if I’d passed an exam I wasn’t aware I was taking.

“I’d like to proceed,” she said. “I ovulate today. I have… optimal timing.”

I led her to the bedroom and let her undress in her own way, and when she slid onto the bed she did so with the posture of someone expecting to be observed through a two-way mirror.

When I joined her, she didn’t look at me for the first minute, but the moment I kissed her neck, the clinical edge in her eyes cracked and her breath shivered in her throat. I pressed inside her and let the warmth of my body move into hers, and this time I let the fertility pulse go a little further. She arched under me, gasping, her composure dissolving one layer at a time.

She tried to keep herself contained, but her body had other ideas. The more I fucked her, the more she unraveled, until she was digging her nails into my shoulders and moaning into my mouth. The moment I finished, she wrapped her arms around my neck and went completely still, then pushed back just enough to look at my face.

“Thank you,” she whispered. She meant it.

“You’re welcome,” I said and led her out.

I showered and changed into fresh clothes, then headed back to Maya.

“Thirty minutes until the next one,” she said. “You want lunch?”

I shook my head. “I’m good. Who’s next?”

She handed me the tablet. The next client was a Stanford athlete, twenty-one, a gymnast with a face that belonged on a billboard and a body sculpted by a decade of discipline. Her file said she wanted a child while she was still in peak condition. She wanted to “get it over with” before the end of the year so she could focus on grad school.

When she arrived, she wore a tank top and running shorts, her hair in a high ponytail. She sized up the lobby with a single glance, then zeroed in on me and smiled, as if we were about to run a relay together.

She shook my hand, her grip was stronger than most men’s, and then she pulled me into a quick, aggressive hug. “I’m ready if you are,” she said.

I could have taken her to the bedroom, but she just started undressing in the lounge, kicking off her shoes, peeling off her shorts and tank in one motion. She was shameless about her body; she had nothing to hide. I followed her lead, and when we collided in the bedroom, it felt less like seduction and more like a contest.

She wrestled me onto my back and mounted me, riding my cock with a focus that bordered on obsession. Her body was tight, powerful, her abs flexing with every movement. I let the powers out again and watched her eyes widen as it hit her. She doubled her pace, gasping, and after a few minutes she came so hard she bit down on my shoulder, leaving a perfect imprint of her teeth.

Afterward, she dressed in silence, tying her shoes with trembling hands. Before leaving, she kissed me on the cheek, called me “stud,” and bounced out the front door with a spring in her step.

Maya watched her go, then looked back at me, wide-eyed. On and on it went. I impregnated a screenwriter, classic LA beauty with long dark hair and bronze skin. Then it was a Brazilian model, twenty, barely legal, her photos straight off a swimsuit calendar. Her application was three sentences: Want beautiful baby. Love your sperm. Please help.

When she arrived, she wore a tiny pink dress and platform sandals. She had a perfume that clung to her skin like sugar. Her accent was thick, her English limited, but she made her intentions clear by climbing onto my lap before I even finished introducing myself.

She was an amazing kisser, and the way she rode me blew me away.

After her, there were two influencers named Lana and Ivana who wanted to conceive at the same time. When they arrived, I nearly dropped my jaw. They came in as a set, two tall, tanned, and surgically-perfect blondes in matching pastel sweats and crop tops. Quickly, we went upstairs. And I fucked them both back to back, creampying one beauty and then the other.

When I was done for the day, it was late afternoon. I should’ve been tired, or perhaps taken a break, but throughout the breeding, I had thought of Alexis and Helen. A threesome that was long overdue. I wasn’t sure, but during the break between the Brazilian and the two influencers, I believed I’d heard both Alexis and Helen shower. There must also be a reason why Maya had stepped in today.

I received a text from Alexis, Are you done, sweetie?

I texted her back. Just finished.

Do you wanna come to my bedroom or are you hungry? Your call what you want first … us or something to eat.

I want you first. I pocketed my phone as my cock hardened again, and I headed straight to Alexis’ room.

Once I was there, I opened without knocking. Alexis and Helen were there, waiting. They wore matching white robes, both freshly showered, their hair still damp and slicked back. Alexis was sitting on the end of the bed, one leg tucked under her, her face bright and delicate in the late sun. Helen was standing beside her, arms folded loosely, watching me with that sideways smile she always used when she wanted to see how I’d react.

“Busy day?” Alexis said.

I nodded. “Six clients.”

Helen let out a low whistle. “And you’re still hard for us, right?”

“Maybe … You have to touch me and find out.”

Alexis crooked a finger, and I went to her. She stood from the bed and closed the distance between us, her fingers already working the buttons of my shirt before I’d said a word. She pushed it back off my shoulders and let it fall, then her hands dropped to my belt, unhooking it. When she pulled my pants down and my cock swung free, already thick and fully hard, she made a sound low in her throat and looked up at me.

“That’s my boy,” she said tenderly.

Helen laughed from across the room, but it was warm, approving.

Alexis’s fingers wrapped around me for just a moment, a slow, possessive stroke, and then she let go and looked up at my face. Something shifted in her expression, a flicker of frustration beneath the want. “I’ve been going a little crazy, you know,” she said. “Having you in this mansion and not being able to touch you. Not with Cleo here. Every time you walk through a room, I have to act like nothing is happening.”

“I know,” I said.

“It’s been harder than I thought it would be.”

“We’ll make up for it now,” I told her.

She held my gaze for a second, then nodded, and the tension in her jaw released.

Helen moved first. She reached the belt of her robe, pulled it loose, and let the whole thing slide from her shoulders in one motion. She was stunning, all olive skin and a perfect hourglass figure, a patch of hair adorned her mound, but I could still see the pink of her slit. Her tits looked amazing, natural Ds, slightly saggy but still full at the bottom.

Then Alexis untied her own robe and let it fall, and I stood there between them, looking at both of them, and the room suddenly felt very heated.

I reached for Alexis. Her tits were at least a double D, perfectly bell-shaped. My hands found her breasts, giving her titties a squeeze, and I felt her breath catch the moment I touched her. Then Helen was behind me, her bare chest pressing against my back, her lips finding the side of my neck. Her hands slid around my ribs, and one of them covered mine where it rested against Alexis’s breast, guiding it down slowly, over the curve of her stomach. All of a sudden, I was sandwiched between two MILFs

Alexis’s thighs parted before my fingers even reached her, and when they did, I felt the heat of her, the slick, soaked warmth of it, and I pressed two fingers against her and she gasped.

“God,” she breathed. “Please. Fingers first. Just your fingers, baby.”

Helen pressed her lips to the back of my neck, then my ear. Her hand slid around my hip and found my cock, wrapping around it, and she began to stroke me in a long, easy flow while I fingered Alexis.

I let the fertility power unspool just slightly, not a flood, just a low current, and I felt both of them respond to it immediately. Alexis’s hips rolled forward, chasing my hand, and behind me Helen made a sweet, involuntary sound against my shoulder and I felt the slick heat of her against my back where she was pressed.

“That’s it,” Helen murmured against my ear. “That’s exactly it. Give her what she needs.”

Alexis had her forehead dropped against my chest, her hands gripping my forearms, and she was shaking. “Come to bed,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

We moved to the bed. Alexis lay back, her legs falling open, her honey-blonde hair spread across the pillow, her face flushed and her lips parted. I settled between her thighs, my tip brushing against her spongy pink flesh, and when I pushed inside her she arched up with a long, broken sound that she couldn’t have swallowed if she’d tried. I held still for a moment, buried in her, stretching her sweet walls.

“I love your size, sweetie. I can’t believe how good this feels.”

Helen climbed up onto the bed, and I watched as she positioned herself over Alexis’s face, her knees on either side of Alexis’s head.

“Here goes,” Helen said.

Alexis’s hands came up to Helen’s thighs without hesitation, pulling her down, and then her mouth was working against Helen and Helen’s head dropped back with a sharp inhale.

I started to fuck Alexis. Slow and deep, the way she liked it, each stroke stretching her and reaching her depths, my hands gripping her hips, and I let the fertility power seep into them until both of them were drenched in it. Alexis moaned against Helen’s pussy, the sound muffled and obscene, and Helen braced her hands on the headboard and rocked against her.

“That’s my boy,” Alexis said, barely coherent, pulling back from Helen just long enough to say it before Helen pressed her pussy back down against her mouth, spilling her honey all over Alexis’ face.

“Don’t stop,” Helen said. Her voice was strained, barely composed.

I didn’t stop. I fucked Alexis and watched Helen come apart above her, watched the flush spread across Helen’s chest and throat, and Alexis was moaning continuously now, the sounds of her mouth on Helen mixing with the wet sounds of me inside her until the room was saturated with it.

Alexis came seconds later, clenching around me so hard I had to press my fingers into her hips to stay steady, and she cried out against Helen’s thigh, her whole body shaking.

I wasn’t done. I pulled out, seeing Alexis’s pussy gape open, and Alexis rolled over without being asked, already knowing what came next. She got her knees under her, and Helen shifted forward on the bed, settling in front of her, one leg draped over Alexis’s shoulder. Alexis’s mouth found her friend again immediately.

“After you fill her up,” Helen said, looking at me over Alexis’s back, her voice gone rough, “I want my fill too.”

I gripped Alexis’s hips, rubbed my cock along her slit and drove back into her, and she pushed back against me hard, and every thrust sent her face deeper into Helen’s lap. I could feel how close I was, had been holding it back through the whole slow stretch of it, and now I let it go.

I came hard. My whole body locked, and I buried myself to the root and held there, pouring into her in long, shuddering waves, and Alexis moaned so loudly around Helen that Helen grabbed a fistful of her hair and shook.

That was the exact moment the door burst open. “Alex! We got you something, we couldn’t wait to—” Cleo’s voice cut off like a wire snapping.

I couldn’t move. I was still buried inside Alexis, still pulsing through the last of it, Alexis’s face still pressed against Helen’s thighs, the sounds still happening, still wet and clear in the sudden silence.

Two seconds. Maybe three. I turned my head and looked at Cleo.

She was standing in the doorway in her sunglasses, both hands full of shopping bags, her face still bright from whatever excitement had carried her down the hall. That brightness collapsed in real time, feature by feature, like watching something beautiful fall. Her eyes went wide, then wider. Her mouth opened and nothing came out. The bags slipped from her fingers and hit the floor. Her eyes filled slowly. “Oh my god,” she said.

Her voice was barely a whisper, and it was the most devastating thing I’d heard all day. Then she turned and ran.


Chapter 9

The sound of her footsteps went fast down the hall, then the front door hit the frame hard, and then there was nothing but the ocean outside and the three of us on the bed.

Alexis lifted her head. Helen went very still. I pulled out and was already moving off the bed before either of them said a word, grabbing my pants from the floor, pulling them on.

“Alexander,” Alexis said. Her voice had changed completely, the warmth stripped out of it.

“I’ve got her,” I said.

I didn’t bother with a shirt. I went out the door and down the hall and through the front entrance, into the last of the afternoon light, the ocean glittering below the terrace and the sky going orange at the edges. I looked left, then right. She had gone left, down the stone path that cut through the terracing and dropped toward the beach. I could see the path marks in the loose gravel where someone had moved fast and not carefully.

I went after her. The path was steep and I took it at a jog, the stone warm under my bare feet, the ocean getting louder as I dropped below the level of the mansion. The last of the sun was flat and orange across the water. I hit the sand and looked both ways along the shoreline.

She was fifty yards south, down near the waterline, sitting with her knees pulled up to her chest and her arms wrapped around her shins. Her head was bowed. Her hair was loose and the wind kept moving it across her face. She wasn’t pushing it back.

I walked toward her but not fast. I didn’t want to startle her, and I didn’t want to arrive like I was chasing her down. When I got close enough to hear her breathing, I heard the quiet, hitched sound of it. She was sitting in wet sand in the dark crying because of something I had done.

I sat down beside her. She didn’t look at me. She kept her face turned toward the water, one hand coming up to swipe at her cheek in a fast, angry gesture, like she was annoyed at herself for the tears.

The ocean moved in and out. The light was going fast now, the sky deepening to a bruised purple at the horizon.

“Cleo,” I said.

“I’m fine,” she said immediately.

“You’re not.”

She pulled her knees tighter. Another swipe at her cheek. “I shouldn’t have just walked in. I know that. It was stupid.”

“That’s not what I’m worried about.”

She was quiet for a moment. The wave came up and the foam reached almost to her bare feet, and she didn’t move back from it.

“I’m sorry you saw that,” I said. “Not just the way it looked. I mean the whole of it. That you found out that way, without warning, without any kind of preparation. That was wrong. I should have told you.”

She turned her head but didn’t look at me directly. “It’s not about the sex.”

“I know.”

“I mean it.” Her voice had a brittle edge to it. “I’m not some child who can’t handle the idea of you having sex. That’s not what I’m sitting out here crying about.”

“Then tell me.”

She was quiet for a long stretch, long enough that I thought she might not. Then she pulled in a breath and let it go slowly. “You and my mom. The two of you have this whole thing, this entire secret world, and you’ve both been in it together, and I’ve been right here in the same mansion and neither of you said a single word.” She pressed the back of her hand to her mouth for a second. “I’ve been falling for you since I got here. And the whole time you were already with her, and you both knew it, and I was the only one who didn’t.”

I didn’t say anything. I let her keep going.

“It made me feel stupid,” she said. “Like I was this little kid you were tolerating. Like you had a real life happening behind a closed door and I was just out here being cute and oblivious.” Her voice cracked on the last word. “That’s what hurts, not the sex, the secret.”

“You’re right,” I said. “That was on me. On both of us.”

She finally looked at me. Her eyes were red and her mascara had tracked down one cheek in a thin dark line. She looked young and furious and completely unguarded, and she held my gaze for a long moment like she was deciding something.

Then she said it. “I’m in love with you.”

The words landed flat and plain, no performance in them, no attempt to dress them up or make them easier. She said it the way someone says something they’ve been holding for so long that the holding had become its own kind of exhaustion.

“I’m not surprised … I kinda suspected it.”

She looked back at the water. “The nude,” she said, after a moment. “I sent it to you on purpose. I wanted you to see me. I wanted to know if you would react.” A pause. “You did react. I felt it when you looked at me, and I just needed you to.”

I thought about the morning I’d woken up to a nude photo of her. I couldn’t get the image out of my head.

“The Cleopatra conversation,” I said.

She let out a breath that was almost a laugh. “I brought that up on purpose. I wanted to know how you thought about it. Whether it repulsed you or whether you’d actually consider it.” She pressed her lips together. “You passed.”

“The photos you asked for your friend.”

She blushed a little. “They were all for me … I masturbated to them … I kept trying to get you to notice me as something other than your friend, and you kept being so careful, and then I found out you were already in bed with Mom and it felt like I’d been playing a game that was rigged from the start.”

“That’s not how it was,” I said.

“I know that. I know it now. But sitting out here, it felt like it.”

She brought her knees tighter to her chest and looked away from me again. “And then there’s Madison,” she said. “And the clients. All those women coming here every day, and you with all of them, and I’m just a girl, the one you’re taking care of because that’s what good guys.” She shook her head. “I kept watching you look at Madison, and I thought, okay, fine, that’s the one he actually wants, and I just need to get used to that.”

She put her face down against her knees for a moment. When she lifted it again her jaw was set.

“I’m ashamed,” she said. “I’m ashamed I feel this way about you, I’m ashamed I sent you that nude, I’m ashamed I’ve been manufacturing every single excuse to get close to you for weeks. I know that.” She pressed the back of her wrist to her eye. “But I’m also really tired of carrying it around, and I’m glad I said it, even if it makes everything weird now. So that’s where I am.”

The ocean moved in. The foam reached her feet this time and she still didn’t pull back from it.

I sat with what she’d said for a moment. Not because I didn’t know what to say, but because she had earned a real answer and not a quick one.

“First of all, Alexis and I talked about it. We talked about telling you, about how to do it, about what it would mean for you when we drove to the airport. We were scared of getting it wrong. Scared of hurting you, or worse, of losing you.” I held her gaze. “That was a mistake. We should have told you sooner, and I’m sorry we didn’t. You deserved better than finding out through a door you weren’t supposed to open.”

Her throat moved. She looked back at the water for a moment, then back at me. “So you were trying to protect me.”

“We thought we were.”

“It had the opposite effect.”

“I know that now.”

She pulled a strand of hair from her mouth where the wind had put it. “Do you actually feel anything for me? Or is it just that you knew about my crush and you felt sorry for me?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Of course I do.”

She searched my face. “Alexander.”

“Cleopatra.” I reached over and put my hand against her jaw, tilting her face toward mine, and I kissed her. My lips against hers for just a moment, long enough to be unambiguous, not so long that it became something she couldn’t process. I felt her go very still, and then I felt the warmth of her breath against my mouth, and then I pulled back.

Her cheeks had gone deep pink. She blinked once, like she was recalibrating.

“Oh,” she said.

I let my hand drop from her jaw. “Yeah.”

She looked at her own knees for a moment, and the color in her face deepened further.

“Do you feel better?” I asked.

She let out a breath that was almost a laugh. “A little.” She glanced at me, still pink. “I’m still processing.”

“Take your time.”

She nodded, and pulled her knees back to her chest, and we sat there in the near-dark with the ocean doing what it always did, and neither of us felt the need to fill the quiet.

It was maybe ten minutes before I heard footsteps on the stone path behind us. I turned. Alexis was picking her way down the last of the incline in her bathrobe, her feet bare, her hair still loose. She moved carefully on the uneven ground, and when she hit the sand she looked up and found us and the relief in her face was visible even at that distance.

She came across the sand and sat down on Cleo’s other side, pulling the robe tighter against the evening air. For a moment no one said anything. The three of us just sat there.

Then Alexis said, “I’m sorry, sweetheart.”

Cleo didn’t answer right away. She was looking straight ahead.

“I kept telling myself we’d find the right moment,” Alexis continued. “That we’d sit you down and explain it properly, and it would go smoothly, and you wouldn’t be hurt. And the longer I waited for the right moment the more I convinced myself that the waiting was protecting you, when really it was just easier for me.” She paused. “I should have told you. From the beginning, I should have.”

Cleo’s jaw moved. “Yeah,” she said, after a moment. “You should have.”

“I know.”

Another silence. The wind moved through Cleo’s hair. “It wasn’t just the secret,” Cleo said. Her voice had lost the brittle edge. “I was angry because I love Alexander. Well, I love both of you. And when you love someone and they shut you out of something important, it feels like they don’t love you back the same way.”

Alexis made a small sound beside her. I watched her reach over and take Cleo’s hand in both of hers, pressing it between her palms.

“I love you,” Alexis said. “So much. More than I know how to say properly, and I handled this badly because I was scared, not because I didn’t love you.”

Alexis pulled her in, one arm around her shoulders, and Cleo leaned into her, her forehead dropping against Alexis’s temple. They stayed like that for a moment, the two of them.

Then Cleo pulled back and looked at me over her shoulder. “And you,” she said.

“I love you too, Cleo,” I said.

Her face changed when I said it. The last of the guardedness went out of her eyes and she smiled.

“I love you,” she said back, and she meant it in every direction at once.

Alexis exhaled slowly beside her, the sound of someone setting something heavy down. She looked at me over Cleo’s head and her eyes were bright and warm, and she mouthed thank you in a way that had everything to do with the girl sitting between us.

After a moment, Alexis pulled back and smoothed Cleo’s hair away from her face, the gesture automatic and maternal. “Are you angry with us?” she asked. “Honestly.”

Cleo considered it. She pulled at a thread on the hem of her shorts, turning the question over. “Not really,” she said, finally. “I mean, I was. For about two minutes out here I was furious.” She let out a short, self-deprecating breath. “But then I thought about everything Alexander has done since I got here, and it’s hard to stay furious at someone when you keep running into evidence of how much they care about you.”

Alexis tilted her head. “What do you mean?”

“You know, he bought me clothes,” Cleo said. “And he made me feel wanted. Not in a weird way, just, present. Like I mattered to whatever was happening here, not just like I was being managed.” She picked at the thread again. “And then there was the other thing.”

“What other thing?” Alexis asked.

Cleo’s cheeks went pink in a way that had nothing to do with the wind or the cold. She glanced at me, and I kept my face neutral and let her decide how much to say.

She pulled in a breath. “I had some debt,” she said. “A lot of debt, actually.”

Alexis went still beside her. “What kind of debt?”

“Credit cards, mostly. A couple of personal loans. And there were collectors.” She said the last word quietly, like it embarrassed her to hear it out loud. “It was seventy-eight thousand dollars. I’d been carrying it for two years and I was drowning in it and I hadn’t told anyone because I was ashamed, and I had no idea how I was going to fix it.” She pressed her lips together. “Alexander paid all of it. Every single dollar, without hesitating, without making me feel small about it.”

Alexis looked at me.

She looked at me with the kind of pride that settles deep into the bones. She didn’t say anything for a moment. She just held my gaze, and I felt the warmth of it settle over me like a hand against the back of my neck.

Then she looked back at Cleo, and her expression shifted into something gently firm. “I’m glad he did that,” she said. “But sweetheart, seventy-eight thousand dollars …”

Cleo winced. “I know.”

“That’s not a small number.”

“I know, Mom.”

“You have to be more careful going forward. With money, with credit. I’m not saying this to make you feel worse, I’m saying it because I need you to take it seriously.”

Cleo nodded, her chin tucking. “I will,” she said. “I mean it. I’ll try. I already feel terrible that he had to do it.”

“Don’t feel terrible,” I said. “Just ask me if you need anything.”

She looked at me, and the corner of her mouth pulled up. “Yes, sir.”

Alexis let out a laugh, and the last of the heaviness that had been sitting over the three of us since the door opened lifted and dissolved into the evening air. She looked between the two of us, her eyes tender, and she smiled. She leaned over and pressed her lips to the top of Cleo’s head, holding them there for a moment, her hand coming up to cup the back of her daughter’s skull.

“I’ll be inside,” she said, when she pulled back. “Is that okay?”

Cleo nodded. She stood, brushing sand from the hem of her robe. She looked at me one more time. Then she turned and walked back up the beach toward the stone path, her bare feet quiet in the sand, her robe catching the wind behind her until the path swallowed her up and she was gone.

The sound of the ocean filled the space she left. Cleo sat beside me in the dark, and for a while neither of us spoke. She had stopped pulling at the thread in her shorts. She was looking at the water, her hair loose around her face, her knees still drawn up but looser now, less like armor and more like habit.

“Can I ask you something?” she said.

“Yeah.”

She turned to face me, pulling one knee up and resting her chin on it, looking at me sideways with an expression I couldn’t entirely read. “The times you touched me … Like when you put your hand on me in the fitting room.” She paused, choosing her words carefully. “I felt something. It wasn’t just you being close to me. It was something else. Something that went through me and made me feel like I was melting.” She held my gaze. “What was that?”

I looked at her for a moment. “You know what it was.”

“I want you to say it.”

“The fertility power,” I said. “It seeps out sometimes. Especially when I’m around someone I feel a pull toward. I can’t always control it.”

“So those were accidents.”

“Mostly,” I said. “Yeah.”

She was quiet, processing that. The wave came in and the foam ran up the sand to just short of where we sat.

“Mostly,” she repeated.

“There were moments where I was aware of it and I didn’t stop it,” I admitted. “When you were close to me and I could feel you responding to it. I should have pulled back. I didn’t always.”

She nodded slowly, like she was filing that away. Her lower lip slid between her teeth, and she looked down at the sand between us for a moment.

“What would it feel like,” she said, “if you did it on purpose? If you actually channeled it, deliberately, all the way?”

I looked at her. She was still looking at the sand, but her jaw was set in that particular way that meant she’d already decided something and was waiting to see if I was going to let her ask it in her own time. I decided not to wait.

I opened it up. I pulled it up from somewhere deep and let it move through my hand and into her, a full, deliberate current, the way I imagined a river feels when you pull the gates off a dam.

The effect was immediate. She gasped, a short, sharp sound that the wind nearly swallowed, and her whole body flushed at once, a deep rose spreading from her throat down into the neckline of her top. Her back straightened. Her lips parted. Her eyes went wide and then soft, the pupils swelling, and she swayed where she sat.

“Oh,” she said. The word came out barely above a breath. “It feels like I’m melting.”

Her nipples pressed against the fabric of her shirt, stiff and obvious, and she looked down at herself for a second as if confirming what her body was doing, and then she looked back up at me with an expression caught somewhere between stunned and delighted. A slow, dazed smile spread across her face.

“That feels really nice,” she whispered.

She reached out and pressed her palm flat against my lap, and when she found what she was looking for she kept her hand there, her fingers curving gently around the shape of me through the fabric. She didn’t look away. Neither did I. Her chest rose and fell, faster than it had been a minute ago, and I could feel my own breathing going the same direction.

I reached up and pushed the hair back from her face. She turned into it slightly, the way a cat leans into a hand, her eyes still on mine.

“Cleopatra,” I said.

“I know,” she said.

She moved first. She shifted onto her knees in the sand and leaned in and kissed me, and this time it wasn’t the brief, unambiguous thing I had given her earlier. It was a deep, wet tongue kiss.

Her mouth opened against mine. I tasted salt from her tears and the faint sweetness of her lip gloss as her tongue slid shyly into my mouth then bolder. She tilted her head, deepening the kiss, her tongue stroking mine with growing hunger. A little moan vibrated from her throat into me. My hand found the back of her neck, fingers threading through her wind-tangled hair as I kissed her back just as deeply, our tongues sliding wet and eager together.

She pressed closer, her breasts brushing my bare chest, breathing fast through her nose while we devoured each other. The kiss turned messy, needy, tongues tangling hotter with every second. When we finally broke apart, a thin string of saliva connected our lips for a moment before the ocean breeze took it.

I reached for the hem of her top and she lifted her arms and let me pull it over her head. The ocean breeze moved over her skin and she shivered but didn’t cross her arms over herself. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra and slid it off her shoulders and let it fall into the sand, and then she was bare from the waist up, her skin gold in the last trace of light, and she sat back on her heels and let me look at her.

Her natural tits were full, high and perky with a gentle teardrop shape that defied gravity. They sat proudly on her chest, crowned with tender pink nipples already tight and erect from the cool ocean breeze and her arousal. They rose and fell quickly with her breathing, firm and supple, the kind of youthful breasts that begged to be touched. A light dusting of freckles scattered across the upper curves, glowing warmly in the fading sunset.

Cleo watched my face as I drank her in, biting her lower lip.

She was stunning. I already knew that. I had spent weeks trying not to fully acknowledge it and now there was no reason to pretend.

She pressed her hands flat against my chest, then my stomach, exploring without rushing, her fingers tracing the ridges of muscle. Then she reached for the waistband of my shorts and I reached for hers and we worked them off each other in the sand, clumsy and unhurried, her laughing once when the fabric caught and I had to tug it free, and then we were both bare on the beach in the dark with the tide coming in.

“Wow, that’s a big dick,” she said, her eyes wide.

“Don’t worry, it won’t hurt you.”

Cleo’s eyes flicked up to mine. She reached out and wrapped her hand around my thick cock, stroking it slowly as if testing its weight and heat.

I pulled her into another deep kiss, our tongues sliding together as I eased her down onto the cool, damp sand. The waves whispered nearby, foaming gently around our feet. I covered her body with mine, careful not to crush her, and trailed kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, until my mouth found one of her perfect, perky tits. I sucked her stiff pink nipple between my lips, flicking it with my tongue while my hand kneaded the other. Cleo arched with an intimate moan, her fingers threading through my hair.

“Oh god… that feels so good.”

I let the fertility power flow into her again, this time stronger, a steady, warm current pulsing from my mouth and hands straight into her sensitive flesh. Her whole body trembled. Her pussy was already soaked; I could smell her arousal on the sea breeze. I kissed lower, over her flat stomach, until I settled between her spread thighs. Her folds glistened in the faint moonlight. I dragged my tongue slowly up her slit, savoring her sweet taste, then circled her swollen clit. I pulled back. Her pussy was as pink as cotton candy and was puffy from all the honey leaking.

Cleo moaned loudly, hips bucking. “Alex, fuck…”

Hearing her call me that sent a dark thrill through me. I licked and sucked her eagerly before I crawled back up her body, kissing her deeply so she could taste herself on my tongue. My cock rested heavy against her mound.

“Will we have sex?” she whispered against my lips, voice trembling with desire.

“What do you think?”

“I think so.”

She hesitated. “Wait. There’s something I need to know first.”

“What?”

“Your fertility power. I know what you do for the women at the clinic, and I’m not ready to get pregnant. Not yet.”

“You won’t.”

She searched my face. “How can you be sure?”

“Because I can control that part of the power. Helen explained it to me after the awakening. I can let my seed cause a pregnancy when I want it to, or prevent it when I don’t.”

“So we can have sex and I don’t have to worry about getting pregnant?”

“Exactly. Nothing happens unless I choose to make it happen.”

Some of the tension left her face. “Okay. Good. Because someday, maybe. Just definitely not tonight.”

I smiled. “Not tonight.”

I positioned myself at her pink entrance, rubbing the thick head up and down her slick folds, coating myself in her juices. Then I pushed forward slowly. Cleo gasped sharply as the head stretched her open.

Inch by inch I sank into her impossibly tight pussy. Her walls fluttered and gripped me, hot and dripping. Cleo’s mouth fell open, her eyes wide with shock and pleasure as I stretched her virgin-tight pussy wide open.

“Alex… oh my god,” she whimpered, voice trembling. “You’re so thick… I feel so stretched.”

Her pussy was scorching hot and silky smooth inside, the slick walls rippling and squeezing around every inch of my cock as I pushed deeper. The scent of her arousal was heady and sweet: a warm, feminine musk mixed with the salty ocean air. When I finally bottomed out, my heavy balls pressed against her ass, her pussy clenched hard around the base of my shaft like it never wanted to let me go.

I stayed buried deep inside her, forehead pressed to hers, both of us breathing raggedly. “I love you, Cleo,” I whispered, then began to fuck her.

Long, slow strokes. The wet, obscene sound of her soaked pussy sucking on my cock filled the air between us with every thrust: a lewd, rhythmic schlick-schlick that mixed with the gentle crash of waves. Cleo moaned with each deep penetration, her perky tits jiggling between us, pink nipples stiff and begging for attention.

I leaned down and captured one in my mouth, sucking hard while I fucked her. Her pussy responded instantly, gushing fresh slickness around my cock.

“Alex… fuck, it feels so good,” she gasped, her voice breaking into a needy whine.

I opened the fertility power fully. A thick, warm current poured from my body straight into her core through my cock. Cleo’s back arched violently off the sand and she moaned, her tight channel convulsing wildly around me.

“Oh fuck, what is that?!” she moaned, eyes rolling back. Her pussy became even wetter, hotter, the velvety walls massaging my shaft.

“The powers of a fertility God.”

I kept the steady missionary rhythm, hips rolling as I drove into her again and again. The wet smacking sounds grew louder, her juices coating my balls and dripping down to the sand beneath us.

“Alex, Alex, I’m gonna cum, don’t stop!”

Her pussy suddenly clamped down like a fist, fluttering and spasming violently around my cock. A hot rush of girl-cum flooded around me as she came hard, her whole body shaking, legs locked tight around my waist. Her moans were loud and raw, echoing across the empty beach as her orgasm tore through her.

I didn’t slow down. I fucked her through it, deep and powerful strokes that made her oversensitive pussy squelch loudly with every thrust. The fertility power kept flowing, prolonging her climax until she was gasping and sobbing with pleasure beneath me.

When her orgasm finally began to fade, I hooked my arms under her knees, spreading her wider and pressing her thighs toward her chest. The new angle let me sink even deeper. The head of my cock kissed her cervix with every thrust, and the wet slapping sounds of my hips meeting her soaked pussy became filthy and constant.

Cleo’s eyes were glassy, her mouth open, drooling slightly as I pounded her. “I love you… harder, please—”

I gave it to her. Hard, deep, loving thrusts that drove my thick cock into her tight, dripping pussy over and over. Her perky tits bounced wildly.

The pressure at the base of my spine built into something massive. My balls drew up tight, heavy with cum.

Then I slammed into her one final time and came with a powerful, guttural groan. The first rope of cum erupted violently from my cock, blasting straight against her cervix. Then another, and another: thick, heavy jets of hot seed flooding her womb in powerful spurts. I kept thrusting through it, grinding deep as I pumped load after load into her fertile depths. The sheer intensity made my vision blur. My cock pulsed and throbbed for what felt like forever, filling her until cum was forced out around my shaft with every thrust, leaking down her ass in creamy white rivulets.

Cleo moaned in ecstasy as my orgasm triggered another powerful climax in her. Her pussy clamped down like a milking fist, rippling and squeezing rhythmically around my spurting cock, greedily drinking every drop of cum.

We came together for a long, shattering moment, moaning, trembling, locked in missionary as I emptied myself completely inside her.

When it finally ended, I collapsed on top of her, both of us gasping for air. My cock remained buried deep in her cum-filled pussy, still twitching with aftershocks. I could feel the warmth of my load leaking slowly out around me, mixing with her juices.

Cleo wrapped her arms around me tightly, kissing my neck, my jaw, my lips with trembling affection.

“I can feel it… so much cum inside me,” she whispered in awe, voice hoarse. “You just filled me up… It feels so intimate and full.”

I kissed her deeply, slowly, still buried inside her as the waves lapped at our legs. “You’re mine now, Cleo. My lover. My everything.”

She smiled against my mouth, glowing with love, satisfaction, and the knowledge that we had finally crossed the line … together.

We stayed locked together for a long time, my cock still buried deep inside her as the warm evening breeze cooled the sweat on our skin. Cleo’s fingers traced patterns up and down my back while I pressed kisses to her forehead, her cheeks and her swollen lips. My cum was slowly leaking out around my softening cock, tender and slick between her thighs.

“That was incredible,” she whispered. “I can still feel you pulsing inside me. So much cum… I’ve never felt anything like that.”

I smiled against her temple. “Good. Because I plan on doing that to you a lot from now on.”

She let out a happy laugh and squeezed her inner muscles around me, making me groan. “Promise?”

“Promise.”

We lay there in comfortable silence for a few minutes, listening to the waves and the distant call of seabirds. The sky had gone fully dark now, scattered with stars. I finally eased out of her with a wet sound. A thick trickle of my cum followed, dripping from her puffy, well-fucked pussy onto the sand.

Cleo glanced down between her legs and bit her lip, a shy but pleased smile spreading across her face. “We should probably get dressed before someone sees us,” she whispered, suddenly looking around the empty beach. “God, if anyone walked by while you were… you know… inside me…”

I chuckled and kissed her again. “Pretty sure we’re alone. But yeah, we should head back soon.”

We helped each other brush off sand and pull our clothes back on. Cleo’s hair was a wild, tangled mess, her cheeks still flushed and her lips kiss-swollen. She looked thoroughly fucked and radiantly happy. I pulled her into my arms once we were dressed, holding her close.

“I meant what I said earlier,” I murmured into her hair. “You’re mine now. We’ll figure everything out together, you, me, Alexis, Helen, Madison… all of it.”

She nodded against my chest. “I want that. I’ve wanted that for weeks.” Then she pulled back, eyes sparkling with sudden mischief.

“Speaking of gifts… I actually bought you something today. Before I… walked in on everything.”

I raised an eyebrow. “The shopping bags you dropped?”

“Yeah.” She grinned, suddenly looking excited despite the cum still dripping down her inner thighs. “I saw it and thought of you immediately. I wanted to surprise you tonight.”

“Then let’s go see it,” I said, taking her hand. “Before Alexis sends a search party and finds us covered in sand and cum.”

Cleo laughed and squeezed my fingers. “Good idea. Come on, before we get caught for real.”

We climbed the stone path together, barefoot and giggling like teenagers, stealing quick kisses whenever the path allowed. The mansion lights glowed warmly above us, promising both safety and the beginning of something entirely new.

We slipped back into the mansion through the terrace door, still brushing sand from our clothes. Cleo held my hand tightly as we crept upstairs. But then she stopped. “Mom, are you there?”

“The living room, sweetie.”

“Uhm, where are the bags I dropped?”

“I put them in your closet.”

“Okay, thank you!”

We went toward her room, both of us smiling like we’d gotten away with something enormous. Once we entered and her door was closed behind us, she let out a relieved giggle and pushed me gently toward the bed.

“Wait here,” she said, eyes bright. “I want to give it to you properly.”

She disappeared into her walk-in closet for a moment and came back holding one of the shopping bags she’d dropped earlier. Her cheeks were flushed as she sat cross-legged on the bed beside me.

“I bought this today while I was out with Madison,” she said, pulling out a small, black jewelry box. “I saw it and immediately thought of us.”

She opened the box. Inside was a delicate gold necklace with a small, beautifully crafted pendant. Two letters, an elegant A and C, were intertwined so closely they formed a subtle heart shape. It was simple, expensive-looking, and deeply intimate.

“I got one for me too,” she whispered, showing me a matching delicate anklet with a tiny A charm. “I wanted something that said you mean a lot to me, but I guess now after the sex, you’re mine… and I’m yours. Even if we have to keep it secret for a little while.”

I was speechless for a second. The necklace was perfect. “Cleo… this is beautiful.”

She bit her lip, suddenly shy. “Can I put it on you?”

“Yeah,” I said soothingly.

She moved closer, kneeling beside me on the bed. She lifted the necklace from the box and circled it carefully around my neck. I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin as she fastened the clasp behind me. The pendant settled against my chest.

Cleo’s fingertips lingered there for a moment, resting lightly over the intertwined letters. Her expression softened into something almost overwhelmed. “I love it on you,” she whispered. “Now everyone will see it and just think it’s jewelry. But we’ll know what it really means.”

I pulled her into a slow, deep kiss. When we parted, I rested my forehead against hers. “Thank you,” I murmured. “I’ll never take it off.”

She smiled, radiant and delicate in the low light, then slipped the anklet around her own ankle, the tiny A catching the light. She looked up at me with pure love in her eyes.

We curled up together on her bed, tangled in each other, her head on my chest and my fingers playing with her hair. For a long while we just breathed together in comfortable silence.

Everything felt right. The business was thriving. Alexis and Helen were happy. Madison was moving in soon. And now Cleo was finally mine in every way that mattered. I could still feel the warmth of her body, still smell the ocean on our skin, and the memory of her wrapped around me made something deeply possessive bloom in my chest.

It was perfect. And it was also incredibly complicated.

There would be jealousy. There would be secrets. There would be moments where it all felt like too much. But lying here with Cleo’s warm, tender body pressed against mine, her fingers tracing circles over my heart and the necklace she’d given me resting against my chest, I knew one thing with absolute certainty: I wouldn’t trade this for anything in the world. This beautiful, messy, complicated life was mine. And I was going to fight like hell to keep it.
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The power of a Greek Fertility God is changing every part of my life.

My fertility clinic is attracting actresses, athletes, models, and wealthy women from around the world, all willing to pay millions for my help.

But the biggest surprise comes from somewhere I never expected.

Madison’s mother.

Laura joins the clinic to help manage our rapidly growing business, and from the moment she arrives, there are sparks between us.

She tells herself she’s too old. She tells herself I’m off-limits. She tells herself she should know better. But none of it is enough to keep us apart.

And the more my powers transform the lives of the women around me, the harder it becomes to keep my personal and professional worlds separate.

Because falling for Madison’s mother was never part of the plan.

And sooner or later, Madison is going to find out.


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.
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Just when I think I’ve finally built the perfect life, I start taking it for granted.

My fertility clinic is thriving, beautiful women keep falling into my life, and my superyacht is opening doors to gorgeous celebrities and billionaires who’ll pay anything for my godlike fertility.

But Alexis warns me I’ve grown complacent, and she’s right. While I’m distracted by success, beauty, and the empire I’ve built, jealous men are busy convincing themselves I don’t deserve any of it. Some are willing to lie. Others are willing to destroy lives. A few are willing to do far worse.

They think they’re attacking my reputation. They’re about to discover they’re challenging a god.


Chapter 1

Ihad just woken up, and I lay in bed for a while, listening to the yacht breathe around me, the engines at their lowest idle, the water a steady whisper against the hull. The light through the blinds was pale gold, the kind of light that only exists at sea in the first hour after sunrise, before the heat sets in and the blue goes hard.

I stretched, and my body responded the way it always did now: fluid, loose, ready. No hangover, no stiffness and no trace of the three glasses of wine I’d drunk the night before. The power had burned through it all while I slept, leaving me clear-headed and warm.

I got out, and then I showered, dressed in shorts and nothing else, and went up to the private aft deck.

The crew had already set up the massage table under the awning. The sun was still low, the light coming in sideways across the water, turning the surface to hammered silver. The Divine Seed was at anchor in a sheltered cove somewhere off the Florida Keys, the water so still it reflected the hull like a mirror. A warm breeze moved across the deck, and the only sound was the gentle slap of water against the hull and the distant cry of a gull.

I stripped off my shorts, draped a towel over the lower half of my body, and lay face-down on the padded table. The leather was warm from the sun, and the padding cradled my frame perfectly, the cutouts for my face and arms letting me breathe easily. I closed my eyes and let the yacht rock me, the slow, gentle motion like being held by something vast and indifferent and kind.

The masseuse arrived a few minutes later. Her name was Elara. She was tall, with warm, golden skin and long hair and hands that knew exactly what they were doing. She wore the standard spa uniform, a cream-colored tunic and loose pants, but the fabric did nothing to hide the lean, athletic lines of her body. She set her case down beside the table and I heard the soft clink of bottles.

“Morning, Alexander,” she said.

“Morning, Elara.”

She uncapped the first bottle, and the scent bloomed across the deck before her hands even touched me: cedarwood and bergamot. She poured the oil into her palms and rubbed them together, and then her hands were on my shoulders, and the first press of her thumbs into the meat of my trapezius nearly made me groan out loud.

“Tight today,” she said, working the muscle with slow, deliberate pressure. “You carry a lot up here.”

“I carry a lot everywhere.”

She laughed. “That you do, sir.” Her fingers found the knot at the base of my neck and dug in, and I felt the tension release in a slow, rolling wave that traveled down my spine. “This body does not belong to someone who sits behind a desk. What do you do, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“I impregnate women,” I said.

“Wow.” Her hands moved lower, working the oil into the broad plane of my back, following the line of my lats down to the curve above my waist. “So the rumors were true.”

She was good, really good. Her hands moved with a confidence that bordered on intimate, finding every ridge of muscle, every point of resistance, and coaxing it loose with a pressure that was firm without being painful. The oil was warm on my skin, and I could feel it soaking in.

“You have an incredible back,” she said after a while. Her voice had dropped half a register, and I could hear the shift in it, the professional warmth giving way to something more personal. “The definition here, along the spine. I don’t see this often. Not without steroids.”

“All natural,” I said into the face cradle.

“I believe you.” Her thumbs traced the groove of my erector spinae, slow and deliberate, and I felt the heat of her palms through the oil. “The full treatment is available, by the way. Whenever you’re ready. Just say the word.”

I smiled against the leather. “I’m good.”

“Of course.” No disappointment in her voice, just that same easy warmth. “You let me know.”

She worked in silence for a while, and I let my mind drift. The sun climbed, and the light on the deck changed from gold to white, and the water lapped against the hull in its steady, mindless rhythm. I thought about Laura, about the way she’d looked in the candlelight, the weight of her breasts in my hands, the sound she’d made when I first pushed inside her. I thought about Madison somewhere on the sun deck, probably doing her morning yoga, and about Cleo, who would still be asleep, and about Alexis, Helen and Laura, who would be up already, dressed, doing whatever they did with their mornings.

I thought about the fact that I’d woken up without a hangover. The wine last night had been real, the buzz had been real, but by morning it was gone, burned away by whatever lived in my blood now. I could drink what I wanted, sleep when I wanted, fuck who I wanted, and my body just kept getting stronger, kept refining itself, kept turning the excess into something useful. The power was doing something to me beyond the obvious. It was reshaping me from the inside, smoothing out the rough edges, making everything easier.

Women paid me to have sex with them. That was the reality of the clinic, stripped of all the soft language. They came to me with their bodies and their money and their desperation, and I gave them what they needed, and they left healed and grateful. And I got paid for it. And I never had to worry about money or health or being alone again.

The thought should have felt transactional. It didn’t. It felt like the most natural thing in the world, like this was what I’d been built for, what the power had been steering me toward all along.

Elara’s hands moved to my lower back, working the oil into the muscles above my hips, and I let out a long, slow breath. The tension was gone. Every knot, every tight spot, every place where the stress of the past weeks had taken up residence. Her thumbs found the dimples at the base of my spine and pressed, and the sensation traveled through me like a wave, warm and electric.

“You’re melting,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“That’s what I pay you for.”

She laughed. “Among other things.”

A crew member appeared at the edge of the deck with a glass of fresh juice, orange and mango, set it on the small table beside me, and disappeared without a word. I reached for it without opening my eyes, took a sip. Cold, sweet and perfect. The kind of detail that made the whole operation feel like a dream I’d somehow been allowed to live inside.

Elara finished the massage with long, sweeping strokes from my shoulders to my lower back, her palms flat, the oil spreading in warm trails across my skin. When she was done, she placed a warm towel over my shoulders and stepped back.

“All done, sir. You need anything else, you know where to find me.”

“Thanks, Elara.”

“Anytime.” A pause. “And I mean that. The full treatment. Anytime.”

I heard her gather her bottles, and then her footsteps moving across the teak and down the companionway. The deck was quiet again.

I lay there, face-down, the towel warm on my back, the oil glistening on my skin, and I let the morning settle around me. My body felt like it belonged to someone else, someone who had never known stress or doubt or the particular ache of wanting something he couldn’t have. Every muscle was loose. Every joint moved without resistance. The sun on my back was warm and the breeze was cool and the juice was sweet and I had nowhere to be and nothing to do. I was twenty-one years old and I owned a superyacht and I got paid to impregnate women.

Life, I thought, was very, very good.

I heard footsteps on the deck. I didn’t open my eyes. I knew who it was. “Alexis,” I said into the face cradle.

“Alexander.” Her voice was close, and it carried something in it that made me open my eyes and turn my head.

She was standing at the edge of the awning, the morning light behind her, and she was wearing a robe. It was the color of warm cream, a heavy silk that caught the light and held it, draping over her body in soft, generous folds that followed every curve without clinging. The collar was wide and open, showing the smooth line of her collarbones and the beginning of the deep, full swell of her breasts beneath the silk. The fabric was belted at her waist, and the knot sat just above her navel, cinching the robe in a way that emphasized the gentle flare of her hips and the long, clean line of her legs where the silk parted with each step.

Her hair was down. Honey-blonde, streaked with lighter gold from the sun, falling past her shoulders in loose waves that moved when she moved. Her skin was warm olive, smooth and even, and the morning light found every plane of her face and made it glow. She looked like something out of a Renaissance painting.

But her eyes. Her eyes were the thing that made me sit up. They were light brown, warm, the color of good whiskey held up to the sun, and they carried something in them that I hadn’t seen in a long time … worry. The particular, specific worry of a woman who had watched something bad happen before and was watching the early signs of it happening again.

She looked at the empty juice glass beside the table. She looked at the oil glistening on my back and shoulders. She looked at the towel draped across my lap and the relaxed, careless posture of my body, and something flickered behind her eyes, a memory surfacing and then being pushed back down.

She pulled a chair close and sat, crossing her legs, the silk falling open at her knee. She was close enough that I could smell her, the clean scent of her skin.

“Your father,” she said, and she said it gently, the way you’d say something to someone you were trying not to frighten, “used to get massages like this every morning on a yacht as well.”

I sat up straighter. The towel stayed where it was, and I turned to face her fully. “Okay.”

She looked out at the water, at the calm blue stretch of it, and her fingers found the edge of her robe and toyed with the fabric. “He started small. The massages. The drinking at lunch. Skipping meetings he didn’t think were important.” Her voice was quiet, measured, each word placed with the care of someone who had rehearsed this conversation in her head a hundred times. “He surrounded himself with women who wanted his power, his money, his name. Women who told him exactly what he wanted to hear. And he stopped caring about anything else. The business. The people who depended on him .” She paused, and I could see her throat work as she swallowed. “He was a good man once. Before it spiraled out of control.”

“Why are you telling me this now?”

She looked at me, and the worry in her eyes was raw. “Because you forgot something.” She reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled out her phone, unlocked it, and turned the screen toward me. A message thread. Her name at the top, my name below, and the little blue bubble I’d never opened. “Three days ago. The applicant profiles. Six women who want to come to the clinic, who want to be pregnant, who filled out the questionnaires I designed and sent me their photos and their medical histories. Six women who are waiting for you to look at them and decide if they’re worth your time.”

I stared at the screen. The notification was still there, the little red number beside her name, unread and unanswered. Three days old.

“Alexander,” she said, and her voice was soft but steady. “You didn’t even open it.”

The guilt hit me like a physical thing, a cold weight settling in my stomach. She was right. I hadn’t opened it. I’d seen the notification and swiped past it, too caught up in the pool and the sun and girls and the easy, golden drift of the days.

“Alexis. I’m sorry. That’s on me. I should have looked.”

“You should have.” She set the phone down on the arm of her chair. “And it’s not just the message. I saw you at that party, Alexander. The one three nights ago, on the main deck. You invited those women from the beach. You remember?”

I did. The women from Miami beach, tanned and laughing and so goddamn beautiful it had been impossible to say no. Two of them had been models, or something close to it, tall and lean with bodies that looked sculpted rather than built. One had been a swimsuit photographer with dark hair and green eyes and a laugh that cut through the music like a blade. They’d brought friends. They’d brought bottles. They’d brought the kind of energy that turns a quiet evening into something loud and bright and slightly dangerous, and I’d let it happen because it felt good, because the power had been humming in my blood and the women had been warm and willing and Miami women were the hottest women on the planet, and I was twenty-one and on a superyacht and why the hell not.

“I remember,” I said.

“The empty bottles. I counted them. Fourteen. Fourteen empty bottles of champagne and wine and whatever that tequila was. And you were in the middle of it all, relaxed, smiling, surrounded by women, and you looked like you hadn’t had a single worry in the world.” She leaned forward, her elbows on her knees, the robe falling open at her chest in a way she didn’t seem to notice. “You looked comfortable, too comfortable. The way your father looked before he stopped being the man I desired.”

