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Chapter 1: Last Will and Testament

The lawyer’s office smelled like old wood and older money.

I sat in a cracked leather chair, staring at the mahogany desk that probably cost more than my truck. Mr. Henderson—balding, wire-rimmed glasses, the kind of lawyer who’d seen three generations of wealth pass through his hands—shuffled papers with the solemnity of a funeral director.

Which, I supposed, was appropriate.

“Your aunt’s estate is… substantial, Mr. Brooks.”

I leaned forward. Substantial was good. Substantial meant I could finally pay off my credit cards and maybe replace the transmission that’d been grinding for six months.

“The primary asset is Willow Creek Inn. A Victorian bed-and-breakfast approximately two hours north, including the main house, carriage house, and seventeen acres. Fully furnished, with all contents.”

I nodded. I’d been there once as a kid. Remembered a creaky old mansion with too many rooms and a strange medicinal smell.

“There’s also a 2018 Mercedes S-Class, and approximately twelve thousand in checking and savings combined.”

My heart rate picked up. A Mercedes. Jesus. Aunt Margot had clearly done well for herself.

Henderson cleared his throat. “However, there are also… liabilities.”

The way he said it made my stomach drop.

“The inn carries approximately eighty thousand dollars in debt. Property taxes are three years delinquent. There’s a balloon payment due on the mortgage in sixty days.” He looked at me over his glasses. “The estate is underwater, Mr. Brooks. If you accept the inheritance, you accept the debt.”

Eighty thousand.

I made thirty-five grand a year doing carpentry. On a good year.

“What happens if I refuse?”

“The property goes to auction. Creditors are paid from proceeds. Anything left over—which there likely won’t be—would go to the state.”

I rubbed my face. “Why me? I barely knew her.”

“Your aunt’s will is very specific. She wanted the inn to stay in the family. You’re the only blood relative under fifty.”

Under fifty. Like that mattered.

“Can I see it? The property?”

Henderson slid a key across the desk. Old brass, worn smooth. “The staff has been notified of your arrival. I believe the head housekeeper is still in residence.”



The drive took two hours and fifteen minutes through wine country that got progressively more rural. Vineyards gave way to rolling hills, then dense forest broken by the occasional farmhouse.

The GPS led me down a gravel road that hadn’t seen fresh gravel in a decade.

Then the trees opened up, and there it was.

Willow Creek Inn.

Three stories of Victorian excess—turrets, gingerbread trim, a wrap-around porch that sagged on the west side. The paint, once probably a respectable cream, had peeled down to gray wood in patches. The gardens had gone feral, roses climbing over trellises in massive tangles.

But the bones were good.

I could see that even from the driveway. The roofline was straight. The foundation looked solid. This wasn’t a teardown—this was a project.

A very expensive project I couldn’t afford.

I parked next to a vintage Mercedes—the one I’d apparently inherited—and grabbed my toolbox from my truck bed out of habit.

The porch steps creaked under my weight, and when I tested the railing, three of the balusters wobbled dangerously. Someone could lean on this and go straight over the edge, drop eight feet onto the flagstones below.

I couldn’t walk past that.

I set down my overnight bag and got to work. Pulled out my drill, some wood screws, and a two-by-four for bracing. The sun was warm on my neck as I secured the loose balusters and reinforced the cracked handrail.

Forty-five minutes later, I tested it again. Solid.

“You’re fixing it.”

I spun around.

A woman stood behind me on the porch.

My eyes traveled up from sensible black heels, over toned calves that suggested yoga or dance. A black pencil skirt hugged hips that were fuller than the conservative cut suggested, tucked in at a narrow waist. The white blouse was crisp and professional, buttoned to the throat—but silk clung to subtle curves beneath, hinting at a body she kept carefully controlled. Silver-streaked black hair pulled back in a severe bun. Dark eyes that could’ve frozen vodka.

But there was something else in those eyes. Assessment. Calculation.

“Yeah. It was dangerous.” I wiped my hands on my jeans. “You must be the housekeeper. I’m Nathan Brooks.”

“I’m Linda Huang. I manage the inn.” She moved closer, examining the repaired railing, and I caught a hint of jasmine and sandalwood. When she looked up at me, something shifted in those dark eyes. “You didn’t even go inside first.”

“Couldn’t let it stay broken. Someone could get hurt.”

“Your aunt kept meaning to call someone.” Linda stepped closer, examining my work. “You do good work.”

“I’m a carpenter. It’s what I do.”

“Your aunt said you were practical. She appreciated practical men.” The way she said it made me look up. Her dark eyes met mine, calculating, measuring. “I’ve been managing this inn for fifteen years. Your aunt spoke of you often, particularly in her final months.”

“Really? Because I hadn’t seen her in fifteen years.”

“She was aware of your career. Your skills. Your… character.” Linda gestured toward the door. “Come inside. There’s much to discuss. And your aunt left specific instructions for you.”



Inside, the air was cool and still. Dust motes drifted through afternoon light streaming in through tall windows. The furniture was covered in white sheets like ghosts. A grand staircase curved up to the second floor, the bannister hand-carved oak that would’ve cost a fortune to replicate.

Linda led me through the entry hall into a sitting room. “The inn has been closed since your aunt’s passing three months ago. The staff has remained in residence, maintaining the property.”

“Staff? Plural?”

“Myself, Sofia our chef, and Astrid who manages our wellness facilities. We’ve been waiting for your arrival.” She paused at the window, looking out at the overgrown gardens. “Your aunt believed you were… suitable. That you might embrace what she built here.”

“Which was what, exactly? A bed and breakfast?”

“Among other things.” Linda turned to face me. “Are you hungry? Sofia has prepared dinner for seven. You’ll meet everyone then. In the meantime, I’ll show you to your room. Your aunt specified the blue room, second floor, east wing.”

I followed her up the grand staircase, watching the way she moved. Precise. Controlled. Like every step was choreographed. But I noticed things now—the sway of hips she couldn’t quite hide, how the pencil skirt hugged an ass that was surprisingly full and round. Her posture was perfect, showing off a long elegant neck.

She knew I was watching. Had to know.

The blue room turned out to be a suite with a four-poster bed, an antique wardrobe, and windows overlooking the gardens. Someone had already turned down the bed and left fresh towels.

“Dinner is at seven in the main dining room. I’ll show you the way.” Linda moved toward the door, then paused. “Your aunt left something for you. Instructions, specifically. I’ll bring them after dinner, once you’ve had time to settle in.”

“Can’t I have them now?”

“Your aunt was very particular about timing. Trust the process, Mr. Brooks.” She left, closing the door behind her with a soft click.

I dropped my overnight bag and explored the room. Everything was immaculate despite the inn being closed. Fresh linens. Dusted surfaces. Someone had been maintaining this place carefully.

Through the window, I could see more work that needed doing. Overgrown gardens. A carriage house with peeling paint. A greenhouse with broken panes.

Months of work. Maybe years.

I unpacked my few belongings and tried not to think about eighty thousand in debt.



The dining room was smaller than I expected, clearly meant for guests rather than staff. A round table was set for four—actual china and cloth napkins.

Linda was already seated. Next to her sat a woman who made my brain stutter.

“Nathan, this is Sofia Vega. Our chef.”

Sofia turned in her chair and my eyes went straight to her bare feet, toenails painted red. Smooth calves disappeared under a flowing skirt that did nothing to hide thick thighs. When she stood to greet me, those hips swayed—wide, grabbable, hypnotic. A tiny waist cinched in, then… Jesus Christ.

Massive tits strained against a low-cut peasant blouse, brown nipples visible through thin fabric, cleavage threatening to spill free with every breath. The blouse’s neckline plunged dangerously, a thin gold chain disappearing between those impossible curves. Deep bronze skin gleamed in the candlelight. Black curls tumbled wild to her shoulders. Glossed lips curved in a knowing smile at my expression, full and lickable.

“Hola, Nathan.” Her voice was pure bedroom—husky, accented, the kind of voice that promised filthy things. “Welcome to Willow Creek.”

She held out her hand. I shook it, hyperaware of how soft her skin was, how she leaned forward deliberately to give me a better view. Those tits bounced with the movement, straining fabric to its limits.

“Thanks. Something smells amazing.”

“That’s Sofia’s gift,” said a new voice.

I turned. A third woman stood in the doorway.

Strappy sandals showcased delicate feet. My eyes climbed up endless legs—toned calves, smooth thighs that seemed to go on forever, barely covered by tiny athletic shorts that hugged a small, tight ass. A flat stomach with visible muscle definition. The white tank top clung to her athletic frame, outlining perky C-cups with hard nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric. No bra.

Long blonde hair in a practical French braid. Ice-blue eyes that were somehow innocent and hungry at once. Full lips that curved into a small smile. A silver nose stud caught the light.

“Astrid Berg,” she said, holding out her hand with Scandinavian directness. “I run the wellness facilities.”

Her grip was stronger than Linda’s. Firmer. She held my hand a beat longer than necessary, thumb brushing over my knuckles, and her eyes traveled down my body—lingering at my chest, my forearms, dropping to the bulge in my jeans—before traveling back up with blatant assessment.

Her teeth caught her lower lip for just a moment.

“Nathan Brooks.”

“We know.” Astrid sat across from me, folding those endless legs under the table. “Linda’s been telling us about you.”

“All good things, I’m sure.”

“Honest things,” Linda said. “Please, eat.”

Sofia had made roasted chicken with herbs I couldn’t name, roasted vegetables from the garden, fresh bread that was still warm. It was the best meal I’d had in months.

As we ate, I learned the basics: Sofia had worked here eight years, Astrid three. Both lived on the property in the staff quarters above the carriage house. Linda had her own suite in the main house. They’d kept the inn closed since Aunt Margot’s death three months ago, doing maintenance, waiting for—

“For someone to decide what happens next,” Linda finished.

“And what do you want to happen?” I asked.

The three women exchanged glances. Something passed between them—an understanding, a shared secret.

“We want the inn to reopen,” Sofia said, leaning forward deliberately. Those massive breasts pressed against the table edge, threatening to spill from her blouse. I could see the top of her areolas, dark brown against bronze skin. “This place—it’s special. The guests who came here, they needed what we offered.”

She licked her glossed lips slowly.

“Which was?”

Another exchange of looks.

“Privacy,” Astrid said, biting her lower lip in a way that made my jeans tighter. “Discretion. A place to… heal certain needs.”

Her ice-blue eyes held mine. Her hand rested on the table, fingers drumming slowly. The movement made her tank top shift, outlining those perfect tits.

“Your aunt ran a very particular business,” Linda added carefully. “One that helped women in ways traditional establishments cannot.”

The way they were all looking at me made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“What kind of business?”

“That conversation is better had in private,” Linda said, standing. “After dinner. Come to the library when you’re ready.”



I helped Sofia clear the dishes despite her protests. In the kitchen, her body pressed against mine in the narrow space—deliberate, warm. Those massive tits brushed my arm as she reached past me. Her hip ground against mine as we worked side by side, and the heat of her body was distracting as hell.

“You’re very helpful, papi.” Her voice dropped to a purr. “Your aunt chose well.”

“Chose well for what?”

“You’ll see.” She turned to face me fully, close enough I could smell cinnamon and vanilla on her skin, see the sheen of sweat in her cleavage. She winked and disappeared deeper into the kitchen, hips swaying, that round ass hypnotic under her flowing skirt.

Astrid passed me in the hallway, moving with an athlete’s grace. “Linda’s waiting. Don’t keep her.” Her hand trailed across my lower back, fingers pressing just above my ass, before she walked away. I watched those endless legs carry her down the hall, shorts riding up to show the curve of her tight ass.

What the hell was going on?

I found Linda in the library—floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, a fireplace with a marble mantle, leather furniture that had probably cost more than my truck.

She stood by a bookshelf in the back corner, her hand resting on a leather-bound volume.

“Mr. Brooks. Close the door, please.”

I closed it.

Linda pressed something on the bookshelf. It swung inward with a soft click, revealing a hidden corridor lit by recessed lighting.

“What the—”

“The Wellness Wing,” Linda said. “Your aunt’s most important legacy. Come.”

I followed her down the corridor. It ended in a heavy door. Linda pulled out a key and unlocked it.

Inside was a suite that looked nothing like the rest of the Victorian inn. Modern. Luxurious. A massive four-poster bed with medical-grade sheets. Monitoring equipment. An examination chair. A locked filing cabinet. Everything spotlessly clean.

“What is this place?”

Linda walked to the filing cabinet, unlocked it, and pulled out a leather-bound ledger.

“Your inheritance. The real one.” She set the ledger on a side table. “Willow Creek Inn has operated two businesses for fifteen years. The public business—a bed and breakfast. And the private business—a fertility retreat for wealthy women seeking discrete pregnancies.”

I stared at her. “You’re telling me my aunt ran some kind of breeding service?”

“A fertility consultation service. Wealthy women—CEOs, politicians’ wives, celebrities—women who want children without the complications of relationships or public IVF, come here. They pay for absolute discretion and a personal approach to conception.”

My brain was short-circuiting. “How personal?”

“Very.” Linda opened the ledger. Pages of coded entries, dates, payments. “Your aunt facilitated over seventy successful pregnancies in fifteen years. Each client pays between thirty and fifty thousand dollars for a three-to-five-day stay during their fertile window.”

The numbers were staggering. “And how did she… I mean, did she have a sperm bank?”

“She had a wellness consultant. One man, carefully screened for genetics, health, temperament, and discretion. He lived here, worked here, and provided the service our clients paid for.”

The way she said “service” made my stomach flip.

“You mean he—”

“Yes. Direct conception. Intimate, personal, with genuine care for the client’s needs and emotions. Not clinical IVF. Not anonymous donation. Real intimacy designed to make them feel desired, safe, and hopeful.” Linda’s dark eyes held mine. “The consultant retired last year. Your aunt had been searching for a replacement when she passed. That’s why she left you this inn. She believed you were suitable.”

“Suitable to—” I couldn’t even finish the sentence.

“To replace him. To take over the business. To service our waiting list of forty-seven women who are desperate for what we offer.” Linda stepped closer. “The debt you’re worried about? One successful client visit covers it. Two would fund renovations. The business is extraordinarily profitable—if you’re willing to embrace it.”

I backed up until I hit the door. “This is insane. You expect me to—to fuck rich women for money?”

“I expect you to consider it. To understand what your aunt built here.” Linda’s voice remained calm. “These women have exhausted every option. Failed IVF. Hostile divorces. Biological clocks screaming. They need discretion and hope. We provide both.”

“I can’t just—”

“Sleep on it. Tour the property tomorrow. Look at the financial records. Understand what you’re inheriting.” Linda walked to the door, placing her hand on the knob. “But know this: if you walk away, the inn dies. The staff loses everything. And forty-seven desperate women remain without hope.”

She opened the door, then turned back.

“Your aunt was particular about the selection process. Before any consultant begins working with clients, the staff must approve. We evaluate suitability, capability, and… compatibility.” Her eyes traveled down my body and back up. “If you agree to consider this, we’ll test you. All three of us. If you pass our evaluation, the position is yours.”

“And if I refuse?”

“Then you sell the inn and walk away. No hard feelings.” Linda reached into her pocket and pulled out a sealed envelope. “Your aunt wanted you to have this. After you understood.”

She handed it to me and left, her heels clicking down the corridor.

I stood alone in the fertility suite, staring at the envelope.

My hands shook as I opened it. Inside was a single sheet of expensive stationery in Aunt Margot’s spidery handwriting:

Nathan,

If you’re reading this, Linda has explained everything. I know it seems impossible. But you’re perfect for this—kind, capable, handsome, and desperately in need of purpose.

These women need what you can give them. Not just genetics, but hope. Caring. The feeling that they matter.

The staff will guide you. Trust Linda—she’s been the heart of this business for fifteen years. Trust Sofia and Astrid. Let them teach you.

Don’t be afraid of intimacy. Don’t be ashamed of helping. This work is beautiful if you let it be.

Embrace your inheritance. Embrace what you’re capable of becoming.

With hope, —Margot

I read it three times.

Stared at the massive bed. The equipment. The ledger full of successful pregnancies.

Forty-seven women waiting.

Eighty thousand in debt.

Three staff members who needed this inn to survive.

And me—a broke carpenter with apparently very specific genetic qualifications.

I walked back to my room in a daze.

In the blue suite, I found Linda waiting by the door.

“I thought you might have questions,” she said.

“About a thousand of them.”

“I’ll answer what I can. May I come in?”

I let her in. She sat in the chair by the window, perfectly composed, while I paced.

“How does this even work? Legally, I mean.”

“All clients are consenting adults. They pay for a wellness retreat. What happens during their stay is private. They sign extensive NDAs. Any resulting pregnancies list ‘anonymous donor’ on birth certificates. Your aunt’s lawyer structured everything carefully.”

“And child support?”

“These women are worth millions. They want children, not legal entanglements. The NDAs protect you completely.”

I stopped pacing. “Linda, I’m not a gigolo. I’m a carpenter.”

“You’re a man who fixes things. These women are broken in a very specific way. You’d be fixing that.” She stood. “Sleep on it. In the morning, if you’re willing to consider it, come to my suite at ten. We’ll discuss the evaluation process.”

She walked to the door, then turned back one last time.

“Your aunt believed in you. She saw something the rest of your family missed. Don’t dismiss that lightly.”

Then she was gone.

I stood at the window, looking out at the moonlit grounds.

A fertility inn. A breeding service for desperate rich women.

And three gorgeous staff members who wanted to “evaluate” me.

“This is insane,” I said to my reflection.

But I didn’t pack my bag.

I didn’t call the lawyer to refuse the inheritance.

Instead, I climbed into the four-poster bed and lay awake until dawn, thinking about Aunt Margot’s letter.

Embrace what you’re capable of becoming.

Morning came too quickly.

I stood at the window with my coffee, watching contractors’ trucks I couldn’t afford roll past in my imagination, when there was a soft knock.

Linda entered without waiting for an answer.

“Good morning, Mr. Brooks.”

“Morning.”

She crossed to me, her heels silent on the hardwood. In her hand was a small brass key.

“Your aunt left instructions,” she said, holding it out. “The Wellness Wing.”


Chapter 2: The Wellness Wing

I didn’t sleep.

How could I? Every time I closed my eyes, I saw that suite. The medical equipment. The massive bed. The ledger full of coded entries that represented seventy successful pregnancies.

Seventy women who’d paid my aunt to get them pregnant.

By some guy who lived here. Who fucked them for money.

Who I was apparently supposed to replace.

At six AM, I gave up on sleep and went for a run through the property. Seventeen acres turned out to be mostly forest with trails that needed clearing. I found an old greenhouse, half the glass panes broken. A swimming pool filled with three years of leaves. A pond with a dock that was one board short of collapse.

Everywhere I looked, I saw work. Months of work. Years, maybe.

And no money to do any of it.

Unless.

I pushed the thought away and ran harder.

By the time I got back to the house, I was drenched in sweat and no closer to a decision. Linda was waiting on the porch, perfectly composed in her white blouse and pencil skirt despite the early hour.

“Good morning, Mr. Brooks.”

“Morning.”

“Have you made a decision?”

I wiped sweat from my face. “I have questions first.”

“Of course. Join me in my office in thirty minutes. After you’ve showered.” Her nose wrinkled slightly. “You smell like exertion.”



Thirty minutes later, I met Linda in the library.

She didn’t say a word. Just pressed the hidden panel and led me down the corridor to the Wellness Wing.

The suite was exactly as I remembered from last night—luxurious, clinical, intimidating. The massive bed. The medical equipment. The locked filing cabinet.

Linda closed the door behind us.

“Ask your questions,” she said.

