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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.

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, Mr. Orthios,” 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.

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.

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.


Afterword

Thank you so much for reading Becoming A Greek Fertility God !

If you’d like to be notified when I publish a new story—and receive a free taboo story—you can sign up for my newsletter at tommysilver.com.

If you’d like to reach out, feel free to email me at author@tommysilver.com.

That’s all for now!

Best regards,

Tommy Silver
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