I didn’t know what to say. Prior to my awakening, I’d been a nobody. I’d never been to parties or been desired by any women. I’d been invisible. I’d walked through halls at school and nobody had turned their head. I’d watched other guys get the attention, get the girls, get the invitations, and I’d gone home and sat in my room and told myself it didn’t matter, that someday something would change, that I was worth more than what the world was willing to give me.

And then the news had come about my father’s death, and everything had changed, and for the first time in my life, I was the one being watched. I was the one being wanted. I was the one who walked into a room and felt the temperature shift because of me.

“You know what I was before this?” I said. “Nobody. I was nobody. I had no money, no prospects, no future. But now it feels good. It feels really, really good.”

She sat there in her cream silk robe with the morning light behind her and she listened, the way only a caring woman can listen, and when I was done, she reached across the space between us and placed her hand on my knee.

“I know, Alexander,” she said in a low voice. “But with great powers comes great responsibility, don’t forget that.”

She was right. She was always right.

Alexis stood and sat beside me on the massage table. The padding dipped under her weight, and she was close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body through the silk. She reached up and cupped my face in both hands, her palms warm and soft against my jaw, and she looked into my eyes with an intensity that made my heart warm.

“Alexander,” she said. “I am so proud of you. What you’ve built, what you’ve become, the way you help desperate women. I love you more than you will ever know.” Her thumbs moved across my cheekbones, slow and tender. “And I don’t want to lose you. Not to this. Not to the same thing that took your father.”

“I know.”

“Do you?” Her eyes searched mine, and I could see the fear in them, real and deep and old. “Because power like yours, Alexander. It doesn’t just corrupt the weak. That’s the easy lie people tell themselves. It corrupts the strong. The ones who stop caring. The ones who get comfortable and stop asking themselves if they’re still the person they started out as.” Her hands tightened on my face, just slightly. “The descent feels good at first. That’s why it’s so dangerous. It feels like flying. It feels like the most natural thing in the world. And by the time you realize you’re falling, it’s too late to pull up.”

I covered her hands with mine, holding them against my face. “I hear you. I do. And I promise you, I’m not going to let that happen. I’ll take the work more seriously. I’ll look at the profiles today. I’ll answer every message. I’ll be the man you know I can be.”

She held my gaze for a long moment, and then she pulled me into a hug. Her arms went around my neck, and I felt the silk of her robe against my bare chest, and beneath it the solid warmth of her body, the full press of her breasts against me, the way her fingers gripped the back of my neck like she was holding on to something that might slip away. I hugged her back, my arms around her waist, and she was small against me, smaller than I remembered, and I could feel the faint tremor running through her, the fear she’d been carrying.

She held me for a long time. The yacht rocked. The gulls cried. The morning moved around us, indifferent and beautiful.

When she pulled back, her eyes were dry but bright, and she pressed her palm flat against my chest, over my heart.

“How is Madison doing?” she asked.

The question caught me off guard. “Madison? She’s fine. She’s good.”

“When was the last time you two had a real date? Not just sex. A real date, dinner, conversation, something that didn’t end with you inside her.”

The bluntness of it made me blink. Alexis didn’t talk like that. Alexis was the one who said “making love” and “private time” and other euphemisms that made Cleo roll her eyes. The directness told me how worried she really was.

I thought about it. The last real date. Not the yacht, not the pool, not the casual meals that were just fuel for whatever happened afterward … definitely not the sex with her mother. A real date, the kind where you talked and listened and remembered why you liked each other beyond the physical.

I couldn’t remember.

“I’ll train with her later,” I said. “Today. We’ll go to the gym, spend some time together. Quality time.”

Alexis nodded, but the worry didn’t leave her eyes. She stood, smoothing the robe down over her hips, and the silk caught the light and held it. She looked at me one more time.

Then she turned and walked away, her bare feet silent on the teak, the robe moving around her like something alive, and she disappeared down the companionway without looking back.

I sat there on the massage table, the oil drying on my skin, the towel across my lap, and I let her words settle. The guilt was real. The apology was real. The promise was real.

But beneath all of it, quiet and stubborn and honest, was the thought I couldn’t quite shake: I’m in control. This is nothing like Dad. I know what I’m doing.

I told myself that, and I meant it, and I believed it. And the part of me that was still the man Alexis believed in, the part that still worried about being good enough, listened to the other part and said nothing.

I finished the juice, rinsed the oil off in the outdoor shower, and dressed. Black athletic shorts, a white tank, bare feet. The gym was on the lower deck, port side, a converted stateroom that Isabelle had insisted on during the refit. Full equipment, floor-to-ceiling mirrors, a wall of windows that looked out over the water. The kind of space that made you want to work hard, or at least look good while you half-assed it.

I found Madison there. She was on the treadmill, running, her ponytail swinging with each stride. She was in a black sports bra and matching leggings that left nothing to the imagination, the fabric stretched tight over the long, toned lines of her body. Her skin was flushed from the effort, a fine sheen of sweat making her glow under the overhead lights.

But something was wrong.

I could see it before she even turned around. The tension in her shoulders, the rigid set of her spine, the way her jaw was clenched even as her legs moved. Her phone was on the console in front of her, and every thirty seconds or so her eyes dropped to it, scanning the screen, then snapping back to the window.

She glanced at the mirrors and saw me. The smile that appeared was automatic. Her lips curved and her eyes crinkled and she raised one hand in a wave, and it was the kind of smile that could fool anyone who didn’t know her. But I knew her. I knew the way her real smile started in her eyes and spread to her mouth, and this wasn’t that. This was a mask, pulled on so quickly it was almost seamless, but not quite. The eyes gave it away. They were bright and blue and completely empty of the warmth that usually lived there.

“Hey, you,” she said, still running, her breath coming in controlled bursts. “About time. I was starting to think you’d forgotten about me.”

The guilt hit me like a fist. I had forgotten about her. Not literally, not in the sense that I’d stopped thinking about her existence, but in the way that mattered. I hadn’t sought her out. I hadn’t asked how she was. I’d been so caught up in the yacht and the parties and well, her mom, and the easy, golden drift of the days that Madison had become part of the background, a beautiful fixture in a beautiful life, and I’d stopped seeing her as someone who needed my attention.

I crossed the room to the treadmill beside hers and climbed on, setting the pace to a slow jog so I could talk. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I’ve been distracted.”

“Yeah. I noticed.”

“Madison.” I reached over and touched her arm. “What’s going on? Talk to me.”

She ran for another minute without answering. Her eyes stayed on the window, on the water moving past the hull, and her jaw stayed tight, and the fake smile had faded completely.

Then she slowed the treadmill to a walk. Then she stopped it. She stood there, breathing hard, her hands braced on the console, and she looked at her phone, and then she looked at me, and the fear in her eyes was so naked it made my stomach drop.

“Something’s wrong,” she said. Her voice was steady, but barely. “I’ve been… I don’t know how to say this without sounding crazy.”

“Say it anyway.”

She picked up the phone and unlocked it, her thumb moving across the screen with the quick gestures of someone who had been checking it obsessively. She found what she was looking for and turned the screen toward me.

It was an Instagram DM. The username was a random string of numbers and letters, the profile picture blank. The message was simple, just three words: He won’t always be around to protect you.

And below the text, a photo. Me and Madison, standing on the terrace of the clinic in California. The ocean behind us, the late afternoon light catching the side of her face, her hand on my arm, her body angled toward mine in that way that said everything. Someone had taken it from a distance, through a telephoto lens or a high-powered phone camera, the image slightly grainy.

My blood went cold.

“Scroll up,” she said.

I did. The thread went back weeks. Dozens of messages from different accounts, all burner profiles, all blank or with stolen photos. Some were overtly sexual. Some were just persistent, the kind of obsessive attention that was worse than explicit threats because it never stopped. Good morning, beautiful. I see you. You looked amazing today. Why haven’t you posted? I miss you. I think about you every night.

One account had AI-generated photos of a fitness model, every curve perfect and slightly uncanny, the skin too smooth, the smile too symmetrical. The account followed her. Then another one, same strategy, different face, same empty eyes. Then another.

“I made my profile private two weeks ago,” Madison said. Her voice had gone flat, the way voices go when someone has been living with something for too long and the shock has worn off and what’s left is just exhaustion. “Now every time I get a follower request, I have to check. Every single one. I look at the profile, I reverse image search the pictures, I check the username against the ones that have already messaged me. It takes forever. And sometimes I’m wrong. Sometimes I accept someone who seems real and then two days later they’re sending me something at three in the morning.”

“Madison.” I reached for her hand. She let me take it, but her fingers were cold and slack. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because you’ve been busy.” The words came out quiet, and she didn’t look at me when she said them. “The parties, and the work, and I didn’t want to be the one who ruined it. I didn’t want to be the problem.”

“You’re not the problem.” I stepped off the treadmill and moved in front of her, taking both her hands. “You’re never the problem. Look at me.”

She looked at me. The fear was still there, but beneath it, barely visible, was something worse, shame, like she’d done something to deserve this.

“I can fix this,” I said. “I’ll hire security. A whole team. They’ll monitor your accounts, they’ll trace the IP addresses, they’ll find out who’s behind it and shut it down. It’s easy. It’s just money, and I have plenty of that.”

She nodded, but the fear didn’t leave her face. “That’s not all of it.”

“Tell me.”

“The rumors.” She pulled her hands free and wrapped her arms around herself, a defensive gesture that made her look smaller than she was. “Some of my friends. Girls I used to train with, girls I thought were my friends. They messaged me. They asked if I’d started working at a brothel.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. “What?”

“The clinic. Someone started a rumor that the clinic is a brothel. That all the women going there are prostitutes. And since I’m there, and I’m living there, and I’m with you.” She laughed. “They think I’m a prostitute, Alexander. They think I get paid to fuck you.”

The anger came fast and total, flooding through me. “Who?” My voice came out lower than I intended, rough with the effort of keeping it controlled. “Who started it?”

“I don’t know. That’s the worst part. It could be anyone. Someone who saw the clinic and made an assumption. Someone who’s jealous. Someone who doesn’t like you. I’ve been trying to figure it out for days and I keep hitting walls.”

I stepped closer to her. I put my hands on her shoulders, and I could feel the tension in them, the knots of fear and anger and humiliation that had been building for weeks. I let the warmth flow through my palms, a soft current of heat that seeped into her muscles and loosened them. She gasped, her eyes going wide, and I felt her shoulders drop an inch.

“What are you doing?” she whispered.

“Helping,” I said. “Just breathe … You’ve felt this before, when you pulled that muscle in the gym.”

I pulled her into a hug. She came willingly, her body folding against mine, her face pressing into my chest. I held her tight, one hand on the back of her head, the other on her back, and I let the warmth flow through both points of contact, a steady, soothing pulse that traveled through her body and eased the tension out of her spine, her neck, her jaw. I felt her breathing slow. Felt the rigid set of her muscles softened. Felt the fear loosen its grip, not gone, but manageable.

She clung to me. Her fingers gripped the fabric of my tank top, and she pressed her forehead harder against my chest, and I held her and let the power do its work.

“Nobody is going to hurt you,” I said. “Nobody is going to spread lies about you. Not while I’m here. Not ever.”

She nodded against my chest. Her breathing had evened out, and when I pulled back to look at her face, the raw fear was gone. Her eyes were still bright, but the emptiness had been replaced by something steadier, trust.

“I’m going to find out who did this,” I said. “And I’m going to make them pay. Not just for the rumor. For everything. The messages, the photos, all of it. You have my word.”

She looked up at me, and the trust in her eyes was so complete it made my chest ache. “I believe you.”

I held her for another moment, feeling the warmth between us, the steady rhythm of her breathing, the way her body had relaxed against mine. Then I stepped back, keeping my hands on her shoulders.

“Do you still want to work out?” I asked. “Might help. Take your mind off it.”

She considered it. I could see the calculation in her eyes, the weighing of whether she wanted to be alone with her thoughts or whether the physical exertion would drown them out. Then she nodded.

“Yeah. Let’s work out.”

We did. I set up a circuit for her, something that would demand enough focus that the fear couldn’t get a foothold. Deadlifts, kettlebell swings, box jumps, battle ropes. I worked alongside her, matching her pace, and for the next hour the gym was filled with the sound of effort, the clank of weights, the slap of ropes against the floor. Madison threw herself into it with the kind of ferocity that comes from having something to prove, and by the time we were done, both of us were drenched in sweat, and her face had the flushed, clear-eyed look of someone who had pushed through something hard and come out the other side.

But the anger hadn’t left me. It sat in my chest like a hot coal, banked but burning, and every time I looked at her, at the way she moved through the exercises with that fierce, determined energy, I thought about the message. He won’t always be around to protect you. I thought about the rumors. The word brothel circled her like something foul.

Someone was going to pay for that.

After the workout, we showered separately, and I dressed quickly in shorts and a clean shirt and went to find Alexis.

She was in the main salon, at the desk by the window, her laptop open. She looked up when I entered, and whatever she saw on my face made her close the laptop and set her glasses aside.

“What happened?”

I sat across from her. I told her everything. The stalker. The burner accounts. The AI-generated profiles. The threatening photo from California, the one with me and Madison on the terrace. The way Madison had to vet every single follower request now, living in a state of constant vigilance. And then the rumors. The friends who’d asked if she was working at a brothel. The word prostitute attached to her name like a brand.

Alexis listened without interrupting. Her expression hardened as I spoke, the warm, relaxed lines of her face tightening into something harder, something protective and maternal and furious.

“She didn’t tell me until today,” I said. “She’s been dealing with it alone for weeks.”

Alexis’s jaw tightened. “The photo from California. That means someone was watching the clinic.”

“Yeah. Which means this isn’t just some random creep on the internet. This is targeted. Someone knows where we were, when we were there, and they’re using it to scare her.”

“Or to scare you,” Alexis said.

The thought landed and stuck. She was right. The message wasn’t just for Madison. It was for me. He won’t always be around. A direct threat, wrapped in the language of a stalker but carrying the weight of something more deliberate.

“I want to go back to California,” I said. “Tomorrow. I want to find out who started this rumor and who’s been stalking her, and I want to deal with it personally.”

Alexis studied me for a moment. I could see her weighing it, the therapist in her assessing the emotional state, the lover in her assessing the danger.

“Are there any clients left on the schedule?” I asked. “For the next few days?”

Alexis smiled, and there was something knowing in it, something that carried the weight of our conversation that morning on the aft deck. “There were. But you missed my message.” She winked.

The guilt returned, but I pushed it aside. Right now, it was useful.

“So we’re clear?”

“We’re clear.”

“Good.” I stood. “Tomorrow, then. We fly back to California.”

Alexis nodded. “I’ll tell the captain. We’ll be underway by morning.”

I turned and walked to the window. The ocean stretched out in every direction, vast and blue and indifferent, and the yacht sat on it like something borrowed, temporary, a dream that could be dissolved at any moment. But the anger in my chest was real and solid and permanent, and it had a direction now. California, the clinic, the people who had watched us from the hillside and taken that photo and used it to frighten the woman I cared about.

I was going to find them. And when I did, they were going to understand exactly what kind of mistake they’d made.


Chapter 2

We’d landed in LA an hour ago. And now the clinic rose out of the hillside like something that had always been there, the Mediterranean architecture catching the first rays of sunlight and turning warm gold. The gates parted, and the SUV rolled through, and the grounds spread out around us, lush and immaculate and enclosed by walls that were taller than they looked from the outside. The driver drove us to the main entrance, and I was out of the vehicle before it had fully stopped.

I didn’t go to my suite. I didn’t shower or change or check my messages. I went straight to the security office, which occupied the converted east wing of the ground floor, behind a set of reinforced doors that required both a keycard and a biometric scan.

The room was exactly what you’d expect from a facility that catered to the privacy concerns of the wealthy. Banks of monitors covered one wall, each displaying a different angle of the property: the front gate, the service entrance, the perimeter walls, the parking structure, the terraces, the private garden paths. A long console ran beneath them, staffed by three women in black shirts and pants, all of them young, all of them beautiful, all of them with the alert, watchful eyes of people who took their jobs seriously.

Diana Vasquez was standing at the far end of the console, her arms crossed, studying one of the monitors. She was in her late forties, with sharp features, dark hair loose and wavy, and a body that had been maintained with the same discipline she brought to everything else. She was fit and lean. The silicone breasts were the only concession to vanity I’d ever seen her make, and they sat high and round beneath her shirt, slightly too perfect, the kind of implants that had been chosen for appearance rather than subtlety. She’d never explained them, and I’d never asked. Whatever made her feel confident, I was fine with it. She ran the tightest security operation I’d ever seen, and that was all that mattered. They weren’t hired by me, but they’d kept their jobs after I took over the clinic.

She turned when she heard the door. Her eyes moved over me quickly, the professional once-over that catalogued everything: my posture, my expression and the fact that I’d come straight here without stopping.

“Alexander.” Her voice was low and even. “You’re back early.”

“We have a problem,” I said. “Gather your team. Conference room. Five minutes.”

She didn’t ask questions. She nodded once, turned to the woman at the nearest console, and said something I couldn’t hear. The woman picked up a phone. Within thirty seconds, the room was emptying, the three operators rising from their stations and filing toward the door at the back of the room that led to the conference space.

I followed Diana through. The conference room was small but well-equipped: a long table, comfortable chairs, a wall-mounted screen, and soundproofing that meant nothing said in here left the room. The three operators took seats along one side. Diana stood at the head of the table, her hands flat on the surface, and looked at me.

“Talk.”

I laid it out. Madison’s stalker. The burner accounts. The AI-generated profiles. The threatening message. The photo taken from the terrace, the one that proved someone had been watching the clinic grounds. The rumors about the brothel, about Madison being a prostitute. The fact that this had been going on for weeks without anyone on my security team catching it.

Diana’s expression didn’t change as I spoke, but I could see the shift happening behind her eyes. The professional calm gave way to something harder, something that recognized a failure and was already calculating how to fix it.

“When was the photo taken?” she asked.

“I don’t know exactly. Sometime in the last month. Madison and I were on the terrace in the late afternoon. The light was coming from the west.”

Diana turned to the nearest operator, a young woman with red hair and freckles whose name badge read Maren. “Pull all exterior footage from the last thirty days. Focus on the west terrace. Look for anything unusual. Vehicles, pedestrians, drones. If she was on that terrace, I want to know who else was nearby.”

Maren was already typing, her fingers moving across a tablet with the speed of someone who did this every day.

I turned back to Diana. “Has there been any trespassing on clinic grounds? Any unauthorized access?”

“Not that we’ve logged,” she said. “But that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen. The east perimeter wall has a section near the service road where the foliage is thick. Someone could have climbed it without triggering the motion sensors if they were careful.”

“Check it.”

“Already on it.” She looked at the second operator, a tall woman named Keisha with bronze skin and the build of a former athlete. “Keisha, I want a physical sweep of the east perimeter. Every foot of it. Look for disturbed soil, broken branches, anything that suggests someone came over the wall.”

Keisha stood. “Yes, ma’am.”

“What about drones?” I asked. “Has there been any drone activity around the property? Madison mentioned the photo was taken from a distance. Could have been a telephoto lens, but it could also have been a drone.”

Diana’s jaw tightened. “We’ve had two drone incidents in the last three weeks. Both commercial models, both registered to legitimate businesses. Aerial photography companies doing work for the properties north of us. We logged them, verified their credentials, and cleared them.”

“Verify again. And expand the no-fly zone. I want a half-mile radius around the entire property. Any drone that enters that airspace gets tracked, identified, and grounded. If it’s not on our approved list, I want to know about it immediately.”

“Consider it done.” Diana made a note on her own tablet. “What else?”

“The parking structure. Any unusual activity? Vehicles that don’t belong? People sitting in cars for extended periods?”

The third operator, a petite Asian woman named Lin who looked like she couldn’t hurt a fly but who I knew could disarm a man twice her size in under three seconds, spoke up without looking up from her screen. “I’ve been monitoring the parking logs. Nothing jumps out, but I’ll do a deep dive. Cross-reference license plates against known associates, look for patterns in arrival and departure times.”

“Do it.” Diana looked back at me. “We’ll increase patrols. I’ll double the perimeter teams, add a dedicated unit to monitor Madison’s known locations within the clinic and on the grounds. If she’s on the terrace, we’ll have someone watching the approaches.”

“And the rumors,” I said. “The brothel thing. Someone started that, and it didn’t come from nowhere. I want to know who. Track it back to its source. Social media, text chains, whatever. Find the first person who said it and bring me a name.”

Diana nodded. “That’s more intelligence work than security, but I have contacts. I’ll reach out to a firm that specializes in digital forensics and reputation management. They can trace the rumor’s origin through network analysis. It’ll cost, but it’s doable.”

“Money isn’t an issue. Make it happen.”

“Consider it done.” Diana straightened, and the movement made the weight of her chest impossible not to notice, the silicone moving with a firmness that real tissue didn’t have. She caught me looking and didn’t react. She’d been dealing with that particular distraction her entire career, and it clearly didn’t faze her. “We’ll have preliminary findings on the footage within twenty-four hours. The perimeter sweep will be complete by the end of day. The drone zone expansion is already being processed through the FAA. The personal details will be in place by this afternoon.”

“Good.” I looked at the three operators, each of them focused on their screens, already working. The room hummed with the quiet energy of competent people doing what they did best, and I felt the anger in my chest loosen its grip, just slightly, replaced by something steadier, control. The knowledge that the machinery was turning, that the threat was being addressed, that I had the resources to crush it before it could do any real damage.

It was easy. That was the thought that surfaced, quiet and undeniable. It was so easy to solve problems when you had money and power and people who jumped when you said jump. A stalker, a rumor, a threat. Three days ago it had been invisible to me, and now it was being dismantled by a team of beautiful, capable women who would work through the night if I asked them to. The satisfaction of it was warm and deep and slightly intoxicating, the same feeling I got when I walked into a room and felt the temperature shift, when I looked at a woman and saw her want me, when I used the power and felt it respond like an extension of my own will.

Easy, and God, it felt good.

I pushed the thought down. Alexis’s warning from that morning on the yacht surfaced in my mind, the conversation about my father, about the descent feeling like flying. I acknowledged it. I filed it away. And then I turned and left the conference room, because Madison was waiting, and she needed to know that she was safe.

I asked Laura where she was and she told me that she’s taking a bath. I went to her favorite suite, the one on the second floor with the ocean view and the deep soaking tub. The door was unlocked. I pushed it open and stepped inside, and the first thing I heard was water.

The bathroom door was ajar. Steam drifted through the gap, carrying the scent of jasmine. I crossed the bedroom, my bare feet silent on the marble, and pushed the door open the rest of the way.

She was in the tub.

The bathroom was warm and dim, the overhead lights off, the only illumination coming from the row of votive candles on the marble ledge that surrounded the tub. They cast everything in soft, shifting gold, and the steam hung in the air like a dream.

Madison was submerged to her collarbones, her body a pale, luminous shape beneath the water. Her hair was piled loosely on top of her head, held in place by a clip that had already begun to slip, a few strands escaping to curl against the damp skin of her neck. Her eyes were closed. Her head rested against the curved edge of the tub, her throat exposed, the line of it long and elegant, the pulse visible beneath the skin.

The water was clear enough that I could see everything below the surface. Her breasts floated slightly, buoyant and full, the water lapping just below the nipples, which were hard from the heat, the soft pink of them visible through the thin veil of liquid. Every time she breathed, the water stirred, and her breasts rose and fell with a slow, hypnotic rhythm, the skin catching the candlelight and turning golden. Her stomach was flat and smooth beneath the surface, the water distorting it slightly, making the line of her navel waver like something seen through glass. Her legs were stretched out, long and toned, the muscles of her thighs visible even in repose, and between them, the water was cloudy where it met the soft, blonde hair at the apex of her thighs.

She was, without exaggeration, the most beautiful thing I had ever seen. She didn’t know I was watching. Or maybe she did, and this was her way of inviting me in, of telling me without words that she needed me close.

I stepped into the bathroom. Her eyes opened. They found mine, and for a moment there was nothing in them but the blue, deep and clear and still carrying traces of the fear from yesterday. Then she smiled, and this time it reached her eyes.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey yourself.”

She reached up without sitting up, her hand breaking the surface of the water, and took my wrist. Her fingers were warm and wet and strong, and she held on like she was anchoring herself. “You were gone for a while.”

“I was talking to security.”

Her grip tightened. “And?”

I turned my wrist in her hand so I could lace my fingers through hers, and I told her everything. The team I’d assembled. Diana and the operators. The footage review, the perimeter sweep, the drone zone expansion. The digital forensics firm that would trace the rumor back to its source. Every measure, every layer of protection I’d put in place in the span of a single morning.

As I spoke, I watched the tension leave her body. Not all at once, but in stages, like a fist slowly unclenching. Her shoulders dropped. Her jaw softened. The rigid line of her spine, which I’d felt even through the water when I first sat down, began to curve, settling into the natural, relaxed arch that her body wanted to hold. Her breathing deepened, and the water moved with it, gentle waves that lapped against the sides of the tub.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long moment. Her thumb moved across the back of my hand in slow, absent circles.

“Alexander,” she said. “Thank you.”

“You don’t have to thank me.”

“I know.” She looked up at me, and her eyes were bright with something that wasn’t quite tears. “But I’m going to anyway. Because nobody has ever done something like this for me. Nobody has ever looked at a problem that was mine and treated it like it was theirs. Like it mattered.”

“It does matter.”

She nodded, and a tear slipped from the corner of her eye and trailed down her temple into her hair. She didn’t wipe it away. “I was so scared,” she whispered. “For weeks. Every notification, every message, every time my phone buzzed, my heart would stop. And I kept telling myself it was nothing, that I was overreacting, that I should just block them and move on. But it didn’t stop. And it got worse. And I didn’t know what to do.”

“You don’t have to be scared anymore,” I said. “I’ve got you.”

She pulled my hand to her lips and kissed my knuckles, and the gesture was so tender it made my chest ache. Then she guided my hand into the water, and I let it happen, and my palm came to rest on her stomach, flat and warm beneath the surface.

The power responded immediately. It didn’t need to be summoned or directed. It flowed from my palm into her body the way heat flows from a fire, natural and inevitable, a warm current that spread outward from my hand and sank into her muscles, her organs, the deep tissue that held every knot of fear and tension she’d been carrying. I felt her gasp, felt the water shift as her body jolted, and then felt her settle, a long, shuddering exhale that seemed to come from somewhere deep inside her.

“Oh,” she breathed. “Oh, God. That’s …. That’s the thing. The warm thing.”

“Just relax,” I said. “Let it do its work.”

She closed her eyes. Her head fell back against the edge of the tub, and her lips parted, and the sound she made was barely audible, a soft, broken exhalation that was half sigh and half moan. The water around my hand grew warmer, and I could feel her muscles releasing, one by one, the tension unwinding like a rope being slowly uncoiled. Her stomach softened beneath my palm. Her thighs, which had been pressed together in that unconscious defensive posture, fell open, and the water moved between them, and I could see the flush spreading across her chest, rising from beneath the surface, turning her skin pink and then deeper, the warm rose of arousal that I knew so well.

But this wasn’t about arousal. This was about comfort. About safety. About the simple, fundamental act of being held by someone who would not let you fall.

I moved my hand in slow circles, and the power followed, a gentle, pulsing warmth that matched the rhythm of my palm. Her breathing slowed. The tension that had lived in her face for weeks, the tightness around her eyes and mouth that she’d worn like a mask, dissolved. Her features softened into something open and young and peaceful, the face of a woman who had finally, after a long time, stopped being afraid.

“Alexander,” she murmured. Her voice was thick and drowsy, the voice of someone hovering on the edge of sleep. “Don’t stop.”

“I won’t.”

She turned her head and pressed her cheek against my thigh, and I felt the wet heat of her skin through the fabric of my shorts. Her free hand found mine beneath the water and held on, and we stayed like that, connected in three places, while the candles burned and the steam curled and the power did what it did best.

The possessiveness came then, as a feeling, a deep, bone-level certainty that settled into me like gravity. This woman was mine. Her body, her safety, her peace. I had claimed it, and I would defend it, and anyone who threatened it would be crushed. The satisfaction of it was immediate and total, the same dark warmth I’d felt in the security office when Diana’s team had snapped to attention, when the machinery of my resources had engaged and begun dismantling the threat.

It was easy. That was the thought, quiet and undeniable. It was so easy to solve problems when you had what I had. The power, the money, the authority. It all flowed together into something that felt less like a set of tools and more like an extension of my will, and using it felt like breathing, like something I’d been doing my entire life and had only just remembered.

I let the thought exist. I didn’t push it down or examine it or worry about what Alexis would say. I just held Madison’s hand beneath the warm water and felt the power move through both of us, and for a while, there was nothing in the world except the two of us and the candles and the steady, healing pulse between my palm and her skin.

She fell asleep. Not deeply, but enough that her breathing slowed to the long, even rhythm of someone who had finally let go. I kept my hand on her stomach, and the power kept flowing, and the candles burned lower, and the steam thinned, and the world outside the bathroom ceased to exist.

I didn’t move. I stayed there with her. When she woke, it was gradual. Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked at me, and for a moment there was no recognition, just the blank, soft gaze of someone surfacing from somewhere deep. Then she smiled, and it was the real one, the one that started in her eyes.

“How long was I out?” she asked.

“Twenty minutes. Maybe thirty.”

She sat up slowly, and the water sluiced off her body, and the candlelight caught every line of her, the curve of her breasts as they emerged from the surface, the long, clean line of her torso, the way her skin glowed with the warm, healthy flush of someone who had been thoroughly, completely relaxed. She looked like she’d been remade. The fear was gone from her face. The tension was gone from her body. She was luminous.

“That was incredible,” she said. “I’ve never felt that relaxed in my entire life. Not even close.”

“That’s what it’s for.”

She stood, and the water fell away from her in sheets, and she stepped out of the tub and reached for a towel. I handed it to her, and she wrapped it around herself, tucking it under her arms, and the fabric clung to her damp skin, outlining every curve. She looked at me with those bright blue eyes, and the trust in them was so complete it made my chest warm.

“Can we just… stay here for a while?” she asked. “Not do anything. Just be.”

“Yeah,” I said. “We can do that.”

She took my hand and led me out of the bathroom, into the bedroom, where the morning light was streaming through the windows and turning everything gold. She lay down on the bed, still wrapped in the towel, and pulled me down beside her, and I stretched out on my back and she curled against my side, her head on my chest, her arm across my stomach.

We lay like that for a long time. Her breathing was deep and even, and I could feel the steady beat of her heart through the towel, and the power hummed quietly in my blood, like something that had been fed and was now resting.

“You know,” she said, her voice muffled against my chest, “when I was little, my mom used to tell me that nothing bad could happen to me as long as someone was holding me. She’d say it when I had nightmares, when I was scared of the dark. She’d hold me and tell me I was safe, and I’d believe her, because she was my mom and she was bigger than the dark.”

She paused. I stroked her hair.

“I haven’t felt that way in a long time,” she said. “Not since I was a kid. But right now, lying here with you, I feel it again. Like nothing bad can happen.”

“Nothing bad will happen,” I told her while holding her possessively.

We stayed like that for a while till it was evening. She needed to move her legs a bit, and I needed to talk to Alexis and her mother as well.

I dressed quickly and made my way through the clinic’s quiet corridors. I found Alexis, Cleo and Laura in the living room.

Alexis sat on one of the couches, her legs tucked beneath her, a cup of tea steaming on the table beside her. She was wearing a simple linen dress the color of oatmeal, her honey-blonde hair pulled back in a loose knot.

Cleo sat across from her, cross-legged on one of the oversized floor cushions, her phone in her lap and her expression doing that thing it did when she was working herself into a state. Her golden-blonde hair was loose and slightly wild, the way it got when she’d been running her hands through it, and her cheeks were flushed with the particular pink of righteous anger.

Laura occupied the armchair nearest the window. She was dressed more formally than the others, a cream blouse and navy slacks, her hair styled, her posture perfect, but the composure was thin. I could see it in the way her hands gripped the arms of the chair.

They looked a bit tired Truth be told, I also wanted to relax, but I had to sort this out. They all looked up when I entered.

“There he is,” Cleo said. Her voice had an edge to it that I recognized. She’d been stewing. “The man of the hour. We’ve been waiting.”

“Sorry,” I said, dropping into the empty space on the couch beside Alexis. “I was with Madison.”

“How is she?” Laura asked. The question came out quickly, and I could hear the mother in it, the raw, instinctive concern that no amount of professional composure could fully mask.

“She’s okay,” I said. “She was taking a bath. I stayed with her for a few minutes.”

Laura nodded, but the worry didn’t leave her face. “She told me about the stalker. Some of it, anyway. The messages, the photos. She was trying to protect me, I think. Didn’t want me to worry.”

“You have no need to worry,” I told her. I told them. All of it. Diana and the security team. The footage review, the perimeter sweep, the drone zone expansion. The digital forensics firm tracking the rumor. The personal detail that would be assigned to Madison by the end of the day. I laid it out the way I’d laid it out for Madison, step by step, measure by measure, and I watched their faces as I spoke.

Laura’s grip on the armchair loosened. The professional mask settled back into place, but the relief underneath was visible, a softening around her eyes and mouth that told me she trusted me to handle it.

“Thank you,” she said quietly. “I know you’ll keep her safe.”

“I will.”

Cleo, on the other hand, was moving in the opposite direction. The more I talked, the more her anger built, and by the time I finished, she was practically vibrating on the floor cushion.

“A brothel,” she said. The word came out like something foul, spat rather than spoken. “Someone actually said that. About my best friend. About Madison. They called her a prostitute.” She stood, the movement abrupt, and started pacing the length of the lounge, her bare feet silent on the thick rug. “Do you know what that does to someone? To have people you thought were your friends look at you like you’re something dirty? Like you’re selling yourself?”

“Cleo,” Alexis said gently.

“No, Mom, I’m serious.” She turned on me, and her eyes were bright with furious tears. “I had three friends text me about it. Three. Girls I’ve known since high school. And they weren’t asking if it was true. They were asking for details. Like they wanted gossip. Like Madison’s reputation was just something to chew on over brunch.”

My eyes widened when I realized this rumor had spread a lot more than I previously thought.

She stopped pacing and stood in front of the window, her back to us, her arms crossed tight across her chest. The late afternoon light caught her hair and turned it to molten gold.

“I told them off,” she said. Her voice had gone quieter, but the anger was still there. “Every single one of them. I told them that Madison was the most loyal, kindest person I knew, and that if they believed some random internet rumor over the girl they’d supposedly been friends with for years, then they weren’t friends at all.” She turned back to face us. “But it doesn’t matter, does it? Because the rumor’s out there now. And people will believe it. And Madison will have to live with that.”

“She won’t,” I said. “Because I’m going to find out who started it, and I’m going to make them take it back. And then I’m going to make sure they never say anything about anyone ever again.”

The words came out harder than I intended. I felt the power stir in my chest, a warm, dark pulse that matched the rhythm of my heartbeat, and for a moment the room seemed to brighten, the way it had in the gym when the anger first hit. I caught Alexis’s eye, and she was watching me with that particular expression I’d come to know so well: pride and warning in equal measure.

She was proud of me for taking action. I could see it in the soft set of her mouth, the warmth in her light brown eyes. She was glad I was protecting Madison, glad I was using the resources at my disposal to keep someone I loved safe. That part was clear and simple and good.

But beneath it, threaded through the pride like a vein of something darker, was the reminder. The same reminder she’d given me on the aft deck that morning, the one about my father, about the descent feeling like flying. She was watching me use power, real power, the kind that made people jump and systems respond and threats dissolve, and she was checking to see if I was enjoying it too much. If the satisfaction on my face crossed the line into something more dangerous.

I held her gaze and gave her a small nod. I see you. I hear you. I’m still the man you know.

She nodded back, just slightly, and the warning receded, but it didn’t disappear. It never disappeared. It lived in her eyes like a pilot light, always burning, always ready to flare.

“Good,” Cleo said. She’d stopped pacing and was standing in the center of the room, her arms still crossed, but the rigid anger had softened into something more manageable. “Because whoever did this needs to pay. Not just for the rumor. For all of it. The messages, the photos, the whole thing. They need to understand what it feels like.”

“They will,” I said.

Laura stood. She smoothed her slacks, a reflexive gesture, and adjusted the cuff of her blouse. “I should go check on Madison,” she said. “She might want her mother right now, even if she won’t admit it.”

“You know where she is,” I said.

Laura nodded and crossed the room. She paused at the door and looked back at me, and for a moment the professional mask slipped, and I saw the woman from the yacht, the one who had said yes and meant it, the one whose body had trembled beneath mine in the candlelight. The look was brief, barely a flicker, but it was there, and it carried everything we hadn’t said since that night. The conversation that wasn’t done. I wanted her again, but now wasn’t the time for that.

Then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her.

Cleo flopped back onto her floor cushion and picked up her phone, her thumbs already moving across the screen with the agitated energy of someone who needed to do something, anything, to burn off the anger. Alexis reached for her tea and took a sip, her eyes on the window, on the ocean, on the vast, indifferent blue.

I sat with them for a few minutes, letting the conversation settle. Then I stood.

“I’m going to talk to Madison,” I said. “Alone. There are some things I need to ask her.”

Alexis looked at me. “Be gentle with her. She’s been through enough.”

“I know.”

I left the living room and headed to her bedroom. I knocked twice, then let myself in.

Madison was sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed now in a simple white sundress that fell to mid-thigh, her hair still damp and curling at the ends. She looked up when I entered, and the smile she gave me was the real one, the one that started in her eyes.

“Hey, again” she said.

“Hey.” I closed the door behind me and crossed the room. The suite was large and airy, the windows open to let in the ocean breeze, the curtains moving gently. I sat beside her on the bed, close enough that our thighs touched. “I need to ask you something, and I need you to be honest with me.”

She turned to face me, her expression shifting from relaxed to attentive. “Okay.”

“The brothel rumor. Your friends who mentioned it to you. Did any of them tell you where they heard it? Who started it?”

Madison’s shoulders dropped, and she looked down at her hands, which were clasped in her lap. “I asked,” she said. “Every single one of them. And they all said the same thing.” She looked up at me, and the frustration in her eyes was raw and immediate. “They said it came from an Instagram account. One of those creepy AI-generated ones, the kind that looks real at first glance but falls apart when you look closer. The profile had a fake name, fake photos, the whole thing. And it was posting about the clinic, about the women who come here, and it used the word brothel. Over and over. Like it was trying to make it stick.”

“Did they send you the account?”

She nodded and reached for her phone on the nightstand. She unlocked it, found what she was looking for, and handed it to me.

The account was called @luxury_retreat_review. The profile picture was a stock photo of a woman in a swimsuit, slightly too perfect, the kind of image that was clearly generated rather than photographed. The bio read: “Exposing the truth behind Southern California’s most exclusive ‘wellness’ centers.” Below it, a grid of posts, each one targeting a different high-end facility in the area, but the most recent ones focused exclusively on the clinic.

I scrolled. The posts were sophisticated, written in the kind of faux-journalistic tone that sounded authoritative if you didn’t look too closely. They described the clinic as a “high-end escort service disguised as a fertility retreat,” used Madison’s full name in one post, and included a blurred photo of the clinic’s exterior with the caption: “What really happens behind these walls?”

The comments section was a disaster. Dozens of responses, some expressing shock, some asking for more information, some already treating the accusation as fact. The account had been active for less than two weeks and already had over two thousand followers.

“It’s been shared hundreds of times,” Madison said, her voice small. “People I don’t even know are talking about it. People who’ve never met me, who’ve never been to this clinic, who have no idea what actually happens here. They just read the post and believed it.”

I set the phone down on the bed between us and turned to face her fully. I took both her hands in mine, holding them tight, and I made sure she was looking at me before I spoke.

“Listen to me,” I said. “This account is going to be gone by tomorrow. Diana’s team is already working on it. They’ll trace the IP, identify whoever’s behind it, and shut it down. And then we’re going to make sure everyone who shared it knows exactly how wrong they were. We’ll put out a statement. We’ll have our lawyers send cease and desists. We’ll bury this so deep it’ll never see daylight again.”

Madison’s lower lip trembled, and her eyes filled with tears. “But the damage is already done. People already think I’m…”

“Hey.” I squeezed her hands. “Look at me.”

She looked at me.

“Those people don’t matter. Their opinions don’t matter. What matters is the truth, and the truth is that you’re the strongest, most incredible woman I know, and you’re helping run a legitimate business that changes people’s lives. Anyone who can’t see that isn’t worth a second of your time.”

A tear slipped down her cheek. I reached up and wiped it away with my thumb, and the gesture was so tender it surprised both of us. Her breath hitched.

“I’m going to kiss you now,” I said. “Is that okay?”

She nodded, and I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers. The kiss was soft. Her mouth was warm and slightly salty from the bath, and she made a small, broken sound against my lips, and then her hands were on my face, pulling me closer, and the kiss deepened. I felt her body lean into mine, the soft weight of her against my chest, and I wrapped my arms around her and held her there, kissing her slowly, thoroughly, letting every ounce of warmth and safety and possession flow from my body into hers.

When we finally broke apart, her eyes were still wet, but she was smiling.

“It’s going to be okay,” I said, my forehead resting against hers. “I promise you. I’m going to handle this. All of it. The stalker, the rumors, everything. You don’t have to carry it alone anymore.”

“I know,” she whispered. “I trust you.”

I kissed her forehead, then her temple, then the corner of her mouth. She closed her eyes and let me, and I could feel the last of the tension leaving her body.

We sat like that for a while, my arms around her, her head on my shoulder, the ocean breeze moving through the open windows. The afternoon light was deepening toward gold, and the clinic was quiet around us, and for a moment everything felt simple and good.

Then my phone buzzed in my pocket.

I pulled it out. A text from Helen, Your first client is here. She’s been waiting 20 minutes.

The reminder hit me like cold water. The clinic, the clients and the work. I’d been so consumed with Madison’s situation that I’d nearly forgotten my fertility duty.

I looked at Madison. She’d seen the text over my shoulder, and she was already pulling back, composing herself, the professional mask sliding into place with the ease of someone who understood the business.

“Go,” she said. “I’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.” She squeezed my hand. “Go do what you do. I’ll be here when you’re done.”

I stood and kissed her one more time, quick and firm. “I’ll check on you after.”

“I know you will.”

I left her and headed down the corridor toward my client, my mind already shifting gears, the protective fury banked but not extinguished, the warmth of Madison’s kiss still lingering on my lips.

The door was already open, the amber lighting spilling into the hallway. I paused at the threshold and straightened my shirt, ran a hand through my hair, and stepped inside.

The room was warm and dim, the curtains drawn against the late afternoon sun, the bed made with fresh white linen. Candles burned on the side tables, and the air smelled like lavender and musk.

She was standing by the window, her back to me, and when she turned, the light caught her face and I saw her for the first time.

She was beautiful in a way that was different from Madison or Alexis or any of the other women in my life. Tall, 5’10”, with dark auburn hair that fell past her shoulders in loose waves, and eyes the color of warm amber. Her skin was pale, almost luminous, with a dusting of freckles across her nose and cheeks that gave her a youthful, open quality. She was wearing a simple silk robe in deep burgundy, belted at the waist, and the fabric clung to a body that was all long lines and elegant curves.

“Alexander,” she said. She extended her hand, and I took it, and her grip was warm and firm. “I’m Natalia.”

“Alexander,” I said, liking her confidence. “Welcome to the clinic.”

She smiled, and it transformed her face, lighting up those amber eyes and softening the sharp, elegant lines of her cheekbones. “I’ve heard incredible things about you. About what you can do.”

“I hope I live up to the hype.”

Something moved behind her eyes, a flicker of heat that she controlled almost immediately but not quite fast enough. “I have a feeling you will.”

I closed the door behind me, and the latch clicked softly, sealing us into the warm, quiet space. The candles flickered. The ocean murmured through the walls. And the work, the real work, the thing I had been built for, began again.


Chapter 3

Last night, I’d finished eight breedings, and after that I’d just crashed in my bed, exhausted from the jetlag and all the drama. When I woke up, I was greeted by Maya, who was as cute as always, finding me clothes and reminding me of my schedule. I didn’t have time to check on Madison yet. First, I had to impregnate eight other women. It was a couple of weeks ago I’d done the romantic package. It was something I preferred, letting me spend more time with them and getting to know them, but it was still exciting to sleep with each new woman. The last client today had been intense, thorough, and exactly what she’d needed. She’d left flushed and glowing, her body already responding to the power in ways that would become more apparent over the coming weeks, and I’d stood in the shower afterward letting the hot water beat against my shoulders, feeling the familiar post-session clarity settle over me like a second skin.

I toweled off, dressed in loose linen pants and nothing else, and stepped out onto the east terrace. The late morning air hit my bare chest and arms, warm and dry, carrying the salt-tang of the ocean and the distant murmur of waves. I leaned against the railing and let my eyes adjust to the brightness, the California sun pouring down over the hillside in thick, golden sheets.

The private pool area was visible from where I stood, a rectangle of turquoise set into the flagstone terrace, surrounded by loungers and umbrellas and statues of pregnant women and the kind of carefully curated landscaping that cost more per square foot than most people’s houses. And there they were.

Madison and Cleo.

Madison was on her back on one of the loungers, her body stretched out in the sun like something offered to the sky. She wore a white bikini, minimal, the kind that covered only the essentials. Her skin was already turning golden, catching the light and holding it, and her blonde hair was fanned out behind her head, the ends trailing off the edge of the cushion and swaying gently in the breeze. Her eyes were closed behind oversized sunglasses, her lips slightly parted, and her body was utterly, completely relaxed.

Cleo was beside her, on her stomach, her chin propped on her folded arms, scrolling through her phone. She wore a black one-piece that left her back bare, the fabric stretched tight across the curve of her hips and the long line of her spine. Her golden-blonde hair was piled on top of her head, a few strands escaping to curl against her neck, and her legs were bent at the knees, her feet crossed at the ankles, swinging lazily. She said something to Madison, and Madison laughed without opening her eyes, and the sound carried across the terrace and reached me, bright and clear and perfect.

I watched them for a moment. The two important women in my life, safe and warm and happy, and the satisfaction of it was so deep and so complete that it almost hurt.

Then I saw it … a drone.

It was small, maybe eight inches across, matte black, hovering about fifty yards beyond the east perimeter wall. It was positioned at an angle that gave it a direct line of sight to the pool area, the camera gimbal tilted downward. Someone was filming.

My body moved before my mind had fully processed what I was seeing. The anger was instant, chemical, flooding through my veins like something injected, and the power surged in response, a hot pulse that started in my chest and radiated outward through my arms and hands. My vision sharpened. The drone, which had been a distant speck, resolved into crystal clarity. I could see the individual rotors, the red recording light blinking on the underside, the slight vibration of the gimbal as it adjusted its angle.

The puzzle pieces clicked together with the force of a door slamming shut. Stalker, drone and Madison’s description of being followed, of photos taken from a distance, of eyes she couldn’t see watching her from places she couldn’t reach. This wasn’t a coincidence. This wasn’t a commercial operator who’d wandered into restricted airspace. This was deliberate. This was the same person who’d sent the messages, who’d created the fake accounts, who’d taken the photo from the terrace. This was the threat, made physical, hovering in the sky above the women I loved.

I bent down and picked up a rock from the decorative border along the terrace edge. It was smooth, flat, about the size of my palm, and it fit into my grip the way a baseball fits into a pitcher’s hand. I didn’t think. I didn’t calculate. I didn’t weigh the consequences or consider the alternatives. I just threw it.

The rock left my hand with a force that I felt in my shoulder, my elbow, my wrist and every joint and tendon working in concert with the power that flowed through them. It cut through the air in a straight line, no arc, no drop, just a flat, screaming trajectory that covered fifty yards in less than a second. The sound it made was a sharp crack, like a gunshot, and the drone disintegrated. The body split along its centerline, the rotors sheared off, and the wreckage tumbled out of the sky in a shower of plastic and carbon fiber, hitting the hillside with a series of dull thuds.

Madison and Cleo both sat bolt upright on their loungers. Madison ripped off her sunglasses. “What the hell was that?”

“Stay there,” I said, and I was already moving, vaulting the low wall that separated the terrace from the hillside, my bare feet finding purchase on the dry grass, the power still humming in my blood, making every step feel like the ground was pushing up to meet me. I covered the distance in seconds, my heart hammering not from exertion but from fury, and I found the wreckage scattered across a patch of scrub grass just inside the property line.

The drone was destroyed. The body was cracked open, the internal components exposed, the battery still smoking slightly. But the camera was intact, or close enough. The SD card housing was visible, a small black rectangle set into the main board, and I could see the card itself, still seated in its slot.

I picked up the largest piece of the wreckage, the one with the camera and the flight controller still attached, and turned back toward the clinic. Madison and Cleo were standing now, both of them watching me from the pool area, their faces confused and alarmed.

“Everything’s fine,” I called. “Go back inside. Now.”

Cleo opened her mouth to argue, but Madison took her arm and pulled her toward the French doors. She’d seen the look on my face, and she knew what it meant. They disappeared inside.

I crossed the terrace at a jog, the drone wreckage in my hand, and headed straight for the security office. The reinforced doors parted for my keycard, and I stepped into the cool, dim room where the monitors glowed and the operators worked.

Diana was at the console. She turned when the doors opened, and her eyes dropped to the wreckage in my hand. A harder look settled over her features, replacing her professional calm.

“Drone,” I said, setting the broken device on the console in front of her. “Fifty yards past the east wall. Filming the pool area. I want it analyzed. Now. Everything. Serial number, manufacturer, model. Pull the SD card and get me every file on it. Flight logs, GPS data, home point coordinates. I want to know where it came from, where it’s been, and who owns it.”

Diana didn’t blink. She reached for the wreckage with both hands, and turned it over to examine the underside. “Maren,” she said without looking up. “Get the forensic kit. Keisha, pull up the FAA drone registry database. I want this thing identified in the next five minutes.”

Maren was already moving, opening a cabinet along the far wall and pulling out a black case. Keisha’s fingers flew across her keyboard, the soft clicking filling the silence. Lin, at the third station, was already reviewing the exterior camera feeds, searching for the moment the drone had appeared.