“This business—it’s legal?”

“The clients are consenting adults. They pay for a wellness retreat. What happens during their stay is between adults in private. No laws are broken.”

That seemed like a very careful answer.

“And the pregnancies? No one’s ever come back with lawyers?”

“Your aunt was meticulous. Every client signs ironclad NDAs. They acknowledge the nature of the service. They waive all parental claims against the consultant. The biological father is listed as ‘anonymous donor’ on all birth certificates.”

“What about child support?”

“These are women worth millions, Mr. Brooks. They don’t need money. They need children. Heirs. The discretion is worth more to them than any legal claim.” Linda tilted her head. “You’re thinking like a lawyer. Think like a businessman. Your aunt built something rare—a service that fills a genuine need with absolute privacy. That’s worth protecting.”

I stood, pacing to the window. The gardens stretched out below, wild and beautiful.

“If I say yes. If I agree to this. What exactly happens?”

“First, the staff votes. We need to ensure you’re capable of satisfying our clients’ needs.”

“Meaning you need to sleep with me.”

“Meaning we need to evaluate whether you can perform under pressure, whether you can make a woman feel desired despite the transactional nature, whether you’re physically capable of the stamina required.” Linda’s voice was clinical, detached. “Some clients want multiple sessions per day. Some want rough, others want tender. You need to be adaptable.”

“And if I pass your vote?”

“Then we reopen the inn. I contact the waiting list. We start with one or two clients to rebuild your confidence and reputation. The consultant before you had over three hundred five-star reviews on our private client board.”

“There’s a review board?”

“These women talk to each other discreetly. Word of mouth is everything.”

I turned back to her. She was watching me with those unreadable dark eyes.

“What do you get out of this?” I asked. “You, Sofia, Astrid. Why do you care so much about keeping this place running?”

For the first time, Linda’s mask cracked. Just slightly.

“This inn gave me purpose when I had nothing. Your aunt gave me a home, work that mattered, respect. Sofia was a single mother working three restaurant jobs when your aunt hired her eight years ago. Astrid was recovering from an abusive relationship. We’re not just staff, Mr. Brooks. This is our family.”

Family. The word hit harder than I expected.

“And if I can’t do it? If I fail your test?”

“Then we say goodbye, and you sell the inn with our blessing. No hard feelings.” Linda moved toward me, each step deliberate. “But I don’t think you’ll fail.”

“Why not?”

“Because you fixed the railing yesterday without being asked. Because you’re thinking about the staff before yourself. Because when Sofia flirted with you this morning, you got hard.”

I froze. “How did you—”

“I was in the hallway. I see everything in this house.” She stopped directly in front of me, close enough that I had to look down slightly to meet her eyes. “Your aunt chose you for a reason. She saw something in you. I’d like to see it too.”

Her hand rose, palm pressing flat against my chest. I could feel my heart hammering beneath it.

“Do I have your consent, Mr. Brooks? To evaluate you?”

My mouth was dry. “Yes.”

“Then undress. Shirt first.”

I pulled my shirt off slowly. Linda’s eyes tracked over my shoulders, lingering on my chest, down my stomach. Her expression remained neutral, but I caught the slight hitch in her breathing, the way her throat moved as she swallowed.

“Pants.”

I unbuckled my belt, the clink of metal loud in the quiet room. Unzipped. Pushed my jeans down my legs and stepped out of them. Stood there in just my boxer briefs, already half-hard from the tension and the insanity of the situation. The bulge was obvious.

Linda circled me slowly, predator assessing prey. Her fingers trailed across my shoulders—warm, testing. Down my spine, making me shiver. Over my ass, squeezing once, evaluating. Clinical on the surface. But her breathing had quickened.

“Good muscle tone. Manual labor shows.” She came back around to face me, eyes level with my chest. “Underwear off.”

I hesitated for half a second. This was insane. But I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pushed them down.

My cock sprang free, thick and already swelling harder under her stare.

Linda’s eyes dropped, and for the first time, her mask fully cracked. Her lips parted. Her pupils dilated until those dark eyes were almost black. Her hands clenched at her sides.

“Oh,” she breathed. “That’s… very good.”

She stared for a long moment, and I watched a flush creep up that elegant neck, spreading to her cheeks. Her nipples hardened visibly against the silk of her blouse.

She was still fully dressed—blouse buttoned to the throat, skirt to her knees. But her chest was rising and falling faster now.

“On the bed,” she said.

I sat on the edge of the massive four-poster bed. Linda walked to a cabinet, each step measured, controlled. She opened a drawer and pulled out a glass specimen cup and a small bottle of lube.

Her hands were shaking. Just slightly, but I saw it.

“I need a sample,” she said, voice crisp despite the tremor in her fingers. “Volume, viscosity, recovery time. All relevant data.”

She knelt between my legs.

The sight of Linda Huang on her knees, still fully dressed in that severe blouse and pencil skirt, her silver-streaked hair still perfectly pinned, kneeling in front of my naked body—it made my cock jerk harder.

She saw it twitch and her breath caught. She set the cup on the nightstand with a soft clink, then poured lube into her palm. Her eyes met mine.

“This is clinical,” she said. But her voice wavered. “Don’t mistake it for anything else.”

Then she wrapped both hands around my cock.

Fuck.

Warm. Slick. Her grip was firm, confident, elegant fingers wrapping around my thickness. She could barely circle me completely. She stroked slowly at first, base to tip, learning my shape. Her thumb swiped over the head on each upstroke, swirling through the precum already beading there.

I groaned, hips bucking involuntarily.

“Sensitive?” Her clinical tone was slipping. I heard hunger underneath.

“Yeah.”

“Good.” She stroked again, slow and deliberate, watching my face. “Very good. The girth is… impressive.”

Her other hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, testing their weight. “Full. Heavy.”

She stroked faster now, both hands working in tandem. One pumping my shaft, the other massaging my balls. Her breathing had gone ragged.

“The clients will expect you to last,” she said, but her eyes were glued to my cock, watching it slide through her slick grip. “Can you hold back?”

“I—fuck—I can try.”

Her technique was rhythmic but losing that mechanical edge. Stroke, twist, squeeze. Faster now. Every motion designed to extract maximum response. Her fingers traced the thick vein on the underside, and I hissed.

“So responsive,” she murmured, almost to herself. “So thick and hard and—”

She cut herself off, jaw clenching. But her hands didn’t stop.

I was leaking precum steadily now, clear fluid dripping over her elegant fingers. Linda’s thumb caught it, spread it around the swollen head of my cock, mixing it with the lube. The wet sounds filled the room.

“You’re already so wet for me,” she whispered. Her eyes flicked up to mine, dark and hungry. “I can feel you throbbing. Feel how hard you are.”

“Linda—”

“Tell me.” Her strokes became urgent, almost desperate. “Tell me when you’re close. I need to see it. Need to see how much you—” She swallowed hard. “I need to collect the sample.”

The pressure was building, coiling tight in my balls. Her hand squeezed just right, twisted on the upstroke, and I felt it rising.

“I’m close. Fuck, I’m—”

She grabbed the specimen cup with one hand, positioning it at the tip of my cock. Her other hand stroked faster, harder. Her thumb pressed just under the head, that perfect spot, and—

“Come for me,” she breathed. “Let me see it.”

I came with a guttural groan, abs clenching, cock pulsing in her grip. The first spurt hit the bottom of the cup hard. Then another. Another. Thick ropes of cum filling the container while Linda stroked me through it, milking every drop, her eyes locked on my cock with an intensity that was pure hunger.

“Yes,” she whispered. “Oh god, yes. So much. Keep coming. Give me all of it.”

The cup was nearly half full by the time I finished, my cock still twitching in her hand, still leaking. Linda kept stroking, squeezing out the last drops, and I saw her thighs press together beneath her skirt.

She set the cup on the nightstand carefully. Then—without breaking eye contact—she brought her cum-slicked fingers to her mouth.

Her tongue darted out. Licked her palm. Her fingers. Cleaning every trace of my cum from her skin.

Her eyes fluttered closed. A moan escaped her throat—raw, desperate.

She sucked her fingers clean one by one, and I watched her throat work as she swallowed. Her other hand had disappeared beneath her skirt.

When she opened her eyes again, her mask was completely gone. Her cheeks were flushed deep red. Her lips were parted and wet. Her nipples pressed hard against her white blouse, the outline of her bra visible now.

“Taste is…” She licked her lips, chasing the last flavor. “Acceptable.”

Her voice was hoarse, wrecked.

She stood on shaking legs, smoothing her skirt with trembling hands. I could see the wet spot on the silk where her hand had been. “Volume is excellent. Well above average. Exceptional, even.”

She walked to the window on unsteady heels, putting distance between us like she didn’t trust herself. I was still sitting on the bed, cock still half-hard and glistening, watching her try desperately to regain her composure.

It wasn’t working. I could see her reflection in the window—hand pressed between her legs, breathing hard.

She finally turned, and her eyes were molten despite her controlled voice.

“You pass,” she said quietly. “But Sofia and Astrid also vote.”


Chapter 3: Kitchen Audition

I slept like the dead.

Whatever I’d expected after Linda’s “evaluation,” it wasn’t to collapse into my bed and sleep for twelve hours straight. But apparently getting jerked off by your aunt’s former head housekeeper while contemplating whether to become a professional stud took it out of you.

When I woke, it was seven-thirty AM. I had thirty minutes to shower and get to the kitchen.

Sofia’s test.

My stomach did a nervous flip.

I showered fast, threw on jeans and a t-shirt, and headed downstairs. The smell of coffee and fresh bread hit me the moment I entered the kitchen.

Sofia stood at the stove, her back to me, stirring something in a large pot.

Jesus.

She was barefoot again, red-painted toenails bright against the worn kitchen tiles. Thick calves led up to thighs I could see shifting beneath a flowing skirt. The fabric clung to an ass that was absolutely massive—round, plump, swaying with each movement. Her waist was tiny in comparison, cinched tight. A thin white tank top stretched across her back—so thin I could see the outline of… was she wearing a bra?

She reached for something on a high shelf and I got my answer. No bra. Those massive G-cup tits swayed heavily, pulling the tank top tight. Brown nipples were clearly visible through the thin white fabric, hard from the cool morning air.

Her black curls were piled on top of her head in a messy bun, showing off the gold hoop earrings, the curve of her neck, the small rose tattoo on her shoulder blade.

“Buenos días, papi,” she said without turning around. “Right on time.”

“How did you—”

“I heard your shower.” She finally turned, and her smile was pure sin. Her dark eyes traveled down my body slowly, appreciatively. “You look well-rested. Linda’s evaluation went well?”

“She didn’t tell you?”

“She said you passed. But she didn’t give details.” Sofia gestured to the kitchen island. “Sit. Eat. You’ll need your strength.”

She set a plate in front of me—perfectly cooked huevos rancheros, fresh tortillas, beans, salsa. The presentation was restaurant-quality.

I sat and ate while she moved around the kitchen. Every movement was deliberate, sensual, designed to tease.

She bent to pull something from a low cabinet, and her skirt rode up high on her thick thighs. Higher. I caught a glimpse of bare bronze skin, the curve of her ass, the wet gleam between her legs.

No panties.

She reached for a high shelf, and her tank top lifted, showing the soft underside of those massive tits, the curve where they met her ribs. She held the stretch, knowing I was watching, before lowering her arms slowly.

When she turned to set spices on the counter, her nipples were even harder, poking through the thin fabric like pebbles. A thin gold chain rested in her cleavage, disappearing into that deep valley.

She was performing for me. And it was working. My jeans were already getting tight.

“Linda says you’re good with your hands,” she said, leaning against the counter across from me. “That you fix things.”

“I do okay.”

“More than okay. You fixed the porch railing without being asked. The loose rail upstairs. The broken lock on the pantry door.” Her eyes glinted. “A man who fixes things without being asked? That’s very sexy.”

I nearly choked on my coffee.

A loud grinding sound made us both jump. The industrial stand mixer on the far counter was shuddering, making an awful metallic screech.

“Mierda!” Sofia rushed over and unplugged it before it shook itself off the counter. “This piece of shit. It’s been doing this for two weeks.”

“What’s wrong with it?”

“How should I know? I’m a chef, not a mechanic.” She slapped the side of the mixer in frustration. “The repair guy can’t come for another month. But I need it for bread.”

I stood and walked over. “Let me look.”

Sofia stepped aside, but close. Close enough I could smell cinnamon and vanilla and the warm musk of her arousal. Close enough I could feel the heat radiating from her body.

I examined the mixer. The housing was held on by four screws. I found a screwdriver in the drawer and started disassembling it.

The problem was obvious once I had it open—the drive gear was stripped. Probably from overmixing heavy dough. But the teeth weren’t completely gone. If I could file down the rough edges and reinforce the connection, it might work.

“You have a metal file? And some heavier screws?”

“In the pantry. Toolbox on the bottom shelf.”

I found the toolbox and got to work. Sofia watched the entire time, leaning against the counter with her arms crossed under her breasts, pushing them up and together. Her cleavage was obscene, threatening to spill free. She licked her glossed lips slowly.

I focused on the work, but I felt her eyes on me. On my forearms as I worked the file. On my hands as I tightened screws. On the flex of my shoulders.

It took forty-five minutes to file down the gear, find screws that would hold better, and reassemble everything. When I was done, I plugged it in and tested it.

The mixer ran smooth and quiet.

“Dios mío,” Sofia breathed. “You actually fixed it.”

“Should be good now. Just go easy on heavy dough for a while.”

“Nathan.” She stepped closer. Her chest was heaving slightly, her pupils dilated. “That was… that was amazing.”

“It was just a mixer.”

“It was competence. Skill. You took something broken and made it work again.” She bit her glossed lip. “That’s so fucking hot.”

I laughed nervously. “It’s just basic mechanics.”

“To you, maybe. To me?” She stepped even closer, close enough that I could smell her—cinnamon and vanilla and something warmer, muskier. “To me it’s proof you’re capable. Reliable. Good with your hands.”

Her hand landed on my chest. I could feel my heart hammering beneath her palm.

“Linda had her evaluation,” Sofia said softly. “She tested your equipment. Your recovery. Your… volume.” Her hand slid down my chest, over my abs, stopping at my belt. “But I need to test something different.”

“What?”

“Enthusiasm. Appetite.” Her fingers brushed over the bulge in my jeans. “Whether you can make a woman desperate for you. Whether you can make her beg.”

“Sofia—”

“Come with me.” She took my hand and pulled me toward the walk-in pantry. “I need to check inventory.”

The walk-in pantry was narrow—maybe six feet wide with metal shelving on both sides. Sofia pulled me inside and closed the door behind us.

The temperature dropped immediately. My skin prickled.

“Cold in here,” I said.

“I know.” Sofia’s nipples were already hard, visible through her thin tank top. “But I like it cramped. Intense. Private.”

She backed me against the shelves, her hands on my chest.

“Linda tested clinical performance. I’m testing passion. Heat. Whether you can make a woman feel like she’s the only thing in the world that matters.” Her hands went to my belt. “Do I have your consent, papi?”

My mouth was dry. “Yes.”

“Good boy.”

She unbuckled my belt, unzipped my jeans, and pushed them down along with my underwear. My cock sprang free, already half-hard from watching her cook, from the tension of her proximity.

“Madre de Dios,” she breathed, wrapping both hands around my shaft. “Linda said you were big. She undersold.”

She stroked me a few times, and I hardened fully in her grip. Her eyes went wide, hungry.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Absolutely perfect.”

Then she dropped to her knees on the cold concrete floor.

The sight was pornographic—Sofia on her knees, those massive tits heaving with each breath, nipples hard and visible through her tank top, looking up at me with hunger in her warm brown eyes.

“Sofia, you don’t have to—”

“Shh.” She wrapped both hands around my cock, and they barely circled my girth. “I want to. I’ve been wet since I heard Linda moaning in the Wellness Wing yesterday. Been touching myself thinking about getting my turn.”

She leaned forward and dragged her tongue slowly up the underside of my shaft, base to tip, following the thick vein. Her tongue swirled around the head, then she kissed it, sucked it gently.

I groaned, head falling back against the shelves.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” she purred. “I want to hear you moan for me, papi.”

She opened wide and took me into her mouth.

Fuck.

Wet heat engulfed me. Her mouth was scorching hot against the cold air, eager, her tongue working the underside as she pushed down. She took me deeper, deeper, until I hit the back of her throat.

She gagged, eyes watering, but she didn’t pull back. She swallowed around me, throat convulsing, before finally pulling off with a gasp.

Spit connected her lips to my cock in thick strands.

“So fucking big,” she panted, stroking me with both hands. “So thick I can barely fit you.”

She tried again, taking me deep, gagging hard, eyes streaming. This time she pulled back, coughing, but she was smiling.

“I’m going to learn to take all of you,” she promised. “Every. Fucking. Inch.”

She attacked me with renewed hunger. Messy, desperate sucks. Spit running down my shaft, dripping off my balls, soaking into her tank top. The wet sounds echoed in the small space—slurping, gagging, moaning.

I tangled my fingers in her curls. Not pulling yet, just holding on. Sofia moaned around my cock, the vibration making my hips buck.

“Fuck my mouth,” she gasped, pulling back just enough to speak. “Use me. I want it.”

I tightened my grip and thrust forward. She took it, eyes rolling back, throat working as I hit deep. I pulled back and thrust again, setting a rhythm. Fucking her face while she moaned and gagged and loved every second.

Spit ran down her chin, her neck, soaking her tank top until it was transparent. I could see her brown nipples, see her massive tits bouncing with each thrust.

She pulled off, gasping, stroking me with both spit-slicked hands. “Give me your balls. I want to suck your balls while I stroke this beautiful cock.”

She ducked down and sucked one of my balls into her mouth, rolling it with her tongue while her hands pumped my shaft. Then the other. Then she dragged her tongue from my balls all the way up my shaft, collecting the precum beading at the tip.

“Mmm, you taste so fucking good.” She slapped my cock against her tongue, her cheeks, leaving wet trails across her face. Mascara ran down her cheeks. Lipgloss smeared everywhere. She looked absolutely debauched.

“You like that?” she panted. “You like watching me worship this perfect cock?”

“Yes. Fuck yes.”

“Say it. Tell me what you like, papi.”

“I like watching you choke on my dick. Watching you make a mess of yourself for me.”

She groaned, and one of her hands disappeared under her skirt. She was touching herself, fingers working between her thighs, while she sucked me deep again.

The sight of her—on her knees, massive tits bouncing, spit and precum all over her face, one hand stroking my cock while the other worked her pussy—was almost too much.

“Sofia—Jesus—I’m close—”

She pulled back, stroking me hard and fast with both hands. “Where do you want to come? Tell me.”

“I—wherever you want—”

“My tits.” Her eyes were glazed with lust. “I want it all over my tits. Want to feel your hot cum on my skin. Want to taste it. Rub it in like fucking lotion.”

She yanked her tank top down, and those massive G-cups spilled free—heavy, perfect, swaying with her movements. Dark brown areolas the size of my palm. Hard nipples begging to be sucked. More than I could fit in both hands.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed.

She lifted those perfect tits and wrapped them around my cock, creating a hot, soft tunnel that gripped me tight. Started bouncing, fucking me with her tits, her spit providing lube as my cock disappeared into her cleavage and emerged at the top near her chin.

“Come on, papi,” she begged, looking up at me with desperate eyes. “Give it to me. Cover these tits. I need it. Need your cum on me. In me. Everywhere.”

She was fucking me faster now, squeezing her tits together, and I could see my cockhead appearing and disappearing in that perfect valley.

“I’m coming—”

“Yes! Give it to me! Cover me!”