I stood behind Diana’s chair and watched her work. She used a pair of fine-tipped tweezers to extract the SD card from its housing, handling it with the careful respect of someone who knew that evidence could be destroyed by a single careless movement. She slotted it into a card reader connected to her console, and the screen populated with file directories.

“SD card is intact,” she said. “No corruption. We’ve got video files, flight logs, and system data.”

“Play the video.”

She opened the most recent file. The footage was steady, professional-grade, the gimbal keeping the image rock-solid despite the drone’s movement. The camera was aimed at the pool area. Madison, on her back in the white bikini, the sun on her body. Cleo, on her stomach, scrolling through her phone. The zoom was tight, focused on Madison’s face, then her body, then her face again. It was about capturing her.

My hands curled into fists at my sides. The anger was a living thing now, hot and bright and focused, and the power responded to it like fuel to a flame, surging through my body in waves that made my skin feel too tight.

“Flight logs,” I said. My voice came out steady, which surprised me, because what I felt was anything but steady.

Diana navigated to a different file. Text filled the screen, lines of data in a format I couldn’t read but that Diana clearly understood. Her eyes moved across the information, cataloguing, processing, and I watched her face for the moment of recognition.

“GPS coordinates,” she said. “Home point is logged. This drone has been launched from the same location multiple times over the past three weeks. Same latitude and longitude every time.” She pulled up a mapping application on a secondary monitor and entered the coordinates. A satellite view appeared, zooming in from a global scale to a neighborhood scale to a single residential address.

The address appeared at the bottom of the screen. 1427 Laurel Canyon Drive.

I didn’t recognize it.

“Pull up the Instagram account data,” I said. “The burner accounts that messaged Madison. The IP addresses from the login attempts. I want to see where they originated.”

Diana looked at Lin, who was already typing. “On it,” Lin said. “I’ve been running the digital forensics trace on the Instagram accounts since yesterday. The login attempts for the primary burner account, the one that sent the threatening message, originate from an IP address range that’s been active in the same neighborhood.” She pulled up a second map view, side by side with the first. Two pins on the screen, less than a quarter mile apart. The same block. Possibly the same house.

“The IP range geolocates to a residential service provider,” Lin continued. “Same zip code as the drone’s home point. Same neighborhood. Possibly the same address, but I’d need to cross-reference the specific IP assignment to confirm.”

“Confirm it,” I said.

Lin worked. I stood with my arms crossed, my jaw clenched, watching the two maps on the screen. The drone’s home point. The Instagram account’s origin. Both pointing to the same location, the same cluster of houses tucked into the hillside above the clinic, close enough to watch, close enough to film, close enough to threaten.

Someone had been sitting in that house, launching that drone, watching Madison through a camera lens, sending messages from fake accounts, building a campaign of fear that had lasted for weeks. Someone who knew where she was. Someone who knew where I was. Someone who had been close enough to reach out and touch the life I was building, and who had chosen, instead, to poison it from a distance.

“Confirmed,” Lin said. Her voice was quiet, almost reverent, the way people sound when they’ve found something they’ve been searching for. “The IP address for the Instagram burner account resolves to a residential modem registered at 1427 Laurel Canyon Drive. Same address as the drone’s home point.”

The room went very still.

I pulled out my phone. I opened the maps app, dropped a pin at the address, and took a screenshot. Then I left the security office without another word, my bare feet carrying me through the clinic’s corridors, past the quiet hallways and the warm lighting. I found Madison and Cleo in the living room, still a bit shaken from the drone.

Madison was sitting on the edge of the couch, a towel wrapped around her waist over the white bikini, her knees drawn up to her chest. Cleo stood behind her, one hand on her shoulder, the other still gripping her phone like a weapon she might need. They both looked up when I entered.

“What happened out there?” Cleo asked. “That sounded like a gunshot.”

“It wasn’t a gunshot,” I said. I crossed the room and sat beside Madison. “It was a drone. Someone was filming you. From the east hillside.” Madison’s face went white. The color drained from her cheeks so fast it was like watching water disappear down a drain. Her hand found mine and gripped it hard, her fingers cold and trembling.

“Filming me,” she repeated. The words came out flat like she was reading them from a script she didn’t want to believe. “Someone was filming me. While I was…”

“Lying by the pool. In your bikini. Yes.”

Cleo made a sound, a sharp, bitten-off exclamation that wasn’t quite a word. Her hand tightened on Madison’s shoulder, and her other hand came up to cover her mouth.

I pulled out my phone and opened the screenshot. The map was still there, the pin dropped at 1427 Laurel Canyon Drive, the address rendered in clean white text against the satellite imagery. I turned the screen toward Madison.

“Look at this,” I said. “Do you recognize this address?”

She took the phone. Her eyes moved across the screen, reading the street name, the house number, the satellite view of the property. I watched her face, watched the confusion shift, watched the pieces rearrange themselves behind her eyes, and then I saw the moment it clicked. The moment the address resolved into something she knew, something that lived in her memory with the weight of history.

Her lips parted. Her breath caught. The phone trembled in her hand.

“That’s Brad’s address,” she whispered. The words came out thin and hollow, like they’d been pulled from somewhere deep and dark inside her. She looked up at me, and her eyes were huge, the blue of them almost swallowed by the black of her dilated pupils. “That’s where Brad lives.”

The name landed in the room like a stone dropped into still water. I felt it ripple through me, through the anger, through the power, through every protective instinct that had been building since I’d first seen the message on her phone. Brad. Not a faceless stalker, not a random creep, not some anonymous threat lurking in the digital shadows. Brad. Madison’s ex. Brad, who’d been born with a silver spoon and a sense of entitlement so deep it had calcified into cruelty. Brad, who’d made fun of me in High School, knew exactly which buttons to press to make Madison feel small and afraid and worthless.

The realization didn’t build. It detonated. One moment I was sitting on the couch holding Madison’s hand, and the next moment I was standing, and the power was surging through me so hard that the air in the room felt charged, like the moment before a lightning strike. My vision sharpened to a point, everything outside my focus blurring into irrelevance. It had a name now, and it had an address, and it was going to end today. Not through lawyers or security teams or digital forensics. Personally, face to face, the way problems were solved before civilization invented the paperwork to make them complicated.

I turned toward the door.

“Alexander.” Madison’s voice, small and frightened, cutting through the white noise of my fury. “What are you going to do?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. If I opened my mouth, what came out wouldn’t be words she needed to hear. I kept walking.

I found Alexis and Helen in the kitchen. They were at the island, Alexis with her laptop open, Helen leaning against the counter with a glass of water, the two of them in the middle of a conversation that stopped the moment I walked through the door. They took one look at my face and whatever they’d been discussing ceased to matter.

“Alexander,” Alexis said. She closed the laptop. “What’s wrong?”

“I need you to cancel everything today,” I said. “All of today’s clients. All the breeding sessions. Everything on the schedule. Cancel it and reschedule it. I don’t care. It’s done for today.”

Helen set her glass down. “Alexander. Talk to us.”

“Brad,” I said. Just the name. It carried enough.

Alexis’s expression shifted. I watched the therapist in her access the situation, read my body language, my tone, the rigid set of my shoulders, the way my hands were clenched at my sides. I watched her see everything I wasn’t saying, and I watched the fear bloom behind her eyes.

“Brad,” she repeated. “The guy who went to your High School?”

“He’s the one,” I said. “The drone, the messages, the rumors. All of it. Diana traced the IP address and the drone’s home point to his house. He’s been sitting in his backyard watching her through a camera while he destroys her reputation.” I moved toward the door. “I’m handling it. Now.”

“No,” she said. “Not like this.”

I looked at her, surprised by her reaction.

“Alexander.” She reached up and grabbed my arm, both hands, her fingers digging into the muscle with a strength that surprised me. “Listen to me. I know what you’re feeling right now. I know the anger. I know what it makes you want to do. But you cannot cross that line. Do you understand me? You cannot do anything illegal. Promise me. Promise me right now that you won’t cross that line.”

I looked down at her. Her face was inches from mine, her honey-blonde hair falling loose around her shoulders, her eyes bright with fear and love and the particular, desperate urgency of someone who had seen this movie before and knew how it ended.

“Alexis.”

Alexis rose to her feet. “Isn’t it better to call the police and your lawyer?”

Helen stepped up beside me. She didn’t grab me. She didn’t block my path. She simply stood at Alexis’s shoulder, her dark heavy-lidded eyes on my face, her full lips pressed together in a line that was neither smile nor frown but something more complex. She understood. I could see it in her expression, the recognition of exactly what I was feeling, the dark, burning need to crush the threat with my own hands.

But she stood with Alexis. She placed one hand on Alexis’s lower back, a gesture of solidarity, and she looked at me with those dark, knowing eyes, and she said, very quietly, “Alexis is right, Alexander. There are ways to handle this that don’t destroy you in the process. Please. Listen to her.”

I looked at both of them. Alexis, small and fierce and terrified. Helen, warm and sensual and steady. Two women who loved me, standing between me and a door that led to something I might not come back from.

“I won’t do anything stupid,” I said. The words came out even, measured, the voice of a reasonable man making a reasonable promise.

Alexis searched my face. I watched her look for the lie, and I watched her find it, and I watched her decide, in that split second, whether to push harder or let go.

She let go. Her hands released my arm, and she stepped aside, and the fear in her eyes didn’t leave, but it gave way to determination.

“Go,” she said.

I kissed her forehead. Quick, hard, the way you kiss someone when you can’t trust yourself to say more. Then I walked past her, past Helen, through the door, and into the corridor.

I didn’t look back. I went straight to the garage.

The Lexus was in the underground garage next to the rest of my supercars. Black, matte finish. I got in, started the engine, and pulled out of the clinic’s gates without waiting for security to accompany me. I didn’t want security. I didn’t want witnesses. I didn’t want anyone standing between me and what needed to be done.

The address was already loaded into the navigation system. Laurel Canyon Drive, twenty-two minutes according to the GPS. I pulled onto the coastal highway and pushed the accelerator.

I drove with both hands on the wheel, my grip tight enough that the leather creaked. The road unspooled in front of me, winding through the hills, the ocean dropping away to my left, the mansions of the upperclass and entitled sliding past on my right. Each one a fortress of money and privilege, each one housing someone who thought the rules didn’t apply to them. Brad’s house would be one of these, paid for by parents who had never told their son the word no.

The anger was a living thing. It moved through me in waves, each one hotter than the last. I didn’t only think of Madison. There were several flashbacks from high school. There were just bad memories of Brad.

The GPS announced the turn. Laurel Canyon Drive. I took it, and the road narrowed. I found the address. 1427. A big house set on a terraced hillside, white stucco walls, red tile roof. Brad’s parents’ house. Of course it was. The kid had never worked a day in his life, using his free time to terrorize the woman who’d had the good sense to leave him.

I drove past, and then I pulled the Lexus onto a narrow shoulder, killing the engine. I got out of the car. The air was warm and still, the kind of perfect California afternoon that made everything feel like a postcard, and the irony of it wasn’t lost on me. Beautiful day. Beautiful neighborhood. Beautiful house. And inside it, something ugly.

I moved on foot. I came around the bend and the house came back into view from above. I dropped to a crouch behind a low stone wall that bordered the property’s upper terrace and looked down.

Three of them. Brad in the center, flanked by two guys I vaguely recognized from high school, though I couldn’t have named them if my life depended on it. They were clustered around a small table near the pool, and on the table sat a drone. New model. Sleek, white, larger than the one I’d destroyed. Brad had his phone out, connected to the controller, and he was showing the other two something on the screen.

I was too far to hear clearly, but the power had sharpened my hearing along with everything else, and when I focused, the voices resolved like a radio tuning in.

“…bro, this thing is insane,” one of the friends was saying. Tall, dark-haired, wearing a polo shirt two sizes too tight. “The zoom on this camera. You can see everything.”

“Everything,” Brad repeated, and the word came out with that particular emphasis, that slow, oily weight that turned it into something dirty. He laughed, and the other two laughed with him. “I told you. Worth every penny.”

“Let me see the old footage,” the second friend said. Shorter, heavier, with the soft, doughy build of someone who’d been eating well and moving little. He leaned over Brad’s shoulder, and Brad tilted the phone screen toward him.

They watched something. I couldn’t see the screen from my angle, but I didn’t need to. The way they reacted told me everything. The heavy one’s mouth fell open. The tall one let out a low whistle.

“Holy shit,” the heavy one breathed. “Look at that bikini.”

“Told you,” Brad said. He was grinning, the wide, self-satisfied grin of someone who believed he’d won something. “That’s what she wears when she’s at that place.” He said the word like it was a punchline, drawing it out, letting it hang in the air. “You know what they do there, right? What that place actually is?”

“Brothel,” the tall one said, and they all laughed again, harder this time, the sound carrying across the backyard and bouncing off the stucco walls.

“Brothel,” Brad confirmed. He set the controller down and picked up a beer from the table, took a long pull, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “That’s what it is. That’s what she is. She went from dating me to being a prostitute. Think about that. Think about what that says about her.”

“About her?” The heavy one snorted. “What about the guy? The one she’s with now. What’s his name?”

“Alexander.” Brad said my name the way he’d always said it, with that particular emphasis on the second syllable that turned it into something weak, something dismissible. “Some nobody from high school. Now he’s running a whorehouse and banging my ex. Life’s funny, right?”

They laughed. The sound scraped against something deep in my chest, and I felt the anger spike, hot and bright.

“Here’s the thing, though,” Brad continued. He leaned back in his chair, beer in hand, the picture of casual arrogance. “She’s not going to stay there. Not once the rumor gets big enough. Not once everyone knows what she really is. He’ll dump her. Guys like that, they don’t keep damaged goods. Once the whole world thinks she’s a prostitute, he’ll cut her loose, and she’ll have nowhere to go. And then she’ll come crawling back to me.”

“You think?” The tall one sounded skeptical.

“I know.” Brad’s voice dropped, and the casual cruelty hardened into something more calculated. “I know Madison. I know how she works. She’s scared right now. She’s confused. But when it all falls apart, when this Alexander guy throws her out because he can’t have a whore on his arm, she’ll realize she made a mistake. And she’ll come back. And I’ll be waiting.”

“He’ll dump her when everyone thinks she’s a prostitute,” Brad said, and the words landed in the warm afternoon air like something poisonous, something that had been designed to hurt. “That’s the plan. That’s always been the plan. Make her worthless to him, and she becomes valuable to me again. Simple.”

The heavy one raised his beer. “To making Madison worthless.”

They clinked bottles and laughed. Something in me broke loose. I stood up from behind the wall.

I didn’t announce myself. I didn’t call out or clear my throat or make any sound at all. I simply rose to my full height, and the three of them were so absorbed in their cruelty that they didn’t notice me until I was already crossing the terrace.

Brad saw me first. His eyes lifted from his phone, and for a fraction of a second there was nothing in his face but the blank, uncomprehending stare of someone who’d seen something impossible. Then recognition hit, and his expression cycled through a rapid sequence: confusion, surprise, and then, clearly, fear.

The beer slipped from his hand. It hit the table and rolled, spilling foam across the surface, but Brad didn’t move to catch it. He was frozen, his mouth half-open, his eyes locked on me, and I watched the color drain from his face the same way it had drained from Madison’s when I’d told her about the drone.

“Alexander,” he said. My name came out wrong this time. Not the dismissive emphasis on the second syllable. The sound of someone who’d just realized the thing he’d been laughing about was standing in front of him, six-foot-three and radiating something that didn’t look human. It was the second time I’d dealt with him since the transformation. I still remember that day at the beach, and how satisfying it was to throw him into the water.

The other two turned. The tall one’s chair scraped against the stone as he pushed back, his hands coming up in that instinctive defensive posture that people adopt when their lizard brain recognizes a threat before their conscious mind catches up. The heavy one just sat there, his mouth open, his beer forgotten in his hand.

I stopped ten feet from the table. Close enough to see the details. The sweat beading on Brad’s upper lip. The way his Adam’s apple bobbed when he swallowed. The tremor in his hands, subtle but visible, the fine motor control abandoning him as the fear took over.

“Brad,” I said. My voice was low, steady, controlled in a way that felt almost separate from what I was feeling. “I thought you’d behave after I threw you into the water.”

He didn’t answer. His mouth worked, but nothing came out.

I looked at the drone on the table. Then I looked at the phone in Brad’s hand, the screen still lit, still showing whatever footage, they’d been watching. Madison in her bikini. Captured without her knowledge, without her consent, reduced to an image on a screen for three entitled boys to ogle and laugh about.

“You know,” I said, “I destroyed your other drone this morning. The black one. The one you’ve been using to film my girlfriend from the hillside.” I let the word girlfriend land, let it sit in the air between us, heavy and deliberate. “Threw a rock at it. Fifty yards. Straight line. It didn’t stand a chance.”

Brad’s eyes widened. The fear deepened, and beneath it I could see something else: calculation. The desperate, scrambling attempt to reassemble a narrative that had just been shattered.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said. The words came out too fast, too thin, the voice of someone who’d been caught and was reaching for the first lie that came to mind. “That’s not my drone. I’ve never. I don’t even.”

“Your IP address,” I said. I took a step closer and felt the temperature spike, and I watched all three of them flinch. “Your Instagram account. Your home point GPS coordinates. All of it traces back to this address. To you. Sitting in your parents’ backyard, launching drones, sending messages, spreading rumors about a woman who had the good sense to leave you.”

The tall one was on his feet now, backing away from the table, his hands still up. “Dude, we don’t want any trouble. We were just … This is Brad’s thing. We didn’t … We’re just hanging out.”

“Just hanging out,” I repeated. I looked at him, and I saw the weakness behind the bravado, the softness that the polo shirt and the gym-toned arms couldn’t hide. “Hanging out and calling my girlfriend a prostitute. Hanging out and filming her without her permission. Hanging out and laughing about how you’re going to ruin her.”

One of his friends whispered, “You didn’t tell us he was this huge.”

“Where did those other pathetic guys go?” I asked him. “You know when I threw you into the water? Did they leave you when they saw how pathetic and weak you were?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said in a lowered voice, scared.

“I’ll tell you what you don’t know, Brad.” I closed the distance between us in two strides, and he scrambled backward, his chair tipping, and he caught himself on the edge of the table. The drone rattled. “You don’t know what that place is. You don’t know what I do there. So let me educate you, since clearly nobody else has.”

I picked up the drone from the table. It was light in my hand, expensive, the kind of toy that cost more than most people’s monthly rent. I held it up between us, and Brad’s eyes tracked it like a rabbit watching a hawk.

“It’s a fertility clinic,” I said. The words came out flat and hard, each one a nail driven into the coffin of his narrative. “A legitimate, licensed, fully operational fertility clinic. Women come there because they want to have children, and I help them. That’s what I do. That’s what the place is. Not a brothel. Not a whorehouse. A clinic … my clinic.”

Brad’s mouth opened, but I kept going. I didn’t give him the space to speak. It was so satisfying seeing his face turn green with envy when he realized I was the one having sex with all those women.

“And Madison,” I said, and I let the name fill the air between us, letting it carry every ounce of possession and protection that I felt. “Madison is mine. She’s not a prostitute. She’s not damaged goods. She’s not yours. She’s mine. She’s been mine since the day she chose me over you, and she’ll be mine long after you’ve forgotten what her face looks like.”

The power surged as I spoke, and I felt it radiate outward, and I watched all three of them feel it too. The tall one took another step back. The heavy one’s beer slipped from his fingers and shattered on the flagstone. Brad’s knees were shaking. I could see the tremor in his thighs through the fabric of his shorts.

“You’ve been sitting in this backyard,” I said, my voice dropping lower, “launching drones, sending messages, spreading lies about a woman who never did anything to you except have the courage to leave. You’ve been terrorizing her. Making her check every notification, every follower request, making her live in a state of constant vigilance because you couldn’t handle the fact that she chose someone better than you.”

I set the drone down on the table. The gesture of someone who was choosing restraint, and who wanted everyone in the room to understand that it was a choice.

“And now,” I said, “you’re going to understand what that feels like.”

Brad found his voice. It came out cracked and thin, barely recognizable. “Alexander, man, listen. It was a joke. It was just. We were messing around. I didn’t mean …. It’s not …. You can’t just…”

I hit him. The punch came from my hip, a straight right that connected with his jaw, and I felt the impact travel up my arm and into my shoulder, the satisfying crack of bone against bone, the give of cartilage and the give of pride. Brad’s head snapped sideways, and his feet left the ground, and he went down hard, hitting the flagstone on his back with a sound like a bag of wet cement hitting pavement.

He didn’t get up. He lay there, one hand pressed to his jaw, his eyes wide and unfocused, blood already welling between his fingers. A thin, high sound came out of him, not quite a scream, not quite a whimper, something in between.

The tall one moved. I saw it in my peripheral vision, the lunge, the desperate grab for my arm, the instinct of a friend trying to intervene. I turned and caught his wrist mid-reach, twisted it, and drove my knee into his stomach. The air left him in a single explosive burst, and he folded, dropping to his knees, his free hand clutching his abdomen, his face the color of old paper.

The heavy one was slower. He came at me from the side, arms wide, going for a tackle, and I stepped into it and drove my elbow down into the back of his neck. He hit the ground face-first, and I heard his nose break against the flagstone, a wet, crunching sound that made even me wince internally. He rolled onto his side, both hands pressed to his face, blood streaming through his fingers, and made a sound that was pure animal distress.

I turned back to Brad. He’d managed to get to his hands and knees. He was crawling away from me, one hand still pressed to his jaw, blood dripping from his chin onto the white flagstone, leaving a trail of dark red drops. I let him crawl. I watched him cover three feet, four, five, and then I closed the distance in a single step, grabbed the back of his shirt, and hauled him to his feet.

He weighed nothing. The power made him feel like a child, and I held him upright with one hand, his feet barely touching the ground, and I looked at his face. The jaw was already swelling, turning purple, and his eyes were streaming tears that cut clean lines through the blood on his cheeks.

“Look at me,” I said.

He looked at me. His eyes were wild, terrified, the eyes of someone who had never been hit before, who had built his entire identity around the assumption that the world would never push back.

“This is what happens,” I said, “when you threaten what’s mine.”

I threw him, not with the full force of the power, which would have sent him through the stucco wall and into the living room beyond, just hard enough. He flew backward, arms pinwheeling, and hit the pool’s edge, and the momentum carried him over and into the water. He went under with a splash, surfaced coughing and sputtering, and clung to the edge, his bleeding jaw hanging open, his eyes never leaving mine.

I walked to the pool’s edge and crouched down. We were eye to eye now, me on dry land, him in the water, and the difference between us was so stark it was almost comical.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” I said. “You’re going to delete every Instagram account you’ve created. Every burner, every fake profile, every page that mentions Madison or the clinic. You’re going to delete the drone footage. All of it. Every file, every backup, every copy you’ve sent to anyone. You’re going to call every person you’ve told the rumor to, and you’re going to tell them it was a lie. You’re going to tell them the truth. That Madison is with me. That the clinic is legitimate. That you made it all up because you’re a jealous, pathetic little boy who couldn’t handle being left.”

Brad nodded. The motion was frantic, desperate, his whole body moving with it. “Yes. Yes, I will. I’ll do it. I’ll do all of it. I promise. Just. Please. Don’t.”

“Don’t what?” I asked.

“Don’t hurt me again.”

I looked at him for a long moment. The blood from his jaw was turning the water around him pink. His friends were still on the ground, one clutching his stomach, one clutching his broken nose, neither of them making a move to help him. The drone sat on the table, inert, its camera lens pointed at the sky like a dead eye.

“If I hear one more rumor,” I said, “if Madison gets one more message, if a single drone appears anywhere near my property, I’m coming back. And next time, I won’t stop at your jaw.”

I stood. Brad stayed in the water, shivering despite the warm afternoon, his arms wrapped around the pool’s edge like it was the only solid thing left in the world.

I looked at the tall one. He was still on his knees, his breathing ragged, his face gray. “You,” I said. “Help your friend. Get him out of the pool. Get him cleaned up. And then make sure he does everything I just said. Because if he doesn’t, and I find out you knew about it, I’ll come back for you too.”

The tall one nodded like a bobblehead.

I turned and walked away. Across the terrace, past the shattered beer bottle, past the table where the drone sat, and up the steps toward the street. I didn’t look back. I didn’t need to. The image was already burned into my memory: Brad in the pool, bleeding and broken, his friends on the ground, the whole scene a perfect tableau of consequences finally catching up with someone who thought he was above them.

The Lexus was where I’d left it. I got in, started the engine, and pulled away from the curb. My hands were steady on the wheel. My breathing was even. The anger was still there, banked now, contained, but it hadn’t gone away. It would never go away completely, not when it came to Madison. But it was controlled.

I drove for five minutes before I pulled over again, this time at a scenic overlook that gave me a clear view of the ocean. I needed a moment. I needed to let the adrenaline settle, to let the power recede from the surface of my skin, to become something manageable again before I did what came next.

I pulled out my phone. I had their numbers. I’d met them at the gym when I first met Madison after the transformation.

I texted both of them. The same message, copied and pasted.

This is Alexander. Madison’s boyfriend. I need to talk to you about the rumor you’ve been spreading. Today. Willows Beach, north end, one hour. Be there.

I didn’t wait for responses. I put the phone down and drove.

Willows Beach was twenty minutes south, a wide crescent of white sand flanked by palm trees and beachfront properties. The north end was quieter, less crowded, a stretch of sand that backed up against a low bluff where the vegetation was thick and the tourists were thin. I parked in the public lot, walked down the wooden steps to the sand, and found a spot near the waterline where the breeze was steady and the sound of the waves would cover our conversation.

They arrived together. There was Brittany with the beauty mark above her lip and Kenzie with her athletic build. Both of them had been cheerleaders. They were tall, tan, pretty in the specific, interchangeable way that Southern California produced by the dozen. Brittany was blonde, and Kenzie was brunette, both in cut-off shorts and crop tops, both carrying the particular combination of guilt and defensiveness that people wore when they knew they’d done something wrong and hadn’t yet decided whether to own it.

They spotted me from thirty yards out and stopped walking. I saw the moment they recognized me, the way their bodies went still. They exchanged a look. Then they kept walking, but slower, the way you approach something you’re not sure about.

I stood. I didn’t move toward them. I let them come to me, and I watched their faces as the distance closed.

They were attracted to me. Both of them. I could see it in the way the blonde’s eyes dropped to my chest, then my arms, then back to my face, a rapid circuit of appraisal that she couldn’t control.

The brunette, Kenzie, was doing the same thing but trying harder to hide it, her gaze flicking to my abs, then the ocean, then back to my face, a rhythm she probably thought was subtle but was as obvious as a neon sign.

“Alexander,” Brittany said. “Oh my God, hi. It’s been so long. Since the gym, right? That day you were working out with Madison.”

“Since the gym,” I confirmed. I didn’t smile.

Kenzie stepped forward, one hand tucking a strand of dark hair behind her ear. “Madison talks about you all the time. Like, constantly. We’ve been dying to see you again. She’s been so happy since you two got together.” She paused, and her smile faltered as she registered my expression. “Why don’t you look happy?”

I let the question hang for a beat. Long enough for both of them to feel the weight of what was coming.

“Because I’m not happy,” I said. “Neither is Madison. And the reason neither of us is happy is sitting in a hospital getting his jaw wired shut right now.”

They both went still. Brittany’s hand, which had been playing with the strap of her crop top, froze. Kenzie’s smile vanished completely.

“What are you talking about?” Brittany asked.

I laid it out. The same way I’d laid it out for Diana, for Alexis, for Helen. Clean, direct, no emotion wasted on the delivery. The drone. The Instagram accounts. The burner profiles. The threatening messages. The photo from the terrace. The rumor about the brothel, about Madison being a prostitute. And then the reveal, the thing that made both of their faces shift from confusion to guilt.

“Brad,” I said. “Madison’s ex. He’s the one who started it. All of it. The messages, the accounts, the drone footage. He’s been filming her, spreading lies and trying to destroy her reputation because she had the nerve to leave him.”

Kenzie’s hand came up to cover her mouth. Brittany’s eyes went wide, and I watched the color drain from her tanned cheeks.

“The clinic,” I continued, “is not a brothel. It’s a fertility clinic. A legitimate, licensed, fully operational medical facility where women come to have children. I’m the owner. I run it. And Madison is with me. She’s not a prostitute. She’s not selling herself. And Brad’s a jealous, vindictive piece of shit who couldn’t handle the fact that she moved on.”

The words landed hard. I watched them process it, watched the information rearrange itself behind their eyes, watched the defensiveness they’d walked in with crumble like wet sand. Brittany’s lower lip started to tremble. Kenzie’s eyes filled with tears.

“Oh my God,” Brittany whispered. “Alexander, we had no idea. We thought. Someone sent us the Instagram post, and it looked so real, and we just. We didn’t check. We didn’t think.”

“You believed it,” I said. Not a question.

Kenzie wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “We weren’t sure,” she said. The words came out ashamed. “And we talked about it. With other people. We didn’t mean to spread it, but we did. We were just. We were gossiping, and it got out of control, and we never thought. We never imagined Brad would do something like that.”

The attraction was still there. I could see it, even through the guilt, even through the tears. Both of them were looking at me the way women looked at me when the power was close to the surface. Brittany’s eyes kept dropping to my bare chest, to the way the linen pants sat low on my hips, and then snapping back to my face like she was trying to behave. Kenzie was doing the same thing but slower, her gaze lingering on my forearms, the veins visible beneath the warm olive skin.

Brittany’s eyes widened slightly, and she exchanged a look with Kenzie, and I caught the tail end of whatever silent communication passed between them.

“A fertility clinic,” Brittany said. “You actually. You help women have babies?”

“That’s what I do,” I said.

The look they exchanged this time was clear. Both of them were thinking the same thing, and neither of them was trying very hard to hide it. The attraction had just changed, taken on a new dimension. A man who owned a fertility clinic, who helped women conceive, who had the kind of body and face and presence that made every head turn. The combination was doing something to them, and they knew it, and they were embarrassed by it, and they couldn’t stop it.

Kenzie cleared her throat. “We need to apologize,” she said. “To Madison … in person. We need to tell her we’re sorry, and we need to fix this. We’ll call everyone we talked to. We’ll tell them the truth. We’ll make it right.”

“Today,” Brittany added. “We’ll do it today. Right now, if you want.”

I studied them. The guilt was real. The attraction was real. The willingness to fix what they’d broken was real. Three truths, coexisting in two women who had walked onto this beach defensive and were leaving it ready to make amends.

“Get in the car,” I said.

They didn’t ask which car. They followed me to the Lexus, and I opened the passenger door, and they climbed in, Brittany in the middle, Kenzie by the window. I got behind the wheel, started the engine, and pulled out of the lot.

The drive back to the clinic took twenty minutes. Neither of them spoke for the first ten. The silence was thick, and they were simultaneously intimidated by and intensely attracted to me. I could feel it radiating off them.

Then Brittany spoke. “Alexander,” she said carefully. “Can I ask you something?”

“Go ahead.”

“Is it? The clinic. Is it hard? What you do?”

I glanced at her. She was looking straight ahead, her hands clasped in her lap, her posture rigid with the effort of sounding casual.

“It’s the most natural thing in the world,” I said. “And the hardest. Both at the same time.”

She nodded, and I caught the flush creeping up her neck, the way her thighs pressed together beneath her cutoffs. Kenzie, on the other side, was staring out the window, but her reflection in the glass showed me her expression, and it was the same as Brittany’s, flushed and focused. Thinking about something she’d rather not be thinking about in front of the man driving the car.

The gates parted when I pulled up. The clinic rose out of the hillside in front of us, Mediterranean and gold in the late afternoon light, and both of them gasped. I saw the moment the architecture registered, the way their eyes traveled up the white stucco walls, across the red tile roof, to the terraces and balconies and the ocean stretching blue and endless beyond it.

“This is where you live?” Kenzie breathed.

“This is where I live and work,” I said. “And where Madison lives.”

I parked in the circular drive and killed the engine. “Come on.”

We got out of the car. They followed me through the front entrance, and the clinic’s atmosphere hit them the way it hit everyone. Both of them slowed, their heads turning, taking in the marble floors, the plush rugs, the modern furniture, the artwork on the walls. I watched them see the discreet Greek pottery, the abstract depictions of sex, and I watched the realization settle over them that this was not what they’d expected. This was not a brothel. This was something else entirely, something designed with intention and care and an understanding of what women needed.

“Alexander.” Laura’s voice, from the doorway to the east corridor. She was there, her cream blouse and navy slacks immaculate, her expression shifting from surprise to recognition. “I wasn’t expecting guests.”

“These are Madison’s friends,” I said. “They’re here to see her.”

Laura’s eyes moved over both of them. “Brittany, Kenzie?”

“Hi, Laura,” they said in unison, both of them a bit embarrassed.

“Where is she?” I asked her mother.

Laura nodded. “She’s in the sunroom. Third door on the right.”

I led them down the corridor. The sunroom was one of her favorite spaces in the clinic, a glass-walled room on the east side that caught the afternoon light and turned everything golden. The door was open. I could see her inside, curled on one of the oversized couches, a book in her lap, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders. She was wearing the white sundress from earlier, and the light through the glass turned her skin to honey.

I stepped into the doorway. She looked up, and the smile that broke across her face was so bright it hurt. Then she saw Brittany and Kenzie behind me, and the smile froze, and something complicated moved through her expression: surprise, hurt, hope, fear, all of it tangled together like threads in a knot.

“Madison,” Brittany said. Her voice cracked on the name.

Kenzie stepped forward. “We’re so sorry.”

Madison set the book down. She sat up straight, her hands flat on the couch cushions on either side of her, and she looked at both of them, and I watched her face go through the same sequence I’d watched in the car: the hurt surfacing, then the understanding, then the forgiveness that was already there, waiting, because Madison was the kind of person who forgave before she’d finished being angry.

“It’s okay,” she said. Her voice was steady, but her eyes were wet. “I know you didn’t mean to.”

Brittany crossed the room and sat beside her on the couch, close, and took her hand. “We believed it, Madison. Someone sent us the Instagram post, and it looked real, and we didn’t check. We didn’t ask you. We just. We gossiped. And it spread, and we’re so, so sorry.”

Kenzie sat on Madison’s other side. “Alexander told us everything. About Brad. About the drone, the messages, all of it. We had no idea. We would never have repeated it if we’d known.”

Madison looked at me. Standing in the doorway, arms crossed, watching her, making sure she was okay. Her eyes asked the question, and I gave her a small nod. Yes. I brought them here. Yes. I handled it.

The tears spilled over. Madison wiped them away with the back of her hand and laughed, a wet, shaky sound. “It’s fine,” she said. “Really. It’s fine. I’m just. I’m so glad you’re here. Both of you. I’ve missed you.”

They hugged her. Both of them at once, arms around her, the three of them tangled together on the couch, and I stood in the doorway and watched the relief wash through Madison’s body, the way her shoulders dropped, the way her hands came up to grip their arms, the way she buried her face in Brittany’s shoulder and let herself cry, for the first time since this whole nightmare had started.

I let them have a few minutes. And once they were done, I had to talk to Madison privately.

“Brittany, Kenzie. Give us a moment. Laura will show you to the kitchen. There’s coffee, tea, whatever you want.”

They pulled back from Madison, both of them wiping their own eyes, and they stood and walked past me into the corridor, where Laura was waiting, and then I closed the door behind me.

Madison was still on the couch, her knees drawn up, her arms wrapped around them. The book lay forgotten beside her. She looked up at me with those bright blue eyes, still wet, still red-rimmed, but something new was building behind them. The sense that there was more to the story than her friends had told her.

I sat beside her. The same way I’d sat in the living room, our thighs touching, the warmth of her body bleeding through the thin fabric of her sundress and into mine. The afternoon light through the glass walls turned everything amber, and the ocean murmured in the distance, and for a moment neither of us spoke.

Then I told her about driving to Laurel Canyon. About crouching behind the stone wall and watching Brad and his friends laugh about making her worthless. I told her about the drone on the table, about the way they’d clinked their beer bottles and toasted to her destruction. I told her about the punch, about Brad’s jaw cracking under my fist, about the way he’d gone down and the way his friends had followed. I told her about the pool, about the blood in the water, about the things I’d said to him while he clung to the edge, shivering and broken. And I told her about the promise I’d made, the one about coming back if any of it happened again.

I told her everything, and I didn’t soften it. I didn’t edit out the violence or the anger or the dark, satisfying heat of watching someone who’d hurt her get exactly what they deserved. She needed to know what I’d done. She needed to understand that the man she’d chosen was capable of this, that the protection I offered wasn’t theoretical, that when I said I’d keep her safe, I meant it the way a storm means rain.

She listened. She didn’t interrupt. Her eyes stayed on my face the whole time, and I watched her process it, watching the emotions move across her features like weather across a landscape. Shock first, then something that looked like fear, then something deeper, something that settled in her chest and made her breathing change.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long time. The ocean murmured. The light changed, and a beam of gold fell across her lap, illuminating the white fabric of her dress.

Then she moved. She launched herself at me, both arms going around my neck, her body pressing against mine with a force that nearly knocked me backward. Her face buried in the space between my neck and my shoulder, and I felt the wet heat of her tears against my skin, and her arms locked behind my head, and she held on like she was afraid the ground would disappear if she let go.

“Thank you,” she whispered. The words were muffled against my neck, but I felt them more than heard them, felt the vibration of her voice through the contact of her lips against my skin. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

I wrapped my arms around her. One hand on her back, the other cradling the back of her head, my fingers threading through the damp blonde curls that still carried the scent of the bath from this morning. She was shaking. Not from fear, not anymore but from relief.

“You don’t have to thank me,” I said into her hair.

“I know.” She pulled back just enough to look at me, her face inches from mine, her eyes swimming with tears but her mouth curved into a smile that started in her eyes. “But I’m going to keep saying it anyway. Because you didn’t just protect me. You fixed it. You went out there and you found him and you made him stop, and you brought my friends back, and you made everything okay again, and I don’t know how to tell you what that means to me.”

I kissed her. Slow and deep, my hand still in her hair, her body still pressed against mine, and the power hummed between us, warm and steady, and for a moment there was nothing in the world but her mouth and her hands and the sound of her breathing and the absolute, bone-deep certainty that she was mine and I would never let anything take her from me.

We stayed like that until the door opened. Brittany and Kenzie stepped back into the sunroom, each carrying a mug of coffee and a plate with cookies, and they stopped when they saw us. Madison pulled back from the kiss but didn’t move from my arms, and she looked at her friends with an expression that was equal parts embarrassment and joy.

“Sorry,” Brittany said, but she was smiling. “We can come back.”

“No,” Madison said. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and laughed. “Stay. Please, I want you to stay.”

They came in and sat on the opposite couch, and Madison stayed curled against my side, my arm around her shoulders, and we talked about everything and nothing. About high school and college and the beach and the gym and the things that friends talked about when they’d been apart too long and were desperate to make up for lost time. Brittany told a story about a professor who’d fallen asleep during his own lecture. Kenzie described a disastrous first date that had ended with her locking herself in a bathroom. Madison laughed, and I felt the vibration of it against my ribs, and I thought: this. This is what I fought for. This sound. This moment. This woman, laughing in my arms, surrounded by people who loved her.

They stayed for hours. Laura brought snacks. Alexis stopped by to say hello, the perfect hostess. Cleo appeared at one point, and she flopped onto the couch beside Kenzie and immediately started asking questions about Madison’s college experience, and the conversation deepened, and the sun moved across the sky, and the light in the sunroom went from gold to amber to the deep, warm red of sunset.

By the time Brittany and Kenzie left, Madison was different. The fear was gone from her body. The tension was gone from her face. She stood at the front door with her arm around my waist, watching the Uber pull through the gates, and when the taillights disappeared around the bend, she turned to me and pressed her forehead against my chest.

“You protected me,” she said.

“I did,” I confirmed.

She looked up at me, and the trust in her eyes was so complete it was almost blinding. “I love you,” she said.

The words hit me like a wave. I’d known she felt it, known it the way you know the sun is warm or the ocean is deep, but hearing it said out loud, in that voice, with those eyes, was something else entirely.

“I love you too,” I said. And I meant it. Completely, without reservation, with every part of me that was still human and every part that wasn’t.


Chapter 4

Two days later, I was in the middle of my third breeding session of the morning when my phone buzzed on the nightstand. I ignored it. The woman beneath me, a dark-haired executive from San Francisco whose name I’d already filed away in the part of my brain reserved for clients, didn’t notice or didn’t care. She was past the point of noticing anything external. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her body arching into mine, and the only sound in the room was her breathing and the distant, steady pulse of the ocean.

On the next thrust, I came hard inside her, spilling my seed as deeply as possible, and she went rigid beneath me, her fingers digging into my back, a sound leaving her throat that was closer to prayer than anything else. Then she went limp, boneless, her chest rising and falling in the long, slow rhythm of someone who had been thoroughly, completely satisfied.

After the breeding session, we took a shared shower, and then I kissed her goodbye. I was curious who’d called, and I checked my phone. Sophia Laurent. The name on the screen made me sit up.

Sophia was one of my earliest clients, one of the ones who’d come through the romantic package. An acclaimed actress in her mid-thirties, and a friend of Isabelle Bellefesse, our investor and my lover.

I read the text.

Alexander. I’m hosting a party at my mansion this Saturday. Very exclusive. Hollywood crowd. I’d be honored if you could attend. Consider it a personal favor. My close friend Riley will be there, and she’s been desperate to meet you ever since I told her about the clinic. Say yes. You won’t regret it.

I set the phone down and looked at the ceiling. A party. Sophia’s mansion. Hollywood crowd. Networking opportunities for the clinic, exposure to a demographic that had money to burn and problems the power could solve. And Riley. The name meant nothing to me, but if Sophia was mentioning her specifically, she was someone worth knowing.

I texted back. I’ll be there. Send the details.

The response came immediately. Perfect. Black tie. 8 PM. I’ll send the address. And Alexander? Bring your charm. You’re going to need it.

I smiled at the ceiling. Then I went to find Alexis and Cleo.

They were in the kitchen. Alexis at the island with her laptop and a cup of tea that had gone cold, Cleo perched on a stool beside her, both of them bent over something on the screen. They looked up when I walked in.

“Hey,” Cleo said. “You’re done early today.”

“Three sessions,” I said. “Three more this afternoon.” I pulled out a stool and sat across from them. “I need to tell you something.”

Alexis closed the laptop. That instinct, the one that made her set aside whatever she was doing the moment I said I needed to talk. “What is it?”

“I’m going to a party Saturday night. Sophia Laurent’s place. She invited me personally.”

Alexis’s eyebrows rose. “Really?”

“Yup, she’s hosting an event at her mansion. Hollywood crowd, she said. Exclusive.”

“Oh my God,” Cleo said, sitting up straight. “She’s totally in love with you.”

“It seems like it.”

“That’s insane.” Cleo’s eyes were wide, her phone already in her hand. “Can I come? Please? I’ll be so quiet. You won’t even know I’m there.”

“It’s not that kind of party, Cleo.”

“What kind of party is it?”

“The kind where you don’t bring a nineteen-year-old.”

She pouted. “Fine. But you have to say hi to her for me.”

“I’ll tell her you said hi.”

“And don’t remind her of the water spill,” she said with a light blush.

I chuckled. “I promise I won’t,” I said.

Alexis was watching me carefully “Alexander,” she said. “Be careful.”

“I’m always careful.”

“At these kinds of parties.” She reached across the island and placed her hand over mine. “The women there, they’re used to getting what they want. And they’ll want you. Promise me you’ll keep your head on straight.”

“I promise, Alexis. I’ll be careful. I know what I’m doing.”

She searched my face, the way she always did, looking for the crack in the armor, the place where the truth leaked through. She must have found something she could live with, because she squeezed my hand and sat back.

“Good,” she said. “Because I don’t want to see you get pulled into something you can’t handle.”

The kitchen door swung open, and Helen walked in. She was carrying a folder and a glass of water, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. She took in the scene with a single glance, and her lips curved into that knowing half-smile.

“What are we talking about?”

“Alexander’s going to a party at Sophia Laurent’s on Saturday,” Alexis said. “Hollywood crowd.”

Helen’s eyebrows lifted. She set the folder down and leaned against the counter, crossing her arms beneath her breasts. “Sophia Laurent? I thought she wanted to wind down.”

“Maybe she wanted a final wild night before she becomes a mother.”

Helen’s smile deepened. “That’s actually quite smart, Alexander. Sophia is very well-connected. Keeping in touch with women like her, women you’ve… helped. It could be useful. These are powerful women with resources and influence. If you ever need a favor, a connection, someone to open a door. It’s good to maintain those relationships.”

Alexis considered this, and I watched her weigh Helen’s pragmatism against her own protective instincts. The scales tipped. She nodded slowly.

“She’s right,” Alexis said. “Just… be strategic about it. Not everything has to be personal.”

“Not everything,” I agreed.

* * *

Saturday arrived the way California Saturdays always did, golden and unhurried, the sky a depthless blue that made everything feel like a memory before it had even happened. I spent the morning in breeding sessions, the afternoon in meetings with Laura about the clinic’s financial projections, and by six o’clock I was standing in front of the full-length mirror in my bedroom, trying to figure out how a black tie was supposed to work.

The tuxedo was new. I’d ordered it from a tailor in Beverly Hills who’d come to the clinic for a fitting, and the craftsmanship showed in the way the fabric fell, the way the shoulders sat, the way the waist tapered to a perfect V that emphasized every line of my torso. The shirt was crisp white, the bow tie was black silk, and the shoes were Italian leather so polished they caught the light like dark water.

The problem was the bow tie itself. I’d watched three YouTube tutorials and still couldn’t get the knot right. The ends kept coming out lopsided, one side longer than the other, and no matter how many times I redid it, the symmetry refused to cooperate.

The door opened without knocking. Cleo. She was wearing an oversized UCLA hoodie and athletic shorts, her golden-blonde hair loose, and she had a cup of something that smelled like hot chocolate in one hand. She took one look at me and burst out laughing.

“What?” I said.

“You look like you’re trying to strangle yourself with a napkin.”

“Very helpful.”

She set the cup down on my dresser and crossed the room, pushing my hands away from the tie. “Move. Let me.”

I dropped my arms and let her work. She stood on her toes, her face level with my chest.

“How do you know how to do this?” I asked.

“I watched the same videos you did. I just paid attention.” She pulled the ends through, adjusted the center knot and stepped back to admire her handiwork. The bow tie sat perfectly symmetrical against my collar, crisp and sharp. “There. You’re welcome.”

I looked in the mirror. The transformation was immediate. The tuxedo went from expensive clothing to a statement. The bow tie pulled everything together, framing my face, drawing attention to the sharp line of my jaw and the intensity of my eyes. I looked like someone who belonged at a Hollywood party.

“Not bad,” I said.

“Not bad? Alexander, you look like James Bond if James Bond was actually hot instead of just British.” She picked up her hot chocolate and took a sip, watching me over the rim of the cup. “The women at this party are going to lose their minds.”

“That’s the idea.”

“Don’t be gross.” She set the cup down and came closer, reaching up to adjust my collar one final time, her fingers brushing against my neck. “Remember to say hi to Sophia for me. Tell her Cleo says hi and that I’m her biggest fan and that she should come visit the clinic again sometime because I want to meet her.”

“I’ll tell her.”

“And don’t forget the pictures.”

“I won’t forget the pictures.”

She stepped back and looked at me, and something changed in her expression. The teasing dropped away, and what remained was something quieter, something that looked almost like worry. “Just… be careful, okay? Mom’s right. Those parties can be weird. Don’t do anything stupid.”

“I won’t.”

She nodded, and the moment passed, and she was my lover again, rolling her eyes and picking up her hot chocolate. “Go. You’re going to be late, and then Sophia will think you stood her up, and I’ll never get to meet her again.”

I grabbed my phone and my keys from the dresser and headed to the garage. The Lamborghini was there, and I went inside. The engine turned over with a sound like a predator waking up, and I pulled through the gates and onto the coastal road, the sun setting behind me, the ocean on my left going from blue to gold to the deep bruised purple of evening.

Sophia’s address was loaded into the navigation. The GPS estimated thirty minutes, and I made it in twenty, the Lambo eating the curves like it had been built for nothing else.

It felt nice to visit her again. Once I reached the gates, I called and they opened. Cars lined the driveway, a procession of luxury vehicles that would have made a dealership showroom look like a used car lot. Ferraris, Rolls-Royces, a matte black Bugatti parked at an angle that suggested its owner had arrived with something to prove.

I pulled the Lambo into a spot between a vintage Aston Martin and a custom Range Rover, killed the engine, and sat for a moment. The sound of the party reached me even through the closed windows, a low thrum of music and voices and laughter that pulsed against the night air like a heartbeat. I could feel it before I stepped inside, the energy of it, the particular frequency of wealth and beauty and desire that these gatherings generated.

I got out of the car. The valet took my keys with the reverent care of someone handling something sacred. I straightened my bow tie, ran a hand through my hair, and walked toward the entrance.

The front door was open. Two men in black suits flanked it, checking names against a list on a tablet, but when I approached, neither of them asked for my name. The taller one looked at me, looked at the list, looked back at me, and simply stepped aside.

“Alexander. Ms. Laurent is expecting you.”

I walked through the door.

The foyer was a cathedral of marble and light. A staircase curved upward to the second floor, flanked by modern art installations that cost more than most houses. The sound of the party was louder here, filling the space, pressing against the walls, and I followed it through an arched doorway into the main room.

The party was already in full swing. The room was vast, open-plan, with floor-to-ceiling windows that showcased the city lights sprawling below like a carpet of jewels. The ceiling was high, vaulted, strung with crystal chandeliers that scattered light across everything in fractured diamonds. An open bar ran the length of the far wall, staffed by bartenders in white jackets. People were everywhere, clustered in groups, draped across furniture, pressed against the windows, their voices layering into a constant, buzzing hum.

And they were beautiful. All of them. The room was a catalog of the most physically perfect humans the entertainment industry could produce. A-list actors I recognized from billboards and magazine covers, their faces famous enough to be currency. Models, tall and angular, their bodies moving with the unconscious confidence of people who’d been told their entire lives that they were extraordinary. Influencers with their phones held at arm’s length, documenting everything, their faces fixed in expressions of calculated delight. Producers and directors, older, grayer, but radiating the particular authority of people who made things happen. And everywhere, the women. Beautiful women in designer dresses that cost more than cars, their skin glowing under the chandelier light, their jewelry catching fire with every movement.

The atmosphere was elegant on the surface, the kind of sophisticated, curated glamour that fashion magazines spent millions trying to capture. Champagne flowed from crystal flutes. Hors d’oeuvres circulated on silver trays carried by servers who moved like ghosts. The music was live, a jazz quartet in the corner playing something smooth and understated that provided a veneer of refinement to everything.

But underneath, the party had a different pulse. I could feel it the way you feel a current beneath still water. The open bars were pouring freely, and the drinks were strong, and the laughter was getting louder. In the corners, in the shadowed alcoves, I saw the telltale signs of something less restrained. A model with her head tilted back, a white powder residue on the table beside her. A producer with his hand on the lower back of a woman half his age, his fingers tracing slow circles against the fabric of her dress. Two actors disappearing through a door that led deeper into the house, their bodies angled toward each other with unmistakable intent. The flirting was heavy, open, almost aggressive, the kind that happened when beautiful people gathered in dark rooms with unlimited alcohol and the unspoken understanding that anything was possible.

This was Hollywood. This was what it looked like when the cameras were off and the masks came down.

It was difficult to recognize the place from when it was just me and Sophia. I stood in the doorway for three seconds, maybe four, and that was all it took. The first head turned within two seconds. A brunette in a red dress, mid-twenties, standing near the bar. Her gaze swept past me, then snapped back, and her mouth opened slightly. She said something to the woman beside her, who turned to look, and then both of them were staring.

The ripple spread. A man at the bar noticed the women looking and followed their gaze to me. His curiosity gave way to something more complex. A group near the window turned, one by one, like dominoes falling. A model on a couch set her drink down and didn’t pick it up again. A producer stopped mid-sentence, his mouth still open, his eyes locked on me.

Within thirty seconds, everyone in the room was aware of me. I felt it. The attention. The collective focus of dozens of beautiful people turning toward me like flowers turning toward the sun. It hit my skin like heat, and the power responded to it the way it always did, surging up from somewhere deep, amplifying whatever it found. My posture straightened. My chin lifted. My eyes moved across the room with confidence.

I was six-foot-three in a room where the average height was maybe five-nine, and the difference was magnetic. My shoulders filled the tuxedo in a way that made the tailor’s work look like it had been done specifically for this moment, the fabric stretching across my chest and arms with a tension that drew every gaze downward, then back up. The bow tie sat sharp and perfect against my throat. But then there was my muscular physique, like a Greek god, and my thick dark hair, completing the look.

The aura did the rest, or my powers. It always did. That invisible field of energy that radiated from me like heat from a furnace, making women wet and aroused. It was working tonight. I could feel it reaching out, touching every woman in the room, and I could feel them feeling it, the way their breathing changed, the way they straightened or tensed, the way their conversations stuttered and died when I passed.

The first woman approached before I’d made it ten steps from the door. She was tall, dark-haired, in a silver dress that clung to every curve like it had been painted on. Her eyes were dark, her lips were red, and her smile was the kind that said she’d been planning this moment since she’d seen me walk in.

“You must be Alexander,” she said, and her voice was warm and low and designed to be heard in close quarters. “I’m Vanessa. Sophia’s told me so much about you.”

She placed her hand on my forearm, the kind of touch that could be dismissed as friendly if you didn’t know better. But her fingers lingered, and her thumb traced a slow, deliberate line along the muscle beneath the fabric, and her eyes held mine with an intensity that left no room for misinterpretation.

“It’s good to meet you, Vanessa,” I said.

The second woman appeared on my other side before I could say more. Blonde, petite, with a heart-shaped face and eyes the color of sea glass. She was holding a champagne flute in one hand, and the other hand found my back, her palm pressing flat against the tuxedo jacket.

“Hi,” she said. “I’m Chloe. You’re the fertility doctor, right? Sophia’s fertility doctor?”

The way she said it, with that particular emphasis on the word doctor, made it clear she was thinking about something entirely different. Her hand stayed on my back, warm through the fabric, and she tilted her chin up to look at me, and the angle put her lips very close to mine.

“I’m not a doctor,” I said. “But yes. I run a fertility clinic.”

“I’ve heard amazing things,” she said. Her voice dropped half an octave. “Amazing, amazing things.”

A third woman came out from the crowd, a redhead this time, tall and angular in a black dress that left one shoulder bare. She didn’t introduce herself. She simply stepped into my personal space, close enough that I could smell her musky perfume, and she looked up at me with an expression that was pure, undisguised hunger.

“Wow,” she said. “Look at that face, that body, that hair… what a hottie.”

“I’ve been told that before,” I said.

She laughed, and her hand found my bicep and squeezed, and I felt the power surge in response, a warm pulse that started in my chest and radiated outward, and all three women felt it. I watched it happen. The way their pupils dilated, the way their breathing hitched, the way their bodies leaned a fraction closer, drawn by something they couldn’t name but couldn’t resist.

I kept moving. Through the room, past the bar, past clusters of people who turned to watch me pass. The whispers followed me like a wake.

“That’s him. That’s the fertility guy Sophia’s been talking about.”

“Look at him. He’s enormous. How is anyone that sexy?”

“I heard he’s the reason half the women in this room are going to Sophia’s party. They all want to meet him.”

“He looks even better in person. The pictures don’t do justice.”

“Sophia said his services are legendary. Like, literally legendary. She won’t stop talking about it.”

“The things he can do. I heard from a friend of a friend. She said it changed her life.”

“Changed her life how?”

“You know how.”

The buzz was everywhere. I caught fragments of it as I walked, snippets of conversation that kept my name in them like a refrain. My ego, the part of me that had spent years being invisible, being overlooked, being the guy nobody noticed, drank it in like water in a desert. Every whisper, every glance, every woman who turned to look, fed something deep and hungry inside me. This was what it felt like. This was what power felt like. Not just the physical kind, the kind that let me throw rocks through drones and break jaws with a single punch. This. This attention. This desire. This room full of the most beautiful, successful, powerful people in the world, and every single one of them was talking about me.

I reached the bar and ordered a whiskey, neat. The bartender poured without asking for specifics, which told me Sophia had briefed the staff. I turned, glass in hand, and leaned against the bar, and I let myself be seen.

The women kept coming. A steady stream of them, drawn to me the way moths were drawn to flame, each one with a smile and a touch and a question designed to keep me talking. I flirted back lightly, the way I’d learned to, with just enough engagement to keep them interested and just enough distance to maintain control. Compliments on their dresses. Questions about their work. The occasional self-deprecating joke that made them laugh and lean closer. It was a dance, and I was good at it, and the fertility powers made me better, amplifying every word, every glance, every moment of connection until the women around me were practically glowing.

But I was aware of the eyes. Not just the women’s. The men’s. I could feel them like pressure points along my spine, the weight of their attention, heavy and hostile. They were clustered in groups near the windows, near the couches, near the door to the terrace, and every single one of them was watching me with an expression I recognized. Jealousy. Pure, uncut, bitter jealousy. The kind that came from watching women who had never looked at them the way they were looking at me.

I catalogued them without turning my head. A gray producer in his fifties, his arm around a woman young enough to be his daughter, his eyes narrow and calculating. A young actor I recognized from a streaming series, conventionally handsome in the way that magazine covers demanded, his jaw clenched, his drink held too tight. A rich kid, probably an heir, his designer suit and his Rolex and his air of inherited importance doing nothing to hide the fact that the women at the party had stopped noticing him the moment I walked in.

They were talking about me. I could hear the edges of it, the low mutters, the under-the-breath comments that they thought were private.

“Who the hell is this guy?”

“Some fertility doctor.”

“Fertility doctor. Right. That’s what they’re calling it now.”

“Look at him. Standing there like he owns the place.”

“Give it ten minutes. Someone will figure out he’s full of shit.”

I let them talk. Their words rolled off me like water off stone. They didn’t matter. What mattered was the women, the attention, the power flowing through me like electricity through a live wire, and the deep, bone-level satisfaction of knowing that I was the most interesting person in a room full of people who were paid to be interesting.

Then I saw her. Sophia Laurent moved through the crowd like a current cutting through still water. The room parted for her, people stepping aside without being asked. She was in a deep emerald dress, floor-length, simple in a way that cost more than anything else in the room. Her dark-blonde hair fell in long waves past her shoulders, catching the chandelier light and turning it to gold. Her green-hazel eyes found mine across the room, and the smile that broke across her face was warm and genuine and held a heat that went beyond professional courtesy.

She crossed the distance between us, and when she reached me, she didn’t offer her hand. She wrapped both arms around my neck and pulled me into a hug that pressed her body against mine from chest to thigh, and she turned her face and kissed my cheek, her lips warm and lingering against my skin. Her belly was subtly swollen. It wasn’t much, but I felt a difference from last time I’d seen her. She was carrying my child, and it made me proud and happy at the same time.

“Alexander,” she said against my ear. Her voice was low, husky, intimate. “You came. I was starting to think you’d stand me up.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it,” I said.

She pulled back but kept one hand on my chest, her palm flat against the tuxedo, and she looked up at me with those striking green-hazel eyes, and the warmth in them was clear.

“You look incredible,” she said. “The tuxedo. The bow tie. Did you tie that yourself?”

“Cleo helped.”

“She’s a talented designer. I love her work.”

“She makes me proud,” I said. I was about to remind her of the water spill, but I knew she’d hate me for it.

“Cleo has excellent taste.” Her hand stayed on my chest, and her thumb moved in a slow circle against the fabric. “I’m so glad you’re here. There are people I want you to meet. But first.” She turned, and her hand slid from my chest to my forearm, and she pulled me gently toward the center of the room. “There’s someone who’s been asking about you since the invitations went out.”

She led me through the crowd, and the path cleared ahead of us, people stepping back to let Sophia pass, their eyes tracking the movement, tracking me. We reached a cluster near the window, and Sophia’s hand tightened on my arm, and she pulled me forward.

“Riley,” she said. “He’s here.”

The woman turned.

She was, without exaggeration, one of the most stunning women I had ever seen. Tall, maybe five-eleven, with a body that belonged on a magazine cover and a face that belonged on a movie screen, which was exactly where it had been for the past six months. Blonde hair, thick and luminous, falling past her shoulders in waves that caught every light in the room. Bright blue eyes, wide-set and open, framed by lashes so long they looked like they’d been drawn on. Full lips, slightly parted, curved into a smile that was warm and direct and utterly without pretense. She was wearing a gold dress that left one shoulder bare and clung to every curve with the precision of something custom-made, and the effect was less clothing than architecture, the fabric working to showcase what nature had already designed to perfection.

This was Riley. The one from the blockbuster that had opened at number one and stayed there for three weeks. The one whose face was on billboards from Sunset to Times Square. The one who had been, according to every entertainment publication in existence, the breakout star of the year.

She looked at me, and her smile widened, and her eyes moved across my face and down my body and back up with a thoroughness that would have been invasive from anyone else but from her felt like the most natural thing in the world. She stepped forward, closing the distance between us.

“Alexander,” she said. My name in her mouth sounded different than it had in anyone else’s. She made it sound like something worth saying. “Oh my God. Sophia wasn’t kidding.”

“About what?” I asked.

“About any of it.” She held my gaze with an intensity that was almost physical, her eyes locked on mine, and she didn’t look away. Most people broke eye contact after a few seconds. It was a biological reflex, the unconscious need to look away before a stare became uncomfortable. Riley didn’t break. She held my gaze the way.

“About you,” she said. Her hand came up and found my forearm, her fingers wrapping around the muscle beneath the tuxedo sleeve. Her thumb rested against the inside of my wrist, and I could feel the warmth of her skin through the fabric. “About how you look. About how you carry yourself. About that… energy you have. She undersold it, honestly.”

“Sophia has a tendency to undersell things.”

“She does.” Riley’s thumb moved, a slow, idle stroke along the tendon of my wrist. “But she was right about one thing. You’re exactly what this party needed.”

Behind her, Sophia was watching with that knowing half-smile, the one that said she’d orchestrated this and was enjoying every second of it. She left Riley and me standing in a pocket of space that the other guests had unconsciously created around us.

“So,” Riley said. She tilted her head, and a strand of blonde hair fell across her cheek. She didn’t push it back. “A fertility clinic. That’s what you do.”

“That’s what I do.”

“Sophia told me everything. About how you impregnated her. About what it felt like.” Her eyes dropped to my mouth for a fraction of a second, then came back up. “She said it was the most intense experience of her life … And that you had the power to summon erections.”

“She might have been exaggerating.”

“Sophia doesn’t exaggerate even how far-fetched your powers sound.” Riley’s grip on my forearm tightened slightly.

I had a feeling she wanted to feel my powers as well, making women aroused with just my touch. I let her feel it. And she felt it. I watched her pupils dilate, watched the flush spread from her chest up her neck, watched her lips part as her breathing deepened.

“Is that …?” she asked, biting her bottom lip.

“It’s what you want,” I said with confidence before I turned it off.

“Wow,” she said in awe. “Like a fertility God.”

“I’m flattered,” I said.

“Don’t be flattered.” Her hand was still on my bicep, her thumb tracing slow circles. “Be available. After this party winds down, Sophia’s got a private place in this mansion … And she wanted both of us there.”

I grinned. I knew there was a specific reason why Sophia invited me.

“Riley.” A new voice, from my left. I turned, and there was Chloe, the petite blonde from earlier, her sea-glass eyes bright and her champagne flute held between both hands like a shield. And she was standing close, close enough that her shoulder brushed my arm. “You can’t hog him all night. That’s not how parties work.”

“I can and I will,” Riley said, but she was smiling, and the tension between them was playful rather than competitive. Two women who knew what they wanted and weren’t afraid to say so.

Chloe turned to me. “Alexander, I need your opinion on something. Completely unrelated to fertility. I’m thinking of getting a tattoo. Right here.” She touched the inside of her wrist, and the gesture pulled the strap of her dress aside, exposing the smooth, tanned skin of her shoulder. “What do you think? Too much?”

“I think you’d look good with anything,” I said.

Her smile widened. “See? That’s the kind of insight I need. Someone who tells me the truth.” She set her champagne down on a passing server’s tray and stepped closer, her hand finding my free arm, the one Riley wasn’t holding. “You know what else I need? Someone who knows how to show a girl a good time. Sophia said you’re the best at that. The absolute best.”

“Sophia talks too much.”

“She talks exactly the right amount.” Chloe’s fingers interlaced with mine, and the contact was electric, the power surging through the connection and making her gasp softly. Her eyes went wide. “Oh. Oh, that’s … What was that?”

“What was what?” I asked, though I knew exactly what she’d felt.

“That feeling. When you touched me. It was like … warm, everywhere.” She was staring at our joined hands, and her breathing had gone shallow. “Do that again.”

Before I could respond, a third woman joined the circle. The redhead from earlier, the one in the black dress. She’d acquired a fresh drink somewhere, something amber in a rocks glass, and she positioned herself directly in front of me, close enough that the three of them formed a loose triangle around me, each one touching me somewhere, each one radiating the particular heat of a woman who had decided she wanted something and was not going to be subtle about it.

“I’m Jess,” the redhead said. She didn’t offer her hand. Both of them were occupied with her drink. But she leaned forward, and the neckline of her dress gaped slightly, and she made no move to adjust it. “And I have a question that’s been bothering me all night.”

“Go ahead,” I said.

“Where have you been my entire life, and how do I make sure you never leave?”

Riley laughed. “She’s direct. I like her.”

“I’m just saying what everyone’s thinking,” Jess said. She took a sip of her drink and looked at me over the rim. “You’re the most interesting person in this room, and I’ve been to a lot of rooms with a lot of interesting people. There’s something about you that’s different. Something that makes me want to know everything. What you think about. What you feel. What you’re like when nobody’s watching.”

“Nobody’s watching right now,” I said, and the line came out smoother than I’d intended, the power lending it a weight that made all three of them react. Riley’s grip tightened on my bicep. Chloe’s fingers squeezed mine. Jess’s lips curved into a smile that was pure invitation.

“Then let’s find somewhere where that’s actually true,” Jess said. “Somewhere private. Somewhere we can talk without all these.” She gestured vaguely at the room with her glass. “People.”

I chuckled. “Not yet,” I told her, wanting to enjoy the show a bit more. Then there was a brunette named Tara. She was also a stunner. She told me she was an independent filmmaker working on a documentary series. She wasn’t subtle. She lightly tried to touch my bulge, kissing my cheek once she found the chance. She was gorgeous and voluptuous, a pencil dress with a clear view of her tan cleavage. She was well-endowed and a master at turning heads.

The flirting was escalating, and I was enjoying every second of it. The attention, the desire and the way these three extraordinary women were orbiting me like planets drawn to a sun. My ego was singing. My body was responding, the power surging and receding in waves that left me feeling more alive than I had in weeks. This was what the transformation had given me. The ability to walk into a room and become the center of gravity, the point around which everything else revolved.

But I was still aware of the eyes. The ones that weren’t warm. The ones that weren’t drawn to me but repelled by me, watching from the edges of the room with expressions that ranged from irritation to outright hostility.

The producer near the window. The young actor by the bar. The rich heir by the terrace door. They were watching, and their jealousy was a living thing, something I could feel pressing against the edges of my awareness like a cold wind. Their conversations had stopped being about me and started being about what they were going to do about me. I caught fragments of it, carried on the current of the party’s noise.

“…standing there like he’s God’s gift…”

“…who does he think he is…”

“…someone needs to take him down a peg…”

The young actor was the worst. I recognized him now. Marcus something. He’d been in a superhero movie that had underperformed, and he carried the particular bitterness of someone who’d been promised stardom and delivered mediocrity. He was good-looking in the generic way that casting directors loved, square jaw, blue eyes, the kind of face that looked great on a poster and empty in person. He was standing near the bar with two other men, his drink held too tight, his jaw working, and his eyes were fixed on me with an intensity that had nothing to do with admiration.

I watched him without seeming to watch him. His gaze tracked the women around me, and something dark moved across his features. His mouth twisted into something that wasn’t quite a smile. He said something to the man beside him, and the other man laughed, and then Marcus set his drink down and moved.

He didn’t come toward me. He moved toward the bar, toward the cluster of women who had gathered there, and his target was clear before he reached her. A brunette in a deep blue dress, mid-thirties, who had been one of the first to approach me when I’d arrived. She was standing alone now, sipping a cocktail, her eyes still fixed on me with that particular combination of interest and longing that I’d grown familiar with.

Marcus reached the bar. He said something to the bartender, and the bartender poured two drinks, and Marcus picked them both up. He turned, and I saw it. The way his fingers dipped into his jacket pocket and came out with something small and white, the way he palmed it and dropped it into the drink in his left hand with a flick of his wrist that was so smooth it was almost invisible. But my vision was sharper than human, and the power had honed my perception to a razor’s edge, and I saw the pill dissolve the moment it hit the liquid, a faint cloud of white that dissipated in seconds.

He crossed the room. He reached the brunette, Tara, and he held out the spiked drink with a smile that looked genuine if you didn’t know what to look for. She took it. She was flattered, I could see it in her body language, the way she preened under the attention of a man she recognized from the screen. She took a sip. Then another. She laughed at something he said, and her hand came up to touch his arm, and Marcus stood there and watched her drink, and the satisfaction on his face was unmistakable.

He was trying to sabotage her. Or embarrass her. Or create a scene that would draw attention away from me and toward something chaotic and ugly. A woman getting sick, losing control, making a fool of herself in a room full of people who would film it and share it and destroy her reputation with the same casual cruelty they brought to everything. He wanted to poison the atmosphere, to turn the party’s energy from desire to disgust, and he was using her to do it.

I didn’t think. I moved.

The women around me sensed the shift before they understood it. Riley’s hand fell from my arm as I stepped forward, and Chloe’s fingers slipped from mine, and Jess took a half-step back.

Tara was standing with Marcus near the bar, the spiked drink half-finished in her hand. She was laughing at something he’d said, her head tilted back, her throat exposed, and Marcus was watching her with that satisfied, predatory focus that made my skin crawl. He hadn’t seen me coming. His attention was locked on Tara, on the drink, on whatever he was planning to do once the drug took effect.

I reached them in four strides. I didn’t speak to Marcus. I didn’t acknowledge him. I simply stepped between them, my body displacing his the way a wave displaces sand, and I took Tara’s hand in mine.

She looked up at me, and her eyes went wide, and the surprise on her face was so complete it was almost comical. “Alexander … So you wanna talk to me, after all.”

“I need to talk to you,” I said. My voice was low, and I kept my grip on her hand firm but gentle. “Right now. It’s important.”

Something in my tone cut through the alcohol and the flattery and the warm buzz of the party. She nodded, and I led her away from the bar, away from Marcus, toward a quiet alcove near the terrace door where the music was softer and the light was dimmer. Marcus called after us, something sharp and annoyed, but I didn’t turn around.

I sat Tara down on a low bench against the wall. She was already feeling it. I could see the signs. The slight unfocus in her eyes, the way her pupils had dilated beyond what the dim lighting could account for, the flush spreading across her chest that had nothing to do with the temperature. Her hand was warm in mine, and getting warmer, and when I let go, she swayed slightly, her balance already compromised.

“Tara,” I said. “Look at me.”

She tried. Her eyes found mine, but they kept slipping, losing focus, sliding to the side like she couldn’t hold them still. “I feel weird,” she said. “Really weird. Did I drink too much? I only had one.”

“You didn’t drink too much,” I said. “Someone put something in your drink.”

Her brow furrowed. The information was taking too long to process, and I watched her try to assemble it, watching the pieces refuse to fit together. “Put something… who would…”

“Don’t worry about that right now.” I took both her hands in mine. Her skin was hot, almost feverish, and I could feel the drug working through her system, a chemical current moving beneath the surface of her skin. “I’m going to help you. But I need you to sit still and trust me.”

She nodded, or tried to. Her head lolled forward, and I caught it with one hand, cupping the back of her skull, and I drew her forward until her forehead rested against my chest. The position was intimate, protective, and I felt the party’s attention shifting toward us, felt the whispers building, but I didn’t care. Tara was shaking now, fine tremors running through her arms and shoulders, and her breathing was shallow and rapid.

I closed my eyes. I reached for the healing power, and I directed inward, toward Tara, toward the foreign substance moving through her bloodstream. I let it flow through my hands, through the contact points where my palms met her skin.

The energy moved through Tara like warm water. I felt it spread from my hands into her arms, her chest, her core, and I guided it toward the places where the drug was concentrated, where it was binding to receptors and scrambling signals. The power found the molecules and broke them apart, and I felt the chemical load in her system decrease with each passing second.

Tara gasped. Her back arched, and her fingers gripped mine hard enough to hurt, and a sound left her throat that was somewhere between a moan and a sigh.

“Oh,” Tara breathed. Her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling in deep, shuddering breaths. “Oh, that feels. What are you doing to me?”

“Making you better,” I said.

The pleasure built. I felt it through our connection, felt the warmth intensify, felt Tara’s body respond the way every woman’s body responded to the power, with arousal and surrender and that deep, involuntary opening that happened when the energy reached the places it was designed to reach. Her thighs pressed together. Her hips shifted on the bench. Her grip on my hands tightened, and her breathing went from shallow and rapid to deep and slow, and the flush on her chest darkened, spreading down toward the neckline of her pencil dress.

The drug was gone. I could feel the moment the last of it dissolved, the moment her system cleared, and the energy turned from neutralization to restoration, repairing the damage the chemical had done, soothing the overstimulated neurons, bringing her back to baseline. The pleasure peaked and then receded, leaving behind a warm, golden calm that settled over her like a blanket.

Tara opened her eyes. They were clear now, focused, the pupils normal, the confusion gone. She looked at me, and the trust in her expression was absolute.

“Someone spiked your drink,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

Her brow furrowed. Then understanding dawned, and her eyes went wide, and she looked past me toward the bar, toward the spot where Marcus had been standing. “Marcus,” she said. “He gave me the drink. Oh my God. He put something in it.”

“Yes,” I said. “He did.”

She was shaking again, but this time it was anger, not drugs. “That bastard. That absolute bastard. I was talking to him for two minutes. Two minutes, and he …”

“I know.” I released her hands and stood. “Stay here. Sit down. Drink some water. I’ll be right back.”

She grabbed my wrist. “Alexander. What are you going to do?”

I looked down at her. The anger was still there, banked but burning, the same anger that had put Brad in the pool with a broken jaw. But this time it was controlled.

“I’m going to handle it,” I said.

I crossed the room. Marcus was where I’d left him, at the bar, talking to the same two men who’d been with him earlier. He saw me coming. I watched the calculation happen behind his eyes, the rapid assessment of threat versus audience, and I watched him decide, in that split second, to play it cool. He straightened, set his drink down, and turned to face me with the smile of someone who’d been caught before and knew the routine.

“Alexander, right?” he said. “Great party. Sophia really outdid herself.”

I stopped three feet from him. Close enough that he had to tilt his head back to look at me, close enough that the height difference was impossible to ignore. The two men flanking him took half-steps back, creating distance, and I felt my power surge, not the healing kind but the kind that radiated outward like heat from a furnace, and I watched all three of them feel it. Marcus’s smile faltered. His jaw clenched. His hands, which had been loose at his sides, curled into fists.

“You put something in her drink.”

Marcus’s eyes flicked to the side, to his friends, then back to me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Tara. The brunette in the pencil dress. You gave her a drink. You dropped something in it before you handed it to her. I saw you.”

A look came and went. The denial was still there, but beneath it, I could see the fear starting to build, the same fear I’d seen in Brad’s eyes, the fear of someone who’d been caught and knew the consequences were coming. “You’re crazy,” he said. “I didn’t do anything. She was drinking too fast. She probably had too much before I even got there.”

One of his friends, the one on the left, a guy with a buzz cut and a jaw that looked like it had been carved from granite, stepped forward. “Back off, man. You’re making a scene.”

I looked at him, and the power did the rest. The aura intensified, pressing outward, and I watched the granite jaw lose its hardness, watching the bravado drain from his face like water from a cracked glass. He took a step back. Then another. His hands came up, palms out, the universal gesture of surrender.

“I’m not making a scene,” I said. I turned back to Marcus. “You’re going to leave, now. You and your friends. You’re going to walk out the front door, get in your car, and drive away. And you’re never going to come to one of Sophia’s parties again. Do you understand me?”

Marcus’s face was white. The power was pressing against him now, a physical force that I could direct and shape, and I watched him fight it, watched the resistance in his body, the way his muscles tensed and his jaw locked and his pride refused to bend. But the power was stronger. It was always stronger. His shoulders dropped. His chin dipped. His eyes, which had been locked on mine with defiance, broke contact and dropped to the floor.

“You can’t just kick me out,” he said, but the words had no force behind them. They were the last twitch of a dying reflex.

“Watch me.”

I reached forward and grabbed the front of his jacket, the fabric bunching in my fist, and I pulled him toward me. He stumbled, his balance gone, and I turned him and walked him toward the front door. His feet barely touched the ground. His two friends followed, not because they chose to but because the power was pushing them, a steady, inexorable pressure that moved them the way wind moves leaves, and they walked with the stiff, mechanical gait of people whose bodies were no longer fully their own.

The party watched. Every head turned. Every conversation stopped. The jazz quartet missed a beat. The clink of glasses and the murmur of voices faded to nothing, and the only sound in the room was the soft thud of our footsteps on the marble floor and the ragged sound of Marcus’s breathing.

We reached the foyer. The two men in black suits flanking the door saw us coming and straightened, their hands moving toward whatever weapons they carried beneath their jackets, but I shook my head once, and they stepped aside. Even the security feared me.

I pushed Marcus through the door. He stumbled on the front step, caught himself on the railing, and turned to look at me. His face was white, his eyes wide, his hands shaking where they gripped the railing. His two friends stood behind him, equally pale, equally silent.

“If I ever see you near Tara again,” I said, “if I ever hear that you’ve done this to anyone else, I will find you. And next time, I won’t be gentle.”

He didn’t answer. He turned and walked to his car, and his friends followed, and none of them looked back. The valet brought the Aston Martin around, and they got in, and the engine roared to life, and they pulled away from the curb and disappeared down the driveway, the taillights shrinking to red pinpricks and then vanishing.

I stood on the front step and breathed. The anger was there, banked but present, and I held it the way you’d hold a match, carefully, aware of what it could do.

Then I turned and walked back inside.

The party had not resumed. The silence was complete. Every face was turned toward me. Every eye was fixed on the place where I’d stood, the place where I’d walked Marcus out, the place where I’d returned.

I crossed the foyer and reentered the main room. The crowd parted before me, and I walked through the gap they created, and I felt the weight of their stares on my back, on my shoulders, on the space between my shoulder blades.

Sophia was waiting. She stood at the edge of the room, near the terrace door, and her face was a study in controlled emotion. Her green-hazel eyes were wide, her lips pressed together, and one hand was pressed flat against her stomach in a gesture that looked protective. Riley was beside her, and Riley’s expression was different. Where Sophia’s was concerned, Riley’s was something closer to awe, her blue eyes bright and fixed on me.

I reached them. Sophia’s hand came up and found my forearm, and her grip was tight, her fingers pressing into the muscle beneath the tuxedo sleeve.

“Alexander,” she said. Her voice was low, barely above a whisper, meant only for me despite the room full of people watching. “What happened? What did he do?”

I told her everything. The way Marcus had spiked Tara’s drink, the way I’d seen it happen, the way I’d intercepted and healed her, the way I’d confronted him and walked him out. I kept my voice steady and factual.

Sophia listened. Her grip on my arm tightened with each sentence, and by the time I finished, her face had gone through the same sequence I’d watched on Madison’s, the shock, the fear, the anger, but beneath all of it, something else was building. Something that looked like guilt.

“This is my fault,” she said. The words came out quiet, but they carried the weight of genuine distress. “I invited these people. I created this environment. I should have. I didn’t think. I didn’t expect anyone to act like that. Not here, not at my house.”

“It’s not your fault,” I said.

“It is.” She looked up at me, and her eyes were wet. “These are my friends. My colleagues. People I’ve worked with for years. And they came into my home and they … I’m so sorry. I’m so embarrassed. I invited you here to enjoy yourself, to meet people, to network, and instead you had to deal with this. With men who can’t handle being in the same room as someone who’s better than them.”

Her hand was still on my arm, and I covered it with mine, pressing her fingers between my palm and the fabric of my sleeve. The gesture was small, but I felt her respond to it, felt the tension in her body ease by a fraction.

“Sophia,” I said. “Look at me.”

She looked at me. Her eyes were shining, and the chandelier light caught the tears that hadn’t fallen yet, turning them to tiny points of light.

“You didn’t do anything wrong,” I said. “You threw a party. You invited people you trusted. What they chose to do with that trust is on them, not you. And what I chose to do about it is on me. I protected someone who needed protecting. That’s what I do. That’s who I am. And I would do it again, at your party or anywhere else, without hesitation.”

The tears spilled over. They tracked down her cheeks, cutting clean lines through the subtle makeup she’d applied, and she didn’t wipe them away. She let them fall. “Thank you,” she whispered.

Riley, who had been watching the exchange with an expression that had grown more complex than simple awe, reached out and placed her hand on Sophia’s lower back.

“He’s right,” Riley said. Her voice was soft but firm. “This isn’t on you. This is on them. The men who can’t handle a room where they’re not the center of attention. The men who see someone like Alexander and feel so threatened they have to destroy something to feel better about themselves. That’s their damage. Not yours.”

Sophia nodded. She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and straightened, and I watched the hostess reassert herself. She turned. Her gaze swept the room, and I watched it happen, watched her see what I’d been seeing all night. The men. Clustered in their groups, their faces tight with resentment, their conversations low and pointed. The ones who’d been whispering about me, the ones who’d been watching with those jealous, hostile eyes. She saw them the way I saw them, and I watched her face harden.

“Riley,” she said. “Stay with Alexander.”

Riley’s hand found my arm again, her fingers wrapping around the muscle with that same confident grip, and she stepped closer, her body aligning with mine.

Sophia crossed the room, her posture straight, her chin lifted and the vulnerability replaced by something that looked like steel. She reached the bar and spoke to the head of security, a broad-shouldered man in a black suit who’d been watching the room with the alert stillness of someone who’d been trained to notice everything. I saw her lean close, her lips moving, and I saw the security chief’s expression shift from neutral to attentive to grim. He nodded. He spoke into his earpiece.

Then the security team moved through the room in pairs, each pair approaching a different cluster of men, and the conversations that followed were brief and private and resulted, without exception, in the men being escorted toward the front door. I watched it happen in fragments. The producer near the window, his face going from confusion to indignation to something that looked like shame as two security personnel flanked him and spoke in low voices. The rich heir by the terrace door, his Rolex catching the light as he gestured angrily, then stopped, then let his arms drop, then walked. The young actor who’d been with Marcus, the one with the buzz cut and the granite jaw, who looked at Sophia across the room with an expression of betrayal before turning and following the security team out.

One by one, they left. The men who’d been talking about me, the men who’d been watching with jealousy, the men who’d made the atmosphere turn sour. They walked through the foyer and out the front door, and the valets brought their cars around, and they got in and drove away, and the sound of their engines faded into the night.

When it was done, the room felt lighter, and what remained was something warmer, something that felt like relief. The women who’d been orbiting me all night exchanged glances, and the glances carried a message I could read without translation. They were glad. They were grateful. They’d felt the hostility too, the subtle poison of male resentment that had been seeping into the evening, and its removal was like opening a window in a stuffy room.

Sophia came back to us. Her face was composed, but her hands were shaking slightly, and she pressed them flat against the emerald fabric of her dress, steadying them.

“They’re gone,” she said. “All of them. I told security to remove anyone who’d been speaking negatively about you. It turned out to be most of the men at the party.” A bitter laugh escaped her. “Most of them. They were so threatened by you that they couldn’t even pretend to be civil, in my home, at my party, talking about the man I invited because I wanted to celebrate something with him.”

She looked at me. “I’m so sorry. I should have screened them better. I should have known. Men like that, they can’t handle someone like you. You make them feel small, and instead of dealing with it, they lash out. And I let them into my house, and they ruined your evening.”

“You didn’t ruin anything,” I said. I reached for her hand and took it in mine. Her fingers were cold, and I warmed them between my palms, and I felt her shiver, a full-body tremor that started in her shoulders and traveled down to her toes. “You did what any good host would do. You identified a problem and you fixed it. That’s not failure. That’s strength.”

Her eyes searched mine, and whatever she found there made her breath catch. She squeezed my hand, and the squeeze carried gratitude and something that felt like the beginning of a decision.

“I want to show you something,” she said. Her voice had dropped, gone intimate, meant for me and Riley and no one else. “Both of you. There’s a place in this house where nobody will find us. Where we can talk without all of this.” She gestured at the room, at the remaining guests, mostly horny women wanting my attention.

Riley’s grip on my arm tightened. “Lead the way,” she said.

Sophia turned and walked toward the staircase. I followed her, Riley beside me, her hand still on my arm, her body close enough that I could feel the heat of her through the gold fabric of her dress. We climbed the stairs together, and the sound of the party faded behind us, replaced by the quiet of the upper floor, the thick carpet absorbing our footsteps, the walls lined with artwork that I didn’t have time to examine.

Sophia led us down a corridor, past closed doors and soft lighting, to a set of double doors. Then we stepped out onto the rooftop terrace.

The air hit me first. Warm and clean, carrying the scent of the ocean and the flowers that lined the terrace’s edges. The space was expansive, open to the sky, with a low wall running the perimeter and nothing beyond it but the dark, endless sweep of the Pacific and the distant lights of the city spread along the coast like scattered embers. The terrace itself was a private sanctuary, furnished with low couches and plush cushions, a fire pit burning in the center with flames that danced and twisted in the night air, and a bar stocked with bottles that caught the firelight and turned it to liquid gold.

Sophia walked to the edge of the terrace and stood there, her back to us, her dress catching the wind and pressing against the curve of her body. She looked out at the ocean, and I gave her the silence she needed, the space to collect herself after everything that had happened downstairs.

Then she turned around and smiled. “This is better, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” I said, walking up to her. “I’m curious why you threw this party … From what I remember, you wanted peace and privacy.”

She nodded. Her hand came up and rested on her stomach. “I am winding down. This is the wind-down. This is the last one.” She looked out at the ocean, then back at me. “I’m pregnant. I’m carrying your child, and that means my life is about to change in ways I can’t fully predict yet. But I know one thing for certain. The parties, the events, the red carpets, the late nights, the champagne, the dancing, all of it. That’s over. For now, maybe forever. Once the press finds out, once the world knows that Sophia Laurent is pregnant, everything shifts. The scrutiny, the expectations, the way people look at you. I won’t be able to have nights like this anymore. Not for a long time.”

She turned to face me fully. “So I wanted one last night. One last party where I could be myself, where I could drink and laugh and flirt and be the woman I was before the pregnancy changed everything. I wanted to invite the people who mattered to me, and I wanted to celebrate. Not just the pregnancy, but the freedom that came before it. The freedom to be wild, to be reckless, to be desired.”

Her hand found mine, and her fingers interlaced with my fingers, and the contact sent a current through my skin that had nothing to do with the power.

“And I wanted you here,” she said. “Not just because you’re the father. Because you’re the reason any of this is happening. Because you gave me something I’ve wanted my entire life, and I wanted to share it with you. To thank you. To show you what you’ve done for me.”

I squeezed her hand and then I looked at Riley. She’d mentioned it earlier, but I was smart enough to figure it out by myself. “There’ll be a threesome, right?”

Sophia’s lips curved into a smile that was equal parts warmth and heat. “The threesome,” she said, “Because I’m not going to be able to do that either. Once I’m showing, once the pregnancy is public knowledge, the kind of freedom I have right now, the kind of freedom to be with you however I want, wherever I want. That goes away.”

She glanced over my shoulder at Riley, who was standing near the fire pit, watching us with an expression of open anticipation.

“Riley and I have talked about it,” Sophia said. “For a while now. She’s been curious about you since the day I told her about the clinic. About what you can do. About what it feels like. And when I told her I was pregnant, that I wanted one last night of freedom before everything changed, she said she wanted to be part of it.”

She stepped closer. Her body was inches from mine. “So,” she said. Her voice dropped to that register, the one I’d heard in the private suite at the clinic, the one that bypassed my brain and went straight to my body. “Are you going to give us what we want? One last night of freedom? One last memory before everything changes?”

I looked at her. At the firelight in her eyes, at the curve of her lips, at the hand still resting on her stomach, protecting the life growing inside her. My life. My child. And I looked at Riley, standing by the fire, beautiful and eager and waiting.

“Yes,” I said.

Sophia turned. She walked to Riley, and the two women stood facing each other for a moment. Then Sophia reached behind her neck and found the clasp of her dress, and she pulled it free. The emerald fabric fell. It slid from her shoulders and down her body, pooling at her feet in a circle of dark green silk, and she stood there in nothing but a black lace bra and matching underwear, her skin glowing in the firelight, her body revealed in its full, extraordinary beauty. The subtle swell of her belly was more visible now, the first gentle curve of pregnancy that would grow and change her body over the coming months. Her breasts were full and high, the black lace barely containing them, and her legs were long and toned, the legs of a woman who had spent years on film sets and red carpets.

She turned to me, and the look on her face was one of pure, unguarded invitation. “Your turn,” she said.

I reached for my bow tie. I pulled it loose, the silk sliding through my fingers, and I set it on the arm of the nearest couch. Then the jacket. I shrugged it off, and the cool night air hit my chest through the white shirt, and I felt both women watching, felt the weight of their attention like hands on my skin. The shirt came next, buttons one by one, and I pulled it open and let it fall, and I stood there in the firelight, my chest bare, my body exposed, and the power surged in response to their gaze, amplifying everything, making my skin feel hot and alive.

I saw Riley’s reaction before Sophia said anything. Her eyes dropped to my pants, to the outline pressing against the fabric, and her mouth fell open. Her hand came up, fingers covering her lips, and the sound that escaped her was half gasp, half laugh, the sound of someone who had been told something incredible and was now seeing that the reality exceeded the description.

“Oh my God,” Riley breathed. She was staring, and she made no attempt to hide it. “Oh my God, Sophia. You were not kidding. You were not even close to kidding.”

Sophia smiled. The smile was knowing and satisfied and carried the particular warmth of someone who had been right and was enjoying the confirmation. “Told you,” she said. “I told you it was like nothing you’ve ever seen.”

“It’s enormous,” Riley said. She was still staring, her blue eyes wide, her lips parted, and the flush that had started on her chest was spreading upward, painting her neck and cheeks in shades of pink. “How is that even … How does that even work? That’s not … Nobody is that big.”

“It works,” Sophia said. “Trust me. It works very, very well.”

I unbuttoned my pants. I pushed them down along with my boxers, and I stepped out of them, and I stood naked in the firelight, and the power was fully engaged now, radiating outward in waves that I could feel pressing against both women, and I watched them feel it.

Riley’s reaction was immediate and unrestrained. The aura hit her, and her body responded the way every woman’s body responded to it, with that deep, involuntary opening, that flood of warmth and wetness and desire that bypassed conscious thought and went straight to the primal. Her knees buckled slightly. Her hand found the arm of the couch beside her, and she gripped it, and her breathing went from steady to ragged in the space of a heartbeat. And then she giggled, the giggle of a teenager who’d just been told something scandalous and wonderful. It spilled out of her, and she covered her mouth with both hands, and her eyes were shining, and she looked at me with an expression that was equal parts shock and delight and pure arousal.

“I can’t believe this,” she said through her laughter. “I’m wet. I’m literally wet right now, and you haven’t even touched me. How is that possible? How are you doing that?”

“The power,” Sophia said. She was feeling it too. I could see it in the way her breathing had deepened, in the flush spreading across her chest, in the way her thighs pressed together. But where Riley’s response was giddy and unrestrained, Sophia’s was controlled, the response of someone who had felt this before and knew what was coming. “He has certain fertility powers. He doesn’t even have to touch you. He just has to be near you, and your body responds. It’s the most intense thing you’ll ever feel.”

“I believe you,” Riley said. She was still giggling, and she reached for the zipper of her gold dress. “I believe every single word you said, and I’m going to need you to help me with this because my hands are shaking.”

Sophia moved to her. She stepped behind Riley and found the zipper, and she pulled it down slowly. The gold fabric parted, and Riley shrugged it off her shoulders, and the dress fell, and she stood there in white lace underwear that contrasted beautifully with her tan skin, her body every bit as stunning as her face had promised. Full breasts, round and high, spilling slightly over the cups of her bra. A narrow waist that flared into hips that curved like architecture. Long legs, toned and smooth.

She turned to face me, and the giggling had stopped, replaced by something quieter and more serious. The laughter was gone, replaced by that same open, direct gaze she’d fixed on me downstairs, the one that didn’t look away.

Sophia reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, letting it fall, and her breasts came free, full and heavy, the pregnancy already beginning to make them fuller than I remembered, the nipples darker, more sensitive, standing stiff in the warm night air. Her belly curved gently outward, that soft, early swell that made her body look more complete rather than changed. Below the waist, she pushed her underwear down her legs and stepped out of it, and she stood completely bare in the firelight, and I let myself look at her. The dark-blonde hair fell across her shoulders, the long legs were smooth and toned, and between her thighs the soft, bare skin was already glistening, already flushed with want, the lips of her pussy swollen and parted slightly, wet enough that the firelight caught the moisture.

Riley reached behind her own back and freed her bra clasp. Her breasts fell forward, and they were spectacular, full and round and high, heavier than their shape suggested, the nipples a deep rose pink, hard and pointing, the areolas wide. She was proportioned the way a sculptor would have designed her if the sculptor had been obsessed with both precision and excess. She pushed her underwear down, and her body was revealed completely. Her pussy was bare, smooth, the lips tight and neat, already swollen at the edges, already dark with arousal, and a thin, bright line of wetness traced down the inside of her thigh.

I looked at both of them standing there in the firelight, and the power surged so hard it nearly took my breath away.

Two of the most beautiful women I had ever seen. Both of them bare, both of them looking at me with lust and love. Sophia with her full curves and her gently swelling belly and her knowing, dark-hazel eyes. Riley with her tall, golden body and her wide blue eyes and that breathless expression.

I closed the distance between us, and I guided them to the cushioned surface of the nearest low couch and laid them down, and I spread their legs, their thighs warm against my hands. I pressed my lips to Sophia’s inner thigh first, working upward, and I heard her breath catch above me. Then I turned to Riley, dragging my mouth across the soft skin of her thigh, and she made a sound that was nearly a sob.

Then I put my mouth on Sophia. She gasped, her fingers threading into my hair, her hips tilting forward, and I worked my tongue through her in a slow, thorough sweep, tasting her, feeling the heat of her, the swollen sensitivity of her pussy against my lips. She was soaked, the arousal of the power and the anticipation of the evening combining into something that made her taste sweet, and I stayed there long enough to feel her thighs begin to tremble before I pulled away.

Then I turned to Riley.

She was already trembling. I hadn’t even touched her yet, and she was trembling, her hands pressed flat against her thighs, her chest heaving, her lower lip caught between her teeth. When my mouth found her, she let out a sound that cut through the night air and disappeared into the ocean wind, the sound of a woman discovering something for the first time. She was tight and smooth and so wet that the taste of her coated my tongue immediately, and she tasted different from Sophia, sharper and lighter, but equally addictive.

I moved between them. Left to right, right to left, my tongue working each of them in slow, sensual strokes, learning the specific places that made Sophia’s fingers tighten in my hair and the specific angles that made Riley’s hips roll forward against my mouth. The power was flowing through every point of contact, and I could feel both women responding to it, feel the arousal building in them beyond what the physical contact alone could produce, their bodies climbing toward something intense and overwhelming.

Sophia came first. She was further along, her body more primed, the pregnancy making her more sensitive than I remembered, and when I pressed my tongue to the specific spot, she shattered. Her thighs locked around my head, her fingers pulled my hair, and the sound she made was long and low and entirely without restraint, rolling out of her and fading into the warm night. Her body shook for several seconds, and I held her through it, my hands on her hips, steadying her.

Riley pulled me back to her before Sophia had finished shaking. Her hands found my face, framing it, tilting it toward her, and her eyes were dark and wild. “My turn,” she said eagerly.

I gave her what she needed. It took less time than Sophia, the power having worked on her longer, the anticipation having built to a level that left her with almost no resistance. I didn’t need many licks and many fingers. Not that I minded since her pussy tasted divine. She came with her hands pressed over her own mouth, muffling the sound, her whole body arching backward, and I held her by the hips and kept my mouth on her until she stopped shaking.

When she finally went still, her fingers found my hair and tugged, pulling me upward. “Now,” she said. Her voice was barely functional, the words coming out rough and breathless. “I want to suck you off. Both of us do.”

They made me stand, and they both rose to their feet. Sophia sank to her knees on the cushions beside Riley, and Riley followed, and the two of them knelt in front of me in the firelight, and I stood there looking at them and felt something primal and enormous moving through me.

Sophia wrapped her hand around the base of my cock first. Looking at it in awe, she stroked once, twice, watching my face as she did it, and then she brought her lips to the head and took me into her mouth.

The sound I made was involuntary. She was skilled and unhurried, her tongue swirling around the head before plunging it into her mouth. She worked me for a long, thorough minute, and then she pulled back and turned to Riley.

Riley stared at what Sophia had been doing, and the look on her face was somewhere between reverence and disbelief. She wrapped her own hand around me, her fingers not quite reaching, and she looked up at me with wide eyes. “Sophia said you were big,” she said with a giggle. “I thought she was exaggerating.”

“I wasn’t,” Sophia said. Her voice was warm and amused, and she reached over and tucked Riley’s hair back from her face with a gesture that was almost tender. “Take your time. You’ll figure it out.”

Riley brought her lips to me, and the warmth of her mouth was softer but quite wet. She found a rhythm, taking me deeper with each pass, and I felt her gag slightly and pull back and try again, and the effort and determination in her face were as arousing as the physical sensation itself. I loved the look in her eyes and the way her lips stretched around the cock, making it look a bit like an oral pussy. She slobbered and moaned around my cock, enjoying every inch as she kept sucking and sucking.

They took turns. Sophia, then Riley, then Sophia again, passing me between them like something precious, each one sucking me with her own particular style, and between turns they kissed each other, my cock landing between their lips. I watched them kiss and felt my cock pulse against Sophia’s palm, and she laughed softly against Riley’s mouth.

“He likes that,” Sophia said.

“Good,” Riley said, and she looked up at me with those luminous blue eyes and took me back into her mouth.

I let it build for as long as I could stand it. Then I pulled back from Riley’s mouth and reached for them both.

I lay Sophia back against the cushions first, and she went willingly, her body opening beneath mine with the familiarity of someone who had done this before and knew exactly what was coming. I positioned myself between her thighs and my cock found her pussy, and she exhaled, long and shaking, her hands finding my shoulders as I filled her, inch by inch.

She was tighter than I remembered, the pregnancy having changed the internal geometry of her body in subtle ways, and the heat of her was extraordinary, and the power surged through the connection between us and I felt it hit her like a wave, her back arching off the cushions, a choked sound leaving her throat.

“God,” she said, throwing her head back. “I missed this. I missed this so much.”

I began to fuck her. Slow, deep strokes that worked through her completely, and she met every one, her hips rising to mine, her fingers pressing into my back. Riley moved beside us, and I reached for her without stopping, my hand finding the curve of her hip, drawing her closer, and she pressed against Sophia’s side, her mouth finding Sophia’s throat, her hand trailing down Sophia’s stomach.

Then Riley moved lower over with a giggle. She positioned herself between Sophia’s thighs beside me, and when I pulled back on a stroke, Riley’s tongue found the place where we connected, and Sophia’s reaction was instantaneous and overwhelming. Her whole body seized, her thighs locking, a sound tearing out of her that was louder than anything she’d made before, and I felt Riley working against me with each stroke, her tongue sweeping across Sophia’s clit on every withdrawal, and the sensation of it, the warmth of Riley’s mouth against the base of my cock on each pass, was something that bypassed language entirely.