I erupted with a roar, the first thick spurt shooting up and hitting her chin. Another caught her throat. Another painted her cleavage. She kept moving, milking me with her tits, and I came and came, covering her bronze skin in thick ropes of white cum.

Sofia moaned like she was coming, eyes rolling back, tongue darting out to catch the drops near her mouth. “Yes, yes, so fucking much, so hot—”

When I finally stopped, she was glazed with it. Cum dripped from her chin, ran down between her breasts, coated her nipples. She rubbed it into her skin like expensive lotion, smearing it across her tits, her neck, bringing her fingers to her mouth to taste.

“Mmmm, fuck yes.” She sucked her fingers clean one by one. “You taste so good, papi. Even better than I imagined. Sweet. Thick.” She scooped more from between her tits and swallowed it, throat working. “I could get addicted to this.”

She stood slowly, tucking her cum-glazed breasts back into her tank top like it was normal. The white fabric immediately became translucent, showing everything.

“You pass,” she whispered, kissing my cheek. “Definitely pass. Any woman would be desperate for you after that.”

I was still catching my breath, brain short-circuiting from what had just happened.

Sofia smiled and opened the cooler door. Warm air rushed in.

“Astrid’s waiting in the sauna. She texted me while you were fixing the mixer.” She traced a finger down my chest. “Said to send you over when I was done with you.”

“Now?”

“Stamina is important, papi. The clients will want multiple sessions. Multiple times per day. You need to prove you can perform even when you’re not fully recovered.” She adjusted her skirt, smoothed her hair. “Go. Make Astrid as happy as you made me. And when all three of us vote yes, this job is yours.”

She walked out of the pantry, hips swaying, leaving me with my jeans around my thighs and cum still drying on my cock.

Two down.

One to go.

I pulled myself together and headed for the sauna building behind the main house.

Time to face Astrid.


Chapter 4: Swedish Treatment

The sauna building was behind the main house, a converted carriage house with cedar siding and small windows. Steam leaked from the gaps around the door.

I knocked.

“Come in.”

The heat hit me immediately. The interior was all warm wood and dim lighting, with a massage table in the center and the actual sauna room in the back. The air smelled like eucalyptus and something floral.

Astrid stood next to the massage table wearing nothing but a white towel.

My eyes started at strappy sandals, traveled up endless legs—toned calves, smooth thighs that seemed to go on forever, a thigh gap I could see even with her standing straight. The towel was tiny, barely covering a small, tight ass, riding up to show the curve of her cheeks. A flat stomach with visible abs. The towel wrapped around her chest, barely containing perky C-cups, cleavage visible at the top.

White-blonde hair loose, cascading over her shoulders like silk. Ice-blue eyes that tracked me from head to toe, lingering on the bulge in my shorts.

She bit her lower lip.

“Linda texted. Said you performed well with Sofia too.” She gestured to a bench. “Sit. We’ll start with evaluation, then proceed to testing.”

I sat. My legs were shaking slightly—partly from nerves, partly from the fact that I’d just come twice in the last two hours.

Astrid stood in front of me, arms crossed under the towel. It pushed her breasts up slightly, and I could see the tops of her pale, perfect curves.

“Take off your shirt,” she said.

I pulled it over my head.

Astrid stepped between my legs, her hands landing on my shoulders. Her touch was different from Linda’s clinical assessment or Sofia’s eager groping. This was professional. A masseuse evaluating muscle structure.

“Tense,” she murmured, thumbs digging into the knots near my neck. “You carry stress here.”

“It’s been a stressful couple days.”

Her lips curved. “About to get more stressful. Or less. Depends on your perspective.”

She worked my shoulders, my upper back, her breasts occasionally brushing my face through the towel. I tried not to think about it. Failed completely.

“Stand,” she said.

I stood. She circled behind me, hands running down my spine, over my lower back, then—brazenly—over my ass, squeezing.

“Good muscle definition. You work with your hands. That’s very attractive to our clients.” Her fingers hooked into my waistband. “These need to come off.”

I pushed my shorts and underwear down. Stepped out of them.

Astrid came back around front, eyes dropping to my cock. It was semi-hard, trying to recover from the double session but responding to her proximity and the heat.

“Impressive even when not fully erect.” She knelt, examining me from closer, her warm breath ghosting over my shaft. “Linda said well above average. She undersold.”

I twitched, starting to harden fully under her scrutiny.

“Responsive,” she said approvingly. “That’s critical. Some men need extensive stimulation. Others…” She wrapped one hand around my base, watching me harden completely in her grip. “Others are easy.”

“It’s been a weird morning.”

“About to get weirder.” She stood, walking to a cabinet near the massage table. Pulled out a bottle of oil. “On the table. Face down.”

I climbed onto the massage table, lying flat. The leather was warm, heated from below.

Astrid’s hands landed on my back, slick with oil. She worked my muscles with professional efficiency—shoulders, spine, lower back. Deep pressure that hurt in the best way.

“The clients will expect stamina,” she said, hands working down to my ass. “Multiple sessions per day. Different positions. Some will want control. Others will want you to dominate.” Her oiled hands slid between my cheeks, brushing over my hole teasingly. “Some will want more adventurous activities. You need to be flexible.”

“Flexible. Got it.”

“I don’t just mean metaphorically.”

Her hands cupped my ass, spreading me slightly, then moved lower to my balls. She massaged them gently, rolling them, tugging slightly.

I groaned into the headrest.

“Sensitive?”

“Very.”

“Good.” She worked her way down my legs—hamstrings, calves, feet. When she finished, she tapped my hip. “Turn over.”

I flipped onto my back. My cock stood straight up, rock hard, the head already glistening with precum.

Astrid’s eyes fixed on it. She bit her lower lip—just for a moment, the first crack in her professional composure—then poured more oil into her hands.

“This is the real test,” she said. “Control.”

She wrapped both slick hands around my shaft and started stroking. Slow, torturous pulls from base to tip.

“Linda tested volume and recovery. Sofia tested enthusiasm and appeal. I test stamina and control.” Her hands twisted on each upstroke, squeezed on each downstroke. “You’re going to want to come. Don’t. Not until I say.”

“How long?”

“Until I’m satisfied you can last through a demanding client session.” Her thumb circled the head of my cock, spreading the precum leaking from me. “Some women take thirty minutes to orgasm. Some want multiple rounds before you’re allowed to finish. You need to last.”

Thirty minutes. Jesus.

Her hands worked me with mechanical precision. Fast strokes, then slow. Hard grip, then soft. Twist and pull. Squeeze and release. She alternated techniques, never letting me settle into a rhythm, keeping me constantly on edge.

After five minutes, I was sweating from more than just the heat.

After ten, I was gripping the sides of the massage table.

“Please,” I groaned.

“No.” Her hands squeezed harder. “Breathe through it. Focus on something else.”

I tried. Failed. The pressure in my balls was becoming unbearable, my abs tight, every muscle tensed.

Astrid noticed. She released my cock, letting it bob in the air, achingly hard.

“Visual stimulation test,” she announced.

She stood and stripped off her towel in one fluid motion.

Holy fuck.

Pale cream skin everywhere, unmarked except for a small sun tattoo on her hip. Small, perky C-cups with pale pink nipples standing hard and proud. A flat, toned stomach with visible muscle definition—abs that flexed as she breathed. Narrow hips. Endless legs that belonged in a fucking magazine. And between those legs, a bare pussy with just a small strip of blonde hair, already glistening wet.

“To test your discipline,” she said, climbing onto the table with athletic grace.

She straddled my thighs, and I could see everything—her pink pussy lips, swollen and wet, the small clit peeking out. She didn’t touch my cock, just hovered above it, close enough I could feel the heat radiating from her body.

She poured oil onto her breasts and massaged it in slowly, putting on a show. Pinching her nipples, rolling them between her fingers, arching her back. Oil dripped down her stomach, between her legs. Her ice-blue eyes never left mine.

My cock was leaking steadily, dripping precum onto my stomach, twitching with each breath.

“Want to touch me?” she asked, voice breathy.

“Fuck yes.”

“You can’t. Not yet.” She slid forward slightly, her wet pussy lips dragging along the underside of my shaft without letting me enter. The contact was electric. “This isn’t about you—it’s about the client’s pleasure. Some clients will tease you. Play with you. Make you desperate. You need to maintain control while they take their pleasure.”

She rocked her hips, slow grinding motions that coated my cock with her wetness. I could feel how hot she was, how soaked, could smell her arousal mixing with eucalyptus. It was torture not being able to thrust up into her, to grab those tight hips and pull her down onto me.

“Astrid—please—”

“No.” She reached back, gripping my balls firmly. Not hard enough to hurt, but enough to send a clear message. “You don’t come until I say. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good boy.” She squeezed my balls once more, then released.

She kept grinding, her slick pussy lips dragging along my shaft, spreading her wetness. Her clit rubbed against the swollen head of my cock on each pass, and I felt her shiver.

She was panting now, those perfect tits heaving with each breath, nipples hard as diamonds. A flush spread from her chest up her neck. Her control was starting to slip.

“You’re doing very well,” she breathed, grinding harder. “Most men would have come by now. Most men can’t handle this level of teasing. But I’m so wet for you. Can you feel it?”

“Yes. Fuck, yes.”

“I’m trying—fuck—I’m really trying—”

“I know.” She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest, blonde hair falling around us like a curtain. Her hard nipples dragged across my skin. “Here’s your reward.”

She positioned herself above me, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance. I felt her wetness, her heat. Then—slowly, so fucking slowly—she sank down.

Tight. So fucking tight. Wet. Hot. Her walls gripped me like a vice, clenching as she took me inch by inch, until she was fully seated on my cock, her ass resting on my thighs.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned.

Astrid’s eyes were wide, her mouth open in a silent gasp. “So full. Fuck, you’re so big. I can feel you everywhere. In my stomach. Stretching me.”

She sat there for a moment, adjusting, her pussy fluttering around me. Then she started to move. Slow rolls of her hips at first, grinding her clit against my pelvis, taking her pleasure. Her inner muscles clenched rhythmically, massaging my shaft.

“This is the real test,” she panted. “Can you last while I take my pleasure? While I use this perfect cock?”

She leaned back, changing the angle, one hand bracing on my thigh, the other reaching up to pinch her own nipple. Started bouncing, slow at first, then faster. Those perky tits bounced with each drop, and I watched them, mesmerized.

Her pussy made obscene wet sounds—slick, squelching, the sound of her soaked cunt gripping my cock on each upstroke like it didn’t want to let go.

I gripped her hips, trying to control the pace, but she slapped my hands away.

“No. I’m in control. I take my pleasure first.” She bounced harder, faster, her blonde braid swinging. “You just—fuck—you just hold on and don’t come. Don’t you dare come.”

Her walls were fluttering now, tightening. She was close. Her clit rubbed against me with each grind, and she was gasping, chasing her orgasm.

“Don’t come,” she commanded breathlessly, even as her inner walls started clenching harder. “Not—oh fuck—not until I—I’m—”

She threw her head back and came with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock, milking me hard. Her whole body shook, thighs trembling, abs flexing. She ground down hard, holding me deep inside while she rode out her orgasm.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck—”

I held on by sheer force of will, thinking about anything else—the broken greenhouse, the leaky pool, the debt—

Astrid collapsed forward, gasping against my chest. “You didn’t come.”

“You said not to.”

“Most men can’t help it when I orgasm around them.” She pushed herself up, looking down at me with new respect in those ice-blue eyes. “You have excellent control.”

“So I pass?”

“Not yet.” She started moving again, slow grinding motions, her oversensitive pussy clenching around me with each movement. “Now you prove you can go multiple rounds. And when you do come, it needs to be inside me. Deep. No pulling out. That’s house rules.”

“House rules?”

“Clients pay for authentic breeding experiences.” Her eyes were dark with lust. “No condoms. No pulling out. You fill them up completely, pump them full of cum, and keep going if they want more. You breed them properly.” She bit my earlobe hard. “Now show me what you’ve got. Fuck me like you mean it. Fuck me like you’re trying to knock me up.”

Something snapped in me. I gripped her hips hard enough to bruise and thrust up into her, meeting her bounces with my own powerful movements.

Astrid gasped, her eyes going wide. “Yes—fuck—like that—take control—show me—”

I rolled us over, pinning her under me on the narrow massage table, and started pounding into her. Her legs wrapped around my waist immediately, ankles locking at the small of my back, pulling me deeper.

“Harder,” she demanded, nails digging into my shoulders. “Show me you can dominate when needed. Fuck me harder. Breed me.”

I gave it to her. Deep, punishing thrusts that made the massage table creak and shift. Her perfect tits bounced with each impact, and I watched them, watched her face contort in pleasure.

“Like this?” I growled, slamming into her.

“Yes! Fuck! Just like that!”

Her pussy was soaked, making obscene wet sounds with each thrust. I could feel her getting close again, her walls tightening, fluttering.

“Come inside me,” she panted, legs tightening around me. “Give me everything. Fill me up. Breed me properly. Show me you understand what we do here. Pump me full of your cum.”

“You want me to breed you?” I thrust harder, deeper.

“Yes! Fucking breed me! Fill my pussy! Get me pregnant!”

The dirty talk, the demand, the feeling of her tight pussy milking my cock—it all pushed me over the edge. I buried myself as deep as I could go, so deep I felt her cervix kiss the head of my cock, and came.

“Fuck, I’m coming—”

“Yes! Give it to me! All of it!”

Pulse after pulse of cum flooded her, painting her insides, filling her completely. She gasped with each spurt, her pussy clenching rhythmically, milking every drop.

Astrid’s legs tightened like a vice, keeping me locked inside while her internal muscles worked. I could feel her kegel muscles squeezing, pulling, trying to draw my cum deeper into her womb.

“So much,” she breathed. “I can feel it. Feel you filling me up. So hot. So deep.”

When I finally stopped pulsing, I tried to pull out. Her ankles stayed locked.

“Not yet.” She reached for her phone on the nearby shelf, checked something. “I need to keep you inside for five minutes. Optimal for conception—I want to see if you understand the biology.”

“You’re actually tracking—”

“Of course. I’m at peak fertility. Day fourteen of my cycle. And the clients will be tracking everything—ovulation, cervical mucus, basal temperature. You need to understand the science behind what we do.” She smiled up at me, her ice-blue eyes warm for the first time. “You pass, by the way. Excellent stamina, impressive size, responsive to direction, and you actually listened when I said not to come. Most men can’t do that.”

“So… I’m hired?”

“All three of us vote yes.” She finally unlocked her legs, letting me slip out slowly.

Cum immediately started leaking from her pussy, thick white cream dripping onto the massage table. She reached down, scooped some with her fingers, and brought it to her mouth.

“Mmm.” She sucked her fingers clean, eyes closing. “Linda was right about the taste too. Sweet. Thick. The clients will appreciate that.” She scooped more, this time pushing it back inside her pussy. “Can’t waste any. Need to maximize chances.”

I collapsed next to her on the massage table, completely spent. I’d had sex three times in the last three hours with three different women.

Astrid sat up, stretched—showing off her incredible flexibility—and grabbed her towel.

“Linda wants to see you in the library in one hour. She’ll explain next steps, show you the client files, discuss scheduling.” She paused at the door, naked, covered in oil and cum, completely comfortable. “Welcome to Willow Creek, Nathan. Your first client arrives tomorrow. Her name is Catherine Whitmore. She’s going to change your life.”

Then she was gone, and I was alone in the sauna, trying to process the fact that I’d just fucked three women in three hours and gotten hired to do it professionally.

My life had officially become insane.

And according to Astrid, the real work began tomorrow.


Chapter 5: The CEO Checks In

The next three days were a blur of preparation.

Linda drilled me on client protocols—how to greet guests, what to discuss, when to transition from conversation to consultation. She showed me the encrypted client portal with glowing reviews from previous clients, testimonials that made this all feel suddenly, terrifyingly real.

Sofia taught me about fertility-boosting foods and made me drink green smoothies that tasted like grass but apparently improved sperm motility.

Astrid gave me daily stretches and massages, keeping my body limber and ready.

We cleaned the Wellness Wing until it gleamed. Fresh linens. Candles. Soft lighting. It looked less like a medical facility and more like a luxury hotel suite designed for intimacy.

Tuesday night, Linda called a final staff meeting in the library.

“Tomorrow Catherine Whitmore arrives at two PM. This is Nathan’s first client.” Linda looked at each of us. “Sofia, you’ll prepare a special dinner. Astrid, you’ll be available if she wants a massage. I’ll handle check-in and administrative details. Nathan, you’ll join her for dinner and begin building rapport.”

“And then Thursday…” I said.

“Thursday you do what you’ve been hired to do.” Linda’s expression softened slightly. “You’ll be fine. Trust your instincts. Remember what you’ve learned. And know that we’re here if you need anything.”

Sofia reached over and squeezed my hand. “You’re going to be amazing, papi. That woman is going to leave here pregnant and grateful.”

“No pressure,” I said.

“Lots of pressure,” Linda corrected. “But you can handle it. You’ve already proven that.”



Wednesday morning, I woke up at dawn with my stomach in knots.

Today. My first client.

I went for a long run, trying to burn off the nervous energy. Showered. Dressed in the outfit Linda had selected—dark jeans, a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Casual but put-together.

At one PM, Linda found me replacing a broken fence post near the garden.

“She’ll be here in an hour. You should come inside, make yourself presentable.”

“I am presentable.”

Linda looked at me—sweaty, dirt on my jeans, hair messy from work—and raised an eyebrow.

“Okay, maybe a quick shower.”

I cleaned up, changed into fresh clothes, and waited in the library, trying to read Aunt Margot’s guide and failing to concentrate.

At exactly two PM, I heard the crunch of tires on gravel.

Linda appeared in the doorway. “She’s here. I’ll get her settled in her suite, show her around. You have thirty minutes. Then meet us in the front parlor for introductions.”

She left. I counted to eighteen hundred, then walked to the parlor on shaking legs.

Catherine Whitmore stood by the window, looking out at the gardens. She turned when I entered.

Fuck, she was stunning.

My eyes started at sky-high Louboutins—red soles, black patent leather. They made her legs look endless. And they were endless—toned calves, smooth thighs showcased by a charcoal pencil skirt that hugged her hips and ass. The skirt was tailored perfectly, professional but showing every curve. A silk blouse in cream, tucked in at a narrow waist, top two buttons undone to show a hint of collarbones. Designer suit jacket that probably cost more than my truck.

As my eyes traveled up, I took in more—elegant neck, sharp cheekbones, chestnut hair in a perfect salon blowout that must have taken an hour. Gray-green eyes that assessed me in one sweep, intelligent and wary. Nude lipstick. Simple diamond studs. Everything about her screamed wealth, power, control.

She was also clearly terrified. I could see it in the tightness around her mouth, the way her knuckles were white from gripping her phone, the slight tremor in her hand.

“Ms. Whitmore. I’m Nathan Brooks.” I held out my hand. “Welcome to Willow Creek.”

She shook it. Her grip was firm, professional, but her hand was cold despite the warm afternoon. “Catherine, please. Ms. Whitmore is for the boardroom.”

“Catherine. Can I get you something to drink? Tea, coffee, wine?”

“Wine. Yes. Please.”

I poured two glasses from the bottle Linda had left on the sideboard. Handed one to Catherine.

She took a long drink, then another, then seemed to realize what she was doing and forced herself to slow down.

“I’m sorry. I’m not usually this nervous.”

“It’s an unusual situation.”

“That’s one word for it.” She laughed, but it was strained. “I’ve negotiated billion-dollar mergers. I’ve presented to hostile boards. But this…” She gestured vaguely. “This terrifies me.”

“We can take it slow. There’s no rush. You’re here for three days. We have time.”

Some of the tension left her shoulders. “Linda said you’re new at this.”

“First client, yeah.”

“That’s either reassuring or terrifying. I haven’t decided which.”

“Reassuring,” I said. “Because I’m going to do everything I can to make you comfortable.”

Catherine studied me over the rim of her wine glass. Her eyes traveled from my face down my body and back up, a flicker of something—interest? approval?—crossing her features before she caught herself.

“Why are you doing this?” she asked. “If you don’t mind my asking.”

“Inherited the inn. Needed a way to save it. Turns out I’m qualified for a very specific job.” I smiled. “Not how I expected my life to go.”

“Join the club.” She took another drink. “I spent fifteen years building a company. I have everything I’m supposed to want—money, success, power. Except the one thing that matters.”

“A child.”

“A family. Someone to leave it all to. Someone to…” She stopped, shaking her head. “Sorry. You don’t need my life story.”

“I’ve got three days. I’d like to know it.”

Something shifted in her expression. Softened. “You’re very different from what I expected.”

“What did you expect?”

“Someone more… clinical. Transactional. Like this is just a job.” She set down her wine glass. “Linda said you’re kind. That you actually care about doing this right. That’s why I chose Willow Creek. I’ve had enough coldness in my life.”

“I do care.”

“Good.” Catherine straightened her shoulders, pulling her CEO mask back on like armor. “Then let’s discuss logistics. My fertile window opens tomorrow morning. I’ve tracked my ovulation precisely. Peak fertility is Thursday through Saturday. I’d like to schedule sessions for—”

“Catherine.”

She stopped, looking at me.

“This doesn’t have to be a business transaction. Yeah, there’s a goal. But we can also just… be two people getting to know each other. Have dinner tonight. Talk. Relax. The clinical stuff can wait until tomorrow.”

She blinked, and for a moment I saw past the CEO armor to the woman underneath. Vulnerable. Lonely. Desperate for something she’d almost given up on.

“Okay,” she said softly. “Dinner sounds nice.”



The afternoon passed pleasantly. I showed Catherine around the property—the gardens that needed work, the greenhouse I was restoring, the paths through the forest. She asked intelligent questions about the inn’s history, the renovation plans, what it was like inheriting such an unexpected legacy.

She seemed genuinely interested. And slowly, slowly, she relaxed.

We came back through the garden entrance and I held the door for her. She smiled—small, but real.

“Thank you for this. The tour, I mean. It’s nice to just… exist. Without performing.”

“Performing?”

“Being the CEO. The woman who has it all figured out.” Her smile turned sad. “I’m very good at that performance. But it’s exhausting.”

“You don’t have to perform here.”

“That might be the most valuable thing you could give me.” She touched my arm briefly. “Besides the obvious.”

There was a radiator clanking in her suite when we passed by. I paused.

“That sounds off. Let me check it.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I’m a carpenter. Can’t help myself.”

I knelt by the old radiator, checking the valves. One was stuck partially closed, causing the clanking. I adjusted it, bled some air from the system, and the noise stopped.

When I looked up, Catherine was watching me with an expression I couldn’t quite read.

“What?”

“You just… fix things. Without being asked. Without making a big deal of it.” She bit her lip. “My ex-husband wouldn’t change a lightbulb without complaining for an hour first.”

“Your ex sounds like an ass.”

She laughed—a real laugh this time. “He really was.”



Sofia had outdone herself for dinner. Roasted duck with cherry sauce, roasted vegetables, some kind of potato dish that melted in your mouth. She served us in the formal dining room, then disappeared, leaving Catherine and me alone with candles and wine.

We talked for two hours.

About her company—a tech firm she’d built from nothing. About her divorce two years ago from a man who’d blamed her for their fertility issues. About three rounds of failed IVF that had left her feeling broken and hopeless.

“He made it clear that I’d failed him,” she said quietly. “That I wasn’t a real woman because I couldn’t give him children. Then the tests came back showing he had low motility too, and suddenly it was ‘our’ problem. But by then…” She trailed off.

“By then the damage was done.”

“Yes.” She looked at me across the table. “I’m sorry. This is probably more than you wanted to know.”

“I want to know. All of it. If we’re going to do this, I want to understand who you are. Not just what you need.”

Her gray-green eyes went wet. “You’re really not like anyone I’ve expected.”

We finished dinner and dessert—something chocolate and decadent that Sofia had clearly made to seduce taste buds. Catherine declared it the best meal she’d had in years.

“You’re going to ruin me for regular restaurants,” she said.

“That’s the goal,” I told her, echoing Sofia’s words. “Once you’ve experienced Willow Creek, nothing else compares.”

She laughed, then caught herself, her expression turning more serious. “I’m nervous about tomorrow.”

“I know.”

“It’s been two years since my divorce. Two years since I’ve been… intimate with anyone. And even with my ex, it was never…” She looked away. “He wasn’t interested in my pleasure. It was always transactional. Quick. About him finishing.”

“That won’t be how this works.”

“How will it work?”

I considered my words carefully. “Linda’s been training me. The previous consultant was here for fifteen years—he understood that the clients need more than just genetics. They need to feel desired. Safe. Like they matter. Tomorrow morning, we’ll start with conversation. I’ll only do what you’re comfortable with, at the pace you set. And your pleasure matters as much as the goal.”

“My pleasure.” She said it like the concept was foreign. “The IVF doctors never mentioned my pleasure. They mentioned optimal positions and timing and cervical mucus. Very romantic.”

“This isn’t IVF. It’s supposed to feel good.”

“Is it strange that I’m more nervous about that than anything else? The idea that someone might actually care if I enjoy it?”

“Your ex really did a number on you.”

“He did.” She stood, smoothing her skirt. “I should get some sleep. Tomorrow’s going to be… significant.”

I walked her to the base of the stairs. She turned back, looking up at me.

“Thank you for tonight. For making me feel normal for a few hours. For not making this feel like a business transaction.”

“You’re welcome.”

She hesitated, then reached into her purse and pulled out a folder. “I probably should have given you this earlier. My medical records. Genetic screenings. And…” She pulled out a chart. “My ovulation tracking. I’m peak fertile tomorrow through Saturday. The optimal window is about thirty-six hours starting Thursday morning.”

She held out the chart.

I took it, looking at the meticulous tracking—temperatures, hormone levels, cervical mucus consistency. She’d documented everything with scientific precision.

“I know it’s clinical,” she said. “But I’ve been trying for so long. I can’t afford to waste the window.”

“We won’t waste it.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She looked at me for a long moment, something vulnerable and hopeful in her expression. Then she leaned up and kissed my cheek.

“Good night, Nathan.”

“Good night, Catherine.”

She walked up the stairs, and I stood there holding her ovulation chart, feeling the weight of what tomorrow would bring.

Thirty-six hours. Three days. This woman’s last hope at having the child she desperately wanted.

No pressure at all.

I went to my room and read through her medical file, learning everything I could. The three failed IVF cycles. The miscarriage at ten weeks that had devastated her. The hormone treatments that had failed. The ex-husband’s blame that had broken something inside her.

By the time I finished reading, it was past midnight.

I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about the woman sleeping down the hall. The terror in her eyes beneath the CEO composure. The hope she was trying so hard not to feel.

Tomorrow, I’d either help her or fail her.

And somehow, the second option had become unthinkable.

I fell asleep with her ovulation chart on the nightstand and her words echoing in my head:

Don’t waste them.


Chapter 6: Consultation One

The Wellness Wing felt different at night.

Candles flickered on every surface, casting warm golden light across the pristine white sheets. The medical equipment had been tucked away, replaced with soft pillows and fresh flowers. Someone—Linda, probably—had even put on low music. Something instrumental and soothing.

I stood by the window, adjusting my shirt collar for the third time, trying to calm my racing heart.

This was it. My first real client session. The moment everything I’d learned over the past week would be put to the test.

Behind me, Linda sat in the corner chair she’d positioned near the door. Not close enough to intrude, but close enough to supervise. To make sure I did this right.

“You’re nervous,” she observed, her voice low.

“Wouldn’t you be?”

“I was. My first time observing Margot’s consultant.” A pause. “He was nervous too. But he found his rhythm. You will too.”

I turned to look at her. Linda had changed into what I now recognized as her “supervisor uniform”—an elegant black dress that was professional but somehow made the situation feel even more charged. She sat with perfect posture, legs crossed, hands folded in her lap.

“Why do you need to be here?” I asked.

“First consultation always has a witness. It’s protocol. Protects both you and the client.” Her dark eyes were serious. “If anything goes wrong, if either of you becomes uncomfortable, I’m here to intervene.”

“Nothing will go wrong.”

“Probably not. But Margot built this business on absolute discretion and safety. We maintain her standards.”

A soft knock at the door made us both turn.

“Come in,” Linda called.

Catherine entered.

She’d changed from her business attire into a silk robe—cream colored, tied loosely at the waist, the fabric clinging to her body. Without the structured suit, I could see the shape of her—narrow hips, long legs, the subtle curve of small breasts beneath silk. Her chestnut hair was down, falling past her shoulders in soft waves, making her look younger, softer. No makeup—and I could see faint freckles across her nose she normally hid. No CEO armor. Just bare feet, bare face, vulnerability.

She looked beautiful and absolutely terrified.

“Hi,” she said softly.

“Hi.” I moved toward her instinctively. “How are you feeling?”

“Scared. Nervous. Ready.” Her eyes flicked to Linda, then back to me. “Is this… is this how it works? She watches?”

“Only for the first session,” Linda said. “To ensure everything proceeds properly. After tonight, your sessions with Nathan will be private.”

Catherine nodded slowly. “Okay. I understand.”

I took her hand. It was cold, trembling slightly. “We can take this as slow as you need. There’s no rush.”

“I know. You’ve been very patient.” She squeezed my hand. “But I’ve been thinking about this all day. All week, really. And I just… I need to start. Before I lose my nerve.”

“You won’t lose your nerve. You’re one of the strongest people I’ve met.”

That surprised a small smile from her. “You barely know me.”

“I know enough.”

We stood there for a moment, just holding hands, until some of the tension left her shoulders.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For not making this feel like a transaction.”

“It’s not a transaction. It’s…” I searched for the right words. “It’s me helping you get something you’ve wanted for years. That’s important. You’re important.”

Her eyes went glossy with unshed tears. “No one’s said that to me in a long time.”

I cupped her face gently. “Then they were idiots.”

She laughed, watery but genuine, and leaned into my touch.

From her corner, Linda made a small approving sound. “Nathan. The bed.”

Right. We were here for a purpose.

I led Catherine to the bed, my hand at the small of her back. She climbed onto it gracefully, settling against the pillows, her robe still tied.

“Can I sit with you?” I asked.

“Yes. Please.”

I sat beside her on the bed, not touching, just close. “Tell me what you need. What will make this easier.”

She was quiet for a long moment, her fingers playing with the tie of her robe. “I need to feel like this matters. Like I matter. Not just my fertility or my biological clock or the fact that I’m paying for this service.” She looked up at me. “I need to feel seen.”

“I see you, Catherine.”

“Do you?”

“I see a woman who’s been through hell trying to get something she desperately wants. Who’s been made to feel like she’s failing at the most basic thing. Who comes across as ice cold because it’s the only way she knows how to protect herself.” I touched her hand. “I see someone who’s terrified of being vulnerable. But who’s here anyway. That takes courage.”

A tear spilled down her cheek. She brushed it away quickly. “Sorry. I’m not usually emotional.”

“You’re allowed to be emotional here.”

“My ex-husband used to say I was cold. That I couldn’t access my feelings.”

“Your ex-husband was wrong.”

She smiled through her tears. “You keep insulting people I used to love.”

“If they hurt you, they deserve it.”

She leaned forward then, closing the distance between us, and kissed me.

It was soft at first. Tentative. Like she was testing whether this was allowed.

I kissed her back, gentle but sure, showing her it was more than allowed. It was wanted.

When we broke apart, she was breathing harder. “I felt that. All the way through me.”

“Good.”

“Can we… can we keep going? Before I overthink it?”

“Whatever you need.”

She reached for the tie of her robe with shaking hands. I covered her hands with mine, stilling them.

“Let me,” I said.

She nodded, dropping her hands to her sides.

I untied the robe slowly, parting the silk to reveal her body inch by inch. Smooth skin. A flat stomach with subtle muscle definition. Small, firm breasts with pink nipples already hard. Narrow hips. Long, toned legs that seemed to go on forever. A small patch of neatly trimmed hair between her thighs. She was lean and elegant—a runner’s body, pilates-toned, the kind of elegance that came from years of expensive trainers and perfect posture.

And those freckles—scattered across her chest, her shoulders, usually hidden under makeup and designer clothes. Only I was seeing them now.

“You’re beautiful,” I said.

“I’m too skinny. My ex said I looked like a boy.” Her voice was small, vulnerable.

“Your ex was an idiot and I’m done talking about him.” I pushed the robe off her shoulders completely, letting it pool at her feet. “You’re perfect, Catherine. Every inch of you.”

She shivered—not from cold, but from the intensity of being seen. Really seen.

I stood and stripped quickly, efficiently. Pulled my shirt over my head, unbuckled my belt, pushed my jeans and boxer briefs down in one motion. My cock sprang free, already hard from watching her, from the tension and anticipation.

When I turned back to her, her eyes were wide, locked on my cock.

“Oh,” she breathed. “That’s… you’re… so big.”

“Too much?”

“No. Perfect.” She licked her lips nervously, and I watched her throat move as she swallowed. “I just… it’s been two years. And my ex was… much smaller. I don’t know if you’ll—if I can—”

“We’ll go slow. I promise.”

I climbed onto the bed beside her, pulling her into my arms. We kissed again—deeper this time, with more confidence. Her body melted against mine, all those rigid lines softening. I felt her small breasts press against my chest, her hard nipples dragging across my skin. Felt her hands tentatively explore my back, my shoulders.

My hands roamed her body. Down her elegant spine, over her narrow waist, cupping the curve of her ass—tight and firm. Learning her. She pressed closer, making small needy sounds into my mouth, her hips rocking against me.

When I cupped her breast, she gasped into my mouth. “Sensitive.”

“Good sensitive or bad?”

“Very good.” She arched into my touch. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I kissed down her neck, sucking gently, leaving faint marks she’d have to cover tomorrow. Down to her collarbones. Down to her breasts. I took one hard nipple into my mouth and sucked, swirling my tongue around it.

“Oh god—” She arched up, hands tangling in my hair, holding me there.

I lavished attention on both breasts, sucking, licking, gently biting until she was writhing beneath me, hips grinding up seeking friction.

“Nathan—please—” Her voice was desperate now.

“Please what?” I kissed lower, across her flat stomach, toward the apex of her thighs.

“Touch me. Lower. Please.”

I settled between her long legs, spreading them wider. She was glistening wet, pink and swollen. Beautiful. I dragged one finger through her folds, collecting her wetness, and she gasped.

I circled her clit gently—small, light touches. Her hips lifted off the bed immediately, chasing more pressure.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Let me make you feel good.”

I worked her with my fingers, slow circles on her clit that had her panting, making desperate little noises. When I slid one finger inside her, she cried out.

“Too much?”

“No—god no—more—give me more—”

I added a second finger, pumping them inside her slowly. She was so tight, gripping my fingers like a vice. Her pussy was soaked, making wet sounds as I worked her. Two years of stress and failure and disappointment had wound her body tight as a spring.

I curled my fingers inside her, finding that spot, while my thumb worked her clit. Her thighs started shaking.

“Come for me,” I said softly. “Let go, Catherine. Stop thinking. Stop worrying. Just feel. I’ve got you.”

She shattered. Her back arched off the bed, those long legs going rigid, her mouth open in a silent scream. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, pulsing, squeezing, soaking my hand. She came and came, the orgasm rolling through her in waves.

When she finally came down, she was crying again—great gasping sobs.

“I didn’t know,” she gasped between sobs. “I didn’t know it could feel like that. I’ve never—no one’s ever—”

“That was just the warmup.”

Her eyes went wide. “Warmup?”

I settled between her thighs, spreading her legs wide. Positioned the swollen head of my cock at her entrance. She was soaked, pink and ready, and I felt her heat.

“This is what you came here for. Are you ready?”

She nodded, then seemed to realize that wasn’t enough. “Yes. Yes, I’m ready. Fill me. Please fill me.”

I pushed inside slowly, watching her face for any sign of discomfort. So tight. So fucking tight. She gripped me like a vice, her pussy clenching around me as I entered her inch by inch. But she was wet enough that I slid in smoothly despite the tightness.

Her mouth fell open. Her eyes went wide.

Inch by inch, slowly stretching her, until I was fully seated inside her, my hips flush against hers.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, voice shaking. “I can feel everything. Every inch of you. You’re so deep. So big. I’m so full.”

“Good?”

“So good. Perfect. You’re perfect.” Her hands gripped my shoulders. “Move. Please move. I need—”

I pulled back slowly, almost all the way out, then thrust back in. Deep. Deliberate. Letting her feel every inch.

She moaned, head falling back, exposing that elegant throat. Her legs came up to wrap around my waist, ankles locking at the small of my back, pulling me deeper.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Those gray-green eyes locked on mine—vulnerable and open and raw in a way I suspected Catherine Whitmore rarely allowed herself to be.

I made love to her slowly, with long deep strokes that let her feel everything. Pulled almost all the way out, then pushed back in to the hilt. Our eyes never broke contact. It was intimate in a way that went beyond the physical—like I was seeing straight through to her soul, and she was letting me.

“I feel you,” she whispered, voice cracking. “So deep. You’re so deep inside me. I’ve never felt anything like this.”

“That’s where I’m supposed to be.” I thrust deeper, grinding against her. “Deep inside you. Getting you pregnant. Giving you what you need.”

Her breath hitched. Her pussy clenched around me. “Say it again.”

“I’m going to get you pregnant, Catherine.” I thrust hard, emphasizing each word. “Going to fill you up with my cum. Pump you so full it’s dripping out of you. You’re going to leave here with my baby growing inside you.”

“Yes—oh god yes—please—”

Her pussy started fluttering around me—the telltale sign of an approaching orgasm. I changed my angle slightly, hitting that spot deep inside her that made her gasp and arch.

“Nathan—I’m—I can’t—it’s too much—”

“You can. Come on my cock. Let me feel you come. Show me how much you want this.”

She came with a sob, her whole body shaking violently, tears streaming down her face. Her pussy clenched around me in rhythmic pulses, gripping my cock so tight it was almost painful. Those long legs tightened around my waist, holding me deep.

The feeling of her coming around me, the way she squeezed and milked my cock, pushed me over the edge. I buried myself as deep as possible, grinding against her cervix, and came.

“Fuck—I’m coming—”

“Yes! Fill me! Give it to me!”

Pulse after pulse flooded her womb. Thick ropes of cum pumping deep inside her. I felt it—felt myself filling her, felt the warmth spreading. She felt it too. Her eyes went wide, her mouth falling open.

“I can feel it,” she gasped. “Feel you coming inside me. It’s so hot. So much. Keep coming. Don’t stop.”

I came and came, more than I thought possible, my cock pulsing inside her tight heat until I was completely drained.

When I finished, I stayed inside her, letting gravity do its work. She clung to me, crying into my shoulder—great heaving sobs that shook her whole frame.

“I’m sorry,” she gasped between sobs. “I don’t know why I’m crying.”

“It’s okay. Let it out.”

“I didn’t expect—I thought this would be clinical. Professional. I didn’t expect to feel—” She broke off, crying harder.

I held her through it, stroking her back, my cock still buried inside her. From her corner, I heard Linda stand and quietly leave the room, giving us privacy.