Sophia came again. Hard and long, her entire body shaking, her nails leaving marks in my back that I’d find tomorrow. I kept moving through it, working her through the peak and down the other side, and when she went limp beneath me, I pulled out and turned to Riley.

She was already on her back before I’d fully turned, already reaching for me, her hands finding my hips and pulling. “Go on, fuck me.” I pushed into her in a single slow stroke, and the sound she made was so pure and unguarded it almost hurt to hear. She was tight, gripping me with a pressure that made my eyes close for a moment, and the power surged through the connection and hit her hard, and she arched up off the cushions and her hands flew to my forearms.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God … getting fucked by a fertility God.”

“Relax,” I told her.

She breathed. She adjusted. And then her hips began to move.

Sophia recovered beside us, and she moved toward Riley, and she lowered her mouth to Riley’s breast, her tongue working the stiff pink nipple, and Riley’s head fell back and her mouth opened and she made a continuous, breathless sound that didn’t quite form words. Then Sophia moved lower, her lips trailing down Riley’s stomach, and she positioned herself between Riley’s thighs beside me, and she put her mouth on Riley’s clit.

It was like Riley had been waiting her whole life to get filled like this. Her hands ran over my chest, her nails digging in for leverage, her blonde hair fanned wild on the pillow behind her. She looked up at me with hunger and a desire to be overwhelmed, to be possessed, to be used up and left limp and blissed-out in the aftermath. I gave her what she wanted. My hips pistoned, slow at first, then faster, the sound of skin slapping skin and her wetness growing louder, and the words pouring from her in ragged, gasping fragments.

Sophia’s tongue was relentless on Riley’s clit, lapping in quick, precise strokes, and with every thrust of my cock, Riley’s cries sharpened, the music of her voice blending with the rhythm of my body. I leaned down and kissed her, devouring her mouth, tasting the salt and sweetness of her need, and she clawed at my shoulders, her legs wrapping around me so tight it felt like she was trying to fuse us together.

“God, yes, fuck me … don’t stop, don’t ever stop, fuck me, fill me up, I want it so bad—”

It was the first time I’d seen anyone come that hard. She didn’t just shudder; she convulsed. Her entire body arched off the cushions, her back bowing like a drawn bowstring, her eyes rolling up and her mouth open in a long, wordless moan that went on and on. She soaked my cock, her pussy clenching and pulsing in waves, and then she went limp, breathless, a thin sheen of sweat covering her chest, her face glazed and stunned.

I pulled out, and there was a visible string of wetness, glistening in the firelight. Riley looked down at it, then up at me, and giggled, a wild, half-mad, post-orgasmic giggle.

“Holy fuck,” she said, her voice hoarse. “That was … I don’t even know. I lost time.”

“Give him a minute,” Sophia said, her mouth shiny, her lips flushed and parted. She looked up at me and ran a fingertip down the length of my cock, which was still rock hard and slick. “He’s about to come. You can tell.”

Riley pushed herself upright, still shaky, and knelt beside Sophia. Both of them stared at me, mouths open, eyes wide, like they were waiting for a show. Sweat ran down my chest. I was close, so close the edge was blurring.

“Where do you want it?” I asked.

Riley grinned, glancing at Sophia, then back to me. “On our faces,” she said. “And my tits. I want to taste it.”

Sophia nodded, her eyes locked on mine as she took my cock in both hands, guiding the head toward their faces. Riley pressed her breasts together, squeezing them into a tight, perfect shelf underneath her chin. She licked her lips. “Come on, Alexander. We earned it.”

“We need to stroke him first,” Sophia reminded her.

Riley let go off her tits, and they both reached for my cock, stroking them while the tip was aimed at their pretty faces. I only lasted ten strokes before the orgasm hit. It ripped through me, brighter and hotter than any I’d had in months, and I came hard, ropes of thick white cum spraying over Riley’s face, then Sophia’s, then splattering onto Riley’s breasts and collarbone, the heat of it landing in messy, beautiful lines across their skin.

Riley’s reaction was instant. She gasped, eyes wide, then laughed again, sticking out her tongue to catch the next burst straight from the tip. Sophia kept pumping my shaft, milking every last drop, her mouth opening to take the final spurt onto her tongue. The firelight caught it all, shining on their flushed cheeks, the wetness, the cum painting their faces and bodies.

Riley pulled Sophia in and kissed her, cum smeared between their lips, tongues mingling. Then she pulled back and licked Sophia’s cheek clean, laughing and gasping, enjoying every drop. “Not bad for a fertility god,” she said, turning to look at me. “But I bet you’ve got more.”

Sophia wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then leaned into Riley, licking the rest from her jaw and neck. “He always does,” she said. “He can go all night.”

I was still half-hard, and there was a deep, electric hum in my bones that told me Sophia was right. I looked down at both of them, hair wild, faces smeared with my cum, eyes shining, and felt the power respond to their desire, refueling me instantly.

Sophia’s hand wrapped around my cock again, and I watched it thicken, swelling, veins pulsing. Riley stared, awed, her mouth dropping open. She reached out and touched it, running her palm slowly up and down the shaft, then looked at Sophia, almost pleading.

“Is it safe to say I’m addicted already?” Riley said, with that barely-held-together composure of someone who’d just survived a bomb blast. “Because I need … I seriously need more.”

I laughed. “You want to go again?”

Riley nodded with a big grin on her face. “I wanna get railed all night.”

“Me too,” Sophia said as they both inched closer to my cock again, both eager to suck me off.

*****

I woke up in the morning as light streamed into the room. My cock was sticky from their juices, and I was sandwiched between Sophia and Riley. I drew in a deep breath, thinking once again that I was in heaven. I’d enjoyed every second with those two last night, and it was unfortunate that it was time to head home.

I eased myself out from between them, careful not to wake Riley. She was deep in it, her blonde hair fanned across the pillow, one arm thrown over her face, her breathing slow and even. Sophia stirred, her eyes fluttering open, and she watched me gather my clothes from the floor. “Sleep well?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Me too … that was amazing,” she said with a satisfied smile.

“I hope Riley agrees.”

She stifled a chuckle. “She definitely agrees.” She slipped out of bed, pulling a silk robe from the back of a chair and wrapping it around herself. The fabric clung to the curve of her belly, and she pressed one hand against it as she padded across the room toward me.

“Let me walk you out,” she whispered.

We moved through the quiet house together, past the wreckage of the party downstairs, the empty glasses and abandoned heels and the faint smell of spilled champagne. The morning light cut through the windows in sharp golden bars, and the mansion felt different in daylight, stripped of its nighttime glamour, more real, more ordinary.

At the front door, Sophia turned to me. “Thank you,” she said. She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her cheek against my chest. Her body was warm through the thin silk, and I could feel the slight firmness of her belly between us, the life growing there. “For coming. For everything. For last night. For Riley. For making me feel like I could have one last perfect night before everything changes.”

I held her. “It was my pleasure, Sophia. All of it.”

She pulled back and looked at me, and her eyes were bright. “Will you come back?”

“I’ll come back whenever you want me to.”

She smiled, and it reached her eyes this time. “Good. Now go. Before Riley wakes up and tries to drag you back to bed.”

I kissed her forehead, and she opened the door, and I stepped out into the morning air. The valet brought the Lamborghini around, and I slid into the driver’s seat and pulled away from the curb, the engine’s growl cutting through the quiet of the hillside.

The drive home was twenty minutes of rolling ocean views and empty coastal roads, and I spent every one of them replaying the night. Sophia on the rooftop terrace, her dress falling, the firelight on her skin. Riley’s mouth, warm and eager and so wet. The way they’d taken turns, passed me between them, kissed each other with my cock between their lips. The sounds they’d made, the way their bodies had moved, the way Riley had convulsed when she came, the way Sophia had looked at me afterward with that expression of absolute surrender.

But beneath the satisfaction, something else was moving. Something I’d been pushing down since the party, since Marcus and the spiked drink and the way the other men had watched me with those jealous, hostile eyes. The way they’d whispered. The way they’d tried to sabotage the evening. The way Sophia had to have them removed, one by one, because they couldn’t handle being in the same room as me.

I pulled through the clinic gates and parked in the garage. I entered the clinic, and I walked through the kitchen, past the island where Alexis and Cleo had been bent over the laptop two days ago, and down the hallway toward the east wing.

Alexis’s door was open. She was sitting in the window seat, her legs tucked beneath her, a mug of tea steaming on the sill beside her. She was wearing a gray sweater and loose pajama pants, and her hair was down, falling past her shoulders in honey-blonde waves. She looked up when I appeared in the doorway, and her face softened.

“Hey,” she said. “How was the party?”

I leaned against the doorframe. The satisfaction of the night was still there, warm and heavy in my chest, but the question that had been building during the drive was pressing against it now, demanding to be asked.

“Alexis,” I said. “Can I ask you something?”

She set her mug down. That instinct again, the one that made her set aside whatever she was doing. “Of course.”

I stepped into the room and sat on the edge of the armchair, facing her.

“Is it possible,” I said, “to have real male friends in my situation?”

She didn’t answer immediately. She studied me, her light brown eyes moving across my face, reading the question behind the question. “What happened at the party?”

I told her. About Marcus and the spiked drink. About the way the other men had watched me, the whispers, the hostility. About how Sophia had to remove most of the male guests because they couldn’t handle being in the same room as someone who drew the attention they thought they deserved. I told her about the jealousy, the resentment, the way it had felt like a cold wind pressing against the edges of the evening.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long time. She looked out the window, at the ocean beyond the glass, and her expression was the one I’d seen before, the one that meant she was reaching back into the past, into the memories she carried about my father.

“Your father,” she said. “Your father had no male friends. Not one. Not in all the years I knew him.”

I waited.

“He tried,” she said. “He reached out to men he’d known before, men from college, from work, from the neighborhood. He wanted to maintain those relationships. He wanted to believe that the power wouldn’t change everything.”

She picked up her mug and held it between both hands, not drinking, just holding it for the warmth. “But it did change everything. The envy was the worst part. Men who had been his equals, or who had considered themselves his superiors, suddenly found themselves in a room where every woman was looking at him instead of them. And they couldn’t handle it. They either wanted to use him, to leverage his connections, his influence, the way women responded to him, or they resented him so deeply that the friendship became impossible.”

She looked at me. “The ones who wanted to use him were almost worse than the ones who hated him. At least the hatred was honest. The users pretended to be his friends while they were really just positioning themselves to benefit from his power. They’d bring him to parties, introduce him to women, then expect favors in return. Access to the women he’d charmed. Connections to the people he’d impressed. They treated him like a resource, not a person.”

“And the ones who resented him?”

“They destroyed themselves trying to compete.” She set the mug down. “They’d try to outdo him, to prove they were better, stronger, more desirable. They’d spend money they didn’t have, take risks they shouldn’t have taken, chase women who weren’t interested, and when none of it worked, when the women still looked at your father instead of them, the resentment turned toxic. They’d spread rumors. They’d sabotage his relationships. They’d try to undermine him in any way they could, because if they couldn’t have what he had, they wanted to make sure he couldn’t keep it either.”

I thought about Marcus. About the pill dissolving in the drink. About the satisfaction on his face when he’d handed it to Tara. That was exactly what Alexis was describing. The toxic response of a man who couldn’t compete, so he’d chosen to destroy instead.

“Your father learned the hard way,” Alexis said. “Men are extremely jealous, and I wouldn’t bother trying to make any male friends.”

I nodded. “I kinda suspected it, but last night, it was a lot clearer.”

“I’m glad you learned something useful,” she said with a warm smile.


Chapter 5

Acouple of days later, Isabelle Bellefesse, my lover and investor, had decided to come to the clinic for a visit. I had just finished breeding a client when I started looking for her. “Has Isabelle arrived?” I asked Helen.

“She has … She’s at the office, but she didn’t look all that happy.”

I swallowed hard and wondered if it had something to do with me. I headed there. The door was open. Isabelle sat behind her desk, and she didn’t look up when I entered. She was reading something on her tablet, her dark hair falling forward over one shoulder, her olive skin glowing under the warm office lighting. She wore a cream-colored blouse, the top two buttons undone, and a pencil skirt that hugged the hourglass of her hips. Her legs were crossed, one heeled foot swinging slowly, and the sound of it, the soft tap of leather against the hardwood floor, was the only noise in the room.

I stood in the doorway. She looked up and smiled briefly, but it was weak. She rose to her feet. “Nice to see you again,” she said, greeting me with an intimate hug.

“How’s the pregnancy going?” I asked her after breaking the hug.

“Better than the fertility clinic, it seems like.”

Ouch. Now I kinda had an idea what was wrong.

I sat in the chair across from her desk. The leather was cool through my slacks.

“Sophia’s party,” she said. “How was it?”

“Eventful.”

“I’m sure it was.” She leaned back in her chair and studied me. “I’ve been hearing things, Alexander. About the last few weeks.”

I said nothing. The silence was better than whatever I might have offered. “The yacht,” she said. “Three parties in ten days. Heavy drinking. Women coming and going at all hours. The security team filed three incident reports about noise complaints from neighboring properties.” She paused. “I’m not your mother. I’m not going to lecture you about excess. But I am your business partner, and I need you to understand something.” She leaned forward. Her elbows rested on the desk, her fingers interlaced, and her gaze locked onto mine with an intensity that made the chair feel smaller. “You’ve been lazy.”

The word hit like a slap. Not because it was cruel, but because it was true.

“Multiple client sessions canceled in the last two weeks,” she continued. “Three women who paid premium rates, who scheduled months in advance, who rearranged their entire lives for an appointment with you. And you canceled. Without explanation. Without rescheduling. Without so much as a phone call. Helen had to sit across from three women who were upset, who felt dismissed, and she had to smooth it over with excuses that weren’t hers to make.”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “But I had a major problem with a stalker.”

“I know about that and I’m glad what you did to protect Madison … But this was before that.” She sat back. “I also know you protected a woman at that recent party. Sophia told me about the man who drugged the drink, about how you intervened. That was good. That was the Alexander I invested in. The one who sees a problem and handles it. The one who doesn’t look away.”

She uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way. “But one good deed doesn’t erase several weeks of negligence. And that’s what this was, Alexander. Negligence.”

I nodded. There was nothing to say. She was right. Alexis was right. The evidence was everywhere, in the canceled sessions, the wasted days, the yacht parties that had started as celebration and devolved into indulgence.

“I don’t want you to fall off the rails,” Isabelle said. Her voice softened, just a fraction, just enough to let me know the anger wasn’t personal. “I don’t want to watch you burn through everything we’ve built because you got distracted by the attention. Alexis told me that your father did that. He lost everything. The power, the influence, the women, the money. All of it, gone, because he couldn’t maintain discipline.”

She stood. She walked around the desk and stood in front of me, and I looked up at her from the chair, and the height difference put me at her eye level, and I could see everything she was holding back. The disappointment, the frustration, the fear that she was watching history repeat itself.

“But I believe in you,” she said. “I love you, Alexander. That’s why I wanted to talk to you. Because the man I love doesn’t party on a yacht while his business crumbles. The man I love scales. He builds. He takes what he’s been given and he turns it into something that lasts.”

She placed her hand on my jaw. Her palm was warm, her fingers cool against my skin, and the touch sent a current through me that had nothing to do with the power and everything to do with the woman standing in front of me. She knew what she was talking about. She had after all built an impressive makeup empire from scratch.

“Please, get back on track,” she said. “No more canceled sessions. And keep the partying to a minimum.”

“I’ll make it up,” I said. “I’ll make it up, and then I’ll go beyond it.”

Her thumb traced my jawline. “How?”

I’d been thinking about it since the drive home. Since Alexis’s words about my father, about the way men either wanted to use him or destroy him. About the power I carried and the way it could be leveraged beyond what we’d already built. “Sperm donation,” I said.

Her hand stilled on my jaw.

“Word has already spread,” I said. I sat forward, and her hand fell to my shoulder, and I kept going, the idea taking shape as I spoke it. “Every client we’ve ever had, every woman who’s walked through those doors, they’ve talked. They’ve told their friends, their sisters, and their colleagues. The fertility rates, the pregnancies, the way my power works. Infertility is on the rise. The demand for fertility treatments is high. We’re just not meeting it … Because I’m limited to how many women I can possibly impregnate each day.”

She was listening. I could see it in the shift of her expression, the way the disappointment gave way to something focused.

“We start a high-end sperm donation program,” I said. “We collect and sell my seed, enough for pregnancy so we can sell several per ejaculation … The most sought-after genetic material on the planet, affordable, available to most women in this world.”

Isabelle’s eyes had gone bright. “Alexander.” Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Do you have any idea how much demand there would be for something like that?”

“I know exactly how much demand there would be once the prices are lowered. That’s why it’s going to work … along with my impregnation schedule.”

She started pacing. I watched her move across the office, her heels striking the hardwood in sharp clicks, her hands gesturing as the plan unfolded in her mind faster than I could articulate it.

“We’d need some type of medical infrastructure,” she said. “Storage, processing, shipping logistics. Legal frameworks and so on.”

“Agreed.”

She crossed the room in three strides and stood over me, her hands on the armrests of my chair, her face inches from mine. “I love this idea,” she said. “I love everything about it. The scalability and the way it leverages what you are without requiring your direct involvement in every single pregnancy. We can process dozens of collections per week. Hundreds per month. The revenue potential is staggering.”

She straightened. Her hand found my face again, cupping my cheek, and her thumb brushed my lower lip. “I’ll talk to Alexis and Helen and Laura. If we move fast, we could have the program operational within a month.”

“Do it,” I said.

She smiled. It was the first real smile she’d given me since I’d walked into the room. “You’re back,” she said.

Then her hand slid from my cheek to the back of my neck, and she pulled me forward, and her mouth found mine. Her lips were soft but firm, and her tongue pushed past mine with the same authority she brought to everything, and I felt the power respond, felt it surge through the contact point, and I heard her gasp against my mouth.

She broke the kiss and pulled me out of the chair. Her hands found the buttons of my shirt, and she worked them open with the same efficiency she’d used to dismantle my excuses, and when the shirt fell open, her palms pressed flat against my chest.

“Bedroom,” she said. “Now. I don’t want to talk anymore. I want you to fuck me.”

I picked her up. She weighed nothing, or the power made it feel that way, and she wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck, and I carried her out of the office and down the hallway to her private suite, her body pressed tight against mine, the heat of her core grinding against my hardening cock with every step. Isabelle’s breath was hot against my neck, her fingers tangled in my hair as she nipped at my earlobe.

“My suite,” she whispered, her voice husky with need. She guided me there, and then I closed the door shut behind us, and I lowered her onto the king-sized bed.

She lay back, propping herself on her elbows. I stripped off my shirt completely, then kicked away my slacks and boxers. My cock sprang free, thick and heavy, already leaking precum at the tip. Isabelle’s gaze dropped to it, and she licked her lips. “God, I’ve missed that,” she murmured. She sat up, reaching for me, her manicured fingers wrapping around my shaft. She stroked slowly, twisting her wrist at the head, spreading the slickness down my length. The power inside me surged, pulsing through my veins and into her touch, making her gasp as a wave of warmth flooded her.

I pushed her back down, climbing over her. My hands worked the buttons of her cream blouse, popping them open to reveal a white bra that barely contained her full breasts, round and perky with a gentle natural teardrop shape, topped with medium-sized, peachy areolas and sensitive nipples that hardened quickly.

I yanked the cups down, freeing them, and latched my mouth onto one nipple. I sucked hard, flicking my tongue over the pebbled peak while my hand kneaded the other. Isabelle arched, moaning loudly, her fingers digging into my shoulders. “Alexander… yes…”

Her pencil skirt rode up her thighs as I shoved it higher, exposing the matching lace panties already soaked through. I hooked my fingers under the fabric and tore them aside, not bothering to remove them fully. Two fingers plunged into her slick heat, curling against her. She was dripping, her walls clenching greedily around me.

I withdrew my fingers and positioned myself between her spread legs. The head of my cock nudged her entrance, slick with her juices. With one powerful thrust, I buried myself to the hilt inside her tight, velvety pussy. We both groaned at the sensation, the stretch, the fullness, the way her body welcomed me like it was made for this. The power flared between us, heightening every nerve ending.

I started fucking her, deep and deliberate at first, pulling out almost completely before slamming back in. Isabelle’s legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, urging me deeper. Her nails raked down my back, leaving red trails that only spurred me on. I picked up the pace, fucking her harder, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room alongside her breathless cries.

“Harder,” she gasped, her head thrown back, dark hair fanned across the pillows. I obliged, gripping her hips and pounding into her. Her breasts bounced with every thrust. I could feel her orgasm building, her pussy fluttering and squeezing my cock.

I flipped her over onto her hands and knees, yanking the skirt up around her waist. Her ass was perfect. I slapped it once, watching the flesh jiggle, then drove back into her from behind. Isabelle pushed back against me, meeting me stroke for stroke, her moans turning into incoherent pleas.

Sweat slicked our bodies, the air thick with the scent of sex. My balls tightened, the pressure building to a crescendo. With a guttural roar, I buried myself deep and came, flooding her womb with thick ropes of cum. The power amplified it, pulse after pulse, more than any normal man could give. Isabelle came again with me, her second orgasm milking every drop from my cock.

We collapsed together, panting, my body covering hers. I stayed inside her, softening slowly, our mixed fluids leaking out around me. Isabelle turned her head, kissing me sloppily over her shoulder. “That’s my Alexander,” she whispered, satisfaction dripping from her voice. “Don’t ever lose that fire.”

We lay tangled in the sheets for long minutes, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my chest as the aftershocks faded.

“We should do this more often,” Isabelle said, her fingers still tracing slow circles on my chest. “While we still can.”

I turned my head toward her. “What do you mean?”

She pressed her palm flat against her lower abdomen, a gesture so subtle I almost missed it. “I mean this. You inside me, no complications, no limitations.” A small smile played at the corner of her mouth. “In a few months, certain positions will become impossible. Then the baby arrives, and everything changes. So yes. We should make the most of the time we have left.”

“I wasn’t planning to stop,” I said.

“Good.” She shifted onto her side, facing me, her dark hair falling across the pillow. “But … your clients have priority” Her eyes moved over my face with that familiar calculating warmth, the look she wore when she was both satisfied and already planning three steps ahead.

“Of course.” After a moment I asked, “How’s the makeup company?”

She exhaled through her nose, a small, contented sound. “Lovely,” she said simply. “The new line launched ahead of schedule. Pre-orders exceeded projections by thirty percent. We’re expanding distribution into three new markets by the end of the quarter.” She said it the way someone else might say the weather was fine, effortlessly, as though building an empire was just something that happened when you paid attention. “The pregnancy has actually generated interest. Women respond to the idea of a powerful woman who is also becoming a mother. It humanizes the brand without softening it.”

“You’ve already figured out how to use it.”

“I figure out how to use everything,” she said. Then she sat up, pulling the sheet loosely around herself, and the businesswoman reassembled herself in real time, her spine straightening, her chin lifting. “Which brings me to the other reason I came today. And before you say anything, yes, there were two reasons. The fallout conversation was the first. This is the second.”

I watched her. “Go ahead.”

“Cleopatra,” she said.

I sat up. “Cleo?”

“Cleopatra, yes.” Isabelle reached for her blouse from the edge of the bed and began refastening the buttons. “When you brought her to that meeting with Sophia and me, I asked to see some of her work. Do you remember?”

“I remember,” I said. “A bit difficult to forget the joy on her face.”

“I commissioned a small collection from her. And the pieces she delivered.” She paused, and the pause carried real weight coming from a woman who rarely stopped for emphasis. “They were extraordinary. The concept, the execution, the way she’d integrated the fertility symbolism without making it obvious. It felt ancient and modern simultaneously. Wearable and striking. I wore one to a dinner in Paris last week and had four women ask me who designed it before the appetizers arrived.”

I stared at her. “You didn’t tell me any of this.”

“I wanted to be certain before I said anything.” She smoothed her skirt and stood, stepping into her heels. “I’m certain now. I want to turn it into a brand. A proper one, with backing, with distribution, with a campaign. Something that connects directly to the clinic and to everything we’re building here.” She glanced at me. “She has genuine talent. The kind that doesn’t need to be manufactured. It only needs to be pointed in the right direction.”

Something warm moved through my chest that had nothing to do with the power. Pride, I realized. Straightforward, uncomplicated pride in my lover.

“While you were busy breeding, I talked to her,” Isabelle added. “She’s been in the design room for the last two hours. Go see her. She’s been waiting, and she’s too polite to say she’s impatient, but she is.” The corner of her mouth lifted. “She gets that from you.”

I dressed quickly, and then we were both on our feet.

“I need to sit down with Laura and Helen and Alexis,” she said. “There are logistics to discuss. The donation program, the brand structure, distribution frameworks. It will take most of the afternoon.”

“I’ll find you when I’m done with Cleo.”

She crossed the room and straightened my collar with two precise fingers, then pressed a brief, firm kiss to my mouth. “Tell her I said she’s brilliant. But don’t tell her I said it too easily. She should have to work for the compliment.”

“I promise,” I told her.

I found the design room, a large, light-filled space that had been set up with long worktables and good natural light from the south-facing windows. The door was half-open, and I heard Cleo’s voice before I saw her.

“No, move it to the left. The left. Your other left, Madison.”

“That is my left.”

“That is aggressively not your left.”

I pushed the door open. Fabric samples covered one of the long tables in organized rows, swatches of cream and gold and deep terracotta and a warm olive green that caught the afternoon light beautifully. Sketches were pinned to a standing board along the far wall, detailed pencil drawings with color notations in the margins. Several finished garments hung on a rolling rack near the window, and even from across the room I could see that Isabelle had not been exaggerating.

Cleo stood in the center of the room with her back to me, her golden hair pulled into a loose knot, wearing a cropped white tee and high-waisted jeans. She had a pencil tucked behind one ear and was gesturing at Madison, who stood near the rack holding a draped piece of fabric and looking both amused and mildly defensive about her spatial awareness.

Madison saw me first. Her blue eyes lit up, and the smile that crossed her face was immediate and unguarded. She was wearing a fitted sundress in pale yellow that made her look like she’d stepped out of a magazine, her long blonde hair loose over her shoulders, her figure doing what Madison’s figure always did, which was make it extremely difficult to focus on anything else in the room.

“Alexander’s here,” Madison said.

Cleo spun around. “Finally.” She crossed the room and threw her arms around my waist, squeezing hard. I hugged her back, and she smelled like fabric and pencil shavings.

She pulled back and looked up at me, and then her nose wrinkled.

“You had sex with Isabelle,” she said.

I stared at her. “What?”

“Her perfume. It’s all over you.” She tilted her head, utterly unbothered, a grin spreading across her face. “Like, a lot of it. You clearly did not shower.” She turned back toward Madison. “Called it.”

Madison pressed her lips together, clearly trying not to laugh and failing completely.

“Can we move on,” I said.

“Absolutely.” Cleo grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the rack of garments, and the subject was dropped with the easy, unself-conscious speed that only Cleo could manage. “Okay, so look.”

She pulled the first piece from the rack and held it up, and I actually stopped.

It was a dress, floor-length, in a warm ivory silk that moved like water. The bodice was structured with subtle draped detailing across the chest that suggested classical sculpture without imitating it directly, and along the hem and the neckline there were embroidered details so small I had to look closely to read them. Stylized pomegranates. Wheat sheaves. Crescent shapes that could have been moons or could have been something older and more specific. The whole thing managed to feel simultaneously ancient and completely contemporary.

“They’re beautiful,” I said.

Beaming, she was watching my face with bright, hungry eyes, reading my reaction the way she’d always read me. She showed me the rest. A draped wrap dress in deep terracotta with gold thread detailing at the shoulders. A structured blazer in cream with the same subtle embroidery along the lapels. A flowing skirt in that warm olive green paired with a fitted top that left the midriff bare, the fabric of the skirt printed with a pattern so abstract it took a moment to resolve into what it actually was, intertwined figures, graceful and sensual without being explicit. A slip dress in pale gold that looked like it had been designed to make whoever wore it look like they were lit from within.

“Madison tried them on this morning,” Cleo said. “Tell him.”

“I’ve modeled a lot of clothes,” she said. “Good ones. Designer ones. These are different.” She paused. “I don’t know how else to say it. They make you feel like a goddess.”

“That’s the point,” Cleo said simply.

I looked at her. She was watching me with that mixture of pride and nerves that she’d never quite learned to hide.

“Isabelle told me about the brand,” I said.

“She told you.”

“She told me. And she was right.” I looked at the rack, at the sketches on the board, at the fabric samples laid out in their careful rows. “This is amazing work.”

She made a sound that was somewhere between a laugh and something that might have become crying if she’d let it, and she pressed both hands over her mouth for a second, and then she straightened and pulled herself together. “Okay,” she said. “Okay, good. Because I have ideas. A lot of ideas. And Madison is going to model the full collection, and I already have concepts for the campaign, and I was thinking the name—”

“Fertility,” Madison said.

Cleo pointed at her. “Fertility. Exactly. The brand is called Fertility. Directly connected to the clinic, directly connected to everything you’ve built here. The luxury, the sensuality, the idea of abundance and life and feminine power. Women who know what they want and aren’t afraid to want it.”

“It works on every level,” I said.

Cleo’s hands dropped from her mouth and she grabbed her sketch pad from the table, flipping to a page dense with notes and rough layouts. “The campaign needs to be editorial but warm. Not cold fashion. Not clinical but lush. The clinic as a backdrop, the ocean, the light. And I want real couples in it. Or at least the suggestion of couples. The idea of a man and a woman who are so drawn to each other that the clothes become part of the desire.”

She looked up from the pad. Her bright eyes moved to Madison, then to me, and I saw the idea forming in her expression a half second before she said it. “You two,” she said.

Madison turned to look at me. The smile she gave me was slow and deliberate, the kind that knew exactly what it was doing.

“Absolutely not,” I said.

“Absolutely yes,” Cleo said. She flipped the sketch pad around and showed me a rough layout, a tall male figure beside a woman in a flowing dress, the ocean behind them, the light warm and golden. “Look at this. Look at this composition. You’re six three. Madison is five nine. You’re both absurdly good-looking. The chemistry is already there, anyone in this room can feel it, and the camera will feel it ten times harder.”

“I’m not a model, Cleo.”

“You don’t need to be a model. You need to stand next to Madison in good light and look like you’re thinking about her.” She tilted her head. “Which, based on the last five minutes, does not appear to require any acting ability whatsoever.”

Madison laughed. She stepped closer to me, and she looked up at me with those blue eyes and the afternoon light caught her hair and turned it to gold.

“Come on,” she said. Her fingers found my forearm. “It’ll be good for the clinic. Isabelle will love it. And I promise I won’t bite.” A beat. “Unless you want me to.”

“Madison,” I said.

“Alexander,” she said back, mimicking my tone perfectly, and Cleo laughed so hard she had to sit down.

I looked at the sketch. I looked at the rack of clothes, at the quality of what Cleo had built. I looked at Madison standing there in the afternoon light looking like the answer to every question the brand was trying to ask.

“Fine,” I said.

Cleo was on her feet in an instant, already moving toward the rack. “Okay. Okay, good. We start tomorrow morning. The light on the south terrace is perfect before ten. I need you in the ivory linen shirt, the charcoal trousers, no tie, sleeves rolled. Madison, the gold slip dress and the terracotta wrap, we’ll do two looks minimum. And Alexander, do not shave tonight. The scruff is part of the composition.”

“You’ve already planned this,” I said.

She pulled a shirt from a separate section of the rack and held it against my chest, checking the proportions with one eye closed. “I planned this the moment Isabelle liked my design.” She patted my chest and hung the shirt back.

I kissed her on the lips. “I’m proud of you. I really am.”

She hugged me back.

* * *

The first shoot took three hours. Cleo moved us through the south terrace and down to the lower garden and finally to the cliff edge overlooking the water. She shot on a mirrorless camera that she handled with the confidence of someone who’d been doing it for years, calling adjustments in clipped, certain directions, repositioning Madison’s hand on my chest, tilting my chin, telling me to stop squinting and just look at her like I meant it.

Madison made it easy. She had the instincts of someone who had spent years in front of lenses, and she knew how to find her light and hold a position without it looking held. But what the camera caught between us wasn’t performance. It was the actual current that ran every time she was close to me, the way her body angled toward mine without being directed to, the way my hand found the curve of her waist and stayed there.

Cleo saw it in the viewfinder and made a sound of pure satisfaction.

“There,” she said. “That’s it. Don’t move.”

The shots she selected were extraordinary. I saw them that evening on her laptop, arranged in a preliminary edit, and even I could see what she’d captured. The gold slip dress against the ocean backdrop, Madison’s hair moving in the coastal wind, my hand at her waist and her face turned up toward mine in full love-mode. The terracotta wrap dress on the lower terrace, the two of us in profile, not quite touching, the tension of the gap between us doing more work than contact would have. A candid she’d taken when Madison had said something that made me laugh and I hadn’t known the shutter was open, the two of us in an unguarded moment that looked more intimate than any posed shot.

“These are the ones,” Cleo said, pointing at three images. “These are the campaigns.”

She posted the first one the following morning. A single image, no caption beyond the brand name and the clinic’s handle. Madison and I on the cliff edge, the Pacific behind us, the light doing everything Cleo had said it would do.

By noon it had been shared forty thousand times.

By evening the number had crossed two hundred thousand and the clinic’s inquiry inbox had crashed twice.

Isabelle called at nine that night and I could hear the smile in her voice before she said a word. “I just got off the phone with a journalist from three separate publications who all want to know who the man in the photograph is,” she said. “I told them he was unavailable for comment. Which, naturally, made them want to know more.”

The second image went up the following week. It generated more engagement than the first. Comments from women who wanted to know if the clinic was accepting new clients, from other women who wanted to know if the man in the photograph was the treatment, from photographers who wanted to know who had shot it, and also, the clothes. They wanted to buy those garments.

By the end of the month, the Fertility brand had an impressive social media following. The inquiry list had grown so long that Helen restructured the intake process twice. Isabelle hired two additional staff members to handle correspondence alone.

And Cleo, my nineteen-year-old girlfriend with a pencil behind her ear and golden hair and a camera she’d taught herself to use, had built something impressive and achieved one of her dreams.

* * *

The morning the sperm donation program launched operationally was a Tuesday. The ocean was flat and silver outside the clinic windows. Helen had converted one of the private suites into a collection room. She’d been thorough about it. The medical equipment was there, the labeled tubes in their sterile rack, the processing materials arranged on a side table. It looked less like a procedure room and more like a private suite that happened to contain medical equipment.

Alexis was already there when I arrived. She stood near the window in her white coat, her honey-blonde hair down around her shoulders, reviewing a chart on a tablet. She looked up when I came in, and her expression was the one she wore when she was managing competing feelings, the calm professional surface over something more complicated underneath.

Helen was beside her, also in her white coat, her dark hair pulled back.

“Everything’s ready,” Helen said. She gestured toward the collection setup. “We have fifty tubes today. The processing team is standing by.”

I looked at the rack of labeled tubes and felt the weight of what we were actually doing settle over me. Fifty … Today. And if the program scaled the way Isabelle projected, that number would grow week by week until it was something I couldn’t fully picture yet, but I knew it would be a lot of ejaculations.

“How does this work, exactly,” I said. “Walk me through it.”

Helen and Alexis exchanged a glance.

“Manual collection,” Helen said. “We need to maximize yield per session, which means the process needs to be thorough and unhurried.” She paused and grinned. “Alexis and I will assist.”

The word assist hung in the air between the three of us for a moment.

Alexis set her tablet down on the side table. She looked at me directly, and I watched her locate the professional frame she needed and step inside it. “Are you hard, or do I have to make you?”

“Some help wouldn’t hurt.”

Helen dimmed the lights slightly, and the room settled into a warm amber glow. Alexis crossed to the side table and removed her white coat, folding it over the back of a chair. Underneath she wore a simple fitted top and slacks, but when Helen also removed her coat and set it aside, I understood that the coats had been the professional boundary they’d chosen to mark, and removing them was a signal.

Alexis’s figure was exactly what it always was, full and soft and warm, the double-D curves of her chest visible through the thin fabric of her top, her waist defined, her hips rounded and feminine. She moved to stand in front of me.

“Sit down,” she said softly.

I sat on the edge of the bed. Helen moved to my right, and Alexis stood directly in front of me. I could smell her, that familiar warm honey-and-clean-linen scent that was simply her.

Alexis’s hands found my belt. She worked it open with steady fingers, and then the button, and then the zip, and she pushed the fabric back and freed me, and the air of the room hit my skin and I was already hard.

She wrapped both hands around me, and the contact sent a current through my entire body that started at the base of my spine and spread outward to my fingertips. Her hands were warm and soft, and I’d missed them on my cock. She stroked me, her hand gliding up and down.

Helen’s hand joined hers a moment later, her grip slightly firmer, her technique different but complementary, the two of them working together. I let myself settle into it, my hands loose at my sides, my head tipped back slightly. Helen’s grip tightened on the upstroke and Alexis’s thumbs swept across the head on the downstroke, and the combination of the two was already doing things to my concentration that made the rest of the room feel very far away.

Then Helen stopped. I felt her shift beside me, and I looked down just as she lowered her head and took me into her mouth. The sound I made was not dignified.

Her lips sealed around me and she sucked me deep, her dark hair falling forward over her shoulder, and her tongue worked the underside of my shaft with a slow, rolling pressure that made my thighs tighten involuntarily. Alexis’s hands kept moving, stroking what Helen’s mouth hadn’t taken, and the two of them together were a thing I had no adequate framework for.

Alexis watched Helen work for a moment. Her lower lip pressed between her teeth. Then she leaned in.

“Move over,” she said quietly.

Helen pulled back with a soft pop and Alexis took her place, opening wide and swallowing me whole. She took her time about it in a way that suggested she was enjoying herself at least as much as she was helping me. Her tongue swept the length of me before she plunged my cock deeper, and I felt the power surge and pulse through the contact and heard her make a low, satisfied sound around me.

Helen’s hand wrapped around the base while Alexis worked the top, and then they were trading off, one mouth replacing the other. Alexis pulled back and looked up at me, her lips slick, her light brown eyes dark.

“Don’t you dare come in my mouth,” she said. Her voice was perfectly steady except for the slight breathlessness at the edges. “Or on either of our faces. We need every drop in those cups.”

“I know.”

“I mean it, Alexander.”

“Alexis.”

Helen made a sound that might have been a laugh if her mouth hadn’t been occupied. Alexis went back down, and whatever restraint she’d been maintaining before the reminder had apparently been released by saying it out loud, because she stopped being thorough and started being horny, and the combination of her mouth, Helen’s hand, the warm amber light, the smell of the room, and the power running hot through every nerve ending I possessed meant that the clock on the whole exercise was moving faster than any of us had planned.

I felt it gathering at the base of my spine, that deep tightening that meant the point of no return was close, and I put my hand gently on Alexis’s shoulder.

“Now,” I said.

She pulled back immediately. Helen was already moving, reaching for the first labeled tube, and Alexis’s hands replaced her mouth, both of them stroking, fast and firm, and I gripped the edge of the mattress and let it go.

The first pulse hit the tube Helen held and she pulled it back and swapped it for the second before I’d finished the thought, and then the third. The fourth tube … The fifth, and lastly, the sixth Alexis kept stroking me through it, her hands steady and sure, and by the time the last pulse had moved through me and I sat there breathing like I’d run a sprint, Helen was capping the sixth tube and setting it carefully in the rack.

She stood back and looked at the six filled collection tubes, then at me, then at Alexis.

“Six,” she said.

Alexis exhaled slowly. She was still holding me, loosely now, and she proudly looked at the rack. “Six,” she confirmed. She looked up at me, and the smile that crossed her face was the proudest thing I had ever seen on a human being. “That’s my boy.”

I laughed despite everything. “Alexis.”

“I’m allowed to be proud.” She released me and reached for a sterile cloth from the side table, pressing it gently against my skin. “That’s an extraordinary yield. Isabelle is going to be very pleased.”

Helen was already labeling the sixth tube with the careful handwriting she used for everything important. I looked at the rack and saw dollar signs. The scale of it was still settling somewhere in my chest in a way I hadn’t fully processed. I sat up straighter and looked at the two of them. “Do you want to take a break, or should we go again?”

Alexis bit her bottom lip. “We’re definitely ready … are you?”

I let the power move through me the way I’d learned to direct it, a specific pulse that redirected blood flow and cleared the post-orgasm exhaustion from my muscles, and I felt myself begin to harden again before I’d finished the thought. Alexis’s eyes dropped. Helen’s did too.

“We can go again,” I said. “But this time.” I looked at both of them. “I want to see your breasts.”

The silence lasted about two seconds. Then Alexis and Helen looked at each other, and the look they exchanged was the kind that had no words in it because none were needed, and then they both smiled at the same time, horny and warm and entirely unsurprised, and Alexis reached for the hem of her fitted top.

* * *

By evening the collection room had processed nine sessions and the processing team had confirmed viable yields across every tube. Helen had sent the preliminary numbers to Isabelle before dinner, and Isabelle had replied with a single line that said the projections needed to be revised upward and that she would call in the morning.

I wanted to see Laura, and I found her in a room. She was curled into the corner of the sofa with her shoes off and her legs tucked beneath her, a glass of wine balanced on the armrest, and she looked up when I came in with such warmth that something in my chest loosened after the long day.

She was still in the clothes she’d worn that morning, a fitted cream blouse and dark trousers, but her hair had come loose from whatever she’d pinned it into and was falling soft around her face, and the professional composure she wore like a second skin during working hours had gone somewhere quiet and private. She looked like herself.

“There you are,” she said.

I dropped onto the sofa beside her, and she moved automatically to make room without taking her eyes off me, the way people do when they’ve already decided they want you close before you’ve even sat down.

“Long day,” I said.

“I heard.” She smiled over the rim of her glass. “Helen gave me the numbers from the collection sessions.” She shook her head, and the smile widened into something that was half admiration and half the particular delight of an accountant looking at a figure that exceeded every projection. “That’s extraordinary.”

“It was a team effort.” It sure was. Alexis and Helen had helped with every ejaculation, fulfilling all my sexual wishes while making me come, one orgasm after another.

She laughed at that. “I’m sure it was.” She set the glass down on the side table and turned toward me more fully, tucking one knee up between us. “I want to say something, and I need you to actually hear it and not deflect.”

“Go ahead.”

“The salary,” she said. “The title. Everything you’ve given me since I started working for you.” She paused, and I could see her choosing the words carefully, the way she did when something mattered enough to get right. “I’ve worked in finance for twenty years. I’ve been competent and professional and reliable and I’ve been paid adequately for it. Not generously but adequately. And I had made a kind of peace with that, the idea that adequate was what I was worth.” Her eyes found mine and held them. “You changed that. Not just the number, though the number is genuinely life-changing. But the way you did it. That I deserved more. That I was worth more.”

“You were,” I said. “You are.”

“I know that now.” Her hand found mine on the cushion between us, and her fingers interlaced with mine, and the contact was simple and warm and carried none of the performance that sometimes crept into physical connection after a long day. “I feel it. For the first time in a very long time, I actually feel it. And I’m extremely grateful for everything.”

I looked at her. The curve of her, the fullness of her figure beneath the cream blouse, the way she’d come into herself over the past weeks in a way that went beyond the title and the salary. She leaned forward and kissed me, and her hand came up and found the side of my face, and I felt the warmth of her palm against my jaw. She pulled back just far enough to look at me. Her lips were slightly parted, her cheeks flushed.

“I want you again,” she said. “I know it’s been a long day.” She pressed her lips together, amused at herself. “I’m trying to say this without it sounding like I’m putting in a work order.”

“It doesn’t sound like that.”

“Good.” She moved closer. “Then I’m asking.”

I reached for her, my hand finding the curve of her waist, and she came willingly, shifting toward me on the sofa, her knee pressing against my thigh, and I was pulling her closer when the knock came at the sitting room door.

We both stilled.

The door opened two inches and Alexis’s voice came through the gap, careful and apologetic but carrying that particular tone she used when the apology was genuine but the interruption was non-negotiable.

“Alexander. I’m sorry. I know the day is done.”

Laura exhaled through her nose in a way that was very controlled. I looked at the door. “Come in, Alexis.”

The door opened fully and she stepped in, still in her white coat from earlier, though she’d pinned her hair back up at some point. She looked at the two of us on the sofa and her expression managed to be professionally neutral about what she’d clearly walked in on.

“There’s an application,” she said. “A new one. It came in this afternoon but I only just finished reviewing it.” She held the tablet out toward me. “It’s for the Romantic Package. I know the timing is poor, but she’s been waiting on a response and I think you should look at it before I send anything back.”

Laura sat up slightly and reached for her wine glass, giving me the polite distance of someone who understood how to share a space gracefully.

I took the tablet. The application was thorough, several pages, the intake form filled in with the careful completeness of someone who had thought about this for a long time. I scrolled through it. The name at the top was Chanel Moreau.

The photograph she’d submitted was the kind that stopped you. She was in her mid-forties, though the number felt almost irrelevant against the image itself. Dark auburn hair, thick and loose around her shoulders. Full lips, a wide, expressive mouth. Dark eyes with a steadiness in them that suggested someone who had learned to look at things directly. Her figure in the photograph was striking, the kind of curves that belonged to a woman who had lived in her body long enough to be entirely comfortable there, full and warm and completely unapologetic about it.

The occupation field said actress. I recognized the name once I had the face to attach it to. She’d been working steadily for twenty years.

I read further. She’d had twins at nineteen, a relationship that hadn’t lasted, a career that had, and two children she described as the best thing she’d ever done. She had spent three years pursuing fertility treatments through conventional channels without success. She was specific about what she wanted: A child. She wanted to be a mother again, on her own terms, while she still could.

I handed the tablet back to Alexis.

“Accept her,” I said.

Alexis smiled, the look she wore when the right call had been made without needing to argue for it. “I’ll send the confirmation tonight.”

“Schedule her for next week. Give her the full intake process, not the abbreviated version.”

“Of course.” She took the tablet and tucked it against her chest. Her eyes moved briefly to Laura again, and this time the professional neutrality had a small, warm edge to it. “I’ll leave you both to your evening.”

She pulled the door shut behind her, and the room settled back into the quiet it had been before.

Laura waited a beat, then set her wine glass down again. “Twins,” she said.

“At a young age.”

“And she wants another.” She shook her head slowly, not in judgment but in something closer to recognition. “There’s something very specific about wanting that again. Knowing what it costs and wanting it anyway.”

I looked at her. Something in the way she’d said it carried a weight that wasn’t quite about Chanel.

She felt me looking and glanced up, and the flush that crossed her cheeks was immediate and involuntary. She pressed her lips together. She looked down at her hands for a moment, then back up at me, and the thing she was deciding whether to say moved across her face in real time. “There’s something I want to ask you. And I need you to not make it strange, because it already feels strange to say out loud and I don’t have a better way to approach it.”

“Say it.”

She exhaled. “Madison.”

I waited.

“I think about it,” she said. “I know how that sounds. I know exactly how it sounds and I’ve had this argument with myself approximately forty times in the last two weeks.” Her fingers found the stem of her wine glass and turned it slowly without lifting it. “But I think about what it would be like. The three of us. And I can’t stop thinking about it.” She looked at me directly, and the frankness in her expression was the most honest thing in the room. “She’s attracted to you. That’s not a guess, that’s just a fact. And I want…” She paused. “I want to be there for it. I want to be part of it. With her.”

The room was very quiet.

“Does she even know that I slept with you?” I asked her.

She chuckled. “Of course, I told her … But asking her for a threesome is a bit intimidating.”

I thought about Madison on the south terrace, her fingers on my forearm, her blue eyes doing exactly what they always did. I thought about the candid photograph Cleo had taken, the one that had crossed two hundred thousand shares.

“I’ll bring it up once the timing is right,” I said.

Laura’s breath came out in a slow exhale. “Promise me.”

“I promise.”

She held my gaze for another second, reading the certainty in it. Then she leaned forward and kissed me. Her hand came up to my jaw the way it had before the knock at the door, her palm warm and deliberate, and this time there was no interruption coming and both of us knew it.


Chapter 6

The morning of Chanel’s appointment, I stood in front of the bathroom mirror and tried to tie my bow tie for the third time. The silk kept slipping through my fingers, and the knot kept coming out lopsided. I pulled the tie loose and tried again.

The door opened behind me without a knock and Cleo leaned against the frame in her hoodie with a mug of hot chocolate in one hand, her golden hair loose, squinting at me.

“That’s pathetic,” she said.

“Good morning to you too.”

She set the mug on the counter and pushed herself off the doorframe. “Move.”

I moved. She stepped in front of the mirror and her hands took the ends of the tie from mine with the kind of certainty that made the whole thing look like it had been easy all along. Her fingers worked fast and precise, folding and tucking, and the bow came together in about ten seconds, perfectly centered, the ends even.

“There,” she said. She patted the knot twice. “You’re welcome.”

“Thank you.”

She picked her mug back up and leaned against the counter, watching me straighten my collar in the mirror. The tuxedo was the same one I’d worn to Sophia’s party, the black silk crisp, the white shirt pressed. I’d shaved that morning, and the suit fit the way it had been designed to fit, the cut following the line of my shoulders and the taper of my waist without any of the pulling or looseness that meant a tailor had guessed.

“You look good,” Cleo said. She said it casually, the way she said most things, but she was looking at me with that particular assessment she did when she was checking her work. “The tie is the right length. The collar sits flat. Your hair is acceptable.” A pause. “For once.”

“My hair is always acceptable.”

“Your hair has a mind of its own and we both know it.” She took a sip of her hot chocolate. “Where are you going again?”

“Beverly Hills. Chanel Moreau’s house.”

Cleo’s eyes went wide over the rim of the mug. “Chanel Moreau. The one who was in that movie with the—”

“Yes.”

She set the mug down. “You’re meeting so many celebrities.”

“I’m doing a lot more than just simply meeting them,” I told her with a wink.

“Don’t get cocky now,” she said with a giggle.

“Have been for a while now,” I told her playfully.

She stared at me for a long moment, and then she did something she rarely did, which was looking genuinely impressed. “Okay,” she said. She picked the mug back up and walked toward the door, then turned back. “Don’t mess up your tie on the drive over. I’m not coming with you to fix it.”

“I won’t.”