Eventually, Catherine’s tears subsided. She pulled back enough to look at me, her face blotchy and wet and more beautiful than when she’d arrived in her perfect CEO armor.

“That was the most intense experience of my life,” she said.

“Good intense?”

“Incredible intense.” She touched my face. “Thank you. For not making me feel broken.”

“You’re not broken. You never were.”

Fresh tears welled in her eyes, but she blinked them back. “I need to ask you something.”

“Anything.”

“Can we… can we do this again tomorrow? Same time?”

I smiled. “That’s exactly the plan. Your ovulation window is open for another day. We should maximize your chances.”

“Right. Maximize my chances.” She bit her lip. “Is it bad that I’m already looking forward to it? Not just because of the pregnancy. Because of… this. You.”

Warning bells went off in my head. Linda’s voice echoed: Keep boundaries. Don’t let clients get attached.

But looking down at Catherine—vulnerable and open and more real than I’d ever seen her—I couldn’t bring myself to pull away.

“It’s not bad,” I said. “I’m looking forward to it too.”

She smiled, soft and genuine, and kissed me.

When I finally pulled out of her, my cum immediately started leaking out. She reached down instinctively to push it back in.

“Sorry,” she said. “Habit from IVF. You want to keep everything inside.”

“Smart.” I grabbed a pillow from beside the bed. “Lift your hips.”

She did, and I slid the pillow underneath, elevating her pelvis. “Stay like this for twenty minutes. Gravity helps.”

“You’ve done your research.”

“Linda gave me very thorough instructions.”

We lay there together, my hand resting on her flat stomach, both of us quiet. After a while, Catherine spoke.

“Can I tell you something?”

“Of course.”

“I came here expecting a service. A professional transaction. But you’ve given me something I didn’t know I needed.” She turned her head to look at me. “You’ve given me hope. Not just for a baby. For myself. For the possibility that I’m not as broken as I thought.”

My throat felt tight. “You were never broken.”

“I’m starting to believe that.” She smiled. “Same time tomorrow?”

“Same time tomorrow.”

She kissed me once more—soft and sweet—then settled back against the pillows, her hand finding mine.

“Thank you, Nathan. For everything.”

“You’re welcome.”

I stayed with her for the full twenty minutes, then helped her back to her room. She was walking slowly, a little sore, but smiling the whole way.

At her door, she turned back to me. “Tomorrow. Don’t be late.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it.”

She disappeared inside, and I stood in the hallway, my head spinning.

One session down. One more tomorrow.

And already, I could feel myself getting attached to Catherine Whitmore in ways that were absolutely against protocol.

Linda found me in the kitchen ten minutes later, staring at a cup of coffee I didn’t remember pouring.

“How are you feeling?” she asked.

“Like I just did something important. And terrifying.”

“That’s accurate.” She sat across from me. “You did well. Very well. I left because you didn’t need supervision anymore. You had her trust completely.”

“She cried.”

“I know. I heard.” Linda’s expression was kind. “That’s normal. Many clients experience emotional release during first sessions. It’s cathartic.”

“She’s already getting attached.”

“Yes.”

“That’s bad, right?”

Linda was quiet for a long moment. “It’s complicated. Attachment ensures repeat bookings and good reviews. But it also makes departures harder. For both of you.” She studied me. “Are you getting attached?”

I thought about Catherine’s tears. Her vulnerability. The way she’d looked at me like I was something precious.

“Yeah. I think I am.”

“Then be careful. Attachment is a tool in this business. But it’s a double-edged sword.” She stood, squeezing my shoulder. “You have one more session with her tomorrow. Make it count. Give her everything she needs. And then let her go.”

“What if I don’t want to let her go?”

“Then you’re in the wrong business.”

She left me alone with my coffee and my spinning thoughts.

Tomorrow I’d see Catherine again. Touch her again. Be inside her again.

And somewhere in the middle of all that professional intimacy, I’d have to remember that she was a client.

Just a client.

Even if it was already starting to feel like something more.


Chapter 7: The Morning After

Breakfast was awkward.

Catherine sat across from me at the dining table, her CEO armor firmly back in place. Hair in a perfect twist. Minimal makeup that somehow made her look flawless. A cream silk blouse buttoned to her throat.

She looked like she was about to fire someone, not like she’d fallen apart crying in my arms less than twelve hours ago.

“This is delicious,” she said to Sofia, her voice professionally pleasant. “What’s in the sauce?”

“Hollandaise with fresh tarragon from the garden.” Sofia set down a plate of perfectly golden hash browns. “You need protein. Eggs are essential during conception.”

“Of course.” Catherine cut her poached egg with surgical precision. “Very thoughtful.”

I watched her eat, trying to reconcile this ice queen with the vulnerable woman who’d clung to me last night. She hadn’t looked at me once since sitting down.

Linda swept into the dining room with her tablet, already reviewing the day’s schedule. “Catherine, Astrid has you booked for a massage at ten. It will help with muscle tension and improve circulation.”

“Perfect. Thank you.”

“Nathan, the east porch railing is loose again. Can you address that this morning?”

“Sure.”

“Good.” Linda made a note on her tablet. “Dinner is at seven. Catherine, your second consultation is scheduled for eight-thirty. Does that work?”

Catherine’s fork paused mid-bite. For just a second, her composed mask slipped. Her eyes flicked to me, then away. “Yes. That’s fine.”

“Excellent.” Linda left as efficiently as she’d entered.

Silence settled over the table. Sofia had disappeared back into the kitchen. It was just Catherine and me and the weight of everything unspoken between us.

“How are you feeling?” I asked quietly.

“Fine. A bit sore, but nothing concerning.” She took a sip of orange juice. “You were very thorough.”

“Catherine—”

“Thank you for last night. It was exactly what I needed.” Her tone was the same one she probably used to thank employees for meeting quarterly targets. Professional. Distant. “I’m looking forward to tonight’s session.”

Then she stood, dabbed her mouth with her napkin, and walked out of the dining room without looking back.

I sat there staring at my eggs, completely confused.

Sofia emerged from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. Those massive breasts strained against the fabric as she leaned against the doorway.

“She’s scared,” Sofia said.

“She’s acting like last night didn’t happen.”

“Because it did happen. And it meant something. That terrifies women like her.” Sofia walked over, her hips swaying. “She’ll thaw by tonight. They always do.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve watched this play out dozens of times. The ice queens who arrive all business and leave all feelings.” She reached out and tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “Catherine’s falling for you. She just doesn’t want to admit it yet.”

“That’s not good. Linda said—”

“Linda says a lot of things. But she also knows that connection is what makes this work.” Sofia’s hand drifted down to rest on my shoulder. “The clients need to feel something real. Otherwise they could just use a sperm bank.”

Her touch was warm, familiar. We’d been intimate during my “auditions,” but since Catherine had arrived, I’d been focused entirely on my client.

Now Sofia’s hand was on my shoulder, her thumb stroking slowly, and I remembered exactly how good she’d felt.

“I should fix that railing,” I said.

“Mm. You should.” But her hand didn’t move. “I’ve missed you, papi. It’s been almost a week since I tasted you.”

“Sofia—”

“I know, I know. Client first. Professional boundaries.” She leaned down, her breath hot against my ear. “But maybe later? After Catherine’s consultation? You could come to the kitchen. I’ll be doing laundry.”

“Laundry?”

“The dryers make the room so warm. And private. No one interrupts me when I’m folding linens.” Her teeth grazed my earlobe. “Think about it.”

She straightened and sashayed back to the kitchen, leaving me semi-hard and very distracted.



The east porch railing took an hour to fix. Physical work helped clear my head, let me focus on something concrete and solvable.

When I finished, I found Astrid in the massage building, setting up for Catherine’s session.

“How’s she doing?” I asked.

“Tense. Very tense.” Astrid poured oil into her hands, warming it. “She barely spoke during the first twenty minutes. Just lay there like a board.”

“She was like that at breakfast too.”

“It’s her defense mechanism. When things get too real, she freezes.” Astrid set down the oil bottle. “You got through to her last night. Made her feel things she’s probably been suppressing for years. Now she’s terrified.”

“What do I do?”

“Tonight? Don’t let her hide. Make her look at you. Force her to stay present.” Astrid smiled. “You were good at that last night, according to Linda.”

“Linda told you?”

“Linda tells me everything. We’ve worked together for fifteen years.” She walked over, wiping her oiled hands on a towel. “Can I ask you something personal?”

“Sure.”

“Are you falling for her?”

I opened my mouth to deny it, then stopped. “I don’t know. Maybe. It’s only been a few days.”

“Intensity accelerates everything in this business. A weekend here is like a month of dating in the real world.” She touched my arm. “Just be careful. Catherine will leave on Friday. And you’ll still be here.”

“I know.”

“Do you? Because I’ve seen consultants get destroyed by clients they couldn’t let go. The job works when you care deeply but release easily.” Her blue eyes were serious. “Learn to do both, Nathan. Or this will break you.”



I spent the afternoon working on the inn. Replaced a broken window in the library. Fixed the leak in the second-floor bathroom. Cleared the gutters on the west side.

Every task was an excuse not to think about Catherine’s cold distance at breakfast. Or Sofia’s invitation. Or Astrid’s warning.

Around four, I came inside to wash up and nearly collided with Catherine in the hallway.

“Sorry,” I said, steadying her with my hands on her shoulders.

“It’s fine.” She stepped back quickly, putting distance between us. But not before I caught the flash of something in her eyes. Heat. Want. Vulnerability.

Then her mask slammed back down. “I was just heading to my room to rest before dinner.”

“How was the massage?”

“Excellent. Astrid is very skilled.” She adjusted her blouse unnecessarily. “I’ll see you at dinner.”

She tried to step around me, but I blocked her path.

“Catherine.”

“Yes?”

“Look at me.”

She did, reluctantly. Those gray-green eyes met mine for the first time all day.

“You don’t have to pretend,” I said softly. “Not with me.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Yes, you do.” I stepped closer. “Last night meant something. To both of us. You don’t have to hide from that.”

“Nathan, I’m paying you for a service. Last night was exactly what I paid for. Professional. Effective.” Her voice was steady but her hands were shaking. “Tonight will be the same. Then I leave Friday. We both understand the arrangement.”

“Do we?”

“Yes.” She lifted her chin. “I’m a client. You’re a service provider. That’s all this is.”

But her eyes told a different story. They were wet, desperate, begging me to see through her lie.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “If that’s what you need to believe.”

Something in her crumpled. Just for a second, her shoulders sagged and her breath hitched. Then she straightened.

“Excuse me. I need to rest.”

She brushed past me and disappeared into her room, the door closing with a decisive click.

I stood in the hallway, my hands clenched into fists, trying to decide whether to go after her or give her space.

Sofia’s voice floated up from the laundry room. “Nathan? Can you help me? Something’s wrong with the dryer.”

I looked at Catherine’s closed door. Then at the stairs leading down to the laundry.

Give her space, I decided. Let her come to me tonight on her own terms.

I headed downstairs.



The laundry room was tucked away in the back corner of the inn, down a narrow hallway that no guests ever used. It was warm, as Sofia had promised, with two industrial washers and dryers humming along.

Sofia stood in front of one dryer, hands on her hips, wearing yoga pants that hugged every curve and a tank top that barely contained her breasts.

“What’s wrong with it?” I asked.

“This.” She pushed a button and nothing happened. “Won’t start.”

I walked over to investigate, checking the settings. “It’s just set to extended cool-down. Wait fifteen minutes and—”

She turned me around and kissed me.

Hard. Hungry. Her massive breasts pressed against my chest as she backed me against the folding table.

“Sofia—”

“Shut up and kiss me back.”

I did, because my body made the decision before my brain could catch up. Her mouth was hot and demanding, her tongue sliding against mine. She tasted like cinnamon and sugar—she must have been baking earlier.

“I’ve been so patient,” she murmured against my lips. “Watching you with Catherine. Hearing you make her scream. Knowing you’re inside her. I’ve been going crazy, papi.”

“We shouldn’t—she might hear—”

“Catherine’s resting. Linda’s doing accounts. Astrid’s cleaning the massage room.” Sofia’s hand palmed my cock through my jeans. “It’s just us. And I need you. Right now.”

She dropped to her knees in one fluid motion, already unzipping my jeans.

“Sofia, we should talk about—oh fuck—”

My cock was in her mouth. Hot, wet, enthusiastic. She sucked me like she was starving, taking me deep, gagging slightly but coming back for more.

“Missed your cock so much,” she mumbled around my shaft. “Tastes so good.”

She pulled back to slap it against her tongue, her cheeks, leaving trails of saliva. Her eyes were half-lidded with lust, her lips swollen and red.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said. “Hard. Like you fucked her last night. Make me scream.”

Some distant part of my brain said this was a bad idea. That I should be saving my energy for Catherine’s consultation. That this violated some unspoken protocol.

But Sofia was already standing, shoving her yoga pants and panties down in one motion. Bending over the folding table. Looking back at me with those dark, hungry eyes.

“Please, papi. I need it. Need you.”

I was only human.

I moved behind her, gripping those impossibly wide hips. That massive ass was right there, round and perfect, bronze skin gleaming. I positioned myself at her entrance, the swollen head of my cock pressing against wet heat. She was soaked—absolutely dripping, her arousal running down her thick thighs.

“You’ve been thinking about this,” I said, teasing her entrance but not entering yet.

“All week, papi. Every fucking night.” She pushed back against me, trying to take me inside. “Every time I heard you with her, I touched myself. Came so hard thinking about your cock. Now fuck me. Make me yours again.”

I slammed inside her in one brutal thrust.

Sofia screamed—a sharp, loud cry that echoed off the concrete walls. Her pussy clenched around me like a vice, impossibly tight despite how wet she was, gripping my cock so hard I almost came right there.

“Yes—fuck yes—harder—give it to me—”

I fucked her hard, exactly like she demanded. The folding table creaked and shifted with each powerful thrust. Her massive G-cup tits swung beneath her, slapping together obscenely. She was loud—so fucking loud—moaning and begging in English and Spanish, not caring who heard.

“Tu verga—dios mío—so fucking deep—splitting me open—don’t stop—”

I gripped her wild curls and yanked her head back hard. She gasped, her back arching beautifully, and her pussy clenched even tighter.

“You like it rough?”

“Yes! Yes, papi! Please—más duro—fuck me like you own me—”

I fucked her harder, using her hair as leverage, pulling her head back while I pounded into her. My other hand came down hard on that thick ass—a sharp slap that made her cry out and left a perfect handprint on her bronze skin.

“Again,” she demanded, voice breaking. “Spank me while you fuck me. Mark me.”

I did. Each brutal thrust accompanied by a slap that echoed in the small room. Her ass turned pink, then red, jiggling with each impact. And every slap made her pussy clench tighter around my cock.

“Such a good little slut,” I growled, spanking her again. “Taking my cock so well.”

“Yes! I’m your slut! Your good little slut! Use me!”

I could feel her getting close—her pussy fluttering, her thighs shaking. I reached around and found her clit, rubbing it hard.

“I’m gonna come,” she gasped. “Don’t stop—right fucking there—yes—yes—”

She came screaming my name, her pussy spasming violently around my cock, gushing wetness that ran down both our thighs. Her whole body shook. But I didn’t stop—kept pounding through her orgasm, chasing my own release.

“Where?” I gasped, feeling it building.

“Inside—inside me—fill me up—breed me papi—put a fucking baby in me—”

That word—breed—combined with the vice grip of her pussy pushed me over the edge. I buried myself as deep as I could go and came, roaring, flooding her with thick spurts of cum.

“Take it,” I groaned. “Take all of it.”

“Yes! Yes! So hot! So much cum! Fill me up!”

Pulse after pulse flooded her womb until I was completely empty.

Sofia was slumped over the table, panting, legs shaking. Cum was already leaking from her pussy, thick white cream running down her thick thighs.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “I needed that so bad.”

I pulled out carefully, both of us wincing at the sensitivity. She straightened slowly, turning to face me with a satisfied smile.

“Feel better?” I asked.

“So much better.” She kissed me, soft and sweet this time. “Thank you, papi.”

Movement in the doorway made us both freeze.

Catherine stood there, one hand braced against the frame.

Her hair was mussed from her nap. Her blouse was half-untucked. And her eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, lips parted.

She’d seen everything.

“Catherine—” I started.

But she didn’t look angry. Or hurt. She looked…

Turned on. Her chest was heaving. Her nipples were visible through her silk blouse. And her hand—her hand had disappeared between her legs, pressed against her skirt.

We stared at each other for a long, charged moment.

Then Catherine turned and fled.

Her footsteps echoed up the stairs. A door slammed somewhere above us.

“Mierda,” Sofia breathed. “She watched.”

“How long was she there?”

“I don’t know. But long enough.” Sofia pulled up her pants, wincing. “Is this bad? For you? For tonight?”

“I have no idea.”

But as I tucked myself back into my jeans, I thought about the look in Catherine’s eyes. The heat. The hunger. The way her hand had moved between her legs.

She hadn’t been horrified.

She’d been aroused.

Tonight’s consultation just got a lot more interesting.


Chapter 8: Consultation Two

I didn’t see Catherine at dinner.

“She asked for a tray in her room,” Linda said. “Said she was tired from the massage.”

“That’s unlike her,” Astrid observed.

Linda’s eyes cut to me, sharp and knowing. “Is there something I should be aware of?”

“No,” I said quickly. Too quickly.

Sofia kicked me under the table.

Linda’s expression said she didn’t believe me, but she didn’t push. “Fine. Nathan, her consultation is in one hour. Don’t be late.”

“I won’t.”

“And Nathan? Whatever happened this afternoon? Fix it. Tonight’s session is crucial. Her ovulation window is still open, but it’s closing. She needs to conceive tonight or the entire week was pointless.”

No pressure.

I spent the hour in my room, showering, trying to figure out what to say to Catherine. How to address the fact that she’d watched me fuck Sofia in the laundry room.

Should I apologize? Explain? Pretend it didn’t happen?

At eight-twenty, I knocked on the Wellness Wing door.

“Come in,” Catherine’s voice called.

I entered.

The room was set up like the night before—candles, soft music, clean sheets. But Linda wasn’t in her corner chair. We were alone.

Catherine stood by the window, wearing the same cream silk robe from yesterday. Her hair was down. No makeup. But her posture was different.

Less rigid. More…expectant.

“Hi,” I said.

“Hi.” She turned to face me. “We need to talk about this afternoon.”

“Catherine, I’m sorry you saw—”

“Don’t apologize.” She walked toward me slowly. “I want to know something first.”

“Okay.”

“Do you fuck all the staff like that?” Her voice was steady, but there was an edge to it. “Is that part of your arrangement?”

“It’s complicated.”

“Simplify it.”

“They tested me. Before you arrived. To make sure I was suitable. And yes, part of that was sexual. But since you’ve been here, I haven’t touched anyone. Until today.”

“Why today?”

“Because Sofia asked. And I was frustrated. And I’m not used to navigating all these boundaries.” I met her eyes. “I’m sorry if it upset you.”

“It didn’t upset me.” She stopped right in front of me. “It turned me on.”

I blinked. “What?”

“Watching you take her like that. Rough and claiming. Hearing her beg for you.” Catherine’s breathing was shallow. “I stood there watching and all I could think was that I wanted you to fuck me like that.”

“Catherine—”

“I’ve been trying all day to keep my distance. To remind myself this is professional. But I can’t.” She reached up and cupped my face. “Last night you were gentle. Tender. You made me feel precious. And I needed that. But tonight?” Her eyes darkened. “Tonight I need what you gave her. I need you to stop treating me like I’m fragile.”