“And Alexander?”

I looked at her.

“Be nice to her.” The teasing had gone out of her voice, replaced by something quieter. “She’s probably nervous.”

I nodded. Cleo pulled the door shut behind her, and I heard the soft pad of her slippers moving down the hallway, and then the mansion was quiet again.

I checked the mirror one more time. The tie was perfect. The suit was perfect. My hair, contrary to Cleo’s assessment, was behaving itself. I pulled on the Italian leather shoes.

* * *

The drive to Beverly Hills took forty minutes in morning traffic. The Lamborghini drew the usual attention on the freeway, the heads turning, the phones coming up behind tinted windows, and I let it happen without engaging with it. The morning was warm and clear, the hills green from the last rain, the sky that specific shade of pale blue that didn’t exist anywhere else.

Chanel’s address was in the hills above Sunset, on a street lined with mature palms and low walls behind which the houses sat far enough back from the road to feel private. I pulled through the gate, which she’d left open for me, and followed the driveway up through a garden that had clearly been planted by someone who loved it, the beds full and layered, the colors chosen for texture rather than impact. The house itself was a two-story Mediterranean, white stucco with a red tile roof, modest by the standards of the neighborhood but beautiful in the way that came from care rather than money. The front door was dark wood with an iron handle, and there were two tall windows on either side, and through one of them I could see a living room with warm lighting and pale furniture.

I parked on the circular drive and killed the engine. The silence that followed was full of garden sounds, the buzz of bees in the lavender near the path, the distant call of a jay somewhere in the trees.

I got out. I straightened the jacket. I walked to the front door and rang the bell. She opened shortly after.

Chanel stood in the doorway, and the photograph on the application hadn’t done a single thing justice. She was wearing a cream silk blouse. The blouse was tucked into wide-legged black trousers that sat high on her waist and fell in a clean line to the floor, and the combination of the two made her figure look like something drawn rather than dressed, the hourglass shape clear beneath the elegant lines. Her chestnut hair was down, falling past her shoulders in thick waves that had been brushed to a soft shine, and it moved when she turned her head, catching the morning light through the open door. Her skin was warm and sun-kissed, and her hazel eyes were wide and bright and carrying an expression that I recognized immediately because I’d seen it on every woman who walked through the clinic’s doors for the first time. Hope, nervousness and the specific kind of excitement that came from wanting something so badly you’d already pictured it a thousand times before it happened.

“Alexander,” she said. Her voice was warm, slightly husky. “Please, come in.”

I stepped forward, and before she could extend her hand for a formal greeting, I cupped her waist, and kissed her before either of us could overthink it. She made a surprised sound against my mouth, her body tensing for just a moment before melting into the contact.

When I pulled back, her cheeks had flushed a deep rose that spread down her neck and disappeared beneath the cream silk. Her lips parted slightly, her breathing quickened.

“I… wasn’t expecting that,” she said, touching her fingers to her lips.

“Good,” I replied, smiling. “First impressions should be memorable.”

She laughed. “Well, mission accomplished.” She stepped back, gesturing for me to enter. “Please, make yourself comfortable.”

The foyer opened into a spacious living room with high ceilings and large windows that let in streams of morning light. The furniture was elegant but lived-in, photographs arranged on side tables, books stacked neatly on shelves. It felt like a home rather than a showpiece.

“Can I offer you something to drink?” Chanel asked, moving toward a well-stocked bar cart in the corner. “I have everything from coffee to champagne.”

“Whatever you’re having,” I said, settling onto a plush cream sofa.

She glanced over her shoulder, her hazel eyes meeting mine. “I was thinking of champagne, actually. It’s not every day I meet a… well, someone like you.”

“What do you mean by that?”

She blushed lightly. “Someone young and hot.”

I watched as she poured two glasses. When she returned, she sat closer than necessary, our knees almost touching as she handed me a glass.

“To unexpected beginnings,” she said, raising her glass.

“To new possibilities,” I replied, touching my glass to hers.

She took a sip, then set her glass down, studying me openly. “I have to admit, I’m surprised. You’re much younger than I expected. How old are you, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Twenty-one,” I said.

Her eyebrows rose. “Twenty-one,” she repeated, as if testing the word. “And you run that entire clinic?”

“I do. With help, of course.”

She shook her head slowly, a smile playing at her lips. “I knew you’d be attractive from the photograph in your application, but seeing you in person…” She trailed off, her gaze moving over my face. “It’s been a dream of mine, actually. Being with a younger man. Someone who looks at me like you’re looking at me right now.”

“And how am I looking at you?” I asked.

“Like you see me,” she said simply. “Not just the actress, not just the mother of grown children, but me.”

I took her hand, turning it over to trace the lines of her palm. “Tell me about your daughters.”

Her face lit up at the mention of them. “They’re my whole world. My twins, Emma and Olivia. They’re nineteen now, can you believe it? I had them when I was in my early twenties.” She laughed, a warm sound. “Everyone told me it would ruin my career, that I was too young, but it was the best decision I ever made. Being a young mother… There’s something magical about it. You have so much energy, so much love to give.”

She looked away, her expression softening with memory. “I miss those days sometimes. The chaos of it all, the sticky fingers, the bedtime stories. Now they’re grown women with their own dreams and ambitions.”

“What are they doing now?”

“They want to be actresses, just like their mom.” Pride and concern mingled in her voice. “They had some minor roles in Disney films when they were teenagers. Cute little parts. But now they’re auditioning for something bigger, a new series that’s being developed. They’re both desperate to get it.”

“I’m sure they’ll be wonderful,” I said.

She smiled gratefully. “They’ve worked so hard. I’m just not sure how much help I can give them these days. The industry has changed so much since I started.”

“You heard about me through Sophia, didn’t you?” I asked.

Chanel nodded, taking another sip of champagne. “I’ve been a fan of her work for years. Those period dramas she did? Perfection.” She paused, her eyes meeting mine. “I don’t know her personally, though. Not really. But I’m more connected than most people in the industry. We move in similar circles, have some mutual friends. When I heard about your clinic, about what you offer… I knew I had to reach out.”

I moved closer, my hand finding the curve of her waist. “And now I’m here.”

“And now you’re here,” she repeated, her voice dropping to a whisper.

I leaned in, capturing her mouth in a slow, deep kiss. She responded immediately, her hand coming up to cup my jaw, her fingers threading into my hair. The taste of champagne on her lips was sweet.

When we broke apart, her eyes were dark with desire. “You’re such a good kisser.”

She pulled back from the kiss, her fingers still resting against my jaw, her thumb tracing the line of it like she was memorizing the shape. Her cheeks were flushed deep rose, her lips parted, and I could feel the quickened rhythm of her breathing even across the small distance she’d put between us.

“I need a second,” she said, laughing quietly at herself. “Sorry. I just.” She shook her head. “I’m nervous.”

“I know.”

“Not about this, exactly. About.” She gestured vaguely. “The other part. The part you actually came to me for.” She reached for her champagne glass and held it without drinking from it. “I’m forty-three years old, Alexander. I had my daughters at a young age. That was almost twenty years ago. My body has done this before, but it was a different body then. A different version of me.” She set the glass back down. “I want this more than I’ve wanted anything in a very long time, but I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t scared.”

“Scared of what specifically?”

She looked at me. “That it won’t work. That I’m too old and the window has already closed and I’ve built this whole dream around something my body can no longer do.” A pause. “And also, honestly, scared that it will work, and that I’ll be sixty-two at my child’s high school graduation.”

“That last part,” I said. “That’s not a reason to stop. That’s a reason to start.”

She studied me for a moment. “Have you been with women my age before? Women in their forties?”

“Many.”

“And did it.” She chose her words carefully. “Did it work for them the way it’s supposed to?”

I thought about the women who had come through the clinic’s doors in the past months. The ones in their late thirties who had spent years and small fortunes on conventional treatments. The ones in their early forties who had been told by three separate specialists that their numbers were too low and their window was essentially closed. I thought about the calls Helen had relayed, the messages, the photographs that arrived months after final appointments.

“There are women in their forties who are pregnant right now because of what I can do,” I said. “Women who were told it was impossible. They came to the clinic scared and hopeful and exhausted from hoping, and they left differently. Not just pregnant but differently.” I held her gaze. “Younger isn’t quite the right word, but it’s close. More alive, like something that had gone quiet in them had been switched back on.”

Her lips parted slightly. “And you can tell? Already? That it’s working?”

“Your body has been responding since I walked through the door,” I said. “The flush in your skin. The way you’re breathing right now. That’s not nerves. That’s your body recognizing something it wants.” I reached out and brushed a strand of chestnut hair back from her cheek. “I’ll make sure you enjoy every moment of this. That’s not a sales pitch. That’s what I’m here for.”

She absorbed that. Her eyes moved over my face with the same directness she’d had in the photograph, and I could see her deciding how much to let herself believe it.

“Has anyone gotten too attached?”

I didn’t look away. “Yes, some write to Helen asking for more appointments than the program allows. I’m always honest about what this is and what I can offer. I’m not someone’s partner or boyfriend. I’m something specific, and I’ve learned that being clear about that upfront prevents most of the damage.”

She nodded slowly. “That’s a remarkably mature thing for a young man to say.”

“I’ve had to grow up fast.”

She turned the champagne glass in her fingers. “Do you know what it’s like to be a woman in Hollywood in your forties? With children?”

“Tell me.”

“You become invisible,” she said. The words came out flat, not dramatic, which made them land harder. “Not all at once but gradually. The roles get smaller or they stop coming entirely, and the men who used to look at you a certain way start looking through you, and the industry that spent twenty years telling you that your value was tied to your desirability quietly stops calling.” She set the glass down. “And the men you date either want the actress, the version of you that exists on screens, or they see the mother and the age and they decide you’re somehow past some invisible line they’ve drawn.” A short, humorless laugh. “I went on a date last year with a man my age. Perfectly nice, successful and twenty minutes in he told me that he was really looking for someone who could give him children, and he said it in this tone, this apologetic, regretful tone, like he was doing me a favor by being upfront about it, like the conversation was already over.”

She looked at me. “And then you walk in. Young and hot. And you look at me like.” She stopped.

“Like what?”

“Like you see me,” she said. “Not the actress. Not someone’s mother. Not a woman on the wrong side of some arbitrary timeline, just me.” She shook her head. “It’s extraordinarily liberating and also slightly terrifying.”

“You are a beautiful, desirable woman,” I said. “That’s not a line. That’s what I see when I look at you. Your age is not something I’m overlooking. It’s part of what I see.”

She held my gaze for a long moment. Then the corner of her mouth lifted, and her nervousness gave way to something warmer and more playful.

“You’re young,” she said. “Do you even know what to do with a woman like me?”

I smiled. I closed the distance between us, my hand finding her waist and pulling her closer, and before she could say anything else I lowered my mouth to the curve of her neck, just below her ear, and I pressed my lips there slowly, feeling the pulse jump beneath her skin. My other hand slid to her back and I felt her spine soften under my palm. Then I moved lower along her neck, my mouth warm against her sun-kissed skin.

“Oh,” she breathed.

I brought my mouth back to hers, pulling her fully against me, and she kissed me back with the kind of abandon that had nothing tentative left in it. Her fingers dug into my shoulders. She laughed against my lips, breathless and surprised at herself, and then the laugh dissolved back into the kiss.

When we broke apart she was flushed all the way down her throat, her eyes dark.

“Okay,” she said. “Point made.”

I kept my hand at her waist. The warmth between us had shifted into something more serious, and she felt it too. I could see it in the way her expression changed.

“I need you to know something,” she said. Her voice had dropped. “I didn’t come to you just for the pregnancy. I mean, I did, that’s the reason on the application, that’s the reason I’ve been telling myself.” She pressed her lips together. “But what I actually want, underneath all of it, is to feel desired again. I want to feel like a woman someone genuinely wants.” She looked at me steadily. “I want to feel that again before I convince myself it’s gone.”

“That’s exactly what I’m here for,” I said.

She held my gaze for another moment, and I watched something release in her, some held breath she’d been keeping for longer than just today.

Then I kissed her again, deeper this time, and my hand moved up her back to press her closer, and she came without hesitation, her body against mine, her fingers finding the back of my neck. The kiss was slow and thorough and I felt the power stir in my chest and begin to move through me, warming the contact between us, and her breath caught against my mouth. She pulled me toward her as she leaned back against the cushions, and I followed her down, and the conversation dissolved completely.

I worked the buttons of her cream silk blouse open one by one, and she watched my hands with her lower lip between her teeth, her chest rising and falling faster. The blouse fell open and I eased it from her shoulders, and she lifted slightly to let me draw it free. Beneath it she wore a pale blush-colored bra, soft and simple. Her waist curved inward and her hips flared wide and the fullness of her was warm and real and entirely unself-conscious in a way that had nothing to do with performance.

I reached behind her and unclasped the bra. She let me remove it, and her hands went briefly to her hair, pulling it loose so it fell around her shoulders, and she looked at me from beneath it.

The wide-legged trousers had a side zip. I found it and drew it down and she lifted her hips and I pulled them off along with everything beneath, and she lay back against the cushions and let me look, and what I saw was a woman who had no reason to be self-conscious about a single thing. The full curves of her breasts, the soft weight of them, the warmth of her skin in the morning light coming through the tall windows. The gentle curve of her belly and the flare of her hips and the strong lines of her thighs. She was stunning in the way that belonged entirely to a woman who had lived in her body long enough to know it, and the knowing was written into every line of her.

Her eyes dropped to my lap. She stared for a moment, and then she looked up at me with an expression that was caught between disbelief and hunger.

“Is that?” She gestured. “Is that real?”

“Come and find out,” I said.

She sat up and her hands found my belt with fingers that were not entirely steady, working the buckle open, and then the button, and then she pushed the trousers down my hips and her palm pressed flat against me through the fabric that remained and she made a low, involuntary sound.

“There are no socks in there,” I said.

She laughed, startled out of her composure, and the laugh was genuine and warm and it broke whatever remaining tension she’d been holding. “I wasn’t going to ask that.”

“You were thinking it.”

“I was absolutely thinking it.” She hooked her fingers into the waistband and pulled the last of the fabric down, and my cock sprang free, thick and heavy, and she went completely still.

She stared at it the way people stare at something they’ve been told about but haven’t quite believed until the moment it’s in front of them. Her lips parted. Her breath came out in a slow, unsteady exhale.

“That’s not possible,” she said quietly.

“It is.”

She looked up at me in disbelief. She reached out and wrapped both hands around me, and even together they didn’t fully close, and she made that low sound again, and her grip tightened as though confirming what her eyes had already told her.

“Take the rest off,” she whispered.

I stood and stripped the shirt off my shoulders, dropping it onto the arm of the sofa. The trousers followed. I watched her face the whole time.

She sat back against the cushions and looked at me. Her hazel eyes moved across my chest and shoulders, the cut of my arms, the line of my stomach, and the flush that had already been living in her cheeks deepened and spread down her throat and across her collarbones.

“You’re twenty-one,” she said again.

“You keep saying that,” I said.

“I keep needing to remind myself.” She reached out and pressed her palm flat against my abs, and I felt the warmth of her hand against my skin, and beneath that I felt the power stir, like heat moving through water. “You’re beautiful,” she said simply. “I don’t mean that as a compliment. I mean it as a fact I’m having trouble processing.”

I moved toward her, and she shifted back against the cushions to make room for me, and I lowered myself over her. My hands found her hips, her waist, the warm curves of her, and I let the power move through my palms the way I’d learned to direct it, a slow pulse that spread from the contact points outward. I felt it travel from my hands into her skin.

She inhaled sharply. “What was that,” she said.

“Your body recognizing what it wants,” I said.

She made a sound that wasn’t quite a word. Her back arched slightly, her head tipping back against the cushions, and I watched the color deepen across her chest and throat in real time. Her thighs pressed together and then fell open, and the scent of her reached me, warm and musky, and I knew the power had done exactly what it was designed to do.

“Alexander,” she breathed. The word came out unsteady, like she’d meant to say something else and lost it halfway through. Her hips moved against the cushions, an involuntary movement she probably hadn’t decided to make.

I pressed my palm flat against the inside of her thigh and sent another slow pulse through it, and she gasped, her hand flying to my forearm and gripping hard.

“I’m.” She stopped. “I’m already.” She laughed, slightly frantic, slightly helpless. “What are you doing to me?”

“Nothing yet,” I said.

She looked up at me with the helpless, hungry expression of someone who had entirely stopped pretending to be composed, and she pulled me down toward her by the back of my neck.

I kissed her slowly. My hand moved from her thigh upward, finding the heat of her, and she was slick and swollen and the sound she made into my mouth when I touched her was the most honest thing I’d heard all morning. I stroked her gently, feeling the pulse of the power move through the contact, and her hips rose to meet my hand, chasing the sensation, her fingers tightening in my hair.

“Please,” she said against my lips. “I need … I can’t.” She exhaled hard. “Please.”

I positioned myself against her entrance, the head of my cock pressing at the soft heat of her, and I felt her tense for just a moment, that last instinct of preparation before everything changed.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Her hazel eyes found mine and stayed there. I pushed forward slowly, letting her feel every inch of the stretch, watching her face as I did. Her mouth fell open, and her hands found my back and gripped hard. I stopped when I was halfway in, giving her body time to adjust, feeling the warm clench of her around me.

“God,” she said. The word came out in pieces. “You’re so.” She stopped trying to finish the sentence.

I pressed deeper, slow and steady, until I was fully seated inside her, and the sound she made was low and completely unguarded, a moan that started in her chest and came out without any performance in it whatsoever. Her legs wrapped around my hips, her heels pressing against the backs of my thighs, and I felt the power surge through the connection between us, that deep amplifying pulse that made every nerve ending more present and every sensation more complete.

I began to fuck her slowly, enjoying every inch as I withdrew almost completely before sliding back in with deep strokes. Chanel’s eyes stayed locked on mine, wide and luminous with wonder and building pleasure. Her body welcomed me completely, hot and slick and incredibly tight despite her age and history. The power flowed between us, warming her from the inside out, amplifying every ridge and vein of my cock as it stretched her walls.

“Oh God, Alexander,” she whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. One hand cupped my face tenderly, thumb brushing my cheek as if she couldn’t believe I was real. “You feel… incredible.”

I leaned down, capturing her lips in a loving kiss that matched the rhythm of our bodies. Our tongues danced slowly and intimately, while my hips rolled against hers. I was making love to her, pouring the power into every connection point: my chest pressed to her full breasts, my hands cradling her hips, my cock buried to the hilt in her welcoming heat. Each thrust sent ripples of enhanced sensation through her, turning simple friction into waves of ecstasy that made her gasp and moan into my mouth.

Her legs tightened around me, heels digging into my back as she urged me deeper. I obliged, picking up the pace just enough to build the intensity without rushing this moment she’d waited so long for. Her chestnut hair spilled across the cushions like silk, her full breasts bouncing gently with every thrust. I broke the kiss to trail my lips down her neck, sucking softly at her pulse point, then lower to lick one rosy nipple. I drew it into my mouth, suckling with tender reverence while my hand kneaded the other breast, feeling its soft weight and warmth.

Chanel arched beneath me, crying out softly. “Yes… like that. I’ve missed this feeling. Being touched like I’m… cherished.” Her voice cracked with raw honesty, tears of overwhelming pleasure glistening at the corners of her eyes. I kissed them away, whispering against her skin, “You are cherished. You’re beautiful, Chanel. Every part of you.”

The power surged stronger now, a deep, pulsing warmth that spread from where we were joined throughout her entire body. I could feel it working. Her inner muscles fluttered and squeezed, milking my thick length as I drove into her with increasing fervor. The wet, intimate sounds of our coupling filled the sunlit living room, mingling with her breathy moans and my low groans of pleasure.

Chanel’s nails raked down my back possessively, as if anchoring herself to this moment. “Alexander… I’m so close already. What are you doing to me? It’s never felt like this.”

The combination of my cock stretching her, the power flooding her senses, and my touch on her most sensitive bud pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm crashed through her like a tidal wave. Chanel’s eyes flew wide open, locking onto mine as she came hard. Her pussy spasmed around me, gripping and releasing in powerful contractions that drew a deep groan from my chest. She cried out my name, her body shaking, thighs quivering around my waist as pure bliss transformed her face. The flush on her chest deepened to a beautiful crimson, her nipples tight peaks against my skin. I held her through it, slowing my thrusts to long, deep strokes that prolonged her pleasure, never breaking eye contact. In that moment, she wasn’t the actress or the mother, she was simply a woman being truly seen, truly loved in the most primal way.

As her climax ebbed, I kissed her deeply again, pouring affection into it. But the fire between us only grew. I pulled out gently, earning a whimper of protest from her, and flipped her onto her hands and knees on the wide sofa. Her ass was a perfect, full heart-shape, and I ran my hands over it lovingly before sliding back into her from behind. This position allowed even deeper penetration, and Chanel pushed back against me eagerly, meeting every thrust.

“Yes… harder now,” she pleaded, glancing over her shoulder at me with love-drunk eyes. “I want to feel all of you.”

I gripped her hips and gave her what she needed, intense, powerful strokes that made her full breasts sway beneath her. One hand reached around to cup and squeeze a breast, pinching the nipple just right, while the other slid down to rub her clit again. The power amplified everything: her moans grew louder, more desperate, the slick heat of her pussy even wetter. Sweat glistened on our bodies despite the morning air. I leaned over her back, kissing her spine, her shoulders, whispering praises, “You feel perfect… so tight and beautiful.”

Her second orgasm hit even harder, her walls convulsing so strongly I could barely hold back. I fucked her through it with loving intensity, chasing my own release. The pressure built at the base of my spine, the power gathering like a storm.

With a final, deep thrust, I buried myself to the root and came with a roar of pleasure. Thick, powerful jets of cum flooded her womb, pulse after pulse amplified by the power. It was more than humanly possible: hot, copious, and potent. Chanel shattered into a third, blending orgasm, her body milking every drop as she moaned

We collapsed together onto the sofa, me still inside her, spooning her protectively. I wrapped my arms around her trembling form, kissing her neck, her hair, her shoulder with tender affection. Our breathing slowed in unison, hearts pounding as one. The afterglow of the power settled over us like a warm blanket, leaving her skin radiant, her eyes shining with fresh hope and deep satisfaction.

“You’re amazing,” she whispered, turning her head to kiss me softly. “I feel… alive and desired. Thank you.”

I held her closer, the connection between us profound and intimate. “This is just the beginning for you, Chanel. For us in this moment.”

The front door opened.

It wasn’t a knock, it wasn’t a bell, it was just the handle turning and the dark wood swinging inward on its hinges, and the afternoon light spilled across the foyer floor, and two young women walked in carrying the specific weight of people who had driven home in silence after something had gone badly wrong.

They stopped. The four of us held the moment together for about two full seconds. The twins were pretty, both of them, dark chestnut hair like their mother’s, wide hazel eyes that had clearly been crying recently and were now doing something else entirely, which was trying to process what they were looking at. Me, specifically. And their mother beside me, and the fact that neither of us was wearing anything.

The one on the left made a sound that wasn’t quite a word. Chanel moved first. She sat up from where she’d been curled against me and reached for her blouse from the arm of the sofa. She pulled it on over her shoulders and began working the buttons, her posture straight, her expression shifting from the soft warmth of the last hour into something maternal and entirely focused on her daughters.

“Give me a second,” she said to them. She stood, found her trousers on the floor, and stepped into them. The zip went up. She was dressed in under thirty seconds, unhurried and unashamed, as though nudity in front of her own children was a thing she had simply decided to have no complicated feelings about.

I gathered my own clothes from where they had ended up distributed across the sofa and the floor. I dressed, shirt first, then trousers, then the jacket, leaving the tie for last.

Both twins were still standing in the doorway. They hadn’t moved. The one on the right had tear tracks visible on her cheeks even from across the room, and the one on the left was pressing her lips together in a way that suggested she was holding something back.

Chanel crossed the room to them. “What happened,” she said.

The one on the right broke first. “We didn’t get it, Mom.” Her voice came out rough, the edges worn down by however long she’d been holding it together on the drive home. “The series. They called the agency an hour ago. They went in a different direction.”

“Both of you?” Chanel asked, though her expression suggested she already knew.

“Both of us,” the one on the left confirmed. Her voice was steadier but only just. “They said we weren’t quite the right fit for what they were building. That’s what they said. Not the right fit.” She said it the way people repeat words that have been turning over in their heads for an hour, looking for a different meaning and not finding one.

Chanel pulled them both in. She wrapped an arm around each of them and held them, and the three of them stood together in the foyer in the kind of embrace that didn’t require anything to be said. I stayed where I was on the far side of the room and gave them the space the moment needed. The one on the right let out a single, controlled sob that she swallowed almost immediately. The one on the left pressed her face against her mother’s shoulder.

“I know,” Chanel said quietly. “I know how much you wanted this one.”

“We worked so hard for it,” the right twin said into her mother’s hair. “We’ve been prepping for weeks.”

“I know you have.” Chanel pulled back just enough to look at both of them, her hands on their shoulders. “And that work doesn’t disappear because one project said no. You understand that. You know how this works.”

“Knowing it and feeling it are different things,” the left twin said.

“Yes,” Chanel agreed. “They absolutely are.”

A beat passed, and then the right twin looked past her mother and remembered that the living room was not empty. Her gaze found me, and the curiosity in it was sharp despite everything else she was carrying.

“Who’s he?” she asked.

Chanel glanced back at me, and the smile that crossed her face was small and warm and entirely at ease. She turned back to her daughter. “The man who’s going to make Mommy pregnant.”

The twins exchanged a look, and whatever passed between them in that half second seemed to settle something, because neither of them said anything further about it.

“We’re sorry,” the left one said, her eyes moving to me briefly. “We didn’t know it was today.”

“You don’t need to apologize,” Chanel said, and she said it with a firmness that meant she wasn’t just being polite. “You are always the priority. Both of you. Walking through that door is never an interruption. Do you hear me?”

The right twin nodded, her throat working.

“Good.” Chanel smoothed a strand of hair back from her face. “Come and sit down.”

They moved toward the sofa, and I stepped slightly to the side, and the twins settled onto the cushions.

I stayed standing, and I was thinking about Sophia. About how she might be able to help. I hadn’t paid close attention at the time because it hadn’t been relevant. Now it was.

“What was the series,” I said.

Both twins looked at me. It was the first time I’d spoken directly to them, and the attention shift was immediate.

“A period drama,” the left one said. “Historical. They’re developing it for streaming. A big production, apparently. Lots of names attached already.”

“Which studio,” I said.

“Meridian,” the right one said. She was watching me with a cautious kind of attention, like she hadn’t decided yet what to make of me but was willing to suspend judgment long enough to find out. “Meridian Pictures. The showrunner is a woman named Patricia Holt.”

I knew the name. Sophia had mentioned Patricia Holt at some point. They were working together on something. I was almost certain of it.

“I’m sorry,” the left twin said, and she extended her hand toward me with the slightly formal politeness of someone who had been raised to greet people properly even when she was exhausted and heartbroken. “I’m Emma.”

“Olivia,” the right one said, following her sister’s lead.

I shook both their hands. They were identical in the way that made you look twice, the same wide hazel eyes, the same chestnut hair, the same bone structure that was clearly their mother’s. But Chanel stepped forward and touched a finger lightly to Olivia’s left collarbone, just below the neckline of her shirt.

“Olivia has a small birthmark here,” she said to me, her tone matter of fact. “Otherwise you’ll spend the first ten minutes getting it wrong every time.”

Olivia glanced down at the spot with the weary familiarity of someone who had been identified by that particular detail her entire life.

“Good to know,” I said.

Both twins were looking at me again now with a different quality of attention than before.

“I have a close friend who has connections in this industry,” I said.

The twins exchanged that fast, wordless look again. “Who’s your friend?” Olivia asked.

“Sophia Laurent.”

The silence that followed was the kind that meant the name had landed exactly as it should.

“Sophia Laurent,” Emma repeated. She said it carefully, like she was checking the weight of it. “The Sophia Laurent.”

“Yes.”

“How do you know Sophia Laurent?” Olivia asked, and she asked it with the directness of someone who had grown up watching her mother navigate an industry full of people who dropped names they had no business dropping.

“She’s a good friend,” I said. “She’s also currently pregnant with my child.”

Another silence. This one had a slightly different texture.

Both twins looked at their mother. Chanel was watching me with that warm smile she’d given me earlier, the one that was entirely at ease, and she offered them nothing further by way of explanation, just let the information sit in the room until they decided what to do with it.

Emma turned back to me first. “And you think she might be able to help.”

“I think it’s worth a conversation,” I said. “I’m not going to promise you anything. Sophia has influence, but I don’t know the specifics of casting, I don’t know what’s already been decided, and I’m not going to tell you something is possible when I don’t know that yet.” I looked at both of them steadily. “What I can tell you is that I’ll reach out to her and ask directly. And if there’s a door to open, she’ll open it.”

The hope that moved across both their faces was immediate and real and slightly painful to look at, the specific hope of people who had been told no enough times to be afraid of wanting things too much.

“That would mean everything,” Olivia said quietly. The steadiness in her voice had softened into something more genuine. “Even just knowing someone asked.”

“I’ll ask,” I said. “That much I can promise.”

Chanel reached out and touched my arm briefly, just her fingers against my sleeve, and the warmth in the gesture was uncomplicated and clear.

Emma stood first, pulling her bag back onto her shoulder, and Olivia followed. They both looked at their mother, and the look they gave her carried about six different things at once, gratitude and grief and the residue of the afternoon and something that might have been a very specific kind of amusement about the overall situation they had walked into.

“We’ll be out back,” Emma said. She leaned in and kissed Chanel on the cheek, and Olivia did the same on the other side.

Olivia paused at the edge of the living room and looked back at me, and the corner of her mouth lifted. “We’ll leave Mommy and the hot guy alone,” she said.

Emma pulled her through the doorway before I could respond, and I heard them both laughing quietly as they moved down the hall, and then the sound of a back door opening and closing, and the house went still again.

Chanel turned to look at me. The smile on her face was blissful, full and unguarded and entirely unselfconscious. “Thank you … that’s so sweet of you.”

“You’re welcome,” I said.

“Would you like to take a bath with me?” she asked.

I crossed the room to her. I took her face in both hands and kissed her slowly, feeling her exhale against my mouth, her body softening into mine the way it had the first time. When I pulled back her eyes were still closed for a half second before they opened.

“I’m yours,” I said. “For every minute of the time you booked.”

*****

I arrived at Sophia’s mansion. The grounds were immaculate, the palms along the drive tall and evenly spaced, the garden beyond them lush and private. I pulled through the gate at eleven in the morning and parked on the stone forecourt, and before I’d reached the front steps the door was already opening.

Sophia stood in the frame in a pale sage silk loungewear set, loose trousers and a draped top that fell softly over the gentle swell of her belly. Her dark blonde waves were loose around her shoulders, her green-hazel eyes bright in the morning light, and the smile she gave me when I reached the top step was immediate and genuine.

“You should have called ahead,” she said, stepping back to let me in. “I would have made something worth eating.”

“I didn’t want to give you the chance to be busy.”

She laughed and pressed her cheek to mine in greeting, her hand briefly touching my arm. “I’m never busy for you. Come in.”

She led me through the main room and out onto the terrace, where a low table between two cushioned loungers already held a pitcher of something cold and two glasses. She poured without asking, and I recognized the pale color as the sparkling lemon and elderflower she’d served at the party, the same thing she’d been drinking since the pregnancy had made alcohol irrelevant.

“Sit,” she said.

We sat. Sophia stretched her legs out on the lounger and tilted her face up to the light, and the small swell of her belly was visible beneath the sage silk, and she rested one hand over it with the unconscious habit of someone who had been doing it for months without noticing.

“You look well,” I said.

“I feel well,” she said.

“That’s great,” I said, taking a sip.

She watched me closely. “So what brings you here? Is there any thing I can do for you?”

“I need to ask you something,” I said.

She opened her eyes fully and looked at me. “Ask.”

“Do you know Patricia Holt’s project for Meridian Pictures? The period drama they’re developing.”

Sophia’s expression shifted, the easy warmth sharpening into the particular focus she brought to industry conversations. “I know it very well.” Her hand moved absently to her belly. “Why?”

“I have two women I need to get into that cast,” I said. “Twins … Chanel Moreau’s daughters.”

Something moved behind her eyes. “Chanel’s girls.”

“You know them?”

“Not personally. But Chanel and I have mutual friends, and I’ve heard about those two. They were on the Disney circuit for a while, weren’t they?”

“That’s them.” I set my glass down on the table. “They auditioned for Patricia’s project. Both of them. They got the call yesterday that they weren’t the right fit.”

Sophia was quiet for a moment. She studied me the way she studied scripts, reading for the subtext. “And you want me to make a call.”

“If you can.”

She didn’t hesitate. “Of course I can.” She reached for her phone where it sat on the low table beside her, screen already unlocked, and she was scrolling through her contacts before I’d finished processing how quickly she’d said yes. She pressed the call button and held the phone to her ear, and she looked at me with that particular smile she wore when she was about to do something she knew I’d appreciate.

I listened to her side of the conversation. She opened with the easy, affectionate tone of someone who had earned the right to be direct.

“Patricia, darling. It’s Sophia.” A pause. “I’m well, thank you. Very well, actually. How are you?” She listened, nodding, her free hand tracing small circles on the arm of the lounger. “Listen, I’m calling about the period piece. The Meridian project.” Another pause. “Yes, that one. I have a question about your casting.”

She shifted, sitting up slightly, and her voice took on the specific quality of someone who had learned to ask for things in a way that sounded like a gift rather than a request. “I have two names for you. Chanel Moreau’s daughters, Emma and Olivia. I believe they auditioned recently.” She listened. “Yes, both of them. I understand you’ve already made a decision, but I’d like you to reconsider.” She paused, and I watched her face do the thing it did when she was choosing exactly how much weight to put behind a word. “I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t believe in them. They’re talented, they’re the right age, and they have exactly the look for what you’re building.” A longer pause. “Patricia, I’m not asking you to cast them sight unseen. I’m asking you to give them a second read. That’s all.”

She held my gaze while she listened to whatever Patricia was saying on the other end. Her expression was calm, confident.

“Thank you,” she said. “I’ll send you their details. And Patricia?” A beat. “I owe you dinner. Somewhere obscenely expensive.” She laughed. “We’ll talk soon. Bye, darling.”

She ended the call and set the phone back on the table. Then she looked at me.

“Done,” she said.

I reached for her. My hand found the back of her neck, and I pulled her toward me across the small distance between the loungers, and I kissed her. Her lips were warm and tasted of lemon and elderflower, and she made a soft sound against my mouth, her hand coming up to rest against my chest. I kissed her slowly, thoroughly, feeling the gratitude move through me and into the contact, and when I pulled back she was flushed and her eyes had gone that particular shade of dark that I’d come to recognize.

“What was that for?” she asked, though the smile on her face suggested she already knew.

“For being you,” I said.

She held my gaze, and something in her expression shifted, softened at the edges. “I love doing things for you,” she said quietly. “I want you to know that. It’s not transactional. It never has been.”

“I know.”

“Good.” She settled back against the lounger, but her hand stayed on my arm. “Patricia will call their agent by the end of the day. They’ll get another audition. I can’t guarantee the outcome, but they’ll get a real look this time, not just a courtesy read.”

“That’s all I’m asking for.”

She was quiet for a moment, studying me. “You’re very protective of these girls.”

“They’re important to someone who’s important to me.”

She nodded slowly. I shifted closer to her on the lounger. My hand moved to her thigh, resting there with a weight. “I want to please you,” I said. “The best possible way I can.”

Her eyes dropped to my mouth and then back up, and the heat in them was clear. She pressed her lips together, and when she spoke, her voice had dropped into that lower register that meant she had stopped performing entirely.

“I want you to lick me,” she said.

Her hand found mine on her thigh and pressed it there, holding it in place, and the look she gave me was the one that had nothing left to hide.

“Right here,” she added. “On the terrace. Where anyone could see.”

“I’m on it,” I said, slowly going down on her, returning an important favor.


Epilogue

The call came three days later. I was in the collection room reviewing the week’s yield reports when my phone buzzed against the marble counter, and Chanel’s name appeared on the screen with a photograph she’d sent me the night before, her chestnut hair loose across a pillow, her hazel eyes soft with the particular warmth that had become familiar in the weeks since our first appointment. I picked up.

“Alexander,” she said. Her voice was doing something it didn’t usually do, which was shaking slightly. “They got it.”

I set the tablet down. “Both of them?”

“Both of them. Patricia called their agent this afternoon. They start filming in Miami next month. They’re the lead sisters. Both of them. They’re going to be the lead sisters in a Meridian production.”

I leaned back against the counter and let the smile come. “That’s what I’m talking about.”

“You did this,” she said. “I know what you did. I know you called Sophia, I know you made the call happen. Don’t tell me you didn’t, because I know.”

“I made a call,” I said. “They earned the rest.”

“The rest wouldn’t have happened without the call and we both know that.” A pause. I could hear her breathing, the careful rhythm of someone who was standing in a room trying to keep her composure. “Thank you, Alexander. From the bottom of my heart. You have no idea what this means to them. To all of us.”

“I have some ideas.”

“I want you to hear it from them,” she said. “Tonight. Can you come over? They’re already on their way back from the agency. They’re going to want to see you.”

I looked at the clock on the wall. The collection room was quiet, the evening shift already winding down. “I’ll be there in an hour.”

“Good.” The warmth in her voice was thick and genuine. “Wear something nice. They’re going to want to take pictures.”

I laughed. “I’ll wear something nice.”

She hung up, and I stood in the collection room for a moment longer, the quiet hum of the processing equipment filling the space around me, and I thought about the two girls in that living room two weeks ago, the tear tracks on Olivia’s cheeks, the way Emma had held herself together long enough to shake my hand properly. I thought about the hope that had moved across their faces when I’d mentioned Sophia’s name, the specific kind of hope that was afraid of itself. And I felt something settle in my chest, something warm and satisfied that had nothing to do with the numbers on the tablet.

An hour later I pulled through the gate at Chanel’s house. I parked and got out. The front door opened before I reached it. Chanel stood in the frame in a dark green wrap dress that fell to her knees, her chestnut hair pinned loosely at the nape of her neck, her eyes bright and slightly wet. She smiled when she saw me.

“You’re here,” she said.

“I’m here.”

She stepped forward and kissed me, her hand on my chest, and when she pulled back her eyes were shining. “They’re in the living room. They’ve been pacing for twenty minutes.”

I followed her through the foyer and into the living room, and both twins were standing by the far window, and they turned when they heard us come in, and the look on their faces was the same look their mother had been wearing at the door, except younger and more raw.

Emma moved first. She crossed the room and threw her arms around my neck, and the force of it nearly knocked me back, and her cheek pressed against my chest and I felt the warmth of her through the fabric of my shirt.

“Thank you,” she said into my chest. “Thank you, thank you, thank you.”

Olivia was right behind her. She wrapped her arms around both of us, her face pressed against my shoulder, and the three of us stood there in the middle of the living room in a tangle of gratitude and warmth, and I felt both of them shaking against me, the residual adrenaline of an afternoon that had turned everything around.

“You have no idea,” Olivia said against my shoulder. “You have absolutely no idea what this means.”

“I have some idea,” I said again, because it was true.

They pulled back slightly but didn’t let go, and I looked down at both of them, and the flush on their cheeks had nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the particular intensity of two young women who had just been handed the thing they’d wanted most in the world and were standing close enough to the person who’d handed it to them to feel the heat of his body through his clothes. Emma’s eyes were bright and slightly unfocused, her lips parted, her breathing quick. Olivia’s hand was still on my arm, her fingers pressing into the muscle there with a pressure that was deliberate and not entirely unconscious.

Chanel watched from the doorway with her arms crossed loosely over her chest, and the smile on her face was maternal and warm and entirely approving.

“Tell him properly,” she said to them. “Don’t just cling to him like that, tell him what you told me in the car.”

Emma pulled back just far enough to look up at me, and the flush on her cheeks deepened. “We’re going to be on a Meridian production,” she said. “Lead roles, both of us. Patricia Holt herself called our agent and said she wanted us specifically. She said she’d been thinking about the cast all wrong and that we were exactly what the project needed.”

“And we start filming in Miami next month,” Olivia finished. “Six weeks of shooting. On location. In Miami.”

They both looked at me with the same expression, the same wide hazel eyes, the same parted lips, and the energy coming off them was overwhelming, and I understood in that moment exactly what their mother had meant when she’d said they’d want to take pictures, because the way they were looking at me right now was the kind of look that belonged on camera.

“Give him a proper hug,” Chanel said from the doorway. “Both of you. Like you mean it.”

They didn’t need to be told twice. Emma pressed herself against me again, her arms tight around my waist, her cheek against my chest, and Olivia moved in from the other side, her body fitting against mine. I felt Emma’s breasts press against my ribs through the thin fabric of her top, felt Olivia’s thigh brush against mine as she shifted closer, and both of them were warm and soft.

“Thank you,” Emma whispered against my chest.

“Thank you,” Olivia echoed against my shoulder.

I put one arm around each of them and held them, and the gratitude radiating from their bodies was palpable, and I felt the power stir in my chest in response, that deep pulse of warmth that recognized desire and amplified it. Both girls shivered slightly against me, and I knew they felt it too, the subtle shift in the air between us, the way the gratitude was already beginning to transmute into something warmer and more physical.

Chanel watched from the doorway, and the approval on her face was clear, the specific look of a mother who had orchestrated something and was watching it unfold exactly as she’d hoped.

The twins pulled back slowly, and both of them were flushed from their throats to the tops of their cheekbones, their lips slightly swollen from pressing against my clothes, their eyes dark and bright at the same time. Emma tucked a strand of chestnut hair behind her ear with fingers that weren’t entirely steady. Olivia’s hand lingered on my arm for a beat longer than necessary before she let it drop.

“I think,” Chanel said, her voice warm and slightly husky, “that this calls for champagne.”

* * *

The weeks that followed moved quickly. The twins flew to Miami for filming, and the updates came daily, photographs of them on set in costumes, videos of them rehearsing scenes on the beach at sunrise, messages that grew increasingly effusive and increasingly personal as the distance between us stretched across the country. Emma sent a photo of herself in a corset and hoop skirt with the caption this is what gratitude looks like, and Olivia sent a voice memo at two in the morning that was just her laughing and saying she couldn’t sleep because she kept thinking about the way I’d smelled when she’d hugged me.

I watched from a distance, managing the clinic’s expansion, overseeing the implementation of the high-end sperm donation program that had become the most profitable arm of the operation in a matter of weeks. The numbers Isabelle sent me every Friday were staggering, revenue figures that would have been implausible six months ago and were now simply the new baseline. The clinic’s influence had grown beyond what even Helen had projected, the waiting list stretching into the hundreds, the reputation spreading through private channels and exclusive networks until the name The Divine Seed carried a weight that went far beyond its physical footprint.

Cleo’s clothing brand was also a success, which brought even more attention to our fertility clinic. She couldn’t be any happier, since this was her dream. Madison was the perfect model as well, and they’d quickly become best friends as they worked together.

While Alexis was on a vacation with Helen, she called back while I was in my office at the clinic, reviewing a stack of applications that Helen had flagged for my personal attention, and the phone rang and her name appeared on the screen.

“Hi, Alexis.”

“Alexander … How are you?”

“Good, but busy.”

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about.” A pause. “You’ve been working nonstop for months. The clinic, the expansion, the new program. You haven’t taken a single day that wasn’t related to work since Sophia’s party.”

I leaned back in the chair. “What are you suggesting?”

“I’m suggesting you take a real break. A week, somewhere you can actually breathe and not think about yield reports and client applications.”

I was quiet for a moment. The idea of a week without the clinic felt almost foreign, like a language I hadn’t spoken in so long I’d forgotten the grammar.

“Where?” I said.

“Wherever you want.” Her voice softened. “You have the yacht. You have the means. Use them. You’ve earned it, Alexander. More than earned it. You’ve built something extraordinary and you deserve to enjoy it.”

I thought about the yacht. The Divine Seed, moored in Miami. I hadn’t been there since a week ago when I’d impregnated a wealthy heiress who’d booked the romantic package.

“Who would I take?” I asked.

“Whoever you want. That’s the point, isn’t it? You’ve built something that gives you the freedom to do exactly that.”

I thought about it. Laura had been telling me for months that I needed to step back from the day-to-day. And there was a specific image forming in my mind, one that had been building since the night in Chanel’s living room, since the twins had pressed themselves against me with the desperate gratitude of two girls who had just been handed everything they’d ever wanted.

“Chanel,” I said. “And her daughters.”

“Good.” Her voice softened again. “They’re going to have the time of their lives. Take the week. And call me when you get back.”

“I will.”

“Alexander?”

“Alexis?”

“I love you. I’m proud of you. And I want you to be happy.”

The call ended, and I sat in the quiet office for a long time. Then I picked up the phone and called Chanel.

She answered on the second ring.

“Alexander.” Her voice was warm, slightly breathless, the way it always was when she heard my name. “I was just thinking about you.”

“I need you to pack,” I said. “You and the girls. For a week.”

The silence on the other end lasted about three seconds.

“A week,” she repeated.

“The yacht. The Divine Seed. We leave Saturday morning.”

Another silence. Then, very quietly, “They’re going to lose their minds.”

“I’m counting on it.”

The laugh that came through the phone was warm and full and entirely without restraint, and I heard the specific sound of her hand covering the receiver as she turned to say something to someone else in the room, and then she was back, her voice bright and slightly unsteady.

“We’ll be ready. Saturday morning. The marina. What should we bring?”

“Swimsuits,” I said. “And nothing else you’d miss if it ended up in the ocean.”

She laughed again, and the sound of it stayed with me long after the call ended.

*****

Saturday morning I found myself in Miami. I stood on the dock in white linen trousers and a navy polo, watching the crew load the last of the provisions onto The Divine Seed.

The black Range Rover pulled onto the dock at nine fifteen, and Chanel stepped out first. She was wearing a flowing white maxi dress that moved with the ocean breeze, her chestnut hair loose around her shoulders, oversized sunglasses pushed up into her hair. The dress was cut low enough to show the soft swell of her breasts and the gentle curve of her belly beneath, the one-month pregnancy visible now.

She saw me and smiled, and the smile reached all the way to her eyes behind the sunglasses, and she crossed the dock.

“Hello, you,” she said, and she pressed her lips to mine without hesitation, her hand finding my chest, and I felt the warmth of her through the linen, the specific heat of a woman carrying my child.

“You’re glowing,” I said against her mouth.

“That’s your fault.” She pulled back just enough to look at me, and her eyes were bright and slightly wet. “Everything’s perfect.”

I pressed my palm flat against the gentle curve of her belly, feeling the warmth beneath the white fabric.

The car doors opened behind her, and the twins spilled out onto the dock like sunlight made physical.

Emma was in a cropped white tank top that left her midriff bare and tight denim shorts that sat low on her hips, her chestnut hair pulled into a high ponytail that swung when she moved. Olivia wore a pale blue bikini top under an unbuttoned linen shirt, the fabric loose around her narrow waist, her own chestnut hair loose. They were tanned from weeks in Miami, their skin golden, their bodies lean and toned from the physical demands of filming.

They saw me and stopped. The look that passed between them was fast and wordless and entirely transparent. Then they were moving again, crossing the dock with the kind of energy that belonged to people who hadn’t slept properly in twenty-four hours because they’d been too excited to close their eyes.

“Alexander,” Emma said, and she reached me first, her arms going around my neck, her body pressing against mine. Her lips found my cheek, warm and slightly chapped from the Miami sun, and she held the kiss there for a beat longer than was strictly necessary.

“You’re actually here,” Olivia said, coming up on my other side. Her hand found my forearm, her fingers pressing into the muscle, and she looked up at me. “We thought Mom was making it up. We thought she was trying to trick us into something.”

“I never make things up about Alexander,” Chanel said mildly from behind us. “That would be a waste of a perfectly good imagination.”

Emma pulled back just far enough to look at the yacht. Her mouth fell open. “That’s yours?”

“That’s mine.”

She looked at Olivia. Olivia looked at Emma. Something passed between them that I couldn’t quite read but that made both of them flush from their throats to the tops of their cheekbones.

“We’re going to die,” Emma said to her sister.

“We’re already dead,” Olivia replied. “This is heaven and we died on our way here.”

Chanel laughed. “Get your things, girls.”

They moved toward the car to grab their bags, and I watched them go, the easy swing of their hips, the way they moved in tandem without thinking about it, two young women who had been told their entire lives that they were beautiful and had spent the past month having that belief confirmed by an entire industry.

The crew helped with the bags, and we boarded, and the twins moved through the main deck like they were mapping it, their hands trailing along the teak railings.

“This is insane,” Emma said, standing in the main salon with her arms spread wide, turning slowly. The space was open and airy, floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, the ocean visible in every direction. The furniture was low and comfortable. “This is actually insane. People live like this?”

“Some people,” I said.

She turned to look at me, and the expression on her face was open and slightly dazed, and she crossed the room and pressed herself against me again, her arms around my waist, her cheek against my chest. “Thank you for inviting us. Thank you for everything. I don’t know how to say it enough.”

“You don’t have to say it at all,” I said. My hand found her back, and I felt the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of the tank top.

Olivia appeared on my other side, her hand finding my arm again, her body leaning into mine with the unconscious ease of someone who had already claimed the space. “Where do we sleep?”

“Wherever you want,” I said. “There are many bedrooms. Pick the ones you like.”

They exchanged that look again, the fast, wordless one, and then they were moving, pulling each other down the corridor toward the cabins, their voices rising and overlapping as they debated which rooms to take, the sound of them filling the yacht with the energy of youth and excitement.

Chanel came to stand beside me, and her hand found mine, her fingers interlacing with my fingers. She was watching her daughters disappear down the corridor with the warm, approving expression I’d seen on her face that first night in her living room, the look of a mother who had orchestrated something and was watching it unfold.

“They’re going to be all over you this week,” she said quietly. “I hope you’re prepared for that.”

“I’m prepared.”

“Good.” She squeezed my hand. “Because I want them to be.”

The engines started below us, and the yacht began to move, pulling away from the dock. The marina fell away behind us, the white hulls and blue water shrinking into the distance, and the open ocean spread ahead, vast and blue and endless.