“You’re not fragile.”

“Then prove it.” She kissed me hard, all teeth and desperate need. “Fuck me like you mean it. Make me scream like she did. Show me I’m not just a client you’re handling with kid gloves.”

Something in me snapped.

I grabbed her hips and lifted her. She gasped, wrapping her legs around my waist as I carried her to the bed. I dropped her onto it and followed her down, my mouth claiming hers.

She clawed at my shirt, yanking it over my head. I tore open her robe, revealing her naked body underneath.

“You watched the whole thing, didn’t you?” I growled against her throat.

“Yes.”

“Did you touch yourself?”

“Yes.” She arched under me. “I came. Standing there watching you fuck her. I came thinking about your cock inside me instead.”

I bit her neck—hard enough to leave a mark. She moaned, nails raking down my back.

“You want it rough?”

“Yes.”

“Beg for it.”

“Please.” She was already panting. “Please fuck me. Use me. Make me yours.”

I flipped her onto her stomach. She gasped, scrambling onto her hands and knees, that perfect ass raised for me, her back arched beautifully. The candlelight played across her pale skin, highlighting every curve, every dip of her spine. Her shoulder blades stood out sharply, her ribs visible beneath smooth skin as she breathed heavily with anticipation.

“Like this?” I asked, gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. My cock was throbbing, achingly hard, the head already slick and shiny with precum that had been leaking since she kissed me. I could feel my pulse hammering in my shaft, every heartbeat making it jump and twitch.

“Yes—god yes—”

I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling how wet she was, how swollen. Her pussy lips were flushed deep pink, glistening with arousal, practically dripping down her thighs. I could see everything—the way her opening clenched and relaxed with anticipation, how her wetness had spread between her ass cheeks, coating her completely. Her inner thighs were slick with it. I dragged the head of my cock through her slit, coating myself in her arousal, teasing her clit and making her whimper. The visual alone—my thick shaft sliding through her pink folds, leaving trails of mixed precum and her juices—nearly made me lose control.

“Please—” she begged, trying to push back onto me.

I held her hips firm, keeping her from taking what she wanted. “Beg properly.”

“Please fuck me—I need your cock—need you to breed me—fill me up—”

I thrust inside her in one brutal stroke, burying myself to the hilt. The sensation was overwhelming—the tight ring of her entrance gripping my shaft as I pushed through, then the incredible heat and wetness enveloping me inch by inch until my balls pressed against her swollen clit.

She screamed—a raw, primal sound that echoed off the walls. Her pussy clenched around me like a vice, impossibly tight, so hot and wet it felt like being engulfed in liquid silk. I could feel every flutter, every spasm of her inner walls gripping my shaft, feel her pulse racing around me, feel the different textures inside her—the smooth walls, the rough patch of her g-spot, the way her cervix kissed the head of my cock when I was fully seated.

“Fuck,” I groaned, struggling not to come immediately from the sensation. “You’re so tight. So fucking wet for me. Your pussy is strangling my cock.”

“You’re so big—stretching me—” She was panting, her arms trembling, struggling to hold herself up. “I can feel every inch—oh god—”

I didn’t give her time to adjust. Just pulled almost all the way out—feeling her pussy try to hold me in, her inner walls clinging to my shaft, dragging along my length—then slammed back in hard and deep, the way I’d fucked Sofia. The way Catherine had watched and wanted. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, obscenely loud. My hips crashed against her ass with each powerful thrust, making her whole body jolt forward, making those small firm breasts swing beneath her, making her hair cascade over her shoulders with each impact.

“Is this what you need?” I growled, gripping her hips tighter, fingers digging into the soft flesh, using them as leverage to pound into her even harder. Each thrust made her entire body ripple, made her ass bounce and jiggle against me.

“Yes—harder—don’t stop—oh god you’re so deep—hitting something—right there—”

My hand came down hard on her ass—a sharp crack that made her cry out. Her pussy clenched around me so tight I almost came right then, the sudden pressure making my eyes roll back. I watched the handprint bloom on her pale skin, stark red against white, watched her ass jiggle with each thrust, the flesh quivering from impact.

“Again,” she begged, voice breaking. “Please—again—mark me—”

I spanked her with each brutal thrust, alternating cheeks, watching her pale skin turn from pink to red to deeper crimson. The sound echoed through the room—crack, crack, crack—punctuating each deep stroke. She was so wet now that I could hear it, obscene squelching sounds as I pounded into her, feel her arousal coating my cock, dripping down her thighs, soaking my balls every time they slapped against her clit. I could see it glistening on the inside of her thighs, see the way my cock came out shiny and slick with her cream before I slammed back in.

“Such a good girl,” I growled, spanking her again, watching her handprint-marked ass bounce. “Taking my cock so well. You love this, don’t you? Love being fucked like the needy slut you are. Love having your CEO pussy pounded like common whore.”

“Yes! Yes! I love it! Love your cock!” She was babbling now, all that CEO composure completely shattered, reduced to a desperate, cock-drunk mess. “So big—stretching me—filling me—splitting me open—oh fuck—I’ve never been fucked like this—never—”

“Because you’ve never had a real cock before,” I snarled, slamming particularly deep, feeling her cervix against my tip. “Never had someone who knows how to breed you properly.”

“No—never—oh god—”

I reached around and found her clit with my fingers, already swollen to twice its normal size and slick with her wetness. The moment I touched it she bucked against me, crying out, her whole body jerking.

“Touch yourself,” I ordered, my voice rough, removing my hand and gripping her hip again. “I want to feel you come on my cock. Want to feel that pussy milk me.”

She shoved a hand between her legs, rubbing frantically, desperately. I could feel her fingers working her clit while my cock stretched her open, feel the added pressure against the underside of my shaft, feel her knuckles brushing my balls with each stroke. Her pussy was fluttering around me now, getting tighter, wetter, the walls rippling and clenching erratically.

“I’m close—so close—never came from just fucking before—” she gasped. “Don’t stop—right there—yes—fuck yes—you’re hitting—oh god—”

I angled my hips, hitting that spot deep inside her that made her whole body jerk, grinding the head of my cock against her g-spot with each thrust. My cock was throbbing, swollen even thicker inside her, my balls drawing up tight and heavy, but I held back, wanting to feel her come first, needing to feel her lose control.

“Then come. Come on my cock while I breed you. Let me feel that pussy squeeze me while I fill you up with my seed. Come for me while I pump a baby into your womb.”

She shattered, screaming into the mattress, her whole body convulsing violently. Her pussy clamped down on me in rhythmic pulses, squeezing so tight it was almost painful, milking my cock as waves of her orgasm crashed through her. Her inner walls rippled and spasmed along my entire length, from base to tip, massaging and gripping and pulling. I could feel her gushing, feel the flood of wetness soaking my cock and balls, running down both our thighs, feel her squirting against me with each contraction.

“That’s it—fuck yes—come for me—soak my cock—” I kept thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it, making her scream until her voice went hoarse, until she was making raw, animalistic sounds.

Her orgasm triggered mine. I slammed deep—as deep as I could possibly go, feeling my cockhead press against her cervix—and came, roaring like an animal. My cock jerked and pulsed inside her, pumping thick spurts of cum directly against her cervix, trying to flood into her womb. Pulse after pulse, each one accompanied by a jolt of pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. So much cum that I could feel the pressure building inside her, feel it starting to leak out around my shaft even as I stayed buried inside her, even as I kept pumping more into her.

“Oh god—so much—so hot—it’s burning—” Catherine sobbed, still coming, still clenching around me rhythmically. “I can feel it—feel every pulse—feel you filling me—feel it inside—so deep—oh fuck there’s so much—”

I ground against her, making sure every drop went as deep as possible, my cock still pulsing, still emptying into her, my hips making small circular motions to coat her cervix with cum, to work it into her womb. When I finally stopped, we were both shaking, covered in sweat, the room thick with the scent of sex—musky and primal and obscene. I could feel cum leaking out around my still-hard cock, feel it dripping onto the sheets beneath us.

When we both stopped shaking, I collapsed beside her. She turned her head to look at me, her hair wild, her lips swollen, her eyes glazed with satisfaction.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“For what?”

“For seeing what I needed. For not holding back.” She reached for my hand. “For treating me like a woman. Not a fragile client.”

I pulled her against me, both of us sweaty and spent. “Same time tomorrow?”

She laughed—genuine and free. “We’ll see if I can walk tomorrow.”



We lay tangled together for a while, catching our breath. Catherine’s fingers traced lazy patterns on my chest while I held her close.

A soft knock interrupted the quiet.

“Yes?” I called.

Linda’s voice came through the door. “Nathan? Sorry to interrupt. I need a moment when you’re finished.”

Catherine tensed slightly, but I squeezed her shoulder. “Give us five minutes.”

“Of course.”

Catherine sat up, reaching for her robe. “Duty calls?”

“Apparently.” I found my jeans and pulled them on.

She kissed me softly before I left. “Thank you. For everything tonight.”

“Anytime.”

I found Linda waiting in the hallway, her expression unreadable.

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Two things.” She held up her phone. “First, Catherine’s session went well, I assume?”

“Very well.”

“Good. Second—” Her lips curved into a rare smile. “We just got two new bookings for next week. Both referrals from previous clients. High-profile. Substantial fees.”

My eyebrows rose. “Two more?”

“The word is spreading, Nathan.” Linda’s eyes gleamed in the dim hallway light. “Your reputation is growing. These women talk to each other—discretely, of course. But they talk. And they’re very impressed with what you offer.”

“Who are they?”

“I’ll brief you tomorrow. For now—” She glanced back at the Wellness Wing door. “Get some rest. You’re going to need your stamina.”

She walked away, leaving me standing in the hallway, processing what she’d said.

Two more clients. The business was really growing.

And I was at the center of it all.


Chapter 9: Staff Meeting

Thursday morning brought crisis.

The hot water heater made a sound like a dying animal, groaned once more, then quit completely.

No hot water anywhere in the inn.

“Fuck,” I muttered, standing in the basement staring at the ancient boiler. Catherine was still here—her final consultation scheduled for tonight—and now we had no hot water.

Linda appeared at the top of the basement stairs. “How bad?”

“Bad. The main valve cracked. I can’t repair it—I need to replace it entirely.”

“Can you?”

I looked at the corroded piece of metal in my hands. “Maybe. If I can find a matching part. But this system is ancient. Discontinued.”

“How long?”

“Best case? Six hours. Worst case? Two days.”

Linda’s jaw tightened. “Catherine leaves tomorrow morning. We cannot send her home without hot water for her final night.”

“I know.”

“Then fix it. Whatever it takes.”

She left me in the basement with rust and desperation.



I remembered seeing a similar boiler at an estate sale last month. Two phone calls later, I was driving forty minutes to dig through a barn full of ancient plumbing parts.

Found what I needed buried under copper pipes. Not an exact match, but close enough.

By noon, I was back in the basement, adapting the valve.

By two PM, I was still working.

Sofia brought me lunch. “Catherine’s asking about you.”

“Tell her I’m fixing something.”

“She knows. She’s worried.” Sofia set down the sandwich. “But also turned on. Watching you work in the garden this morning got her all flustered.”

I paused, looking up at her. “Seriously?”

“Competence is sexy, papi. You’ll learn that.” She touched my shoulder. “Fix the boiler. Then fix Catherine one last time. Make her last night count.”



By six PM, the boiler was running.

By seven PM, we had hot water.

I emerged from the basement filthy, exhausted, and triumphant.

Catherine was waiting in the kitchen with Linda, Sofia, and Astrid. Her eyes traveled over my filthy shirt, my rust-stained hands, my sweat-slicked face.

“You fixed it,” she said softly.

“I fixed it.”

She bit her lip. “That’s incredibly impressive.”

“It’s just a boiler.”

“It’s more than that.” Linda’s voice held rare approval. “Without hot water, Catherine’s final session would have been compromised. You saved her experience. The inn’s reputation.”

“And looked damn good doing it,” Astrid added with a smile.

I felt their eyes on me. All four women assessing. Appreciating. Wanting.

Something shifted in the room.

“I need a shower,” I said, suddenly aware of how I smelled.

“We need to talk,” Linda said. “Staff meeting. Now. Catherine, you’re welcome to join us—this concerns you too.”

Catherine looked surprised but nodded.



We gathered in the library. Catherine took the armchair. Linda stood by the fireplace. Sofia and Astrid sat on the couch.

I stayed standing, too wired to sit.

“There’s been tension,” Linda said without preamble. “Between staff. About hierarchy. About roles. About Nathan.”

Sofia shifted uncomfortably. Astrid’s expression remained neutral.

“Sofia feels she should have priority access since she was first to test Nathan. Astrid believes her role as wellness specialist gives her equal claim. And I’ve been maintaining distance while trying to manage both of them.”

“That’s not—” Sofia started.

“Let me finish.” Linda’s voice was calm but firm. “This tension undermines the business. The inn only works if we operate as a team. Which means Nathan needs to establish clear leadership.”

All eyes turned to me.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“Assert yourself. Make it clear where everyone stands. Who you are to each of us. What this business means going forward.” Linda looked at Catherine. “And whether clients like Catherine are different from staff. Whether there’s room for both.”

Catherine’s cheeks flushed. “I didn’t mean to cause problems.”

“You didn’t,” Astrid said. “You just made us realize we all want something we haven’t clearly defined.”

“What do you want?” I asked Sofia.

She looked at me steadily. “You. Not just sexually. I want to be more than staff who services clients. I want to carry your baby. Be part of your life. Not just your employee.”

My heart jumped. “Sofia—”

“My turn,” Astrid interrupted. “I want the same. I’ve been professional about this. Clinical. But the truth is, I don’t just want to work here. I want to belong here. With you.”

Linda remained silent, watching.

“And you?” I asked her.

“I’m still deciding,” she said carefully. “But I’ve spent fifteen years watching. Managing. Staying separate. Perhaps it’s time to stop watching.”

Catherine stood. “I should go. This is between you and your staff.”

“Stay,” Linda said. “You’re part of this conversation. Because Nathan, you need to decide—are you running a business where everyone is transactional? Or building something more?”

I looked at each woman. Sofia with her desperate hope. Astrid with her direct honesty. Linda with her guarded vulnerability. Catherine with her conflicted longing.

“I don’t want transactional,” I said slowly. “I never did. When I inherited this place, I thought it was insane. But now?” I gestured at them. “You’re not just staff. You’re not just clients. You’re… family. Strange, complicated, unconventional family.”

Sofia’s eyes welled up.

“If you want to be more than staff,” I continued, “then be more. If you want my babies, ask me. Don’t compete. Don’t create hierarchy. Just be honest about what you need.”

“And me?” Catherine asked quietly. “Where do I fit?”

I crossed to her. Took her hands. “You’re not a transaction. Not anymore. You’re…” I struggled for the word. “You’re mine. If you want to be.”

Her breath caught. “Despite the business? Despite other clients?”

“We’ll figure it out. If you want to try.”

“I want to try,” she whispered.

Linda made a small sound—approval or resignation, I couldn’t tell.

“So that’s settled,” Astrid said. “Nathan’s in charge. We’re family, not just staff. And Catherine’s special. Now what?”

Sofia grinned. “Now we celebrate.”

“Celebrate how?” I asked warily.

“Nathan just fixed a crisis, asserted leadership, and claimed his role. That deserves recognition.” Sofia stood, her massive breasts straining against her tank top. “I think we should show our appreciation.”

“Sofia,” Linda warned.

“What? Catherine leaves tomorrow. This is her last night. She gets Nathan all night—that’s non-negotiable. But first?” Sofia looked at Astrid, then Linda, then Catherine. “First, we remind him why he enjoys this. Why he’s good at this. All of us.”

Catherine’s eyes widened. “You want to… all of us?”

“Not you,” Astrid clarified. “You get him tonight. Alone. But first, let us take care of some tension. He’s been wound tight all day. And frankly, so have we.”

“This is highly irregular,” Linda said. But her cheeks were flushed. Her hand gripped the mantel.

“Everything about this inn is irregular,” Sofia countered. “Nathan, do you want this?”

I looked at them. Three gorgeous staff members offering to relieve my tension. And Catherine, watching with dark, curious eyes.

“Catherine has her final consultation tonight,” I said carefully. “She should rest before that.”

Catherine looked disappointed but nodded. “You’re right. I should… prepare.”

She left the library, and the moment the door closed, the energy shifted.

“Now,” Sofia said, grabbing my hand. “Let’s remind you why this work is rewarding.”



They led me to the staff quarters—a converted attic space with exposed beams and a massive bed that had clearly seen use.

Linda settled in the armchair in the corner. “I’ll watch. For now.”

“Always watching,” Astrid teased. “One day you’ll join us.”

“Perhaps,” Linda said. But her hand was already sliding beneath her skirt.

Sofia pushed me toward the bed. “Sit. We’re taking care of you.”

I sat. Astrid knelt on one side. Sofia on the other. Both of them reaching for my filthy shirt, pulling it off.

“He’s still covered in grime,” Astrid observed.

“I don’t care,” Sofia said, running her hands over my chest. “He’s never looked hotter.”

They stripped me efficiently—shoes, jeans, boxer briefs—until I was naked and already hardening under their attention.

Linda stood at the foot of the bed, still fully dressed. Watching with dark, hungry eyes.

“Sofia first,” Linda said from her chair. “She asked first.”

Sofia grinned and climbed onto my lap, straddling me. She was already naked—when had she stripped?—those massive G-cup tits swaying hypnotically as she positioned herself above me. I could see everything—her thick thighs, her soaked pussy, the gold chain disappearing between her breasts.

“I’ve been wanting this all week,” she breathed, gripping my cock and positioning it at her entrance. “Watching you with her. Touching myself. Needing this.”

She sank down onto me in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt.

We both groaned. She was scorching hot inside, tight despite how wet she was, her pussy gripping my cock as she started to move. She rode me with desperate enthusiasm, bouncing hard, those massive tits bouncing in my face.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned. “So deep. So big. Missed your cock so much, papi.”

Astrid stripped beside us—pulling off her tank top to reveal her perky C-cups, shoving down her shorts to show that perfect athletic body. Then she climbed onto the bed, positioning herself near my head.

“Don’t forget about me,” she said, spreading her thighs to show her glistening pussy.

“Patience,” Linda said from her chair. But her voice was breathy. “Let Sofia have her turn.”

“I want his mouth,” Astrid said, biting her lower lip. “While Sofia rides him. I want to come on his tongue while she comes on his cock.”

Linda paused, and I saw her thighs press together. Then she nodded. “Acceptable.”

Astrid straddled my face, that tight pussy hovering above my mouth. I gripped her hips and pulled her down hard, sealing my mouth over her clit. She gasped, grinding against my face while Sofia bounced on my cock.

From the corner, Linda made a small sound—half moan, half gasp. When I glanced over, her hand was moving beneath her skirt, fingers working between her legs, her eyes locked on where Astrid’s pussy rode my face and Sofia’s pussy stretched around my cock.

Sofia rode me harder, faster, those massive tits bouncing wildly. “He’s so deep. Hitting my cervix. Oh god, he’s getting close. I can feel his cock throbbing.”

“Not yet,” Linda commanded, voice shaking. “Switch positions. Astrid’s turn on his cock.”

They switched with practiced efficiency. Astrid dismounted from my face, her wetness coating my chin, and mounted my cock. Her pussy was even tighter, gripping me like a vice. Sofia positioned herself over my face, and I licked her soaked pussy, tasting both of us mixed together.

“Better,” Linda murmured, breathing hard. “Much better. Look at how they take him.”

She was touching herself openly now, her hand moving faster beneath her skirt, her other hand gripping the chair arm.

“Linda,” I called between licks. “Come closer. Let me see you.”

“Not yet,” she gasped. “I’m not ready to join. But I need to watch.”

“Then watch closer. I want you right here when I come. I want you to see what I’m going to do to you eventually.”

Her breath hitched. She stood on shaking legs and stepped closer, standing at the foot of the bed, eyes fixed on where Astrid’s pale pussy stretched around my dark cock, watching it disappear into her with each bounce.

“Fuck,” Astrid gasped, riding me hard. “So deep. Hitting everything. I’m going to come.”

“Then come,” I ordered, gripping her hips hard. “Come on my cock. Show Linda how good it feels.”

She threw her head back and came with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching rhythmically, milking my cock. I grabbed Sofia’s hips and held her pussy tight against my face while I exploded, flooding Astrid with thick spurts of cum.

“Yes!” Astrid cried. “Fill me! Breed me! So hot!”

I came and came, pumping her full while Sofia ground against my tongue, chasing her own orgasm. She came too, gushing wetness on my face, thighs shaking.

From the foot of the bed, Linda moaned—long and desperate—and I knew she’d just come watching us, her hand buried under her skirt.

When we finally collapsed into a sweaty tangle, I looked at Linda. She was flushed, breathing hard, clearly aroused but still dressed.

“Your turn will come,” I told her.

“I know,” she whispered. “I’m counting on it.”

Sofia and Astrid curled up on either side of me, satisfied and drowsy.

“Catherine’s waiting,” Linda said from her chair, standing on shaky legs. “Her final consultation. Don’t keep her.”

I showered quickly and headed to the Wellness Wing.

Catherine’s last night. Final consultation.


Chapter 10: The Departure

The Wellness Wing was perfect.

Fresh candles. Clean sheets. Soft music playing.

Consultation Three. Catherine’s final session. The last night of her fertile window.

Her last night at the inn before returning to the city.

Her last chance to get pregnant.

I stood by the window, waiting, my heart pounding harder than it should for what was supposed to be a professional consultation.

The door opened.

Catherine stepped inside wearing a silk robe—ivory, expensive, clinging to her curves. Her hair was loose. No makeup. Just her, raw and beautiful.

“Hi,” she said softly.

“Hi.”

We stood there for a moment, the weight of the week pressing down. Four days together. Two consultations already completed. This third and final session would determine everything.

“This is it,” she said. “My last chance. Tomorrow I fly home and wait three weeks to see if it worked.”

“It worked.” I crossed to her, took her hands. “I can feel it.”

“Can you?” Her eyes searched mine. “Or are you just saying that?”

“I know it worked because I’ve never wanted anything more. And the universe couldn’t be cruel enough to not give you this.”

Her breath caught. “Nathan—”

“I love you,” I said. “I know it’s insane. I know we barely know each other. But I love you, Catherine. And tonight isn’t just about getting you pregnant. It’s about showing you how much.”

Tears welled in her eyes. “I love you too. God, I didn’t want to. I tried so hard not to. But I do.”

I pulled her into my arms. Held her. Felt her trembling against me.

“Then let’s make tonight count,” I whispered. “Let’s make this baby together. Really together.”

She nodded against my chest.

I led her to the bed, untied her robe slowly. Let it fall away to reveal her body—long and lean and perfect. She helped me undress, her hands shaking slightly as she unbuttoned my shirt.

When we were both naked, I laid her down gently.

“I’m going to make love to you,” I told her. “Slow. Multiple times. Until you’re overflowing with me. Until there’s no doubt.”

“Yes,” she breathed. “Please.”



Round One: Tender

I started with kisses. Soft ones on her lips, her neck, her collarbone. Working my way down her body like I was memorizing every inch.

She sighed and arched beneath me, her hands threading through my hair.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured against her skin. “Every part of you.”

“Nathan—”

“Shh. Let me worship you.”

I kissed her breasts, took her nipples into my mouth, sucked gently until she was gasping. Moved lower, kissing her flat stomach, her hip bones, the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

“Please,” she whimpered.

“Please what?”

“Touch me. I need you to touch me.”

I spread her legs wider and pressed my mouth to her pussy. She cried out, her hips lifting off the bed.

I took my time. Licked and sucked and teased until she was writhing. Until her thighs were trembling on either side of my head.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped.

“Good. Come for me, Catherine. Let me taste it.”

She did, her pussy clenching as she came on my tongue. I licked her through it, savoring every tremor.

When she finally stopped shaking, I crawled up her body and positioned myself at her entrance.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Those gray-green eyes locked on mine, vulnerable and trusting and full of love.

I pushed inside slowly. Inch by inch. Letting her feel every bit of me entering her.

“Perfect,” she breathed. “You feel perfect.”

I started moving. Slow, deep strokes. Our eyes never leaving each other’s. Our breath mingling.

“I love you,” I said with each thrust.

“I love you,” she echoed.

We moved together like we’d done this a thousand times. Like our bodies knew exactly how to fit. Building slowly, perfectly, toward something bigger than just orgasm.

“I’m close,” she gasped.

“Me too. Come with me.”

I changed my angle slightly, hitting that spot deep inside her. She cried out, her pussy fluttering around me.

“Now,” I groaned. “Come now.”

We came together—her pussy clenching rhythmically as I flooded her with cum. Deep. Hot. Endless.

I stayed buried inside her, both of us panting, both of us trembling.

“That was…” she whispered.

“Just the beginning,” I said. “We’re not done.”



Round Two: Desperate

We lay tangled together for twenty minutes, catching our breath, whispering about everything and nothing.

Then Catherine’s hand found my cock.

“Already?” I asked, surprised I was hardening again so quickly.

“I told you. Multiple rounds. I want you again.” Her eyes were dark with renewed desire. “I need you again.”

“How do you want me?”

“From behind. Deep. I want to feel you as deep as possible.”

I positioned her on her hands and knees, those endless legs spread wide. Ran my hands over her elegant back, down her spine, cupping that tight pilates-perfect ass. Those impossibly long legs were trembling with anticipation.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I said, gripping her hips hard. “Look at you. On your knees for me.”

“Then fuck me. Claim me. Make me yours.”

I pushed inside her—still slick from our first round, still full of my cum—and we both groaned at the sensation. The wet sounds were obscene. I could feel my own cum from earlier coating my cock as I sank deep.

This time was different. Harder. More desperate. Like we were both trying to imprint ourselves on each other before time ran out.

“God, yes,” she gasped as I pounded into her, gripping the sheets. “Just like that. Harder. Don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t. Fucked her hard and deep, brutal thrusts that made the bed shake. My hips slapped against that perfect ass with each thrust, leaving it pink. She was so wet—our mixed fluids making everything slick and messy.

“Whose pussy is this?” I growled, spanking her ass hard.

“Yours!” she moaned, pushing back to meet my thrusts.

“Say it again. Louder.”

“Yours! It’s yours, Nathan! Only yours! All of me is yours!”

I reached around to rub her swollen clit while I fucked her, and she went wild. Screaming into the pillows, ass pushing back, pussy clenching.

“I’m coming again,” she cried, voice muffled. “Oh god, I’m coming—so hard—”

Her pussy clamped down on me like a vice, milking me. I slammed deep—as deep as I could get—grinding against her cervix, and came again. Another massive load pumping into her already-full pussy.

“Yes!” she whimpered as she felt me pulsing inside her. “Give it all to me. Every fucking drop. Fill me up. Breed me.”

I did. Stayed buried inside her, grinding deep, until I was completely empty. Cum was leaking out around my cock, dripping down her thighs, soaking the sheets.

When I finally pulled out, thick white cream poured from her pussy, running down her thighs in rivers.

“Don’t clean it up,” she said breathlessly, collapsing forward but keeping her ass raised. “I want to feel it. Want to feel how full I am. How much you’ve given me.”

I watched my cum leak from her well-fucked pussy, and felt a primal satisfaction.



Round Three: Forever

We dozed for an hour, our bodies sticky with sweat and cum, completely tangled together.

Catherine woke me with soft kisses on my chest.

“Once more,” she whispered. “One more time before morning.”

“You’re insatiable.”

“I’m greedy. I want as much of you as I can have.” Her hand wrapped around my semi-hard cock. “One more, Nathan. Please.”

How could I say no to that?

I pulled her on top of me. Let her straddle my hips and sink down onto my cock at her own pace.

“Oh,” she breathed as she took me inside. “I’m so full of you already. I can feel your cum from earlier.”

“And now I’m going to add more.”

She started riding me slowly, her hands braced on my chest, her endless legs folded on either side of my hips.

“I don’t want to leave,” she said, tears in her eyes. “I don’t want this to end.”

“It’s not ending. You’re taking me with you.” I pulled her down for a kiss. “Part of me will be growing inside you. You’ll never be without me.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She rode me slowly, sensually, like she was trying to make it last forever. I let her set the pace. Let her take what she needed.

When she was close, I gripped her hips and helped her move. Faster. Harder.

“Come for me one more time,” I said. “Then I’ll fill you up again.”

“Together,” she gasped. “I want to come together.”

We did. Her pussy clenching around me as I pumped her full for the third time that night.

She collapsed onto my chest, both of us completely spent.

“Stay inside me,” she whispered. “Just a little longer.”

I did. Held her close, still buried inside her, as our breathing slowly returned to normal.

“I’ve never felt this way,” she said eventually. “This complete. This cherished.”

“Neither have I.”

“Will you miss me? When I’m gone?”

“Every day.”

“Good.” She lifted her head to look at me. “Because I’m going to miss you too. Desperately.”



We fell asleep like that, still connected, not willing to separate even for comfort.

Morning came too soon.

Catherine dressed in her CEO armor—designer suit, heels, perfect makeup. Rebuilding her walls piece by piece.

But when she looked at me, her eyes were soft.

“Three weeks,” she said. “I’ll text you with the results.”

“And then?”

“And then we figure out what happens next.” She touched my face. “I know this is complicated. I know you have other clients. Other obligations. But Nathan, I need you in my life. However that looks.”

“I need you too.”

“Good.” She kissed me softly. “Then we’ll make it work.”



Linda was waiting by the front door with Catherine’s bags.

“Your car is here,” she said.

Catherine nodded, then turned to me one last time. From her purse, she pulled an envelope.

“For the inn,” she said, pressing it into my hands.

I opened it. A check for fifty thousand dollars.

“Catherine, this is—”

“What you deserve. For everything.” She squeezed my hand. “For the renovations. For the future. For giving me hope.”

She kissed my cheek, lingering just a moment too long.

Then she got in the town car.

I stood on the porch watching until the car disappeared around the bend, her check still in my hands, my chest tight with conflicting emotions.

Linda appeared beside me. “She’ll be back.”

“How do you know?”

“Because she’s in love with you. And you’re in love with her.” Linda took the check, examined it. “Fifty thousand. That’s more than generous.”

“She said she’d text in three weeks. With the test results.”

“She will. And when she confirms she’s pregnant, she’ll want to come back. To be part of the pregnancy. To see you.” Linda looked at me seriously. “This changes things, Nathan. A client relationship is one thing. But this? This is something else entirely.”

“I know.”

“Can you handle it? Can she? Because you still have other clients scheduled. Other women who’ll need you.”

“We’ll figure it out.”

“For your sake, I hope you’re right.” She headed back inside, then paused. “Oh, and Nathan? Well done. In every way. Catherine will be pregnant. I’d stake my reputation on it.”

She disappeared inside, leaving me on the porch with the morning sun and a future I couldn’t quite predict.

But for the first time since inheriting this insane business, I wasn’t afraid of what came next.

I was ready for it.


Chapter 11: New Reservations

Catherine’s hundred thousand dollars—combined with my successful client bookings—transformed the inn.

By mid-November, contractors were everywhere. Repainting the exterior. Replacing rotted boards. Updating the plumbing. Installing new windows in the guest rooms.

“The Wellness Wing needs a complete overhaul,” Linda said, reviewing blueprints in the library. “New bed. Better soundproofing. Updated lighting.”

“How much?”

“Thirty thousand. But it’s worth it. We’re booking three months out now. The waiting list is at forty-seven women.”

Forty-seven women waiting for me to get them pregnant.

The reality of that should have been overwhelming. Instead, it felt… right. Like I’d finally found my purpose.

“Book them,” I said. “All of them.”

“That’s almost a year of solid bookings.”

“I know. Do it anyway.”

Linda smiled—a rare, genuine smile. “You’ve really committed to this.”

“It’s my life now. Might as well embrace it.”



Sofia approached me first.

I was in the kitchen helping her prep for dinner—chopping vegetables while she worked on some elaborate sauce.

“I need to ask you something,” she said, not looking up from her stirring.

“Okay.”

“My daughter. She’s asking questions. About why I’m glowing. Why I’m happier.” Sofia set down her spoon. “I need to tell her something.”

“What do you want to tell her?”

“The truth. That I’m trying for a baby. That you’re the man I’m doing this with. That we’re…whatever we are.”

“What are we?”

“Family.” She finally looked at me. “You, me, Astrid, Linda. We’re building a family here. Unconventional. Complicated. But real.”

Something warm spread through my chest. “Yeah. We are.”

“So I can tell her? About trying for a baby?”

“It’s your daughter. You can tell her whatever you think is right.”

Sofia set down her spoon and walked over. Took my hands in hers. “When I do get pregnant, I want you involved, papi. Not just as the genetic father. As a real father. Teaching them. Playing with them. Being present.”

“I want that too.”

“Even though you’ll have dozens of children you’ll never know? Client babies scattered across the country?”

I thought about that. About the clients who came and left. About the distance they maintained.

“Those are different,” I said finally. “The clients know the arrangement. They don’t want me involved. But you? Sofia, I want to be there for everything. First words. First steps. All of it.”

She kissed me then. Soft and sweet and full of promise.

“Good. Because when we have a baby, they’ll deserve a father who shows up.”



Astrid was more direct.

She found me in the sauna building, where I was fixing a broken bench.

“I want to get pregnant,” she announced. No preamble. No emotion. Just fact.

“Okay.”

“We need to discuss logistics.” She sat on the one working bench, all business. “When I do get pregnant, I want to continue working through it. But I’ll need help with the physical aspects. Lifting. Moving equipment.”

“I can help.”

“And after the baby comes, I’ll need childcare during client sessions. Sofia’s already agreed to share duties when we both have children. But you’ll need to be available too.”

“Okay.”

“I’m not asking you to be a traditional father. I don’t need that. But I want you present. Involved.” Her ice-blue eyes were serious. “Can you commit to that?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She stood and walked over. For once, her cool facade cracked slightly. “I chose you deliberately. Not just for genetics. But because I think you’ll be a good father. Don’t prove me wrong.”

“I won’t.”

She kissed my cheek—a rare show of affection—then left me alone with the broken bench and a growing sense of responsibility.

Two women who wanted my children. On purpose. By choice.

And Catherine hoping for the same, texting me daily about her hopes and dreams for the future.

This was my life now.

Strange. Overwhelming. Perfect.



The renovations revealed problems in unexpected places.

The old wiring in the Wellness Wing was a fire hazard. The foundation under the east wing was cracking. The roof needed complete replacement.

Each discovery added weeks to the timeline and thousands to the budget.

But Catherine’s money kept coming. Every month she visited, every month she left another check.

“You don’t have to keep doing this,” I told her during her third visit.

“I want to. This inn is part of what we’re building. Part of our story.” She smiled. “Besides, I can afford it. And I like knowing I’m helping build something.”

“You’re building more than something. You’re building our future.”

“Our future.” She smiled. “I like the sound of that.”

We made love that night, and afterward she stayed curled against me.

“I keep thinking about the future,” she said quietly. “About what it will be like when I have your baby. When we’re really a family.”

“We’re already a family.”

“I know. But…” She looked at me seriously. “I know this isn’t traditional. I know you have other clients. Will have other children. But for me, you’re it. You’re everything.”

“Catherine—”

“I’m not asking you to quit. I know that’s not realistic. But I need you to know that you’re mine. In the ways that matter. My partner. The father of my future child. Mine.”

“I’m yours,” I said. And meant it.



Linda waited three days after Catherine left.

I was in the study late one evening, reviewing renovation plans, when she appeared in the doorway.

“We need to talk,” she said.

“About?”

“Me.” She walked in and closed the door behind her. Locked it. “I’ve been watching you. For months now. With Catherine. With Sofia and Astrid. With the clients.”

She approached the desk slowly, each step deliberate. Her hair was down—I’d never seen it down before—cascading in silver-streaked black waves past her shoulders.

“Linda—”

“I’ve spent fifteen years maintaining control,” she interrupted. “Fifteen years watching. Managing. Staying separate.” She stopped on the other side of the desk, her dark eyes burning into mine. “I’m done watching.”

My heart rate picked up. “What do you want?”

“You.” Simple. Direct. “I want you to take me. Right here. Right now. I want my voyeur walls to break.”

“Linda—”

“Please.” Her voice cracked slightly. “I need this. I need you to claim me. To make me lose control. To—” She took a shaky breath. “I’ve wanted this since the moment you fixed that railing. Since I first touched your cock. Since I watched you with Sofia, with Astrid, with Catherine. I want what they have.”

I stood slowly, walked around the desk. She held her ground but I could see the trembling in her hands.

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

I reached out and pulled the hair tie from her wrist—the one she always kept there as backup. Watched as the last piece of her severe armor fell away.

“Then I’m not asking permission anymore,” I said. “You’re mine now.”

“Yes.” She breathed the word. “Yours.”

I grabbed her hips and lifted her onto the desk with one motion. She gasped. Papers scattered. The ledger slid off. The lamp teetered but stayed upright.

“Wait—” Linda reached for her skirt.

“No.” I caught her wrists, pinning them against the desk. “I undress you. I’m in control now.”

I released one wrist to push her skirt up slowly, revealing those legs she always kept hidden. Smooth porcelain skin. Toned calves. Thighs that went on forever. My hands traveled up her inner thighs and she gasped, spreading wider for me.

“You’re wearing lace,” I observed, hooking my fingers in the black panties—barely-there lace that was soaked through. “You planned this.”

“I hoped for it.” Her voice was breathless, breaking. “Every day since Catherine left, I’ve worn these. Waiting. Touching myself every night. Hoping you’d finally—”

I silenced her by ripping the panties off. The lace tore easily. She was soaked, glistening, swollen and ready.

“How long have you been wet like this?”

“Since dinner. Since I decided tonight was the night. Since I came in here and knew I couldn’t wait another moment.” She spread her legs wider, shameless, desperate. “Please, Nathan. I’ve waited fifteen years. I can’t wait another second.”

I unzipped my jeans, shoved them down, freed my cock. It was rock hard, aching. Her eyes tracked down to it and her lips parted, tongue darting out to wet them.

“Look at me,” I commanded.

She did. Those dark eyes locked on mine—vulnerable, desperate, needy.

“Say it. Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours.” Her eyes were wet, tears threatening to spill. “I’m yours. I’ve always been yours. From that first day. Please—claim me—make me yours—”

I pushed inside her in one brutal thrust.

Linda screamed.

Not a gasp. Not a moan. A full-throated scream of fifteen years of pent-up need finally, finally released.

“Oh god—oh FUCK—Nathan—” Her back arched violently off the desk. Her legs wrapped around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. “You’re so deep—stretching me—I can’t—it’s too much—”

“Yes you can.” I gripped her hips bruisingly hard and started to move. Hard. Fast. Brutal. No gentleness. No mercy. “You wanted this. Begged for this. You’re taking all of it.”