The twins claimed the two forward staterooms, the ones with the largest windows and the most direct access to the foredeck, and within an hour of departure they had changed into bikinis and were stretched out on the sun loungers with their faces tilted up to the light, their bodies golden and gleaming with sunscreen. Emma’s was a bright coral triangle that left most of her midriff bare and did very little to contain the full curve of her breasts. Olivia had chosen a pale green bandeau that sat high on her chest and low on her hips, the fabric minimal and the effect considerable. They lay side by side on the loungers, their chestnut hair fanned out around them, their sunglasses pushed up, and they looked like something from a magazine spread, two young women in the full bloom of their beauty, entirely aware of it and entirely unapologetic.

I sat in the shade of the upper deck with a cold drink, watching them. The yacht cut through the water, the ocean stretching in every direction. Chanel was beside me, her hand resting on my thigh, her belly warm against my arm.

“They’re happy,” she said.

“They’re happy.”

She squeezed my thigh gently. “So am I.”

The first day set the rhythm for everything that followed. The twins woke early, before the sun had fully cleared the horizon, and I found them in the main galley in matching silk robes, their hair still damp from the shower.

“Good morning,” Emma said when she saw me, and the smile she gave me was bright and slightly shy, her fingers wrapped around the glass of juice.

Olivia handed me a glass without asking. “Pineapple juice,” she said. “We asked your crew.”

“You asked my crew what I drink in the morning.”

“We asked your crew everything,” Emma said. “Your favorite food, your favorite wine, whether you snore.” A pause. “You don’t, apparently. Which is disappointing, because I was hoping for something human.”

I took the glass. “I’m plenty human.”

Olivia’s eyes dropped to my chest, visible through the open collar of my shirt, and the flush that crossed her cheeks was immediate and involuntary. “Yeah,” she said quietly. “We noticed.”

The day unfolded in luxury that only a yacht in the Caribbean could provide. The twins were everywhere at once, moving through the space eagerly. They swam off the stern platform in the morning, their bodies cutting through the clear blue water, their laughter carrying across the deck. They commandeered the jet skis after lunch, Emma driving one while Olivia clung to her waist, both of them screaming with delight as they carved wide arcs through the wake of the yacht. I watched from the upper deck, a cold drink in my hand, and I felt the specific satisfaction of possession, the knowledge that these two women who were currently the subject of thousands of Instagram posts and magazine covers and casting directors’ conversations were on my yacht, in my water, and they were looking at me like I was the only thing worth looking at.

Chanel moved through the days peacefully. She swam in the mornings, and she sat in the shade with a book in the afternoons, and she watched her daughters with that warm, approving gaze that never seemed to waver. She touched me constantly, her hand on my arm, her fingers interlaced with mine, her body pressing against mine when we sat together on the loungers, and the physical contact carried none of the urgency of the twins’ attention but all of the depth.

The evenings were when the twins really came alive. They changed for dinner every night, and the wardrobe they’d brought was clearly the product of careful planning, each outfit more revealing than the last. Emma wore a backless white dress on the second night that left her shoulders bare and her spine exposed, the fabric clinging to the curve of her hips. Olivia chose a black halter that plunged to her navel, the neckline held together by a single clasp that looked like it had been designed to fail. They sat across from me at the dining table on the aft deck, the ocean spread behind them, the candlelight catching the gold in their skin, and they looked at me with an attention that was so focused it was almost physical.

“Tell us about the clinic,” Emma said on the third night, her chin resting on her hand, her eyes wide and unblinking. “What’s it actually like? Mom talks about it like it’s magic, but she won’t give us details.”

“It’s not magic,” I said. “It’s biology … amplified.”

“Amplified how?” Olivia asked. She was leaning forward, her elbows on the table, and the halter had shifted just enough to reveal the inner curve of her left breast. She either didn’t notice or didn’t care.

I looked at Chanel. She was watching me with that warm, approving expression, and she gave a small nod, permission granted.

“I have an ability,” I said. “It’s difficult to explain. It’s something in my body that amplifies fertility.”

Both twins were staring at me, their food forgotten.

“That’s how Mom got pregnant at her age,” Emma said quietly.

“Yes,” I confirmed.

Olivia’s eyes dropped to my hands on the table, then back up to my face. “And the other part,” she said. “Mom said there’s another part. The part that’s not just about getting pregnant.”

“The pleasure,” I said. “It’s amplified too. Everything is more intense. Everything lasts longer.”

I watched the flush spread across both their faces, down their throats, across their collarbones. Emma’s lips parted slightly. Olivia’s fingers tightened around her wine glass.

“Wow,” Emma said.

“Yeah,” Olivia agreed. “Wow.”

On the fourth night, they pulled me into the main lounge after dinner. The space was dimly lit, the large screen on the far wall already powered up, and Emma was holding a remote.

“We want to show you something,” she said.

“We finished the rough cut last week,” Olivia added. She was standing beside her sister, her arms crossed loosely over her chest, and the nervous energy coming off both of them was palpable. “The director sent it to us. It’s not final, there’s still post-production, but it’s close enough.”

“Sit,” Emma said, pointing at the large sectional sofa.

I sat. Chanel settled beside me, her hand finding my thigh. The twins stood in front of the screen, and the nervous energy shifted into something closer to pride.

They explained what it was and what it was about. “It’s the biggest thing we’ve ever done,” Emma said.

“By a lot,” Olivia added.

Emma pressed play.

I watched for an hour. The film was good. Better than good. It was the kind of project that launched careers, the kind that made people pay attention, and the twins were at the center of every frame, luminous and fully present, two young women who had stepped into their power and were letting the world see it.

When Emma paused it halfway through, the room was quiet.

“Well?” she said. She was standing in front of the screen, her arms crossed, her chin lifted. “Be honest. We can take it.”

“It’s incredible,” I said. “Both of you. You’re going to be everywhere after this comes out.”

The relief that moved across their faces was immediate and total. Olivia’s shoulders dropped, and she pressed her lips together, and I saw her eyes brighten. Emma exhaled through her nose, a long, controlled breath, and the smile that broke across her face was radiant.

“Really?” Emma said.

“Really.”

She crossed the room in three steps and dropped onto the sofa beside me, her body pressing against mine, her arm looping through mine. “Say it again.”

“You’re going to be everywhere. Every magazine, every red carpet, every casting director’s first call.”

Olivia was on my other side now, her hand on my knee, her body angled toward mine. “Do you know what that means?” she asked. Her voice was quiet and intimate. “It means we made it. After everything, after all the no’s and the almosts and the not-quite-right-fits, we actually made it.”

“You made it,” I said.

“And you helped,” Emma said. She was looking at me with an intensity that went beyond gratitude. “You called Sophia. You opened the door. We know that. We’ll never not know that.”

I felt Chanel’s hand squeeze my thigh gently, and I glanced at her. She was watching her daughters with that warm, approving gaze, and when she looked at me, the expression she gave me was full of something that went beyond approval.

The film resumed, and the twins stayed pressed against me on either side, their bodies warm through the thin fabric of their clothes, and I felt the specific satisfaction of being exactly where I was. These two women, who were about to become two of the most sought-after actresses in Hollywood, who would be photographed and interviewed and desired by millions of people who would never touch them, were sitting on my sofa with their bodies pressed against mine, looking at me like I was the only person in the world who mattered.

The days blurred together after that. We anchored in coves where the water was so clear you could see the sand thirty feet below. We swam at sunrise and at sunset, the twins’ bodies cutting through the warm water, their laughter echoing off the hull. We ate meals prepared by the private chef, fresh fish and tropical fruit and cold wine, and the conversations stretched long into the evening, the twins telling stories about filming, about the industry, about growing up with a mother who had navigated the same waters they were now learning to sail.

They got to know me, too. They asked about the clinic, about my childhood, about Alexis and Helen and Cleo. They listened, and they remembered everything.

And they were on me constantly. Emma’s hand on my arm when she laughed. Olivia’s thigh pressed against mine when we sat together. The way they both leaned in when I spoke, their bodies angled toward me like compass needles finding north. The casual touches that became less casual with each passing day, their fingers lingering on my skin, their lips brushing my cheek when they said goodnight, the way they both found reasons to be close to me at every possible moment.

Chanel watched it all with that warm, approving gaze, and she said nothing, and her silence was permission enough.

On the sixth day, she found me alone on the upper deck in the late afternoon. The twins were swimming off the stern, their voices carrying up through the warm air, and the sun was beginning its descent toward the horizon, painting the sky in shades of gold and rose. Chanel settled into the lounger beside mine, her hand resting on her rounded belly, and she was quiet for a long moment.

“They’re in love with you,” she said.

I looked at her.

“Don’t pretend you haven’t noticed.” Her voice was warm, slightly husky, carrying none of the tension the statement might have implied. “They’ve been in love with you since the night they walked in and found you on my sofa. The way they talked about you after you left that first night.” She turned her head to look at me. “They’re nineteen years old, Alexander. They’ve been raised in an industry that teaches women to be cautious about men, to protect themselves, to keep their distance. And they’ve thrown every single one of those lessons out the window for you.”

I was quiet.

“I want you to have them,” she said.

The words landed in the warm air between us, and I felt the weight of them settle into the space between us.

“Both of them,” she said. “Together. That’s what they want. That’s what they’ve been building toward this entire week, whether they’ve admitted it to themselves or not.” She paused, her hand moving in small circles on her belly. “But I need you to be gentle with them, Alexander. The first time, especially. They’re young. They’re eager. They’ll tell you they can handle anything, and maybe they can, but.” Her eyes met mine, steady and warm. “I know how big you are. I felt it. And they haven’t. So go slow. Make sure they’re ready. Make sure they’re comfortable.”

I held her gaze. “I’ll take care of them.”

“I know you will.” She reached across and placed her hand on my arm, her fingers warm against my skin. “That’s why I’m telling you. That’s why I’m not worried.” She smiled, and the smile was full of something that looked like gratitude and something that looked like anticipation. “Tonight, after dinner, my cabin is at the far end of the corridor. They’ll be waiting in yours.”

She stood, pressing a hand to her back, and she moved toward the stairs without looking back. I watched her go, the white maxi dress moving with the ocean breeze, her chestnut hair catching the late afternoon light, and I felt the specific gravity of what she had just given me, the trust and the permission and the quiet blessing of a mother who had decided that the man who had given her a second child was worthy of her daughters.

The sun set. Dinner was served on the aft deck, the table set with white linen and crystal and candles that flickered in the warm evening air. The twins wore matching silk slips in pale gold, the fabric thin enough to show the outline of their bodies beneath, and they sat across from me with their legs crossed and their eyes bright and their lips slightly swollen from the wine. Chanel sat at the head of the table, her belly warm in the candlelight, and she watched her daughters with that approving gaze that had become so familiar, and when Emma’s hand found my knee beneath the table and Olivia’s thigh pressed against mine from the other side, she didn’t look away.

I didn’t rush. I let the meal unfold, the courses arriving in their own time, the conversation moving through safe territory, the twins’ laughter bright and slightly nervous, their bodies angled toward mine with increasing urgency as the evening deepened. Emma’s fingers traced small circles on my knee. Olivia’s hand rested on my thigh, her thumb moving in slow strokes against the muscle. The physical contact was constant and deliberate and building toward something neither of them was trying to hide anymore.

When the last course was cleared and the crew had withdrawn, Chanel stood. She pressed a kiss to each of her daughters’ cheeks, her hand lingering on Olivia’s shoulder, and she looked at me across the table.

“Goodnight,” she said. The word carried the full weight of everything she’d told me on the upper deck, the permission and the trust and the quiet instruction. Then she was gone, moving down the corridor toward her cabin, and the aft deck was quiet except for the sound of the water against the hull.

Emma and Olivia looked at me. The candlelight caught the gold in their skin and the dark in their eyes, and the nervous energy coming off them was so thick I could feel it across the table.

“You heard her,” Emma said. Her voice was steady but her hands were not. She was twisting the hem of the silk slip between her fingers, the fabric pulling taut across her thighs.

“We’ve been thinking about this,” Olivia said. She was watching me with that focused attention, her hazel eyes bright and slightly unfocused. “The whole week. Every day … Every time you touched us.”

“Every time you looked at us,” Emma added.

“Come with me,” I said.

I stood. They stood. I led them down the corridor to the master suite, and I closed the door behind us, and the room was warm and dimly lit, the large bed made with white linens, the ocean visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides. The yacht was moving at a steady pace, the engines a distant vibration beneath our feet, and the water beyond the glass was dark and endless.

They stood side by side in the middle of the room, their chests rising and falling with quick breaths, their hands finding each other’s, and the look they gave me was the same look they’d given me that first night in their mother’s living room, wide-eyed and hopeful and slightly terrified, except now the hope had a direction and the terror had a name.

Emma drew in a breath. “Before we do this, there’s something I need to ask.”

“Okay.”

She glanced at Olivia. “Pregnancy.”

Olivia nodded. “We want this, but neither of us wants to get pregnant. Not now.”

“You won’t,” I said.

Emma looked relieved, but still uncertain. “How can you know that?”

“Because I control that part of the power. I can choose whether my seed can cause a pregnancy. When I don’t allow it, there’s no risk.”

Olivia’s eyebrows lifted. “So even without protection?”

“Yes.”

The twins looked at each other.

“Okay,” Emma said, some of the nervousness leaving her face. “That was the one thing I was worried about.”

“Me too,” Olivia said.

“Then you don’t have to worry about it.”

Emma smiled. “Good.”

I crossed the room to them. I took Emma’s face in both hands and I kissed her, and she made a sound against my mouth that was half surprise and half relief, her body melting into mine, her arms wrapping around my neck. Olivia watched, her lips parted, her breath coming fast, and when I pulled back from Emma and turned to her, she was already reaching for me, her mouth eagerly finding mine.

I kissed them both, one after the other, my hands finding their waists, their hips, the warm curves of their bodies beneath the thin silk. They pressed against me from either side, their bodies fitting against mine, their lips finding my neck, my jaw, the line of my collarbone, and the room filled with the sound of their breathing, and the scent of them, warm and sweet and slightly different from each other.

“Help me with this,” Emma said against my chest, and her hands found the buttons of my shirt, working them open. Olivia’s hands joined hers, and between them they had the shirt off in seconds, and then their palms were on my chest, my stomach, the cut of my arms, and the sounds they made as they touched me were small and involuntary and entirely honest.

I reached for the straps of Emma’s slip. I drew them down slowly, watching her face, and the silk fell away from her shoulders and pooled at her waist, and her breasts were full and round and tipped with nipples that were already hard, the areolae a soft pink against her skin. Olivia’s slip followed, and her body was a mirror of her sister’s, the same curves in the same places, the same narrow waist and the same flare of her hips, and the only difference was the small birthmark below her left collarbone, the one their mother had pointed out to me that first night.

They stood in front of me in nothing but matching gold thongs, their chests heaving, their skin flushed from throat to navel, and they looked at me with an expression that was equal parts desire and disbelief.

I reached for them. I pulled them both against me, their bodies warm and soft against my chest, and I kissed Emma first, deep and slow, feeling Olivia’s lips on my shoulder, her teeth grazing my skin. Then I turned and kissed Olivia, my hand finding the back of her neck, and she opened for me immediately, her tongue meeting mine, her body pressing closer. Emma’s mouth found the curve of my neck, her lips moving down to my collarbone, and the sensation of both of them at once, their hands and their mouths and their bodies, was overwhelming in the specific way that made my power stir and begin to pulse.

I guided them toward the bed. They sat on the edge of it, side by side, their thighs touching, their eyes on me as I removed the last of my clothes. When I stood before them fully naked, both of them went still. Emma’s hand flew to her mouth. Olivia’s breath caught audibly in her throat.

“Oh my God,” Emma said.

“Mom wasn’t exaggerating,” Olivia whispered.

I moved between them. My hands found their faces, tilting them up to look at me, and I kissed each of them slowly, one after the other, feeling the warmth of their lips and the quick beat of their pulses beneath my thumbs.

“I’m going to take care of you,” I said. “Both of you. But I need you to tell me if anything is too much. If you need me to slow down. If you need me to stop. Do you understand?”

They nodded. Their eyes were wide and dark and entirely focused on me.

“Words,” I said.

“Yes,” Emma said.

“Yes,” Olivia echoed.

I laid Emma back first. She sank into the white linens, her chestnut hair spreading across the pillow, her body golden in the dim light, and I lowered myself over her, my mouth finding her neck, her collarbone, the soft weight of her breast. Olivia watched from beside us, her hand on my back, her fingers tracing the muscles there, and when my mouth closed around Emma’s nipple and she gasped, Olivia made a sound that was almost a whimper.

I took my time. I moved down Emma’s body slowly, my lips tracing the line of her ribs, the dip of her navel, the soft plane of her stomach, and her hands found my hair, her fingers threading through it, her hips shifting restlessly against the sheets. Olivia had moved closer, her body pressed against my side, her mouth on my shoulder, and I could feel the heat of her against my skin, the specific warmth of arousal that the power was already amplifying.

When I reached the edge of Emma’s thong, I hooked my fingers into the fabric and drew it down her legs, and she lifted her hips to help me, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. She was bare beneath, and the sight of her, open and glistening in the warm light, made me hard. I pressed my mouth to the inside of her thigh, and she moaned, her hand flying to my shoulder.

“Alexander,” she breathed. “I’m ready … I’m so ready. Please.”

I moved between her thighs. I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against the slick heat of her, and I felt her tense, her body bracing for the stretch.

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against the slick heat of her, and I felt her tense, her body bracing for the stretch. Emma’s fresh, pinkish pussy was youthfully perfect, delicate petals flushed a soft, rosy pink, glistening with her natural arousal that flowed like warm honey. She was incredibly wet already, her juices coating her folds in a thick, sweet sheen that dripped slowly down toward the sheets. The scent of her was light and floral, mixed with that clear feminine musk that made my power surge in response.

“Easy, Emma,” I murmured, leaning down to kiss her softly, my hand stroking her thigh. “I’ve got you.”

Olivia watched intently from beside us, her hand resting on her sister’s arm, offering silent support. I pushed forward gently, inch by inch, feeling Emma’s tight walls part around my thick cock. She was so naturally lubricated that I slid in easier than expected, her honey-like wetness easing the way even as her inexperience showed in the way her breath hitched and her fingers clutched the sheets. “Oh… fuck,” she gasped, her eyes wide. “You’re so big… but it feels… good. Really good.”

I paused halfway, letting her adjust, kissing her deeply while Olivia leaned in to kiss her sister’s neck. The twins’ bond was palpable, their shared nervousness melting into shared excitement. Once Emma nodded, I sank deeper until I was fully seated, her velvety heat enveloping me completely. She moaned loudly, her fresh pink pussy clenching around me like a glove slick with honey.

I began to fuck her, slow and loving thrusts that built intensity. Emma’s hips rose to meet mine instinctively, her inexperience evident in her slightly uncoordinated movements, but it only made it hotter, the eager way she tried to match my rhythm, the little gasps and whimpers that escaped her. Olivia’s hands roamed, touching her sister’s breasts, then mine, her own arousal building as she watched.

After several minutes of deep, sensual fucking, I pulled out gently, my cock glistening with Emma’s honey. I turned to Olivia, who was already lying back, legs parted. Her pussy was identical yet uniquely hers, equally fresh and pinkish, petals slightly puffier, absolutely drenched in that same natural, honey-sweet wetness that coated her thighs. “Your turn, beautiful,” I said, positioning myself and sliding into her with the same careful reverence. Olivia moaned, her body arching, her wetness making obscene, slick sounds as I filled her. She was just as tight, just as inexperienced, but her enthusiasm matched her sister’s perfectly.

I alternated between them like this for a long while, thrusting deep into Emma until she was writhing, then switching to Olivia, enjoying the way each twin’s honey-slick pussy felt different yet equally divine. Their bodies responded beautifully to the power, waves of amplified pleasure making them both drip even more, their pink folds swollen and shiny.

“Let me try to suck you,” Olivia said.

“Together,” Emma whispered after one particularly intense round. They slid off the bed onto their knees in front of me, side by side, their identical chestnut hair framing flushed faces. They were a bit clumsy at first, inexperienced but so eager it didn’t matter. Emma took the head of my cock into her warm mouth, sucking tentatively while Olivia licked along the shaft, her tongue exploring. Then they switched, Olivia’s lips wrapping around me while Emma kissed and licked the base. Soon they found a flow, both of them sucking me at the same time, their tongues meeting and dancing around my throbbing length. In the middle, they kissed each other deeply, lips and tongues tangling over the head of my cock, sharing the taste of their combined juices and my precum. It was messy, loving, and intensely erotic: the sight of the twins making out while worshiping my cock pushed me close to the edge.

“You two are perfect,” I groaned, my hands in their hair. Their inexperience showed in occasional teeth grazes or awkward angles, but the enthusiasm, the love in their eyes, and the way their saliva mixed with Emma’s and Olivia’s honey made it feel incredible. They alternated sucking deeper, one taking me into her throat as far as she could while the other licked and kissed, then switching with giggles and deep, passionate kisses between them.

“I like the taste,” Emma said.

“Me too … But it feels like I can do better,” Olivia said.

“You can practise on me anytime,” I told them, patting the back of their heads while they giggled.

They both wanted to get fucked again. I pulled them back onto the bed, laying them side by side. I entered Emma again in missionary, her legs wrapped around me, her pink pussy gripping me like wet velvet soaked in honey. Olivia kissed us both, her fingers playing with her sister’s clit, heightening everything. Emma came first, her body shuddering, fresh juices flooding around my cock as she cried out.

Then I flipped Emma onto her hands and knees for doggy style. Her ass was round and firm, her pink pussy peeking between her thighs, still dripping that natural honey. I gripped her hips and thrust deep, the position allowing me to go harder. Emma pushed back, moaning loudly, her inexperience giving way to raw pleasure. “Yes, Alexander… harder… it feels so good!”

Olivia lay beside her, touching herself and kissing Emma, their bodies pressed close. I fucked Emma with loving intensity, my cock plunging into her welcoming, wet heat again and again.

I felt my orgasm building, unstoppable. And with a deep groan, I buried myself fully in her fresh pink pussy and came hard. Thick ropes of cum flooded her, pulse after pulse, amplified by the power. Emma came again with me, her walls milking every drop, her honey mixing with my seed.

But my orgasm kept going. I pulled out mid-spasm, cock still erupting, and moved to Olivia, who was on her back waiting, legs spread wide. Her pinkish pussy was glistening invitingly. I thrust into her, finishing the rest of my intense, ongoing climax deep inside her. Olivia’s eyes rolled back, her body convulsing in orgasm as she felt the hot flood.

We collapsed together in a tangle of limbs, all three breathing heavily, bodies slick with sweat and satisfaction. I held them close, kissing each twin tenderly, then their foreheads. Emma and Olivia curled into my sides, their heads on my chest, hands intertwined across me. Their faces glowed with contentment, any nervousness long gone, replaced by deep satisfaction and closeness.

“That was… everything,” Emma whispered, tracing circles on my skin. “Better than I imagined.”

Olivia nodded, kissing my shoulder. “We feel so full… so loved. Thank you.”

Chanel’s quiet approval from earlier echoed in the warm afterglow. The twins were satisfied, their bodies marked by pleasure, their hearts full. We lay there as the yacht rocked gently, the ocean whispering outside, the three of us connected in the most intimate way.

We didn’t fall asleep right away. The twins kept talking, looping back on every detail, tasting each memory before moving to the next one with the kind of earnestness I hadn’t heard since childhood. At first, they compared notes. Emma described how it felt to be entered, how her body ached but in a way she hoped would never stop, how every nerve from her belly downward kept re-igniting in weird little aftershocks. Olivia confessed how watching her sister made her “kind of jealous but in a good way,” how her own moans had embarrassed her until she heard them reflected from Emma. There was no rivalry: just a running commentary of discovery, layered with giggles and shy admissions.

“Will there be a next time?” Emma asked, turning onto her side to look at me. Her lipstick was mostly gone; her hair was a crown of tangles.

“Both of us?” Olivia echoed, curling her legs in to spoon her sister, who in turn spooned me.

I didn’t hesitate. “Of course. Whatever you want.” That seemed to settle something in them. They lay quietly, fingers circling my wrists, my chest, my waist, wherever there was open skin. Finally, as their breathing slowed and their bodies melted into sleep, I let myself relax into the warmth and the pulse and the afterglow. For the first time in months, I didn’t rehearse tomorrow’s numbers or what projects had deadlines next week.

I looked through the floor-to-ceiling windows at the dark ocean beyond. The stars were out, bright and scattered across the sky.

My mind moved through the months that had brought me here. The clinic. The expansion. The waiting list that grew every week. The revenue figures that Laura sent on Fridays, each one more staggering than the last. The high-end donation program that had become the engine of everything, the thing that turned desire into currency and currency into influence. The network of women who orbited me now, each one connected to the others through the simple fact of wanting the same thing.

Helen had told me that the power I carried would reshape the world around me whether I chose to direct it or not. She’d been right. The power didn’t just amplify fertility. It amplified everything. Desire, loyalty and gratitude. It turned casual interest into devotion and devotion into something that looked, from the outside, like worship. And the women who felt it, who let themselves fall into it, they became the architecture of the empire I’d built. The clinic, the brand, the network. The harem, though I’d never used that word out loud.

There was no room for male friendship in what I’d built. Not real friendship. The kind that required equality and mutual respect and the absence of desire. The power made that impossible. It created a gap between me and every other man that envy and jealousy widened into something unbridgeable. They either wanted what I had or they hated me for having it, and there was no third option.

I’d accepted that. The world I inhabited now was a world of women. Women who wanted me. Women who needed me. Women whose bodies responded to mine with lust. Wet, horny, devoted women who craved what only I could give them, and who gave me everything in return: loyalty, partnership, pleasure and the specific, overwhelming warmth of being desired by someone who understood exactly what they were getting.

It wasn’t a small thing. It was everything. It was the engine and the fuel and the destination all at once.

Emma shifted against me in her sleep, her lips moving against my skin, murmuring something unintelligible. Olivia’s hand tightened on my stomach, her fingers pressing into the muscle there, possessive even in unconsciousness. I held them both, and I felt the weight of their bodies and the warmth of their skin and the steady beat of their hearts against mine, and I thought about their mother in her cabin at the far end of the corridor, carrying my child, trusting me with everything she had.

I was exactly where I was supposed to be.


Becoming A Greek Fertility God 5: Epilogue

My life has become everything I once could only dream about.

My fertility empire is worth more than a billion dollars, beautiful women surround me, and thousands of children carrying my bloodline will soon enter the world. But my journey isn’t quite finished.

When Helen asks me to travel with her to Cyprus, the birthplace of Aphrodite, I agree to take part in an ancient fertility rite meant to strengthen my powers and honor the goddess who started it all.

And Cyprus has another surprise waiting for me: Sienna and Lila, two gorgeous former content creators who have one very specific reason for wanting to meet the world’s most famous fertility god.

But the biggest surprise comes after I return home, when I finally see the first living proof of everything I’ve created.


Chapter 1

Iwoke to the sound of the ocean. The light through the bedroom window was that specific California gold, the kind that makes everything look richer than it is, except here everything was already rich. The sheets under me were the good kind that cost more than my entire wardrobe a year ago.

It had been seven months since I’d slept with the twins in Miami, and since then life had gone on … in the best way possible.

The mansion was already running. I could feel it in the walls, in the low murmur of staff moving through distant hallways, in the way the air conditioning kept the temperature exactly where it was supposed to be. I lay there for a minute, letting my body catalog itself. The fertility power was a constant hum beneath my skin, like the background radiation of my own DNA and the engine room of a ship I’d learned to steer.

My phone showed three messages from Helen. I had several women coming here to be bred.

* * *

I met the first woman at the door, a pretty brunette in her thirties telling the same story, how she’d struggled to get pregnant and nothing worked. I guided her to the love room, undressed her and loved her. She gasped when she saw my huge cock and gasped even louder once I entered her pussy. I used my fertility powers, making her wet and slick, and she was so amazed her eyes rolled to the back of her skull. I kept going, pumping her till I spilled my seed in her pussy, finishing her off with some kisses.

Then it was time to get dressed and say goodbye. She was glowing, looking overjoyed as she threw her arms around my neck. “How can such a young man make love like that?”

“Even if I’m young, I’ve had plenty of experience.”

She just smiled as Maya introduced me to the next as I used my powers to become hard again, as if the first orgasm had never happened. That was the part that never got ordinary, exactly. The mechanics of recovery. My body refusing the normal rules.

* * *

After having bred eight women, it was time to prepare my seed. I found Alexis and Helen in the preparation room off the main corridor. They were nude, which was also routine. Alexis’s honey-blonde hair was loose, and she was focused the way she got focused on tasks: fully present, slightly amused at herself. Helen stood beside her, her dark hair over one shoulder.

“Good morning,” Helen said, not looking up.

“Eight down,” I said.

Alexis just smiled, proud of me. Then she gave me the look she reserved for moments when she wanted to say something and had decided against it. Even if I could do this alone. They insisted they wanted to help me come.

Helen dropped to her knees first without being asked. The sterile collection cups sat in a neat row on the stainless tray beside the padded bench, each one labeled and waiting. She quickly undressed me and freed my cock. Then she wrapped both hands around the base of my cock, already thick from the residual charge of the morning sessions, and took me into her mouth. Her tongue worked the underside while she sucked, cheeks hollowing, the wet heat of her throat closing around the head. Alexis stood behind her, one hand resting lightly on Helen’s shoulder, watching with the calm attention she gave every process that mattered.

I let the power idle, not forcing anything yet. Helen’s head bobbed, spit gathering at the corners of her lips, her free hand stroking what her mouth couldn’t take. When the pressure built, she didn’t pull away. She took me deeper, eyes watering, and I came hard in her mouth. She held it, cheeks full, then carefully drew back, lips sealed, and leaned over the first cup. She parted her lips and let the thick load spill out in a long, deliberate stream, the white fluid sliding down the clear plastic until the cup was half-full. She wiped her mouth with the back of her wrist and looked up.

“One,” she said.

The power answered the moment I called it. Blood flooded back into my cock before the last pulse had finished fading. I was hard again in seconds, the familiar rush rolling through my hips. Alexis guided me to the edge of the bench and straddled me. She sank down in one motion, her pussy already slick from watching, and the tight, wet heat of her closed around me like it always did. She rode me with short, controlled rolls of her hips, breasts moving, honey-blonde hair sticking to the light sheen of sweat on her collarbones. Helen knelt beside us, one hand cupping my balls, the other holding a fresh cup ready.

I let the power flood her. Alexis’s eyes fluttered. Her walls clenched harder, pulling at me, and when I came she stayed seated, grinding down through every spurt until I was spent inside her. Only then did she lift herself off. Helen was already there, pressing the rim of the cup firmly against Alexis’s open pussy. Thick ropes of cum slid out of her in a slow, heavy pour, guided by Helen’s fingers until the second cup held almost as much as the first. Alexis gave a soft, satisfied sound and kissed the corner of my mouth.

“Two.”

I stood. The power reset me again, cock rising without hesitation. Helen bent over the padded edge of the bench, ass up, and I pushed into her from behind in one long stroke. She was dripping, body already primed from the earlier oral. I fucked her hard and steady, hands on her hips, watching the way her dark hair spilled across the leather. Alexis moved in close, one hand reaching under to stroke the base of my cock every time I pulled back, the other resting on Helen’s lower back.

When I felt the edge coming I didn’t stop. I drove deep and held, flooding Helen’s pussy in long, heavy pulses. Helen moaned into the padding. The second I pulled out Alexis was there with the next cup, pressing it tight to Helen’s swollen folds, fingers spreading her open so every drop that leaked from her was caught. The cup filled faster this time, the yield denser.

“Three.”

Alexis turned and went to her hands and knees on the wide collection mat. I moved behind her without needing instruction. The head of my cock nudged against her entrance and I sank in to the hilt. Doggy always made her moan loud. She pushed back to meet every thrust, the soft slap of skin the only sound for a while. Helen knelt beside us, preparing to fill the next cup.

I fucked Alexis until the power coiled tight at the base of my spine. At the last second I pulled free. Helen aimed the head of my cock into the waiting cup and stroked me through the orgasm, milking every thick spurt into the plastic while Alexis stayed on all fours, breathing hard, pussy still clenching around nothing. Helen kept stroking until the last drop fell, then sealed the lid.

“Four.”

They rotated without speaking. Helen took me in her mouth again, slower this time, enjoying every inch, while Alexis held the next cup ready under her chin. When I came she didn’t swallow. She pulled back with her lips sealed, sat up, and carefully transferred the load into the cup the same way she had the first time. The power brought me back to full hardness before the cup was even capped. Alexis climbed onto the bench on her back, legs open, and I entered her in a single deep thrust. I fucked her until she came around me, then followed, flooding her again. Helen collected every bit that spilled when I withdrew, the cup pressed flush, her fingers coaxing the last of it out.

We kept going. Mouth, pussy, mouth again. Each recovery was instantaneous, the fertility power turning exhaustion into fuel. By the sixth cup Helen was on her back and I was between her thighs, driving into her while Alexis stroked the base and whispered quiet praise against my ear. I came inside Helen, stayed buried for three long heartbeats, then pulled out so Alexis could catch the overflow. The seventh came from Alexis on her knees, my cock in her throat until I flooded her mouth; she spit every drop into the waiting container without losing a single bead. The eighth was doggy again, this time Helen, and when I pulled out Alexis’s hand was already there, guiding me into the cup while she stroked the remaining pulses from me with long, firm pulls.

The tray filled. Eight cups in total by the time the morning session ended, each one sealed, labeled, and packed into the temperature-controlled shipping cases that would leave for the clinic within the hour. Clients across the country would receive them by tomorrow, and within weeks some of those women would be pregnant with my seed.

Alexis wiped her mouth with a clean cloth and smiled at me the way she always did when the work was finished properly. Helen stacked the last case and closed the lid with a soft click.

“This is the best part of working with you,” Helen said, licking her lips. “Getting railed nonstop.”

Alexis gave her a light slap on the ass, but I knew she agreed.

My seed would reach women who couldn’t come to the estate in person. It was a genius move and a profitable one as well.

Afterward, I met Laura, Madison’s mom, in the study doorway, tablet in one hand, and Isabelle, our investor and my lover, was a step behind her, her dark hair swept back, the bump at her midsection clear under the silk of her blouse.

“The quarterly summary,” Laura said, and placed the tablet on my desk. Her voice had that professional steadiness she used when she was trying very hard not to be anything other than my accountant.

I looked at the numbers. I’d known they were growing. I hadn’t done the full arithmetic in a while. The clinic, the shipping operation, the licensing arrangements, the investments, and Cleo’s Fertility brand. It was a specific figure, clean and unambiguous.

Past the billion mark … comfortably past.

I set the tablet down. Isabelle watched me with those green-hazel eyes. And she pressed her lips to mine. “I’m proud of you and what we’ve achieved.”

I caressed the swell of her tummy. “A few months left now … what will you do then?”

“Enjoy life a bit more and possibly get knocked up by you again,” she said with a grin.

I nodded. There wasn’t much to say about a proposal like that.

Before my transformation, I had worried about the money for as long as I could remember. And now I was worth more than I ever could have imagined. So what was left? Maybe what Isabelle Bellefesse said, “Enjoy life a bit more.”

Later I walked through the lower wing and heard the gym before I reached it. The clang of a rack being reracked, and then Madison’s voice counting reps under her breath, half-curse, half-prayer. I pushed the door open and she was at the cable machine in a sports bra. She looked like a tall supermodel, and that’s because she was one. She glanced over her shoulder at me.

“Don’t stare,” she said. “It throws off my form.”

“Need help?”

Madison finished her last rep and turned. At five-foot-nine she was pure blonde bombshell: long, wavy golden hair pulled into a high ponytail, bright blue eyes, and a stunning hourglass figure. Her black sports bra strained over full, natural D-cup breasts, the cropped cut showing off a tiny waist and the soft flare of her hips. Tight high-waisted leggings clung to long, toned, sun-kissed legs. She looked expensive, confident, and already a little flushed from the workout.

“You offering to spot me,” she said, “or just looking for an excuse to get closer?”

“Both.”

I stepped behind her at the cable machine, hands lightly under her elbows as she pulled. Every contraction made her breasts shift under the tight fabric. When she moved to shoulder presses, I guided her form, fingers brushing the warm skin of her upper arms. On the Romanian deadlifts my hands settled on her hips, adjusting the hinge. The leggings stretched tight across her ass with every bend.

After the set she caught me watching in the mirror.

“You’re staring.”

I pulled my shirt off and tossed it aside. Cool air hit my chest. Madison’s eyes dropped immediately, tracing the muscle the power and training had put there. Her tongue touched her lower lip.

“That’s not fair,” she murmured.

I moved behind her again for cable flys, chest nearly against her back, guiding her arms through the motion. My bare skin brushed hers. She shivered.

“You’re doing that on purpose,” she said.

“Doing what?”

“Being shirtless and helpful.”

She turned in my arms. Up close her blue eyes were darker, cheeks flushed. She pressed a palm to my chest, then lower, feeling how hard she’d already made me.

“I can feel that,” she said quietly.

I kissed her. She kissed back harder, tongue meeting mine, body pressing flush against me. My hands slid down to her ass and pulled her tighter. She rolled her hips once, and made a soft sound into my mouth.

When we broke apart she was breathing faster.

“Bench,” she said. “Then we’re done working out.”

I spotted her on the flat bench, looking straight down the line of her body: full breasts rising with every press, tiny waist, long legs in those painted-on leggings. After the last set she sat up, hooked a finger into my waistband, and pulled me between her knees.

The sports bra came off first. Her heavy D-cups spilled free, nipples tight. I cupped them while she pushed my shorts down. The leggings followed, peeled down those long legs until she was naked on the bench, golden hair coming loose, sun-kissed skin glowing.

I lifted her slightly and pushed inside in one smooth stroke. She was already wet, tight and hot. She wrapped those long legs around my waist and met every thrust, soft moans filling the gym. The fertility power stirred without being called, heightening everything. She came first, walls clamping down, blue eyes locked on mine. I followed a few strokes later, burying myself deep and filling her while she held me there.

We stayed like that, breathing hard, her forehead against my shoulder.

Madison eventually leaned back with a slow, satisfied smile. “Next time,” she said, voice still husky, “shirt off from the start.”

I kissed the corner of her mouth. “Deal.”

After the sex, we talked about work. She was working as a full-time model for our clothing brand, Fertility. I was also modeling with her whenever I found time. I was glad she’d found her place here, and I thought about the stalkers I’d taken care of more than half a year ago. I hadn’t heard anything from Brad since then, so he was smart enough to understand that he should stay away. Madison was mine … And so was her mother.

After I’d fucked her, I wanted to see Cleo. The brand suite smelled like laser printers and whatever Cleo had been eating at her desk, which appeared to be a croissant in its third act of destruction. She was bent over a spread of mockups, three browser tabs open, headphones half-on, and she looked up when I passed the doorway.

“You’re doing the face,” she said.

“What face?”

“The I’m-thinking-about-something-important-and-won’t-tell-anyone face. You’ve been doing it since you were twelve.”

I told her the mockups looked good, which was true. Cleo leaned back in her chair, headphones sliding down around her neck, and grinned like someone who already knew the answer.

“They better,” she said. “I spent half the night fighting with the printer. The new Fertility drop is almost locked. Soft cotton sets, the cropped hoodies, those high-waisted leggings Madison keeps living in. We’re calling the capsule ‘Seed & Skin.’ A little on the nose, but the internet will eat it.”

She spun her laptop toward me. On the screen were the campaign shots from last month: me and Madison on the white sand, both of us shirtless in the morning light. My chest and abs were on full display; Madison wore only the brand’s tiny white shorts, golden hair loose, one hand resting on my stomach. Another frame caught us mid-laugh, my arm around her waist, the Fertility logo small and clean on the waistband.

“These are still getting shared everywhere,” Cleo said. “That one of you two walking out of the water? Half a million saves. The comments are disgusting and I love every single one of them.”

I scrolled through a few more. “You made us look expensive.”

“You are expensive now. And Madison photographs like she was born for it. Which, let’s be honest, she basically was.” Cleo stretched, arms over her head, and the movement was loose and happy. “I’ve never worked this hard or slept this little, and I’ve never been this good at anything.”

She looked at me properly then, blue eyes bright the same way they used to get when we were kids and she’d figured out a new scheme.

“I wake up every day and actually want to open my laptop. Do you know how rare that is? I get to build something that has your name and your ridiculous powers all over it, and people are paying for it.”

I reached over and ruffled her hair the way I always had. She ducked, laughing, then shoved my hand away.

“Don’t get soft on me,” she said. “Just keep showing up for the shoots when I ask. Shirt off. Serious face … And then your dick in the night.”

I kissed her on the lips. “You’ll have it.”

* * *

After I’d spent time with Cleo, I received photos from Chanel and her twin daughters. They were outside at a cafe. Chanel was seven months pregnant, and the movie the twins had starred in would soon be released. I smiled at the photo, and Chanel wrote that the twins said hi and wanted to meet me again. There were a lot of women who wanted to meet me, but I only had positive memories of the twins, so I’d definitely make time for them.

* * *

Helen and Alexis found me outside on the balcony while I was enjoying the sunset. Helen came through the glass doors first, a mug in each hand, her dark hair loose around her shoulders. Alexis was a step behind her, barefoot on the terrace tile, still in the light wrap she wore late in the evening.

Helen set a mug in front of me and sat in the chair at an angle to mine.

“How are you?” she asked.

“Fine,” I said, thinking of our morning together.

Helen nodded like that confirmed something she had already suspected.

Alexis wrapped both hands around her mug and watched me over the rim. She had the look she got when she wanted to bring something up and had already talked herself through the hesitation. I waited.

“Helen wants to talk to you about a trip to Cyprus,” she said.

“The island in the eastern Mediterranean?”

“Exactly.” Helen set her coffee down. “I want to perform the Aphrodisia in Paphos.” She said it the way she said most things: plainly. “You’ve been working hard for months. The power is strong, but strength isn’t the same as alignment. The rite is how we keep it clean … It’s also important as a priestess of Aphrodite to honor her.”

“Walk me through it.”

She did and explained everything there was to Aphrodisia. The preparations came first: the ritual space, incense, white flowers, myrtle, and a circle of candles. Then came the formal offerings, sea salt, fire, and the old phallic token worn smooth by generations of ritual use. Once night fell, the priestesses would enter the circle with me, anointing themselves and me with oil before beginning the final offering: the sexual climax, given with full intention and received by the goddess as a living act of devotion. The power going out as a gift rather than being spent as a product. That was the distinction Helen kept returning to. The clinic was productive. This was something else.

“Why Paphos specifically,” I said.

“Because her presence there is older than anywhere else. You can perform this rite anywhere, and you’ll feel something. In Paphos you’ll feel everything. Cyprus is where she first stepped onto land,” she said. “The old stories say the foam carried her to the rocks near Paphos. That’s why the whole island was called hers, and why Paphos became the heart of her worship.”

She picked her mug back up. “But she deserves a formal blessing. Aphrodite should know what her priest has been building.”

I looked at Alexis. She was already nodding.

“I support it completely,” she said. “And there’s a second reason for Cyprus.”

She reached over and picked up the tablet she had set on the side table when she sat down. “The island has become a significant base for parts of the online adult industry,” she said, in the careful, even voice she used when she was being professional and thought it was funny that she had to be professional about this subject matter. “And two days ago, an application came through the clinic’s channel.”

She placed the tablet in front of me. Two names. Professional photographs: one woman tall and dark and still with the camera, sharp green eyes and the particular self-possession of someone who had been looked at professionally for years and was entirely unimpressed by the attention. The other smaller, blonde, with light freckles across her chest and an expression that managed to be both open and knowing at the same time. Both were currently in or near Limassol. Both had requested the full romantic package together, same suite, same nights, simultaneous.

There was a short private video attached to each profile. The kind made for this purpose, direct and honest about what each woman looked like when she stopped performing for the room and started performing for herself. The tall brunette appeared on screen in what looked like a hotel suite, already stripped down to a black lace thong. She didn’t bother with an introduction. She looked straight into the lens, ran one hand down between her breasts, and spoke in a husky porn voice.

“I’m not here for the usual scene. I’ve done every version of that. I want the real thing. The version that actually works.”

She turned, braced herself on the edge of the bed, and pushed the thong aside. Two fingers disappeared between her legs. She kept her eyes on the camera while she worked herself open, showing exactly how wet she already was. When she pulled her fingers free they glistened. She held them up for a second, then slipped them into her mouth and sucked them clean without breaking eye contact.

The clip ended. I opened the second video. The blonde was already on her back, legs spread wide, phone held above her. No lingerie this time, just bare skin and a small tattoo of a star low on her hip. She smiled at the camera like she knew exactly what she was selling.

The video cut off while her fingers were still moving.

I set the tablet down. “These are pornstars.”

“Yes,” Alexis said. “But they’re retired.”

“They don’t look that old,” I said.

“Sienna is 28 and Lila is 26,” Alexis said. “But they’ve made so much money they retired early.”

“They must be talented.”

Alexis chuckled. “You’ll see.”

Three years ago I was in a clothing store. I had an ordinary body and an ordinary life and I had spent most of it standing to one side of rooms where things were happening. I had watched women like these on a screen in the dark the way men who have no access to something watch it: at a distance, in private, pretending the wanting wasn’t specific.

Now Sienna and Lila were paying me to fuck them. They had filed their request the way clients did who already knew what they wanted and were simply identifying the man capable of providing it.

There are moments when the distance between who you were and who you are becomes measurable. This was one of them.

I looked up. Helen was watching me with the calm attention of someone who already knew what I would say and was simply waiting for me to say it.

Alexis had the small smile she wore when she was proud and worried in equal measure and had made peace with both feelings existing simultaneously.

“Prepare the trip,” I said. “The Aphrodisia first. Then the two of them.”

Alexis had her phone out before I’d finished the sentence. I could hear her already moving into logistics as she stood, one hand pressed lightly to her back the way she did when standing for long periods, walking back inside. Helen stayed a moment longer.

“I’ll need fresh myrtle. White roses too, preferably fresh-cut.” She stood. “The rest I have.”

Then she was gone too, and I was alone on the balcony.

The California coast spread out below the estate, grey-blue and enormous and entirely indifferent to any of it.

Ahead, across whatever hours the jet would take, there was a hillside in Paphos where something old waited with more patience than I could imagine.


Chapter 2

Istarted the morning walking the length of the main hall. The first goodbye belonged to Laura, who waited in my office with the numbers up on the big screen and a stack of quarterly reports at her elbow, each one post-it flagged, highlighted and annotated in her neat, precise handwriting. She needed the numbers to be perfect before I left, as if a margin error might bring the whole thing down in flames.

She wore her usual work uniform: a soft pink blouse and a pencil skirt that fit her hips too well to be accidental, hair perfectly coiffed and lips glossed the same shade as the phone case in her hand. The curves of her body weren’t trying to outshine her intellect, but they sure as hell weren’t hiding.

“Everything’s ready for your trip,” she said. “Try not to check email for at least the first twenty-four hours. If Madison gets caught up on the live stream again, remind her she’s still contractually obligated to wear the Fertility gear, not just be half-naked on cam.”

I grinned. “She’s persuasive when she wants to be.”

Laura rolled her eyes. “She’s impossible.” But she softened a beat later, eyes falling to my lips. “So are you.”

She leaned in. I kissed her slowly, feeling the tension melt under my hands as they found her back. Laura pressed close, mouth opening with a little sigh that she would have died before letting anyone but me hear.

I didn’t let it turn into more, not with her hands still clutching a spreadsheet, but her body stayed against mine for a beat longer than necessary. She nuzzled into my chest, the way she sometimes did when she thought nobody was looking. “Bring me something good from Cyprus,” she murmured. “Not a cheap souvenir. Something that’ll make me blush.”

“I’ll bring back a story,” I said, lips grazing her ear.

“Make it a long one.” She stepped back, face flushed but businesslike, and handed me a packet of notes. “And tell Alexis that if she wants to expense those last shipping invoices, they need to be itemized, not just ‘lab equipment, see attached.’”

I saluted her, and she rolled her eyes again, then pretended she wasn’t watching me walk away.

Next was Madison. She wasn’t in the kitchen, which was my first guess, or the bedroom, which was my second. I found her on the back patio with a jump rope in one hand and a half-empty smoothie in the other, watching the ocean through aviator sunglasses. She wore minimal clothing: tight yoga shorts and a sports top. Her skin caught the morning sun in a way that looked intentional. She was a wet dream rendered three-dimensional: golden tan, long legs braced on the patio tile, breasts pulled high and tight by some physics I didn’t understand.

“Following me?” she said without turning.

“Only because you keep running away.”

She lowered the glasses to the bridge of her nose. “Maybe I like being chased. Especially by the boss.” Madison tossed the jump rope aside and crossed the patio, hips swinging in a way that almost dared me to look away. She set the smoothie down on the table, grabbed me by the waistband of my shorts, and yanked me in for a kiss. Her tongue slipped past my lips on the first beat, hungry and warm.

She pressed herself against me, arms looping around my neck. Her hands drifted lower, fingers squeezing my ass with a grin. I caught her under the thighs and lifted her clean off the ground, setting her on the patio table.

“Are you going to be safe in Cyprus?” she asked, between kisses.

“I’ll be fine,” I said, my hands gliding up her legs, over her hips, fingers playing at the crease between thigh and ass.

Madison nuzzled at my jaw, lips soft. “You’d better come back. Or I’ll have to breed myself with one of the leftover cups.”

I kissed her again before I let go of her.

Next up was Cleo. She was in the design room, buried in mockups, hoodie pulled over her head and sleeves almost to her knuckles. Her nails were painted a different color on every finger. She had three phones on the table and a laptop open, two browser windows playing on mute.

“You’re not going to say goodbye?” she said, not looking up.

“I was getting there. I had to find you first.”

Cleo flicked her gaze up, blue eyes quick, then down again. “I knew you’d come looking eventually.”

“You’re predictable.”

“Says the guy doing a farewell tour of his own house.” She smirked, then closed the laptop. She stood up, brushed pastry flakes off her hoodie, and stepped in for a hug. Cleo was just a hair taller than Alexis, but her body was nothing like hers, smaller, leaner, with just the right amount of curve to her hips and ass.

She pressed her cheek to mine. “Try not to breed any more supermodels while you’re gone. At least not ones who want a share in the company.”

I squeezed her tight. “No promises.”

I let her go. She shoved my arm playfully, then ducked her head and returned to her screens.

Last stop before departure: Maya. She found me first, waiting by the elevator with a tray of iced coffee and her usual perfect posture. Maya always wore the staff uniform like she was born to it, but her eyes always told a different story. They followed my every move, dilated slightly, sometimes flickering down to the bulge in my pants and back again.

“Alexander,” she said, voice low.

I took the coffee from her, hand brushing hers, and she blushed, head dipping.

“Thank you, Maya.”

She nodded. “You’ll be away for several days?”

“Just a week. Maybe less.”

She hesitated. “If you need anything packed—”

“I’m all set.” I watched her for a second, seeing the flicker of disappointment behind the smile.

“Will you be alright here?” I asked.

She looked down, eyelashes hiding her expression. “Of course. Everything will be perfect when you return.”

I tilted her chin up with two fingers. “I’ll miss you.”

Her breath caught. “I’ll be waiting.”

I stepped closer, catching her waist, and kissed her on the lips. Maya gasped, body stiff for half a second, then melted into the kiss, hands trembling as they clutched my forearms. I felt the subtle heat building between her thighs, smelled the faint arousal that clung to her skin.

When I pulled back, she was pink-cheeked, eyes shining. “Safe travels.”

I left her there, standing perfectly straight, hands knotted tight behind her back.

* * *

Down in the drive, the limo was already waiting. Helen and Alexis stood together, matching black travel bags at their feet. Helen wore tailored jeans and a white cashmere sweater that made her look both priestess and rock star. Alexis was in a flowy black dress, bare legs, hair pulled up with strands left to frame her face. Both looked completely at ease, as if international travel was something they did twice a week, which it kind of was.

I opened the door for them. “Ready?”

Helen slid in first, then Alexis, then me. The limo was cold inside, but Helen pressed her thigh against mine, heat radiating through the denim. She looked at me, lips curving up. “A proper sendoff?”

“A busy one,” I said.

Helen smirked. “You’ll need the energy.”

The drive down the coast to the private terminal was quiet. Alexis scrolled her phone, no doubt checking and re-checking the logistics of the trip. Helen watched the ocean roll by, every so often resting her hand on my thigh or tracing the back of my neck with her fingers. She was always tactile like that, never possessive, just reminding me of where she was and what she wanted.

When we reached the jet, the pilots and crew were already lined up. We boarded and sat together at the table in the main cabin. The steward brought champagne and snacks, then disappeared. I poured for the three of us. Alexis held up her glass. “To Cyprus,” she said, “and to keeping things sacred, at least until we land.”

Helen clinked glasses, smiled. “To Aphrodite, to Priapus, and to your unholy stamina.”

They both drank, eyes on me.

The plane rolled, then lifted. Within minutes, the Pacific was a blur, and we were leveled out over cloud cover, alone and silent. The feeling of being airborne, outside of time, set in.

Helen touched my hand. “Come with us,” she said.

She led me to the bedroom at the back of the jet. Inside, the bed was made up with crisp white sheets, a bottle of water on each nightstand, blackout shades already pulled. Alexis and Helen turned toward the bed in the dim, golden light, their bare asses forming a perfect double moon between me and the pillows.

Then they turned back to me. Alexis stepped in close, the fabric of her dress brushing my thighs. She looked up, eyes gentle, then kissed me full on the mouth. Her lips tasted of the champagne, sweet and cold. I felt Helen behind me, her hands sliding up under my shirt, nails lightly scratching my ribs. Then I understood what they were doing. They were taking the opportunity of having me to themselves.

They undressed me together. Helen’s hands worked my shirt free, then slid down to my waistband, unbuttoning and unzipping with patience. Alexis’s fingers traced my jaw, my neck, then lower, her palm resting on the flat of my chest.

Once I was naked, Helen pushed me down onto the bed. She climbed on top, straddling my thighs, and let her sweater fall away, revealing the heavy, perfect breasts that never got less mesmerizing no matter how many times I saw them. Alexis knelt beside me, hair tumbling down over her shoulders, and began to stroke my cock, slow at first, then firmer as it thickened and lengthened in her grip.

Both of them undressed, and Helen reached down and guided me inside her. She was warm, already wet, and she took me to the hilt without hesitation. Her hips rolled in slow circles, milking me with every pass, eyes closed in focus. Alexis leaned down and kissed my cheek, then my mouth, then moved to my chest, lips and tongue making a slow path down to where Helen’s hips met mine.

I fucked Helen slow, savoring the feel of her pussy clutching me, the way her tits bounced with every stroke. Alexis licked at Helen’s nipples, then sucked one between her lips while her hand kept stroking the base of my cock, spreading wetness everywhere.

Helen shuddered, head falling back, hair a dark wave behind her. “Fuck,” she said, voice low. “I always forget how good it is when it’s just us.”

Alexis looked up at me, eyes heavy with need. “Can I have him?” she asked, like it was some sacred ritual. Helen nodded and lifted off me, squeezing my cock as she pulled free.

Alexis wasted no time. She climbed on top and slid down in one motion, gasping as I bottomed out. Her pussy was even tighter, the muscles fluttering around my shaft, and she rode me with a slow, rhythmic grind that felt like being worshipped. I reached up and cupped her breasts, thumbs grazing the nipples, and she moaned, hips stuttering as she came once, then again.

Helen moved behind Alexis, kissing her shoulders, then her neck, then reaching around to pinch and play with her nipples. Alexis’s hair spilled across my chest, golden and bright, and she bent down to kiss me while she rode. I tasted her moans in my mouth, the way her whole body tensed and released as she came over and over.

I felt the edge coming, and Helen saw it too. She whispered something to Alexis, who pulled off me, lips flushed and eyes wild. Helen grabbed my cock and aimed it at her mouth. “On her face,” Helen ordered, and I came instantly, ropes of thick white cum painting Alexis’s cheeks, lips, and chin. She stuck out her tongue, catching every drop she could, and then licked the rest off Helen’s fingers when Helen scooped up what she’d missed.

Alexis was still shuddering, her thighs slick and sticky. “Again,” she said. “In my ass this time.”

I was already hard, the power doing its work. Helen oiled me up with lube from the nightstand, then prepped Alexis’s ass, fingers working her open. Alexis climbed back on, guided me briefly into her pussy, then lifted herself, repositioned me, and slowly lowered herself onto me, so she took me into her ass. She was so tight, even after everything, and I went slow at first. Helen knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks, whispering encouragement.

When I was all the way in, Alexis took control, fucking herself on my cock with abandon, every thrust making her breasts bounce and her pussy squirt around the base. Helen was kissing her neck, fingers busy on Alexis’s clit. The sound of the two of them, the wet, animal noises, the way their bodies moved together. It was almost too much.

I came again, this time buried deep in my Alexis’s ass, holding her tight as I filled her. She collapsed forward, body shaking, then rolled off and curled up against my side. Helen climbed over me and cleaned my cock with her mouth, sucking every drop of cum and enjoying it.

We lay tangled on the sheets, sweat drying in the cool air. Helen kissed me, then Alexis, then snuggled in on my other side.

Nobody said anything for a while. The hum of the engines, the steady thrum of the sky passing outside, and the faint aftertaste of sex hung in the darkness.

Eventually, Alexis shifted, arm draped across my chest. “You think Aphrodite will approve?” she whispered.

Helen snorted, soft and warm. “She’ll want to join.”

I laughed, and closed my eyes, the two of them pressed against me, hearts slowing together as the jet brought us closer to whatever waited in Cyprus.

* * *

We landed at 3 p.m. Paphos was low-rise and clean, palm trees and coastal sage everywhere, the old city tight against the harbor like it was still worried about pirates. The air was cool but not biting. I tasted salt the moment I stepped out onto the tarmac.

The villa sat a few kilometers west of town, built right into the side of a rocky hill with its back to the mountains and its face to the sea. The transfer car wound up a private road flanked by cypresses and dry stone walls, the ocean falling away in deep blue stages with every turn. The house was a modern take on an old Mediterranean estate: all limestone and warm wood, with a single story that spread outward instead of up. Massive glass windows wrapped around the main living area, and below that, the water. From the outside, you couldn’t see another house.

I stepped through the front doors and got the temperature: warm, but not stifling, the dry air carrying a trace of honey and lemon and old woodsmoke. A fireplace was already lit in the living room, throwing shadows onto whitewashed walls hung with old maps and antique tapestries. There were no staff in sight, but the fridge was stocked, and everything else in the kitchen gleamed like it had been polished five minutes ago.

Alexis moved through the house, checking every lock, every alarm panel, every window facing the road. I caught her at the back patio, standing with her hands on the glass, watching the waves. “No one can get in without tripping six different alerts,” she said. “We could scream at the top of our lungs and the only thing that would hear us is the sea.”

Helen was on her phone in the main hall. I heard her switch languages twice, then hang up and stare at the ceiling for a long beat. When she saw me watching, she smiled. “They’ll be here soon,” she said, and I didn’t ask who.

She disappeared into the largest guest room. When she came out, she’d changed: barefoot, black pants, a white silk tunic that barely reached mid-thigh. Her hair was down, brushed smooth, the kind of messiness that looked like it would survive a hurricane. Her face was completely clear of makeup, except for the deep red on her lips.

The knock came twenty minutes later. Helen opened the door herself. The four Greek women on the other side looked nothing like each other and everything like a cult.

First was a woman with warm olive skin, high, severe cheekbones, and a scar running through one eyebrow that only made her look more formidable. Her thick dark-brown hair was pulled into a low knot at the nape of her neck. She wore a crimson slip dress and carried a black duffel bag.

The second was tall, maybe thirty, with fair Mediterranean skin, straight chestnut hair cut at her jaw, and an icy, not-quite-approachable stare. She wore a crisp white blouse and navy slacks, no jewelry, no perfume, and she kept her arms crossed for the first five minutes she was in the house.

Third was a woman in her late twenties, with sun-warmed olive skin and a mass of dark, unruly curls. She wore a T-shirt under a sleeveless cashmere cardigan, black leggings, and nothing on her feet. Her dark eyes moved constantly, missing nothing.

Last was five-three tops, with long, wavy black hair, tanned olive skin, and a tattooed sleeve on her right arm. She wore ripped jeans and a sheer top over a black bra, and when she saw me, she grinned, revealing a chipped incisor that gave her smile a hungry, predatory edge.

Helen hugged each of them, then led them into the main room overlooking the sea.

She introduced them with first names only, Katerina, Eleni, Daphne, Sofia, then turned and gestured to me. “This is Alexander,” she said. “You know the rest.”

The four women looked at me, then at each other, then back at me. There was no curiosity, no shyness, no hint of nervousness. What they wanted was to see if the rumors were true.

Helen wasted zero time. “The Aphrodisia will be performed here at night,” she said, “with Alexander as the living offering. You’ll assist in the circle. We’ve adapted some elements of the traditional rite, but the essential parts remain.” She walked around the table, planting both hands on the back of my chair. “Questions?”

Sofia was the first to speak. “Is he as potent as the original?”

Helen smiled, showing teeth. “That’s why we’re here.”

Daphne leaned forward, a half-smile playing at her lips. “Does the vessel know what it means to fuck a goddess?”

Helen looked at me, eyebrows up. “He’s learning,” she said jokingly, and they all laughed.

Katerina broke her silence last, looking straight at me, eyes unblinking. “You carry the bloodline of Priapus. Do you know the price?”

I met her stare. “I know this power has consequences, and I’ve accepted them.”

She inclined her head, accepting the answer.

Helen clapped her hands. “Let’s begin, then.”

They started by clearing the center of the living room, moving the furniture to the walls with no wasted motion. Sofia laid down a massive white sheet, covering most of the floor. Katerina began setting out fat candles, arranging them in a tight ring around the sheet. Eleni produced bundles of fresh myrtle and small white roses from her bag, placing them at each quarter of the circle. Daphne carried in the other supplies: a cast-bronze statue of Aphrodite, about a foot high; a small hammered bowl of sea salt; and a phallic object that looked like it had been carved from driftwood centuries ago, worn smooth from years of ritual handling.

I hovered at the edge, waiting to see if they’d need me, but they made it clear with glances and small gestures that I was to be at the center. So I stepped into the circle.

Katerina lit the candles one by one, each with a whispered Greek phrase that felt older than the house. Eleni set the incense burning, a stick that filled the space with a soft, floral haze. Daphne sprinkled the salt in an unbroken line, then handed me a small bunch of myrtle. I held it in both hands and waited.

Helen watched the four of them, arms crossed, a faint smile on her face. Every so often she’d adjust the placement of a candle or an offering, or murmur something to one of the women in a voice I couldn’t hear. She was everywhere and nowhere, orchestrating with the lightest touch.

Alexis stood just outside the circle, leaning on the back of a chair. Her face was open, proud, and there was a strange, quiet awe there. I wondered what she saw in me, standing shirtless with myrtle in my hand, surrounded by a coven of women old enough to know what power was and how to call it down.

She also cooked for us during the break, while the priestesses of Aphrodite proved just as flirtatious and playful away from the ritual.

* * *

During the night, we were ready. The air was denser. Shadows flickered and multiplied. The ocean was a sheet of hammered bronze beyond the glass.

Helen finally joined me in the center. She took my hands, pressed her forehead to mine for three heartbeats, then stepped back.

“It’s ready,” she said.

We all stood there in a ring, watching the candles gutter and grow. Night pressed up against the glass, black and absolute, but the candles burned on, forty flames bound into a ring, and in the middle: me, Helen, and the other four priestesses. Alexis lingered at the margin, her eyes wide and glassy in the half-dark.

Helen led it. She wore the command openly, white robe loose at her hips, lips set and ceremonial. She stepped up behind me, bare feet whispering on the sheet, and set her palms on my shoulders. Her nails grazed the sides of my throat, tilting my head forward. I felt her breath at my ear, “Don’t move unless I say.”

I didn’t, but memories came rushing back from when she’d awakened my fertility powers at her home many months ago. I remembered the way she’d fucked me, the dream that followed, and how my life had changed forever afterward.

The others entered the circle together. Their robes matched Helen’s: plain cotton, knotted at the waist, nothing underneath. Katerina was first, her olive-skinned hands steady as she took a taper and touched it to the next unlit candle in the ring. Eleni and Daphne did the same, moving around the space in perfect rhythm. Sofia closed the circle.

They formed a cross around me and Helen, facing inward. Katerina and Sofia stood to my left and right, Eleni and Daphne to the front and rear.

Helen reached to the small altar set at the edge of the sheet and took up a tiny, stoppered jar. She unsealed it with her thumb and poured a bead of oil into her palm. The smell hit instantly: sweet myrrh and crushed bay, with the bite of sea salt. She smeared the oil across my forehead, then the center of my chest, then down, stopping at the root, where she painted my cock with slow strokes.

My body responded like it had been waiting all day for this. Blood rushed downward, and I was hard before her hand left me. I heard a sound, maybe a choked gasp, maybe just the ocean pounding outside the glass, but I didn’t dare look away from the fire.

Helen spoke in Greek, a tight, musical string of words that twisted in my ear and woke something ancient inside my bones. The others answered in chorus, their voices layered and a little raw, the sound vibrating in my teeth.

Katerina stepped forward and anointed Helen in the same three places, brow, heart, sex. Helen shivered, then bit her lip and let it pass.

They moved fast. Helen loosened the sash at her waist and let the robe slide from her shoulders, baring her body to the fire and to me. The others followed, four robes falling to the sheet in a staggered, fluttering cascade.

Each woman was different, but all were beautiful in the particular way of women who had nothing left to prove and nothing left to fear. Katerina was corded muscle and scar tissue, her breasts small but perfect, nipples hard and glossy in the firelight. Eleni was lean and fair-skinned, nipples wide and pink, every rib visible under her skin, but her legs were dense and strong. Daphne was rounder, hips flared, a tattoo spiraling from her left breast down across her belly, dark curls wild around her shoulders. Sofia was softest, breasts wide and heavy, her areolas dark brown, the triangle of hair above her pussy shaped and neat.

I was outnumbered, outgunned, and I couldn’t move.

The four advanced on me. Katerina and Sofia took my wrists, one on each side, and brought my arms behind my back, not tight but controlled. Daphne and Eleni knelt at my feet, hands skimming up my thighs. I felt nails, then tongues, then teeth, and my cock jumped in Helen’s palm.

She stroked me, using the oil as lube, then knelt and took me in her mouth. The heat was instant. She kept her eyes on mine while she sucked, the muscles of her throat fluttering as she worked the head. Katerina slipped around behind me, pressing her chest to my back, hands kneading my shoulders. Sofia held my hips, pinning me steady. Eleni traced my balls with her tongue, then licked at the base of my cock. Daphne kissed up the inside of my thigh, her breath cool and teasing.

The whole thing blurred into sensation. Heat in my shaft, a tingling in my neck and scalp, the smell of oil and sweat and salt. The power built, just like it always did, but this time it felt like I was standing at the edge of a live wire: tense, alive, ready to blow.

Helen pulled off me, lips shining, and stood. She guided me down onto my knees. I went, hands still behind my back. She mounted my lap, taking my cock inside her, her pussy hot and soaked. Her body collapsed against my chest, arms around my neck, and she began to ride, clenching me with every upward roll.

The other four didn’t just watch. Katerina and Sofia pressed in behind me, hands running up and down my arms, kissing at my neck and shoulders, whispering encouragement in Greek. Eleni and Daphne took positions on either side of Helen, kissing her breasts, licking at her nipples, sometimes leaning in to kiss me. Daphne reached down and fingered herself, moaning in time with every stroke Helen took. Eleni touched herself, eyes on Helen’s face, feeding on every change in her expression.

Helen didn’t say anything at first. She was focused, sweating, hair plastered to her cheeks. Her pussy squeezed me like she could wring out my soul through my cock. I felt myself getting close, too close. She must have felt it too, because she clamped her thighs tight, then rolled off me, leaving me rigid and exposed.

Daphne was ready. She straddled me, rode me for five strokes, then pulled off and gave Eleni a turn. They alternated, keeping me right at the edge but never letting me come, their bodies moving with an ease that was both worship and punishment.

Helen directed it all with a flick of her fingers, a snap of her voice. When Katerina took her place, she leaned in close and said, “Not yet. Hold it.”

I held. The power in my body was electric. My balls ached, my cock was slick with oil and pussy, and my whole body buzzed. At some point, someone pressed a cold goblet of water to my lips. I drank, spilling some down my chest, and Sofia licked it off, laughing softly.

Helen’s eyes glowed with pride and a little cruelty. “You’re almost there,” she said.

The four took turns, riding me, fucking me, kissing me, but always keeping me on edge. At some point, hands wrapped around my shaft and stroked, a pussy clamped down and squeezed, a tongue played at my balls and the tip of my cock at once, but still I didn’t come.

When the women started to moan, the sound layered and harmonic, I knew they were close. Daphne orgasmed first, her body shaking, nails digging into my thighs. Eleni followed, milking my cock with her pussy, then climbing off and finger-fucking herself to a second, louder climax. Sofia and Katerina came in near unison, Katerina’s hands on my chest, both of them biting at my neck and shoulders as they came.

Then Helen called it.

She pulled me up from my knees and laid me on my back. She mounted me again, deeper this time, grinding her hips down and holding me there. The other four closed in, hands on my legs, my chest, my arms, kissing me, kissing Helen, and all at once the ring of bodies was locked tight.

Helen put her mouth to my ear. “Give it to me,” she whispered. “All of it. Now.”

I did. The orgasm ripped through me like a bomb. My whole body spasmed, my cock shooting inside Helen in a pulse that felt endless. She clenched down, took every drop, grinding it into herself, and moaned as she came with me. The other women held us, hands and mouths everywhere, and I felt the golden light arc out of me and into them, a wave that started at my hips and radiated through every inch of skin.

When it was over, I collapsed. Helen stayed on top of me, her pussy still squeezing me, forehead pressed to mine. The four others held her shoulders, her hands, her hair, murmuring words in Greek that sounded like thanks.

No one moved for a long time.

Eventually, Helen straightened, slid off me, and knelt at my side. She wiped my forehead with a damp cloth, then cradled my head in her lap. The others gathered in, kissing my chest, my face, my spent cock, and one by one they lay down around me.

Alexis finally stepped into the circle. She brought a robe, draped it over my shoulders, then kissed me softly on the lips. Her eyes were shining.

Helen spoke, voice hoarse. “The rite is complete. The bloodline is renewed. The offering is accepted.”

Katerina, Eleni, Daphne, and Sofia repeated it in chorus.

The candles guttered, one by one, the smoke curling up toward the beams of the villa roof.

For a moment, all I heard was my breathing.

Then Helen kissed me, and the world came back, slow and sweet, with the smell of oil and sweat and salt and love.


Chapter 3

The morning after the Aphrodisia rite was clean and bright and quiet. I woke up. The entire place smelled like spent candles, ashes, and musk. My whole body was perfectly loose, every joint and muscle light, like I’d finally had enough sleep after a semester of all-nighters. I lay there and watched the way the early sun hit the walls, stripes of gold over the white paint, and let it register that I felt absolutely zero of the usual drag.

I’d thought the night before would leave me emptied out. Instead, I was so fully recharged it was almost embarrassing. My first thought wasn’t about hunger or needing to pee, it was wanting to fuck again, which said a lot about the state of my fertility powers.

By the time I made it out to the patio, the four priestesses and Helen and Alexis were already up, gathered around a low table and eating hunks of bread and hard white cheese with black coffee in little glass cups. All of them looked nothing like the women I’d met the night before, or like women I’d fucked in a circle while the air crackled and a goddess supposedly watched. They looked like a group of academics who’d gone hard at an international conference and were just now piecing together the evidence.

Helen was there, and so was Alexis, both sitting at the edge of the group, feet tucked under their chairs. Helen’s hair was back up in a bun that looked like it had been twisted in five seconds and still held together perfectly. Alexis wore a plain linen wrap and aviators, staring at the horizon like it might blink.

Katerina was the first to acknowledge me. She flicked her eyes up, then down again, chewing with total focus. Eleni poured herself more coffee, and when the pot reached me, she pushed it over in a silent “help yourself.” I sat.

Sofia glanced up, crumbs at the corner of her mouth. “You survived,” she said.

“Was I not supposed to?” I asked.

She shrugged. “We’ve seen some collapse after the second round.”

Daphne snorted. “You’re just bitter he didn’t finish in your mouth.”

“Next time,” I said.

There was a collective grunt of amusement. Helen set her cup down, pushed her chair back, and stretched in a way that showed off the length of her body under the tunic.

“I can’t speak for the rest,” she said, “but my own evaluation is that the rite went perfectly.”

Katerina wiped her fingers with a napkin, then stood. “You may not notice the effects immediately. The body needs to acclimate.”

I shrugged. “I feel fine.”

After we’d eaten and talked, the four priestesses left. They all made sure to hug and kiss me. Helen followed them to the door and, from the way her voice carried, there was some final joke about driving stick shift on the mountain passes. When she came back, she dropped into the seat beside me and dragged my chair closer with her bare foot.

Alexis was watching us, her sunglasses still on, but her mouth was twisted up in that way she had when she was bracing to give me news. I waited.

“How’s your body?” she said, tone clinical.

“Not sore,” I said. “Just … awake.”

She nodded. “That’s how it’s supposed to work.” Her hand found mine under the table. “You should eat more.”

Helen picked up her bread and tore it in half, passing me the bigger chunk. “The rite isn’t just a show, you know. There’s a reason for every part. There’s a reason Aphrodisia endured for so long.”

I chewed. The bread was nutty and dense, probably made by a baker who woke up at midnight to prove it right.

“Want to explain the metaphysics?” I asked.

Helen leaned in. “Aphrodite is the goddess of generative force. Of beauty, pleasure, but also the will to propagate. When she’s invoked through sex, the charge doesn’t leave you empty. It leaves you more than you were before.”

I looked at my hands, my arms and flexed my fingers.

“Feels right,” I said.

Helen nodded. “Priapus was always her son, her instrument. You’re the latest edition.”

Alexis sipped her coffee. “It’s not just mythology,” she said. “You’re stronger now. The effect will last.”

“Does that mean I have to start wearing togas?” I said.

Helen laughed. “If you did, no one would complain.”

“Except maybe Madison. She likes spandex.”

Alexis’s hand squeezed mine. “Speaking of, your appointments are waiting.”

“The pornstars?”

“Yup.” She checked her phone. “First meeting in Limassol at noon.”

I finished my coffee and let the idea sink in: two women, both former performers, both wanting the full experience, both here because they’d heard rumors and believed them.

Helen saw the look and smiled. “They’ll expect you to be impressive.”

“I’ll do my best.”

She leaned in close. “You’re carrying a blessing now. Use it well.”

We packed in ten minutes. I put on dark jeans and a white shirt, the only things in my bag that didn’t look either like business casual or resortwear. Helen put on sunglasses that looked like they’d cost more than the flight, and Alexis wore black, hair in a ponytail, looking less like a fertility witch and more like an off-duty model.

We locked up the villa and piled into the rental car, Helen taking the passenger seat while Alexis settled into the back. A minute later, we were winding down the coast road, the car hugging each corner. The sky was cloudless, blue so deep it felt staged. The sea mirrored it, every wave a hard glint. We passed roadside fruit stands, bright oranges and bananas, and men on battered mopeds weaving through the traffic.

In Limassol, the address led to a gated estate tucked behind a stone wall and hedges. The intercom asked for a name; I gave mine, and the gate rolled open. The driveway curved through palms and cypress, ending at a two-story house with heavy wooden doors and glass everywhere.

I got out first. Helen checked her phone, then leaned in and kissed my cheek. “Go impress them,” she said. Alexis touched my arm, soft, and said, “We’ll see you later.”

A maid led me into the house, which was cool and immaculate. White floors, white walls, art in black frames, and a sitting room with a view of the harbor. The two women were waiting on the low couch, both barefoot, both in matching silk robes.

I recognized them instantly from the video. Sienna was the taller, with olive skin, long dark hair, and green eyes that held nothing back. She looked me up and down in one sweep, then crossed her legs and waited. Lila was shorter and curvier, with blonde hair and soft brown eyes that still held a definite edge.

They greeted me with hugs and kisses, holding onto me as if I were their last hope.

Once we were settled down, Sienna watched me, her gaze unblinking. “Is it true what they say about your … capabilities?”

“That depends,” I said. “What do they say?”

“That your sperm count breaks the clinic’s equipment,” Lila said.

I chuckled. “Something like that.”

Sienna’s eyes narrowed, then she nodded, satisfied. “Good … I like it hard.”

Lila leaned forward, elbows on her knees. “We’ve heard lots of things about you … things that got us in the mood.”

I nodded. “That’s the impression I got.”

“As much as we like to have fun,” Sienna said, “we’ve hired you to make us pregnant.”

I felt the blood move, an actual, physical shift as the power woke up inside me. “I can do that,” I said. “With pleasure.”

Lila grinned. “How long does it usually take for you to get hard, with two women like us in the room?”

“Less than a second,” I said.

She laughed. “I hope you like to share.”

Sienna reached for a carafe on the side table, poured water into three glasses, and handed one to each of us.

“So,” she said, “are you going to ask us why we left the industry?”

I shrugged. “If you want to tell me, I’ll listen.”

She sipped her water. “It was a job.We made more than enough, and now we want to live somewhere quiet and watch our kids play in the sun. Not complicated.”

“Except for finding the right man to impregnate us,” Lila said.

“There’s no shortage of men,” Sienna replied, “just a shortage of desirable men.”

I smiled. “Do I pass the test?”

“By a long shot,” Lila said, making them both giggle.

“We’re not going to be gentle with you,” Sienna said.

“I can handle you.”

I leaned back, spreading my legs, and let them look. Lila’s gaze dropped instantly. Sienna’s followed, then moved back to my face.

“You don’t look nervous,” she said.

“I’m not.”

“Most men are.”

“I’m not most men.”

Sienna smiled. “We’ll see … Let’s get some sun before we leave.”

We stood and walked to the glass doors that opened onto the terrace. The three of us stood looking out at the blue-gray water and the tangle of white boats bobbing in the bay.

Lila reached for my hand, pulled it to her hip. Her skin was warm, her body soft but strong. Sienna pressed close, her arm sliding behind my back, and I felt her breath at my neck.

There was nothing rushed about it. The sun was high. The city stretched out below us. The three of us stood in the clear light, bodies leaning together.

“We’re leaving at two. We’ll head to the villa on the east coast,” Sienna said, voice low. “No one will bother us.”

“Good,” I said.

Lila reached up and touched my face. “We’re going to ruin you,” she said.

I nodded. “Looking forward to it.”

They kissed me, together. Sienna’s lips were dry and demanding; Lila’s were plush and sweet. Their hands mapped my body, fingers tracing my chest, my arms, my lower back. I pulled them in, both at once, the heat rolling off their skin.

When we broke apart, Sienna said, “Not here. We have all week.”

“I’ll wait,” I said.

Lila’s voice was soft in my ear. “You’d better eat something. You’ll need the energy.”

We sat together, eating fruit and bread while the light changed on the water. We talked, not about porn or power or mythology, but about Cyprus, about their new house, about what it felt like to start over. They wanted this because they’d chosen it. It made the air crackle in a way the priestesses’ rite never could.

When Helen and Alexis called to check in, I told them not to wait up. I had work to do.

* * *

We left the city in the early afternoon. Sienna took the wheel, and Lila rode shotgun, the two of them singing along to pop songs I didn’t know while the highway unfurled ahead. The car was some local Euro model that felt like it could hit two hundred on the coastal roads, and Sienna drove like she intended to find out. I sat in the back and watched the line of her arm where it flexed on the steering wheel, the tan lines at her wrist, the way her hair fell over one eye when she checked the side mirror.

They’d changed out of the robes. Sienna wore a dark sports bra and running shorts, her stomach flat, the lines of her thighs all muscle and intent. Lila had put on a cropped white T-shirt and boyshorts, nothing else. The car smelled like their perfume and the citrus from the water bottle Lila squeezed into our cups at every stop.

We talked a little about the route, a little about Cyprus, a lot about nothing. The real conversation happened in the quiet: hands brushing, legs pressed together, the slow and steady turn of heads as each of us checked the others out.

By the time we reached the villa outside Ayia Napa, I was so hard I had to angle my cock to the side so it wouldn’t dig into the zipper. Lila noticed the adjustment, smirked, and whispered something to Sienna. Sienna didn’t look back, just grinned wider and drove even faster.

* * *

The villa was perched over the sea, a minimalist white block half-buried in the scrub. The air was cooler here, the winter sun sharp and clear, but still warm enough that you could taste the salt on your tongue. The place had been staged for maximum privacy. A heated lap pool stretched toward the cliff’s edge, then a winding path led down through dry grass to a gate and the sand below.

No one else for a mile in either direction.

Inside, the house was empty. Lila dropped her duffel on the floor, then pulled me by the wrist through the glass doors to the terrace.

Sienna followed, hands in her back pockets, hips swaying.

“You swim?” Lila asked.

“Not well,” I said.

She smiled. “We’ll teach you.”

There was zero ceremony. Sienna peeled her bra up and off, then shimmied her shorts down to her ankles, stepping out of them with an athlete’s balance. Her body was exactly as I’d seen on video: long, lean, soft in the right places but hard where it mattered. Lila didn’t bother to make a show of it; she yanked her tee off, then her panties, and stood with her legs a little apart, hands on her hips, just daring me to keep eye contact.

I dropped my shirt, then my jeans. My cock was up, hard as rebar, the power humming like a live line. Both women looked at it, then at each other. Sienna whistled. “You weren’t kidding,” she said.

Lila stepped closer, hand out, palming my shaft like she needed to check the measurement. “I thought they added an inch in the rumors,” she said. “But this is…” She squeezed, grinned. “Yeah, this is going to be fun.”

Sienna walked to the pool, naked, her ass tight, the curve of her calves more defined than any woman I’d seen up close. She dove in clean, the splash minimal. Lila pulled me with her, no hesitation, and we both jumped in at the same time, arms and legs tangling in the water.

The shock of cold made everything more vivid. I surfaced, wiping water from my eyes, and Sienna swam up behind me, hands sliding down my back and over my ass. “Nice form,” she said.

Lila treaded water in front of me, hair slicked back, breasts bobbing at the surface. She caught my cock under the water, stroking it, thumb tracing the slit at the tip. Sienna pressed closer, her nipples against my spine, her legs bracketing mine, and she whispered, “I can’t wait for tonight.”

I looked at both of them. These were the kind of girls guys dreamed about and jerked off to… but now they were mine, in the best possible way.

* * *

The night fell quick and blue, the air cooling just enough to feel it on your skin when you left the patio. The staff at the villa had laid out a low-key dinner, grilled fish, herbed potatoes, a bowl of soft cheese, and an open bottle of red. Sienna and Lila ignored the food at first, going straight for the wine.

We ate mostly in silence, passing the dishes back and forth, licking oil and lemon from our fingers. I caught Lila’s hand under the table twice; each time she squeezed mine and then dragged it onto her thigh, higher each time. After we’d eaten, we rested for a little while before they reached for me. “Showers,” Lila said. “You’re coming.”

They led me to their bathroom, which was a sheet of polished limestone, two open showers facing each other and a sunken tub the size of a koi pond.

Both women stripped without ceremony. Lila was shorter, five-five of soft, heavy curves. Pale skin with light freckles scattered across her chest and the bridge of her nose. Her natural breasts hung full and round, thick pink nipples already tight from the cool air. Wide hips flared into thick thighs and a round, plush ass that jiggled when she moved. Between her legs her pussy was soft and puffy, a neat blonde landing strip above smooth, pale outer lips that looked full and slightly parted even at rest.

Sienna stood taller at five-nine, olive skin already deepened by the sun. Long dark hair streamed down her back. Her body was athletic but soft where it mattered: full natural breasts that sat higher and firmer than Lila’s, dark nipples, a narrow waist, and strong, toned thighs. A small black snake tattoo curved along her left ribcage. When she turned, her ass was tighter, higher, with a clean, athletic shape. Her pussy was different too: smoother, with thinner outer lips and a more pronounced, darker inner pink that showed when she shifted her weight.

They made me stand in the middle while they took turns rinsing off the day, hair streaming, water sparkling on tan skin. Sienna was first, running her fingers through my hair, then dragging her nails down my chest. She washed me with both hands, rubbing circles over my pecs and abs, then lower, cupping my balls with one hand while she soaped my cock with the other. It was hard before she even finished a single stroke.

Lila was next. She grabbed my cock in both hands, then squatted to run her tongue up the length, lapping off the lather. She sucked the head, then popped it free and stood up, kissing me.

We took turns, rotating, the water going cloudy almost instantly. They pressed against me, hands everywhere, lips on my neck and jaw, breasts flattened to my chest.

Eventually we got out and toweled off as a unit, Sienna standing behind me and kissing my neck while Lila dried my hair with a clean towel. We moved to the master suite, a single huge bed under a skylight, the sheets crisp and white, the room already warm from the sun that had poured through all day.

They let me sit on the edge of the bed, then both knelt in front of me like something straight out of a porno, Sienna left and Lila right. They put their hands on my knees and just looked at my cock, measuring it, almost scientific. Sienna wrapped her hand around the shaft, tugged it gently, then jerked her chin at Lila. “Go ahead,” she said.

Lila leaned in, licked the tip, then took me into her mouth, slow, her lips forming a perfect seal. She bobbed her head, stroking with one hand and cupping my balls with the other, her cheeks hollowing out with each pull. Sienna watched, then leaned in and ran her tongue along the shaft above Lila’s grip, licking up the shine. She spit on the head, spread it with her thumb, and then joined Lila, their tongues overlapping, sometimes both working my cock at once. “Can you recover as quickly as they say?” Lila asked.

“Yes, you can have as many blasts as you want.”

They both giggled. I wasn’t going to last. They pulled back in tandem, Lila stroking my cock while Sienna rolled my balls between her fingers. “Ready?” Lila said. I nodded, and she aimed the head at her lips and stroked until I started to come. The first spurt hit the back of her mouth, and she swallowed it, eyes wide. The next ropes dripped onto her tongue, and she passed it to Sienna, who licked the mess off her chin before kissing her, deep and wet.

My cock deflated for a second before I used my powers to make it hard again. They exchanged glances and then gave me a round of applause with giggles. “I’ve never seen anything like that!” Sienna said.

“Me neither.”

“I’m a fertility God,” I reminded them with a wink.

They didn’t want to talk. They just wanted me inside them. Sienna climbed onto the bed, spread her legs, and patted the space between them. “Now you,” she said, and I moved up, lining my cock with her pussy. She was dripping, the lips glossy and parted, and I slid in with no resistance at all. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, heels digging into my back, and she met me with a hard, piston rhythm that never slowed or lost control. Lila knelt behind me, kissing my neck and back, her hands roaming, pinching, tracing circles on my ass. At one point she slid a finger down, rimmed my hole, and whispered, “You like that?”

I didn’t hate it.

Sienna’s pussy squeezed me like a fist, and she moaned, loud, her body arching up with each thrust. Her tits were perfect, nipples dark and stiff, and she pulled my mouth to one and held it there while she bucked against me. I sucked, licked, bit, anything to keep from coming again too fast.

But it was no use. I felt the edge coming, and she felt it too, locking her legs around me and holding me deep, her nails raking my back. I came, hard, the pulses crashing through me, and Sienna groaned, shuddered, and collapsed back onto the pillows.

Lila grinned and climbed onto the bed, kissing Sienna, licking the taste of me from her tongue. She positioned herself over my face, her pussy already leaking, and lowered down until her clit mashed against my mouth. I ate her out while she jerked my hardening cock with one hand, and after a few minutes she squirted, the juice hot and salty and all over my chin. She grabbed my cock and lined it up with her entrance, then rode it, slow at first, then bouncing harder and harder, tits shaking with each slam.

Sienna joined in, rolling onto her knees to kiss and lick my nipples, her hand sneaking down to play with my balls while Lila fucked herself on my cock. And I felt the next load building even faster than the first.

They kept it up for hours. Sometimes one would take my cock while the other sat on my face; sometimes they fucked each other while I watched and recovered. At one point they sixty-nined, Sienna on top, and called me over to fuck whichever hole was free, switching back and forth, sometimes pausing just to lick or suck or bite, always keeping the charge high and the tension tight.

When I came, I did it inside them. Sienna took the first two, then Lila, then back again. They egged each other on, counting the orgasms, daring me to keep up. They told me exactly what to do, what hole to fill, where to finish, and I did it, every time.

The whole night was a scene of sweat and moans and the slap of skin on skin. I lost track of time, of position, of anything except the feeling of bodies locked together, the only thing that mattered.

At the end, the three of us lay sprawled on the huge bed, the sheets twisted and ruined, the air heavy with sex. Sienna curled up on my left, her arm thrown across my chest, Lila on my right, her thigh draped over mine, hand still loosely wrapped around my cock.

Neither of them spoke. There was nothing left to say.

After a while I felt Sienna’s breath even out, slow and steady, her fingers tracing lines on my ribs. Lila sighed, shifted, and pressed her lips to my shoulder before falling asleep. I stared up at the skylight, the stars in a tight pattern overhead, and let it wash over me.

I thought of Aphrodite, of Priapus, of Helen and Alexis and the whole mad legacy that had landed in my lap. I thought about what it meant to want something and then have it, to really have it, and how no one tells you what to do after that.

I closed my eyes, felt the warmth of Lila’s hand on my cock and the press of Sienna’s tits against my arm, and I smiled.

The night was long, and I was exactly where I was supposed to be.


Chapter 4

Ididn’t leave Cyprus for another day and a half. There wasn’t any reason to hurry; the villa had been prepaid for the week, and the two women were very clear that my work was not finished. Every night was a marathon, every morning a repeat performance. By the time I packed my bag and caught the return jet, I had burned through so much energy that I thought my body might finally start taking something from my bones. It didn’t. I boarded the plane with Helen and Alexis, both of them looking deeply satisfied with themselves, and spent the flight home sleeping with my head on Alexis’s lap and Helen’s hand running slow lines up and down my thigh.

We landed at LAX, skipped every line, and by the time I reached the estate it was late in the evening. The house glowed on the hillside, all its windows bright, and I knew just by looking that not everyone was asleep.

Cleo was first. She met me in the main entry, hair in a messy knot, dressed in one of Madison’s oversized hoodies and nothing else. She barreled into me, arms tight around my waist, nearly knocking me backward.

“You’re home,” she said, voice muffled in my shirt.

I ruffled her hair. “Did you miss me that much?”

She glanced up with blue eyes wide. “There’s a line of new clients and no one else can do the job but you. Madison said if you didn’t come home soon she’d sneak out and hunt you down.” She grinned, then added: “Also, you’re trending in like three different countries, but I saved the good memes for the morning.”

“Love you too, Cleo.”

She let go and darted toward the kitchen. The smell of something sweet was already coming down the hallway.

Madison was next, and true to Cleo’s threat, she looked ready for war. She wore one of the Fertility hoodies unzipped, sports bra and bike shorts underneath, and her tan skin gleamed like she’d just showered. She looked me up and down, then grabbed my face with both hands and pulled me into a kiss that felt like it might lift me off the ground.

She broke it off and bit my lower lip. “Is it true you fucked two pornstars?”

“Who told you they were pornstars?”

“The internet,” Cleo called from the kitchen. “They have people everywhere.”

I shook my head, but Madison didn’t give me an inch. She pressed her body flush against me, her D-cups flattening on my chest, her hands drifting immediately lower.

“Cyprus did you good,” she said, voice husky. “You look hotter.”

Cleo reappeared with a tray of pastries. Madison snagged one and jammed it in her mouth, then fisted my waistband and started pulling me toward the gym. “You can eat after,” she said. “You have a lot of energy to burn off.”

I let her drag me. Behind us, Cleo yelled, “Don’t break the bench this time!”

We barely made it to the gym before Madison had her hands down my pants, and after that I wasn’t sure how much of the next two hours was workout and how much was just her blowing off steam. She wanted to ride me, squat on me, bench with me as a weight, fuck me standing and then prone and then on the floor with her knees on the foam roller. Then I came raw in her pussy.

After I pulled out, she threw her arms around my neck, sweat and all, and nuzzled her cheek to my jaw. “You’re not sleeping alone tonight,” she whispered.

“Who have you invited?”

“Cleo,” she said with a grin.

* * *

It was morning, and I woke next to Madison and Cleo, remembering the heavenly threesome. It didn’t take long till I received a message from Maya, asking if she could come in.

Entering the room with a smile, Maya bowed her head when I looked up. “Reports are waiting in the study,” she said. “Ms. Bennett requests a meeting when you have a moment. And Alexis is waiting with Helen in the breakfast room.”

I extricated myself, careful not to wake Madison and Cleo, and pulled on shorts and a T-shirt. Maya followed two steps behind, not speaking unless I asked, but I could feel her eyes on me. I looked back once and caught her blushing, eyes darting away. The air around her was thick with a scent I recognized: arousal. She was leaking it like a hidden signal, and I wondered how she kept her composure.

“Would you like to join me for coffee?” I asked.

She froze for a second, then nodded. “Yes, Mr. Orthios.”

We walked together to the breakfast room. Inside, Helen was eating yogurt out of the container, perched on the edge of the window seat, bare feet tucked up. Alexis sat beside her, tablet on her lap, glasses perched low on her nose. Both looked up when I entered.

“Morning,” I said, voice still hoarse.

Helen grinned. “Or afternoon. Time zones.”

Alexis set her tablet down and smiled at me. It wasn’t the showy smile, but the one that said she’d already counted every new wrinkle on my face and decided she liked the changes. “Did you sleep at all?” she asked.

“Enough.” I looked at Maya, who silently poured my coffee. Her hands trembled a little.

Helen watched Maya with interest, then said, “You missed the best news.”

“Yeah?”

“We’ve received our first birth announcements,” Alexis said, pushing the tablet toward me.

I took it. The top message was flagged URGENT, but the subject line was simple: Birth Notice — Savannah. Client #001.

I tapped to open it. The message was brief, formal, but at the bottom was a link. When I clicked it, a video loaded. It was Savannah: my very first Romantic Package client, the one with the supermodel genes and the old money attitude, sitting in a hospital bed, hair down, no makeup, and looking more beautiful than she ever had in person. In her arms was a newborn, a little girl wrapped in pink, her skin the color of fresh cream and her eyes still closed.

Savannah smiled, a tired but real smile, and looked at the camera.

“She’s perfect,” Savannah said. “Healthy, strong, stubborn as hell already. Thank you for giving her to me. I know you’re not supposed to play favorites, but I hope you remember us. I’ll raise her to be as determined as her biological father.”

She laughed, then held the baby closer. The video ended.

I stared at the screen, not moving.

Helen peeked over my shoulder. “She looks just like her.”

Alexis’s voice was soft. “More expected this week.”

I set the tablet down. For a minute I just drank the coffee, the video replaying in my head. “It’s real now, isn’t it?” Helen said.

“It’s more than real.”

Alexis’s hand found mine, under the table. “How do you feel?”

I had to think about it. The memory of Savannah, of how she’d looked when she first stepped into the clinic, the way she’d challenged me, the way her pussy squeezed when she came. I remembered her body, the angles and curves, the laugh she’d given when I asked if she was nervous about the procedure. I remembered the first time I came inside her, my first romantic package client. Now there was a child, living proof, her daughter, half me and half her.

“I feel…” I stopped. There wasn’t a word for it.

Helen licked her spoon clean. “You’re a fertility god,” she said. “What did you expect?”

I chuckled. “You’re right.” Then I drew in a deep breath. “I want to reply to her … and to the rest of them when the time comes.”

“Is this what you wanted?” Maya asked demurely.

I turned to look at her. “I didn’t know what I wanted.”

But now, seeing the faces, the children, the mothers, I realized I did want this. I wanted to leave behind a bloodline that would outlive me.

Maya collected the empty cups. “I can prepare gifts for every newborn,” she said.

“Good,” I said. “Please, do that.”

Helen stretched, arms over her head. Her breasts pressed against the thin cotton of her shirt. “You know the tradition, don’t you? The father gives the first gift. Then he receives the gratitude.”

I shrugged. “That sounds like something you just made up.”

She grinned. “It’s a very old world.”

Alexis stood and moved behind me, arms wrapping around my shoulders, lips to my hair. “You did good,” she said. “Your father would have been… proud.”

And those words meant the world to me, even if he hadn’t been a part of my life.

* * *

The day moved in a blur of meetings, reports, numbers, and more client messages. Laura met me in the study, spreadsheet in hand, and said, “We’re going to need another accountant. There’s too much money.” She said it like a complaint, but the corners of her mouth curled up in pride.

Cleo dropped by with new samples from the Fertility line: baby clothes, toddler hoodies, and a onesie that said “Daddy’s Gift” in gold script. She made me hold it up, took a picture, then said, “You’re a meme again. Don’t blame me, blame the internet.”

Madison had three new outfits lined up. She modeled each one for me in the living room, no pants, just the branded top and her perfect ass on the leather sofa. “You have a new fanbase,” she said, straddling my lap. “The mommy market. They all want to know your skincare routine.”

I kissed her neck. “You’ll have to make something up.”

She laughed, then ground down on me and made me fuck her until she squirted, soaking the new hoodie. “Brand test complete,” she said, breathless. “The material holds up.”

That night, I sat alone on the patio, the city lights blurred in the haze below. I scrolled through the photos of my daughter on my tablet. They were just photos, but they warmed my heart. I had never felt anything like it, and to think there were thousands more coming.

Helen found me there, barefoot, a wine glass in her hand. She sat next to me and set her toes on my thigh. “You’ve made something permanent now,” she said.

“I feel it,” I said.

She drank her wine, then set the glass down. “You’re not done, though. The real work is in what comes after.”

I nodded. “I know.”

She leaned in, kissed my cheek, then stood and walked inside.

I stayed, watching the darkness, the ocean out beyond the lights, and the cluster of stars in the sky above. My bloodline was out there, and I felt the world tilt just a little under the weight of it.

When I closed my eyes, I saw Savannah, tired but radiant, her daughter asleep in her arms. I thought about the second, and the third, and all the others yet to come.

It was legacy. It was real, and it was mine.

I poured myself another glass, and for the first time, I toasted the future.

* * *

Later that night I couldn’t sleep. I slipped out of bed at one a.m., pulled on sweatpants, and padded barefoot down the long, empty halls of the estate. I found Alexis in her sitting room, curled up on the corner of a velvet couch, a heavy book balanced on her knees. She looked up as I entered, but didn’t say anything at first. Her hair was loose, glasses perched on the end of her nose. She looked like herself, ordinary and calm and kind of tired.

I sat across from her, and she closed the book and set it on the side table. “Trouble sleeping?” she asked.

“Not exactly.”

She waited. I showed her my phone, open to the photo of Savannah and her baby. Alexis held it, studied the image for a long time, then swiped through the next.

“She’s beautiful,” Alexis said.

“Most people think it’s a numbers game,” I said. “It isn’t. Every one of them … matters. I used to think I’d get lost in this. That the power would chew me up. But I realized I have to be a role model for my kids as well.”

Alexis stood and came to my chair, sat on the arm and curled an arm around my shoulders. She kissed my hair gently.

“It didn’t chew you up,” she whispered. “It made you who you are.”

I leaned into her. For a long time, we just sat there, my hand on hers, both of us staring into the darkness.

“Are you proud?” I asked, quiet.

She squeezed me tight. “I’ve always been proud of you … But now there’s something extra.”

“I’m glad.”

“Do you want some help falling asleep?” she asked, and I knew what she meant.

“I would love to.”

We went to bed together, her hand in mine, the phone glowing on the nightstand. I looked at the photos one last time, reminding myself there would be many more … many more women, many more kids, and many more beautiful moments with my loved ones.

Alexis took off her clothes and crawled into bed with me.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading Becoming A Greek Fertility God 5: Epilogue & Bundle! 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!
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Tommy Silver
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