“Yes—fuck yes—” Composed, controlled Linda was gone. Shattered. In her place was a woman desperate and raw and sobbing with need. “Harder—please—don’t hold back—fuck me like you mean it—”

I didn’t hold back. I fucked her brutally against the desk, pounding into her with everything I had. The heavy wood creaked ominously. Ledgers crashed to the floor. The lamp finally toppled with a crash, glass shattering.

Neither of us cared.

Her silver-streaked hair had come completely loose, cascading across the mahogany. Her blouse was ripped open—buttons scattered—exposing her small breasts bouncing with each thrust. She was completely undone.

“Touch yourself,” I ordered, voice rough. “Make yourself come on my cock.”

Linda obeyed instantly, her hand flying to her clit, rubbing frantically. “I’m going to come—Nathan—oh god I’m going to—I can’t hold—”

“Then come. Come on my cock. Show me what fifteen years of waiting feels like.”

She detonated. Her whole body convulsed violently, her pussy clamping down on me like a vice, rhythmic pulses that squeezed my cock so hard it was almost painful. The scream that tore from her throat was primal, feral—fifteen years of iron control finally shattered into a million pieces.

“DON’T STOP,” she gasped through her orgasm, still coming. “Keep fucking me—I want more—need more—”

I pounded her through the aftershocks, her pussy still spasming, still gripping me. She came again—another wave crashing over her—and I felt my own release building.

“Where?” I gasped.

“Inside! Deep inside! Breed me!” She locked her legs tighter around me. “Fill me up! Get me pregnant! Make me yours!”

I buried myself as deep as physically possible and came, roaring, flooding her with thick spurts of cum.

“YES!” she sobbed. “I can feel it! Feel you filling me! So hot! So much!”

Pulse after pulse. I came harder than I ever had, fifteen years of her pent-up need pulling it out of me. When I finally stopped, we were both shaking, covered in sweat, the desk a disaster beneath us.

“Yes,” she whimpered, feeling me still pulsing inside her. “Fill me. Breed me. Make me yours completely.”

I stayed buried in her while we both caught our breath. Linda’s eyes were streaming tears.

“Linda—”

“Happy tears,” she said quickly. “God, Nathan. That was—I’ve never—” She pulled me down for a desperate kiss. “Thank you. For not treating me gently. For taking what I offered.”

“Is this what you wanted?”

“More.” She wrapped her legs tighter around me, keeping me inside her. “I want more. Tonight. Tomorrow. Every day until I’m pregnant.” Her eyes darkened. “Breed me properly. Thoroughly. Until there’s no doubt.”

“What about the clients?”

“They can wait. I’ve waited fifteen years for this.” She kissed me again. “I’m not wasting another minute.”



That week was chaos.

Clients during the day. Linda at night. Sometimes Sofia or Astrid in between, wanting their own sessions to “keep you practiced,” as they put it.

By Friday, I was exhausted.

“You need rest,” Sofia said, finding me collapsed on my bed. “You can’t keep this pace.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re not. You’re running yourself into the ground.” She sat beside me. “Nathan, we love that you’re dedicated. But you’re human. You have limits.”

“The clients need—”

“The clients will wait. Linda will understand. Your body needs recovery.” She touched my face. “Let me take care of you tonight. No sex. Just rest.”

She curled up beside me and I fell asleep within minutes, her hand stroking my hair.

When I woke the next morning, all three women were there. Sofia curled into one side. Astrid on the other. Linda sitting in the chair by the window, watching us with soft eyes.

“What’s happening?” I asked groggily.

“We let you sleep,” Linda said. “You needed it.”

“But the client—”

“I postponed her. Told her you had the flu. She rescheduled for next week.” Linda stood and walked over. “We’re a team, Nathan. That means taking care of each other. Including you.”

“She’s right,” Astrid said. “You’ve been trying to be everything to everyone. But you’re allowed to need things too.”

“Like sleep,” Sofia added. “And food. And breaks.”

I looked at the three of them—these incredible women who’d become my family—and felt something break open in my chest.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Don’t thank us. Just take better care of yourself.” Linda touched my shoulder. “You’re no good to anyone if you burn out.”



Two weeks later, Linda pulled me aside in the library.

The same desk where I’d first claimed her.

“I want to talk about getting pregnant,” she said quietly. “Deliberately. Seriously.”

“Okay.”

“I’ve been tracking my cycle. Timing when we’re together.” Her hands were shaking slightly. “I want this, Nathan. A baby. After all these years of thinking I’d never have it.”

I pulled her into my arms and held her.

“Then we’ll make it happen,” I said.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you for giving me this chance.”

“You don’t have to thank me.”

“I do. You’re giving me something I thought I’d never have. The possibility of a baby. A family. A future that’s more than just running this inn.”

“You gave me all that too,” I pointed out. “This place. This life. You believed in me when I had no idea what I was doing.”

“Look at us,” she said, laughing through tears. “The blind leading the blind.”

“Maybe. But we figured it out.”

She kissed me—soft and sweet—then pulled back. “I need to tell you something.”

“Okay.”

“I’m in love with you.” She said it matter-of-factly, like announcing the weather. “Not in competition with Catherine. Not romantically, exactly. But I love you, Nathan. As a partner. As the father of my future child. As family.”

“I love you too. All of you. Sofia, Astrid, you. You’re my family now.”

“Good. Because we’re stuck with you.” She smiled. “Three women trying for babies and a fourth one visiting monthly hoping for the same. You’re going to have your hands full.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

“Good. Because the waiting list is now at fifty-two women. Business is booming. And you, my dear consultant, are about to become the most sought-after breeding stud in three states.”



The next afternoon, I was reviewing contractor quotes when the doorbell rang.

Linda answered. Through the library window, I watched her sign for a delivery—a plain brown box from the pharmacy.

She brought it inside, setting it on the hall table while she checked the packing slip.

“Bulk pregnancy tests,” she called out. “Standard restock order.”

I nodded absently, returning to the quotes. Routine supply delivery. Nothing unusual.

But then I noticed Linda had stopped moving. She was staring at the packing slip, her brow furrowed.

“That’s odd,” she said quietly.

“What is?”

“This order.” She looked up at me. “I didn’t place it.”

“Maybe Sofia or Astrid ordered them?”

“No. All supply orders go through me. Always.” Linda’s expression was puzzled. “And the quantity is wrong. This is twice what we normally order.”

She opened the box, pulling out packages of pregnancy tests. Dozens of them.

“Someone ordered these,” she said. “Recently. But it wasn’t me.”

A door opened upstairs. Soft footsteps on the stairs.

Sofia appeared, her hand instinctively going to her still-flat stomach. Her eyes landed on the box of tests.

“Oh,” she said. “Those arrived.”

Linda and I both looked at her.

“Sofia?” Linda’s voice was careful. “Did you order these?”

Sofia bit her lip. “Not exactly. I mean—” She glanced at me, then back at Linda. “One of them is for me. I wanted to test early. Just to be sure.”

“Your period isn’t due for another week,” Linda said.

“I know. But I have a feeling.” Sofia’s hand pressed against her stomach. “After the pantry… I think it worked.”

Linda’s expression softened slightly. But her eyes went back to the box. All those tests.

“These aren’t all for you,” she observed.

“No,” Sofia admitted. “But I thought… maybe others would want to test soon too.”

The three of us stood in the hallway, staring at that box. Pregnancy tests. Evidence of what we were really doing here. What we were building.

Linda picked up one package, turning it over in her hands.

“Well,” she said finally. “I suppose we’ll find out soon enough.”

She handed the package to Sofia, who clutched it to her chest.

And I couldn’t help but wonder—if the tests weren’t all for Sofia, who else was planning to use them?


Chapter 12: Two Pink Lines

“Nathan?”

Sofia’s voice pulled me from sleep. I blinked awake to find her standing in my doorway, still in her nightgown, holding something in her hand.

“Sofia? What time is it?”

“Early. Sorry.” She stepped into the room, closing the door behind her. “But I couldn’t wait. My period’s late. Five days late. I’m never late.”

My heart jumped. I sat up fully. “The pantry.”

“The pantry,” she confirmed with a nervous smile. “Yesterday, when those tests arrived… I took one. I just took it. And Nathan—” Her voice broke.

“And?”

She held up the test with a trembling hand. Two pink lines.

“Positive,” she whispered. “I’m pregnant.”

Tears streamed down her face as the words hung in the air between us.

I pulled her into my arms. She sobbed into my chest—happy tears, relief tears, years of wanting finally fulfilled.

“We made a baby,” she said. “You and me. A baby.”

“Our baby.”

She pulled back, cupping my face. “Are you happy? About this? About us?”

“I’m terrified. But yeah. I’m happy.”

“Good.” She kissed me softly. “Because this baby is going to have the best daddy in the world.”



We told the others at dinner.

Linda smiled—rare and genuine. “Congratulations. Both of you.”

Astrid raised her glass. “To new life. And to Sofia getting what she wanted.”

“What we both wanted,” Sofia corrected, squeezing my hand.

But there was something in Astrid’s expression. Something hungry and impatient.

After dinner, she cornered me in the library.

“I want next,” she said without preamble.

“Astrid—”

“Sofia’s pregnant. Linda’s been watching and waiting. But me? I’ve been patient. Clinical. Professional.” Her ice-blue eyes were fierce. “I’m done being patient. My fertile window opens next week. I want you to breed me. Deliberately. Multiple times. Until I’m pregnant too.”

“This isn’t a competition.”

“I know. But it feels like one. Sofia has your baby growing inside her. I want the same.” She stepped closer. “Please, Nathan. I’ve been good. I’ve followed the rules. But I need this. I need you.”

How could I say no to that?

“Next week,” I agreed. “During your window. I’m yours.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She kissed me—hard and possessive—then left before I could say anything else.



Astrid’s fertile window arrived with Nordic efficiency.

She tracked everything. Basal temperature. Cervical mucus. Ovulation predictor tests. When the optimal moment came, she found me in the garden.

“Now,” she said. “I’m at peak fertility. We need to start now.”

No romance. No seduction. Just Astrid being Astrid—direct and clinical.

But when I laid her down in the Wellness Wing and pushed inside her, all that clinical detachment shattered.

“Oh god,” she gasped. “Nathan—”

“I’ve got you.”

“Don’t hold back. I want everything. Give me everything.”

I did. Fucked her hard and deep, exactly how she’d asked in the library. When I came, flooding her with my first load, she wrapped her legs around me and held me inside.

“More,” she demanded. “I want more.”

We went three rounds that first session. By the end, she was overflowing, cum dripping down her thighs, and smiling with satisfaction.

“That will do it,” she said confidently. “I’m pregnant. I know it.”

“You can’t possibly know after one session.”

“I know my body. It worked.” She touched my face. “Thank you. For giving me what I needed.”



Two weeks later, Astrid took a test.

Positive.

“I told you,” she said, showing me the result. “I know my body.”

Sofia squealed and hugged her. Linda observed with quiet approval.

“Two staff pregnancies,” Linda said. “The inn is truly transforming.”

“And you?” I asked her. “What about you?”

Linda’s expression was unreadable. “I’m still deciding.”

“Deciding what?”

“Whether I want to participate. Or continue watching.” She looked at Sofia’s growing belly, Astrid’s satisfied smile. “Part of me wants what they have. But part of me is afraid.”

“Of what?”

“Of losing control. Of becoming vulnerable. Of wanting something I might not get.” She touched my arm briefly. “Give me time, Nathan. I’ve spent fifteen years in control. Surrendering isn’t easy for me.”

“Take all the time you need.”

But I saw the longing in her eyes. The way she watched Sofia and Astrid. The way her hand sometimes drifted to her own flat stomach.

Linda would come to me eventually. I just had to wait.



Four weeks after Catherine left, my phone buzzed.

Catherine: Test results came back.

My heart stopped. I stared at the message, suddenly terrified of what came next.

Me: And?

Three dots appeared. Disappeared. Appeared again.

Catherine: Positive. I’m pregnant.

Relief flooded through me so intense I had to sit down.

Me: That’s incredible. Congratulations.

Catherine: Congratulations to us. We made a baby, Nathan.

Me: How are you feeling?

Catherine: Terrified. Thrilled. Already nauseous. I threw up twice this morning.

Me: Morning sickness already?

Catherine: Apparently I’m an overachiever even in pregnancy.

I laughed, my chest tight with emotion.

Catherine: I want to come back. Next weekend. To see you. To celebrate. Is that okay?

Me: More than okay. I’ve missed you.

Catherine: I’ve missed you too. Every day. See you Friday?

Me: Friday. I’ll be waiting.



That night, Linda called a meeting. Sofia, Astrid, and me in the library.

“We need to celebrate,” Linda announced. “Sofia’s pregnancy. Astrid’s pregnancy. Catherine’s pregnancy. Three of you have succeeded. Three babies on the way.”

“And you?” I asked quietly.

Linda’s expression softened. “I’m still trying. Still hoping. But tonight isn’t about me—it’s about celebrating what’s already happened.” She smiled. “So tonight, we celebrate. The inn thriving. The future being built. New life.”

“How do you want to celebrate?” I asked.

Linda’s eyes darkened. “Together. All of us. No more watching from the sidelines. I’m ready to fully participate.”

My heart rate picked up. “You’re sure?”

“I’ve spent fifteen years watching,” Linda said softly. “Tonight, I join in. Completely.”



We went to the Wellness Wing—the largest bed, the most private space.

Three gorgeous women. Two pregnant with my babies, one hoping to be. All three mine.

They undressed me together. Sofia’s hands on my chest. Astrid unbuckling my belt. Linda kissing my neck, her hair down and wild.

“You’ve given us everything,” Sofia whispered. “Tonight we give back.”

They stripped for me slowly, teasing. Sofia peeled off her flowing skirt to reveal nothing underneath, those massive G-cup breasts already fuller with early pregnancy, nipples darker. Astrid pulled off her tank top and shorts in one motion, showing off that perfect athletic body—toned abs, perky tits, endless legs. Linda unbuttoned her blouse slowly, letting it fall to reveal lace lingerie before stripping it away too—finally, completely bare. No more barriers. No more control. Her silver-streaked hair cascaded down her back.

“You’re all beautiful,” I said, taking in the sight. Three gorgeous pregnant women. All mine.

“Then show us,” Linda said, climbing onto the bed with newfound confidence. “Show us we’re yours. Claim all of us.”

Sofia straddled my face first. Her pussy already soaked, dripping. I gripped those thick hips and pulled her down hard onto my mouth. She tasted sweet, musky. I licked from her opening to her clit and she moaned.

Astrid took my cock, gripping it in her hand first, stroking. “Still so hard for us.” She positioned herself and sank down slowly, her tight pussy gripping every inch.

And Linda—Linda kissed me around Sofia’s thigh, her hands roaming my chest, finally participating instead of watching. Her touch was electric. Desperate. Years of repression finally breaking free.

“This is perfect,” Sofia gasped as I licked her clit, circling it with my tongue. “All of us together. Finally.”

I sucked her clit hard and she ground down on my face, thick thighs trembling. Astrid rode my cock, bouncing slowly, her pussy squeezing me with each movement.

“Switch,” Linda ordered after several minutes. Still taking charge even while surrendering. “I want a turn on his cock.”

They rotated smoothly. Linda mounted my cock, her pussy still sensitive from our brutal session three days ago. She gasped as she sank down, taking me to the hilt.

“God, you’re so deep,” she whimpered, starting to move. “So big. Stretching me again.”

Astrid straddled my face next, her flexibility letting her bend forward to kiss Linda deeply while I ate her out. I watched their tongues tangle above me while I licked Astrid’s pink pussy.

Sofia knelt beside us, playing with her own swollen breasts, pinching her dark nipples, watching with hungry eyes. “You’re all so hot. Fuck. Look at you all together.”

“Join in,” I managed between licks. “Touch them. There’s room.”

Sofia moved behind Linda, reaching around to play with her small breasts, pinching her nipples while Linda rode me. The three of them together—touching each other, kissing each other, pleasuring each other.

“I’m going to come,” Linda gasped, riding faster. “Already—so sensitive—can’t hold—”

“Come on his cock,” Astrid urged, breaking the kiss to watch Linda’s face. “Let us see you come.”

Linda did, her pussy clamping down on me like a vice as she came with a scream—control finally shattered again. Her whole body convulsed. I kept licking Astrid through it, sucking her clit, until she was shaking and gasping too, grinding on my face.

“My turn to ride,” Sofia said when Linda climbed off shakily, legs trembling.

She mounted me, and I groaned at the difference—her pussy was tighter with pregnancy, hotter, wetter. Those massive tits bounced wildly as she started to move, riding hard and fast.

Linda and Astrid flanked her, each taking one of her huge nipples into their mouths, sucking while she rode.

“Fuck—that’s—oh god—” Sofia’s head fell back, her curls bouncing. “I’m coming—already—watching you both—feeling you suck my tits—”

When she came, screaming, her pussy spasming around my cock, I couldn’t hold back anymore. I grabbed her wide hips and slammed her down, burying myself deep and came hard, flooding her with thick spurts.

“Yes! Yes! Breed me again, papi!” Sofia cried, grinding down to take every drop.

But they weren’t done.

“Again,” Astrid demanded, working my cock with her hand to keep me hard. “We want more.”

We went two more rounds. All three taking turns. All three touching each other. All three coming multiple times.

By the end, we were a tangle of sweaty, satisfied bodies.

“Best celebration ever,” Sofia murmured.

“Agreed,” Astrid said.

Linda just smiled, her hand resting on her stomach. “Our family. Strange and perfect.”

“Our family,” I echoed.



The next morning, I was having coffee on the porch when a vintage Porsche came up the gravel drive.

Two women stepped out. Identical. Tall. Red hair cascading past their shoulders in perfect waves. Green eyes. Designer clothes. Late thirties, maybe.

They walked up the steps together, moving in perfect sync.

“You must be Nathan,” one said.

“We’ve heard so much about you,” the other added.

“All good things,” they said in unison, smiling identically.

I stood, confused. “Can I help you?”

“We hope so.” The first twin—or was it the second?—extended her hand. “I’m Fiona.”

“And I’m Siobhan,” said the other. “We drove up from the city. No appointment. But we heard about Willow Creek Inn. About the… services you provide.”

Linda appeared behind me. “We don’t take walk-ins.”

“We know,” Fiona said. “But we’re desperate. Both of us. Same situation.”

“We want to get pregnant,” Siobhan added. “At the same time. By the same man. So our children will be almost twins.”

“Like we are,” Fiona finished.

They looked at me with identical desperate hope.

Linda cleared her throat. “The waiting list is quite long. We’re booked for months.”

“We’ll pay extra,” Fiona said immediately.

“Double,” Siobhan added. “Each. We need this.”

I looked at Linda. She raised an eyebrow. Your call, her expression said.

Sofia appeared in the doorway, drying her hands. Her eyes widened. “Gemelas. Twins. Dios mío.”

Astrid joined her, leaning against the doorframe. “This should be interesting.”

The twins looked at me expectantly.

Three pregnant staff members behind me. Two desperate twins in front of me. The waiting list exploding. The inn thriving.

This was my life now. This strange, impossible, perfect life.

“Come inside,” I said. “Let’s talk.”

As the twins followed Linda into the library, Sofia whispered in my ear: “Twins, papi. At the same time. Can you handle that?”

I grinned. “Only one way to find out.”

The door closed behind them, and I heard Linda beginning her intake interview. The twins’ voices overlapping, finishing each other’s sentences.

Astrid laughed. “Your life just got even more complicated.”

“Good,” I said. “I like complicated.”

And as I walked inside to meet with my newest potential clients, I felt nothing but anticipation.

The inheritance had changed everything.

And I wouldn’t change a single thing back.



END OF BOOK ONE

Nathan’s journey continues in Book 2


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Cole Cross on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Cole Cross are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.
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